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Jiirgen Brand:

MI SMO MLADI

SVET nas ¢aka, mi smo mladi— Brat, za gozdom — ne lezi tam
o ti lepi, daljni svet! tuja, daljna nam deZela?

Koprnenju, nasi nadi Glej livado — se nam ni tam

gre Cez les, polje pogled. roza tuja razcvetela?

Ni¢ mi glave ne podpiraj, Pridite od vsepovsodi,

nad teboj nebo je jasno. prek dolin pojdimo glasno.

Kvisku glej, naprej prodiraj! Koderkoli pot nas vodi:

Mi smo mladi — to je krasno! mi smo mladi — to je krasno!

Kvisku! Solnce bo vodilo

preko gor nas mladi voj;

ko bo solnce zatonilo,

svetil nam bo zvezdic soj!

Brat, nahrbtnik brz na ramo,

cilj na8 daljna je daljina.

Veter? Dez? — Ga ne poznamo!
Mi smo mladi, smo mladina!

DRAGICA IN MUCIKA

PRIDNA nasa Dragica 0j, to vam kvaéka mucika
kvaékat se udi. z vsemi Stirimi.

Ob nje strani mucika in ¢udi se, da Dragica

modro se drzi. ne zna Se kvackati.

Pa vam lepa mucika Pa, joj, ko nasa Dragica

hode pridna bit. pe klopéku se ozre!

Mala bela taéica Ni klopéka veé — le mucika

prime belo nit—, ofipkana v njo zre —.

Amna P. Krasna,
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Ob novem letu.

Novoletne resolucije

ED civiliziranimi zemljami se je mo¢no ukoreninila navada ali obi¢aj, da ob

nastopu novega leta delajo obljube in sklepe, ki jim pravijo novoletne reso-
lucije. Nekateri so trdno prepri¢ani, da se bodo ravnali po njih, ve¢ina pa si
jih naniza celo vrsto le iz navade in pozabi nanje zZe, ko novo leto iteje Sele par
dni svojega zivljenja. Iz tega se da sklepati, da vedina ljudi z novoletnimi
obljubami vara sama sebe, ker le predobro ve, da bodo novoletni sklepi kmalu pre-
lomljeni.

Stara navada je Zelezna srajca, pravi znana prislovica. Le malokdo uspe,
da ji odpove druzbo, da se reSi njenega objema. V tem oziru je povpreéen
zemljan slabi¢, ker nima dovolj odporne sile, dovolj odlo¢nosti, da bi se odpove-
dal slabim navadam, ko ve, da mu resno Skodujejo. Pogosto nam manjka tudi
razsodnosti, da bi znali preceniti dobro od slabega.

Starsi, ki imajo majhne otroke, radi katerih je ta c¢lanek natisnjen, so
dolZni dati jim dobro vzgojo. Vsled tega bi se oni morali Se posebno izogibati
slabim navadam. Zavedati se morajo dejstva, da so otroci dobri posnemalci
odrascenih, v prvi vrsti svojih starsev. Zato bodi njihova dolZnost, da %e v kali
zatro pri svojih otrokih slabe navade, ki bi jim Skodovale z vsakim dnem.

Vsak otrok pri¢ne z uc¢enjem v zgodnji dobi svojega Zivljenja. S tem uce-
njem nastajajo navade, ki so dobre ali slabe. Otrok doZivlja spremembe ¢im
shodi in pri¢ne govoriti. Te so vaZne Vv njegovem Zivljenju, ko stopa med svoje
tovariSe, ko nehote pri¢ne spoznavati svet v svojem krogu. Navade ga okle-
pajo in uditi se mora kaj je slabo in kaj je dobro. Pri tem mu pridejo na po-
moé v prvi vrsti stardi, predvsem mati. Dober oce ali mati ne bo ¢akal novega
leta, da Sele takrat odvadi svojega otroka slabih navad. S tem bo pricel takoj,
¢im spozna, da se otrok udaja slabemu, v katerem vidi na prvi pogled le zabavo
in smeh, a se pogneje pretvori v slabo navado, ki zna otroku Skodovati.

Razsodna mati bo znala svojega otroka odvrniti od slabega na lep nadin,
ne s silo. Znano je, da vsak otrok prav tisto rad stori, kar mu je strogo prepo-
vedano. Zato je ulinkovitejSe, ¢e se otroka odvrada od slabega na lep nadin
kot pa s silo. Skodljive stvari se prezre, nanje se pozabi, kot da bi jih ne bilo,
pa se posveca vel pozornosti stvarem, ki so zazeljene in koristne. Na ta naéin se
zainteresira otroka v stvari, ki jih mi smatramo dobrim. [Lahko je umljivo,
da potem otrok ne bo imel ¢asa za slabo in tako se bo na lep naédin otresel slabih
navad.

VaZno je tudi, da star$i ucée svoje otroke, da spoStujejo druge ljudi. To
je dobra lastnost. Pri tem se ucepi otroku v njegov sistem klico samosposto-
vanja, ki je neobhodno potrebno, da postane iz vaSega otroka dober in dostojen
&lovek, ki ga bodo drugi spostovali ter jemali za vzgled.

S tem Se nikakor ne skuSamo povedati, da se da na ta nacin odpraviti vse
¢loveske slabosti, ki so uteleSene v posameznem bitju. Ne mislimo, da se bo na
ta nac¢in dalo iz otroka napraviti svetnika, ker to bi bilo zmotno. Ljudje ne
marajo za svetnike in podobne cmeravce. Skusamo le dokazati, da je ¢lovek
lahko bolj ¢loveski napram samemu sebi in svojih soljudem, ée je odloden, spo-
Stovanja vreden, iskren in poSten. Cmeravih in nezna¢ajnih ljudi je veé kot
preveé, vzornih in kremenitih znacéajev, ki so koristni ¢lani ¢loveSke druzbe, pa
bi si Zeleli veliko veé, kajti teh ne preokrene vsaka sapica, ker znajo biti sa-
mostojni in lahko mislijo sami zase.



MLADINSKI LIST

Katka Zupancic:

ZIMA BELA

ZIMA bela Burja brije,
privrsela veje vije,
sem od severne strani; drevo stoka — se Sibi.
vsa ledena, Kruta zima
vsa sneZena, ¢uta nima,
Zivim bitjem voljna ni —. svoje zezlo le vihti,

Vsak si iSCe

zavetisce,

skriva se v topli hram.

A gorje jim

onim bednim,

ki se skriti ni jim kam —.

MALI PROLETARCI

URA, hura, nasa ceta, Hura, hura, nasa ceta,

mi otroci smo proleta! ker otroci smo proleta;
Krepko v vrsti stopamo, ni pestra uniforma nasa,
simbol Svobode nosimo! noben se s sabljo ne ponasa!
Hura, hura, nasa ceta, Hura, hura, nasa ceta,
sovragu bliza se osveta. nam prostost ¢ez vse je sveta!
Nas§ vodja, ¢etudi bos, Zato, ko mi porastemo,
bo enkrat mnogim drugim kos! svobodo pravo hoc¢emo —!

Hura, hura, nasa ceta,
hitro minejo nam leta.
Mi pa se Ze pripravljamo,
da z uma meéem—v boj gremo!
Hura, hura, nasa ceta,
mi otroci smo proleta!
Anna P. Krasna.
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Zima in pomlad

Odrska slika

DER predstavlja nizko, siromasno sobo. Na

levi siromasna postelja, nad posteljo okno,
ki ima namesto &ip papir. Okno je zaprto, a le
rahlo; vsak veter ga utegne odpreti. Na desni
vrata, ki se ne zapirajo tesno ter neprestano
nihajo radi vetra. Veter jih pogosto edpira in
giplje v sobo sneg. (Uporabljaj ali malo bom-
baza ali papirja). V sobi je &e gola miza in
preprost stol. V' sobi nekje se mala klopica.
Ob stent skrinja. Soba mora biti nrejena in
cista, da v isti mah predstavlja ubodtvo in
snaznost.

Zunaj je éuti Zvizganje vetra. (Uporabljaj
za to kos deséice ail ravnila, ki ga priveZi na
motvoz ter vrti tako, kakor pocéno to otroci.)

Ko se dvigne zavesa, se dvigne deklica s po-
stelje, kjer ie bila polezavala, pokrita s staro
odejo, ter sedi ma postelji, ovija roke krog
telesa: vsa je prezebla. Obleéena je v raztrga-
no obleko, poleg postelje leze mjeni slabi ce-
veljéki, V istem hipu, ko se zavesa dvigne, je
éuti mocan Zvitg vetra zunaj.

OSEBE:
DEKLICA (od 10.—12. leta), oble¢ena siro-

madno, a ¢isto. Na nogah stare copate. Golo-
glava. Obleka lahka.

ZIMA (deklica od 10.—1}. leta) zavita ali
obleéena v belo, najboljse v belo suknjo z vi-
solkim ovratnikom. Na glavi bela kuéma ali
¢epica. Na nogah dobro obuvalo, na katerem
se lepi sneg. (BombaZ, prilepljen na cevlje.)

SOLCNI ZARKI (otroci od 6. do 8. leta),
obleéeni v belo, z rdeéim pasom, ali—dée so de-
klice—z rdeéimi pentljami v laseh. Ce mogo-
ée, naj bo po obleki raztreseno veé zlatih res.
Solnénih zarkov je lahko od 4 do 10. Dvoje od
njih naj bo lepse oble¢enih. Ta dva govorita.

I. PRIZOR
Deklica (drhti od mraza, se ovija z
rokami, potlej pogleda skozi okno, seZe
po nekem Salu ter se zavije vanj) :
Uh, kako je mrzlo! Kje si topli zrak?
Vse je tesno objeto v mrzli, hladni mrak.
Vsepovsod je tema, temno je nebo . . .
ne pojo nam ptice . . . vsepovsod pusto.
(Zapusti posteljo, gre preko sobe in
gleda skozi priprta vrata ven.)
Nikjer ni mehke trave, nikjer ni rose
nezne . ..
(Skoz vrata snezinke. Veter.)
Ni metuljev . . . mesto njih so burje
snezne . . .

Strah me vso obhaja, ker vihar hrumi...
ker me silno zebe . . . Srce mi zledeni!

(Moénejsi zvizg vetra, ki nenadoma
odpre vrata na steZaj in zapodi mnogo
snega v sobo, V tem metezu stopi naglo
v sobo ZIMA z oSabnim nastopom. Vsa
je pokrita s snegom, zlasti Se po nogah.)

II. PRIZOR
Deklica in Zima

Zima (obstoji, gleda s preteéim po-
gledom po sobi, a potem na deklico, ki
se je prestraSena wmaknila do postelje,
od koder preko ramen gleda na Zimo):

Da, glej, tu sem! Zima se imenujem;
z mrazom, ledom, snegom vedno k
vam prihrujem.
Burje me na svojih nosijo rokah,
zdaj prisla sem semkaj, ni¢esar ni me
strah!
Dekl.: Ti si torej zima, ti nam mraz
delis,
ti z ledeno burjo lica ledenis.
Ti si torej zima, ki deli§ temino,
ti nam torej krade$ soln¢no vso top-
lino?
Ti pokrivas svet z ledenim pajcola-
nom,
a z odejo belo cesto in poljano.
S snegom si pokrila nam celo gr-
mice . . .
Kaj prihajad semkaj, nikdo te ne kli-
e...
Zima: Hej, brbljavka mala, drzna si
postala . . .
(akaj, zatrepedes, pa me bo§ spozna-
la . -5
(Mahne z yokami proti vratom in pro-
ti oknu, kakor da bi koga klicala.)
Hej, vetrovi hladni, razprostrite krila,
naj spoznajo, kaj sem, kolikSna sem
sila.
(Mocan veter.)
Delkl.: Borbe se ti ho¢e, z mrazom mi
pretis,
groza me obhaja, kri mi zledenis.
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Zima.: Da, ledene burje in mrazove no-
sim,
da med reve, kot si ti, jih trosim.
Dekl.: Jaz ne marvam zate, solnca bi
zelela.

Zima: Solncéne zZarke v temne oblake
sem zajela.

Dell.: Daj, preZeni meglo, ki tezi nam
grudi,

ali pa vsaj sobo toplo nam ponudi.
Zima: (se roga)

Ha, toplote nimam, ne poznam sirot.
Dekl.: (pretece)

Potlej ne pustim te nikdar veé od tod.
Zima: (prezirljivo, z zasmehom)

Ne oviraj me na poti, revna stvar,

pomni: s sabo nosim mraz, vihar.
Dekl.: (bolj pogumno)

Komu nosis, komu? Reci mi, povej?
Zima: Misli§ me ovirati na poti tej?
Dekl.: Ne, ne mislim tega veé¢, samo po-

vej!
Zima: (ponosno, prezirljivo — ves ¢as
zunaj veter)

Vsej bogati deci mnogo snega trosim,

a zaradi mraza jim odeje nosim,

Radi me imajo, vedno me Zelijo.

Topli so jim ¢evlji, tople so jim roke,

nikdar ne poznajo zalosti globoke.

Vesele se snega, sneg jim vsem je Ze-

lja,

vesele se zime, polni so veselja,

vesele se mraza, radost jih preveva,

in ledeni veter grudi jim ogreva,
Deklica (se ¢udi)

Vesele se zime, ktere megla siva

svod nebe8ki sinji s pusto tmo po-

kriva?

In pozdravljajo, kar vredno je pre-

zira,

kar nam solnéne zZarke brez srca za-

tira.

O ljudje brezsréni!

(Jezno.)

Srce se jim smeje
radi mraza, ki Se kamena ne greje.
Mraz in led in sneg jih z radostjo

preveva,

mrka zima brez toplote jih razgreva!

To povej mi, kdo so ti ljudje,

da lahko se zime vesele?!

LIST 5

Zima: (kakor prej, vihar zunaj se po-
lagoma polega)
To ljudje so brez skrbi, bogati,
ni jim treba v takih bajtah stanovati.
Vi brez drv pe¢i ne morete razgreti,
a pri njih je toplo kakor vam poleti.
Deklica: (ne more razumeti)
Dobro — a na polju, kaj jih tam
ogreva?

Zima: Saj obleka topla jih odeva . . .
Delklica: Prav imas, a glej, jaz sem si-
rota. (PokaZe nase)
Zima: (skomigne z rameni,

valno)
Kdo pa vprasa zate, ti prismoda?
Deklica: (nestrpno, uporno)
A kdo mara tebe, to povej, povej!
Zima: Deca bogatasev — saj sem rek-
la prej.
A ljudje, ki jih trpinéi mraz,
le v prevari najdejo za sebe spas.
Deklica: (smelo in odloéno)
A jaz, zima, nikdar s prevaro ne Zi-
vim., —
Le nebeSko solnce venomer ¢astim
in pa soln¢ne zarke, ki nam jih posi-
lja z neba,
dajejo Zivljenje nam in kar je treba.
Nocem tvojega snega — propadi!
Moje srce si Zeli samo Pomladi!

(Pogumno.)

Poberi se, sicer te bom izgnala!
Zima: ($e vedno malo prezirljivo)

O prismoda mala, drzna si postala.
Deklica: (ponosna)

Solnéni zarki, na pomoé¢ mi prihitite,

in toplote, lu¢i vsepovsod razlijte! . ..

(Zvizganja burje med zadnjim dvogovorom
ni veé slisati. Skozi vrata in okno je opaZati,
da se je zunaj razsvetlilo. Ptice pojo, lahen
vetriéc odpre nenadoma okno in vrie skozenj
nekaj zelenih drevesnmih listov in cvetov., V
istem casu se zafuje iz ozadja glas roga, kot
bi javljal prihod nekoga. Zatem skoéijo brzo
skozi okno in skozi vrata Solnéni Zarki — ve-
sela deca, ki skaée po sobi. Njihova rdeca
lica, zivo gibanje in Zivahnost pri¢ajo o zdrav-
Ju in sreéi. Njihov vesel smeh prinasa vese-
lost na oder. Deklica se éudi in je obenem
sreéna. Zima pa je vsa prestrasena. Drhti
od strahuw.)

zasmeho-
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II1. PRIZOR
Deklica in Solnéni Zarki

Eden solnénih zarkov: (dekletce, lju-

beznivo)
Zdravstvuj,

radi! . .,
Nosimo Svetlobe, nosimo Pomladi.

Deklica: (veselo, vsa sreéna, razsiri ro-
roke in ne ve, koga izmed Zarkov
bi prvega objela)

Zdravo mali bratje! Oh, kako lepo...
Moc¢ se vame vraca, srce je krepko.
(Gleda zarke in skozi okno, kot bi koga

Se ¢akala)
Ali vas je mnogo? Pridejo Se drugi?
Dajte, da se bratsko porazveselimo,
da z veseljem ¢istim v vesno pohi-
timo.

(Kakor da bi bila nekoga klicala skozi
okno.—Med tem pa so Solnéni Zar-
ki poéistili in uredili sobo. Pome-
tajo, odpro vrata, prihajajo novi
Solnéni Zarki, veselo, razigrano.)

Deklica (gleda skozi okno)

Solnéni zarki moji, semkaj prihitite,

¢akamo vas Zeljno, vsevprek se raz-
lijte!

Prinesite vsem nam radosti, pomladi,

naj ne bo jeseni, zima, ti propadi!

prijateljica! Ugodimo

Mile Klop¢ic:

(Zima se je strahoma pritihotapila do
vrat in smukne skoznje.)
Srca nam ogrejte, grudi okrepite,
zemljo zimske bede nam osvobodite.
Solnéni zZarek:
Da! In ko od8li smo, solnce nam je
reklo:
— Pojdite na zemljo, kjer je mnogo
dece.
Srce ji krepite, jacajte telo,
naj razsvetli znanje 8irno vso zemljo!
Naj prezene ljudstvo vse lazi sveta,
naj na potu k cilju vse ovire potepta.
Deklica: (objeta od solnénih Zarkov.
Vsi stopajo naprej, proti publiki.
Deklica govori:)
Pomnite nam bratje:
Silno $e trpimo,
a bodo¢nost srefno si le priborimo!
Naj ogrevajo nam solnéni Zarki
grudi,
da bodoénost boljSa deci se ponudi!
(Deklica in solnéni Zarki zapojo:)
Bratje, le k solncu, k svobodi,
bratje, le k luéi naprej!
Svetlo iz temne davnine
vzide hodoénost brez mej!
(Zastor pade.)
Priredil Strie Joze.

VELIKA MIS

(Kitajska narodna pesem)

Velika mis, najv¢&ja od misi,
ne Zri mi vendar Jrosa po hisi.
Tri leta Ze mi presedas,

tri leta Ze me objedas,

bod kmalu me Se pogoltnila,
bos veliko zlo mi storila

in v tujo dezelo spodila.

Jaz se bom kar preselila!

Velika mi§, najvecja v hisi,

ne poZri mi vsega v dvoriséu in hisi!
Tri leta sem macki tozila,

a macka je psu govorila.

tri leta ze me podis.

tri leta Ze me podis.

Zato pa se v tujo deZelo selim,

da velike misi se osvobodim.
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Pomagajmo drug drugemu!

POTOVAI, je neko¢ nekdo po planinah. Pot se je iznenada zozila, preko poti
pa je lezala velika stena, ki se je bila zrusila na pot ter jo zaprla. Potnik ni
mogel ne na levo ne na desno, nazaj pa ni hotel.

Ko je potnik to spoznal, je poizkusal premakniti steno v stran, da bi lahko
Sel dalje. Dolgo se je muéil in trudil, a. ves trud je bil zaman.

Ko je videl, da ne more ni¢esar storiti, se je usedel in govoril:

“Kaj bo z menoj, ¢e me zatete no¢ v tem kraju, v samoti brez hrane in brez
orozja, da bi se branil pred zvermi, ki bodo pono¢i iskale plena zase?”

Ko je bil tako ves zami8ljen, je prisel drugi potnik. Storil je isto kar je
storil prvi potnik. A ko je videl, da ni pomodi, se je usedel in pobesil glavo.

Za njim so prisli Se mnogi drugi, in nikomur izmed njih se ni posreéilo,
odvaliti skalo. Vsi so bili v strahu. Nazadnje pa je po dolgem molku dejal ne-
kdo izmed njih:

“Bratje, kar ne zmore nihée izmed nas, storimo lahko vsi skupaj z zdru-
Zenimi mo¢mi. Poizkusimo!”

Vsi so se dvignili, uprli v skalo in jo odvalili. Vsi so lahko odsli dalje po
poti, ovire ni bilo ve¢. Sloga jo je odstranila.

Potnik je ¢lovek. Pot je Zivljenje. Stena je ovira, kakor jih srecujemo
ljudje v Zivljenju na vsak korak. Zatorej: Potniki so ljudje, pot je zZivljenje v
skupnosti — druzbi. Stena je skupno zlo. '

Kako se bomo ljudje otresli vsega hudega, kar nas tepe?

QOdgovorite sami, otroci!
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CEMU?

CEMU zivis, trpin zemljan

iz dneva v dan
in upa$, sanjas,
nade kujes zlate?
Cemu molitve k nebu
dan za dnem posiljas?
Cemu pomoé¢i ¢aka§ od tam gori,
ni domovina tvoja li tu doli?
Kedo naj slisi glas molitve tvoje,
v vesoljstvu Sirnem kdo naj ti pomore?
Miljoni “lu¢ic” res tam gor migljajo,
a misli§ li kedaj na njih daljavo?
Cemu ne vprasag, lahkoverneZ, se nikoli,
kako molitve tvoje naj dospé tja gori?
In ée pomisli§, da so “lucke” te svetovi,
enaki zemski domovini tvoji . . .
In mnoge “lucke” mase so gorece,

orjaska solnca, v plinih plamenece!
In slednja “lucic” teh, se suce v krog
in tréi z drugim se planet premmog . . .
Skoz ves ta pi§, skoz ta pogrom svetov,
kako naj pride glas tvoj do bogov?
Cemu tedaj, ¢e to pomisli§, ¢akas,
éemu nad usodo svojo grenko plakas?
Tvoj Bog! Tvoj raj je tu na tem planetu,
kaj mar so prosnje tvoje drugem svetu..
Trpin nevedni! O nikar ne ¢akaj!
Na delo pojdi! Nié¢ ve¢ mi ne plakaj . ..
Boga Svobode, Bratstva si ustvari!
Tu, kjer zivi§, nebesa si postavi!
Cemu sanjari§ o nebesih nad zvezdami,
¢emu ne ustvarimo, trpini, si nebes, na
zemlji mi sami?! . .
Anna P. Krasna.

NASA BABICA

0D tezo let upognjena
je bila nasa babica.
Imela palcico je drenovo,
kadar kam na pot je Sla.
Ob paléiei privezano
pa belo potno culico.

0j to smo se ozirali

po znani poljski stezici,
kdaj se prikaZe babica

in njena potna culica,

Saj vedeli predobro smo,
da Vigred jo privedla bo!

In ko smo jo ugledali

na znani poljski stezici,
tedaj spustili smo se v tek,
velikis mali kar vsi vprek.
V hipu bili smo pri njej,
na poljski stezi—kot vselej.

Pozdravila nas je lepo

in sedla v hladno sencico.

Mi pa posedli smo krog nje,
misle¢ na imetje—culice.

No, stara babica pac¢ zna,

s ¢im se vnukom prisladka—.

Odvezala je culico—

0j, to vam bilo je lepo!

Iz culice so gledali
kola¢ki vsi pocukrani . .
Ko vsak dobil enak je del,
obraz je babi¢in Zarel . . .

Pod senco drevja sadnega
ze dolgo sniva babica . .
A slednjo Vigred Se sedaj
se vraca k meni iz daljnih dalj
spomin na naso babico
in njeno potno culico . . .
Anna P. Krasna,
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Ivan Jontez:

LIST

Neverni Jozek

(Dalje.)

¢R0DI no sitna,” jo je zdaj ustavil oce,

nadaljujo¢: “Cemu ga nazaj dev-
lje$, mati? Ali ni boljSe, ¢e misli, da si
ti njegova mati kot pa, da ga je storklja
prinesla od bogvekod?! Zakaj bi mu
prikrivali resnico, posebno zdaj, ko jo
je Ze sam uganil?!”

“Le kje je slisal to?” je Se nadalje
tarnala mati.

“Kje neki? Tam, kjer ga ni bilo ni-
koli, gotovo ne! Saj ve§, da je soseda
vedno hodila k nam vasovat in JoZek
je najbrz slisal vajine pogovore, in ker
ni neumen, je brz priSel do zakljucka,
da je tista o Storklji bosa. Ves, mati,
takile mozicki so véasih bolj pametni
kot izgledajo in imajo vedno odprta
usSesa. Jozek pa Se posebno. Njemu
ne prikrijes niCesar! Bolj brihten je
kot marsikateri odras¢en mozZak. In
kako dobro ve, kaj je prav in kaj ni
prav! O, mati, Jozek nama ne bo delal
sivih las! Je predobrega srca in preveé
nagnjen k dobremu. Ce pa ne verja-
me takih storij, kot je na primer tista
o Storklji, ali o MiklavZu, pa to ni¢ ne
Skodi. Tudi kar se ti¢e Miklavza, je
bolje, da ve, da so darovi od naju, kot
pa da misli, da jih je prinesel nekak
sivobradi Miklavz! Ali misli§, da nama
ni za to hvaleZzen? In tudi bolj rad
naju bo imel, ¢e bo vedel, da sva midva
tisti MiklavZ, ki ga je obdaril za njego-
vo pridnost in ljubezen do stariev!”

“Zakaj pa potem drugi ljudje ne pu-
ste vedeti take stvari svojim otrokom ?”’
se je mati upirala Ze skoro premagana.

“Zato, ker so neumni!” je odgovoril
ofe Potokar ter pocasnih korakov od-
Sel proti hlevu. Spotoma pa se je usta-
vil; zagledal je namreé Jozka, ki je ta-
koj, ko sta se on in mati jela pregovar-
jati, stopil za sosedovo Anico ter se
zdaj igral Z njo. V ocetovih ofeh sta
se zrealila ljubezen in ponos hkrati, in
obrnivéi se k meni, je zadovoljno dejal:

“Priden otrok in brihtne glave, ne
res, Miha ?”

“Res je tako, oCe,” sem mu potrdil
v njegovo veliko zadovoljnost.

Z sosedovo Anico sta si bila velika
prijatelja. Vedno sta tiéala skupaj ter
se igrala in se po svoje zabavala. Ani-
ca je bila sicer precej sitna in marsi-
krat bi se bila otroka sporekla, &e bi
JoZek ne bil pametnejsi od nje. Tako
pa je rajsi popustil — &e bi Anica rekla,
da je ¢rno belo in obratno, bi ji bil dal
prav, ze zaradi ljubega miru. Zakaj
Jozek ni ljubil prepiranja.

Nekoé, ko sem v drvarnici cepil drva,
je Jozek priSel k meni ter mi zaupal,
da ima Anico zelo rad, navzlic njeni
sitnosti in drugim napakam.

“Ko bom velik, kakor si ti, Miha, se
bom oZenil z njo,” je izjavil na moé
resno,

Zasmejal sem se.

“Kdaj pa si se domislil na to?” sem
poizvedoval.

“0, Ze lani,” je zatrjeval. “Mami in
ateku sem tudi povedal in sta se mi zelo
smejala. Rekla pa nista nié. Aniei
sem tudi povedal in ji je bilo v8e¢. Ona
je res véasih precej sitna in tudi malo
trmasta, pa ko bo veéja, se gotovo po-
bolj8a. Saj zdaj je Se otrok, zato ji ni
zameriti, ¢e je malo sitna in trmasta.
Ves, Miha, z otroci je res kriZ in teZa-
va, kot pravi sosedova mama.”

Presenefen sem se ozrl na malega
mozicka, ki je modroval kot kak od-
raicen Clovek, dasiravno e ni bil pet
let star.

“Ti si pa preve¢ pameten za svoja
leta,” mi je nehote uslo z jezika.

“Clovek ni nikoli preveé pameten,”
mi je JoZek odgovoril smehljaje, nato
pa je stekel proti higi, ker mati ga je
ba§ klicala k malici.

Jaz pa sem jel razbijati bukove kla-
de, v mislih ob¢udujoé JoZkovo bistro-
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umnost ter se pri tem zagotavljal, da
bo JoZzek nekega dne $e ucen gospod,
nemara celo minister.

Ko je JoZek dopolnil Sesto leto svoje
starosti, je zacel pohajati domaco
ljudsko Solo. Brihten kot je bil se je
hitro in z lahkoto uéil ter je bil vedno
med prvimi v razredu. U¢il se je rad,
edino s kri¢anskim naukom se nista ra-
zumela. Zgodbe iz svetega pisma 80 se

mu zdele vse premalo verjetne, da bi

bil mogel verjeti.

Bilo je proti koncu drugega Solskega
leta. Nekega dne je JoZek priSel iz Sole
naravnost k meni, ko sem bas pokla-
dal zivini krmo ter mi zacel pripove-
dovati:

“Ve§, Miha, kaj so nam pripovedo-
vali danes gospod Zupnik? O vesoljnem
potopu. Ali se mi je zdelo neumno. Bas
oni dan so gospod uéitelj pripovedovali
koliko tiso¢ in tisoé razliénih Zivali je
na svetu, zato sem si mislil, da je bila
Noetova barka, kakrino nam je pred-
o¢il gospod Zupnik, trikrat ali pa Se
vetkrat premajhna, da bi mogla spre-
jeti vase po dve od vsake vrste Zivali.
Potem pa pride e morska voda, ki je
slana: ¢e bi res voda pokrila vso ze-
. meljsko povriino, kot to slikajo v zgod-
bi o vesoljnem potopu, tedaj bi bila
vsa ta voda slana in nepitna ter bi Noe
in vse zivali morale poginiti od Zeje.
Kajti e od dana3njih ladij, proti kate-
rim je bila Noetova barka igraca, bi
nobena ne mogla vzeti s seboj dovolj
pitne vode za toliko zivali, da bi zado-
stovalo za en sam mesec. Noetova bar-
ka pa je bila na vodi skoro leto dni,
pravijo! Oh, jaz jim Z%e ne verjamem.
To je vse skup ena velika laZ. Kakor ti-
sta o angeljcih, o nebesih, hudobcih,
peklu in Miklavzu. To vse so si gospod-
je izmislili, da nas strasijo. Ampak me-
ne ne bodo, ker jim prav ni¢ ne verja-
mem !”

LIST 11

Umolknil je ter se s ponosom v oéeh
ozrl v mene, kot bi hotel reéi, ce§, ali
nimam prav.

Jaz sem bil na mo¢ presenecen. Takle
fantek, pa toliko ve! Pametnejsi je od
mnogih odrastlih ljudi, ki slepo verja-
mejo take in podobne izmisljotine, ne
da bi razmisljali, ¢e je kaj takega sploh
mogocée, kot dela ta otrok!

“Ti pa res mnogo ves, Jozek,” sem se
mu na glas ¢udil, “in ¢e bo8 Se nadalje
tako napredoval, potem bo§ nekega dne
ucen gospod.”

“Kadar bom velik, bom uéitelj, Mi-
ha,” je dejal maléek, ¢eS, da je to naj-
lepSi poklic ter pristavil, da on ne bo
ucil lazi kot to delajo mnogi drugi udi-
telji.

Tri leta pozneje sva se lofila. JoZek
je Sel v Ljubljano v vije Sole, jaz pa v
Ameriko.

Od takrat je minulo deset let. JoZek
je v tem ¢asu postal to, kar je Zelel po-
stati Se kot otrok: uditelj. Njegov glav-
ni delokrog pa ni 3ola za maléke, kate-
rim ne sme odkrito povedati resnice, za
kar gre hvala danadnjemu druZabnemu
redu, ki tolerira laz in hinavsi&ino, tem-
veé zunaj Sole, kjer zbira okrog sebe
odraslo mladino in mozZe ter jih udi spo-
znavati resnico in sovraziti laz.

In njegovo delo je Ze obrodilo prve sa-
dove. Mnogi ljudje, ki so se preje kla-
njali raznim izmisljenim boZanstvom
ter trepetali od strahu pred njimi in nji-
hovimi sluzabniki, so izpregledali, za
kar gre hvala mojemu nekdanjemu pri-
jatelju Jozku, ki jim je pokazal pot k
solncu resnice. In ucenci so svojemu u-
¢itelju tudi hvalezni, ker jih je resil iz
temnih globin laZi in nevede, v katerih
so zdeli preje; in hvalezni mu bodo &e
pozni potomei njegovih uéencev in u-
¢enk. (Konec.)
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Katka Zupancic:

LIST 13

Leni1 Mihec

(Nadaljevanje)

RANA se pajdasi z vranami. Tako

si je i Mihec o prostih vecerih po-
iskal pajdasijo svoje vrste. Vendar se
je kmalu izkazalo, da je sli¢il svojim
tovariSem le v toliko, kolikor se tice
mrznje do dela, v ostalem pa je bil Se
nepokvarjen. Izprijenci so takoj spo-
znali, da bo treba Mihéu Se posebne So-
le, predno se bo izvezbal za to ali ono
panogo njihove capinske obrti. Ceprav
se jim je zdel nekoliko le preneroden
in zaspan, vendar so gojili upanje, da
ga stasoma usposobijo za svoje orodje;
njegovo neizkusenost bodo znali Ze obr-
niti sebi v korist. In ¢e si bo spocetka
tuintam, kar je bilo pricakovati, opekel
prste, ko bo posezal za nje Vv Zrjavico
po kostanj in priSel znabiti Se pod
kljué, ga bo to le bolj zmodrilo, da bo
znaprej previdnejsi in spretnejsi. Sebi
bodo Ze zavarovali hrbet, saj imajo Ze
izkuSnje v tem. Tako so se za c¢asa
Mihéeve odsotnosti pogovorili in se do-
govorili, da mu na noben na¢in zaenkrat
ne dovolijo natancénejega vpogleda v
njih delovanje in nakane; le toliko, ko-
likor je skrajno potrebno in ni¢ vedé.
Kaj in kako bo Mihec obéutil, ko se bo
nekega dne nenadno znasel na krivi poti
in prifel v roke pravice, to le-tem iz-
vrzkom seveda ni moglo biti mar. Saj
je veéina teh Ze sedela pred sodnikom
in se seznanila z notranjostjo jeé.
Skoraj na vseh pa je sumljivo vprasu-
jo¢e poc¢ivalo oko postave, kjerkoli so
mu prisli na vidik.

Mihcu je bilo, se razume, vse to
neznano in vkljub Dolginu, ki jim je
bil kolovodja — kar je Mihcu tudi osta-
lo skrito —, je rad zahajal v njihovo
druzbo. Dolgina pa zato ni maral, ker
s0 ga njegove sivozelene o¢i vedno na-
pravile nekam nesigurnega, da ne re-
¢emo bhojecega, kadarkoli je pogledal
vanje. Nekaj Cisto posebnega so se mu

zdeli ti novi tovarisi, le tega si ni znal
obrazloziti, zakaj da se tako radi izogib-
ljejo ljudi in javnih prostorov ter se
potikajo najrajsi po kakih brlogih.
Sploh se mu je zdelo vse nekako skriv-
nostno in ga je menda prav radi tega le
Se bolj vleklo k njim.

Pa se je nekega velera zasukal po-
govor na prisilno delavnico. Povedal
je Mihec, kako mu jo je oce naslikal
kot strasilo ter ga s tem plasil in opla-
sil.  Smejali so se mu.

“Da le mores biti tako naiven,” so
mu dejali, “seveda obstojajo prisilne
delavnice, toda ne za tako brihtne gla-
ve, ko smo mi!”

“Hm, s ¢im se pa zivite, ko pravite,
da ne delate?” jih je zvedavo vpraSal.

“S ¢im?” se je hripavo smeje ogla-
sil Dolgin, “Ce nimam, — vzamem!”

“Uh, te o¢i!” se je naskrivaj razbu-
ril Mihee, “S8e ta njegov grozni smeh
bi lazje prenesel, ¢eprav kazZe zraven
zob Se dlesni, kar me vselej spominja na
pasje rezanje!” Toda ker ga je stvar
¢ez vse zanimala, se je opogumil in po-
vesivii glavo, je vprl svoj pogled v
Dolginova paj¢je dolga bedra pa poizve-
doval dalje:

“Pa kje vzamete?”

“I, tam kjer je!” je se iz sploSnega
krohota zasliSal Dolginov hrapavi a
vseeno mocni glas.

“Pravi§, da si vposlen v trgovini,”
ga je izkusal pouéiti Jera — ¢lovek sko-
ro Zensko mehkega obraza, ki je zbog
svojega nedolZnega videza Ze mnogo-
krat potegnil varnostne organe za nos
in imel na vesti neSteto lumparij —
“ali nisi Se nikoli videl denarja? Vi-
diS in za denar se dobi vse. Nihée ne
vprasa, ¢e je prisluzen ali ukraden” in
naredil je obceznano kretnjo, ki po-
meni izmikanje.
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“Ja, ko se pa bojim” — je uslo Mihcu.
Drugi pa ponovno v krohot.

“Pa delaj, ¢e ti je to ljubse!” so de-
jali.

“Zelen ko kred!” je zmajal z glavo
Trn.

“Dovolj za danes! Naj prebavi za-
enkrat to, kar je sliSal. Pozneje nam
lahko koristi, a spofetka bi nam znal
biti le v 3kodo,” je odloé¢il Dolgin.

“Takole, Cvet, zdaj pojdi in na svi-
denje!” in Mihec je bil na cesti.

Radi varnosti so se izogibali svojih
pravih imen in priimkov ter se klicali
po pridevkih. Mihec ni bil zanje Mi-
hec, niti Rebernik ne, ampak Cvet. Le-
to ime se ga je na prvi mah oprijelo
najbrZ zbog njegovega sveZega obraza,
s katerega se je Se zrcalilo podezZelsko
solnce. MozZno je pa tudi, da je imelo
kako drugo osnovo. Dolgin je dobil
svoj pridevek radi dolgih nog; Trn ra-
di kratkih a tem ostrejsih besed; Jera
radi navidezno milega znalaja; Sapa
radi izvanredno velikih pa tudi moénih
rok: Luks (iz luksus) pa radi tega, ker
je bil sin zelo imovitih starSev. Temu
zadnjemu paé¢ ne bi bilo potreba tega
potepusikega Zivljenja, ker bi bil lahko
pasel lenobo doma in sile mu tudi ni
bilo nobene, saj je njegov ole kot to-

varnar dovolj stiskal in gulil delavstvo
in si nagrabil ogromne vsote, toda nje-
mu se je vprav zahotelo tolovajstva in
tako se je druzil z njimi. V slabih ¢a-
sih, ko niti zanje ni bilo “dela”, jim je
bil on, Luks, v veliko dobro, Hodil je
namre¢ domov v “posete” in prinasal,
kar se je prejelo njegovih dolgih prstov.
Nekol je pridirjal na oéetovem avto-
mobilu, nalozil tovarisa Jero, pa sta od-
dirjala v oddaljeno mesto, kjer sta vo-
zilo spravila v denar. Toda avtomobili
niso jabolka in tako so jima kmalu pri-
Sli na sled. Jera se je izsvetohlinil,
Luks pa je imel bogatega oceta in vsled
otetove maze je pravica zopet enkrat
posegla po robeu in si zavezala oéi . . .

Pa da ne zaidemo i mi na stranpota,
se podajmo raj8i k Mihcu, ki si je med-
tem Ze poiskal svoje leZis¢e. Navadno
se ga je kaj hitro polotil spanec, danes
pa se mu je izumikal. Nikdar poprej
se ni Mihec udajal premiSljevanju, ta
veCer je zacel misliti. Okoli tovariSev
so se pletle njegove misli. Spoznal je,

da so mu nevarni, pa se jih je zbal.
Konéno je sklenil, da pojde Se k njim,
saj menda vendar niso tako strasSni,
kakor se kaZejo in morda so govorili
tako iz zgolj norcije.
mal in zaspal.

Pocasi je zadre-
(Dalje.)
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LIST 15

Moji spomini

Po Nov. R. Petrovicu.

Mladina! Clovek, ki je napisal sledeée
kratke spomine iz svoje mladosti, je zdaji
%e odrastel &lovek. Petrovié se piSe. Tu-
di on je bil nekoé otrok, majhen pritli-
kavéek, kakrsni ste vi. In ni Zivel prazne
Zivljenje, mislil je mnogo, mislil pa& ka-
kor mislijo otroci. In zdaj, ko je velik
in pozna svet in ljudi, je napisal, kako je
mislil, ko je bil Se pritlikavéek, takrat,
ko je oblekel svoje prve hla¢ke. V krat-
kih povesticah vam bo povedal svoje
dozivljaje,

Tudi vi imate svoje misli. Berite te
zgodbe in mogoée vam bodo dale pogum,
da boste tudi vi kaj napisali.

L

Ko mi je bilo Sest let . ..
Povedal vam bom, kako sem mislil
o svetu in o ljudeh, ko sem imel 6 let.
A vi se mi nikar ne smejte! Niti veliki

ljudje ne znajo vsega, a kaj sem mogel -

znati jaz kot majhen otrok?

Zelel sem, da bi vedel mnogo mnogo.
Vsak otrok bi rad vedel ¢im veé. Iz-
praseval sem océeta, a najveCkrat ma-
mico, o mnogih vidnih in nevidnih
stvareh. Pogosto pa me niti poslufati
niso marali. Mogode je bilo tudi &isto
odveé, da bi me poslusali. O¢e in mama
sta imela vedno toliko dela, a jaz sem
imel vedno kopico vpraSanj. Zato so
rajsi delali svoje, namestu da bi odgo-
varjali na moja vpradanja.

Samo véasi me je mama poljubila i»
kratko odgovorila na moje vpradanje.

Ko sem videl zahajati solnce, sem
vprasal mamo:

“Kam je odslo solnce?”

“Spat,” mi je odgovorila mama.

Jaz sem ji popolnoma verjel. Mi.
slil sem paé, da gredo zveler vse stvari
spat kakor ljudje in otroci.

Grmenja sem se silno bal. Vpra-
$al sem mamo :“Kaj je to? Kdo vali
kamenje po nebu?”

“Bog se krega, sinko!” mi je odgo-
vorila.

“A koga krega?”’ sem jo vprasal.

“Majhne otroke, ki ne ubogajo oceta
ne matere,” je dejala mama.

Tudi to sem popolnoma verjel. Tudi
ofe je mnogo krical, kadar se je razje-
zil. Pa sem mislil, da tudi bog kriéi,
kadar se razjezi, prav kakor moj ode

Cesto, kadar je grmelo, sem oprezo-
val skozi vrata, kje bi videl boga. A
nikoli ga nisem zagledal. Jaz bi ga bil
pa tako silno rad videl. Ta Zelja me je
silila, da sem vpraSal mamo:

“Kje je bog? Rad bi ga videl.”

A mama se je nasmehnila in dejala:

“Bog je na nebesih, sinko moj, viso-
ko je in ne mores$ ga videti.,”

Temu se nisem ¢udil. Tudi jaz sem
si bil mislil tako. Kje bi naj bil bog,
¢e ne na nebesih? Tudi jaz sem prav
tako Zelel, da se povzpnem visoko. A
jaz bi hotel, da bi me otroci videli na
tej viSini.

1I.
Kako sem sam premisljeval . . .

Najveckrat sem sam premisljeval.
Zakaj star$i so mi odgovarjali kratko.
ter se nisem mogel nauéiti vsega od
njih. Nekateri odgovori pa mi tudi ni-
so ugajali; imel sem drugaéno, svoje
miSljenje o mnogih stvareh.

Tudi sem bil ponosen, da imam o
mnogih stvareh svoje lastno misljenje.

A redkokdaj sem komu razlagal svo-
je miSljenje. Prvi¢, nisem ga znal lepo
povedati in razloZiti; otroci v svojem
Sestem letu teZzko povedo, kar mislijo.
Nekoliko pa so bili krivi tudi starejsi:
ti namreé zelo slabo razumejo otrokove
besede.

Se radi nefesa nisem razlagal svojih
misli. Ce sem kaj dejal, so se mi sta-
rej&i smejali. Cudil sem se, éemu neki
se mi smejejo. Njihov smeh me ni
nikoli prepri¢al, da mislim napaéno.
Nasprotno, jaz sem se silno ¢udil, kako
to, da ne morejo razumeti mojih misli.
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Zato sem sam zase premisljeval, sam
sebe izpraSeval in sam sebi odgovarjal.

III.
Svete zgodbe.

Rajsi kot vse drugo sem posluSal
svete zgodbe. Te zgodbe so bile zame
pravi, resni¢ni svet, a ti ljudje krog
mene in stvari so se mi zdele kakor
sanje.

Pripovedovali so mi o bogu, o prero-
kih, o apostolih, o Kristusu, o Jozefu.
Zdelo se mi je, da je ves svet poln teh
svetnikov. Verjel sem, da hodi Kri-
stus od hiSe do hiSe in odpira o€i slep-
cem, zdravi bolnike in obuja mrtve iz
grobov.

Ko sem nekega dne videl slepca pro-
sit od hiSe do hiSe, sem si mislil: Brz-
kone se ta-le slepec Se ni srefal s Kri-
stusom. Ce bi se bil srefal z njim, bi
danes Ze gledal in ne bi prosil od hiSe
do hiSe.

Ko je umrl pri sosedovih otrok in je
njegova mama zelo jokala, sem se Cu-
dil, kako da ne gredo sporo¢it o tem
Kristusu, da bi priel in obudil otroku
zivljenje, kakor ga je bil Lazarju, Mar-
tinemu bratu.

Niti malo si nisem mogel misliti, da
dandanes Kristus ne odpira oéi slepcem,
ne zdravi bolnikov in ne obuja mrtvih
iz grobov. Ce bi, bi mu bili ljudje zelo
hvalezni za vse dobrote.

Se bolj sem se ¢udil, da nisem sredal
niti enega teh svetnikov. Brzkone so
nekje na koncu sveta.

IV.
Kako je z zemljo?
_ Zemljo sem si predstavljal kakor
kolobar krog naSe vasi. Lahko se

smejete temu mojemu naziranju. Jaz
pa vam relem, da je dandanes mnogo
celo odraslih ljudi, ki mislijo, da je
zemlja podobna kolobarju.

Jaz sem priSel do tega naziranja po
izkuSnjah in opazovanju. Ce sem se

ozrl naokrog, sem videl krog, kjer se
zemlja dotika neba. Ta krog je bil po
mojem misljenju meja zemlje in konec
sveta.

No — nekega dne je priSel nekdo k
otetu in zacéel pripovedovati o svojih
daljnih potovanjih. Ljudje tako radi
pripovedujejo o sebi, zlasti Se, ¢e jih
kdo poslusa. Pripovedoval je, kako je
romal celo v Ameriko. Takrat smo
prvi¢ slisali o Ameriki. Vsaj jaz do
takrat nisem poznal te deZele niti po
imenu. Pripovedoval je o Ameriki.
kjer se dobro Zivi, ¢e krvavo delas.
Pomnim 8e, da je Ze takrat oce sklenil.
da pojdemo v Ameriko. A pretekla so
leta, predno smo $li. Zdaj smo Se vedno
tu, ofe trdo dela in kedar se vrada z
dela, mu hitim naproti.

A to, o ¢emur pripovedujem, je bilo
Se doma. Tujec je pripovedoval, kako
se je iz Amerike vozil dni in nodi,

~ predno je dospel na to stran. Potem je

moral v vojno.

Iz pripovedovanja tega ¢loveka sem
spoznal, da je svet mnogo veéji, kakor
pa sem bil do tedaj mislil jaz. Meje
sveta, kakor sem jih bil jaz postavil, so
bile meje le za moje oko. O tem sem
se nekega dne sam prepricéal,

Sel sem nekega dne z oetom na go-
ro, kjer je bila do tedaj moja meja in
kjer sem mislil, da se nebo naslanja na
zemljo. Z gore sem videl nove vasi,
reko z veliko dolino, a tam v daljavi se
je po razgibanih bregovih spet nasla-
njalo nebo na zemljo. Moje meje sve-
ta so se razSirile do daljav, ki sem jih
bil s svojim pogledom dosegel, do tistih
razgibanih bregov, kjer se nebo nasla-
nja na zemljo.

Tedaj pa sem pri¢el premisljati ka-
kor uceni ljudje. In verjel sem: ¢e bi
odSel do onih razgibanih bregov, bi vi-
del spet nove kraje, nove doline, nove
reke, a za njimi spet nove bregove, nove
planine. A moje noge so bile preibke,
da bi mogel tako daleé.

(Dalje prihodnjié.)
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Dragi urednik!

Spet se zelim oglasiti v Mladinskem listu.

Decemberska Stevilka se je Se precej zakas-
nila, upam, da bo januarska bolj hitra. Pre-
ditala sem Chatter Corner in Nas kotic¢ek, pa
sem si mislila, da so se res vsi slovenski dopisi
podvojili, angleikih pa je bilo toliko, da bi jih
kmalu ne mogla presteti.

Iz tega sklepam, da se mladi bratei in se-
strice zelo zanimajo za Mladinski list. Tako je
prav, mladi éitatelji. Le veselo vsi na delo!
Kar se bomo v mladosti nauéili, nam bo ko-
ristilo ko dorastemo. Ce se ¢élovek ve¢ naudi,
tudi veé zna. Le vsi na plan in na delo v letu
1930!

Iskreno pozdravljam vse bratce in sestrice
in tudi urednika Mladinskega lista!

Mary Matos, Blaine, 0., Box 181.

* * s
Dragi urednik!
V decemberski Stevilki Mladinskega lista
sem opazil kar 16 slovenskih dopisov. To je

res prav lepo od nasih dopisovaleev, da se
tako zanimajo za list. Ampak velika vecina
je angleskih dopisov, in to celih 52. Izgleda, &e
bo tako &lo naprej, da bo M. L. kmalu pre-
majhen.

Le tako naprej, bratei in sestrice! Jaz mi-
slim, da bom ostal reden dopisovalec v letu
1930.

Da bom tudi jaz v vasih vrstah, moji starsi
vedno pravijo: “Janez, pisi dopise v Mladin-
ski list.” Toda meni se zdi to teZko, ker v
Soli se ué¢imo 7 ur na dan, potem pa sledi
doma domaéa naloga. Vedno nam dajo velike
naloge, da se moramo zmiraj ué¢iti. Potem pa
pravi mama: “Janezek, si napisal dopis?”

V &oli sem v Sestem razredu A. Meni se
najbolj dopade zgodovina in slikanje. Naj
vam povem, kako je bilo nekega dne v Soli:
Ko se je nahajal v Ameriki Ramsay Mac-
Donald, je nada udéiteljica pravila o njem, da
kako je dober za delavce itd., in je dostavila,
da je republikanec. Meni se ni zdelo prav,
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pa sem se oglasil. Ona je zarudela, pa je vse-
eno rekla: “Dovolj dobro, John. Ti ima3 prav.”

Pozdrav vsem dopisnikom in ¢itateljem Mla-
dinskega lista in tudi Vam urednik!

Janez Janezov, sin Fradelov, Latrobe, Pa.

* - -
Dragi urednik!

Odkar je zacel Mladinski list izhajati, sem
se naucila slovensko brati in pisati. Sedaj sem
stara 13 let.

Veckrat sem videla mojo mamico smehljati
se ko je ¢itala M. L. Pa sem bila radovedna,
kaj neki je tako zanimivo v njem. Mama je
odvrnila, da se moram nauciti brati slovensko,
pa bom vedela, kaj je v Mladinskem listu, Od
takrat naprej se uéim in sem se zZe naucila pi-
sati in brati slovensko, Za to pa se moram
zahvaliti Mladinskemu listu, pa tudi mojemu
atetu, kajti vsi se moramo doma udciti sloven-
sko, v govorici Se posebno.

V nadi druzini smo tri sestre in trije bratje
ter ata in mama, pa vsi spadamo k SNPJ.
Zelo rada bi videla, da priob¢ite moje pismo
ali dopis v januarski Stevilki, da ga bodo tudi
drugi videli in ¢itali ter da se bodo zanimali za
Mladinski list in jednoto &e bolj kot se. Ce
je kaj nepravlnega, prosim, da mi popravite.

Sedaj pa bom povedala mojim bratecem in
sestricam eno uganko. Kdor jo resi, bo dobil
dkatljico svinénikov. Uganka: Kateri kon-
gres ima najve¢ji klobuk?

Frances Batista, Box 126, Strabane, Pa.
* - *
Dragi urednik!

Ze dolgo ¢asa nisem pisala v Mladinski list,
ampak ¢&itala pa sem ga vsaki mesee v proslem
letu. Kakor izgleda, bo kmalu moral izhajti
dvakrat na mesee, kajti vedno ve¢ dopisov je
v njem, tako anglegkih kot slovenskih.

Drugi¢ kaj veé, Lep pozdrav vsem ¢itate-
liem M. L.!

Dorothy Rossa, 995 E. 141 st., Cleveland, O.
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Dragi urednik!

Tu vam posiljam moj prvi mali dopis. Ne
znam Se dobro slovensko brati in tudi ne pi-
sati. Ko prinese pismonosa Mladinski list, mi
ne pusti moja mama, da bi ¢itala angleski del,
ampak slovenski. Jaz rada ¢&itam slovensko.

Sedaj sem stara 11 let in sem v osmem raz-
redu. Rada bi videla, da bi M. L. prihajal vsaj
dvakrat na mesec. S tem konéam moj dopis,
pa bom prihodnji¢ kaj ve¢ napisala, ko bom
veé¢ znala,

Srecéno in veselo novo leto vsem bratcem in
sestricam SNPJ!

Fanny Boston, Box 63, Homer Sity, Pa.

* * »

Dragi urednik!

Spet sem se namenila, da se oglasim v nam
priljubljenem meseéniku v Mladinskem listu.
Mislim, da vas s tem ne bom preve¢ nadlego-
vala. Ker sem Vam Ze poslala eno pesmico
za Mladinski list, upam, da mi boste tudi ta
kratek dopis priobéili.

Tukaj imamo zelo lepo vreme (tako je bilo
v novembru) in zgleda, da nas letos ne obiste
starka zima. Dobro bi bilo, da bi se nié pri
nas ne ustavila. Le za nas otroke bi bilo sla-
bo, ker bi se ne mogli drsati,

Mnogo iskrenih pozdravov vsem ¢itateljem
Mladinskega lista, vam dragi urednik pa zelim
vesele praznike in sreéno novo leto!

Mary Krainik, Chisholm, Minn.

, A5 St |

Dragi urednik!

Z veseljem sem se pripravila, da napiSem
par vrstic v nad priljubljeni Mladinski list. V
proslem letu smo vse premalo pisali. Zato pa
glejmo vsi, kateri smo zaostali, da bomo v tem
letu bolj pridni.

Kaj bi bilo, ako bi ne imeli tukaj drustva
SNPJ? Kdo bi nam delal veselje? Na3e dru-
Stvo §t. 344 nam veckrat priredi kaksno zaba-
vo, pa naj bo poleti ali pozimi. Za dne 22.
decembra smo bili vabljeni vsi, starii in mladi-
na, pripadajoéi k Slovenski narodni podporni
jednoti v Sheboyganu, da se smo skupaj razve-
selili v prostorih rojaka Fludernika. Poslali
so nam zivega Miklavza, ki nas je obdaril z
vsem dobrim. Razume se, da ne verjamemo
v drugega MiklavZa kot v naso dobro mater
SNPJ in v ata pa mamo, Miklavz je samo
misel.

Klié¢em vsem bratcem in sestricam, da bi v
tem letu bolj pridno dopisovali v Mladinski
list in Zelim, da bi izhajal vsak teden.

Meseénik Mladinski list je zelo pripraven,
da se lahko hrani vse Stevilke. Jaz hranim
%e tri letnike, in zveler, ko nimamo kaj delati,
pa vsi ¢itamo Mladinski list.

H koncu tega dopisa in ob nastopu novega
leta 1930 pozdravljam vse {itatelje Mladinske-
ga lista! Vam, urednik, pa se iskreno zahva-

lim za vse, kar ste nam pomagali pri dopisih.
Obljubljam, da bom prihodnjié¢ boljSe pisala.

Anna Lonchar,
607 N. Water street, Sheboygan, Wis.
- - Bl
Dragi urednik! ¥

Spet sem se namenila napisati par vrstic v
Mladinski list. V tem pismu vam prilagam
sliko “Thiller” v Chippewa Lake parku v Ma-
dini, O.

Ker rada pojem slovenske pesmi z mojo ma-
mo, vam podiljam v priobéitev te-le prijazne
kitice: .

|
Kaj ne bila bi vesela,
svojih pomladanskih dni,
kaj bi pesmice ne pela;
enkrat le mladost Zivi.

1L

Sladke ure mi teéejo,
zalosti jaz ne poznam;
kalne misli iz glave vrejo,
kadar glas od sebe dam.

III1,

Kaj ne bila bi vesela,
svojih pomladanskih dni,
kaj bi pesmice ne pela;
enkrat le mladost Zivi.

Iv.
In kdor sre¢o vedno isce,
v daljnih krajih prek morija,
solze iz o¢€i si brife
‘tam kjer sreéa ni doma.

V.

In zato bom prepevala,
sreéa meni le Zivi.

Kje drugje bi jo iskala,
kjer nikjer je najti ni.

VI.
Kaj ne bila bi vesela,
svojih pomladanskih dni,
kaj bi pesmice ne pela;

= enkrat le mladost Zivi.

Iskren pozdrav uredniku in vsem ¢itateljem
Mladinskega lista ter obilo sreée in zdravja v
novem letu! Josephine Sintich,

956 E. 141 st., Cleveland, O.
L L
Dragi urednik!

Namenila sem se tudi jaz napisati dopis v
Mladinski "list, ker ga Zelo rada éitam. Ker
Ze znam ¢itati anglesko, se sedaj pridno uéim
slovensko, Pri tem mi pomagajo moja mama
in sestra. K mojemu pri¢etku Vam posiljam
malo pesmico, ki se imenuje “Materi.”
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Ob vederih jasnih

rada gledam v nebo,
ker mi srce z vzdihom
govori tako.

Kie so casi zlati
ko sem dete bila
in v naroéju, mati,

Ko poljubovala
mene si sréno
in mi depetala
tiho na uho:
1v.
Jelenéka, pridna bodi,
ubogaj vedno rada,
da te sreéa bo vodila
v krog najlepiih nad.

V.

In nato obljubila
materi sem vse,

sem gorko jo poljubila
in pristavila sem &e:

VI

Tam na nebu, mati,
oh, tam je vse lepo.
Zdaj ne moram spati,
zvezde name zro.

Ob nastopu novega leta zelim vsem ¢itate-
ljem Mladinskega lista obilo srefe in zdravja
pa mnogo veselja!

Dorothy Vrtovee, Canton, Ohio.
* - *
Dragi urednik!

Prosim Vas, cenjeni urednik, da mi priobéite
te-le vrstice v “Nas koti¢ek.” To je pesmica
o predrznem zajcku.

ZAJEC
Zajec je hodil v zeljnik na zelje,
ni se bal praznika niti nedelje,
Kmetié ga nekdaj v zelju ugleda,
ravno ko mlado glavo objeda.
Hudega nocée mu zdaj storiti,
le ga pokara: veé ne hoditi!

Zajec ne sluda tega svarila,
skoda tem veéja zmerom je bila.
Kmetié ga v zeljniku nekoé pocaka,
zajec predrzno v zeljnik priskaka.
Poéi zdaj puska, zajec nad pade,
ker mi opustil gresne navade.

Vsem ¢itateljem Mladinskega lista Zelim
obilo sre¢e in zdravja na koSe ob pricetku
novega leta 1930!

Stella Slabe, Box 43, Coverdale, Pa.
- * .
Dragi urednik!

To je moj prvi slovenski dopis za Mladinski
list. Slovensko znam malo pisati. Sedaj me
mama uéi, Dne 1. januarja je bil moj rojstni
dan. Rojen sem bil leta 1918 v Kittaningu, Pa.
Clan sem drustva &t. 540 v mladinskem oddel-
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ku v Elizabethu, N. J., odkar sem bil star eno
leto.
Od mame sem se naucil to-le slovensko pe-
sem:
Kje so moje rozice,
pisane in bele,
mojega srca ljubice,
zlahtno so cvetele,
A pomlad je 5la od nas,
vzela jih je zima, mraz.
Lepo pozdravljam vse otroke, ki éitajo M, L.
in jim vo&im sre¢no novo leto!

Joe Pasarich.

Dragi urednik!
Posiljam Vam slovensko pesmico, ki me jo
je naudila moja mama:

Sem slovenska deklica,
Mary mi je ime.

Sem obraza bistrega,
Zlahtno imam srce.

To je moje prvo slovensko pismo in me ve-
seli, da znam vsaj malo slovensko pisati.. Po-
siljam vam sliki mojih dveh bratov in svojo,
da jih priobéite v Mladinskem listu.

Mary Pasarich,
710 McKinley st., Elizabeth, N. J.

HECT

The above comic sketch was drawn by Helen
Ciganich, member of Lodge Pioneer No. 559 of
Chicago. Helen is 14 years old and in Farra-
gut Jr. High-school, first year.
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Dragi urednik!

Posiljam Vam moj prvi dopis v slovenskem

MLADINSKI LIST

Jjeziku in kratko pesmico:

Otrok Zivim v veselju,

Saljivo se igram.
Vse gre po moji Zelji,

ker

v osrew mir tmam.

Mnogo pozdravov vsem ¢éitateljem M. L.!

Joe Pasarich,
¢lan miadinskega
oddelka, ki je po-
slal svoje prvo
slovensko pismo.

John Pasarich.

Mary Pasarich,
njegova sestra, ki
ima tudi prvi slo-
venski prispevek v
tej Atevilki,

John Pasarich,
ki pravi, da je o-
trok in da Zivi v
veseliu, je mlajsi
bratee prvih dveh.

Dragi urednik!

Zopet Zelim pisati v Mladinski list. Pred-
vsem pozdravljam v novem letu Vas urednik,
ker me zelo veseli, da ste tako lepo napisali
o meni. Pozdravljam v tem novem letu tudi
vse mlade ditatelje in ¢itateljice naSega pri-
ljubljenega Mladinskega lista. Zelim mmogo
napredka vsem. Josephine Sintich,

906 E. 141 St., Cleveland, Ohio.

SALE ZA MALE

NaSa Milena je pridno dekletece in tu-
di moliti Ze zna, samo “Oc¢e nas” se ji
ni zdel bogzna kako popoln, zato je ne-
kega jutra jela moliti: “Daj nam danes
nas vsakdanji kruh in nekaj mesa za

prigrizek” . ..

“Zakaj pa tako moli§, Milena?" jo
vprasa mamica.

“Oh, mamica, kdo se ne bi navelical
samega kruha?” je pojasnila Milena.

» » *

Bilo je pred bozi¢em. Solarji so jed-
va Cakali, da pridejo bozZi¢éne pocitnice.
Preden jih je ucitelj pustil iz Sole, jim
Jje zadnjo uro dejal:

“A zdaj pojdite in dobro se imejte.
Zelim, da bi bili prihodnje leto bolj mir-
ni in posludni, a zlasti Se bolj razumni
in pametni.”

Ucenci so zaklicali:

“Tudi mi vam enako Zzelimo, gospod
ucitelj !”

POPRAVEK

Ivan Jontezova povest “Neverni Jo-
zek”™ v decemberski Stevilki M. L. pra-
vilno pri¢éne z drugim odstavkom, ki se
¢ita: “Prijatelj Miha pripoveduje . ..”
Prvi odstavek naj ¢itatelji blagovole
izpustiti, ker ne spada v to povest.
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Gabriel Setoun:

JACK FROST

THE door was shut, as doors should be,
Before you went to bed last night;
Yet Jack Frost has got in, you see,
And left your window silver white.

He must have waited till you slept;
And not a single word he spoke,

But pencilled o’er the panes and crept
Away again before you woke.

And now you cannot see the hills
Nor fields that stretch beyond the
lane;
But there are fairer things than these
His fingers traced on every pane.

Rocks and castles towering high;
Hills and dales and streams and
fields;
And knights in armour riding by,
With nodding plumes and shining
shields.

Here’s to woman, whose heart and
whose soul
Are the light and the life of each
spell we pursue;
Whether sunn’d at the tropics or chilled
at the pole,
If woman be there, there is happiness

too.

And here are little boats, and there
Big ships with sails spread to the
breeze;
And Yonder, palm trees waving fair
On islands set in silver seas.

And butterflies with gauzy wings;
And herds of cows and flocks of
sheep;
And fruit and flowers and all the things
You see when you are sound asleep.

For creeping softly underneath
The door when all the lights are out,
Jack Frost takes every breath you
breathe,
And knows the things you think
about.

He paints them on the window pane

In fairy lines with frozen steam,
And when you wake you see again

The lovely things you saw in dream.

Teacher: “Now, Bobby, which would
vou rather have—one apple or two
halves?”

Bobby: “Two halves.”

Teacher: “Oh, Bobby! Why should
you prefer two halves?”

Bobby: “Because then I could see if
it was bad inside.”

Number 1.
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Wonders of the Inseét World

HETVERNIKOV, the Russian natu-

. ralist, describing the trends of early
life, says that in geological times the
vertebrates seemed bent on growing
larger, defending themselves in the
struggle for survival by accumulating
strength. The insects chose another
route to survival: by being small they
could find a vast number of nooks
where they could live in safety, thus
filling the chinks and crannies of crea-
tion. -~

Insects lived on the earth long before
man came to take his place of dominion,
and many scientists predict that insects
will remain after man has ceased to be
a mundane tenant. Dr. W. J. Holland
pictures the last living survivor upon
earth as a melancholy “bug”, seated up-
on a bit of lichen, preening its anten-
nae in the glow of the worn-out sun.
Literally true? Certainly not, but a
powerful picture of the tenacity of in-
sect life.

Before our primeval ancestors had
dreamed of a better anesthetic than a
club, the glowworm had evolved a sleep-
ing potion so subtle that its victim could
not perceive its administration, yet so
powerful that nothing could disturb the
profound sleep it induced.

Before our ancestors had domesti-
cated even the dog, ants were keeping
“cows” and growing “mushrooms.”

Before man had learned to kindle a
fire, the social bees were employing in
hive ventilation the identical prineciples
that industry now uses in keeping pure
air in modern coal mines.

While man has progressed mainly
through the development of the intel-
lect, insects ave progressed by physical
adaptation to environment and the de-
velopment of instinet. Thus dragon.
flies have come to posses eyes with as
many as 30,000 faces, to furnish the in-
tense vision required in capturing dart-

ing prey. Carpet beetles have lived two
years in a corked bottle with nothing
whatever to eat save the cast-off skins
of their own transformations.

In evolving their social system, bees,
ants, and wasps have developed their
queens into marvels of efficiency as egg-
laying machines. They mate but once
in a lifetime, and therefore have devel-
oped a tiny internal pouch in which the
male life germs are held. They can open
or close at will the orifice of this pouch
and thus determine whether each egg
they lay shall produce females. Thus
the queens have come to be masters of
the art of sex control.

The sense of smell in some insects is
unbelievably acute. The smelling or-
gans are minute pits on the antennae.
On a single antenna of an ordinary
June beetle there are as many as 40,000
of these olfactory pits.

Fabre's classic experiments with
moths show to what inconceivable
lengths the sense of smell sometimes is
developed. .

A female of the great peacock moth
emerged from her cocoon in Fabre's
laboratory one May day. That night
there came such a swarm of male moths
that everybody was astounded. At least
40 lovers had come to pay their res-
pects to the marriageable bride born
that morning. In eight days at least
150 wooers came, some of which Fabre
thought must have traveled at least a
mile and a half, since the species was
extraordinarily rare in that region.

Fabre surrounded the virgin with
pouwerful scents and stenches in an ef-
fort to overpower her “call;” but still it
went forth and still the lovers came.
But when the virgin was shut up in an
air-tight jar, not a single visitor ar-
rived to pay court. When the anten-
nae of a visitor were cut off—a painless
operation—he became powerless to lo-
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cate his affinity, though she was only
a few feet away. Fabre repeated his
experiments also with banded-monk
moths.

When man’s strength and achieve-
ments in engineering are measured by
insects standards, many of our succes-
ses are overshadowed entirely. Were a
human high jumper able to do as well
proportionately as a flea, he could clear
the Washington Monument at a single
bound, with some 80 feet to spare. The
Eiffel Tower, built with the aid of all
sorts of machinery, is no higher pro-
portionately, than the ant hill reared
with claws and mandibles alone. If the
modern baggageman could carry loads
proportionately as heavy as the ants, he
could lift a half-ton truck to the top of
Washington Monument without appar-
ent fatigue.

The development of instincts in the
insects is a marvel greater even than
their physical adaptations to environ-
ment. Look, for instance, at the Me-
loe beetle.

The female Meloe lays its eggs by the
thousands near the burrows of certain
mining-bees. Then she dies, and pre-
sently an innumerable host of small
creatures come out of the eggs, and seek
out the flowers frequented by the min-
ing-bees. Then as the bees come, for
nectar and pollen, the beetles hop onto
the bees’ backs.

For a long time these tiny beetles
were believed to be a species of louse
infesting the bees, until Newport proved
them to be the babies of a Meloe beetle.
Then Fabre made further discoveries
about them. Safely ensconced on its
animated airplane, the little beetle rides
about till, at the moment the bee lays
her egg on the pollen and honey, it
makes a flying leap from her back and
lands on the newly laid egg. It feasts
upon the contents of the egg. Then it
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goes to sleep. For several years it stays
in the cell it stole from the bee, taking
divers naps therein, each time waking
up transformed, and finally emerges a
full-fledged Meloe beetle, ready to start
the cyele all over again.

Only once in its life did the tiny
creature have occasion to seek out a
plant in which to hide; only once, oc-
casion to steal a ride, and to select an
egg. Yet somewhere in ‘the minute
speck of protoplasm from which it
grew, lurked those instinets which
caused it to perform these actions with
perfect order and sureness. .

Yet, with what seems to be the wis-
dom of insects is sometimes combined
the most abysmal stupidity. Tent cat-
erpillars of a certain kind always march
out to get food in single file, each cater-
pillar leaving behind it a trail of silk
that acts like a life line to guide it home
One day Fabre succeeded in getting a
procession to start arount the rim of
a big vase. He cut the line where it
reached the rim, and the unwitting cat-
erpillar marched around the rim all day
long and far into the night. Morning
dawned, finding them motionless and in
a torpor, but still in formation. With
the warmth of the sun they started
again—and so continued, to make the
story short, for eight days. Then, foot-
sore and desperate with hunger, they
broke ranks and before night each had
found the nest once more.

One might wander indefinitely in the
realm of insectdom, discovering a mir-
acle at every step. Parasitism, in which
members of one species lay their eggs
upon the bodies of other species; parth-
enogenesis, in which as many as 94
generations have been produced with-
out the birth of a single male; ability
to hibernate, in which some individuals
have been known to sleep more than 40
years and wake up—these are but a few
of the marvels of the insect world.

5 A
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Ephraim Peabody:
A SKATING SONG

Away! away! our fires stream bright
Along the frozen river;
And their arrowy sparkles of frostly
light
On the forest branches quiver.
Away! away! for the stars are forth,
And on the pure snows of the valley,
In a giddy trance, the moonbeams
dance—
Come, let us our comrades rally!

Away! away! o'er the sheeted ice,
Away, away we g0;
On our steel-bound feet we move as fleet
As door o’er the Lapland snow.
What though the sharp north winds are
out,
The skater heeds them not—
'Midst the laugh and shout of the
jocund rout,
Gray winter is forgot.

Let others choose more gentle sports,
By the side of the winter hearth;
Or 'neath the lamps of the festal halls,

Seek for their share of mirth;
But as for me, away, away!
Where the merry skaters be—
Where the fresh wind blow and the
smoth ice glows,
There is the place for me.

R. W. E.:

We have a great deal more kindness
than is ever spoken. Barring all self-
ishness that chills like east winds the
world, the whole human family is
bathed with an element of love like a
fine ether. How many persons we meet
in houses, whom we scarcely speak to,
whom yet we honor, and who honor us.
How many we see in the street, or sif
with in theater, whom they silently,
we warmly, rejoice to be with. Read
the language of these wandering eye-
beams. The heart knoweth.

Emerson:

DO YOU KNOW THESE?

Inside I'm white,

Outside I'm brown,

I have a shape that's round and

round,

I grow on trees, but not in town,

For little monkeys throw me down.

A cocoanut.

It runs up, it runs down, but still it
never moves? A stairway.

What kind of stones may one always
find in the water? Wet ones.

Why is snow different from Sunday !
Because it can fall on any day of the
week.

High as a house, round as a ball, bit-
ter as gall, sweet after all? A walnut.

What belongs to you and is used by
your friends more than by you? Your
name.

Where was Solomon’s temple? On the
side of his head.

What runs and has no feet? Water

What goes over the water and makes
no shadows? An echo.

If you raise wheat in dry weather,
what do you raise in rainy weather?
An umbrella.

Do you know why the onions and po-
tatoes will not grow in the same row?
Because the onions get in the potatoes
eyes.

Friendship

The effect of the indulgence of this
human affection is a certain cordial ex-
hilaration. In poetry, and in common
speech, the emotions of benevolence and
complacency which are felt toward oth-
ers, are likened to the material effects
of fire; so swift, or much more swift,
more active, more cheering are these
fine inward irradiations. From the
highest degree of passionate love to the
lowest degree of good will, they make
the sweetness of life,
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The Rough Gray Stone

By Pearl Forbes MacEwen

HE little girl made friends with all

the things she could think of in the
great rambling garden of her home, not,
only animals, birds and insects, but
trees and sticks and stones, too.

There was a broad avenue from the
wide sweep before the house, running
up to the wrought-iron gates, shutting
out the world; but another smaller and
more secret path, grass-grown and for-
gotten, ran parallel with this avenue.

Of course, the little girl loved this
path far more than the wide avenue
where grown-up people went, and she
knew all the wild flowers that grew un-
checked here, by name, and the same
robin hopped and chattered to her every
time he heard her eager step come that
way.

There were many large flat stones
too, lying about on the path, and she
played a kind of game with them.

She used to say, “Come on, stone, no
wonder you look so dull and gray, lying
there with nothing to do for years and
years. But now I’ve come and I'll take
you for a long walk right to the other
end of the path and leave you there
while I go to school.” But when she
returned, she always looked for the
same one again, and took it back to
where it first had been, for she thought,
it might be homesick by that time and
was always quite sure that it was less
dull and gray than it had been before
its visit.

One lovely bright summer day, then,
she saw lying all neglected and half
buried in the earth one of those rough
gray stones which men break at the side
of a country road, and she thought,
“Oh, poor dull stone, I don’t believe
you've moved for hundreds of years!
Would you like to go for a long walk?
Would you like to see shops full of won-

derful things, and meet all sorts of oth-
er stones and things along the road?”

The stone just looked sad and was
too apathetic to answer, so she pulled
it out and carefully wiped the earth on
the grass, and off they went together,
up the path.

0! Tt seemed so glad, poor thing, and
went withersoever she led it, even tak-
ing upon itself to roll a little on its own.
But this sort of thing runs away with
time and when school was reached, be-
hold, everybody was in and the play-
ground empty. Oh, dear me! How could
this little girl walk in bearing a great
stone right before them all? Hastily she
hid it at the pavement’s edge and went
in, and the stone lay safely in its corner
and listened to the rumble of the traf-
fic passing by.

Sometimes, too, it spoke a little tim-
idly to the sophisticated-looking stones
that made up the street, but they had
been trampled and hampered and beaten
so often, so often, and in their sluggish
lives no trace of winds and suns and
whispering trees remained, though once
they had known of all these things
away on some far-off hillside.

Much dust whirled along, not gay and
light like the dust at home. This dust
was thicker and bore along with it many
odors never felt at home.

Every night at home, as the stone lay
in a cool dream after all humans were
shut away for the night, and the garden
was given over to the wild life that
stayed so secret during the day, there
was a faint rustle among the fir-cones
and brown leaves under the tree near
by, and a tiny reddish-brown mouse
stole out, jumped onto this stone and sat
there for a while, twirling his whiskers
and combing down his coat with his lit-
tle claws; then he was off like a shot
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until next night came round and the
same process was repeated without fail.

But how long did the school last?
What if the little girl forgot to take the
stone home and it lay there lonely and
forgotten. The mouse would look sur-
prised to see the hole where the stone
had been and perhaps would find anoth-
er one. O, how the stone loved that
little mouse!

In the midst of these disturbing
imaginings, a loud ringing broke out,
there was a rushing of feet and sud-
denly the stone found itself knocked
hither and thither, and trampled upon
by masses of loud-voiced boys and girls.
Never had it seen or heard such crowds
of people! Then amongst them appeared
an anxious, searching little face. A
sigh of relief, “O, there you are, poor
stone; have you missed me?”’ And sud-
denly it was seized and thrust into a
deep crumby pocket.

It lay in the darkness thankfully, for
everything was all right now. The lit-
tle girl must be running so glad was she

GRAMMAR IN RHYME

A moun’s the name of anything.

As “school” or “garden,” “hop or
“swing;"”

Instead of nouns the pronouns stand.

“His"” book, “her” slate, “your” arm,
“my” hand;

Adjectives tell the kind of noun

As ‘“great, small, pretty, white or
“brown;”

Verbs tell of something to be done,

To “read, count, sing, laugh, jump or
run;”

How things are done the adverbs tell

As “slowly, quickly, ill or well;”

Conjunctions join the words together

As man, woman, wind or weather;

A preposition stands before

As noun as “in” or “through’” the door;

An interjection shows surprise

As “Oh, how pretty,” “Ah, how wise.”

to be free again. A pause, “creak-
creak,” was that the great gate at home
already? Even in the pocket the stone
felt a faint familiar breath come to
him.

The little girl stopped, plunged her
hand into her pocket and brought it
out. “O stone,” said she, “you are all
covered with crumbs, but you can eaf
them when I'm away getting my dinner.
Did you feel lonely, poor stone? Well,
here you are at home,” And down she
laid it in the very same spot, and ran
away skipping and jumping to the com-
pany of humans. As for the stone, very
gently it settled more securely into the
cavity again, and the earth embraced it
as though such a journey full of such
wonders had never been.

The mouse came at evening uttering
little squeals of delight at the crumbs
he found there, and staying much long-
er than usual. All the garden life
waked again, but the stone that had
such an enormous adventure dreamed
once again his slow, slow dreams.

IF NOT, WHY NOT?

Little Rex had torn his pants and
mother was provoked. “We’ll all go to
the poor house if you don’t take better
care of your clothes,” Mother said. Rex
was silent awhile, then said, “Mamma,
is there a ‘fat house’?”

* - *

MAKING IT HOT

Father—Say! What’s this 70 on this
paper?
Son—I don’t know. I guess it’s the
temperature of the room.”
> * *

REASON ENOUGH

“Now what ever made you forget the
butter and lard, I asked you to get,
Teddy,” said mother.

“Please, mother, they were so greasy
they slipped my memory!” said Teddy.



MLADINSKI

LIST

(]
-3

or. A. #. Kezel: The Care of Children’s Teeth

O build strong permanent teeth and

to keep them healthy, parents must
give the child food that contains min-
erals, such as lime, for tooth-building
during the tooth-forming period of life;
that is, from birth to 12 or 14 years of
age. Good teeth cannot be built from
poor material.

To accomplish this the parents and
guardians of children should adopt the
following six rules for building good
teeth:

1. Proper diet.—Milk—a pint and a
half to a quart each day. Whole grain
cereals and bread. Vegetables—espe-
cially green leafy vegetables such as
spinach, cabbage, cauliflower, lettuce.
Fruits—either fresh or cooked, should
be given for dessert instead of pies or
pastry.

2. Sunlight and Fresh Air.—Children
should receive as much sunlight and
fresh air as possible. Sunlight helps

develop strong teeth. In the winter
months cod-liver oil can be given to sup-
plement sunlight.

3. Exercise.—Gums and teeth need
exercise to make them strong and
healthy. This is best accomplished by
eating crusts and some fibrous vegeta-
bles each day.

4. Rest.—Every school child should
sleep at least 10 hours every night. A
child that is overtired and nervous can-
not build strqng teeth.

5. Cleanliness.—Teeth should be well
brushed every morning upon arising
and every night before retiring.

6. Regular dental attention.—Every
child should be taken to the dentist at
two and one-half years of age and at
least every six months thereafter, so
that the teeth can be inspected and
small decayed spots removed and filled
with a permanent filling before serious
damage is done.

Helen Ciganich: Orient.
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Margaret Oberlich of Ashley, Pa.,, 8 Wy-
oming st., is very interested in the M. L. and
wishes it would come every week. She is 14,
in 8th grade and this is her first letter to
M. L. She likes school very much, has two
sisters and two brothers, and all belong to
SNPJ lodge there. She would like to get let-
ters from some of the members as she will
answer them all.

* . *

Sophie Klemen, Cleveland, 0., 1619 Waterloo
rd., thinks it is the right way to begin the
New Year right by writing to the M. L. every
month. She appreciates the many letters she
received from some of the members; she likes
stories in the M. L., also “The Mystery of the
Diamond Necklace.”

» » *

Janet Chervon of Isabella, Pa., Box 158, is
10 and was 1 when she joined the SNPJ. She
has two brothers and one sister, and likes the
M. L. very much. She would like to get some
letters.—Her brother, Alvin Chervon, is 12 and
says that the whole family belongs to Lodge
621 SNPJ.

» - »

Albert Klements of Bridgeville, Pa., Box
348, now 14, is in the 8-A grade in school, His
brother Joseph plays fullback on their soccer
team, and Albert plays too.

* * L

Elsie Yemec of Yukon, Pa., Box 214, is a
member of lodge 117 and this is her first let-
ter to the M. L. She would like to get letters.

* & &

Joseph Pogacar, Cleveland, 0., 1205 E. 168
street, writes his first letter for the M. .. He
has a twin sister; they are 11 years old. Their
whole family belongs to the SNPJ.

Amelia Modic, Homer City, Pa.,, Box 227,
after a long absence again writes for the M.
L. which she likes very much, She sends a

nice poem.
» » *

Dorothy and Rose Rossa of Cleveland, 0.,
995 E. 141 st., are contributing nice letters to
this issue of the M. L. They both like it and
enjoy its many stories and letters, also poems.

* * *

Frank and Tony Valencich of Barberton, 0.,
464 Franklin ave., each send a letter and their
snapshots; both will be published next month.

* %

Kathryn Bobeff of Madison, Ill., 1222 Madi-
son ave., contributes her 1st letter. She is 12
and has a twin sister, They like the maga-
zine.

* * *

Frank Povhe of Ely, Minn., 601 E. Chap-
mans st., is 11 and in the 6th grade in school,
The whole family belongs to lodge 268 SNPJ.
He wishes everybody a happy New Year.

* - %

Mary Bergant of Lisbon, 0., Box 19, says
that they live on the farm and writes her 1st
letter. They have horses, cows, chickens, pigs,
cats, a dog and lots of bees. They all like
the honey. The whole family belongs to the
SNPJ.

* * »

Otto Slabe, West Park, 0., 4666 W. 130 st.,
promises that he will send us the February
number of the M. L. for 1929, and he is glad
that he can do us a favor, Otto is 13 and
writes a neat letter. He goes to. 8th grade,
next year he wil be promoted into high-school.
Their whole family belongs to the SNPJ.
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Silva Kodre, West Allis, 472—58rd ave.,
will try to write every month, both in English
and in Slovene. She is 10 and in the 6th
grade in school. She is wishing every member
a very prosperous New Year.

* * *

Mary Pavlin, Muskegon Heights, Mich,, Box
5, writes her first letter which certainly is very
neatly written. Everyone in their family of
four belongs to lodge 266, of which her father
was secretary for over nine years, Mary is
16 and has a sister 13 years old. In Decem-
ber she was transferred into the adult depart-
ment, She enjoys the M. L. She would appre-
ciate it if some of the members would write
to her. (Editor's Note: Members in the adult
department may write for the M. L.)

» * *

Mary Mihelcic, Blaine, 0., Box 304, is send-
ing her picture, which cannot be published
beeause it would not come out plain enough in
the paper. It was taken from too far from
the object.

* ¥ %

Anna and William Laurich of Ruffsdale,
Pa,, R. D. No. 2, are contributing to this issue
of the M. L. William is 10 and Anna 13.
“Our whole family belongs to lodge 177 at
Yukon, Pa.,” writes Anna, Both would like to
correspond with some of the members.

® L -

Betty Obel, Orient, Ill.,, Box 14, is 16 and
goes to high-school. She likes the M. L. very
much, but would like to get some letters from
members.

* L] *

Albert Gergovich, La Salle, Ill., writes his
second letter. He is 13 and in the Tth grade in
school, and would like to receive letters from
members,

* * *

Rose Pregel, Base Line, Mich., Box 134, is
13 and contributes her second letter “to our
beloved magazine.” Her father moved from
Kansas to Detroit due to bad labor conditions,
and they live at Base Line.

* L ] L

Albina Dolance, Hays, Pa., 328 Baldwin
street, is a member of lodge 307 SNPJ and so
are the rest of the members of their family,
She is 15 and will graduate in February from
public school. She is very much interested
in the M. L. “My sister Anna would like to
know the address of Anna Dolence of Morgan,
Pa. She had been receiving letters from her,
but now she has lost her address.” (Your pie-
ture will appear next month.—Editor.)

* % »

Josephine Sveton of Strabane, Pa., Box 216,

says that she is in the 5th grade and 12 years
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old. There are six in their family and all be-
long to SNPJ. She is wishing all the mem-

bers a very happy New Year,

L] - E3

Josephine Chebull, Klein, Mont., Box 29,
sends a story called “A New Year's Resolu-
tion.,” She wishes Mary Shuster would write
to her.

* bl *

Milly Stucin of Panama, Okla., Box 131, is
10 and in the 5th grade in school. She has
been reading the Mladinski List for a long
time and likes it very much, she says. This is
her first letter to the M. L. She would be
glad if some of the members would write to
her.

* % »

Pauline Kavcich from Avella, Pa., Box 153,
is 7 years old and a member of the SNPJ lodge
No. 292; she is in the third grade in school.
She likes the M. L. so much that she reads
each number two or three times. Once before
she tried to write for the M. L., but she
thought the letter was not good enough. Next
time she’ll write in Slovene. Her mother is
teaching her now to read and write the Slo-
vene. “My mother often reads to me Slovene
poems, and the best Slovene verse was by
Katka Zupandid.” Pauline will write some
more, for this time she concludes in sending
best regards to all “little members.”

* * *

Mary Pogan from Oakdale, Pa., sends a
poem:

Sweet flowers that we are wreathing, Our
tribute shall pay, While tender songs are
breathing, Our love and praise to-day. We
love to hear their story, Their courage to tell.
They share SNPJ's glory, who love and serve
her well.”

* * *
Dear Editor:

It has been quite a while since I've written
to the M. L., so I decided to write again. I
am going to school in my sophomore year and
am taking up Il English, commerce and in-
dustry, II Home economics and Business arith-
metic. Our school days are made more pleas-
ant by various assemblies, parties and rallies,
—On Nov. 8 our school heard Philip Marten-
dale, an U, S. Ranger from the Yellowstone
National Park speak. He told us of the vari-
ous animals and their habits, also other stories
of the National Park. It was really a very
interesting speech.

I must comment on the wonderful progress
the M. L. is showing, especially during the last
few months. I can hardly wait for it. I hope
that more readers from Canton would write
for it. A loyal member,

Jennie Vitavee, Canton, Ohio.
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Bro. B. Lombar’s daughter of Brooklyn, N.
Y., 7567 Hart st., rewrote an interesting story
“Life Is a Funny Proposition,” which we prob-
ably will publish in one of the numbers of the
M. L. later.

* * k4

Frank Pirman of Slickville, Pa., Box 317, is
13 and in the 8th grade in school. He has 3
brothers and 2 sisters, all members of Lodge
No. 379 SNPJ. He was very glad when their
school started Sept. 3, 1929, They had a
Christmas entertainment. In his school room
there are 35 boys and girls, Frankie likes the
M. L., he says, and sends best regards to all.

Violet Beniger of Export, Pa., sends a Jan-
uary poem and does not wish that the waste-
basket would eat it. Here it goes:

“I am January, the first month in the year.
I bring the little New Year with me; I am
a cold, windy month, I make the boys and
girls turn up their coat collars and pull their
caps and hats down over their ears ... There's
a New Year coming out of some sphere. His
baby eyes bring hope and delight. We wel-
come you, Happy New Year!”

Violet wishes that some of the members

would write to her.
* L >

Edward J. Sodnikar of Bridgeport, 0., Box
37, sends a cartoon similar to the one published
in the Prosveta, drawn by Bro. Frank Rugel.
Edward is a member of lodge No. 13, and is
only 9 years old.

- * -

Helen Izance from Euclid, O., 824 E. 237 st.,
writes her second letter to the M. L. which
she says she likes for its stories, poems and
jokes. She has a brother, 16, a sister, 9, and
she is 12 years old, and all with her parents
belong to lodge No. 450 SNPJ. Helen would
like to receive letters from some of the mem-
bers, as she would soon answer them.

* * ¥

Dear readers:—
Here is the story continued from last month:

The Mystery of the Diamond Necklace.

Nick, seeing Shirley rolling down the ¢liff became
thunderstruck, and looking down over the embankment
he almost forgot to try to rescue her. When he re-
gained his senses, he ran around to the other side of
the eliff, which was not so steep and went to help
Shirley. When he found her she was unconscious. He
carricd her to a necarby hospital on his horse.

In the meantime, a stranger passed at the bottom
of the cliff and saw Don lying there all bruised and
cut. He was unconscious also, and Mr., West earried
him up the eliff and taking his horse rushed him to
the same hospital where Nick had taken Shirley.

Shirley regained consci and the doet found
she was suffering more from shock than from actual
injury. Nick stayed with Sihrley and she told him
about her necklace. After her story had been told
Nick said:

“So that's the necklace he said I had, is it?" He then
left the room and on his way out of the hospital he was
stopped by a police.

Don had become conscious and related a false story
about the necklace to the police and Mr. West., He
told them, “I was riding along the highway when some-
one shouted, ‘Hands up or I'll shoot.” I put my hands
up but was knocked from my horse. I got up and we
two began tussling with each other. I recognized my
opponent to be Nick Carr. He told me he was after a
necklace I stole from Shirley Mason. I knew he was
the thief who had the necklace so I accused him of the
theft. When I did this he gave me one hard unexpected
push and I rolled down over the cliff with Shirley, who
had come to rescue me.”

They brought Nick into Don's room and he told his
story just opposite to what Don had just related.

Mr. West asked Nick, “How ean you prove that Miss
Mason came to help you in your rescue?”

Nick replied quickly, ““Come with me and I will
prove it.,” The police, doctor and Mr. West followed
Nick and he led them to the room of Shirley. They
asked her about it and she said,

“I just got there when they began fighting and neither
one of them saw me., I tried to get Don away from
Nick but as he didn't see me he gave Don one hard
push and Don and I both rolled down over the cliff.
When Nick saw me he ran around to the other side of
the cliff and rescued me. I was unconscious then but
I'm all right now.” The police took Nick with them and
put him in jail.

(To be concluded.)

Best regards to all,

Carolina Kraytz, 168 Main St., Franklin Boro. Cone-
maugh, Pa,

* » »

Jennie Grosel from Durango, Colo., Box 127,
likes the M. L. for its many interesting stories.
This is her first letter. “The M. L. is a good
school for little members of the SNPJ,” Jen-
nie writes. She is 9 and al her family belong
to the SNPJ lodge No. 40. She goes to 5th
grade. Her parents lived in Gallup, New Mex-
ico, for 19 years. She was born there in 1920.
They didn’t like it there, for there are no trees
and plenty of dust. Now they have a farm in
Durango, Colo., where they are enjoying their
work. Their father used to work in coal mines
for 36 years. On the farm they have many
fruit trees and plenty grass and also fresh
air. That’s why they like it there.

* - L

Molly Svecnik, Irwin, Pa., Box 106, is 12
vears old and in the 6th grade in school. This
is her first letter to the M. L. which she would
like to get every week. Their SNPJ lodge No.
is 200. She would like to get letters from
some of the members.

. L »*

Agnes Krisher from Bonanza, Ark., R. No. 1,
sends her first letter to the M. L. which she
likes very much, because “it is a wonderful
magazine.” She is 9 years of age and in the
4th grade in school. There are eight in their
family, all members of SNPJ, She would ap-
preciate very much if some of the members
would write to her.
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Mary Mikulich from Traunik, Mich., wrote
a nice little poem for the M. L. “Mladinski
List.” The magazine we love so well, are just
the words we love to spell, is the Mladinski
List.

M is for the magazine I love to read.

L is for the Lodge of SNPJ.
is for the answers we all give.
is for the dear members all.
is for the intelligence of the people.
is for the nation wide.
is for the society of the lodge.
is for the kindness to all.
is to dispell ignorance.

“RnZ=Cr

is for the language we speak.

is for improvements,

is for Slovene songs we sing.

is for truthful thoughts we bring.
Thls is Mladinski List.

* % =

Justine Peve, West Newton, Pa., Box 130,
writes her second letter to the M. L. and
promises that she will write every month
this year. She wishes that Annie Longerhole
and Josephine Ogrin would write to her, also
some other members.

* * »

Mary Tibljas of Sugarite, New Mexico, Box
103, would like to write in Slovene but she
can’t, although she speaks the language.
“There were quite a few members writing to
me, but recently they. don’t write any more,
I would like to hear from them again. I was
surprised to see a letter from Josie Marcella
from California in the M. L.—Sugarite girls’
basketball team recently defeated the Swas-
tica team, 85 to 28. The boys also defeated
their opponents, 18 to 8. I play guard on
girls’ team, but am not an expert at it.”

» * *

Martha Tomatich of Walsenburg, Colo., 811
W. 7th st., says she has not written to the
M. L. for a long time, but she likes the maga-
zine for its many good stories and other inter-
esting reading matter. She is sending also a
few jokes.

-

* o+ »

Rose J. Beniger of Export, Pa.,, was sur-
prised to receive so many letters from mem-
bers, eight letters in one week. Naturally,
Rose was very much pleased. She sends her
best regards first to the Editor and then to
all the young members of the SNPJ.

- * *

Agnes Ostanek from Traunik, Mich., reports
that they had a Halloween party on Oct. 31
in their school, and did they have fun! She
would like to get some letters from the mem-
bers. Agnes sent in also a poem intended for
the December number of the M. L.

Frank Dolinar of Klein, Mont., Box 92, sends
a few jokes and wishes everybody a happy

New Year.
- * »

Olga Matelich, Indianapolis, Ind.,, 943 N.
Holmes ave., contributed a Christmas poem,
and wishes each member a very happy New

Year.
* * *

Mary Ostanek from Traunik, Mich., Box 4,
writes a poem on SNPJ, of which the first
fow lines read: “Our SNPJ has a beautiful
number of members, and we should always
remember to join a lodge before it is too late.
Jednota is sure to help you . .. When we
grow older, and besides a little bolder, we’ll
be officers, too.”

* * *

Anna Bukovec of Bon Air, Pa., Box 111,
thinks that the M. L. is enjoed by all the chil-
dren very much, because “it is more interesting
than any English library book to the Slovene
children. There are many children who always
read the M. L. and love the magazine that
publishes each month so many interesting
stories, poems and letters.” If she could, she
would write in Slovene also. At the present
she is learning to speak in Slovene, later she
will try to write in Slovene. She received
many letters from members and will answer
them as soon as possible, She wishes every-
one a very happy New Year.

* & &

Dear Editor:

I am 13 and in the 8th grade in school, and
am taking violin lessons. Recently my broth-
er Frank went to Chicago to play for the
Victor Record Co. That was his fourth trip,
the first one was to Sava’s affair, the other
two were excursion trips with local SNPJ
English-speaking lodges. On Nov. 23 he went
there with Joe Miklavie, a banjo player, and
Paul Janz. The records made were “Spring-
time” and “Dreamland,” also “Francka” (pol-
ka) and ‘Stajerski ponos” (waltz).

We are the fourth generation of musicians.
My great grandfather played a zither and used
goose feathers for plucking the strings. My
grandfather and two granduncles were mak-
ing accordions. My father, his three brothers
and my brother Frank are all playing accordi-
ons. My brother Eugene is also learning to
play one. My father and brother are playing
by notes on “chromatic accordions.” Frank
was playing in cities around Cleveland in the
shows, on parties and dances. He played at
Slovene lodges in Lorain, Conneaut, Barber-
ton and Warren, O. He is now 15 and in the
10th grade at Collinwood high-school. He is
playing for four years.
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We are all members of lodge “V Boj” No.
53, SNPJ.—I am sending you Frank's picture
in Slovene national costume.

Edwin Barbic,
176 st., Cleveland, O.

1216 E.

Frank Barbic.
* * -

DIFFERENCE IN TIME

One loses an hour or so, or gains the
same time, according as he travels west
or east, the amount of time lost or
gained depending on the length of the
journey. It is puzzling, a bit, to know
just where the change takes place.
There are really four zones in the Unit-
ed States, and clock time is the same in
any one zone, no matter how far north
or how far south the place may be.
Everything east of the city of Pitts-
burgh is called eastern time; between
Pittsburgh and Chicago it is Central
time; between Chicago and Denver
Mountain time, and from Denver to the
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Pacific coast Western time. The sun
really rises an hour later in Pittsburgh
than in New York, two hours later in
Chicago, three hours later in Denver
and four hours later on the Pacific, so
when it is six in New York it is five in
Pittsburgh, four in Denver and three in
Los Angeles. The earth as a whole is
divided into twenty-four zones, so if one
were to travel around the globe in a
westerly direction he would lose an en-
tire day—of clock time—but would gain
it back, when returning and traveling
east.

¥ * ®

GOOD AND BAD CHILDREN

Children, you are very little,

And your bones are very brittle;

If you would grow great and stately,
You must try to walk sedately.

You must still be bright and quiet,
And content with simple diet;

And remain, through all bewild’ring.
Innocent and honest children.

Happy hearts and happy faces,
Happy play in grassy places—
That was how, in ancient ages,
Children grew to kings and sages.

But the unkind and the unruly,
And the sort who eat unduly,
They must never hope for glory—
Theirs is quite a different story!

Cruel children, erying babies,

All grow up as geese and gabies,
Hated, as their age increases,

By their nephews and their nieces.

—Robert Louis Stevenson.

* * *

Teacher: “Now, Willie, if James gave
you a dog and David gave you a dog,
how many dogs would you have?”

Willie: “Four.”

Teacher: “Now, dear, think hard.
Would you have four if James and
David each gave you one?”

Willie: “Yep. You see, I got two
dogs at home now.”



