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Anna P. Krasna:

Anna P. Krasna:

DA NE POZABIS. ..

U sta dva neZna bela cveta,

dva neznatna spominka
na davna leta.—
Dva bela metuljéka z zelenih trat—
dve svetli misli iz zastrtih nad.
Dva srebrna zarka
iz mraénih noéi—
dva zlata pramena iz solnénih dni;
dva bela mostiéa
Cez prepad vseh teh let—

dve snezni jadri na poti v tvoj svet.

. . . In tiha zelja,
da v negotovih dneh
ne pozabis, kako je bil smel

NAS MLADI SMEH!—

NMCISEL NA CRNE VASI

ZE SPET imajo tople poletne dni
in ob vsakem plotu spet mrko
brezposeln rudar sloni.

Po wseh hisah se vsega navelicane matere

nad vsem jezijo,

okrog vseh plotov

se bosi in raztrgani otroci lovijo.

Ob vecerih pa doraséajoca dekletca
za hisami pojo,

in takrat ozivi v mmnogem srcu nada:
0, saj nam bo $e lepo!
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Cebele

'ASTOPILA je pomlad. Sneg je skopnel. Polja in travniki so ozelenelr,

drevje je zacvelo. Takrat se je zbudila neina éebelica iz zimskega spanja.
Zbudila je pa tudi svoje tovarisice rekoé¢: “Pojdimo gledat, je li e led in sneg
na polju.” Ali snega in ledu ni bilo nikjer; zakaj solnce je pripekalo, in po-
vsod je bilo gorko. In éebelice so izlezle iz panja, si umile nezna krilca in zletele
Prvi¢ v prosto naravo.

Najprej so 8le k jablani ter jo vprasale: “Ali imas kaj za nase laéne Zelod-
cke?” Jablana jim reée: “Ne, nimam Se; prisle ste prezgodaj. Moje cvetje Se
ni razvito. Pojdite tja dol k éresnji.” ‘

In letele so éebelice k ¢éresnji in ji rekle: “Cresnja ljuba, ali imas kaj cvetja
za nas? Laéne smo!” Cresnja jim rece “Pridite jutri, danes so moji cvetovi
Se zaprti; pridite, kadar bom v cvetju!”

Nato so zletele éebelice k tulipanu, ki je imel velik, lep evet, a v njem ni
bilo niti vonjawe, niti sladéice. Cebelice tudi tu niso nasle medu. Ze so se ho-
tele domov vrniti, ko ugledajo v grmovju lepo, dehte¢o cvetico. Bila je poniina
vijolica. Cebelice prilete, in vijolica jim odpre svojo cvetno éaso. Bila je ¢asa
polne disav in medu. Napile so se in Se domov prinesle prvega medu, ki so ga
nabrale spomlads.

Iz “Vrtca”.

Dober gospodar

ZIVELA sta dva brata. Prvi je bil kmet in je imel tri sin¢ke. Drugi je bil
pa premoZen trgovec, ki je trgoval v velikem mestu. Ta je bil brez otrok.
In trgovec je neko¢ obiskal brata kmeta z namenom, da preizkusi njegove
sinove, zakaj enega izmed njih je namenil izobraziti za trgovea in mu izroditi
vse svoje imetje.

Ko so se nekega dne igrali de¢ki na dvoriSéu, je pristopil stric in vrgel med
nje svetel denar. Dva dec¢ka sta skocila na denar kakor volkova, se pulila zanj
in se konéno zacela celo pretepati. Tretji pa je stal ob strani in mirno gledal vso
to borbo.

“Ali tebi ni ni¢ za denar,” je rekel stric tretjemu, “da se ni¢ ne potrudis
zanj ?”’

“0, pa Se veliko mi je,” je odvrnil ogovorjeni. “Toda—kaj hofem! Raz-
kosati se novec ne da. Ako si ga priborim, me bosta brata sovrazila, ¢e pa po-
grabi novec eden izmed teh dveh, mi pa itak ne ostane drugo ko bunke. Rajsi
pojdem k sosedom na dnino, pri njih si bom na lep nacin prisluZil Se veé, kakor
je vreden ta novec!”

“Prav mislis, detko,” ga je pohvalil stric. “Ti bo$ dober gospodar, ki bos
premozenje ne le obdrzal, nego ga skusal tudi na poSten nafin pomnoziti!”

In bogati stric je vzel tega decka k sebi, ga izucil v vseh trgovskih poslih
in mu kasneje izro¢il vse premozenje. Manica.



MLADINSKI LIST

Stric Janez:
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Vrednost dela

BILO je v nedeljo popoldne ob ¢asu, ko
vodijo pota mestnih otrok v kino,
kamor jih vleéejo Tom Mix in drugi
filmski cowboyi in junaki, pa Mickey
Mouse in druge filmske privlaénosti.
Osemletni Frankie in njegov desetletni
brat Johnnie sta plesala okrog matere
v kuhinji kot macka okrog sklede vrele
kaSe ter prosila:
“Mama, desetico za kino, prosiva . ..”
Mati, ki je sicer navadno takoj ustreg-
la takim prosnjam svojih deckov, pa je
imela tisto popoldne svoje posebne mu-
he ter se ni hotela takoj podati. “Ocle-
ta prosita, jaz nimam,” je dejala z na-
videzno nejevoljo na obrazu ter poredno
pomeziknila sosedu Klanéniku, ki se je
bil bad prikazal med vrati. “Ce ga bo-
sta znala lepo prositi, vama bo morda
dal desetici.”

De¢ka sta napravila dolg obraz. Si-
cer sta vedela, da ju ima ofe rad in da
jima nikdar ne odrete take prosnje,
vendar je bilo toliko prijetneje izprositi
denar za kino kar od matere. Mati je
vedno dala desetice s &iroko nasmeja-
nim obrazom, ofe pa je znal napraviti
ob takih prilikah tako resen obraz in je
vselej prej pogodrnjal, e§, treba jima
je iti v kino! In tisto popoldne je bil
videti ote posebno resen, skoro nejevo-
ljen. (V resnici je bil le utrujen od
no¢nega dela v tovarni.)

Frankie in Johnnie sta se pla&no spo-
gledala. “Kdo bo prevzel vlogo prosil-
ca?’ so nemo poizvedovale njune ofi,
ki so nato usmerile vy druzinsko sobo,
kjer je oce navidezno spal v naslanjacu.
“Ti, Johnnie,” je menil Frankie. John-
nie je odkimal. Naj poskusi svojo sre-
¢o kar Frankie, bolje mu tefe jezik kot
njemu.

“Kako pa naj prosim?” se je Frankie
plagno obrnil k materi, ki jo je bil zaZel
siliti smeh.

“Kako pa mene prosis!” se je zasme-
jala mati v odgovor.

Deéek je nekaj ¢asa okleval, ali skus-
njava je bila prevelika in nazadnje se
je odlo¢il ter polahko, po prstih stopil
proti ocetu.

“Ata . ..” ga je pladno pocukal za

rokav srajce. “Prosim — —

“Ali me zZe spet nadlegujete!” se je
navidezno razhudil oce, ki pri vsem tem
ni bil spal in je bil ¢ul ves pogovor.
“Kaj bi spet rada?” je hudo pogledal
Se Johnnyja, ki je bil pricapljal za bra-
tom ter plaho prestopical z noge na
nogo.

“Desetico za kino,” sta zapela v due-
tu decka ter bojece pogledala oceta.

“Tako!” Oc¢e je napravil mrk obraz.
“Pa vesta, da imam dve desetici za
vaju? In potem: ali sta jih zasluzila?
Kje pa sta bila véeraj popoldne, ko sem
vaju klical, da bi mi bila &la po tobak?
In zveler, ko vaju je iskala mati, da bi
Jji bila pomagala pomiti posodo? Zu-
naj na cesti sta se igrala, ha! In zdaj
bi pa rada desetice!”

“Kuhinjski pod sva poribala sinoéi,”
se je plaho opraviéeval Frankie, pre-
pri¢an, da so desetice za kino Ze odpla-
vale po vodi.

No, saj ofe ni bil tako strog kakor
se je delal. Se malo pridige jima je
napravil, nato jima je dal po petnajst
centov. “Ampak glejta, da vaju drugic¢
ne bom zaman klical, kadar vaju bom
potreboval!” jima je zabic¢il in otroka
sta radostnih obrazov takoreko¢ sfréala
skozi vrata.

“Malo jih je treba vzeti v roke,” je
menil ofe Zeleznik proti sosedu v ku-
hinji, “drugaée jih ima§ vedno na vra-
tu: Daj, daj in zopet daj!”

Sosed se je nasmehnil. ‘“Jaz pa dru-
gace napravim.”
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“Kako?"”
kova.

“Enostavno tako, da morajo nasi
otroci denar zasluZiti in potem razpo-
lagajo z njim po svoji uvidevnosti ali
neuvidevnosti!” je odgovoril Klanénik.
“Vsakemu sva odkazala posebno delo,
naj ze bo pomivanje ¢repinj ali pome-
tanje in ribanje in ob sobotah dobijo
vsak pet in dvajset centov nagrade, ki
jo lahko porabijo kakor hocejo. Am-
pak ¢e po neumnem zapravijo svoj de-
nar, potem ne dobe ni¢ do prihodnje so-
bote. In ¢e se kdo med tednom punta
in noce delati, ne dobi v soboto ni¢. In
tako sva jih z Zeno polagoma naucila, da
si mora c¢lovek zasluziti vsak uZitek z
delom in da mora paziti, da sadov svo-
jega dela prekmalu in po neumnem ne
razmece, da je treba vedno misliti tudi

sta hotela vedeti Zelezni-

MLADINSKI LIST

na jutri$nji dan. Z drugimi besedami:
uvajava jih v skrivnosti naértnega go-
spodarstva in pa tisto ‘something for
nothing’ jim iztepava iz glave. In pre-
pri¢cal sem se, da sva zadela Zebljicek
naravnost na glavico. Otroci so zdaj
bolj pridni ko poprej in ni¢ veé me ne
nadlegujejo s tistim veénim: ‘Daj, daj
in zopet daj! Mislim, da bi se povsod
splac¢alo uvesti tak sistem.”

Zeleznikova sta se zamisljeno spogle-
dala.

“Ni slaba ideja!” je tehtno dejal oce
Zeleznik ter puhnil pred se oblak toba-
kovega dima. “Kaj, ¢e bi Se midva po-
skusila, Marta?”

“Pa dajval!”
dila mati.
lahko!"

je smehljaje se pritr-
“Skodovati ne more, koristi

BRIDKOST

PARK je kakor paradiz,

ves od solnca pozlaten—
ali njenim ofem je le jasneje razgalil

kruto dejstvo:

Da je obraz najstarejSega bolno-rumen—
zivotek srednjega ohlapen in droban—
glas najmlajSega brezzvocen in bolan.

Pa je zastrmela s skruSenim pogledom
dale¢ preko lepote in zelenja,

kot bi ji misli prestevale

grenke postaje ob poti tezkega Zivljenja.

A. P. Krasna



Courtesy of “Proletarec’

STANKO ZELE SLOVENSKA VAS
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Sirota na ulici

Vinko Bitenc

(V tej sliki iz danasnjih dni nastopijo: revna deklica Fanci, dve imenitni
gospe, gosposki deéki, Dolfe, Drago, Rudi, gosposke deklice Mija, Erna, Nada,
straznik, tuji gospod, veé¢ drugith ljudi in otrok. — Pred razkosnim izloZbenim
oknom se gnetejo otroci in odrasli. Okno je bajno razsvetljeno, raznovrstne
igrace in sladéice so razloZene notri. Po wulici hitijo ljudje. Dezevni pomladni
vecéer. Ob ploéniku stoji revno oblecena deklica Fanci, steguje roko in prosi mi-
moidoce za milodare. Sem pa tja ji kdo kaj stisne v roko.)

Fanéi (steguje premrlo rocico): moji vem, da so poSteni

Dajte, darujte siroti! kakor menda nobeni.

Saj ne prosim zase, (Vsaka izmed teh gospa stisne siroti

nego.za MAmMICO - 8V0)0, Fanéi novéié v roko. Nato odhajata. Med

da ji olajSam gorje . .. tem se je nabralo okrog Fanéi veé go-

(Dve imenitno oblefeni gospe pride- sposkih otrok, ki so prej gledali izloZbo.

ta mimo in se ustavita pred njo.) Posmehujejo se ji in jo cukajo za oble-
Prva gospa: ko.)

Le poglej, Brigita, Dolfe:

mlado beraéico! Cigava pa si?
Druga gospa: Drago:

Dandanadnja vzgoja . . . Kako se drzi!
Prva gospa (proti Fanéi) : Rudi:

Odkod pa si, punéara, Kakor pust v koledarju!

da Se zdaj prosjacis? Drago:
Druga gospa: Ne — vol pri mesarju!

Tukajle nemara (Vsi se zasmejejo. Fanéi se bojee
. é_dOSti naberais? odmika in na jok ji gre.)

andi: Z
V mestni jami, v baraki i st
- stanujemo;

Erna:

mamica je bo'na ze mesec dni, S |
Pustite jo, siroto!

oceta Ze davno na svetu vec ni;

oh, Zasi zares so taki, Nada: .
da Se niso bili nikoli — Meni pa se smili!
mamica pravi . . . Rudi (Nadi): :
Prva gospa: Oh, ne kri¢i kakor vrana!
Menda ne bo tako hudo. Pravi na$ papa,
Ves, Brigita, davi da po mestu se beraciti ne sme!
mi je na trgu tako dekle Dolfe:
v kosaro poseglo z roko. Jaz poklicem straznika!
Da je nisem opazila, Drago:
bi mi torbico z denarjem Ne, ni treba;
izmaknila! kar takole naredim,
Fanéi: pa ne bo ve¢ sem prisla.
Joj, gospa! (Udari deklico Fan&i po roki, da se
Druga gospa: : strklja denar na vse strani po tleh. Vsi
Lepa je ta! trije deéki zbeZe. Fanéi plane v jok. Mi-

No, vsi otroci niso enaki; ja in Erna pobirata drobiz po tleh. Na-
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da jo tolazi. Ljudje se zbirajo na me-
stu.)
Straznik (se prerije v ospredje):
Kaj pa je?
Fanéi (bojece, v joku):
Mi-milodare
di-di-narje in pare
s0-so mi neki decki zbili iz roke . . .
(Mija in Erna ji tla¢ita pobrane nov-
ce v roko.)
Straznik:
Zakaj pa tu prosjacéis?
Fanéi:
Mamica me je poslala;
bolna je Ze mesec dni,
pa bi rada ji zdravila
za dinarje te kupila . . .
Straznik (kakor v zadregi):
No, saj si dovoli nabrala,
pojdi zdaj odtod!
Fanéi (tladi novee v predpasnik):
Saj Ze grem, gospod!

(Hoce iti, deklice jo so¢utno gleda-
jo. Iz gnede stopi visok gospod, ki je ves
¢as stal ob strani. Na glavi ima kud-
mo, oblefen je v gosposko suknjo. O¢i
se mu dobrodusno smehljajo, bela, siva
brada mu pada na prsi.)

Tuji gospod (se pribliza Fanéi in jo po-
boza) :
Kako ti je ime?
Fanéi (osuplo) :
Fanci!

LIST 167
Tuji gospod:
Lepo; a jaz sem stric ubogih,
iz daljnih krajev sem prispel,
od tam, kjer po zelenih logih
glasi se vecno pti¢ji spev.
Sem stric ubogih, a bogat,
podpiram reveZe, sirote;
za nje imam zlata zaklad
in mnoge druge Se dobrote.
Fanéi (vsa vesela):
Za mamico zdravila mi kupite!

Tuji gospod (se smehlja):
Vse vem; sem slisal tvoje
pripovedovanje;
za svojo mamico zdravil dobis,
obleko, toplo pe¢ in hrano . . .
Fanéi (presenecena, neverjetno gleda).
Tuji gospod:
To je resnica, niso sanje,
lahko Ze zdaj se veselis,
pozabi§ na gorje prestano. —
Pa pojdiva sedaj, ti dete bedno!
(Jo ljubeznivo prime za roko in jo
pelje k izlozbenemu oknu prodajalne.
Tam postojita za hip. Ljudje se zbira-
jo in zacudeno gledajo neznanega go-
spoda. Ta se obrne in pravi):
Clove$tvu bo prinesla sreco, mir
ljubezen le, postenje—
a ne prezir!
(Dvigne Fanéi v naroéje in prestopi
z njo prag prodajalne.)

Anna P. Krasna:

VOLNATE

GLAVICE

OZIMI in poletu se pode po Amsterdamski ulici
kodraste in temne volnate glavice.
7 velikimi o¢mi si ogledujejo mimohiteéi

pisani babilonski svet.

In z belim sijajem zdravih zob
pozdravijo vse, od prijaznega nasmeha

do ognite pomorance,

ki jo zaluéi Italijan pod stojnico.
Pod veder pa zasedejo tiste Zalostne stopnice

hirajoéih stanovanjskih his

in ¢akajo, dolgo in strpno,

da se vrnejo njih érne matere
iz svetlih domov sreénih—belih.
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KOSOVSKA DEVOJKA

Josef Lwuitpold—Mile Klopéic

ESEM pojes, veli¢astni pevec,
o Kosovem, o krvavi bitki,
in naSteva$ pisana imena:
sultan Murat, Toplica vojvoda,
Bosko, Lazar, Milica in Milos—
a devojke, kosovske devojke,
nje z imenom sploh ne imenujes?

Zgodaj vstala kosovska devojka,
zgodaj vstala in pred dver stopila,
na nedeljo zjutraj Se pred solncem.
In zaviha bele si rokave,

jih zaviha do komolcev belih.

Na ramenih nosi hlebe kruha,

v belih rokah nosi zlata vréa,

v prvem vodo, v drugem rujno vino.

In odide na Kosovo ravno.

Ni ¢loveka, da prestel bi mrtve,
Turke, Srbe, ki leZzijo v Krvi.

In devojka stopa po bojiscu,

po zastavah stopa in po kopjih,

in obra¢a knezove junake,

jih obraca, ki leZijo v krvi,

in zapira jim o¢i ugasle.

A ¢e koga zivega Se najde,

ga umije s hladno svezo vodo,
napoji ga z rde¢im, rujnim vinom
in nahrani z belim, sladkim kruhom,
naj po srbsko, naj po tursko toZi,
okrepca ga, hlapca in vojvodo.

Po nakljuéju pot jo je privedla
do junaka Orlovi¢a Pavla,
praporsc¢aka knezovih vojakov.
Se je zivel, zivel sredi mrtvih.
Desno roko v boju je izgubil,
leva noga manjka do kolena,
vitka rebra so mu polomili,

in odprta so mu bela pljuéa.

In potegne iz krvi junaka,
ga umije s hladno, svezo vodo,

napoji ga z rdefim, rujnim vinom
in nahrani z belim, sladkim kruhom.

Ko junaju spet srce zatriplje,
se obrne h kosovski devojki:

“Draga sestra, kosovska devojka!
Te nesre¢a huda je zadela,

da devojka tod po krvi brodis?

Ali i8¢e§ koga na bojiscu,

iS¢e3 brata, iS¢eS mar bratraneca,
si zgubila Zenina, oleta?”

Pa mu rece kosovska devojka:

“Dragi brat moj, prapors¢ak neznani,
jaz ne iS¢em po bojis¢éu svojcev,

jaz ne iS¢em brata ne bratranca,

jaz ne iSéem Zenina, ofeta!

Tiso¢ vrancev dirjalo je v polje,

tisoé vrancev in desetkrat tisoc,

tiso¢ kopij videla sem v solncu,

tiso¢ kopij in desetkrat tisod,

tiso¢ zrtev padlo je v spopadu,

tiso? zrtev in desetkrat tisoé!

Glej, zato sem davi Sla od doma,
na nedeljo, z vréema in kruhom,
da umivam rane s hladno vodo,
da Zzivljenje ranjencem reSujem.
Vsi ubogi, vsi neznani borei,

vsi so meni bratje in ocetje.

Ta nesreca mene je zadela,

da devojka tod po krvi brodim.”

Pevee dragi, o Kosovem pojes,

in o knezu, carici, vojvodi,

vsa imena njihova nastevas—

a devojke, kosovske devojke,

nje z imenom sploh ne imenujes!

Murat, Lazar, kdo ta dva Se pomni?
Kaj nam Milo§, Toplica pomeni?
Vsa imena so presla v pozabo,

vse zastave, kdo Se vpraSa zanje?!
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A po mostu, ¢udeznem oboku,

ki iz veka v vek se pne brez kraja,
stopa z vréema in belim kruhom
%e dandanes kosovska devojka.

Prevajaléeve pripombe: Leta 1389 se je v
strasni bitki spopadla srbska vojska in Turki
na Kosovem polju. Bila je to ena majstras-
nejéih, najbolj krvavih bitk na Balkanu, Srb-
ski narodni pesniki so spesnili mnogo pesmi
o losovski bitki, ena najlepdih je gotovo pe-
sem, ki poje o kosovski devojki, ki je 8la zju-
traj ma boji¥ée z vréema vode in vina in 8
hlebi kruha. Umivala je rane ranjencem in
jih krepéala z vinom. Lik kosovske devojke
je izmisljen, a vendar éloveku tako pri sreu,
saj stoji v vrsti anih, ki tvegajo, da pomagajo
drugim. Dunajski pesnik Josef Luitpold, zna-
ni socialisticni publicist, ravnatelj bivie de-
lavske visoke $ole, je v svoji zbirki “Vrnitev
Prometeja’ opel tudi lik te kosovske devojke.
Bral je srbsko marodno pesem o kosovski de-
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vojki v nemskem prevodu in lik iz te narodne
pesmi je sprejel v wvrsto resniénih zgodovin-
skih in izmisljenih likov, ki jih je opel v pesmih
zgoraj omenjene zbirke. Zbral je like, “pre-
malo éeséene junake”, ki so s svojim pogumom
in trpljenjem gibali zgodovino in ki bodo za-
radi tega veéno ohranjeni v élovedki zgodovini,
In v to wrsto je sprejel tudi lik iz srbske na-
rodne pesmi. Pevcu te narodne pesmi je na-
slovil svojo pesem, tega pevea pobara, kako
to, da pozna vsa pisana imena vojskovodij, ne
pozna pa imena kosovske devojke, ki bo Zivela
dalj ko poveljniki, vojvode in knezi!

Srednji del pesmi (od “Zgodaj vstala . ..”
do “Tisoé vrancev dirjalo je v polje . .."”) je
citiran. neméki, skoraj natanéni prevod srbske
narodne pesmi,

Pesem je dragocena po svoji vsebini in le-
poti, zanimati pa utegne tudi, ker je njen
motiv wvzet iz srbskega narodnega pesnidtva,
Zato sem jo poslovenil ter objavil v “Zvonu”
in zdaj tu.

M. K.

Krt in veverica
(Basen)

“REVEZ si, ker neprestano ti¢i§ tu v tej temni luknji,” je pomilovalno rekla

veverica krtu, “prav zares se mi smili8! Pomisli samo, kako dobro je
meni. Imam prav ¢edno hiico visoko gori na drevesu, zasenéeno od zelenih ve-
jic in listov, in poleg tega Se okusnih sadeZev v izobilju. Prav izvrstno se po-
¢utim, enkrat me res mora$ obiskati, da se bos na lastne oé¢i prepri¢al o mojem
zadovoljstvu.”

“Rad verjamem, kar mi pripovedujes,” ji je odvrnil krt, “toda ravno zato,
ker zelo slabo vidim, me tvoje stanovanje prav ni¢ ne mika; poc¢utim se kar naj-
bolje v temni duplini pri svojih ¢érvickih.”

“Pridi vendar vsaj enkrat nekoliko iz svoje umazane luknje, ti ¢udni godr-
njaé, in se prepricaj o moji sredi,” je nadaljevala veverica.

Krt se je res dal pregovoriti in je Sel z veverico. Stal je poleg drevesa,
kjer je imela veverica svoje domovanje, in je gledal z drobnimi, mezikajo¢imi
oémi v vrh drevesa. Videl je visoki veveri¢in grad, obéudoval je duhovito zgra-
jeno gnezdo in pocasi ga je pricelo mikati udobno in prijazno zivljenje poskoc-
ne veverice.

“No, prijateljica,” je pricel, “prav lepo se imas, malce sem pa res zavidljiv
tvoji sre¢i. Povej mi vendar, kako naj Se jaz izboljSam svoje zivljenje?”

“Pega pa ne vem in ti ne morem povedati,” je odvrnila veverica.

“Ne ve§, ali torej res ne more$ nic¢esar storiti zame.”

“Nidesar, dragi krtek, prav nicesar,” je odgovorila veverica potrtemu krtu.
“Vsa tvoja narava je taka, da se ne bi mogla privaditi mojemu nacinu Zivlje-
nja. Saj $e na drevo ne mores splezati. Ne morem ti pomagati, ti ubogi podze-
meljski kopac!”

Ves zalosten se je splazil krt, ko je to slisal, v svojo temno luknjo in je bil
Se bolj nesrefen kakor prej.
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Pocena Sipa

Tone Cufar

KO je v mizarski delavnici Petra Ko-

larja potihnil ropot strojev, ko so
odsli pomocniki, se je vajenec Janko ne-
nadoma znaSel v muéni samoti. Stal je
sredi delavnice in se s skrbjo oziral o-
koli sebe. Kamor je pogledal, povsod ga
je cakalo delo. Stroji so bili zaprase-
ni, a razzagani in napol obdelani kosi
lesa so razmetani lezali okoli njih. De-
lavnica vsa v neredu in smeteh! Od
vseh strani je kri¢alo nanj, naj oskrbi
red in cCistost, toda Janko ni vedel, kaj
naj poprime, Cesa naj se poloti. Stal
Jje sredi delavnice in poslusal hrup, ki
je prihajal z dvoriséa.

Tam so na velik voz nalagali novo
sobno opravo. Voznik Martin, najmlaj-
§i pomoénik Stefan in vajenec Pavle so
imeli polne roke dela. Mojster Kolar je
pa ukazoval tako glasno, da je zaskrb-
ljeni Janko razlo¢il vsako njegovo be-
sedo.

V delavnico je pritekel Pavle. Naglo
si je napolnil Zep s pestjo Zebljev in po-
grabil najblizje kladivo ter kleSde. Ta-
koj je hotel spet ven. Janko ga je boje-
¢e poklical.

“Kaj hoteS?” je vprasal Pavle in se
ustavil.

“Kmalu se povrni”, je skoro prose-
¢e dejal Janko in ¢akal na odgovor sta-
rejsega, mnogo bolj svobodnega tovari-
Sa,

“Nocoj me ni¢ ne ¢akaj,” se mu je
nasmehnil Pavle . . . “Kar sam se po-
trudi. Kapusova vila ni tako blizu. Ne
misli, da bom hodil nazaj zaradi smeti,
ki jih sam lahko znosi§. Privadi se,
jaz sem se tudi moral . .

Janko je povesil odi.

Z dvori&fa je mojster zavpil na ves
glas:

“Pavle! Kje spet stojig?!”

Pavle je odrinil iz delavnice, ki je
bolj temnela.

Janko se 8e vedno ni polotil dela. Do-
kler niso na dvorii¢u povezali oprave
in jo nekoliko obili z deskami, se ni ga-

nil. Ko je pa hlapec zapregel konje, jih
pognal in s Stefanom ter Pavlom od-
Sel na cesto, se je spoprijaznil s tem, da
bo moral sam pospraviti delavnico. Sel
Jje k strojem in z jezno naglico urejeval
razmetane kose lesa. Potem je stroje
povrino ocedil in zadel iskati grebljo,
da nagrebe smeti iz vse delavnice.
l CBilo je Ze zelo temno. Zato je prizgal
ué.
Elektriéna zZarnica je motno gorela,
\.'endar Jje toliko razsvetlila prostor, da
Je nadel grebljo in videl, kje je naj-
vel sn!eti. Ko jih je z najve¢jo vnemo
spravljal na kup, ga je zmotilo trkanje
na oknu. Obstal je in sprva nezaved-
no pogledal na dvoriide, a trkanje je
prihajalo z nasprotne strani. Spustil je
g}‘ebljo iz rok in pohitel k oknu. Sko-
z1 zapraSeno $ipo se mu je zasmejal sa-

Jasto zamazani obraz kovaskega vajen-
ca Tomaza,

“Janko, ali e nisi gotov?”

“Saj vidi§, da Se ne! Nocoj sem za
vse sam.”

“Hitro se zasuéi. Pojdeva skupaj do-
mov. Ali bo§ kmaly ?”

“Takoj, takoj!”

“Pq kovasko se obrni, kakor se mo-
ram jaz, drugae te ne poéakam.”

Janko je hotel %e nekaj redi, pa je
zasliSal odpiranje vrat in se v mraéni
slutnji okrenil. Med vrati je zagledal
mojstra. Zbal se je njegovega ostrega
pogleda in ostal ob oknu,

“Sem!” je zarohnel mojster.

Janko se je stresel in se ves bled
ter zastraSen odmaknil od okna. Ob
smeteh se je sklonil po grebljo.

Mojster je znova vzrojil:

“Kaj se obiras?! Sem pojdi! Ali ni-
mas uses?!”

Janko je pustil grebljo in smeti na
miru ter stopil bliZe k mojstru.

“Kaj vendar delas, da e zdaj nisi po-
spravil?” je nekoliko mirneje vprasal
mojster.

Odgovora ni prejel.
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“Ali mar misli§, da bom zate place-
val elektriko? Ze zdavnaj bi lahko po-
spravil. — Kaj pa ima$§ na oknu? Ko-
sovo gnezdo, a?”

Janko se ni upal pogledati mojstru v
o¢i. Bal se ga je. Vztrajno je moléal in
cakal, kaj bo. Mojstra je njegovo ob-
nasanje raztogotilo. RazdraZen se mu
je priblizal.

“Vsaj govori!”
meril udarec.

“Nocoj sem za vse sam”, je ihte za-
jecljal in se umaknil.

“To ni ni¢! Postopas lahko in zijas v
temno, le delati se ti ne ljubi. Pobolj-
saj se!”

Ko je mojster Janka posvaril, je sto-
pil iz delavnice in se vrnil z okenskim
krilom. Janko je opazil razbito Sipo in
takoj spoznal, kaj ga caka.

“Za tole se zelo mudi. Takoj na de-
lo! Jaz urezem S§ipo, ti pa pripravi o-
kno.”

Mojster je odSel.

Janko je vznejevoljen pograbil oken-
sko krilo in ga ponesel na skobelnik.
Najrajsi bi ga raz'omil in tred¢il na
smeti. Toda moral mu je iztrgati raz-
bito Sipo in ga oéistiti starega, trdega
kita. Komaj je pa poprijel za delo, Ze
ga je zmotilo drugo trkanje na oknu.
Plasno je sko¢il tja.

“Tomaz, ne trkaj! Polakaj!”

“Ti Se opolnodi ne bos gotov.”

“Potrpi”, ga je zaprosil in odhitel na-
zaj k skobelniku. Delal je pridno. Ko se
je prizibal mojster z novo Sipo, jo je
lahko takoj poloZil v odidfeni okvir.

“Pazi nanjo! Ce jo zdrobi§, jo bo$
placal. Zaradi tvoje malomarnosti ne
maram trpeti Skode.”

Pretele ga je pogledal in odsel.

Janko je zaCuden gledal za njim in
ni takoj potuhtal, kam se mu tako mu-
di. Bilo mu je vSe¢, da je odgel; ob
misli, da je morda 3Sel vecerjat, je pa
zacutil praznoto v Zelodeu in z njo pre-
cejSnjo lakoto. Tako rad bi Ze %el do-
mov! A zdaj ni bil zadrZzan z navad-
nim pospravljanjem. Zdaj je moral pa-
ziti na krhko Sipo, ki tako rada, naj-

je zavpil in mu na-
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veCkrat prerada poci. Prijelo ga je, da
bi pustil vse skupaj in pobegnil. Poca-
si, naravnost leno je zabijal Zebljicke.
Imel je sre¢no roko. Zabijal jih je Ze
na cetrti strani — a Sipa je bila Se
vedno cela. Ko je pa zabijal predzad-
nji Zebljicek — je nekaj 8krtnilo . . .

Janka je zazeblo . . .

Strmel je v Sipo. Od roba se je vil
tenak ris in izgubljal v sredini. Sipa Se
ni bila skoz in skoz pocéena.

V Jankovih mozganih so se vrtele
vse mogote misli. Najrajsi bi se vdrl v
zemljo. Ali pa z enim samim zamahom
kladiva dal duska svojemu srdu. Predo-
bro je vedel, kaj ga ¢aka: mojstrove
psovke in zauSnice, posmeh starega, zo-
prnega pomocnika Andreja in ocetovo
oStevanje, ker bo moral dati denar.

Zamahnil je z rokami, stopil v oma-
ro po svezi kit in dalje delal.

“Nocoj ne bodo opazili, jutri naj pa
bo, kar hoce”, si je zamrmral.

Mojstra je spet prineslo v delavnico.
Mastil se je z vedjim kosom mesa in
Janku vzbudil moéne skomine. Pogledal
je, kako dela, in zmajal z glavo.

“Kaj bo s tabo? Se ni¢ se nisi na-
ucil. Kdo te bo &akal?! Daj sem!” Hla-
stno mu je potegnil iz rok noZ in sam
zacal gladiti kit na robu 8§ipe. Janko
je stal ob strani in trepetal. Vsak tre-
notek je utegnil mojster zarjoveti nad
odkritjem. Potekale so muéne sekun-
de. Mojster je samozavestno potegnil
zdaj po tej zdaj po oni strani. Ko je
pa vlekel ¢ez razpoko, ga je vznemiril
nepri¢akovan Zvenket: Sipo je s priti-
skom noza zdrabil na dvoje. Jezen je
zarentadin in vrgel noz po tleh.

“Se tega je bilo treba!”

Janko bi od veselja, ki ga je s teza-
vo zatajil, najrajsi poskoéil pod strop.
Planil je po noZ in komaj ¢akal moj-
strovih ukazov.

“Pusti vse skupaj za jutri!”

“Pomesti moram . . .”

“Bos ze zjutraj. Za prazen ni¢ ne
smemo Zgati drago lué¢. — Pojdi!”

Janku ni bilo treba dvakrat reci. Se-
gel je po povrinik, plaho voséil lahko
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no¢ in odkuril v temo. Na dvoris¢u je Tomaza pa ni bilo.

srecal starejSo Zensko, ki je ¢akala na Janko je moral sam domov. Radost ga
okno. Zavil je okoli mizarne, pritajeno je gnala po temnih ulicah. Vzlic veliki

pozvizgal in nekaj hipov pofakal . . . utrujenosti in precejsnji lakoti mu je
Okna delavnice so potemnela. V vra- bilo tako toplo pri srcu, da bi zavri-
tih je rozljal kljué. skal v ¢rno noé . . .

Vrabec zmagovalec
Julij Nardin

“E.\' vrabec v roki velja ve¢ nego sto na strehi” pravijo tisti, ki niso imeli Se

nobenega v pesti. Jaz pa jih imam rajsi tam gori, odkar me je eden poSte-
no us¢ipnil. Ne da bi jih sovraZil! Ne, ne! Za nje celo skrbim. Krmim jih s
krudnimi drobtinicami in s tem sem se jim tako prikupil, da mi hodijo pod okno
krajSat ¢as. Ako jih sluéajno ni, zadostuje en ZviZzg in koj so tu. Od vseh
strani prifréijo in me pozdravljajo. Imam jih v resnici rad.

Ne tako hisni gospodar! Ni hudoben ¢lovek, a ima vrt in perutnino. Jezi
ga, da morajo imeti vrabei vedno prvo zelenjavo in prvo sadje in da odjedajo
kokosim. Skratka: mrzi jih, ker mu delajo Skodo. Zaradi njih je $e mene
gledal po strani. “Cemu krmite te ciganske pritepence, te nesramne tatove?!”
me je prijel nekot strogo. “Po mojem skromnem mnenju’—sem se zagovarjal
—‘“je sit tat manj nevaren nego laen, posebno ¢e je tak kot vrabec, ki mu ni
do tega, da kopi¢i bogastvo.” Pa ga nisem potolaZil. Nejevoljno je ogledaval
luknje v ostreSju in sklenil, da jih zama$i. Mislil je, da se tako iznebi nepridi-
pravov. Sklep se je izvrsil Se isti dan. Meni je bilo Zal, da se je to zgodilo. Lju-
bi sosedje so bili vsi zbegani. Turobno ¢ivkajo¢ so obletavali linice, silili vanje
in brezupno kljuvali ob kamnu, ki je ti¢al v vsaki izmed njih, Rad bi jim bil
pomagal, a nisem smel. Sel sem stran, da jih nisem sliSal. Smilili so se mi
preveé. Se v spanju mi je njih nezgoda polnila srce z Zalostjo, “Zakaj si niso
pomagali drugam?”’ bi kdo lahko vpraSal. A kdor ve, kako je vsak navezan
na svoj rojstni kraj, bo razumel njih bol in bo Z njimi so¢uvstvoval.—

Drugo jutro navsezgodaj me vzbudi gromki ziv Zav. Pogled skozi okno mi
pokaZe vse stare znance v najboljSem razpoloZenju. Poskakovali so in S¢ebe-
tali kot za stavo. “Hitro so se vdali”—;em si mislil in jim vrgel nekaj drobtinic.
Cudno! prav malo so se brigali za nje. "Anti imajo festival v proslavo zmago-
vitega pohoda njih pesmi po kulturnem svetu? Moderni komponisti jih posne-
majo Ze delj ¢asa, ker so postali slavéki nemoderni.” Spodaj pred veZo sem spo-
znal, da niso tako domisljavi kot civkajoci ljudje, da je vzrok njih veselja ne-
kaj ¢isto drugega, nekaj za nje mnogo vaznejSega. Spodaj sem namreé naletel
na gospodarja, ki je bil hudo nataknjen.

“Glejte!” me ustavi, “vCera] sem zadelal vse luknje z balotami, ki sem jih
tesno zabil vanje. Danes so kamni na tleh, vrabei pa v luknjah. Ti vrabei so
kot sami vragi.”

Vse mi je postalo jasno. Na strehi so praznovali vrabei zmago nad Clove-
kom. Ugnali so ga. Male, drobne pritepene stvarce so ustrahovale mogoc¢nega
hi$nega posestnika. Cudno je res, kaj vse zmore Zilava vztrajnost, smotrno
drobno delo in ljubezen do doma.
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SOLSKE POCITNICE IN DELO

DRAGI DECKI IN DEKLICE!

Nastopile so Solske poéitnice in z njimi seveda tudi obi¢ajno poletno veselje.
Sedaj se brezskrbno igrate, seveda pa tudi pomagate svojim starsem pri njiho-
vem dnevnem delu, ki je za mnoge starse posebno v sedanjih ¢éasih silno tezko.
Tezko je zato, ker se morajo boriti za obstanek, za prehrano sebe in svojih otrok.
Dela pa je malo, oziroma ga je dosti, @ ga mogotei nocejo dati, $e bolj se pa
upirajo temu, da bi svoje delavece posteno placali za storjeno delo. Delavce iz-
koriséajo za svoj lastni dobicek, za delavce in njthove druzine pa se prav nié ne
brigajo.

Tako je urejeno sedaj: bogatini, ki ne delajo wmi¢, imajo vsega preveé, de-
lavei, ki delajo in ustvarjajo, pa nimajo nié¢. Tej kriviéni uredbi pravimo kapita-
lizem. In ker je kriviéna, se moramo pobrigati vsi, ki se zavedamo te krivice,
da se ¢im prej odpravi. Potem bodo wsi ljudje, ki so zmozZni za delo, morali
delati, zakar bodo prejemali tudi posteno placilo, tako da bodo otroci vseh star-
Sev deleini enakih dobrot, ne samo otroci bogatih ljudi, kakor je danes.

Sele potem, ko se uresni¢i omenjeni preobrat, bodo lahko wsi delavski
otroci podteno uzivali Solske poéitnice. To bo v korist njihovemu telesu in moz-
ganom. Saj so bas delavski otroci najbolj upraviceni do vsega najboljsega, kar
jim more dati moderna ¢éloveska druzba: dobre prehrane in obleke ter resniéne
moderne vzgoje na podlagi delavskih nacel.

Pri¢akujem, da boste tudi med poéitnicami pridno napolnili “Koticek” z
micnimi dopiski sleherni mesee!

—URFEDNIK.

obéite, ako le mogoée, v junijskem Mladin-
skem Listu. Prosim!

Dosedaj—1. junija—smo imeli vedno mrzlo
in hladno vreme in to ves maj. Zato pa tudi
Najprej se Vam moram iskreno zahvaliti, nekatere moje roZce bolj revno cveto, fetudi
jih pridno zalivam, trgam plevel okrog njih
in zemljo rahljam, da bi lepSe rastle in seveda
4 3 : ; ; tudi lepSe cvetele. Nekatere pa kljub hladne-
Lista. Sedaj pa Vas prosim, da tudi tega mo- mu vremenu lepo cveto, da jih je veselje gle-
jega dopiska ne zavrZete, temveé da ga pri- dati.

Moyj vrtec

Dragi urednik!

ker ste tako lepo uredili moj zadnji dopis in
ga priobéili v “NaSem koti¢ku” Mladinskega
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Tu je mala popevka o vrteu, ki jo je menda
spisal Ivan Jarnik in ki je primerna mojim
vrsticam o vrteu in mojih cveticah:

VRTEC

Svoj vrtec preljubi
prav rada imam,

ko jutro zbudi me,
brz vanj se podam.

Tam roZice nezne
prav krasno cveto,
po drevju okoli
mi ptice pojo.

To v srce me gane
in miée mocno,

o krasno stvarjanje,
kako si lepo!

-

Rada bi videla, da bi e kdo iz nase okolice
pisal v “Nas koti¢ek”, saj nas je veé. Tudi
meni gre bolj slabo, pa vseeno pifem, ker mi
pomaga moja mamica,

Sedaj je &as tudi jagod, ne samo cvetic, pa
zapojmo Se eno o jagodah;

PO JAGODE

Jagode so zrele Ze,

hej, sedaj pa le po njel

Me dekleta, vi fantiéi,

to je paé ponosna éeta!

Kodek nosi vsakdo v roki,

8 koékom stopa v gozd &iroki —
Jagode so zrele Ze,

hej, sedaj pa le po njel

Jagode so Zlahten sad,
Le hitimo v gozd jih brat!

Prav lepe pozdrave uredniku in vsem, ki
bodo te vrstice éitali!

Mary Volk, 702 E. 160th st., Cleveland, O.

Solske poéitnice: ¢éas veselja

Cenjeni urednik!

Sola se je Ze koncala, nastopile so Solske
poéitnice in spet se lahko brezskrbno igramo.
Tako je prav: najprej delo, ki smo ga imeli
obilo s Solskimi nalogami, sedaj pa pocitek in
poéitnice, ki smo si jih zasluzili. Vsakega ne-
kaj.

V prihodnjem $olskem letu, ki se priéne v
septembru, bom Ze drugoletnik v srednji ali
high Soli.

Pri nas je vedno slabo vreme, ker zmirom
dezuje, pa oblaéno je, tako da farmarji ne
morejo posejati koruze. Voda pokriva pre-
cejien del niZin in rodovitnega polja. PSenica
je zelo lepa, ampak &e bo fe kaj casa tako
dezevalo kakor je dosedaj, je farmarji ne bo-
do mogli niti poZeti. Tudi na njive ne bomo
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mogli. Nekaj jo Ze lezi po tleh, ker jo je ve-
ter podrl.

Tako je: lani sta vro¢e sonce in huda sula
uni¢ila vse, letos pa farmarjem preti povo-
denj, ako bo Se kaj ¢asa tako deZevalo. Poleti
bom $el spet travo kosit, da si bom zasluZil
par centov, s katerimi si bom kaj kupil za
Solo, pa tudi knjige bom moral kupiti.

Nihé¢e deckov ali deklic iz Kansasa ni¢ ne
piSe v “NaZ koti¢ek”, Rad bi videl, da bi kdaj
kateri defek ali deklica kaj napisal, da ne
bom sam. Na noge, bratci in sestrice! Ne
smete biti leni! NapiSite par vrstic v “Nas
koti¢ek,” da bomo urednika razveselili, ker bo
imel ve¢ dela z nami. Seveda napak, se razu-
me, bo vse polno, kakor jih je tudi sedaj. Saj
sem tudi jaz eden tistih, ki dela napake. Na-
Semu uredniku se Ze vnaprej zahvaljujem za
vse popravke v tem dopisu.

V majskem Mladinskem Listu je bilo kar
13 slovenskih dopisov. Upam, da jih bo v ju-
nijskem vsaj 20! Na noge, mladi dopisovalei!

Sedaj je tudi ¢as ribolova, zato bo primerna
ribiska:

RIBICI

Ribica, ribica, mala stvar,
le ne popadi trnka nikar!
Hitro se v vrat ti zasadi;
bolelo bi te, pritekla bi kri.
Ali ne vidi§ decka tam?
Ribica, urno splavaj drugam!

Zdi se drugaée ribici mladi,
gleda samo po tolsti vadi.
Misli, da z vrvco dedek ta
ondi na bregu se le igra.
Zdaj priplava, zine moéno—
Ribica, zdaj te boli hudo!

Lep pozdrav vsem citateljem in tudi Vam,
urednik!

John F. Potochnik, R. 1, Arcadia, Kans.

v -y . .

Konec Sole, pridetek rajanja
Dragi &itatelji in urednik!

.Poskuéala bom napisati par slovenskih vr-
sti, da bom videla, e ho #lo.

Aha, Ze gre! _Saj me pa moja mama vedno
krega, da se nofem nié slovenski uéiti.

Novega prj nas ni ni¢, le to je novo, da
vsak dan deZuje. Vsak dan, pa sedaj, ko je
vendar ¢as, da bi obdelali vrtove. (To je 14.
maja.)
"Sqlska' mladina se sedaj veseli svojih po-
gitnic, ki so se Ze povsod pridele in se bodo
konéale v septembru. Za letodnje Solsko leto

smo nafe delo skonéali in vedina bo &la v
visje razrede.
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Spomladi sem usadila nekaj roZ in sedaj
lepo rastejo. Zelo bi me veselilo, ée bi kdo
prisel skoz Hudson, da bi wvidel moje roZe.
Upam, da bodo prav lepe, ko se bodo raz-
cvetele, ¢ée jih bom pridno zalivala.

Menda je bil pesnik Oton Zupanéié, ki je
napisal pesmico o divjem moZu:

DIVJI MOZ

Divji moZ, kosmati moz
tri doline je ogradil:
“To bo vrt moj, nanj si
i sodivja bom nasadil,”

0%

Pluga nima, ne brane,

kar z rokami prst rahlja si —
kar storile so roke,

to z nogami potepta si.

“Joj," zajavka divji moz,
“za nezgodo gre nmezgoda!™
a vodnar: “Ej, kaj se bod!
Ni nezgoda, le nerodal”

Prosim, da malo popravite mojo mesanico,
tako da bo primerno za javnost. Pa sprejmite
mnogo pozdravov Vi in Citatelji!

Mary Pershin, box 183, Hudson, Wyo.

%

Poletna lenoba

Cenjeni urednik!

Namenila sem se, da bom spet napisala
kratek dopisek za “Nas kotiéek”, tako da bo
priobéen v junijskem Mladinskem Listu, To
pa zato, da ne bo tako kakor je bilo lani, ko
je bilo le par slovenskih dopisov &ez poletje.

Da ni poleti toliko dopisov, so krive poéit-
nice, ker postanemo vsi zmedeni; nihée izmed
Solarjev ne ve kaj bi prav za prav poéel. Pa
nas predrami mama in nam pove, kaj naj
delamo, da nam ne bo dolgéas.
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Tu je pesmica, ki me jo je naudila mamica:

Bezi, bezi, o lenoba,

v tovarisijo ti ne grem.
Ti si mladih let grdoba,
trdno se ti odpovem.
Mlade lenke in lenuhe
¢aka strgani rokav,
potepenke, potepuhe
bode glad po svetu gnal!

Na 27. maja je bil zadnji dan Sole, na 28.
maja pa smo imeli velik piknik v Kenwood
parku, Bilo je zelo lepo in vse veselo. Pre-
hitro je dan minil. Videli smo veliko zanimi-
vih stvari, tako da nam bo ostalo vse to ved-
no v spominu,

Zelim, da bi bilo letos &ez poéitnice veé slo-
venskih dopisov kot je bilo lani. Obenem pa
pozdravljam Vas in vse ¢itatelje!

Mary Potisek,
box 217, Hutchinson Mine, Rillton, Pa.

* »

“Ne pozabite na ‘Koticek’!”’

Dragi urednik!

Spet se oglasam v “Nasem koti¢ku”, ki ga
Se nisem pozabil, Se manj sem pa pozabil na
Mladinski List, ki vedno prinada vsepolno za-
nimivih stvari. 5

Pri nas v Clevelandu ni ni¢ novega. Sedaj
so malo boljsi dnevi in ni veé tako mrzlo, am-
pak poletne vroc¢ine pa Se ni nobene. To sem
pisal 1. junija. Z delom gre Se vedno slabo
in je Se slabse ko prej. Zivljenske potrebidine
so pa vedno drazje. Dela ni.

Upam, da se bodo vsi Solarji in Solarice
dobro imeli med pocitnicami. Poskusil bom,
da se bom tudi jaz dobro imel. Pa e to: Med
pocitnicami ne smemo pozabiti na “Nag ko-
ticek.” Ostanimo mu zvesti tudi poleti.

Lep vozdrav uredniku in &itateljem!

Albert Volk, 702 E. 160th st., Cleveland, O.
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WHEN YOU GROW UP

NCE upon a time
They told you all about a certain

Great big friendly spirit—Santa Claus,
Who saw Molly lifting heavy tubs,
While Dick was playing hookey from his school;
And Shirley wearing silks, and Steffie mending rags;
Yet, most of all, he brought big bags to Dick and Shirley Grey—
Then once you found the candy box beneath the bed,
And fruit and nuts upon the pantry shelf,
And you grew very wise,
And vowed they never could make fool of you again,

When goblins ceased to prance wimong the woods,
And fairies made no wish come true,

And witches were not found at every muarsh,

And no one ever, ever saw a ghost,

You asked your father why they wrote such stuff;
He told you that was only 'til you'd grown up;
Then you grew very, very wise, indeed.

You were a “shark” in history;

You shone in sports; your grades were “high”;

You sang, debated, played the flute;

You were the year's outstanding student;

You took the sheepskin roll, and—where to now?

“How much experience?” “Sorry, boy.” “No jobs today.”
But Dick is driving a new car,

And never worked a day, and never wanted work!

What kind of trick was this—while you were growing up?
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They took you in the CCC Camps,

And roused you with the bugle call,

And made you KP (you might have hope to rise
To rank of sergeant, lieutenant—captain!)

And gave you uniforms, mess halls, taps—

And all because discipline will fit you for

A Dbetter life, a better manhood,

When you step out into “the wide, wide world,”
Out where they say all have an equal chance,
And if you feel you were denied, why, LIFE is naught,
But life AFTER death—that is the goal;

There you will be a winged infant always,

And live upon the spirits of your wordly hopes!

0, world, what is the age for growing up?
—MARY JUGG

‘CHE NIGHTS OF JUNE

1D you see that?” said the rose The Pink rose trembled and hung
To the moon; Her head;
“No; a cloud went over my fuce “I never could gossip of them,”
Too soon.” She said.

“What was it you saw?” to the rose “But only walch,” said the rose

Said the moon; To the moon,
(The night was a night of delight; “When the cloud has gone by!” . ..
The timé—was June.) The wind

Hummed a tune.

“Oh, hush—here’s a rose,” cried the
maid
To the man;
“It might see and hear! Do you think
It can?

(Oh, the nights and the clear delights
Of June!)
“Did you see that?” called the rose
To the moon.
E. HIGGINSON.
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The Ottawa Tribe

By H. M. Crossett

HE Ottawa tribe is a branch of the
Algonquian tribee. When first
known, the Algonquians were living on
the Ottawa River in Canada. Owing to
the hostility of the Iroqouis, most of
them subsequently migrated to the
south shore of Lake Superior, where
they were in turn forced out by the
Sioux Indians. Most of them are now
in Michigan and Ontario.

Many of the Michigan cities have
names of famous Ottawa chieftains.
For example there is my home town of
Petoskey. It derived its name from
our chief, Ignatius Pe-to-se-ga, whose
name means “Rising Sun.” Pe-to-se-ga
was born in 1787. At the age of 22, he
and his sons established an Indian
camping ground which later grew into
a regional meeting place for the tribes,
then a trading post; an Indian mission,
a village, and lastly the city of Petos-
key.

The Ottawas are rapidly losing their
ancient lore as many of the other tribes
are doing. The older people of the
tribe still eling to their ancient customs,
but the younger generations have more
or less adopted the ways of the white
man.

We have annual pageants during the
time known as Indian summer. It is
at this time that our tribal customs
come to life. The pageant consists
mostly of singing and dancing. Some
of the dances typical of the Ottawas
are the Sun Dance, Snake Dance,
Thunder Dance, Basket Dance, and
the Corn Dance.

Another custom of Ottawas is
to have picnics at Indian settlements.
Here again, the ancient lore and tradi-
tions appear. Often they hold their
picnics at Beaver Island, a small place
out in Lake Michigan. They take this
opportunity to display their crafts-

manship, consisting of the making of
rugs, beadwork, and basketry.

Another occurrance that all the In-
dians enjoy is the Indian suppers. For
several weks during early autumn the
older women of the tribe tell their
dreams to the chief and the first one
who dreams of the feast is the first to
serve supper. She bakes a pan of
small biscuits about the size of a good
sized plum and in three of these she
bakes three coins, a dime, nickel, and
penny. Each of the guests takes one
or more of these little biscuits, and
whoever gets the biscuits with the dime
in it will serve the next supper and
those getting the nickel and penny help
her with the supper. At times there
are several suppers being served at the
same time and each of the guests goes
from one place to another.

We have annual camp meetings each
summer. These meetings are not
strictly devotional. Much of the time
is spent dancing and war-whooping.

My tribe has many beliefs and super-
stitions. One of these is that concern-
ing the dead. When one of the tribe
d.ies we have a wake for him. The en-
tire night is spent singing religious
hymns in Indian and praying. They
keep this up for almost three days and
nights. Every Indian is expected to
attend the wake at least once and to
bring some gift, no matter how small.
If he does not do this the belief is that
the Great Spirit will think he is un-
grateful and in turn will not help him
reach the Happy Hunting Grounds.

Another belief is that the Medicine
men of the tribe or the old squaws have
the power to make dopes capable of
doing various things. They use dif-
ferent roots, herbs, and barks in mak-
ing these dopes and the result is a fine-
ly ground powder. If one is prejudiced
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against a person and can secure some
of this dope and can put it on the body
or food of the one whom he is seeking,
he will be able to cause the person to
become injured in some way.

The girls, who aren’t especiaily for-
tunate in winning their desired boy
friend, can use some of the dope known
as Love Medicine on the boy and it is
impossible to get rid of him unless some
dope can be secured for this. Of course,
these are merely superstitions of the
older members of the tribe.

In Indian settlements they still hold
their ceremonies for the new-born
babe. The occasion is spent in danc-
ing and singing and the god-mother
names the papoose. She gets her ideas
from visions or by foreseeing the child
in future life and knowing her good
and bad faults. During my christening
my god-mother said that she could see
a happy, laughing girl, and she gave
me the name Shabinaququa meaning
“Laughing Lady.”

Many of our legends deal with hero-
ic deeds of great chieftains, how some-
thing came to be, or with relics of the
past. Many of these legends are used
to scare naughty boys and girls. One
time I took a string of beads belonging
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to my grandmother without her know-
ing it. She found out, however, and
instead of punishing me she told me
this legend:

“One time there was a group of bad
boys and girls who would never do as
they were told and were always getting
into trouble. A man from a land far,
far away happened to come through
the place where these bad boys and
girls lived and he heard all about them.
He said he would make them into good
children, but when he tried to talk to
them they only jeered him. He grew
angry and turned them all into a hard-
like substance, and tied them onto a
stick. He hung these on a bunch of
bushes where he forgot all about them
until about four weeks had passed.
When he returned he decided to go to
the place where he had hung all the
children, with the intention of again
changing them back to their own selves,
He found that the boys and girls had
turned yellow and had acquired an ap-
petizing odor. He cooked some of them
and after he had tasted them he grew
so fond of them that he still gathers up
the bad boys and girls to dry and eat.
This is how the first ear of corn came to
be.”

A SMILE

BABY smiled in its mother’s face;
The mother caught it, and gave it

then

To the baby’s father—serious case—
Who carried it out to the other men;
And everyone of them went straight

away

Scattering sunshine through the day.

—Louis De Louk.
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Caverns in New Mexico

AMONG the natural wonders of the

west is one that only recently has
come into prominent public notice. This
is the group of caves, some of them yet
unexplored, which lie below the surface
of the desert just above the Texas state
line in New Mexico.

In the length of their galleries and
passages, in the height and size of their
enormous rooms, in the delicate color-
ing and bewildering variety and per-
fections, the Carlsbad Caverns are with-
out a peer among the famous caves of
the world.

The foothills of the Guadalupe mount-
aing, in southeastern New Mexico,
abound in caves formed in the process
of erosion by the gradual solution of
underlying beds of limestone, gypsum
and rock salt. Knowledge of the exist-
ence of the greatest of these, now known
as the Carlsbad Caverns, has long been
current among the sheepmen and cattle-
men of the region. This difficulty of
entrance and fear of the unknown, how-
ever, prevented early exploration.

For many years one cavern, or series
of caverns, was known locally as Bat
Cave. In vaults and galleries of little
scenic interest and remote from the
sections now visited, bats have lived
since prehistoric times. Each evening
during the summer, on a schedule that
has been determined to the minute,
these bats leave the caves in a whirring
myriad. Early each morning they re-
turn, fold their wings and shoot down-
ward, to disappear utterly for the day.

The flight of the bats, which in the
evening lasts for more than two hours,
is remarkable and interesting in itself.
In all probability, too, it led to the first
discovery of the cavern entrance, for
the evening flight, clearly discernible
for some distance, rises into the sky
like a long streamer of wind-driven
smoke. Certain it is that the presence

of the bats, indicating the existence of
valuable deposits of guano, led to the
first penetration and to the ultimate
exploration of these beautiful caves.

The removal of the guano through
the natural antrance proved impossible,
for that entrance opened sharply down-
ward like an inverted funnel and was
partially blocked by masses of fallen
rock. A shaft therefore was sunk
through the roof, reaching an enor-
mous vaulted gallery nearly half a mile
from the natural portal. In succeeding
vears nearly one hundred thousand tons
of guano are said to have been removed
from a restricted area near the foot of
this shaft.

Had it not been for the peculiar and
temporary commercial value thus early
developed, it is probable that the amaz-
ing secrets of the inner caverns would
have remained hidden indefinitely.

Among those engaged in this early
exploration work in the caverns was
Jim White, to whom credit for the real
“discovery” of the Carlsbad Caverns
deservedly has been given.

With the artificial shaft as a base,
White and a Mexican boy worked stead-
ily deeper into the underground laby-
rinth, returning from each trip by the
guiding strings laid down on the out-
ward journey. The spare time of years
was devoted to his slow and hazardous
explorations.

In this manner miles of intricate gal-
leries and passages were covered. Vast
chambers were traversed where the
light of his lamp was more futile than
would be the flame of a single match
in the biggest cathedral in the world.
Other series of rooms and passages
were found above and below. It became
apparent that the deeper and farther
one went, the more extraordinary and
indesribably beautifu]l became the for-
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mations in stalactite and stalagmite, in
flowstone and dripstone and cave mar-
ble. ]

Eventually an expert photographer
was induced to enter the caverns. Re-
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lease of the resultant pictures accom-
olished what verbal statements alone
could not hope to do. Interest increased
and the attention of influential men
was attracted.

FELLOWSHIP

By Grace Noll Crowell

I THINK that I can truly say today
That I am glad

For all the sorrow I have had.

I came upon one weeping by the way,

And I had words to say

To comfort her, because I, too, had

known
A sorrow that my heart had borne
alone.

I know that I am glad that pain has
stayed

Awhile with me,

For thru it T learned sympathy

With every fellow mortal, hurt, dis-
mayed,

Who said as I have said

For quick release, and then has turned
to wait

The answer that will come, tho soon or
late.

Oh, it has taken longer than it should

For me to see

That grief and pain might work in me
Some ultimate reward, some lasting

good,

I did not dream it could.
But now I know that only thru these

things

Can we reach out and touch Life’s

hidden springs.
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Children’s Confidences

HE bond of sympathy existing be-

tween mother and child should be
treasured, childhood lasting for such a
short time.

The things we say about our chil-
dren in their presence may have far-
reaching effects on their characters,

All of us have seen children reacting
in one way or another to hearing them-
selves talked about too much and too
often. We know that they may be
turned into smug, self-centered little
prigs by the publicity fondly given
them by too-garrulous mothers; or
they may become the most arrant of
exhibitionists. It all depends upon the
temperament of the particular child.

Then, there is another kind of “too-
much talk” which, reacting upon a cer-
tain type of character, may change
definitely and forever the relationship
between parent and child and have a
lasting effect upon the child’'s after
life,

One day, Mrs. Burns and her small
daughter, Clare, came to see me.

Mrs. Burns is a very talkative wo-
man, It seemed strange that she
should be the mother of such a shy, in-
articulate little creature as Clare, un-
less it is true that too-garrulous moth-
ers make silent children, even as too-
willing mothers are apt to make lazy
ones. At any rate, it is possible for
thoughtless mothers to make their chil-
dren very unhappy as I observed that
day.

Mrs. Burns suddenly said: “Come
here, Clare, I want you,” and the lit-
tle girl went obediently and stood be-
side her.

The mother put an arm about the
child and held her so that she could not

“The child’s first school is the
family."—Froebel.

help facing my eyes. Then, quite delib-
erately, simply because she had never
seen deeply into her child’s nature, she
proceeded to make her miserable.

“What do you think?” she said to
me gayly, with insinuating mockery.
“My child is going to be a poet! Yes—
yvou should have seen the poem she
made up about me—the funniest thing.
Regular child-stuff, you know. Say it
for us, Clare.” But the poor child, suf-
fering an agony of embarrassment,
could not utter a word.

Mrs. Burns laughed and released her
daughter from torment with a little
push that sent her awkwardly back to
her seat.

My heart ached for Clare. She was
so defenseless. That little poem, la-
bored over and shyly offered to the one
she loved best, was no doubt the ex-
pression of pure emotion. And then,
to hear it laughed at—before a stran-
ger, too—no wonder she shrank and
suffered. That hour may have marked
the beginning of that child’s alienation
from her mother.

I have never forgotten the look of
suffering on Clare’s pale, sensitive face
that day. It comes before me when I
am speaking of my own children. It
makes me take care what I say lest I
abuse little confidences or give away
secrets that have been imparted to me
in unquestioning good faith.

Between a very little child and its
mother there is almost always a perfect
bond of sympathy. If ghe can keep
that bond beautiful and unimparied, as
the child grows and develops, later
adult relationships will take care of
themselves. The effort will be worth
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all it costs; childhood lasts for such a
short while.

Importance of Early Years

“I find it difficult to suppose that
any informed person would need reas-
surance as to the indispensable value of
well-organized kindergartens in any
educational system. Certainly all the
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most authoritative modern knowledge
indicates that these earliest years of
child life are of ecritical importance in
the later history of the individual and
the kindergarten is the particular
school organization set up to face this
highly important problem.”—James R.
Angell, president, Yale university, New
Haven, Connecticut.

MY WISH

By PEARL HUDSON

WISH I were a streamlet
That sang the whole day long,
I'd wind down past your cottage
And sing my sweetest song.

I wish I were a daisy
That blooms each spring anew
Then as you plucked my petals
Yow'd find I love you true.
I wish I were a skylark
That soars aloft to sing;
You'd always find me building
A nest near you each spring.

I wish I were a fairy
And held a magic wand,

I'd make you love me always
And miss me when I'm gone.

KEEPING CLEAN

By MYRTLE CARPENTER

F you have to wash your own hands
"Most twenty times a day,

It gets just awful tiresome—
I think so, anyway.

So now I've made the nicest game—
You'll like it too, I hope—

I play each hand’s a submarine,
Each thumb a periscope;

And all the bubbles that I make
Are ocean waves so high,

When I submerge, they cover me
As T go floating by;

But when my mother calls me,
Well, ten times, more or less,

I hurry up and dry them quick,
For that's an SOS.
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CHATTE
ORNER.

EDITED BY JOYFUL MEMBERS
(7] ﬁ S.NP‘]‘

VACATIONS AND WORK

DEAR GIRLS AND BOYS:

SCHOOL 1S OUT! It’s vacation time again! But vacations
should always be used for a good purpose. First of all, your
vacations mean that you don’t have to attend school during
that period, which gives you almost unlimited time for play
and other enjoyment. But to most of you vacation time means
that you can help your parents more with their daily chores
and tasks for your existence.

Last month I told a little story about the busy bees, how
faithfully and loyally they work for the good of all in order
that the swarm of bees may not starve to death, and how mnecessary it 18 that
every member of the SNPJ becomes a busy bee for the success of our Society.
Now I must add that it is also your duty to help your mother and father for
your own benefit.

It is not too early in your life to know, also, that the present order of
things is very wnjust to the workers, that is, to your parents and to you. They
are willing to work for their honest existence, but jobs are scarce. And when
they find a job, they never get a just share for their work. They are being
exploited for the benefit of a few greedy persons who own and control
everything.

Therefore, we must help to bring about a complete change of the present
unjust system called capitalism. We must strive to better our conditions. We
must demand that all those who work shall receive just returns for their labor.
Thus, all of us will benefit from our work, not only a few—and all the work-
ers’ children will then enjoy their school vacations to the fullest extent that
modern society can offer. Remember that the workers and their children more
than anyone else are entitled to this. — THE EDITOR

doing so—that is, to impre us the fact
e | 8! ¢ —the ) press upon us

H 1 o, SNPJer that Capltahsfm is a good old scout after all
Dear Editor:— and worthwhile humoring into robust health.

’ A lot of professionals find that kind of chat-
After a long absence from this Chatter ... o v profitable. Of course, they have

Corner of ours, I've come back to chat a little {5 have a pleasing voice or else you'll turn
bit again. Everyone chats once in & While. the dial until one is found. Ah well, they'll
Even President Roosevelt is in the habit of get tired of it some day.
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I, too, am chatting for profitable reasons.
This chat is to be profitable for the SNPJ,
the part that is in Willock. Though it need
not be profitable in dollars and “cents,” it can
be profitable in “sense,” socially, and recrea-
tionally as well. This means that Lodge No.
36 will hold a picnic in July, the exact date
is not definite. Probably in the first part of
July. The place is Myer's farm.

Don’t let the word “farm” confuse you, as
there isn’t much farm to speak of. A large
part of the site is covered with giant Qak
trees. And those that wish to dance will,
doubtless, be pleased with the accommoda-
tions. The place is located between two inter-
sections. The main highway passing the place
is the Clairton blvd., and the Curry rd. con-
nects on the lower side, the Lebanon rd. on
the vpper side. Another name for the picnic
site is the “Pleasant Hills.” Other items con-
cerning the picnic, such as definite date, ete.,
will be published in the Prosveta as plans are
not yet completed.

The two lodges here had several social ven-
tures and all turned out fairly well. There’s
hopes that the next one will be better.

The number of Juvenile members in lodge
36 remain the same. Some Juveniles that
had endowment policies in insurance compa-
nies have “cash surrendered” them on account
of parents’ inability to meet premium pay-
ments,

Several months ago, a Slovene lad, 15 years
of age, died. He was a member of No. 36 up
to and a little over his 14th year. His par-
ents were involved in domestic difficulties
first, and later they were astranged and sep-
arated. For a couple of years the boy’s lodge
dues were being paid. Less than a year be-
fore he died his dues payments were discon-
tinved for unknown reasons. Thus unpro-
tected, misfortune befell these people, and the
lad untimely death. Such occurances, it is
hoped, may not be repeated.

Frank Miklaucich,
Lodge 36, Box 3, Willock, Pa.

* *

Work for all that CAN work.

To each the FRUIT of his work.

Help to those that CAN'T work.

H-E-double-L- for those that WON’T work.
—American Guardian.
* L]

ALIQUIPPA'S ONLY REPRESENTATIVE
Dear Editor and Readers:—

Well, here I am again, Aliquippa’s only rep-
resentative. The Chatter Corner of the M. L.
would soon go on a strike if the Editor had
to wait for the Aliquippa people to write.
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I am sixteen years old and I have a brother
18 years of age who is going to graduate from
the Aliquippa high school next month. I
guess my school career is over. I quit school
in January, although I would like to go back
after my brother graduates.

The work out here is fairly well, although
it could be better. I wish some of the mem-
bers would write to me. Best regards to the
members of the SNPJ.

Agnes Michic,
417 Hopewell ave., West Aliquippa, Pa.

* L

A Letter from Mary Fradel

Dear Editor and Readers:—

The time has come when I have a few min-
utes to spare which I willingly give away to
writing an article to this wonderful “Little
Helper,” the Mladinski List.

Examinations and my regular school work
are over to which much of my time was de-
voted.

I believe that we should make the best of
o-r education which we have the opportunity
of obtaining because education is a good step-
pingstone to success though “pull” has much
to do with getting and holding a position even
though you are not well adapted or educated
along those lines.

On Memorial Day we journeyed to West
Newton, Pa.,—the scene of the Westmoreland
County SNPJ Federation picnic and dance.
In the afternoon a marvelous program was
sponsored with Bro. Fred A. Vider, Supreme
Secretary of the SNPJ as the main speaker
and several other speakers of which Bro. Zor-
nik, President of the Federation, was one, A
one act play, “New Deal’ was presented by
the Moon Run players who did an excellent
job.

Bro. Vider gave a wonderful speech telling
the audience of the principles upon which the
SNPJ is based. He also described the work
of the insurance companies and the reason
why they were organized. His speech could
not have been better than it was because he
held the audience’s attention until his closing
words.

Bro. Zornik also gave a worthy talk point-
ing out the reasons why chiefly the youth,
but also the older persons, should organize
with the aim of getting better working and
living conditions. He pointed out the reasons
why a war should be avoided and gave fig-
ures showing what all the cost of the last
war could provide in the good things.

A huge crowd attended coming from far
and near. Among this crowd were several
prominent people of the SNPJ circle,



MLADINSKI LIST

Much to my pleasure I met Bro. Beniger,
the editor of the Mladinski List. Bro. Beniger
has a striking personality and I certainly was
happy to know the person who edited the M.
L. Many contributors requested Bro. Beniger
to publish his picture, but now I have had the
gratification of meeting him in person.

I also met Mrs. Vider and Mrs. Beniger, who
are certainly pleasing persons with whom to
be acquainted.

Now that school is almost over I have the
greatest hope that I will be able to contribute
to the Mladinski List often.

“A Proud Torch,”

Mary Elizabeth Fradel,
1004 Alexandria st., Latrobe, Pa.

* *

SORRY TO LEAVE SCHOOL
Dear Editor and Readers:—

I haven't written for quite a while, but, you
see, I am writing now.

In last month’s issue I saw Mary Kirk’s
letter. Keep it up, Mary.

Our school was out on May 17, I gradu-
ated from the 8th grade. I was very sorry
to leave our school room and teachers. We
held our commencement exercises on June 3.
Mr. Jack Green had charge. There were 46
in our class and 44 passed. Our school colors
are red and white and our flower was the red
rose. Our motto was, “Wateh us climb.” I
have decided to go to high school and get
an education, and I am sure everybody that
has a chance will, too. I would like to be a
teacher and I am going to try to reach that
goal.

My uncle of Broughton was hurt in the mine
some time ago. I hope he is up and around
already.

The Fourth of July is coming and I am
looking forward for a swell time.

My best regards to everybody.

Agnes Flander, Box 140, Yukon, Pa.
*

“From All Corners”

Dear Editor and Readers:—

School was over on May 29 in Burgettstown,
I'm sure that 'most everyone will be glad
when school is over so that they can join
in the sports with other boys and girls. There
were no examinations in seventh and eighth
grades this year. I was promoted to the
eighth grade.

I would like to see more letters in the M. L.,
not only from Burgettstown, but from all cor-
ners of the U. S. I agree with Fred Shiltz
about “My teacher's name is so and so,” and
“I'‘m in this grade or that grade,” etc. It was
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good to see those letters from Carolyn and
Leapolda Pirih, and to find that I'm not the
only one from here that is writing.

Chain letters are getting around at a fast
rate, especially in western Pennsylvania. The
postmasters in Pittsburgh and other places
are trying to stop the flow., There are too
many going into and coming out of the mail.

In many places boys and girls are organ-
izing clubs. I'd like to see one started in
Burgettstown, and would do anything possi-
ble to get one started. Some people say that
it would be of no advantage, but there is an
advantage to 'most everything.

The pictures painted by some young Slo-
vene artists are interesting, I think. I like
to draw, but T haven't developed my artistic
abilities to any great extent yet, because we
draw very little in school and we do not have
an art school in our town. The poems and
other articles written by Mary Jugg are very
interesting. I don’t know much about her,
and only a few do, so I think it would be a
splendid idea if she told us about herself, or
if someone else would,

Mary Leskovich,
47 Stella street, Burgettstown, Pa.

* %

Edward’s Recovery

Dear Editor and Readers:—

This is my first letter to the M, L. I am
ten years old and have been out of school for
two years. Sickness came and I was put to
bed for 18 months. The doctor gave me or-
ders now that I could play and exercise out-
side. I expect to go to school in September.
My mother has been sick two years, and two
months ago she was operated upon. That
was her third operation. I expect her to get
well soon.

My father is now working. He was out
of work for two years., Mother and I like
to read the M. L. Our whole family belongs
to SNPJ Lodge 14. 1 wish my cousins and
aunt in Girard, Ohio, and Little Falls, N. Y.,
will read this letter,

I will write more next time.

Edward Krizaj,
1618 Tenth st,, Waukegan, IlL

- w

Dear Editor and Readers:—

Everything is turning green now and you
can tell summer is coming, although we can’t
go swimming yet. The water is too cold, and
sometimes it'’s too windy,

Our school is out now, and I'm glad I
passed. This season the Girls’ Basketball
tga.m won the championship cup for this
vicinity, but the Boys’ Basketball team did
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not do so well. The Debating team also brought
home the cup.

Men are still being laid off in the mines
here. My father has started to work now.
I'm glad the “Corner” is getting bigger, be-
cause I enjoy reading it very much. I was
trying to coax my sister to write to the M. L.
and she’s finally decided to write.

Katherine Zavrsnik,
Box 331, Piney Fork, Ohio.

* *

Dear Editor and Readers:—

This is my first letter to this wonderful
magazine. I was 12 years old on May third.
Our school was out April 26. I passed to the
seventh grade. There are four in our fam-
ily. We all belong to SNPJ Lodge 176, 1
will write more next time. I wish some mem-
bers would write to me.

Mildred Zavrsnik,
Box 331, Piney Fork, Ohio.

| =8

Dear Editor:—

This is my first letter to the M. L. I am
thirteen years old and I play the piano ac-
cordion. I've had a lot of experience with
American pieces, but my father wants me to
try and get some good Slovene pieces also.
If our editor or any readers have any infor-
mation about Slovene pieces, please write to
5019 Esmond ave., Richmond, Calif.

Walter Kosich,
5019 Esmond ave., Richmond, Calif.
* *

“WHO GETS THE JOB?”
Dear Editor:—

I think it is in order to tell you, first of all,
that this is my second letter to the Mladinski
List's “Chatter Corner.,” Wish to tell you
also that there are five in our family. I have
one sister and one brother. I am a member
of SNPJ Lodge 68. And also this, that I am
13 years of age and in the 7th grade in school.
My teacher’s name is Miss Florence Peterson.
She is a good teacher. I hope Mary Gershak
would write. I like to read the M. L. very
much. Here's a joke:—When the president
dies, who gets the job?—Answer:—The un-
dertaker. Ha-ha-ha! Frank Susnik,

903 Elm st., Racine, Wis.

- -
FRANK’S HAPPY
Dear Editor:—

This is my first letter to the M. L. this
yvear. I am 12 years old and I attend Roose-
velt Junior high school. I have two brothers
and they both attend the local high school.

My sister was married. She wrote many
letters to the M. L. before.—I was a member

MLADINSKI LIST

of a relay team that placed 3rd in a Junior
High School field meet and also played in-
door, third base, with the school team under
90 lbs. We won the game, 2 to 1. Our school
also won the track meet in the Boys' division
at Waunanca Park in Elizabeth, N. J.

I'm sure happy because the M. L. comes
to my house with my name on it. I'm the
yvoungest in the family of 3 boys. Our family
all belongs to the SNPJ Lodge 540.—School
will close June 28 and then vacation.

I will write a song in our language which is:

Slovenec sem, Slovenec sem;
tako je mati djala

ko me je dete pestovala,
Zatorej dobro vem,
Slovenee sem, Slovenec sem.

I hope you like it. Best regards to all, and
to Tony Slavee of Colo.—My address is:
Frank Pasarich,
723 Clarkson ave., Elizabeth, N. J.

- -
Dear Editor:—

This is my first letter to this wonderful
magazine. I would like this letter to appear
in the M. L.

I am 11 years of age and am in the 6th
grade. I attend Weiss school. My teacher’s
name is Miss Owens, I belong to Lodge 52,
SNPJ. I am in a one-room school. The pu-
pils of our school are having examinations
this month, There are 47 pupils in Weiss
school.

I love to read the M. L. I am interested in
Dorothy M. Fink’s letters. I hope the chil-
dren that read the M. L. would like my letter.

Best regards. Margaret Resnik,

Box 179, Willock, Pa.

L

Dear Editor:—

This is my first letter to the M. L. I would
like the letter to appear in the Chatter Corner
of this wonderful magazine.

I am 8 years of age and in the second

grade. I go to Weiss school. My teacher is
Miss Owens. There are 47 pupils in Weiss
school.

Best regards. Rudolph Resnik,

Box 177, Willock, Pa.

SPIRIT OF YOUTH

When proud, pied April, dressed,
in all his trim,

Hath put a spirit of
youth in everything.

—Shakespeare.
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MY GARDEN
Dear Editor and Readers:—

This is my second letter. I like to read
the M. L. very much. School is out and I
passed to the 9th grade. I will go to high
school next year, where I will have five teach-
ers.

We live on an eighty-two acre farm. We
have all kinds of fruit trees. We have two
horses and seven cows. I got a pet cat, his
name is “Duke.” Near our farm we have a
lake, where in the summer we go swimming
every day. My father is secretary of Lodge
539. Here is a poem:

MY GARDEN

1 dug my garden,
I sowed my seeds,
I kept it watered,
And pulled the weeds.

And when it blossomed,
With flowers gay,
I gave my mother
The first bouquet.

Dorothy Ozanich, Paw Paw, Mich.
s »

Late Summer

Dear Editor and and Readers:—

Here I am again, writing. It is rather late
to write for June, but I couldn’t write sooner
because I was busy.

Sunday, May 12, it rained and snowed both.
This morning, May 14, it was raining and is
still raining a little.

Friday I broke out with the three day
measles. Saturday I had them all over and
was out in the sun all day, When I came in
the house I was red all over my face. I thought
I was going to get red measles again, but that
was just sunburn. I stayed in the house
all day Sunday and was over the measles.

Last week we had our final school exams.
They were: English, pennmanship, reading,
social science, arithmetic, hygiene and spel-
ling. Will T be glad when school’s out—and
how!

It looks like summer will never be here.
It’s always raining or snowing.

I didn’t bother with the chain letters I re-
ceived, because in the Prosveta, my mother
and father read that they are putting people
in jail. T wish the girls that send them to
me would also write to me.

I think that will be all for this time, ex-
cept a letter in Slovene,

Mary Pershin, box 183, Hudson, Wyo.
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Dear Editor:—

I was very much pleased to see that my
last letter was published in the Mladinski
List. Now I've made up my mind to be a
steady writer.

The girl scouts had a hike at our farm,
on May 26, and they said that they enjoyed
it. I am now a Second Class Girl Scout. The
Sunday afterwards our Home Room girls had
a hike here too. The following Sundays I had,
and will have, a good time at the picnic next
door.

I wish some of the members would write
to me, or better still—“come up and see me
sometime.”

Mimie Oblak, 4412 Bradley rd., Cleveland, O.
. »

The New Boarder

LIT’I‘LE Bob Warner was very happy. A
new boarder had come to stay at his house,
and he had given Bob a big, shiny half dollar!
Bob turned the coin over and over in his
pocket on the way to the grocery. A half
dollar! Why, he could buy just pounds and
pounds of candy with that, Maybe he could
get something for sister, too. And for mother
and dad.

Passing the postoffice, Bob happened to
glance up at a bulletin board propped up on
the sidewalk. He stopped short and his eyes
widened. For there, pictured on the white
piece of paper, was—the new bhoarder!

Slowly, he read the words above the pic-
ture: “Wanted for robbery, Warren Isteel,
alias Machine Gun Dan. Reward, $500.”

He turned quickly from the picture, and
started walking very fast towards the store,
He had the appearance of one who had just
encountered the most terrifying of ghosts.

The new boarder, he was thinking, the gen-
erous new boarder—a criminal. But more
important still was the notation imprinted on
his brain in big red letters—*“Reward, $500.”

At last he was home, walking up the red
brick, geranium bordered pathway. He hand-
ed the groceries to his mother.

“The new boarder, ma, where is he?” he
asked.

“He left for town an hour ago—why, there
he is now!”

A black sedan slid noiselessly into the drive-
way. The new boarder got out; another man
was with him. “A pal of mine,” the new
boarder explained when they entered the
house, and went trudging up the stairs to the
new boarder’s room,

Unobserved by his mother, Bob crept up
the stairs cautiously and settled himself to
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listen in the hallway, outside the door the
two men had just entered.

He could hear very little through the thick
door panneling, other than the words, “big
haul,” and “new job,” and a few sneering allu-
sions to “them dumb cops.”

Convinced beyond a doubt that the new
boarder was none other than Warren Isteel,
the robber, Bob prepared to leave.

For a moment he stood motionless, and
frozen with fear when he heard one of the
gangsters come toward the door saying,
“There's someone out there.,”

His knees knocked. Then, impulsively, he
scrambled down the stairs to come plunging
right into the middle of another rough gan-
ster-looking man who had mounted the stairs,
evidently bound on a visit to Isteel.

There was a loud concussion and the man,
flinging his hands desperately upward, and
clutching the air, landed full on his back at
the foot of the stairs.

The man got up, brushed himself quickly
and angrily, and with a withering look at the
trembling Bob he made his way up the stairs
muttering something like “little street pig”
over his shoulder.

Turning to go, Bob noticed an ominous black
automatic on the floor where the man had
fallen. He picked it up and hid it under his
sweater, KEvidence. Fortunately for him, his
mother did not witness the incident.

His next step was to hurry to the telephone
and, after making sure none was watching,
he dialed headquarters clumsily, almost fear-
fully.

There was a gruff voice on the other end
of the wire which boomed: “Headquarters.
What do you want?”

For no reason at all, Bob became nervous.
Perhaps the new boarder was not Warren
Isteel. What if he had made a mistake? But
his gun in his sweater reassured him. What
could one of the new boarder’s friends be
doing with a gun?

“I'm—I'm a little boy—"" he faltered nerv-
ously.

“Little boy, eh? Playing pranks—listen, I
have no time for—”

“Officer, I'm Bobbie Warren of 1828 Wa-
verly avenue. There're some crooks upstairs
with our new boarder,” he plunged on, “who
is Warren Isteel, alias Machine Gun Dan!”

The gruff voice softened and tensened a
little with excitement. “Good kid,” it said,
“T'll have a squad car over there in a jiffy.
If what you say is true, five hundred dol-
lars.,” The connection clpsed. Bobbie, white-
faced, anxious, and a little afraid, echoed,
“five-hundred dollars.”

He turned to go. There at his side was his
mother, eying him, hands akimbo.

-
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“Bob!” she exclaimed angrily, “what have
you done? Called the police on our new
boarder. Are you sure he is Isteel? Are you?”

As an answer, Bob pulled the revolver from
his sweater, showed it to his mother, and ex-
plained how he got it.

“Qh,” she gasped and slumped into a chair.
“The new boarder, a crook—it’s—it’s awful.”

Sirens shrieked and wailed throughout the
streets. Bob found that now he was not in
the least afraid. He had an intense hate for
this gangster that was making his mother
cry, that would, in a moment, ruin the peace
of his home.

There was a furtive noise upstairs. The
police were near now—no more than a block
away, Bob estimated.

Isteel’s doors opened and the three men
stepped out into the hallway. “We've got to
beat it! Someone's tipped the cops!” Isteel
velled.

Bobbie gripped the revolver and ran de-
cisively to the foot of the stairs.

Calmly, he leveled the gun up toward the
men who had halted at the head of the stairs.

“One move—" Bob said steadily, “and 1
shoot!”

None of the three made one move. Police
were piling out of the car and rushing into
the house.

“The rap's up,” Isteel said and they sur-
rendered to the maze of officers.

Bob felt himself being whisked approvingly
among the officers who had witnessed his bit
of heroism.

“Boy hero,” the next morning’'s newspaper
extras called him.

And Bobbie felt like more than that when
the chief of police personally presented him
with a check to the amount of five hundred
dollars.

“All because of the new boarder,” Bob mut-
tered joyfully and smiled up at the big kindly
officer of the law.

(Submitted by Clifford S. Cernick,
Cle Elum, Wash.)

The Best You Can

If I were a cobbler it should be my pride
The best of all cobblers to be;

If T were a tinker, no tinker beside
Should mend an old kettle like me.

“Nine little hot dogs
Sizzlin’ on a plate,

In came the gang of boys,
And then they were ate.”



