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Kral; Matjaz.

Sredi noc¢i, opolnodi
1z sanj se kralj Matjaz zbudi.

Zbudi Alenka kraljica se,
kol zarja bledijo ji lica se.

In dvigne se glav bradatih sto,
molce vprasujejo: “Kaj je to?”

Pred kraljem pa mlad junak stoji.
kakor hrast stoji, stoji, govori:

“Hej, kralj zaspanec, pokazi svoj mec!
Prisel sem ga iz noZnic vle¢!”” "

12 »

* “*Na steno poglej — In vzame ga,
z levico krepko objame ga.

7 desnico ga prime za rocaj —
ze Sinil je, glej, ostrine sijaj.

Cuj prhanje konj, ¢uj orozja zvenkel,
med trumami gre pridusen Sepel.

Glej ostrine pol! — Kak narasc¢a hrup!
Maltjazu v oéeh’ vzplamteva up!

Ze 3um je in hrup med trumami vstal —
kdo zrl je vihar ze z gorskih skal?

Vse v stremenih stoji, vse v sedlu sedi—
a junak se prestrasi in zbezi.

Mrmraje razjahajo ¢ete se,
spel padejo v sen zaklete vse.

Matjaz ob mizo udari srdit:
“Cemu si prisel me ti $e budit!”

Alencica vzdihne in skloni glavo,
a spet je pod Krimom kot prej mrtvo.

0. Zupan¢ié.

Prijatelja.

Prijatelja bila sta Peter in Blaz,
kol psic¢ek in muc nevtolazna.

“Za sladke te primem, ¢e ti me zlasas,”

. sta v jezi grozila sovrazna.

Ce srecala kje sta na samem se kdaj,
v lasé sta si hitro skocila,

poguma junaskega brz nasmehljaj
obema bholest je skalila.

V usesih $¢emelo je ob bolecin,

lasje so zlasano Strleli,

in takim objemom S$e dolgo v spomin
oba so vsi udje boleli.

Vrstnikov je drazil ju grenki posmeh,
ko v lica sta solzna rdela

in jeze Skripaje iskala po Ueh,

kar sta pod petami imela.

Vse lepse pa bilo je sele doma,

ko mati je merila hlade:

Ni Peter ni Blaz—to vsakdo pa¢ zna—
vesel ni bil take igrace!

E. Gangl.
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Na divjega petelina.

Spisal Andrej Rapé.

Kako si velicasten, gozd, ko te gledam v
svecani tvoji molcecnosti, ko te poslusam
v hrope¢em bucanju tvojem, ko se divim
sahlemu tvojemu Sepetu! Rad zahajam
tvoje okrilje, v tvojo bujno goscavo, pod
baldahin tvojih listov, v tvoj hram, kamor
brani morje listov zvedavim soln¢nim zar-
kom. V tvoj hram rad zahajam, kjer od-
meva vsak glas kol v prostranem sveliscu.
Srce mi je lahko tam, svecanopobozno je.
ko me objame brezkonc¢no Sepetanje tvoje-
ga zivljenja, ko me objame moléeénost tvo-
jega snovanja. Diven si, gozd, ko pade na
le noc¢ in se zazibljejo v tebi krila noc¢nih
ptic, tihih in mracnih, kot je tiha in ¢rna
no¢ sama.

Kralj si, velicastni cozd!

In pogovarjam se s tabo, in tvoja dreve-
sa mi Sepecejo:  Imamo sovraznikov;
majhni, a grozni so. In pogledam po drev-
ju.  Vrhovi nekaterih tvojih sinov, gozd,
so orumeneli! Otozno povesajo glave: za-
znamenovani so za smrt. Milijoni lubadar-
Jevih li¢ink so se naselili po najkrepkejsih
tvojih sinovih. Napadli so jih z neodoljivo
silo. Ta drevesa gledam, in srce me boli.
Z vsemi silami se branijo smrti. Zivljenski
svoj sok izpuscajo, da bi se resili. Moc¢ jim
uhaja s sokom, a bor¢ se, boré. Cele reke
smole joka drevo ter jo razliva po luba-
darju, licinkah in jajeih, ki se nahajajo za
njihovim lubom. Zaman! . .. Zivljenska
sila jim gine pocasi, a gotovo . . .

Duh mi zapade otoznosti, ko premisljam
ta tihi obupni boj, to zalostno slovo tvojih
sinov, gozd, od krilatih peveev, tihega Sepe-
tanja vetra po vrheh, slovo od drugih Se
zdravih bratov in sestra, ki so se z njih
vrhovi nekdaj bratili, se poigravali in si
posepetavali. Sedaj padajo v smrt. Gori
med vrhovi dreves zija plasna praznota.

Srce me zaboli, kadar ugledam spomladi
ordecelo listje bukev kakor bi bilo v pozni
jeseni. Ta bolna rdecica me spominja rde-
¢ice mladih, jeticnih ljudi — in Zzalosten
sem.

Veselje in zalost,-navdus$enje in hrepenc-
nje pijem v tebi, ljubi moj gozd! . ..

In jutri, prijatelj moj, te obis¢em zgodaj,

zgodaj, ko bo$ $e spal in sanjal. — —
* * *

Noc spi nad stvarstvom. Tiho in mirno je
selo. 1z vasi votlo done udarci ure. Pol-
treh zjutraj. Nikjer ni luc¢i. Povsod 3¢
vse v spanju. V his$i na gricu se sveli lué,
a pred hiso sloji in ¢aka moz z lovsko tor-
bo in pusko na rami. Lovee je. Lov bo
danes na petelina. Lovec si je v svesti do-
bre srece, saj je ze tri jutra zapored pazil
na petelina in dobro ve, kje je njegov slan.

Vrata se odpro. Tiho koraka lovec
po vasi proti gozdu.

Kolikokrat sem si ze Zelel opazovali la
lov. Danes sem se pridruzil loveu, in tiho
sva korakala navzgor.

Kako tih in miren je gozd! Le tuintam
zasumi kaj v vrhovih dreves kakor bi se
jim zasanjalo, a potem zopet tihota in te-
ma. Vise in vise greva.

“Pazite na veje.,”” mi veckrat rece lovec,
*da vas ne oplazi katera po oceh.”

“Ali bomo kmalu na mestu?”

“Kmalu! Se en ovinek. Tam sem u
véeraj petelina,” in pokazal je v ono smer
z roko.

Obstala sva. Tiho sva se razgovarjala
in ¢akala. Vrhovi smrek so Sumeli v ju-
tranjem vetru. Ta veli¢astna godba, Sume-
¢a nam v uho, nama je ustavila razgovor.
Veter je izpreminjal Sumenje svojega diha-
nja. Zamajal je veje smrek, in zasumelo
je kakor peneca se voda. Po vejah brez se
je ¢ul nekak zvened trepet: zvenelo je listje
v tisocerih, uho bozajoc¢ih melodijah. Sem
od bliznje reke se je ¢ulo priduSeno mr-
mranje valov, doli pod nami pa je zvenelo
lo¢je v mocévirnem jarku, poljubljajoé¢ se v
polsnu. Tam na vzhodu se je polahno jela
vle¢i sivobleda svetloba. Gozdnega Zivlje-
nja ni Se ni¢ cuti.

A cuj! Prav zaspano, prav tiho se je
ozlasil pticek. Ej, sedaj ¢ujemo probuje-
nie gozda. Tam na vrhu smreke se odzo-
ve drug glas. Ah, tako je zaspan, tako ne-
zen! Potem pa je nekaj ¢asa zopel vse t
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ho. Kmalu udari na sluh krepkeji glas:
Civ-¢iv! Ficu-ficu-cek!

“Dobro jutro nam voséijo plici,” izprego-
vorim jaz. *“Da bi le nam bila tudi na lovu
sreca mila,” dostavim.

“Ta je pa lepa! skoda, da sle Sli z me-
noj,” je zagodrnjal lovec.

Jaz pa bi se bil najrajsi ugriznil v jezik.
zakaj spomnil sem se, da ne smes$ vosciti
loveu srec¢e na lovu, sicer je po starem loy
skem pregovoru sama nesreca isti dan .

Nad nama zasumi perutnica. Nad gozd se
razlegne hripavo krakanje vrane, ki sede
na vrh smreke, in zopet je vse tiho.

Vedno bolj se izgublja tema ter izginja
v neznan nama dom. RazloCujeva ze po-
samezna debla in veje. Zivahneje se ogla-
sajo pticki.

“Tiho!” Sepelne lovec.

Tamkaj od desne zacujemo z visoke
smreke Sum.

“Na oni-le je!” de zopet tiho lovec. “Ni-
sem se motil.  Od véeraj si ni ni¢ prebral.”’

MLADINSKI LIST

“Oprezno! Cujete 1i?”
Cudni glasi so mi udarili na uho: Tk-tk-
tk — ckekek . ..

Vedno razlo¢neje: Tk-tk-tk- . . . ckckek
... Svetleje je in svetleje.
Na smreki ugledam petelina. Semintja

se premika. Pripognil je glavo, in iznova
cujem: Tk-tk-tk — ckeckek ... Ob teh gla-
sovih se pomikamo naprej. (Petelin na-
mrec¢ ne_slisi, kadar poje).

Malo sem premaknil nogo, ker sem ne-
rodno stal. Malenkostno je pocila vejica
pod nogo in ze je jel oprezno gledali, kje
sumljivo Sumi.

Pomiril se je. Bila sva tiha, da si Se di-
hati nisva upala. Zopet je pel. Na stre-
ljaju sva. Tk-tk-tk — — ckekek .. . Bum!

Po gozdu je zagrmel strel. Po vejah je
padal s mreke divji petelin,

Lov¢ev strah zaradi moje Zelje in mojega
voscila je bil prazen.

Pti¢i pojo, gozd zbujen Sumi. Zolne po-
trkavajo po deblih; iz goS¢ave se glasi oloz-
ni: kuku! ...

Francek in u¢itel;.

(Pogovor o zdravstvu.)

Sosedov Jozek je zbolel za davico in
Francek je radoveden vprasal ucitelja, ko
ga je srecal, odkod pridejo bolezni.

Ucitelj: “Vecdina bolezni se naleze in te
nalezljive bolezni so najbolj nevarne. Med
nalezljivimi boleznimi so n. pr. griza, da-
vica, koze, ofpice, Spanska influenca in
druge.”

Francek: “Kako se pa bolezen prime?”

Ucitelj: *Ako se ¢lovek nahaja v blizini
na kuzni bolezni obolelega ¢loveka in ako
s¢ ga celo dotika, je nevarnost, da se te
primejo bolezenske kali in da obolis. Vca-
sih se ¢lovek naleze, da sam ne ve kako.”

Francek: “Kako se pa potem bolezni u-
branimo?"’

Ucitelj: “Najlaze se skusamo ubraniti
bolezni, ako ne pridemo v dotiko niti blizu
takega cloveka, ki je okuzen. Potrebno je,
da se v casu, ko je kaka kuzna bolezen raz-

Sirjena, ¢im manj dotikamo predmetov, ki
jih prijemlje vsakdo. Ako smo pa Ze pri-
siljeni, da moramo prijemati za take stva-
ri, kakor n. pr. kljuke v 3oli, si moramo
potem skrbno umiti roke z milom in jih
zelo izplakniti. Sploh je dobro, da si ve-
dno, preden primes kos kruha, umijes te-
meljito roke. Snago je vobée treba vedno
cislati.,”

Francek: “In c¢e ¢lovek zboli, kaj mora-
mo napraviti?”

Ucitelj: “Takrat pa je treba nemudoma
po zdravnika, ker le ta more dati navodila,
kako se je treba zdraviti. Nesreca je go-
tova, ako ljudje v takih sluc¢ajih poiscejo
kakega mazaca ali celo kakega “coprnika ™.
ki bolezni zagovarja. Taki mazaci in co-
prniki ne vedo nicCesar, ker se niso nicesar
ucili, do¢im mora zdravnik, preden zdravi
ljudi, Studirati dolga leta.”
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Crtice iz zivljenja in delovanja u¢enjaka
Schnakschnepperleina.

L.

Kdo je bil Schnakschnepperlein in s ¢im
se je pelal.

Veckrat sem se jezil, da stanujem prav
na kraju mesta v dolgocasni okolici in da
mi je ¢asih po zimi ob juZnem vremenu
bresti blato do kolen. No, zadnji ¢as me je
minila vsa nevolja. Rad sem gazil blato,
odkar sem se v sosedstvu seznanil s slav-
nim mozem, z gospodom Schnakschnep-
perleinom. To je uéenjak, kateremu ne bi
lahko nasel para. Domovina in stoletje se
moreta ponasati s tem velikanom ucenosti.
Tudi ga je sama nesebi¢nost. Koristi svo-
Je ne iS¢e nikjer, “blaginja vesoljnega ¢lo-
veStva” je tista zvezda, ki mu je vodnica
pri vseh njegovih delih in nedelih. Vse
svoje zivljenje ni razmisljal drugega, ne-
go kako bi pomogel nevednim, zasleplje-
nim, dobicka svojega ne poznavajodim
zemljanom. Noé in dan ni miroval, vedno
si je belil glavo. Opazoval je in modro-
val, argumentiral” in eksperimentiral®
ter zasledoval prikazni in vekovecéne resni-
ce v prirodi, ki bi bile potem trpec¢emu ¢lo-
veStvu zivi viri prave in vztrajne srece.

Po dve, tri ure je casih sedel pri mikro-
skopu?® kakor muha v medu. Ni pil, ni je-
del, ves zamisljen si je podpiral glavo ter
zdaj in zdaj zamrmral nekaj nerazumnega.
Potem je iznova pogledal po ozki nastavlje-
ni cevi, potresel z glavo, zopet pogledal in
Casih po detrt ure ni odmaknil o¢esa od
predmeta. Kdor bi ga tako v misli utoplje-
nega, v tihi sobici sedeega opazoval, bi
morebiti menil, da i$¢e dobri moz “quad-
ratum circuli®? ali “perpetuum mobile™

A kaj je vendar naSega Schnakschnep-
perleina tako vznemirilo? Morebiti Zaluje

————

1)  Argumentirati=dokazovati.

2) Eksperimentirati=napravljati poizkuse.

3) Mikroskop=drobnogled.

4) Quadratum ecirculi=krogov kvadrat; ker pa
Krogovega kvadrata ni, pomeni ta izraz: nekaj nemo-
Zolega.

3) ‘Perpetuum-mobile’ bi bila stvar, ki se sama
od sebe vedno premika.

po prezgodaj umrlih dragih? — Ne! Ali
mu je to¢a pobila bogato setev? — Niti to
ne!

Vzrok mozeve skrbi je ves drug, Ccisto
idealen. Cujte!

Uceni svet $e dandanes ne ve prav trdno,
kaksen je zadnji, to je enajsti ¢len na tipal-
nicah majhnega. bolhi podobnega hroscka.
Pri razpravi tega imenitnega vprasanja sta
se grdo sporekla dva u¢enjaka svetovne sla-
ve. Ucéenjak Kikelj je namre¢ trdil, da je
pri tej zivalei enajsti tipalniéni ¢len izprva
rjav ter da pocérni stoprav kasneje. To
mnenje je pa strastno pobijal u¢enjak Ko-
kelj, trde¢, da je omenjeni ¢len vedno ¢érn.
Izza te prepirke je nastal v uéenem svetu
velik razdor. Kakor je Ze navadno pri ta-
kih u¢enih prepirih, razdvojile so se uc¢enc
glave. Nekateri so pritrjevali Kiklju, dru-
gi Koklju, a ker nobena stranka ni hotela
odjenjati, temvec je trdoglavo branila svo-
je mnenje, se je vnel hud boj s peresi, cur-
koma je teklo ¢rnilo in popisale so se v tem
boju cele skladanice papirja, da je zavija-
la moja kuma dve leti vanj sol in poper.

Ta svaja “sacerdotum naturae®” je v
srce bolela sloznega in miroljubnega
Schnakschnepperleina. Da bi tej uceni
pravdi storil konec ter da bi se ljubi mir
zopet povrnil med srdite prirodoslovee, je
nalovil Schnakschnepperlein cele rodove
tega hros¢a, manjse in vecje, stare in mla-
de, zajetne in mrsave, moske in Zenske; lo-
vil jih je po travnikih in njivah, po logovih
in gozdovih, — In zdaj jih pregleduje

“od prihoda zlate zore,
dokler solnca lué¢ ne ugasne.”

Ali svojega dela vendar ne more bili
prav vesel. Resnica, ¢ista resnica se mu
noce odkriti, kajti enajsti ¢len je pri neka-
terih ¢rn, pri drugih rjav in pri nekolikih
celo rumenkast. Zatorej mu mrak objema
¢elo, oko mu mre in srce ga boli, kadar po-

6) ‘Sacerdotum naturae’ je latinsko in pomeni:
svetenikov narave.
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misli, da $¢ ne bo konca nesrec¢ni pravdi in
grdemu razporu.

Gospodova zalost je genila celo slugo
Bostjana, ki je bil ves dan na lovu in je
gospodu prinasal vedno nove hekatombe?
nesre¢nih mucenikov na zrtvenik nenasit-
ne znanosti. Rad bi bil tesil svojega gospo-
da, a ni vedel kako. Nekega dne se vendar
ojunaci in rece:

“Gospod, ne zalujte toliko

* “Tega ti ne umejes, ljubi moj Bost-
jan!””

“Ali smem govoriti, kakor mislim?”

* “Govori!” ¥

“Dobro! No samo tedaj, ¢e zaradi tega
ne bo nobene zamere.”

* “Saj sem ti ze velel, govori!” ”

“Vidite, jaz v svoji neumni pameti bi re-
kel: dajmo mir zivalecam in njih tipalni-
am. Saj fo nam mora paé biti vseeno, ali
je enajsti ¢len na tipalnici tega hroscka
bel kakor sneg ali ¢rn kakor oglje. Saj je
ta zivalca tako majhna, da je jaz niti ne
vidim prav, ako ne nataknem vasih nao¢-
nikov.”

“Vseeno?!  Tebi morebiti, ali nam ne!
O Bostjan, ti si $e vedno stari Bostjan!
Prav ni¢ ti ni poznati, da si ze toliko let v
moji sluzbi. Tebi ni drugega v ¢islih nego
zreti in piti ... ”»

“In spati!”

* “Da, da, spati tudi! Ali v ¢em si boljsi
od zivine?” ”

Bostjan je imel odgovor na to vprasanje
ze na jeziku, ali premislil se je in ga po-
goltnil.

*“ “Pa naposled ti tudi ne zamerim. Ti si
ves utopljen v golo slastno uzivanje. Tvoje
motno dusevno oko ne pregleda kvara, ki
ga Irpi pg naSem neznanju znanost in po
tem blaginja vsega c¢lovestva. Ti mene ne
umejes in me nikoli ne bo$ umel. Ti ne vi-
dis cistega ognja, ki gori v meni v prid
clovestvu.”

Bostjan pogleda gospoda nekam zalost-
no od strani in odide iz sobe.

IL.

Nov govnobrbec in neprilike pri njeqovem
krstu.
Schnakschnepperlein

me je pri vsaki

7) Hekatomba=krvava Zrtev stotine Zivali, kakor
0 jih bogovom Zrtvovali malikovalski narodi.
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priliki vabil, da bi prisel k njemu na dom
ogledat si znamenitosti in redkosti. Neke-
ga dezevnega dne sem se naposled res na-
potil k njemu v pohode. Bostjan mi poka-
ze gospodovo sobo, katero pa je on sam
imenoval kabinet, in v8e¢ mu je bilo, ako
so jo tudi drugi tako imenovali. Potrkam
na vrata. Nobenega glasu. Potrkam dru-
gi¢, tretjié, in ker se mi nihée ne odzove,
pritisnem kljuko in stopim v svetisce.

Schnakschnepperlein se je bil tako za-
dolbel v misli, da me ni opazil. Na mizi pri
oknu je imel nastavljen mikroskop, on
sam je pa ves razblazen korakal po sobi
od stene do stene ter si radostno mel roke.
Jaz pohrknem pri vratih, pa ker me le ne
vidi, stopim naprej.

“Dober dan, gospod Schnakschnepper-
lein!™

“ “0 vi ste prisli? Posebno drago mi je.
ba$ ste mi dobro dosli. Vidite, quandoque
bonus dormitat Linneus® ! Prosim vas, po-
glejte si tega govnobrbéka in potem pa le-
ga tukaj zraven! Linné® teh dveh ni razlo-
¢il. Njemu sta oba Aphodius fimetarius'®.
Pa kaj Linné! Njemu tega ni toliko Steli
v greh. Al celo prijatelj moj Berghaaggen-
buttenreuther ju ne lo¢i v svojem imenit-
nem delu “O govnobrbeih,”  katero lezi v
treh zvezkih tu pred nama.— Slava! sla-
va! Preden se mesec zopet pomladi. na-
znanim vsemu svelu, da Zivi na zemlji en
govnobrbee vee. O kaka sreca! V znano-
sti ostane moje ime pribito na vse veke, pa
cetudi od jeze popokajo vsi moji zavidni-

l,' " 9

“A v ¢em se razlocujeta?”

Udenjaka mine radost in stroga resnosl
se mu razlije po obrazu. Prime me za ro-
ko, me odvede k miskroskopu ter mi veli
ponosno kakor ¢lovek, ki se ¢uti:

“ “Privzdignite temu hros¢ku zadnjo no-
zico in povejte mi, kaj vidite?” ™

Storim, kakor mi je bilo receno. Gledam
in gledam, ali ugledati ne morem nicesar.
kar bi bilo vredno besede.

8) Quandoque bonus dormitat Linneus (latinsko)
—=0d kedaj Ze mirno spi dobri Linné.

9) Linné je bil angleiki prirodopisee, ki je znan-
stveno razvrstil rastline in Zivali,

10) ‘Aphodius fimetarius® je uleno ime za nekegd
govnobrbea. Govnobrbee je hrodg, ki brba po govnu
(zivalskem blatu),
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* *No, govorite! Kaj vidite?” priganja
Schnakschnepperlein.

“Zdi se mi, da ne vidim nicesar.”

* *Ni-i-i-¢?! O to ni mogoce! Kako da ne
bi videli! Le dobro poglejte, nekaj morate
videli. Prav v koticek poglejte, prav natan-
ko! Ali ne vidite dveh kocinic?” ™

“Hm! Ce dolgo gledam, se mi skoro do-
zdeva, da vidim rumeno dlac¢ico. Hoj, tu je
S¢ ena, in — ¢e me ne vara oko, ondi Se
ena.”

291

Nekaj casa sem si ogledoval ta dva gov-
nobrbeca od zadnje strani, potem sem se
vzpel do modre presodbe:

“Ako vestno primerjam zadka teh dveh
govnacey, bi rekel, da je zadek tega vaSega
malce bolj napet in da se proti koncu ne-
kamo hitreje zozuje.”

““Izvrstno! Ne morem vam dopovedati,
kako me veseli, da tudi vi to vidite. Zdaj
sem uverjen, da je res tako. Hvala
vamiiaidd?

e g

Nl

Trg v Nizjem Novgorodu (Rusija).

“ “Kajneda?! Kakor sem rekel. No, to me
veseli! A zdaj $e nekaj. Oglejte si dobro tu-
di zadek in potem ga vzporedite z zadkom
onega tam!” ”

Bil sem zopet v skripcih.

“Ne zamerite, gospod! V takih stvareh
meni ne gre sodba.”

““Ne razdirajte praznih besed! Uveril
sem se malo prej, da imate nenavadno do-
bro oko. Ali se vam ne vidi, da ima ta ne-

DYLEL)

kaj debelejsi. zadek?

*Kako sc¢ bo imenoval novi govnobrb-
cek?”

* “Imena Se nima, treba ga je stoprav
krstiti. O tem Se nisem razmisljal. Vseka-
kor mora biti ime tako, da bo z njim izra-
zeno glavno svojstvo, po katerem se razli-
kuje od bliznjih sorodnikov.” ”

Schnakschnepperlein prinese latinski slo-
var in is¢e nekaj po njem.

“Pod zadnjo nogo kosmat . . . sub pede
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barbatus, pa kaj se pravi zadnji? Pomozite
mi >

Ne vem, kako je to bilo, ali izvestno je,
da mi v tem trenutku ni prislo ni¢ pamet-
nega na misel, v slovarju sveta iskati mi
pa ni dala c¢ast. V tem hipcu se mi zablis-
ne, da sem v Caesarju!?’ ‘agmen novissi-
mum” vedno prevajal v ‘zadnji oddelek’.

Schnakschnepperlein se je na mojo la-
lins¢ino toliko zanesel, da je skoval brez
vsega pomisleka ime: subpedenovissimo-
barbatus.

*Aphodius
tus!? torej.”

““Ali ni: ‘barbatus’ preve¢ rec¢eno?” ”

“Zopet ste pravo pogodili! Res je pre-
ve¢. Ali kako bi se reklo bolje?”

* “Morebiti; pilosus!®.””

“Aphodius subpedenovissimopilosus. Be-
ne!”

Moz umeri zopet korake po sobi in hodi
nekaj ¢asa od stene do stene. Razmisljal je
o ne¢em, kar mu ni bilo po volji, ker obraz
je namrgodil in obrvi so mu srsele. Pola-
goma priSeta zopet do mene,

“Novi Aphodius je dobil ime. Dobro
ime, lepo ime. Ali vendar ni, da bi se z
njim ponasal. Samo latinsko je in to je —
prenavadno, prevsakdanje. O griko, griko,
to je dandanes imenitno, to vse drugade
zveni po usesih. Vso drugo veljavo bi do-
bil moj Aphodiuséek in z njim tudi jaz,
ako bi ga poslal v svet s polnoglasnim grs-
kim imenom . . . Gospod, vi ste me danes
prvi¢ pocastili s svojim obiskom. V zahva-
lo prepus¢am vam to Cast, krstite ga vi!”

Ta ¢ast mi je presedala. Ako Ze z latin-
$¢ino ni $lo vse gladko, kako pojde z grici-
no? Sedem h grskemu slovarju in pois¢cm
potrebnih besed in naposled zvarim jezi-
koslovni nestvor: “hypeshatopodoligoko-
metes’. NapiSem ga na listek ter ga poka-
zem Schnakschnepperleinu. Ta ga ni Se
prav dobro predital, ko Ze od veselja po-
skakuje, zagotavljajo¢ mi, da je ime izvrsl-
no, da ga neznansko prijetno po usesih Se-
gace in da misli, da mora vsak, ¢etudi ne

subpedenovissimo  barba-

11) <Caesar je bil rimski vojskovoedja in cesar, ki
je opisal svoje vojne; njegove spise Citajo Se danes
po latinskih Solah.

12) ‘Subpedenovissimobarbatus’ pomeni: pod zad-
njo nogo kosmat.

12) Pilosus (latinsko)=dlakav.
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ume grskega jezika, lakoj pogoditi, kaj
znaci to ime.

“Ta govnobrbcek je torej vase kumce.
Zapomnite si dobro ta dan!”

* “Kako bi ga mogel pozabiti?” ”

“Ako vam ni znerok, obiséite me skoro
zopet, morebiti ze danes popoldne, ako
vam je ljubo. Mnogo zanimivega bi vam
Se rad pokazal.”

*“ “Rad pridem, ako vas
jem.” ”

“Ne govorite o tem, prosim vas! Vedno
ste dobro dosli. Se enkrat: lepa hvala!”

IIL.

Pripoveduje se o majhni prevari, kt pa no-
benemu ni skodila.

Ob dveh sem bil Ze zopet pri Schnak-
schnepperleinu. VstopivSéemu mi pride u-
¢enjak prijazno naproti, me pozdravi in
posadi poleg sebe na naslanjac.

“Ker ste mi pri krstu mojega Aphodiusa
kumovali, sem vam nakanil v zahvalo po-
dariti enega. Sicer jih nimam ve¢ nego pet,
no jutri pojdem zopet na lov, pa se nade-
jam, da mi jih pride nekoliko v roke. Pa
menda vam $e nisem povedal, kje Zivi ta zi-
valeca, Dve leti sem hodil za njo in se mnogo
trudil, preden sem ji prisel na sled. Zdaj
sem, kar se ti¢e nje, povsem na jasnem.
Vidite, Aphodius¢ek moj Zivi samo v koz-
jih bobkih, a ker nimajo tukaj ljudje ni-
kjer kozlov, mi je hoditi ves dan do Jardje-
ga brda, tako se namre¢ kli¢e majhno sel-
ce ob_dezelni meji. Cudno je pa to, da mu
ne prija vsak bobek, in stalo me je mnogo
dela in truda, preden sem ugotovil, kako
se ima ta stvar. Moj govnobrbéek biva sa-
mo v bobkih, ki padajo od mladih, blizu
leta starih kozli¢ev, v bobkih starih kozlov
in koz sem iih 1skal zastonj. Tej resnici
sem prisel stoprav pred enim tednom na
sled. Zukaj pa mu bobki starej$ih koz-
lov niso po valji, mi ni Se jasno.”

*“ “To vam ne more motiti veselja. Koli-
ko nam zastavlja priroda ugank, ki jih ne
moremo reSiti!”

“Prav govorite! Morebiti se séasoma po-
jasni tudi to. A tukaj, vidite, sem mu spisal
ze toéno diagnozo'¥ in potem obSiren o-

ne nadlegu-

14) Dingnoza—=spoznanje o kaki redi.
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pis, tudi sem ga narisal Stiriindvajsetkrat
vecjega, in zdaj posljem to vse akademi-
1i'™ na Dunaj, da bo kar najhitreje na-
lisnjeno ter da pojde po Sirokem svetu o-
znanjat slavo mojo. O radost, kakrine si
bogatin z zlatom ne more kupiti! No, da
ne pozabim daru, kalerega sem vam ob-
ljubil. Evo,ga!”

Reksi stopi k mizi, vzame majhuio ste-
klenico v roko, oslini droben c¢opié¢ in iz-
vie¢e enega izmed imenitne petorice.

“Prosim vas, zaprite okno, da ga ne od-
nese sapa! Ako bi ga vec ne nasel — groz-
na misel!”

Ko zaprem okno, poisc¢e buciko, prebo-
de z njo majhen trikoten papircek, ga na-
maze na enem voglu z lepilom, potem se
dotakne govnac¢ka na rahlo s ¢opicem, ga
prenese na papiréek, ga namesti, kakor
treba, mu zaviSe brke ter mu nategne no-
Zice,

“Tako! Zdaj je spravljen. Ali pazite,
da ga ne izgubite ali da mu ne odlomite
kake tipalnice ali noge.”

“ “Ne bojte se! Pazil bom nanj, kakor
na zenico v ocesu.””

“To bi bilo torej pri kraju. No, mnogo in
mnogo znamenitega bi vam imel 3e poka-
zati. Poglejte, prav tu pred seboj imam
mesico, katero sem potegnil lanske pomla-
di iz sosedove gnojnice. Na prvi pogled mi
ie bilo jasno, da je nekaj osobitega, da je
nova species!®), — No, ker se jaz nisem pe-
Cal z meSicami na drobno, sem jo poslal v
Keeskemet prijatelju Korosnemelthfogotu,
ki je vse svoje zivljenje posvetil meSicam,
Njega bistro oko je na prvi hip spoznalo,
da se lo¢i moja mesica od navadne po bar-
vi, kajti navadna je ¢rna, a moja rjava.
Meni na ¢ast jo je potem imenoval ‘Cerato-
pogon Schnakschnepperleini’.

“Pa kakor vsak ¢lovek imam tudi jaz
nekaj neprijateljev. Glavni neprijatelj mi
je Strucelius. Ze dolgo sem mu trn v peli.
Pri vsaki priliki se zaganja vame. Ne vem
pa zakaj. Saj nobenemu ¢loveku ne storim
ni¢esar zalega, nimam drugega na umu
nego blaginjo ¢loveskega rodu, A pri vsem

15)  Akademija je visoka 3ola.
16)  Species=vrstu.
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tem mi nasprotuje ta Strucelius povsod.
kjer more in ne more; povsod me ponizu-
je in mi pobija zasluge. In zdaj ga tudi ta
Ceratopogon Schnakschnepperleini stra-
hovito kolje v o¢i. Uleni svet bi rad pre-
veril, da je meni na ¢ast imenovani Cerato-
pogon prav navaden, rjav da je samo zato,
ker je lezal v gnojnici. To ni¢evo trditev
podslanja s tem, da se pozneje ni nasla no-
bena ve¢. Naposled pa Se ¢eljusta brez
konca in kraja in pogreva staro neslanost,
da je nedostojno imenovati zivali po mo-
zeh.

“Uverjen sem, da razumele sami, kako
prazna, kako puhla je vsa njegova ¢ecka-
rija. Jaz nisem kriv, da je zivalca tako
redka in da sem bil dosedaj samo jaz tako
sre¢en, Kar pa govori o krstitvah po za-
sluznih mozeh, to izvira zgolj iz zavisti.
Znamo se! Mozicku se kadi pod nos, ker ni
bil e toliko srecen, da bi bil nasel kaj no-
vega in da v vseh katalogih ne najdele no-
benega . . . Strucelii.

“No, v kratkem dobi Silo za ognjilo. Ze
se mu kuha kasa. Korosnemethfogot ga bo
neusmiljeno razdéesal v prvi Stevilki. .. 0
za boga! Kaj delate? Na tla ste zbili nove-
ga Aphodiusa, ki sem vam ga podaril.”

“*Da, gospod, pogodili ste. Novopeceni
govnobrbec je Sel rakom Zvizgat, z robcem
sem ga zbil na tla,” »

“Ne govorite tako lahkomiselno, druga-

¢e bi moral misliti, da ne poznate prave ce-
ne te zivalce.”

Schnakschnepperlein je bil uzaljen. Da
bi se mu do konca ne zameril, sem se spu-
stil kakor ociten gres$nik na kolena in za-
¢el iskati dragocenega govnacda. On pa tu-
di tako. Najmanj pol ure sva drsala po ko-
lenih in vzdihovala, ali o Aphodiusu ni bi-
lo ne duha ne sluha. Nasla sva sicer bu-
ciko, ali papir¢ek na njej je bil prazen.

* “Ali bi ne bilo dobro, da bi $el k Bosl-
janu po metlo?”

“Kaj? Metla! Z metlo bi vi &li na tako
nezno stvarco? Ta beseda vam je paé kar

tako utekla z jezika, ne da bi jo bili prej
premislili.”

(Dalje prihodnjié.)
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Stric zajec na ledu.

Tomaz: “Stric zajec se je neki dan iz-
prehajal s svojim koSatim repom in . .."”

Franek: “Ampak, Tomaz, zajci imajo
kratek rep.”

Tomaz: “Ali pripovedujem zgodbo jaz
ali ti, kaj?”

Franek: “Prosim le, naprej, Tomaz. Ta
zajece je imel imeniten rep.”

Tomaz: “Seveda — imeniten, kosal rep;
in ko se je majal po poli, je zagledal botro
lisico.”

Franek: *Pa jo je hitro popihal, kajne?”

Tomaz: “Nak, je ni, ker sta si bila pri-
jatelja. Botra lisica je nesla tezko vreco rib.
In stric zajec jo nagovori:

“Kako se pa kaj imas, botra? Koliko rib!
Kje pa si jih nalovila?”

“Veseli me, da te vidim, stric zajec! Ime-
nitne ribe to! Ujela sem jih v ribnjaku po-
leg gozda.”

“Gotovo si jih lovila cele ure. a?”

“*Ojemnasta, ne; prav lahko jih je loviti.”

“Kako pa si naredila,” je vprasal stric
zajee, ki je ribe imel jako rad.

“Ve§, tam je drevo, ki je padlo v vodo.
Na to drevo sem sedla in pomocila rep v
vodo. Ribnjak je poln rib. Prihajale so dru-
ga za drugo, se prijemale za dlake mojega
repa, jaz pa sem jih metala iz vode. Vidis,
tako sem jih nalovila.” In botra lisica se je
poslovila.

Stric zajec pa se je Se tisli veler na-
polil k ribnjaku. Zagledal je drevo v vodi,
sedel nanj, kosmati rep pa vtaknil v vodo.
Rib seveda ni bilo, in tako je kmalu za-
spal. No¢ je bila mrzla. Zmrzovalo je, da
je vse pokalo, in kmalu je zamrznil tudi
ribnik. Sredi no¢i se je stric zajec prebudil.

Dejal je: “Aha! Nekaj se ze drzi mojega
repa!” — ter potegnil. “Primaruha, ta riba
Je pa strasno velika!” je dejal in potegnil
iznova.

“Kako velika riba je to!” In potegnil je
Se enkrat, na vso mo¢ je ruknil. Rrresk!
Ubogi stric zajec!

Franek: ““Ali je izvlekel rep iz leda?”

Tomaz: “To je ravno, da ga ni. In radi
lega imajo zajci Se dandanes tako kratek
rep.

S kruhom ali brez kruha.

Oce gre s sinom v mesto prodajal jajca.
Nista jih nesla mnogo, a nadejala sla se¢ do-
bre kupcije; zakaj kokosi niso tedaj nesle
posebno. Oce razlaga sinku zaradi dobre
kupcije tudi dobro srec¢o za vso bodocnost.

‘*Jajca prodava drago. Za izkupicek, kar
ga bo ve¢ kakor navadno, stavim v loterijo.
Gotovo zadenem. Polem kupim prasica.
Zakoljemo ga in naredimo klobase. To se
bomo gostili, ko jih bomo jedli s kruhom!”

“Oce, brez kruha, kar same klobase, saj
jih bo dosti,” popravlja sinko.

“Ne! S kruhom se morajo jesti klobase.
Kaj ti ves!”

“Brez kruha, ofe, same klobase bomo
jedli.”

“Mol¢i! Jaz pravim, s kruhom jih bomo
jedli.”

“Brez kruha!”

“S kruhom!”

“Brez —"

Sedaj pa decek Ze ni mogel ve¢ koncati
trditve. Zadela je otetova palica njega in
kos z jajci. Palice pa se boji Se pes. Sinko
zatne teli, ofe za njim. Palica je padala.
kadar je kaj dosegla, in je dosegla, a ne dol-
go. Najprej je zavpil sinko, da mu je oce
razbil jajca. Ko se oce ogleda, vidi, da je
on svoja raztresel in pobil, ko je v sveti jezi
in skrbi za sreéno bodoénost tekel za si-
nom.

Vrnila sta se domov brez stave v loterijo.
brez klobas, brez kruha in brez jajec.

I. Trost.
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Svatba.

Pika Polonca Kdo pa je godec?
s kikeljco rdeco, Marzulinraje!
danes mozi se. Ej, na harmoniko
Vostite sreco! griléek jo daje!

Chicago Art Institute,

1

Slavckova pesem. Breton.
Dvoje kobilic Kaj pa nevesta?
urno vprezite, Solze si brise.
drugu, druzici Tezko je iti
Sopke pripnite! zdoma, od hise!

Vida Jerajeva.
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Albin Cebular:

-
Zastavice.

1. 8.
Stricek-razuzdancek Starka skljuc¢ena vrh gore
prisel je na klancek, skriva se za gabre, bore.
smuknil je med cvetje, (203
ga raznesel v svet je. 9.

(19190) Po njivi polujem, polujem, polujem . .
2. in s klasjem pseni¢nim

Svilni pajcolan se hrabro bojujem.

valovi: “(d1s)
cez poljé, ravan. 10.
(‘e[gap) Iz blalnega korila
3. polzi srebrna kita.
Jamice polne LAY
bele so volne. 11,
('BO}[)ZOU{)) \ kOlﬂC‘.Ck se udira
1 srebrno rezilee,
; I ’ 1 kolacek hrescaje
Med viharjem besnim, rezilce pozira . . .
skozi noc, ('zoN)
slarci grbasli racijo 12,
tipajoc. (TI98IE) Metuljéek pijan
& HERH pricinca v pristan.
J. ("eotuaper)
0O kresu 13.
lucice so v plesu. (-91usaay) Grbasti starkiﬁprirc?.vju prste —
g ? reva molci,
6. solzne pa vendar so njene oci.
Porednica drvi, drvi . . . (‘err)
pa ko se zavrti, 1.
se listje v zrak spusli. Hop, hop, hop, hop!
(elmg) rjavih dlaédic sop,
7. iz gabra na beko,
Brez-rok, iz bora na smreko.
brez-nog, ("BOLIDADN)
brez-trupa, 15.
brez-perja, V temne dvore
brez-dlake nosijo ¢rnei
ti lazim okrog. bele tovore.
("qens) Colfaeapy)

||
| &l

i
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Nas koticek.

Zopel je minilo pol leta. Marsikaj smo se
pomenili v tem koti¢ku in z marsikatero u-
ganko smo si belili glave. Tekma za prve-
ga pol leta je konéana. Zalenja se nova
tekma, ki bo trajala zopet Sest mesecev.

Vsak, ki se misli udeleziti te nove tekme,
naj takoj za¢ne, da ne bo zaostal. Danas-
nji uganki sta prvi dve izmed dvanajstih,
ki bodo priobéene tekom tega pol leta. Ti-
sti trije, ki bodo resili najve¢ ugank, bodo
dobili lepe nagrade. V slucaju, da bi pri-
$li za nagrade v postev ve¢ kot tri resilel
z ozirom na enako Stevilo resenih ugank,
bodo dobili vsi enako nagrado.

Kdor zeli dobiti kuverte z natisnjenim
naslovom urednidtva, naj poslje uredni-
Stvu znamko za 2 centa.

Sedaj pa takoj na delo, kdor hoce dobili
kako nagrado!

Pozdrav!

Urednik.
Uganke.
13.

V kakem sorodstvu je otrok svojemu

ocetu, ako ni njegov sin?

1 2|3|4

5 b|7 8

9 10 | 1" 12

I3|I4IIS|I6
|

Prestavi stevila 1 do 16 v gornji raz-
predelnici tako, da bo vsota v vodorav-
nih, pokonénih in dveh diagonalnih vrstah
enaka 34.

Resitve ugank.

11.
Ki-ki-ri-ki.
12.
BBBBZ2ZZZZZBBZBBBZBZZ
BBZZZBZZBBZ. f

Resilci.

Po eno uganko so resili:
Isabella Junko, Pittsburg, Kans.
Mary Oblack, Clinton, Ind.
Mary Dobrovole, Waukegan, 111
Charles Bogatei, Frontenac, Kans.
Elsie Kralj, La Salle, I11.
Frank Spiaser, Johnston City, IlL
Frank Virant, Imperial, Pa.
Jennie Bohine, Export, Pa.
Darinka Kuhel, Eveleth, Minn.

RESILCI UGANK V ST. 5.
(Prislo prepozno za zadnjo $tevilko.)
Obe uganki je resila:
Isabelle Junko, Pittsburg, Kans.
Po eno uganko sta resila:
Victor Kranje, North Chicago, 11l
IF'rank Kreffel, Indianapolis, Ind.

Nagrade in pohuvale.
Nagrade dobijo:
Frank Virant, Imperial, Pa.
Jennie Bohine, Export, Pa.
Mary Dobrovole, Waukegan, T1L
Isabelle Junko, Pittsburg, Kans.

Gori imenovani so reili vsak po desel
ugank, radi tega dobijo vsi enako nagra-
do, namre¢ vsak po dve krasni slovenski
knjigi. Nagrade se bodo v kratkem razpo-
slale. Knjige so namreé narocene iz stare-
ga kraja, pa Se niso vse prisle. Upati je, da
bodo vsi §tirje v prihodnji Stevilki poroca-
li, kako so zadovoljni z nagradami.

- - -

Nadalje se pohvalno omenja deset re-
Silcev, ki so se odlikovali z velikim Stevi-
lom pravilno resenih ugank. Ti so:

Rudie Raspet, Delmont, Pa.
Angela Bucher, East Moline, I11.
John Steban, Herminie, Pa.
Tessie Kerze, Cleveland, 0.
Darinka Kuhel, Eveleth, Minn.
Victor Kranje, North Chicago, I11.
Rozalija Vogrich, Chicago, Il
Frances Dolanc, La Salle, I11.
James Kuzhnik, Chicago, Ill.
Robert Tekaue, Cleveland, 0.
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Drobiz.

Snaga pri Japoncih.

Japonci imajo lepo navado, da skrbno
pazijo na telesno snago. Japonski delavec
se koplje vsaj enkrat na dan v topli vodi.
Kdor bi ne storil tega, ga ljudje ne marajo
med seboj. Imovitejsi ljudje se kopljejo
v toplih letnih ¢asih vsaj trikrat na dan.
Mrzle vode Japonec ne mara. Voda mora
biti skoraj vrela. V' glavnem mestu Toki-
ju, ki ima 1,250.000 prebivaleev, je nad 1000
javnih kopali3¢. Za kopel z milom vred je
placati 2—3 cente. Vrhutega ima skoraj
vsaka hiSa svoje kopalis¢e. Na kmelih za-
kurijo pod milim nebom pod kad ter se
kopljejo takorekoé nad ognjem. — Zal, da
se pri nas nekateri ljudje — zlasli otroci —
tako silno boje vode, ko je vendar snaga
glavna pospesevalka dragocencga zdravja!

Zivali in godba.

Neki prirodoslovec je opazoval leta in
leta, kako vpliva godba na razne zivali. O
svojem opazovanju poroc¢a: Konj je prija-
telj, pes pa sovraznik godbe. Konju najbolj
ugaja godba na pihala, pes pa najbolj so-
vrazi godbo na lok in orglice. Macko pre-
podi glasna godba, ugajajo pa ji nezni gla-
sovi. Ako zaigra$ opicam na gosli ali na
piscalko vesel napev, nehajo plesati in ska-
kati ter mirno poslusajo. Slon in nosoroZec
sta za godbo popolnoma neobéutna. Ce
zatuje godbo morski konj, pomoli glavo iz
vode, pa se zopet kmalu potopi. Tigrom
prija nezna in mirna godba, hrupna in ve-
sela pesem pa jim ni vSe¢. Krokodil poslu-
$a z veseljem godbo ter pri tem odpira svo-
je Siroko zrelo. Medved se ozre tja, odko-
der prihaja glas piscalke, povoha zrak in
zemljo, gre proti godbi ter zadovoljno cap-
lja semintja.

L - L

Obleka iz papirja.

V velikih mestih na Japonskem stane
obleka, narejena iz papirja, komaj 80 cen-
tov. Tako obleko nosijo vec¢inoma kuli
(delavei), ki delajo pod milim nebom. Ce-
ravno so ti ljudje vedno izpostavljeni vsa-
kemu vremenu, ne odloZe nikdar svoje pa-

pirnate, z oljem namocene obleke. Vkljub
temu pa lahko nosijo tako obleko leto dm
ali pa se dlje casa.

- - .

Novo leto na Kitajskem.

Novo leto so letos zaceli Kitajei dne 1
prosinca, leta 1922. pa 13. svecana. Kilajei
namrec dele mesece po naras¢anju lune do
S¢ipa, kar traja le 29 ali kve¢jemu 30 dni.
Vsako tretje leto pridenejo po en takozvani
prestopni mesec v popolnitev koledarja.
Novo leto praznujejo na Kitajskem po ves
mesec, tedaj le podivajo in se vesele, ne
delajo pa nicesar.

Prava barva zlala.

L.e malo ljudi pozna pravo barvo zlala,
ker ga vidimo najve¢ mesSanega z drugimi
kovinami, nikdar pa ne ¢istega. Tako je
tudi zlat denar pomesan z drugimi kovina-
mi. Najcistejsi zlat denar, kar so ga ko-
vali doslej, so bili cekini po 50 dolarjev.
Take cekine so kovali pred leti v Cali-
forniji. Pa tudi ¢isto zlato nima povsod
enake barve. Avstralsko zlato je bolj rdec-
kasto kakor ono v Californiji, zlato na U-
ralu (v mejnem gorovju med Evropo in
Azijo) je pa Se bolj rdec¢e barve.

- - -

Dolgo krajevno ime.

V Walesu na AngleSkem so pri sodnijski
obravnavi imenovali precej dolgo ime ne-
kega kraja. Odvetniki so mu rekli “Lan-
fair”. Ko je vprasal sodnik po pravem ime-
nu doti¢nega kraja, so mu rekli, da se glasi
to ime “Llonfairpwllgwyngyllgogerych-
wyrndrobwlltysiliogogoch”. — Kdo ve, ko-
likokrat se jim je zapletel jezik, ko so izgo-
varjali to lepo ime.

- * -
127 raznih jezikowv.

Dezela, kjer govore 127 raznih jezikov,
je Indija v Aziji. Indija je angleska last,
in angleski kralj je indijski cesar. Skup-
no Stevilo vseh prebivalcev Indije Steje 291
milijonov dus. V Indiji imajo Anglezi sa-
mo 10.000 vojakov.
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Sedem svetovnih cudes.

Tako sg imenovali v starem veku sedem
velicastnih gradbenih in umetnostnih del,
ki so se odlikovala po svoji velikosti in kra-
soti. Nekatera teh del so ohranjena $e da-
nes v orazvalinah in vzbujajo nase obéudo-
vanje. Toda tudi nasa doba proizvaja dela
¢loveskih rok in njegovega uma, ki jih lah-
ko imenujemo svetovna ¢udesa. Nedavno
je nek zelo razsirjen evropski list vprasal
svoje citalee, katerih sedem del sedanjosti
bi imenovali svetovna ¢uda. Prislo je nad
150.000 odgovorov na to vprasanje, na pod-
lagi katerih je sestavljena spodnja lista
modernih svetovnih ¢udesov. Najprej pa
S0 Se naSteta sedmera Ccudesa starega veka,
kakor nam jih nasteva zgodovina in ustno
izrocilo.

Sedem svetovnih cudes slarega veka:
Piramide.

Semiramidini visec¢i vrtovi.
Artemizin tempel v Efezu.

Zevsov kip v Efezu.

Mavzolej v Halikarnasu.

Kolos (kip ¢loveka) na Rodu.
Svelilnik na otoku Pharus.

SIS e KN -

Cudesa nasega veka:

Brezzi¢ni telegraf in telefon.
2. Panamski kanal.
Aeroplan in zrakoplov, ki se da vodiltl.
Radium.
Kinematograf.
Podmorski coln.
Roentgenovi zarki.

e 2

-
e w

~1

Japonski obed.

Japonci jedo najrajsi zelenjavo, sadje,
morsko travo itd. Mleka, sira in masla ne
Poznajo, ker se ne pecajo z zivinorejo. Ce
hotejo jesti kokosino ali svinjino, zadavijo
ali utope take zivali, ker ne marajo pre-
livati krvi s klanjem. NajnavadnejSa jed
S0 pa Japoncem ribe. Po obedu pijejo ¢aj,
0cko opojno pijato in pokade pipico toba-
ka. Vilic, noZa in zlice ne poznajo, jedo 7
dvema lesenima klinékoma, ki ju vrZejo
Po obedu stran. Tekocine pa le posrebljajo
Z jezikom.

209
Japonska macka.

Dasi so na Japonskem nekatere zivali iste
viste kot v Evropi, se vendar jako razliku-
jejo od nasih. Japonska macka ima n. pr.
prav kratek rep ali ga pa sploh nima., Ne-
koé¢ so dali perzijski macki za druzico ja-
ponsko macko, a ta je bezala pred prvo.
Ko so pa perzijski macki odsekali rep, sta
si bili z japonsko macko takoj najboljs:
prijateljici. Tudi japonski psi se razliku-
Jejo od nasih psov najbolj v tem, da nima-
jo skoro ni¢ nosu, temveé le neznatne nos-
nice.

Zalostna beseda.

Ucitelj: “Ucili ste se ze o glagolu. — Po-
vej mi torej, kaksna beseda je umreti?”

e “? "

Uc¢enece: “Zalostna!

Junak Milko.
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The First Prest.

The chief of the Cave Folks,
Was tall Strong Arm,
The first on the trail,
Or to give an alarm;
The longest, the strongest,
He taught them to know
The paths which were safe,

And the ways they should go.

But now he was crushed
By a pain-maddened bear,
Protecting her cubs
Hid away in her lair.
They buried him deep,
And they covered his bed,
With earth and with stones
And they placed at his head,
Pink tubers, and fishes,
And baskets of meat,
That he might not lack food
When his spirit would eat.

They knew that his spirit
Was hovering near,
And they made a lament
To his mythical ear;
*Oh Spirit,” they cried,
“Pray you tell us the way
To find a new chief,
Lest we wander astray.”

And as the nights passed,
And the people awoke,
The Lazy One fooled
All these credulous folk.
“The spirit of Strong Arm
Remembers our plight,
And brings me commands,
As I sleep in the night;
He bids you choose Oof
As your chief and your guide,
And commands me give counsel.
For Him, at his side.”

\

And the Cave Folk believed
In this primitive priest,

And gave him the tenderest meat,
At the feast.

—Early Jungle Folk.
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The History of Dick Whittington and His Cat.

Old Chapbook

In the reign of the famous King Ed-
ward the Third, there was a little boy
called Dick Whittington, whose father and
mother died when he was very young, so
that he remembered nothing at all aboul
them, and was left a dirty little fellow run-
ning about a country village. As poor
Dick was not old enough lo work, he was
in a sorry plight. He got but little for his
dinner, and sometimes nothing at all for

Twilight in Italy.

his breakfast, for the people who lived in
the village were very poor themselves, and
could spare him little more than the par-
Ings of potatoes, and now and then a hard
crust.

For all this, Dick Whittington was a ve-
ry sharp boy, and was always listening to
What every one talked about.

On Sundays he never failed to get near
the farmers, as they sat talking on the
tombstones in the churchyard; and once a
Week you might be sure to see little Dick

leaning against the signpost of the village
alchouse, where people stopped to drink
as they came from the next market town;
and whenever the barber’s shop door was
open Dick listened o all the news he told
his customers.

In this manner Dick heard of the greal
city called London; how the people who
lived there were all fine gentlemen and la-
dies; thal there were singing and music in

Chicago Art Institute,

Goorge Inness,

il all day long; and that the streets were
paved all over with gold.

One day a wagoner, with a large wagon
and eight horses, all with bells at their
heads, drove through the village while
Dick was lounging near his favorite sign-
post. The thought immediately struck him
that it must be going to the fine town of
London; and taking courage he asked the
wagoner to let him walk with him by the
side of the wagon. The man, hearing from
poor Dick that he had no parents, and see-
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ing by his ragged condition that he could
not be worse off, told him he might go if
he would; so they set off together.

Dick got safe to London; and so eager
was he to see the fine streets paved all
over with gold that he ran as fast as his
legs would carry him through several
streets, expecting every moment to come
to those that were all paved with gold, for
Dick had three times seen a guinea in his
own village, and observed what a great
deal of money it brought in change; so he
imagined he had only to take up some lit-
tle bits of the pavement to have as much
money as he desired.

Poor Dick ran till he was tired, and at
last, finding it grow dark, and that which-
ever way he turned he saw nothing but dirt
instead of gold, he sat down in a dark cor-
ner and cried himself asleep.

Little Dick remained all night in the
streets; and next morning, finding himself
very hungry, he got up and walked aboul.
asking those he met to give him a half-
penny to keep him from starving; but no-
body slayed to answer him, and only two
or three gave him anything, so that the
poor boy was soon in the most miserable
condition. Being almost starved to death,
he laid himself down at the door of one
Mr. Fitzwarren, a great, rich merchant.
Here he was soon perceived by the cook-
maid, who was an ill-tempered creature,
and happened just then to be very busy
dressing dinner for her master and mis-
tress; so, seeing poor Dick, she called out,
“What business have you there, you lazy
rogue? There is nothing else but beggars;
if you do not take yourself away, we wil
see how you will like a sousing of some
dishwater I have here that is hot enough to
make you caper.”

Just at this time Mr. Fitwarren himself
came home from the city to dinner, and,
seeing a dirty, ragged boy lying at the
door, said to him, “Why do you lie there,
my lad? You seem old enough to work. |
fear you must be somewhat idle.” “No, in-
deed, sir,” says Whittington, “that is not
true, for I would work with all my heart,
but I know nobody, and I believe I am ve-
ry sick for want of food.”

MLADINSKI LIST

“Poor fellow!” answered Mr. Fitzwarren.

Dick now ftried to rise, but was obliged
to lie down again, being too weak to stand,
for he had not caten anything for three
days, and was no longer able to run about
and beg a halfpenny of people in the
street; so the kind merchant ordered that
he should be taken into his house, and
have a good dinner immediately, and that
he should be kept to do what work he was
able for the cook.

Little Dick would have lived very hap-
pily in this worthy family had it not been
for the crabbed cook, who was finding
fault and scolding him from morning till
night, and was withal so fond of roasting
and basting that, when the spit was oul of
her hands, she would be at basting poor
Dick’s head and shoulders with a broom,
or anything else that happened to fall in
her way, till at last her ill usage of him
was told to Miss Alice, Mr. Fitzwarren's
daughter, who asked the ill-tempered crea-
ture if she was not ashamed to use a little
friendless boy so cruelly; and added she
would certainly be turned away if she did
not treat him with more kindness.

But though the cook was so ill-tempered,
Mr. Fitzwarren'’s foolman was quite the
contrary. He had lived in the family many
years, was rather elderly, and had once a
little boy of his own, who died when about
the age of Whittinglon, so that he could
not but feel compassion for the poor boy.

As the footman was very fond of read-
ing, he used generally in the evening to
entertain his fellow servants, when they
had done their work, with some amusing
book. The pleasure our little hero took in
hearing him made him very much desire
to learn to read, too; so the next time the
good-natured foolman gave him a half-
penny, he bought a hornbook with it; and.
with a little of his help, Dick soon learned
his letters, and afterwards to read.

(To be continued).

Mother: “Johnny, don’t run so fasl
around the house. You'll fall and hurt
vourself.”

Johnny: “If T don’t run fast it’ll hurt any-
way. Dad’s chasing me.”
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Nature’'s Reason Why.

Atmosphere and Its Ultility.

(Conclusion.)

If the water surface is large and the tem-
perature high, there is a large amount of
evaporation and the water rapidly rises
into the air. In the tropics the evaporation
from the water surface amounts to per-
haps eight feet a year. This means ll'lul
the energy of the sun evaporates about five
hundred pounds from every square foot of
the surface every year. In the polar lali-
tudes the amount of evaporation is perhaps
a tenth of that in the tropics. From every
water surface on the globe, however, a
large amount of water is evaporated each
year.

When we wish to dry clothes, we place
them in a warm room or in the sunshine.
Soon we find that the water has left the
clothes. It must have gone into the air. It
would thus appear that when the tempera-
ture of the air is raised, it has the capacity
of taking up more moisture than when it
is cold. When air is sufficiently cooled, it
begins to deposit moisture. The tempéra-
ture at which the deposition begins is the
dew point for that time and place. This
property that air has of taking up a large
amount of moisture when heated and of
giving it out when cooled is the cause of
our clouds and rain.

The condition of the air as regards the
moisture it holds is called its humidity.
The amount of vapor present in the air is
spoken of as its absolute humidity. The
amount of vapor in the air as compared
with the amount the air would contain if
it had all it could hold is known as ils re-
lative humidity. By determining the dew
point and comparing this with tables which
have been prepared by metrologists from
many observations, relative humidity can
always be approximately determined. An

instrument for determining the relative hu-
midity of the air is called a hygrometer.
To be considered moist, air must contain
al least more than half the amount of mois-
ture it is capable of carrying. If air con-
tains much more than half moisture it can
carry, its humidity is said to be high. When
air which has a high humidity is cooled, it
soon reaches a point of temperature where
it is saturated (the dew point). If the tem-
perature falls below this point, the air must
deposit some of its moisture. It is import-
ant not to think of the dew point as a fixed
point of temperature, like that of freezing
or boiling. The dew point depends not on-
ly upon the temperature of the air but also
upon the amount of vapor in the air.

Moisture of the air may condense into
little droplets high above the earth’s sur-
face, making clouds. If these droplets form
near the surface on the earth, the cloud of
moisture is called fog. If it collects on ob-
jects on or near the ground, it is called
dew. When droplets in the clouds become
so large that they are too heavy to remain
suspended in the air, they fall as rain. Rain

and dew can form enly when the dew point

is higher than the freezing point. When
the dew point falls below the freezing
point, moisture of the atmosphere con-
denses as snow, sleel, or frost. Thus a fall
of snow on a mountain is sometimes accom-
panied by rain in the valley.

Nature provides for keeping the human
body and the bodies of some other animals
at the right temperature by this process of
evaporation. The warmer the healthy body
gets, the more it perspires, and the evapo-
ration of the perspiration keeps down the
temperature.
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Ebno’l Amed.

“Hold me fast, mamma, when we enler
the Khan. I am afraid.”

“Afraid of whal, Ebno’l Amed?” Umd-
habai exclaimed, turning sharply upon her
sol.

The little fellow was only ten years old,
but he did not look like one who would
be much afraid of anything, as he slood,
barefooted on the sand, facing his mother.
Those were his words, however, and he
was her only child — her fatherless boy.
in a land where men and boys were valued
simply according to their courage.

*Allah forbid it!” Umdhabai added an-
grily. “Ebno’l Amed is not a coward.”

Slowly and thoughtfully the boy asked:

“Is he always a coward who is afraid?”

Umdhabai nodded her head, and he ad-
ded, “Then, mamma, I must be a coward,
for I am afraid.”

Umdhabai almost dropped the basket of
fruit she was carrying, and, dumb with
anger and mortification, stood looking
down upon the little figure.

Behind them was the little village where
they lived upon the edge of the great desert.
They were on their way to a large Khan
with a well where caravans encamped for
a day when coming or going over that
trackless sea.

At daybreak that morning, they had seen
the long black line, twisting and writhing
as it crept like a serpent over the glisten-
ing sand, indicating that a trailing train
of camels, with drooping heads and lagging
feel, came out of the desert, and all the vil-
lagers gathered baskets of fruit and hur-
ried toward the Khan, sure of a good
markel day.

Umdhabai forgot her errand, however,
as she stood in silence, looking scornfully
down, while Ebno’l Amed asked, “Will
papa ever come back to us?”

“Never!” she replied solemnly. *He has
taken the long journey. But he was a brave
man. He has gone where the Prophet
promised to the brave eternal happiness.
No coward will ever follow him.”

Not heeding the taunt, Ebno’l Amed
asked:
“If the famine comes again, mamma,

what can you do without papa?”

“I must sell my jewels,” she replied,
glancing at the necklace which she wore,
in the common custom of her people who
carry all of their wealth about them, as
ornaments, for want of some safer place to
put it. Umdhabai was still very angry.
however, and added: “They came from a
brave man. Shall they go to keep a coward
from starving?”

Ebno’l Amed’s lip guivered, and his eyes
were bright with tears; but he went on
with his thought: “If the famine lasted
longer than the jewels, mamma, couldn’l
I help some?”

*A coward is like the south wind; bring-
ing sand instead of rain,” said Umdhabai
fiercely.

“If  am near you I can help you,”’
Ebno’l Amed insisted. “Only for that |
wouldn’t be afraid to go to the Khan alone,
to sell the fruit; but I heard men say thal
the caravan this morning was led by the
lerrible Abu’l Hasham.”

*Abu’l Hasham!” Umdhabai exclaimed.
with a startled shudder. ‘*'Come, let us go
back.”

“No, no, mamma,” the boy pleaded.
“Only keep your hand on me. Then he
cannol steal me, and 1 shall not be afraid.
I am too small to fight him, and if he
carried me far away and sold me for a
slave, 1 could not help you, mamma.
Come!” and he tugged upon her sarai.

After what she had been saying about
bravery, Umdhabai did not dare to let
Ebno’l Amed see how thoroughly she her-
self was frightened by that name of Abu'l
Hasham—the terror of every tribe and
village of North Africa; so laying a trembl-
ing hand upon his shoulder, she reluctantly
started toward the Khan to sell her fruit in
the caravan of the brigand slave-collector.

It was a miserable desert town they
entered: but it boasted a mud wall, with
Iwo gales, bearing their names in great

2
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letters on the arch: “Gate of the Desert”
and “Gate of the Sea.”

Ebno’l Amed was chatting fearlessly
enough, now, but his mother’s face grew
very anxious as the bedlam of voices
greeted them from the Khan, where men,
women and children, in the inevilable
fashion of an Oriental caravan, were shout-
ing and wrangling in different languages,
and camels and dromedaries were grunt-
ing and groaning as they went through the
laborious task of lying down.

It was not the confusion which disturbed
Umdhabai, however, for ordinarily she
would have hurried to the noisiest quarter,
sure that there the people would be the
most wide awake, and in a moment she
would have been shouting and wrangling
with the rest, selling her fruit faster than
any of her neighbors. To-day she would
have given it all away rather than go near
the place.

Upon the very outskirts of the Khan she
sat down, with the basket in front of her,
and one arm about her boy.

“Why don't you shout, mamma?” he
asked; but receiving no reply he, too, laps-
ed into silence, and sat watching the
camels and playing with the silver bands
upon his mother’s ankle.

There had only been a few customers
when Ebno’l Amed felt the arm tighten
about him and tremble, and, looking up,
he saw a tall Moor, with a white beard and
a scar on one side of his face. The man
paused, and asked the price of all the fruit
left in the basket.

“Take it without money. It has no price,”
Umdhabai replied, pushing the basket
toward him with her foot, It was the same
form which the old Isaiah used, and
Which one hears every day in the East,
Where there are venders of anything. The
usual meaning is that the purchaser is ex-
Pected to be particularly liberal; but for
once in her life Umdhabai would have been
glad to be taken at her word.

The Moor placed the basket on his shoul-
der, simply asking, “Where shall I send
the money?”

“To the house nearest to the Gate of De-
sert,” Umdhabai replied in a faint voice

as she rose to her feel, and taking Ebno’l
Amed by the hand whispered, *Come, we
must hurry.”

Faster and faslter she walked, till the boy
was obliged to run. They passed the house
by the gate, then the gate, and still hurried
on over the sand toward the village.

At first Ebno’l Amed wondered why his
mother had sacrificed the price of her fruit
rather than tell the Moor truly where she
lived, but as they hurried on he looked up
and asked:

“Mamma, was (hat Abu’l Hasham?”

Umdhabai did not answer, for, in truth.
no one had told her that it was he; but
Ebno’l Amed knew well enough that he

An Oriental Bandit.

was right, and shuddered as he thought
that he had looked, for a moment, into the
face of Abu’l Hasham, the slave-dealer.

All day long the mother’s eyes were kept
upon her boy. Ebno’l Amed realized it,
and was glad of it; for he had heard many
a story of the mysterious ways by which
Abu’l Hasham stole whom he would, car-
ried them off, and sold them as slaves.

He tried to make himself think that he
was not a coward, and was not afraid, bul
he knew very well that he was afraid.

Ebno’l Amed slept upon a mat, close to
his mother, upon the earth floor of the
one little room in their hut; but above that
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room, and close under the roof, his father
had constructed a low, dark loft, where
they often stored their fruit when il was
ripening too fast, and, though it was not a
comfortable place to sleep, Ebno’l Amed
obeyed without a word, when his mother
directed him to take his mat up there for
the night.

It seemed as though he could never go to
sleep. The moment he shut his eyes, he
found himself looking straight into Abdu’l
Hashman’s face again. When he did sleep,
however, he slept very soundly, and it was
so dark in the loft that he slept very late.

Through a crack in the palm-leaf roof he
could see that it was broad daylight when
he opened his eyes, and, wondering that
his mother had not called him to say his
prayers at sunrise, he crept to the opening
into the room below. :

Looking down, he started back in ter-
ror, and his heart stood still. All was con-
fusion there. The mat upon which his mo-
ther slept was torn, and Umdhabai was
nowhere to seen,

Gathering courage, at last, he dropped
o the floor, and hurried to the open door.
No. She was not anywhere. Looking toward
the nearest huts, he saw at once that some-
thing very serious had happened.

A few old men and women were sitting
on the ground, before the doors, wailing
and moaning as they did at funerals. It
could not be that his mother was dead, or
they would be at his door, instead. Yet she
could not be alive, or she would surely
be there, wailing and moaning with the
rest.

While he stood, wondering, in the door,
he caught one name which the mourners
pronounced louder and more frequently
than all the rest. It was “Abu’l Hagsham.”

Then he knew it all; and dropping upon
the ground, with his back against the mud
wall, all alone Ebno’l Amed began to wail
and moan like the rest.

In a sort of spontancous poetry, to which
the Arabic is particularly adapted, he pul
his thoughts into words and sang them, in
a low, sad chant.

“Abu’l Hasham, the terrible, came to my
home, last night,” he moaned. “My mother
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feared him coming, and she thought only
of me. She hid me away from him. But
he came. Oh! he came. While I slept in
safely, he came in the night. Yes, he came
and he took my mother — the light of my
eyes — the breath of my body — the blood
of my heart. He has carried her away. He
will sell her for a slave, far, far away from
her people. O, Umdhabai, Mamma Umdha-
bai! why did I sleep? Why did I" —

He suddenly stopped the chant, and sat
looking at his little hands, as he slowly
clasped and unclasped them.

“Is Ebpo’l Amed a coward?” he asked
himself. “Is he like the south wind, which
brings the sand and no rain? If I can help
my mother, it will be by being where she
is.”’

He sprang to his feet, and entered the
hut. A moment later he came out, wrapped
up in a long white sarai, a badge of mourn-
ing, and leaving the village walked directly
toward the town.

Another caravan was in the Khan. Abu’l
Hasham, with his captives, had left during
the night, by the Gate of the Sea. As the
sun was setting, the second caravan roused
itself and started in the same direction.
Among the motley collection of followers
who often form a large, unmounted com-
pany behind a great caravan, they noticed
a little atom of humanity so completely
covered with a mourning sarai, that it was
hard to say if it were a boy or girl. It was
no one’s concern where it came from or
whither it went. The grand Mussulman law
of hospilality provided the little stranger
with food and shelter, but beyond that the
national lack of curiosity allowed him to
follow his own course, unmolested.

As the caravan entered the gate of the
great city on the sea, there was excitement
and consternation  everywhere. Some
British soldiers were posting a notice upon
the arch, stating that the English govern-
ment had discovered a plot to injure her
subjects between the desert and the sea,
and to rise an insurrection. The man who
was at the head of it was known to be in
that region, and a large reward was of-
fered for him, dead or alive. He was Abu'l
Hasham.
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Ebno’l Amed left the caravan, and turn-
ed into the first narrow alley which they
passed, He, alone, knew that Abu’l Hasham
mus! have entered that same gate, only a
few hours before; but he had no one lo
whom he could go for advice. Instinet told
nim that as soon as Abu’l Hasham saw
those notices he would make his escape,
and that if he was to do anything to rescue
his mothgr he must do it quickly.

He wanted to be alone, to see if he could
not think out what should be done. He
turned into one narrow alley after another,
pulling the soiled sarai closer about him,
and slowly walking along the damp and
slimy pavement — so different from his
own desert sand — without so much as no-
ticing it, though it was the first time in his
life that he had ever been in a city.

While he was wandering on, a waler-
carrier passed him. He noticed the skin
water-bag and, being very thirsty, he turn-
ed round and called to the man, asking
him for drink. He called twice, but the
man seemed little inclined to heed him;
but, turning, Ebno’l Amed ran after him,
‘aught him by the arm, and shouted:
“Water! In Allah’s name, give me water!”

Then the man paused and filled his cup,
and Ebno’l Amed, while he waited, looked
up at him, to find himself face lo face
again with Abu’l Hasham.

He was too thoroughly frightened to ut-
ter a sound. He even took the water and
drank it, without knowing what he did;
but the whole situation was unfolding it-
self in the boy's mind. He realized that,
disguised as a waler-carrier, Abu’l Hasham
was stealing down those deserted alleys
intent upon escaping from the city. He
knew that if he let him go he would escape,
and all hope of saving his mother would
be lost. As the water-carrier hurried on,
Ebno’l Amed tried to throw off the fright,
and as it was all he could do, he fixed two
bright, black eyes upon the retreating
figure, determined not to lose sight of him.

On and on they went, ‘twisting about in
the narrow lanes, till the water carrier
Suddenly turned to the right. While Ebno’l

med was wondering why, and hurrying
to catch up with him again, he almost ran
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into the very officers whom he saw at the
gale, pulling up the nolice.

IEven in the excitement of the moment
he wondered why he had not thought of
them before, and. though he could not
speak a word axcepl Arabic, he caught thie
nearest one by the coal, and pointing down
the alley, angrily repealed that one name,
“Abu’l Hasham!™

Fortunately, thal was all that was want-
ed, and Ebno’l Amed ran after them as they
chased the water-carrier and took him
prisoner.

There was great excitement at the British
headquarters when it was known that the
Government had secured its prize in less
than an hour after publishing its offer.
Ebno’l Amed was a very small boy to pos-
sess so much money, but the reward was
fairly won, and they prepared to fulfill the
promise.

When they told him of the wealth that
would be his, however, he simply shook
his head, and replied:

“I don’t want it. What could I do with
it? 1 want my mamma. Abdu’l Hasham
stole her away from me, and brought her
to sell her as a slave, and 1 followed him
to get her back. T want my mamma.”

This was still greater news to the officers
who were working hard to suppress slave-
stealing. The caplives were found, and
were all set free, while the servants of
Abu’l Hasham were arrested.

That was a grand day for Ebno’l Amed.
Umdhabaj clasped him in her arms — the
proudest mother of the bravest boy among
all the Arabs; and when the rest of f{he
captives saw who had set them free, they
made a royal palanquin out of their arms
and shoulders, and in a grand, triumphal
procession they bore him, day after day,
all the way from the sea to his desert home.

Abd el Ardavan.

The Willing Cow.

Dealer (bargaining for the cow) — “How
much milk does she give?”

Farmer (warily) — “I don’t rightly
know, sir. But she be a darned good-
natured cow, and she’ll give all she can.”
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Radio.

A. Hyatt Verrill.

Radio is probably the most important,
the most wonderful and the most interest-
ing of all modern inventions and unlike
many other modern wonders it is within
the reach of all. That this has been ap-
preciated is proved by the fact that there
are already over 1,000,000 receiving sta-
tions or sets in use in the United States,
that over 25,000 sending or transmission
stations have been given licenses by the
United States Government, and that, with-
in the past three months, over 250,000 re-
ceiving sets have been installed. Between
the time these words are written and the
date this is published as many more wilr
have been added to the tremendous total,
for radio has come to us by leaps and
it has come to stay. It is no passing fad
or fancy and nothing has ever been receiv-
ed with the universal enthusiasm and
worldwide interest as this almost magical
invention which is destined to play a tre-
mendous part in the future of the world.
Why, many ask, has radio so suddenly be-
come popular? Wireless telegraphy has
been known for years and yet, aside from
a few amateurs and boys, it was little used
except by professionals. Why, then, has
radio become well-nigh universal over-
night, so to speak? The answer is: radio
telephony, broadcasting stations and the
war,

Indeed, possibly the war should be
placed first, for the perfection of wireless
telephony, the establishment of broadcast-
ing stations and the manufacture of radio
equipment at prices which bring it within
the reach of all are direct result of the
war. War necessiated the perfection of the
science until it reached a practical stage
and brought about the invention of instru-
ments which made this possible, and
manufacturers, who had been making in-
struments and equipment for the war,
turned their marvelous resources and
knowledge to producing instruments for
use of the publie, while, in order to popul-
arize the instruments and create a demand

for them, huge stations were established to
send broadcast music, songs, weather re-
ports and news which any one with a re-
ceiving set is welcome to hear. To-day, the
air is literally full of music, of voices, of
songs and of countless other sounds. We
are surrounded, penetrated, enveloped by
invisible, inaudible vibrations which may
be caught and heard by means of the cheap
and simple receiving sets. Pick up the
phones or receivers of such a set and what
do you hear? As the instrument is tuned
you catch the chatter of some amateur
operating on a short, weak wave length, —
for the government limits amateur sending
stations to wave lengths of 200 meters. Tune
to a longer wave and at the 360 meter
length you hear the band concerts, the
grand opera songs, a theatrical perform:
ance, a phonograph record or a weather
forecast from the broadcasting station. If
the set has a wider range of tuning and
you can pick up the long wave lengths of
the high powered stations you will hear the
crash and roar of dot and dash messages
flashed instantaneously from the great sta-
tions at Berlin, from the British stations in
Wales, from the station at Arlington, from
that at Cristobal, or at Rocky Point, L. L.,
or perchance some station in South Amer-
ica, in California or even in Manila or the
Orient. No wonder then that those who
possess wireless sets and can listen to the
voices, the signals, and the music from far
distant points grow enthusiastic and that
radio telephony has such a hold upon the
public. And there is ever the chance of
adventure, of thrill or of romance about
it as well. From time to time, freak mes-
sages are borne for countless thousands of
miles beyond their normal distance. A boy
in Keyport, N. Y., talking to a nearby
friend’s station was heard in Aberdeen,
Scotland, by a ship 2000 miles at sea and by
a station in Honduras. He was using a
cheap small set supposed to be incapable
of sending a message over 100 miles and
yet, by some magic, by some wizardry of
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the ether, his voice was carried for thou-
sands of miles. There is ever the chance
for such happenings; there is ever the like-
lihood of hearing some distress signals
from a ship, of picking up some pews item
of world-wide importance hours before it
appears in the daily papers; it is like start-
ing into an unknown country or embarking
on an uncharted sea and never knowing
what may or may not occur. And there is
the romance also that appeals. You glance
from your window and see the clear blue
sky, bright with sunlight if it is day, il-
luminated by the silvery moon and twinkl-
ing stars if at night, and you know that
there, unseen, indistinguishable,—travel-
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nected by bits of wire upon your table,—
an apparatus any intelligent school boy
can construct and yet possessing powers
beyond the wildest dreams of the ancient
alchemists.

And if you have gone further and have
become a confirmed radio “bug” and have
a transmitting station or sending set, you
can have the added pleasure and thrill of
talking to some distant fellow enthusiasl.
You can add your own invisible, inaudible
words to the countless myriads that fill the
air and will know that hundreds, perhaps
thousands, of other listeners are hearing
what you say. But have a care that the ever
watchfully listéning radio inspector’s at-

On the country road.

(Drawn by x young scholar.)

ing with the speed of light—are strains of
music from far off orchestras and bands,
the voices of famed opera stars, the news
of deaths of kings or the fate of nations;
the frenzied calls for help from some sink-
ing ship; messages from the antipodes;
signals from over trackless oceans and, like
a wizard or a fairy of childhood’s tales,
vou possess the magic wand which will
grasp these in their mad flight, will bring
them to earth and that will enable you to
hear these ether-borne messages and
sounds. The magic wand is the receiving
set; perhaps contained in a little case
scarcely larger than a cigar box; perhaps
consisting of a few simple instruments con-

tention is not attracted unpleasantly to the
message you are sending. Be sure you are
not exceeding the “speed limit” so to
speak, that in your enthusiasm you are not
sending your words or messages on waves
longer than your license permits. He is
ever “on the job,” the traffic officer of the
air, and if he finds you beyond your limit
look for trouble,— a revocation of your
license and the end of your sending.

But don’t expect too muech from radio.
People have gone mad over it in a way.
They imagine that with a set costing a few
dollars they can hear messages and music
from far and near; that by investing fifteen
or twenty dollars all the sounds carried on
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wireless waves will be brought to their ears
and that friends and family, seated in the
room with the instruments, can enjoy the
concerts, the operas and the stories sent
from the great broadcasting stations. Like
everything else radio has its limits and the
instruments have theirs. A cheap set will
not give the results ol an expensive set and
the distance at which you can listen-in de-
pends upon the set you own. If you wish
to be sure of hearing a station farther than
twenty-five miles distanl you must have a
set capable of doing so; if yvou are over
fifty miles away you must have a still better
set and il you wish to catch the sounds and
make them audible throughout the room
you must have a set designed to do this.
And don’t forget that if you send or trans-
mit there is no privacy in the air. Whal-
ever you say, any one within range can
hear; you are not talking over wires to
some friend and to that friend alone, but
are talking to the world at large. Radio
is not a medium suited to telling secrets
or to gossiping and for that and other
reasons wireless telephony will perhaps
never take the place of the ordinary phone
with its wires and switchboards.

To many people radio only appeals as il
is brought to them ready-made as one
might say. They have no interest in the
whys and wherefores,, they have no desire
to learn how it operates, how the instru-
ments are made or the functions of the
various appliances. As long as it works
they are content, but they miss half the fun
of radio communication. Just as the fel-
low who knows the mechanics and the
principles of a motor car gets far more
enjoyment out of his machine by looking
after it himself, by tinkering with it, by
adding new devices and improvements
and by learning its every whim, its every
part and how to keep it in the pink of con-
dition, than does the chap who is help-
less if his car stalls and who never looks
under the hood but calls the garage if any-
thing goes wrong, so the radio enthusiast
who knows the principles and the opera-
tion and the construction of his set gets the
greatest pleasure from it.

And fortunately the bulk of

amateur
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radio fans are of this type. One can scarce-
ly become interested in the subject with-
out becoming an enthusiast and it is almost
impossible to refrain from experimenting.
This is a mighty fortunate thing, for there
are many matters about radio which are
little understood, many objections and
faults to be overcome, innumerable im-
provements to be made, many things to by
discovered. Many of the most notable in-
ventions and discoveries of the past have
been made by ‘accident. Beyond doubt
many will be made by accident in the fu-
ture, and the boy who experiments with
radio, who is anxious to learn all about it
and who is of a constructive or inventive
turn of mind is liable to stumble upon some
device or arrangement which will revoluti-
onize radio. It is for the benefit of radio
enthusiasts who wish to learn *“why the
wheels go round,” who want to master the
principles and fundamentals of wireless
and who are anxious to make or install
their own instruments that this has been
written. The writer, who has been in
close touch with the subject since the
earliest days of wireless, believes that few
boys care about technicalities and one of
the great advantages of radio is that tech-
nicakities are not necessary in order to
master the subject. Therefore, all techni-
cal terms, mathematical tables, academic
discussions, involved descriptions and
scientifie theories have been omitted as far
as possible and where it has been impos-
sible to avoid using some technical phrase
or term an explanation of it has been given.
Radio is one of the simplest things in
the world, once it is understood, and while
a large or expensive receiving or sending
set may appear very complicated and a
mere hodge-podge of wires, knobs, con-
nections and instruments to the uninitiated,
vet in reality it is only necessary to under-
stand nine instruments to understand every
radio sending and receiving set ever made
or designed. Indeed, perfectly satisfactory
receiving sets can be made with only three
instruments and a little wire and no pro-
found knowledge of electricity is required
in order to make or use radio apparatus.

(To be continued.)
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How Mum Mum Made a Fire.

Mum Mum squatted on a rock,
To make a knife of flint;
He hacked away with clumsy care,
The chips and flakes flew everywhere,
Of dark and leaden tint.

He hammered on with all his might,
Till sparks began to fly.
He thought: “Perhaps I've found a
way,
To make a fire every day;
At any rate I'll try.”

He brought the feathers of a bird,
And juicy knots of pine,
And scattered them to left and right,
So they would by a spark ignite;
It was a wise design.

He pounded on a pice of flint,
Till sparks flew all around;
And saw the fire's magic ways;
When feather flung a tiny blaze,
He danced upon the ground!

Ie fed the fire boughs and logs,
And fled to tell the horde,
Which hurried forward in the shade,
To see the thing his hands had made.
And Mum Mum’s fire roared!

Early Jungle Folk.

The Onginal Sandwich.

Doubtless you are all familiar with the
man who is employed by business firms to
walk about the streets sandwiched between
advertising boards, but you may not know
that the original sandwich was also a man,
an English earl of the last century.

This Earl of Sandwich was a notorious
gambler, so fond of the sport that he would
not leave the gaming halls even for his
meals, but satisfied his appetite with slices
of bread and meat which he brought with
him in a japanned box. So well known be-
came this practice of his, that thereafter
lunches prepared in that way were called
“Sandwiches.”

About the same time there flourished an-
other English earl whose cccentricity in

dress originated a new style of coat, cal-
led after him the “Spencer.” Finding the
tails of his outer coat an incumbrance, his
lordship cut them off, and thus instituted
the fashion for wearing short coals or
jackets. These two inventions have been
commemorated in verse by some unknown
rhymster of their time:

*Two noble earls, who if I quote
Some friends might call me sinner;
The one invented half a coat,
The other half a dinner.
The plan was good, as some will say,
And fitted to console one,
Because in this poor starving day
Few can afford a whole one.”



MLADINSKI LIST

“Juvenile” Puzzlers, Letter-Box, Etc.

Puzzle No. 7.

Louis had it first, Paul had it last; boy:
never have it; girls have it but once; Miss
Sullivan had it twice in the same place,
but when she married Frank Mrvar sh
never had it again?

Answer to Puzzle No. 6.

There is a lady in the land

With twenty nails: on each hand
Five, and twenty on hands and feel,
This is true without deceit..

Honorable Mention to Puzzle No. 6.
Mary Prince, Large, Pa.
Hermina Lunder, Cleveland, O.
Mary Malos, Blaine, O.

Answer to Puzzle of Angie Koss:
Watermelon.
Correct solutions sent in by:
Mary Rapret, Ely, Minn.
Joseph Sikole, Maynard, O.

Letters from Our Young Readers.

Dear Editor:

This is my first letter T am writing. 1
enjoy reading Ml L. very much and wish
that it would come once a week. I am 11
vears old and passed lo the fifth grade. 1
am learning the Slovenian grammar. An-
gie Koss gave you a puzzle to guess. I am
sending you the answer too. The answer
is: Watermelon. I am sending you a puz-
zle to solve, if you know what it is. Why
is a black hen more clever than a whilte
hen?

Your friend,

Mary Rapret, Ely, Minn.
- - -

Dear Editor:

There are lots of nice things in the world
but I think Mladinski List is the nicest of
them. School was out a few weeks ago.
I did not have anything to do the other

day so 1 got all numbers of ML L. together
and tried to read some of the Slovenian
stories. 1 have not much to do these vaca-
tion days so it's a hard thing lo wail for
the ML L. to come. When I read the letters
I notice nearly all the children say they
wish our magazine would come once a
week. I think so too. I usually go to the
mail box when the list comes. [ try hard
to read the stories before 1 get home so
that my sisters gel a chance to read il.

I also have a puzzle for you and it is:
‘A farmer when planting his corn,
Dropped a flat white sced in the ground.
A vine came from it,
And on it T grew so big and yellow and

round.’

I tried hard to solve puzzle No. 6, bul

il was a hard nut for me to crack.
Elsie Kralj, La Salle, Il

Dear Editor: -

I am very fond of ML, L. T am 13 years
old and in the sixth grade. My sister Ella
is in the tenth; she enjoys reading Mladin-
ski List as much as I do. In our town are
only two Slovenian families.

I am sending you a puzzle for the boys
and girls to solve: What is that no girl
does like lo find?

Augusta Alich, Wilburton, Okla.

Dear Editor: —

I think Mladinski List is most interesl-
ing magazine 1 have seen. There are al-
ways such nice stories in it. I enjoyed read-
ing ‘Willie and Treedeedle’.

I am fourteen years old and in the eight
grade. My parents are Polish. I can read
and write Polish and I wish I could do the
same in Slovenian. I am a member of 5.
N.P. L

Your friend,

Mary Malek, Fairpoinl. O.
* - -
Dear Editor: —

I am interested in stories and puzzles as
all Slovenian boys and girls are. I can read
Slovenian, but not very good. My parenls
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teach me at home. At first I could not read
at all, but now I am learning little by little.
[ am sorry I cannot write in Slovenian.
Next time I will try to do so.

Your friend,

Mary Prince, Large, Pa.
* *

Dear Editor: —

This is the first time I am writing you.
We have now vacation. I stay home and
help my mother. My age is 12 years.

Mammie Stutar, North Chicago, Ill.
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Cheap Lemonade.
Willie and Johnny set up a lemonade
stand the other day, and a gentleman was
their first patron.

Willie's sign read:
“Four cents a glass.”
Johnny's modest announcement was:
“Two cents a glass.”
Being a man with an eye to the fact
that “a penny saved is a penny earned,” the
customer bought a glass of Johnny's lem-

Haven’t we fun?

Dear Editor:—

[ am very glad the school is out. Our
roses are blooming so nice. We play ball at
home. I am learning Slovenian grammar.
My mamma and papa like to see me read
Mladinski List and write Slovenian.

Mary Milavec, Maynard, O.

Prof.—*“What is an oyster?"
Stude.—“An oyster is a fish built like a
nut.”

“Your little sister was sent from heaven.”
* “Well, if heaven couldn’t get along
with her, how do they expect us to?” ™

onade, paid the two cents due, and casual-
ly inquired:

“Why is yours cheaper than your bro-
ther’'s?”

“’Cos mine is the lemonade that the pup-
py fell into.”

For Example.

Teacher: “Define trickle.”

Boy: “To run slowly.”

Teacher: “Define anecdote.’’

Boy: “A short, funny tale.”

Teacher: “Use both words in a sentence.”

Boy: “The dog trickled down the street
with a can tied to his anecdote.”
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THE VERB.

A Verb is a word used to declare or as-
sert something about a person or thing: pi-
sem (I write); ti se smejed (vou laugh);
deklica poje (the girl sings).

Verbs may be divided into (a) transitive,
(b) intransitive, (e) reflexive, (d) auxili-
ary, (e) impersonal.

a) A Transitive Verb is a verb that in the
active voice commonly requires an objeet®
to complete its meaning: maéka prime mis
(the cat eateches a mouse); degéek udari Zo-
go (the boy strikes the ball).

b) An Intransitive Verb is a verb that
does not eommonly admit an object: ptiéi
lete (hirds fly); hodim (T walk).

¢) A Reflexive Verb can be used only
with the reflexive pronoun se: veselimo se
(we rejoice): prepirajo se (they quarrel
with one another).

d) An Auxiliary Verb is a verb that is
used in the conjugation of other verbs. In
Slovenian we have only one auxiliary verb:
sem, biti (I am. to he). Jaz sem 1jubljen (I
am loved).

‘¢) An Impersonal Verb is one that is used
only in the third person singular, having
no personal subject: snezi (it snows).

NOTE.—In Slovenian there are not so many

impersonal verbs and impersonal uses of other
verbs than in English.

CONJUGATION.

The inflection of a verb is called conju-
gation.., Verbs are conjugated to show voice,
mood. and tense, and the number and per-
son of the subject,

The Slovenian verb has many changes of
form.

VOICE.

A verb is in Active Voice when it repres.
ents the subjeet as acting (or being) : Jakec
je undaril Ivanéka (Jackie struek Johnny);
in the Passive Voice when it represents the
subjeet as acted upon: Ivanéek je bil udar-
jen od Jakea (Johnny was struck by
Jackie),

Intransitive verbs are used only in the
active voice.

MOOD.

A verb is in the Indicative Mood when it
states a fact or is used in a question: roze
cveto (roses bloom) ; zakaj se smejes? (why
do you smile?). '

A verb is in the Subjunctive Mood when
it asserts something doubtfully or condi-
tionally. It is used in subordinate clauses,

and iz usually introdneed by ée (if), éetud:
(though), and the like: ¢e bi bila ona tu,
bi bil vesel (if she were here. T should bhe
elad).

NOTE.—The subjunctive mood as a separate form
is very little used in modern English, its place be-

ing taken by the indicative. In Slovenian, on the
other hand, the subjunctive has a variety of uses.

A verb is in the Imperative Mood when
it expresses a command or an entreaty: Po-
tegnite meée! (draw your swords!)

The subject of the imperative (ti or vi——
thou or you) is seldom expressed.

In Slovenian we have also the Potential
Mood, which is not in use in English: naj
Ijubim (T may love),

*) The Object of a verh is a word or ex-
pression that completes the meaning of the verb,
and signifies that which receives the action: za-
prem knjigo (I close the bok).

The Direct Object represents that which is im-
mediately affected by the action of the verb; the
Indirect Object that to or for whieh the action
is performed. Thus in on mi je dal knjigo (he
gave me the book), knjigo is the direet objeet,
and mi the indirect.

(To be continued.)




