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Anna P. Krasna:

VECER

E spet zahaja solnce v zarji rdeéi;
umira dan, ki v jutru se smehljal je
v sladki sreéi , . .
Upognjen, beden z dela spet trpin pri-
hajﬂ,
misel na lepSe dni se v dus$i mu poraja.
Trpin, ki dela iS¢e vsepovsod zaman,
vecer pozdravlja v nadi,
da skoro mu zasije lepSi dan.
Zahajajo¢i dan pa mu Sepecde:
Prijateli moj, zaman oS ¢akal take
srece.
Vsi dnevi, ki me bodo nasledili,
ni¢ veé kot jaz ne bodo ti nudili.
Ce sam ne bo3 priboril si lepsih dni,
kot jaz zatonil bode slednji dan v frp-
Ijenju ti . ..

Joze Kovac:

SOLNCE PIJE

Zl).-\.l so zeleni Ze vysi gozdovi, Pa pride solnce, roso popije,
zdaj so vse trate polne cvetov. a zeje si silne ne pogasi.
Kamor pogledas — sami vrtovi, Z vsem svojim Zarom na zemljo posije,
zdi se, da stopil na svet si nov. pije in pije, kar dajo modi.
Zjutraj umito od rose je drevje, Travnik in drevje, njiva in polje,
po polju in tratah kaplje bleste. vse je razgreto, vse 7e skrbi:
Lahno in rahlo trepece vejevije, “Danes pa solnce vroée je volje!” —

ko dviga se solnce izza gore. Solnce pa pije prav do noéi.
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Doba pocitnic

ASTOPILO je poletje in z njim tudi obi¢ajne Solske pocitnice. Po devetme-

seénem pohajanju Sol, je spet mladina osvobojena Solskih tekstov—za dobo
dveh mesecev. Vecina otrok porabi ta prosti ¢as najve¢ pri igranju na pro-
stem, v soseSc¢ini, ob potokih in rekah, na tratah in vrtovih ter pri jezerih,
Decki se vesele poletja, ker se radi kopajo, lovijo ribe in rake ter stikajo za ptic-
jimi gnezdi. Sploh ima naraScaj obilo veselja tekom pocitnie, ker dobi v brez-
skrbnem rajanju zazeljeno prostost.

Kako porabi pocitnice nasa mladina?

Skrbna mati vselej izrabi ta ¢as na naéin, da ji njena hcéerka pomaga pri
hisnem delu. Seveda je ne upreze v tezko delo, ki bi trajalo od zore do mraka.
Tega posebno v mestih ni; na farmah je drugace. Pustila ji bo vsak dan
dovolj prostega c¢asa, da se igra in razvedri. Dorascéajo¢i deklici bo dala vedno
dovolj primernega dela. Poudila jo bo o tem in onem, kar ji bo koristilo ko do-
raste. Delo in razvedrilo je otrokom neobhodno potrebno. Samo rajanje in igra-
nje postane preenoli¢no, nezazeljeno in otrok pokaZe znake lenobe. Zato je vaz-
no, da se pocitniski ¢as razdeli v dve glavni panogi: v delo in razvedrilo. Oboje
je osvezujoce, ¢e ni delo prenaporno in predolgo ter razvedrilo pretirano.

Ukoreninjena navada je, da matere kaj rade dovole detkom veé prostega
¢asa kot deklicam. Zato pa se Cesto dogaja, da veéina dec¢kov porabi poéitniski
¢as s pohajkovanjem in potepanjem z ostalimi okoliskimi decki. Prepusceni so
samim sebi brez vsakega nadzorstva dan za dnevom skoz vse poéitnice. Razva-
dijo se in slisijo Skodljive anekdote, ki imajo ¢esto za posledico tezke izkusnje
in skrb starsem. Deska vzgoja je prav tako vazZna kakor dekliSka. Treba je
poskrbeti, da decek porabi pocitniski ¢as sebi v korist. Za decke velja isto pra-
vilo kot za deklice: treba jim je primernega dela in razvedrila. Stariem naj po
par ur pomagajo pri ¢edenju stanovanja, vrta itd. Na ta nac¢in bodo znali
veliko bolj ceniti ¢as, ki jim bo odmerjen v razvedrilo in zabavo.

Skrbni starsi bodo vselej vedeli kje in s kom se njihovi otroci igrajo. S
tem seveda ni reéeno, da bi se imelo otroke pod neumestnim strogim nad-
zorstvom. Predvsem je treba dati otroku razumeti, da se mu zaupa, ako se Zeli
tudi od njega imeti zaupanje. Vsak otrok potrebuje vodnika, ki sta mu najprva
ofe in mati, predvsem mati. Pri pravi vzgoji se pa ne sme ni¢esar pretiravati.
Otroku naj se na poljuden nacin pojasni vse pojave zivlijenja. To pa seveda po-
lagoma in po letih, tako da otrok lahko pojmuje razlago starSev. Nikdar naj
se ne skuSa razlagati stvari z dvomljivimi opazkami in pritajenim nasmehom.
Zivljenje ni smeh. Dostojno se lahko pove najintimnejSe stvari—tudi otroku.
Ce se tega ne more, naj ta poskus izostane.

Cesto se sli§i zmotno mnenje, da so otroci paé¢ to, kar so se v $oli nauéili.
To je resnica le tedaj, ¢e se starsi za vzgojo svojih otrok ne zanimajo. Sleher-
nemu otroku je prva Sola: Dom. Starsi so svojim otrokom prvi in najvplivnejsi
ucitelji. Lahko jim ucepijo dobre lastnosti, dokler so njih otroeci v porajajoci
dobi. Vsak otrok bo rajSe poslusal svojo mater, ¢e bo uverjen, da ga ne vara,
kakor pa koga drugega. Ce ni tako, tedaj je_iskati krivdo na materi, ker se ni
zatasno potrudila, da bi ga k temu naudila.

Utéitelj in uciteljica sta otroku le mehani¢na vodnika, starSi, predvsem mati
pa uravnavajo otrokov znacaj. —L. B.
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Prijatelstvo

(Konec.)

¢T)OBILA sem od sodnije nalog,” je

nadaljevala uciteljica, “naj natan-
ko preis¢em, kdo izmed vas je predzad-
njo nedeljo zazgal in tako uniéil smreéji
nasad. Ugotovljeno je namreé, da je ne-
kdo iz tukajsne Sole, bodisi nalasé, ali
po nerodnosti, povzroéil ono $kodo. To-
raj, kdor Ze je bil, naj se javi prosto-
voljno, da se izognemo muéni preiska-
vil”?

Sepet. Tine je pogledal Jozka, kakor
da bi mu hotel re¢i: daj javiva se! Oni
pa je zanikal z glavo. Sepetanje je po-
nehalo. “Se enkrat pozovem krivea,
naj se oglasi sam! Ce se boji sodnijske
kazni, mu povem, da ga sodnija—kot
Soloobveznega otroka—ne bo vtaknila
v jefo, pa¢ pa bo po sodnijskem naro-
¢ilu kaznovan tukaj v Soli in sicer z za-
porom skozi deset Solskih dni najmanj
po eno uro in to, ¢e je zazgal po beda-
riji. Upam, da je doti¢nik toliko posten
in se bo javill”

Glave so odmajevale, &e§, jaz Ze ni-
sem, jaz ne! Nih¢e se ni dvignil. Tine
je slisal Jozka, ki se je nagnil k svoje-
mu desnemu sosedu in mu zaSepetal:
“Kdo neki je to naredil? Jaz Ze nisem,
nak!” In Tinetu je bilo silno hudo. Ves
bled je strmel predse v klop. Slednjié¢
je pa neopazeno sunil Jozka pod rebra:
“Vzdigniva se!” Oni pa tiho, da ga ne
bi Se kdo drugi slisal: “Mar si ne-
umen? Kaj pa nasi doma?”’ Vedel je
Tine, da bo doma pekel, toda kaj. . .

V tem se je zopet oglasila uciteljica:
“Tako toraj!” Njen glas je bil poln
razoc¢aranja. “Prisiljena sem, da sama
pois¢em Skodljivea in strahopetca ob-
enem.” In pri¢elo se je izpraSevanje.
Vrsta je prisla na Nacka. ki je opeto-
vanokrat napravil kje kako malo §kodo:
ce je bil on? Nacek pa, da ne! On da
je res tiste nedelje nabiral jagode blizu

nasada, toda Ze predpoldnem, gorelo pa
je popoldne. In udaril je v jok. V Joz-
ku je pa strah rodil grdo Zeljo: da bi le
na Nacku obvisela krivda. A Ze prihod-
nji trenutek ga je bilo te Zelje sram.
Jozek je bil na vrsti in imel je izgovor
ze pripravljen: pri domaci luzi je bil
ves tisti dopoldne.

“In Tine? Si bil tudi ti pri luzi?” se
je uciteljica okrenila od Jozka h Tine-
tu.

“Ne, nisem bil pri luzi,” je odvrnil
Tine s treso¢im se glasom.

“Kako? Nisi bil z Jozkom skupaj?”

Tine je zrl v klop in dejal nekoliko
tisje in mirneje: “Jagode sem nabiral
in z ognjem sem hotel pregnati ose, a
veter je zanesel ogenj v nasad.”

“Zakaj nisi tega povedal takoj spo-
detka?”

“Doma bodo hudi.” Zopet je vztre-
petal.

“In Jozek?” je vprafala uéiteljica, ki
je slutila pravo, “ali ne hodite veé sku-
paj ?n

Tine se je vzravnal, bil je bled in v
oCeh je imel solze, tiho, a odlo¢no je od-
vrnil: “Ne! Zdaj ni¢ ve¢!” Stisnil je
zobe in se ni niti ozrl na Jozka, ki je
ob njegovi strani pogibal od sramu in
bi se bil najraj$i pogreznil.—

Tine je prestal kazen v $oli in doma
je prestal hude case. A najbolj ga je
bolelo, da ga je Jozek tako grdo pustil
na cedilu poleg tega, da je bil JoZek
ve¢ kriv, nego on, Tine. Ni¢ veé¢ ni
maral zanj. JoZek se je skuSal na vse
naline prikupiti Tinetu, ni se mu po-
sre¢ilo. Tineta je imel poprej samo
rad, a zdaj ga je tudi spoStoval, zato
ga je Se bolj grizlo, ko je spoznal, da
ga Tine nele mrzi, ampak naravnost za-
nicuje. Konc¢no si Jozek ve¢ ni mogel
kaj, pa se je v Joli zatozil sam.—
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Zadnji Solski dan je bil in Jozkova
kazen, to je zapor, pri kraju. Sam sam-
cat je taval proti domu in premisljal
o Tinetu. “Le kaj mi bodo pocitnice,”
si je dejal, “ako mi Tine ne bo hotel
spregledati grdega ravnanja. Ce bi u-
videl, da sem sedaj poravnal . . .” Ni
priel do konca, kajti sredi pota ga je
prestregel Tine. V zadregi je bil JoZek
in ni vedel, kaj bi dejal. Tudi Tine je
mol¢al in ga postrani pogledaval. Tako
sta nekaj ¢asa tiho korakala eden po-
leg drugega. Nazadnje se pa Tine na
ves glas zasmeje in rece:

LIST

“Nak, Jozek, tega pa nisem vedel, da
imas ti svoj pogum privezan na tako
dolgi vrvici; saj je treba celo vrsto dni,
preden ga dobis vase!”

Jozek ni odvrnil ni¢esar, ampak iz-
vlekel je iz Zepa lepe nove orglice in jih
ponudil Tinetu. “Ni treba,” je dejal ta,
“sem tebe bolj vesel, ko orglic. Pa ven-
dar daj, bom videl, kako piskajo!” In
sta, zdaj eden, zdaj drugi, piskala in pri-
piskala domu vesela zopet oba in oba
sreéna. Od tistih dob sta si bila in
ostala vedno dobra in zvesta.

Anna P. Krasna:

SIROTA

PLASNO strme oé&i otoZne
v mnozico vrveco,

v mnozico, kdo zna ¢emu
in kam tako hiteco.

Komu je mar pogled prosed
sirote zapuscene.

Kaj mar je mnozici bolest
kaj proSnje tihe, neme . . .

Ni dolgo Se, ko sta nekje
v skromni, tihi sreéi
ziveli bitji mladi dve —
siroto to ljubeci . ..
A neki dan v topilnici —
je jeknil krik grozan — —
Cez leto dni pa je nekje
svez grob bil spet skopan ...

Za sreco lastno vse drvi,
vsa mnozica vrveta — —
Ob hladnem zidu tam stoji
sirota zapuscena;
bolest ji lije iz oéi,
ko v mnozico vrvecéo
upira zalosten pogled
in gre bogastvo—sreca . . .

Zdaj tam ob hladnem zidu zdi,
sirota bedna, gladna;
v brezsréno mnozico strmi,
ki je kot kameniti zid —
neusmiljena in hladna . . .
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Kravelj in Bucarjev konj

(Iz romana “Deseti brat’)

O JE Krjavelj dokon¢al svoje pripovedovanje o kozi Dimki, ki ji je bil puscal

slabo kri, kar so mozaki okrog mize v Obrscakovi krémi Ze nekaj krati bili
slisali, je nadaljeval: “Ali sem vam Ze pravil, kako sem Bucarjevemu konju “Stat-
ljivost” odpravil?”

“Nikoli nisi Se pravil!” odgovore sosedje, ¢eprav je vsak izmed njih slisal
tudi to pravljico Ze bogve kolikokrat.

“No, spomladi onega leta, ko je bil lan pozebel, je sejal Buéar oves po lani-
§¢u. Ker je bil hlapec—tisti Urh je tacas sluzil Bucarju—nekaj obolel in je
lezal v stanici, ni mogel za brazdo hoditi. Buéar pride pome in pravi: “Pojdi,
Krjavelj, pojdi, bo§ namesto Urha kake tri kraje povlekel.” Jaz grem precej.
Buéar mi vpreZe tistega sirastega konja, ki ga je predlansko pomlad konjederec
vzel, pred brano in jaz poZenem: ti hotte! Dvakrat sva Sla po razboru gori in
doli. V tretje pa pozenem: bistahor po sredi! Pa ni hotel iti po sredi, le v razor
je silil, mrha. Vletem za vajeti,- vleCem, vpijem, pa nazadnje se mi pofast Se
ustavi in se ne gane. Ko bi bil imel noz, precej bi ga bil popravil, kakor sem
kozo, kar porinil bi ga tja v tisto suhoreber. Cakaj me, ¢ak! pravim in od-
pnem vago, pomerim in mu zviskoma tako prisolim, da se tri rebresa zlomijo.”

“Kaj te ni Bucar ni¢ oStel, ko si konja konéal ?”

“Kaj Se, saj sem mu rebra spet zravnal.”

“Kako?”
“Kar Se enkrat sem loputnil, pa so kosti zopet nazaj stopile,” odvrne mosko
Krjavel;, da so se mozje grohotajote zasmejali . . . Josip Juréié.

Cvetke Golar:

DEKLICAM

OT cebelica marljiva Lep, prelep Cebelic glas je,
deklica je ljubeznjiva, zlat in zidan njihov stas je,
ko se mlado jutro smeje Ko lete na cvetje v zoro,
z rosne njive, z rozne veje. v pisano in sinjo goro.
Kot éebelica je modra, Kaj povem vam zdaj dekleta,
v hi8i in na polju bodra, ki cveto vam mlada leta,
bela, rdeca je kot ajda, da bi zmeraj pesmi pele,

kadar vstane mlada Majda. le bodite kot ¢ebele!
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Tiger 1n lisica

Basen iz Turkestana

KO je Alah ustvaril Zivali, je poslal

mogocnega tigra v dezelo Darvas
v Pamirju, za kazen ondotnim gresni-
kom.

Tiger se je ¢util v Darvasu kot edini
vladar kmalu prav dobro. Nasical se
je z mesom krav in ovac ,od ¢asa do
casa je popadel tudi kakSnega c¢loveka,
¢e mu je priSel na pot in prizadejal pre-
bivalcem mnogo strahu ter napravil
mnogo skode. Tedaj so zaceli ljudje
padati na kolena in so prosili Alaha po-
moci pred posastjo. Alah jih je uslisal
in jim je poslal lisico.

Lisica je bila zvita in je vedela, kaj
ima storiti, da napravi tigra neskodlji-
vega. S ponizno poveSeno glavo in bo-
jece stisnjenim repom se je priblizala
tigru in rekla:

“Velemozni vladar dezele! Zelo se
mora$ truditi za svojo hrano, jaz pa,
tvoja poniZzna dekla, nimam nobenega
opravila kakor sluziti tebi. Dovoli mi
torej, da bom skrbela za tvojo hrano!”

Tiger je bil vesel in je dal milostno
znamenje s Sapo. Poiskal si je miren
koticek v dzunglah ob vodi, legel na tla
in ¢akal, kaj mu prinese lisica.

Lisica je poiskala ZiveZa, nanosila
zajcev, kuretine, ovac, divjih koza in
druge zivali toliko, da tiger ni mogel
vsega pozreti.

Tako je slo dokaj dni. Tiger je lisici
popolnoma zaupal.

Nekega dne pa pride lisica brez plena
k tigru.

“Zakaj mi nisi prinesla ni¢ jesti?” jo
je nadrl kralj dZungle.

“Visoki gospod, pojavil se je brat iz
tvojega rodu, raztrgal vso divjacino in
zate ni ostalo nic.”

“Jaz sem edini gospodar v teh krajih
in nimam bratov!”

“Paé¢, paé¢, velemozni, ima§ ga, ki ti
je na las podoben,” je rekla lisica s po-
niznim glasom.

“Kje je?”

“Vstani in pojdi z menoj!”

Lisica je peljala Ze lepo rejenega in
lenega tigra na breg reke.

“Tu notri Zivi!” je dejala in pokazala
na vodo.

Tiger se je zvedavo ozrl v vodo, ugle-
dal svojo podobo in se pognal v domnev-
nega nasprotnika.

Visoko je brizgnila voda urne reke in
pogoltnila tigra za vedno.

NasSe petje
(Odlomek)

ETJA dar je poseben dar. Vesel ga bodi, kdor ga ima. Lepa pesem lepo peta,

zalostna ali vesela, sega ¢loveku globoko v sree; pesem, s katero zazibava mati
dete v spanje, in pesem, ki navdusuje in osréuje odrasle.

Kakor posamezni ljudje, tako tudi razliéni narodi niso v enaki meri prejeli

tega daru.

Slovenei, to smemo reéi, radi in lepo pojo, kakor malokateri narod.

Lepo in vse hvale vredno je, da se je v zadnjih letih ustanovilo toliko pevskih
drustev, tudi po kmetih. Tu se goji posebno umetno petje; lepo je res in vse
hvale vredno. Ali poleg krasne roze ne prezirajmo skromne vijolice, ki je neka-
terim Se ljubsa od one. Ni¢ ni lepsega, kakor nasSe pesmi in naSe narodno petje!

Josip Stritar.
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Bolna Anica

NICA je imela hudo vroc¢ino. Nihée
ni smel k njej, samo oce in mati pa
zdravnik. Tudi Lina, pestunja, ni smela
k svoji ljubljenki, paziti je morala na
Anic¢ina bratea Mihca in Janezka, ki jih
niso pustili v blizino bolne sestrice, da
ne bi Se onadva nalezla nevarne bo-
lezni.

Mati je vse dni in noéi bdela pri héer-
ki, ki je trpela hude bolec¢ine. Dobre in
mile besede dostikrat niso zalegle, da bi
pomirile bolno dete. Globoko je Anica
potiskala glavico v blazine in kréevito
drzala materino roko, kakor da iSce pri
njej varstva in pomodi.

Danes je bila vroéina posebno huda.
Mater je bila groza. V sobi je bilo tiho,
slisalo se je le tiktakanje ure in neena-
komerno dihanje bolnega otroka.

Tedaj so mahoma posijali solnéni
zarki v sobo. Nesteto praznih drobcev
se je gibalo v Zarkih in ustvarjalo giba-
jo¢ se most ¢ez Aniéino posteljo. In zde-
lo se ji je, da hodi po tem mostu ne-
Steto vilinjih bitij in da ji pojejo lene
pesmice o zdravju.

Blazen smehljaj je obletel Anicino li-
ce in vzdignila se je v posteljici. “Ma-
mica,” je rekla, “pusti me ven na most
k pojocim vilam.”

Prestraseno se je mati ozrla. Mislila
je, da govori Anica v vrodici, zakaj ona
ni ni¢ slisala; in z roko je stregla Zarke,
da bi ne slepili otroka.

Toda Anica je Se vedno sanjala o po-
jocih vilah, ki so ji prinasale zdravilno
pijaco in govorile: “To pij in bo$ zdra-
va.”

Dolgo ni Anici nié¢ tako disalo kakor
ta vilinja pijaca. Potem so vile izginile,
solnce se je umaknilo in mostu ni bilo
vec.

Anica pa je sliSala, kako je mamica
pela uspavanko.

Tedaj je rahlo potrkalo na vrata in
zunaj je stal mali Mihec in pomoli ma-
mici Sopek zvonckov, reko¢: ‘“‘Daj te
zvoncke Anici, da bo vedela, da prihaja
pomlad.”

Mati je polozila cvetlice na posteljo,
se usedla v naslanjaé in zadremala.

Zdajeci pa je poskoécila. Anica je bila
zavriskala: “O lepi zvoné¢ki, te so mi
prinesle vile!”

“Tvoj bratec Mihee ti jih je prine-
sel, da bi se veselila, in Zeli, da bi §la
kmalu z njim pod milo nebo na prosto.”

“0O mama,” je vzkliknila Anica, “kma-
lu bom zdrava. Sanjalo se mi je, da sem
se igrala zunaj na travniku z vilinjimi
otroci, ki so izkopali globoko jamo in
rekli, da so vanjo zakopali vse moje bo-
lec¢ine. In da pojdem kmalu s svojima
bratcema v gozd cvetlice nabirat, so mi
rekli.,”

Kakor se je Anici sanjalo, tako se je
zgodilo. Ze ¢ez malo ¢asa je ozdravela
in spet je z bratcem veselo skakljala po
gozdu in livadi.

PEDENJ-CLOVEK V GOSTE GRE

PEDENJ-CLOVEK v goste gre
in napije se vode,

potlej srec¢a petelina,

ki mu brZ ponudi vina.

Pedenj-clovek, joj, hudo,
glava ga boli moéno!

Ker ne zna nié¢ ve¢ hoditi,
mora v gozdu odpoditi.

Komaj leze, ze zaspi —
ali zdaj volk prileti —
Pedenj-¢lovek pre¢ je prec,

in nikdar ne bo ga vec.

Ivan Albreht.
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Gustav Strn'sa:

BOZO je priden in delaven decek. Ce
ga ocka kam poslje, poskoc¢i kakor
veverica, tako urno uboga!

Pa kako rad postreZze mamici! Takoj
opazi, ¢e nima drv, in hiti ponje.

Nikoli ga ni treba priganjati k delu.
Sam vse vidi.

Vendar ima BoZzo hudo napako, pa ne
sréne, saj je zdrav ko mlada riba in
rde¢ kakor zrela ¢resnja.

Drugo napako ima. Ué¢enje mu ne disi.

Za vse je vnet, za vsako delo pri-
pravljen, samo za Solo ne. Kadar mora
sedeti pri knjigah, ga sree boli. Ne mo-
re se poglobiti v u¢enje, pa se ne more!

Ocka je opazil, da decek rad zahaja
k lovskemu ¢uvaju blizu naSe hiSe.

Ta ¢uvaj je ze star moz. Ima pa svoje
nazore, ki se ¢udovito ujemajo z nazo-
ri naSega fantica.

“Cemu Sola? Ce je élovek priden, si
sam pomaga! Toliko moras znati, da
beres in piSeS pa kako malenkost zra-
¢unas! Vse drugo je nepotrebno! Tudi
naravno ni! Poglej, kako je v prirodi vse
lepo urejeno! Kako pojo ¢éri¢ki in pticki,
pa brez kake Sole!” razlaga stari ¢uvaj
decku in vlece svoj vivéek.

“Jaz pa znam brati in pisati, pa tudi
racunati, da se kar bliska! Kaj ne, da
mi ni treba veé obiskovati Sole?” poiz-
veduje decek.

“Cemu neki? Morda te ofe in mati
silita v Solo? Ubogati ju je treba! Ce
jima pa lepo poves§, da te Sola ne veseli
in da Ze dovolj zna§, te bosta #e dala
kam v uk!” poucuje decka ¢uvaj.

Bozo hodi zamisljen domov.

Nekega dne pa razodene oCetu, kaj
ga tezi:

“Ocka! Lepo prosim! Vzemite me iz
Sole! Ucenje me ne veseli! Rad bom de-
lal, kar hocete! Poglejte, kako je v na-
ravi vse lepo urejeno! A vendar Zivali-
ce niso obiskovale Sole!”

Oc¢ka je pa pameten gospod. Kar nic
ni hud, ko mu decCek razodene svoje
teznje. Samo vprasa ga:
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Bozo

“Kdo ti je pa povedal, kako je v na-
ravi? Kdo tako dobro ve, da se niso zi-
valce nikoli ucile?”

“Lovski ¢uvaj mi je povedal. Star
moZ je in mnogo ve!” odvrne Bozo.

“Starcki res mnogo vedo. A ta ¢uvaj
je brzkone ze tako star, da je tudi Ze
mnogo pozabil! Obleci se! Skupaj poj-
deva v prirodo!” je ukazal ocka.

BoZzo si ni dal dvakrat reé¢i. Kmalu je
bil obleéen. Ze sta hitela po polju.

V cestnem prahu so se valjali vrabei.

Oc¢ka jih je takoj pokazal:

“Glej potepine! Ti so Ze brez vsake
vzgoje in Sole. Ali hoces tudi ti postati
tak?

Vsako pticko in Zivalco je hotela Na-
rava nauciti govorjenja in petja in do-
stojnega zivljenja,.

Pa so bile med njimi mnoge lenuske,
ki se jim ni moglo poslusati jo. Odhitele
so. Med prvimi je bil potepinski vrabec.
Niti ene Naravine besede ni ¢ul. Zato
tudi nicesar ne ve in ne zna. Le pote-
panje ga veseli. Ne zna ne peti, ne do-
stojno ziveti. Kakor pijancek se valja
po prahu.

Pa tudi drugi pticki so, ki so zane-
marjali Naravino Solo.

Pravkar se je oglasila kukavica. “Ali
jo slisi§? Tudi ta je izmed onih! Pre-
ve¢ pozresna je. Ni mogla strpeti, da bi
jo bila Narava Cesa naucila. Takoj je
zletela. Ta beba ni niti toliko poéakala,
da bi ji bila povedala kako mora nesti
jajceca in skrbeti za svoj rod. Zato zdaj
kar drugim pti¢em podtika jajceca, da
morajo valiti mestu nje!

A poglej slaveka! Kako skromen pti-
¢ek je! In vendar poje tako milo, da se
ti kar o¢i zasolze!

Pa Se ti tako zapoj brez Sole in uka!”

BoZo je spoznal, da ga ofka prav udéi,
Se je hodil na polje in v gozd. A tudi
ucil se je. Polagoma so se mu knjige
priljubile, On ni hotel postati vrabec
ali kukavica med ljudmi. Zato je danes
priden delavec.
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Anna P. Krasna:

MATI

KADAR na zemljo lega polumrak,

v pokojnem miru ¢ujem znan korak.
Korak lahak in Se mladostno prozen,
¢eprav s trpljenjem in bridkostmi

preobloZen . . .

Nato zasliSim iz polumraka sladki glas—
prihaja mati, mati k meni v vas!

Kako kramljava v tihem polumraku,
in ko odhaja, dolgo prisluSkujem nje

koraku . . .

Potem se zgrne no¢ ¢ez hrib in dol
in v dusi se za hip pojavi tiha bol;
Oh, saj ni res, saj matere veé ni,

ze dolgo, dolgo ona v zemlji spi . . .

A ko se zopet zgrinja polumrak,

v pokojnem miru spet zasliSim znan
korak.

In glas srebrn zopet zazveni,

kot godba sladka mi duSo vzradosti.

Pa¢ vem, da mati ve¢ mi ne Zivi —

a nje ljubezen neizmerna v meni tli.

Na zivljenja plos¢i je ostavljen nje
korak,

in tam je Zivo vtisnjen glas sladak . . .

Zato prihaja mati v polumraku,

zato z veseljem prisluSkujem nje
koraku . ..

D. Vargazon:

METULJCEK

OLNCEK smeje se gorak,

z njim igra se rumenjak:
sreCen jadra fez vrticek.
Ljubéek ga uzre, fanticek,
urno tefe v temno vezo,
vrne se z zeleno mrezo
in Ze misli ves vesel —
zdaj metuljcka bo ujel!

Po stezici poskakuje,
solnéek se mu posmehuje —
z zarki kodre mu zlati;
rumenjak z visine gleda,
splava k mreZi, nanjo seda,
Ljubcéek se razveseli.

Tiho dvigne drobno roko,
zal, metuljcek Ze visoko

je odjadral pod nebo —
Ljubcku v sreu je hudo.
Ce z ograjo se steguje,
kli¢e ga, za njim vzdihuje,
pa zagleda v travi cvet,
skoCi ponj — vesel je spet.
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Praviljica o Sahu

Veliki perzijski pesnik FRIDRUZI je
zivel okrog 1000 let pr. Kristom. Tedaj
je bila igra Sah znamenita igra kraljev.
FRIDRUZI je napisal veliko delo, ki je
nosilo naslov: “SAHNAME,” kar pomeni:
“KNJIGA KRALJEV.” Poleg drugih pe-
snitev sta v “Knjigi kraljev” tudi dve
pesnitvi-pravljici, kako je nastal 3ah.

Po eni iz teh pesmi-pravljici sem napi-
sal to pravljico.

SESTEM stoletju po rojstvu Kristo-

vem je vladal perzijski kralj HOS-
ROES I. Bil je dober in pravifen vla-
dar. Dali so mu priimek: “NURSI-
VAN,” kar pomeni “PRAVICNL”

Nekega dne svojega vladanja so pri-
§li poslanci indijskega kralja z bogati-
mi darovi, ki jih je poslal praviénemu
perzijskemu kralju Hosroesu. Ko je
Hosroes, imenovan NurSivan, sliSal, da
so prisli poslanci od indijskega kralja,
je velel, da jih pustijo k njemu.

Poslanci indijskega kralja so bili
spusceni h kralju perzijskemu Hosroe-
su, imenovanemu Nursivan. Padli so
pred njegovim obli¢jem na tla in se s
¢elom dotaknili tal, na katerih je stal
njegov prestol. Vodja poslancev je po-
lozil pred njega bogate darove in rekel:

“Mogo¢ni in slavni kralj! Moj gospod
in kralj ti poSilja darove v znak, da ti
je prijatelj. Poleg vseh teh darov ti
poklanja Se posebni dragoceni in nad-
vse znameniti dar. To lepo desko, na
kateri so polja in figure, ki se postav-
ljajo na ta polja.”

Izreksi te besede, se je poslanstvo
globoko priklonilo, Vodja poslanstva pa
je nadaljeval:

“Tako govori moj gospod in kralj in-
dijski: PokaZi to igro najmodrejSim tvo-
jega kraljestva, o kralj perzijski. Ako
tvoji modrijani izumijo pravlia te igre,
to je, kako se morajo postavljati figu-
re in nadin, kako se morajo te figure po
deski premikati, potem vedi, o kralj, da
ni modrejdih na svetu modrijanov. Jaz

pa, kralj indijski, prijatelj tvoj, o kralj
perzijski, se obveZem, da ti bom placeval
davek in se smatral za tvojega podloZ-
nika . ..”

Zopet so se poklonili poslanci do tal.
Vodja poslancev pa je nadaljeval:

“In 8e govori moj gospod in kralj in-
dijski: Ni pa v tvojem kraljestvu, o
kralj perzijski, modrijana, ki bi izumil
pravila te igre, tedaj bos moral placevati
davek meni in biti podloZen meni. Zakaj
modrost je najvi§ja dobrota na svetu in
nji se mora podvreéi vsakdo.”

Kralj Hosroes, imenovan Nursivan,
kar je toliko kakor: Pravi¢ni, je pogle-
dal poslance kralja indijskega in se za-
mislil. Ko je pa zopet odprl o¢i, je rekel:

“RazmiSljati ho¢em o tej skrivnosti
indijskega kralja in mojega prijatelja.
Cakajte sedem dni in bodite moji gost-
je. Sedmi dan vam sporo¢im moj od-
govor.”

Poslanci kralja indijskega so padli
pred obli¢jem kralja perzijskega na tla
in se s ¢elom dotaknili tal, na katerih
je stal njegov prestol.

Kralj Hosroes, imenovan Nursivan,
je dal sklicati modrijane svoje drzave.
Pokazal jim je desko s poljem in figu-
ram, govorec:

“Izumite pravila, kako se igra ta igra,
ki mi jo je poklonil kralj indijski in moj
prijatelj. Pokazite v kolikor ste upra-
viceni nositi ime: modrijan. Zakaj,
ako ne izumite pravil te igre, sporofa
kralj indijski in moj prijatelj, bo sma-
tral mene in moje kraljestvo za svoje
podloZne in placevati mu bomo morali
davek. Ker modrost je najvisja dobrota
na svetu in nji se mora podvreéi vsa-
kdo.”

Modrijani so se poklonili pred svojim
kraljem in se lotili dela. Od zore jutra-
nje, ki se je pojavljala na vzhodu, do
mraka, ko so ga zacele razsvetljevati
zvezde, so Studirali. Od vzhoda lune,
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do ure, ko se je na vzhodu nebo raz-
svetlilo, so ugibali. A vse brez uspeha.

Mrko je gledal kralj Hosroes, imeno-
van Nursivan.

Pa je pristopil k njemu veliki vezir
in rekel:

“Nisem modrijan, o kralj in gospod
moj. Vendar mi dovoli, da poskuSam
izumiti pravila igre kralja indijskega.”

Kralj je pogledal velikega vezirja.
Pomislil je trenutek in rekel:

“Ce ugane$, si modrijan, ki mu na
svetu ne bo enakega.”

Veliki vezir se je zaprl v svojo sobo.
Postavil je figure na desko in se zagle-
dal na polja na tisti deski. Bila so stiri-
oglata, vsa enake velikosti, a imela so
dvojno barvo. Crna ena, druga rumena.

Cudne misli so §vigale po glavi veli-
kega vezirja.

“Ali ni morda to bojno polje? Ali ni-
so te figure armada? Ali ni ta igra kra-
lja indijskega igra bitk ?”

Ustavljal se je vedno pogosteje pri
teh mislih in razstavljal figure.

In ob zori sedmega dne je rekel:

“Tako je!”

Stopil je h kralju Hosroesu, imenova-
nemu NursSivan, in rekel:

“Gospod in kralj moj! Davek bo pla-
¢eval kralj indijski, zakaj izumil sem
pravila njegove igre, ki ti jo je podaril.”

Ko je kralj to slisal, se mu je raz-
vedrilo ¢elo. In rekel je:

“Danes je sedmi dan, kakor sem re-
kel poslancem kralja indijskega in mo-
jega prijatelja, ki mi bo podlozen. Naj
pridejo, da sli§ijo modrost kraljestva
mojega.

Slavnostno je bila okraSena dvorana
kralja perzijskega. Na prestolu je sedel
in velika8i perzijskega kraljestva so bili
okrog njega. Vstopili so poslanei kralja
indijskega v slavnostnih oblaéilih in z
obrazi samozavestnimi. Poklonili so se
globoko pred kraljem perzijskim.
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“Kaj ne pokleknejo, kaj se ne dotak-
nejo s ¢elom tal, na katerih stoji prestol
kralja nasega,” se je sliSalo med velika-
si. Kralj perzijski Hosroes, imenovan
Nusivar, pa je rekel:

“Solnce se bliZza na najvisjo totko ne-
ba. Ko bo stopilo na pot zapada, bo re-
Sna uganka kralja indijskega!”

Obrnil se je k vezirju in rekel:

“Pokazi modrost mojega ljudstva po-
slancem kralja indijskega!”

Veliki vezir je stopil naprej pred po-
slance kralja indijskega. Postavil je de-
sko in jel razstavljati figure. Ko jih je
razstavil, je rekel:

“Tako morajo stati figure bojne igre,
ki ti jo je podaril, o kralj in gospod moj,
indijski kralj. Na sredi bojnega polja
stoji figura kralja. Poleg kralja mora
biti figura vezirja. Zakaj vezir je desna
roka kralja. Na vsaki strani, ob vezirju
in kralju morata stati dva bojna slona.
Poleg obeh slonov stoji po en konj z vso
bojno opremo. In naposled stojita trd-
njavi ...V drugi vrsti se postavi vrsta
pehote. Zakaj, to polje in te figure je
bojna igra.”

Kralj je pogledal poslance kralja in-
dijskega in videl je ves prebledel obraz
njih vodje. Rekel je:

“Zakaj je tvoj obraz, vodja poslan-
cev kralja indijskega, tako Zalosten in
brez Zivljenja?”’

Vodja poslancev je padel pred kra-
ljem perzijskim na tla in se dotaknil s
celom tal, na katerem je stal kraljev
prestol. In vse poslanstvo je storilo isto.
In je rekel vodja poslancev:

“Velika je modrost v tvojem kralje-
stvu, o kralj perzijski. Zakaj, nikdo ni
vedel za ta pravila. Nikomur jih nisem
izdal in niti v Indiji jih nikdo ne pozna.
Kako je bilo mogoce, da si jih iznasel?”

Veliki vezir je odgovoril:

“Ni modrosti, ki bi ne mogla biti 3e
popolnejsa.”

Tako je zapisana pravljica o postan-
ku kraljevske igre Saha.

L] W [
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Kako je clovek spoznal vino

A pasi je zapazil Noe, da hodi kozel nekaj v skalovje zobat in da je vselej, ka-

dar se je od tam vrnil, nénavadno veselo poskakoval in se objestno $alil in
bodel z drugo drobnico. Sel je gledat in nadel med peéinami obilo soénega grozd-
ja. V zavetju je lahko dozorelo, ker dekleta niso vedela zanje. Noe se je nazo-
bal in neizreéno veselil, da je zasledil tako Zlahten sad. Naredil je na prisojni
gorici vinograd in zobal z rodovino grozdje; ¢esar niso mogli pojesti, pa je stlacil
in pridelal most, iz katerega se je naredilo vino. Ker mu Se ni poznal moéi, ga
je premagalo in omamilo, da se je zvrnil. Tudi njegova Zena ga je pokusila,
ali zdelo se ji je tako kislo, da ga ni marala piti. Pijanemu ocetu se je en sin
glasno rogal in smejal. Tudi Noetovka je bila na mozZa nejevoljna, pa je vzela
noz in mu porezala vse trte.

Drugo leto so trte odgnale Se lepSe in rodile mnogo boljSse vino, katero je
srkala vslast tudi ona sama. Pred smrtjo je dal Noe vinograd svojima dobrima
sinovoma, ki sta ga vedno spoStovala; Kam, ki ga je zasramoval, ni dobil ne ene
trte. To ga je silno razkacilo. Ko sta §la brata nekam od doma, jima je pognal
v vinograd svoje prasce, da bi ga pokoncali. Prasei so razrili in prerahljali vso
zemljo okoli trt, kar jim je neizmerno koristilo. Gospodarja sta nameckala toli-
ko vina, da nista vedela, kam bi ga spravila in bilo je sladko, da so se kar usta
sprijemala.

Odtod prihaja, da se valjajo pijanci tako pogostoma po blatu in luZah, ka-
kor da so svinje ne pa s pametjo obdarjeni ljudje. Janez Trdina.

UNA, luna lunica in se klanja, klanja klanja,
raz nebo se mi smehlja. sove skozi no¢ preganja;
Zdaj mi dolgi jezik kaZe, v vsako okence podreza,
skrije se, se spet prikaZe; tja na strehe drzno pleza . . .
} zdaj poredno mi mezika, Ko potem Se vige, vise
z nosom zemlje se dotika; vzdigne se nad vaske hiSe,

pa ob dimnik se spotakne
in se jezna v no¢ umakne —
Janko Samec.
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Dopisnikom in citateljem:
Nastopile so Solske pocitnice,

Jih zamenjali z igracami ter z rajanjem na prostem.
Otroct se vesele pocitnic, ker jim ni treba v Solo.
Otroci st okrepe telo in duha, ker so vecinoma
To je zanje pravi oddih, ker jim ni treba poslusati Sol-

vV naravi.
so mladini potrebne in koristne.
tekom poletja zunaj.

Decli in deklice so odlozili Solske knjige in

Poletje nudi obilo veselja
Solske pocitnice

skega zvona, ki vselej toéno ob doloceni wuri vabi otroke v Solo.

Med pocitnicami pa se otroci lahko tudi kaj koristnega nauce.
jo mnogo veselja in razvedrila na prostem.
Tekom poletja se decki in deklice lahko priuce

S vadijo v pisanju in éitanju.

Lahko ima-
Medtem pa je umestno, da jih star-

slovenséine toliko, da bodo za silo znali éitatiin da bodo lahko s pomocéjo starsev

napisali kaksno pisemce za “Nas koticek.”
Potrebno je, da se posveti vsak teden po par wr uéenju.

priporoc¢ljivo.

Preveé rajanja na prostem tudi ni

Izrabite poletje v svojo korist in se vadite v éitanju in pisanju slovenske

besede.

Dragi urednik!

V naslednjem hofem na kratko opisati ne-
koliko o zdravilni vodi.

Julija meseca (minulega leta) sem se pe-
ljala z mojimi starsi v Lava Hot Springs,
Idaho, ki je oddaljen od tukaj 46 milj.

Lava Hot Springs so toplice, kamor priha-
ja v poletnem c¢asu mnogo ljudi iz razliénih
krajev. Nekateri se pridejo zdravit za rev-
matizem, drugi zato, da se nauzijejo naravne
krasote.

Zanimivo je opazovati, kako voda vre iz
zemlje. Vsak vrelec ima zraven napis, ki po-
ve kaks$na voda je v vreleu. Eden se ime-
nuje Sulphur, par cevljev naprej je Iron in
zopet malo naprej je Magnesium.

V blizini te vode se vidi lepo kamenje, ki je
preluknjano na vse nadine. Tu clovek vidi
ljudi, vsak ima svojo Salico, in pijejo to zdra-
vilno vodo.

V Lava Hot Springsu je tudi dosti zabave

za mladino in za odraSfene ljudi. Tiste, ki
veseli plavanje, gredo lahko v vodo. Imajo le-
po gugalnico ali drsalnico, s katere kar zdréi
kot po sankah v vodo.

Slu¢ajno sem slifala pogovor dveh Mor-
moncev iz Salt Lake Cityja, Utah. Prvi je
dejal, da so to njegove enajste poéitnice v
Lava Hot Springsu, in da je hvaleZen tej
vodi, da je on tako trdnega zdravja. Drugi pa
j¢ rekel, da njegove so to Ze sedemnajste
pocitnice ter je na isti naéin hvalil vodo v teh
toplicah,

Nazaj grede smo se ustavili v Soda Spring-
su, Idaho. Tam sem videla vrelec kako iz
zemlje voda bruha. Pa ta voda ni bela; je
lepa bledordeéa in okus ima kakor sodavica.
Vsled tega se tudi to mesto imenuje po tej
vodi—Soda Springs.

Pozdrav vsem mladim ¢éitateljem, enako u-
redniku!

Olga Groznik, Box 202, Diamondville, Wyo.
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Dragi urednik!

Spet se oglasam v nasem priljubljenem
meseéniku Mladinskem listu, Sem mislila, da
se bo kdo drugi oglasil v M, L., ker tukaj je
veliko slovenskih druZin, pa se le bolj malo
zanimajo za slovenski jezik; govorijo rajsi
anglesko.

V Mladinskem listu ¢itam, da kako je lepo
v razliénih krajih po ZdruZenih drzavah, Tu-
kaj je pa pusto. Ravno sedaj, ko to pisem, je
mesec maj in bi moral biti najlepsi v letu,
pa je skoro najbolj neprijazen. Vedno veter
piha in mrzlo je tako, da se evetlice skrivajo,
ker si ne upajo pokazati na dan svoj diSedi
cvet,

Tudi jaz bi rada videla tiste lepe kraje, ki
jih opisujejo na$i dopisovalei. Zakaj jaz sem
prisla v ta kraj ko sem bila stara komaj dve
leti; od takrat sem vedno tukaj pri mojih
starsih.

Ko to pisem, se nagiba Solsko leto h koncu,
in ko bo ta dopis priobéen, bomo imeli Ze po-
éitnice.

Pozdrav vsem dopisovaleem M. L.!

Mary A. Krivee, Klein, Mont.
* %
Dragi urednik!

Zopet vas nadlegujem, pa le s par besedami
za na$ priljubljeni Mladinski list.

Pred kratkim mi je moja mama pravila, da
se je Mezetovi druZini v Glencoe, O., velika
nesre¢a zgodila, ko sta bili sestrici Rozi in Eni
na velikonoéno nedeljo od vlaka povoZeni. Jaz
sem obe dobro poznala, kajti tudi jaz sem bila
na Glencoe rojena, in s pokojno Eni sve bile
rojene obe v enem tednu. Zato Mezetovi dru-
Zini na Glencoe, 0., z mojo sestrico Virginijo
in mojimi starsi izrekam naSe globoko so-
zalje.

Za enkrat naj zadostuje, bom pa Se prihod-
nji¢ kaj napisala.

Mnogo iskrenih pozdravov vsem ¢itateljem!

Alice Strajnar, Box 88, Piney Fork, O.
* *
Dragi urednik!

Ze zopet sem si vzela malo ¢asa, da spet
malo napifem za Mladinski list. Sedaj sem
zamudila Ze dvakrat, da se nisem oglasila v
nasem meseéniku. Zal mi je, ker se nisem
potrudila, da bi napisala za vsako Stevilko
Mladinskega lista par vrstic po slovensko.

Ker se drugi otroci zanimajo za Mladinski
list iz nase naselbine Chisholm, Minn., se mo-
ram tudi jaz, da ne bom za njimi zaostajala.—
Nase drustvo §t. 322 SNPJ je priredilo dne 27.
aprila lepo igro. Takrat so nas obiskali nasi
rojaki tudi iz bliZnjih naselbin. Uspeh je bil
sijajen. Igra je bila polna smeha, in imenuje
se “Vdova Roslinka.”

Sedaj je konec $ole in nastopile so poéitnice.
V tem &asu se bom paé lahko veckrat oglasi-
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la, ako bo tako naneslo, kajti v poletnem ¢a-
su se ¢lovek tezje pripravi k pisavi kot pozimi.

Okrog 10. maja smo imeli tukaj slabo in
mrzlo vreme. Upam pa, da se bo obrnilo na
boljse predno bo ta dopis priobéen. Za enkrat
naj zadostuje!

Pozdrav vsem citateljem Mladinskega lista
in uredniku! Mary Krainik,

23 E. Poplar st., Chisholm, Minn.
* *
Dragi urednik!

Vem, da vas nadlegujem z mojo neokretno
pisavo, pa vseeno sem se spet odlodila, da na-
pisem kratek dopis za Mladinski list.

To pismo sem pisala dne 26, maja. Takrat
Je bilo vse lepo, ker je bila spomlad. No, sedaj
pa je poletje in je tudi lepo, ker je vroe in
se lahko zunaj igramo.

Moja mama mi vedno da kak&no delo. Pravi,
da se moram uéit delati. Oh, to delo. Zakaj
neki ni tako urejeno in ustvarjeno, da bi ne
bilo treba delati in da bi bila vedno pomlad!
Ljudje bi se samo igrali in se zabavali. ZiveZ
naj bi sam od sebe zrastel. Mama in ata se
mi smilita. Ata prido ves érn z dela domov,
tako ¢érn kot zamoree, pa utrujen zelo, ker
dela v premogorovu. Mama pa ves dan dela
na vrtu in okrog hiSe. Vedno je dovolj dela.

Pozdrav vsem ¢éitateljem!

Alice Strajnar, Piney Fork, O.

(Ako bi me bilo dela in bi viadala veéna
sponmlad, draga Alice, tedaj bi postalo na
svetu preenoliéno in dolgoéasno. Ljudje bi se
ne wveselili spomladi in postali bi mehkuini,
ako bi ziveli brez dela. Delo je potrebno vsa-
kemu postenemu éloveku, treba pa bi preure-
diti sedanji naéin dela in ivijenja, da bi de-
lali vsi in da bi vsi enako uzivali sad svojeya
dela. Tega sedaj ni, ker bogatini izkoriséajo
delavee in jim jemljejo pravice. Zato pa se
moramo boriti, da bo delavec spoitovan kot
ustvaritelj vseh dobrin, in da se ne bodo bo-
gatini redili na racun delavecv. Za to je
treba delaveu izobrazbe, da se otrese verskih
spon ter da bo zaveden. Potem bo lahko za-
hteval svoje pravice. — Opomba urednika.)

s x
Dragi urednik!
Tezko sem pri¢akovala junijske Stevilke
Mladinskega lista, ki se je malo zapoznila.
Precitala sem urednikove vrstice, ki pige in
vprasuje, da kaj se nam v slovenskem delu
M. L. najbolj dopade in od katerih pisateljev.
Meni se najbolj dopadejo povesti in basni
pa tudi pesmi so lepe, Katka Zupanéié zna
lepo napisati. Njena povest “Prijateljstvo”
se mi je dopadla. Anna P. Krasna zna tudi
lepe pesmice skladati. Poleg tega pa se mi
dopadejo tudi urednigki &lanki.
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Pri naSem drustvu smo izgubili enega ¢la-
na. Stevilka nasega drustva je 333 SNPJ,
Blaine, 0. Dne 15. maja je preminul br. Jo-
seph Vovko. Podlegel je poskodbam, ki jih
je dobil pri delu v jami. Pokojni je bil dober
¢lan SNPJ dolgo let. Tu zapuSéa Zeno in
pet otrok, kateri ga bodo tezko pogresali. Naj
pociva v miru! (Pokojni je bil nas sosed.)

Pozdrav vsem citateljem Mladinskega li-
sta in tudi uredniku!

Anna Matos, Box 181, Blaine, O.

Dragi urednik!

Sedaj imamo lepo priloznost, da se veckrat
oglasimo v Mladinskem listu, ker imamo po-
¢itnice.

Citala sem v junijski Stevilki M. L., da bi
vi, dragi urednik, radi izvedeli od svojih ¢ita-
teljev, da kakdne povesti se nam najbolj do-
padejo.

Meni se zelo dopadejo basni, ker se tako
lepo ¢&itajo.

V junijski Stevilki je bilo enajst slovenskih
dopisov, Zelim pa, da bi jih bilo ve¢ prihodnji
mesee. Mene veseli slovensko pisati in &itati.

Dragi bratei in sestrice! Glejmo, da bo vsaki
mesec veé slovenskih dopisov, kakor agnle-
skih. Uredniku pa hvala, ker mi popravi na-
pake.

Pozdrav vsem ¢Citateljem M. L.!

Mary Krainik, Chisholm, Minn.
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Dragi urednik!

Namenil sem se, da spet napisem v “Naj
kotiéek” par vrstic za julijsko Stevilko Mla-
dinskega lista. To je moj drugi slovenski do-
pis. PiSem bolj slabo, ker se Sele uc¢im.
Upam pa, da mi boste vi urednik popravili
moje napake.

Sedaj, ko je konec 3ole, se bom bolj pridno
uéil slovensko pisati in &itati—Zelim, da mi
prioblite tole pesmico, “HiSica oletova,” ce
ne vso, pa vsaj delno.

0Oj hisica oéetova,

lo¢iti sva se morala.

Al' tega nihée ne pove,

¢e 3e kedaj bom videl te.

Srce pa moje ti zvesto

do konca dni ostalo bo.

Skazala si mi milosti,

ki mo¢ jih pozabiti ni.
Pozdrav vsem d¢itateljem in uredniku!
William Gruden, RFD 2, Bridgeville, Pa.

POPRAVEK

Slika “Pesem Skrjancka,” priobce-
na v junijski Stevilki Mladinskega lista,
je delo francoskega slikarja Julesa Bre-
tona, ne Milleta. Dejstvo, da sta bila
umetnika sodobnika, ki sta slikala isto
snov in predmete v naravi, ju ¢esto isto-
veti z njiju slikarskimi umotvori.

Puta in petelincek

UTA in petelinéek gresta v leSCevje leSnikov brat.
Puta rece: “Petelincek, glej tam gori tri v eni kepi!”
Petelinéek zleti v vrh, puta mu pravi: “Vrzi mi doli kobuljico!”

Petelinéek vrze doli kobuljico, zadene puto v ocesce.

doma bom povedala!”

Puta zaveka: “Cakaj,

Petelin¢ek pravi: “Nisem kriv, zakaj mi je grm hlace raztrgal!”
Grm pravi: “Zakaj me je koza objedla!”

Koza pravi: “Zakaj me je pastir premalo napasel!”

Pastir pravi: “Zakaj mi ni dekla juzine skuhala!”

Dekla pravi: “Zakaj mi ni mlinar moke zmlel!”

Mlinar pravi: “Zakaj mi je volk vso vodo popil!”

Volk pravi: “Zakaj mi je solnce v golt sijalo!”

Solnce pravi: “Zakaj mi je Narava ukazala!”

Tnko je nazadnje kriva Narava, da se je putuici razlilo oko.

Fran Miléinski.
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THE CRY OF THE CHILDREN

(Editor’s Note:—In the middle of the nineteenth century the conditions of industrial work-
ers in England were as bad as they still are in many parts of the United States, particularly
in the east and south, where child-labor is widely exploited. There were no laws regulating
the employment of women and children, and child-labor was extensively exploited by manu.
facturers in all lines of industry. The following poem was suggested to Elizabeth B. Brown-
ing by a report on factory conditions written by Richard H. Horne, a friend who was himself

a poet of real though intermittent genius.)

O YE hear the children weepin, O my
brothers,
Ere the sorrow comes with years?
They are leaning their young heads
against their mothers,
And that cannot stop their tears.
The young lambs are bleating in the
meadows:
The young birds are chirping in the
nest;
The young fawns are playing with the
shadows;
The young flowers
toward the west—
But the young, young children, O my
brothers,
They are weeping bitterly!
They are weeping in the playtime of
the others,
In the country of the free.

are blowing

Do you question the young children in
their sorrow,
Why their tears are falling so?
The old man may weep for his to-mor-
row
Which is lost in Long Ago;
The old tree is leafless in the forest,
The old year is ending in the frost,
The old wound, if stricken, is the sorest,
The old hope is hardest to be lost;
But the young, young children, O my
brothers,

Do you ask them why they stand
Weeping sore before the hosoms of their
mothers,
In our happy Fatherland?

They look up with their pale and sunken
faces,
And their looks are sad to see,
For the man’s hoary anguish draws
and presses
Down the cheeks of infancy;
“Your old earth,” they say, “is very

dreary,
Our young feet,” they say, “are very
weak!
Few steps have we taken, yet are
weary—

Our grave-rest is very far to seek:
Ask the aged why they weep, and not
the children,
For the outside earth is cold,
And we young ones stand without, in
our bewildering,
And the graves are for the old:

“True,” say the children, “it may hap-
pen
That we die before our time:
Little Alice died last year, her grave
is shapen
Like a snowball, in the rime.
We l;oked into the pit prepared to take
er:
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Was no room for any work in the
close clay!
From the sleep wherein she lieth none
will wake her
Crying ‘Get up, little Alice! it is day.’
If you listen by that grave, in sun and
shower,
With your ear down, little Alice never
cries;
Could we see her face, be sure we
should not know her,
For a smile has time for growing in
her eyes:
And merry go her moments, lulled and
stilled in
The shroud by the kirk-chime.

Lela Shawyer:

THE SCHO

ING out, school bell, across the hill
And up the valley wild,
And let me feel again the thrill
I felt when but a child.

LIST

It is good when it happens,” say the
children,
“That we die before our time.”
“How long,” they say, “how long, O
cruel nation,
Will you stand, to move the world,
on a child’s heart,—
Stifle down. with a mailed heel its pal-
pitation,
And tread onward to your throne
amid the mart?
Our blood splashes upward, O gold-
heaper,
And your purple shows your path!
But the child’s sob in the silence curses
deeper
Than the strong man in the wrath.”

OL BELL

Ring out those notes which called us in
To pencil, book and slate;

Ring out among the clashing din
Thou servant of a state.

Let pipers pipe, and buglers blow
And singers’ bosoms swell;

But give a cheer that all may know
The glory of the bell.

A SMILE

HE thing that goes the farthest
Toward making life worth while,
That costs the least, and does the most,
Is just a pleasant smile.

The smile that bubbles from the heart,
That loves its fellow men,

Will drive away the cloud of gloom,

And coax the sun again.

It’s full of worth and goodness, too,
With manly kindness blent,

It’s worth a million

dollars

And it doesn’t cost a cent.
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Short Talks

N the June number of this magazine, we told our readers of the nearly twenty

thousand junior members enrolled in the local branches of the Slovene Na-
tional Benefit Society in various communities. We pointed out the significance
and importance attached to the aggregate number, and we also mentioned the
remarkable historic fact that our Society was the first fraternal organization
in America which initiated the juvenile class system, in 1912, by adopting a re-
solution which went into practice in January the following year.

THESE facts, indeed, are something to be proud of, and particularly so
when we realize that the great importance the junior membership will play in
our Society in the immediate future, as is constitutes a body of youngsters who
are maturing into that period of youthful life when they are admitted into the
adult department. There are still many Slovene and Jugoslav children in our many
settlements that are not yet insured in our juvenile department. The field
opened to us is still great, The adult veteran members of the SNPJ, who sincere-
ly and faithfully value its many benefits, can accomplish very much along this
line, by bringing into their local lodges many of our youngsters.

HE Slovene National Benefit Society is the most progressive Jugoslav Fra-

ternal organization. Its Free Thought principles warrant to its members per-
sonal freedom of religious, philosophical, ethical and political creeds. The mag-
netic power which attracted so many of our people to flock into the lodges of the
SNPJ is in its liberal principles. The organizers of the Slovene National Benefit
Society fully understood the great meaning and importance of such provisions in
the Society’s by-laws.

IN near future a junior membership campaign will open, and our adult
members will be given an opportunity to secure new applicants. The Supreme
board, at its yearly session in January, adopted a plan by which valuable prizes
will be awarded to the members securing one or more new members during the
designated period of time. The exact time for this campaign will be announced
soon. We hope it will prove sufficiently interesting to our members, so that at
the end of the junior membership campaign we may be able to record some
very favorable results. The adult as well as the junior members can take part
in the coming drive. Particulars will be announced in the Prosveta.

E urge particularly all our English-speaking lodges to avail themselves of

this opportunity the junior membership campaign is offering, by increasing
their membership in bringing into their lodge as many new youngsters as pos-
sible. By doing so their junior department will form a constant organizational
supply from which new members will automatically become adult members upon
reaching the required age of 16. Who can venture to prophesy its developments
and accomplishments if the local lodges as a whole take an active and enthusiastic
interest in furthering its development? The possibilities of our Junior Move-
ment are great. L. Beniger.
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YOUR HOME

ID you ever stop and ponder, to
figure out or wonder

If you'll ever have a home that's all
your own?

Have you ever had the urging and felt
desire surging,

And to wifie, have you made your
secret known?

She’s your pal; Oh! don’t forget it.
Make her glad, you won't regret it.

Learn of all the many things she’ll do,

She will help you in your dealings and
vou'll know each other's feelings—

Some day those dreams of yours will
all come true.

There'll be better understanding in your
saving and your planning

Both she and you will labor with a zest.

You will find your nest egg growing
and glad you'll be at knowing

Soon you'll be prepared to start your
little nest.

And Oh what joy in dreaming, what
fun there’ll be in scheming

In planning out how everything shall
be.

Each room will be perfection, attuned
to your affection

The dream’s no idle glamour when you
hear the saw and hammer
What pleasure of inspection as follow-

ing its erection

You notice each advancement day by

day.
And

with completion nearing ’twill

seem much more endearing
You’ll know and love each brick and

stick and stone.

You'll be praying for the minute when
you are living in it
Because the place is all your very own!

—Joseph Conrad.

RIDDLES

What plant is fatal to mice and birds?
—Catnip.

What turned road way into Broad-
way ?—The letter b.

What is it which never uses its teeth
for eating purposes?—A comb.

How can you take one from 19 and
have 20 left ?—XIX minus I equals XX.

What is the difference between a
barber and a mother of a large family?

—One shaves with the razor and the
other raises her shavers.

What animals attach themselves to
grape vines?—Grayapes (grapes).

What kind of an animal comes from
heaven >—Reindeer,

Who was created first, Adam or Eve?
—Eve was, for she was the first maid
(made).

When does the sun get the best of
the dew?—When it makes it dry up.
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Health

By Dr. C. L.

The Mosquito

The blood-sucking mosquito is to be
found almost everywhere but exhibits
the extremes of virulence on the shores
of the Arctic Ocean and in the tropics.
The female is the offender, and, after
sucking a portion of her vietim’s blood,
replaces it with the poison that leads
to the familiar itching, swelling and
sometimes, to more violent inflamma-
tion. Besides the power of transfer-
ring the germ thought to be capable of
giving rise to the malaria, the mosquito
is also a medium for transference to
human beings of yellow fever. The
measures indicated for these bites or
stings is ammonia water which reduces
the suffering if applied with a little rag
and left on for a few moments, and
often proves effective, Menthol some-
time affords considerable reljef, the
crystalline solid or camphor-ice sub-
stance being rubbed over the surface.

To prevent the development of mos-
quitoes in pools, permanganate of po-
tassium has been recommended. Two
and one-half hours are required for a
mosquito to develop from its first stage
to its active and venomous maturity.
The insect in any of its phases may be
instantly killed by contact with minute
quantities of permanganate of potas-
sium. One part of this substance in
fifteen hundred of solution distributed
in mosquito marshes will render the de-
velopment of larvae impossible; a hand-
ful of permanganate will oxidize a ten
acre swamp, kill its embryo insects,
and keep it free from organic matter
for thirty days. An effacious method
is to scatter a few crystals widely
apart. A single pinch of potassium
permanganate has killed all the germs
in a thousand-gallon tank. In foul,
mosquito-infested pools, the water of
which cannot be used, mosquito larvae,
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and nymphae can be easily overcome
by pouring into each sheet of water a
quantity ranging from a few ounces to
a pint of petroleum,
The Wood Tick

Blood-sucking ticks of various kinds
are common in most countries. Wood-
ticks are most frequently met with.
They bury the whole head in the flesh;
and distend their bodies with blood be-
fore they are discovered, and any ordi-
nary attempt at removal only detaches
the latter, leaving the head behind to
create trouble. The head should be re-
moved with needle or knife and the
wound subsequently dressed antisepti-
cally. Turpentine applied to the rear
end of the insect sometimes causes it
to losen its hold. Any essential oil, or a
drop of chloroform injected with a hy-
podermic syringe, frequently brings
about the same results.

Spiders and Their Bite

In the north spiders have a worse
reputation than they merit, the bites
ascribed to them being inflicted by
other insects. In southern California.
which is a semi-tropical region, so-
called spider-bites are ascribable to the
pirate bug. In the tropics the majority
of spiders are not to be classed as poi-
sonous, but their bites seem especially
prone to provoke uleerations that are
healed only with the greatest difficul-
ty. The ground and trap-door spiders
grow to great size, often the body alone
is 2 or 2145 inches in length. They are
hairy, most repulsive creatures, living
in wells or tubes excavated in the soil,
with a trap-door stop which is closed
when the tenant is at home. The com-
mon trap-door spider is generally
known as “tarantula” in Jamaica and
Cuba, because of its close resemblance
(but generally is of smaller size) to the
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true tarantula, which is also found, but
more sparingly. Both inflict wounds,
when opportunity offers, but these
wounds are not of the highly poisonous
nature generally imagined. Treatment
—Any of the preparations recommend-
ed, ammonia water or baking-soda. In
severe cases the local injection of a 5
per cent solution of permanganate of
potassium may prove advantageous,
the patient’s strength being simultan-
eously sustained by means of a stimu-
lant. Strong coffee enjoys great con-
fidence in this particular.

Bee, Wasp and Hornet Stings

The sting of a bee is barbed at the
end, and is, consequently, always left
in the wound; that of a wasp is pointed
only, so that they can sting more than
once. Swelling comes on very rapidly
and spreads very quickly. The hor-
nets sting is the most severe, and the
bee’s the least. The wasp, an insect
allied to the hornet, is capable of sting-
ing severely also. Several stings may
cause serious constitutional disturb-
ance. Under such circumstances a stim-
ulant will be first required, after which
the sting or stings should be removed
with a fine-pointed foreeps, or, if they
are too deep to be laid hold of, the hol-
low tube of a small key may be placed
over the injured part, so that the punc-
ture shall be in the middle, and by pres-
sing it firmly down the skin be caused
to rise in he hollow, when the sting
will probably start out, or a watery
fluid will escape, carrying with it some
of the venom. If a lens is at hand, it
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will be well to examine each wound,
when perhaps the sting may be seen,
and it may be extracted with the for-
ceps. Ammania water applied to the
injured part will produce }immediate
relief. Baking soda dissolved and the
application of sweet oil or glycerin are
useful.

Treatment of Insect Biles

While special measures are indicated
in some instances, a general founda-
tion for the remedies to be used lies in
the fact that the poison introduced into
a wound by any insect is strongly acid
in nature, and that the local effect is
primarily one tending to producing
coagulation and agglutination of the
corpuscular elements of the blood.
Hence the well-known value of am-
monia in such cases whether applied in
weak solution over the skin, or in
strong solution, or pure, into a wound.
Permanganate of potassium in 1 to 5
per cent solution is also effective for
the same reason. The properties of
common salt in saturated solution are
well known to every housewife. Com-
mon clay or clean mud applied over a
wound are favorites among wayfarers.

The best treatment for the bites of
insects: Saturate a rag with ammonia
water, apply or hold on part bitten.
Sometimes baking soda made into a
paste can be used to advantage. Some-
times iodine is used. A handful of
laurel-leaves boiled in a pint of lard
makes an ointment which, applied over
the hands and face in insect-infected
districts, affords efficient protection.

CONUNDRUMS

What is taken from you before you
get it?—Your photograph.

What does a ball do when it stops
rolling ?—It looks round.

What kind er servants are best for
hotel 7—The Inn-experienced.

At the time of the flood where did

Noah keep the bees?—In the Ark-hives
(archives).

When a lady faints what figure
should you bring her ?—You must bring
her two.

Why is coffee like an axe with a dull
edge? Because it must be ground be-
fore using.
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Hogs and Human Beings

ONE TIME a little mother, who was

twenty-five years old, began to feel
tired all the time. Her appetite had
failed her for weeks before the tired
feeling came. Her three little girls, once
a joy in her life, now became a burden
to her. It was “mamma,” “mamma,”
all day long. She never had noticed these
appeals until the tired feeling came.
The little mother also had red spots on
her cheeks and a slight dry cough. One
day, when dragging herself around,
forcing her weary body to work, she
felt a sharp but slight pain in her chest,
her head grew dizzy, and suddenly her
mouth filled with blood. The hemorrh-
age was ndt severe, but it left her very
weak. The doctor she had consulted for
her cough and tired feeling had said,
“You are run down; you need a tonic.”
For a fee he prescribed bitters made
of alcohol, water, and gentian. This
gave her false strength for awhile, for
it checked out her little reserve. When
the hemorrhage occurred she and all
her neighbors knew she had consump-
tion and the doctor should have known
it and told her months before.

Now she wrote to the state board of
health and said: “I am told that con-
sumption in its early stages can be
cured by outdoor life, continued rest
and plenty of plain, good food. I do
not want to die. I want to live and raise
my children to make them good citi-
zens. Where can I go to get well?”
The substance of the reply was, “The
Christian state has not yet risen to the
mighty economy of saving the lives of
mothers from consumption. At present,

the only place where you can go is a
grave. However, the state will care
for your children in an orphans’ asylum
or the poor house after you are dead,
and then in a few years will find a
home for them. But save your life—
never.” ‘‘That is a cranky idea,” for a
member on the floor of the State as-
sembly said so. Beside, he said, “It
isn’t business; the state can’t afford
it.” So the little mother died of the pre-
ventable and curable disease, the home
was broken up, and the children were
taken to the orphans’ asylum.

A big fat hog one morning found he
had a pain in his belly. He squealed
loudly and the farmer came out of his
house to see what was the matter. “He’s
got the hog cholera,” said the hired
man. So the farmer telegraphed to the
secretary of the United States Agricul-
ture Department (who has 3,000 ex-
perts in animal and plant diseases), and
the reply was—*“Certainly, I'll send you
a man right away.” Sure enough, the
man came. He had a government syr-
inge and a bottle of government medi-
cine in his handbag, and he went for
the hog. It got well. It wasn’t cranky
for the government to do this, and it
could afford the expense, for the hog
could be turned into ham, sausage, lard
and bacon.

Anybody, even a fool, can see it would
be cranky for the state to save the life
of a little mother, and it could not af-
ford it either.

Moral: Be a hog and be worth saving.
(The Yeoman Shield.)




MLADINSKI

LIST 217

Shakespeare’s Women
By Robert G. Ingersoll

WHAT a procession of men and

women, statesmen and warriors,
kings and clowns, issued from Shakes-
peare’s brain. What women!

Isabella—in whose spotless life, love
and reason blended into perfect truth.

Juliet—within whose heart, passion
and purity met like white and red with-
in the bosom of a rose.

Cordelia—who chose to suffer loss,
rather than show her wealth of love
with those who gilded lies in hope of
gain.

Hermoine—*“tender as infancy and
grace,” who bore with perfect hope and
faith the cross of shame, and who at
last forgave with all her heart.

Desdemona—so innocent, so perfect,
her love so pure that she was incapable
of suspecting that another could sus-
pect, and who with dying words sought
to hide her lover's erime, and with her
last faint breath uttered a loving lie
that burst into a perfumed lily between
her pallid lips.

Perdita—a violet dim, and sweeter
than the lids of Juno’s eyes — “The

sweetest low-born lass that ever ran on
the greensward.”

Helena—who said:

“I know I love in vain, strive against hope;
Yet in this captious and intenable sieve

I still pour in the waters of my love,

And lack not to lose still. Thus, Indianlike,
Religious in mine error, I adore

The sun that looks upon his worshipper,
But knows of him no more.”

Miranda—who told her love as gladly
as a flower gives its bosom to the kisses
of the sun.

And Cordelia, whose kisses cured and
whose tears restored, And stainless
Imogen, who cried, “What is it to be
false?”

And here is the description of the
perfect woman:

“To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love;
To keep her constancy in plight and youth,
Outliving beauty’s outward, with a mind

That doth renew swifter than blood decays.”

Shakespeare has done more for wom-
an than all the other dramatists of the
world.

The Women of Sir Walter Scott

By John Hay

The morality of Scott appeals more
strongly to many than even his enor-
mous mental powers. Hig ideals are
lofty and pure. His heroes are brave
and strong; his heroines, whom he
frankly asks vou to admire, are beau-
tiful and true. They walk in womanly
dignity thru his pages, whether garbed
as peasants or as princesses, with hon-
est brows uplifted, with eyes gentle but

fearless, pure in heart and delicate in
speech. Valor, purity and loyalty—
these are the essential and undying
elements of the charm with which this
great magician has soothed and lulled
the weariness of the world thru three
tormented generations. For this he
has received the uncritical, ungrudging
love of grateful millions.
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School Is Out

By Anne Golob

T HAD been the last day of school.

As Mary walked slowly home, her
thoughts were of the events of the
afternoon. What fun it had been to clear
out the desks, and to stack the books
into the cabinet. There had been all the
exhibit papers and drawings to select
from the table, and countless little
things to look over and discard into the
overflowing waste basket or tuck into
the bulging note-book for safe-keeping.
They had talked and laughed, and it had
seemed like a party instead of a school
day.

Then Miss Lowell had passed the re-
port cards, and they had been very still.
Only for a moment, and then they had
been gayer than ever. Rilly Owen and
David Jordan had been the gayest of
all, although everybody knew that they
had not passed,

School had really been over then, but
they were not to be dismissed for an-
other half hour. So they had started
to tell their vacation plans. Miss Lowell
told of hers first. She was going to
take a six weeks course at the Univer-
sity, and after that she would visit
relatives in Boston and New York. Lu-
cinda Holmes was going East, too. She
would visit her grandmother, who was
to take her to the sea shore in August.
The girls had exclaimed at these plans
and had looked at Lucinda enviously.
Billy Owen had whispered quite loudly
that of course, she could go, wasn’t her
father the president of the bank? Miss
Lowell had frowned at Billy, but she
hadn’t asked him where he would spend
his vacation. She knew that the Owens
were too poor for such pleasures.

She had asked David, though. And
David had surprised them all when he
told them that he would go to stay
with his uncle who lived in a house boat
on Rock River. He had boats which he
rented out, and a launch and speed
boat, besides. The boys had asked

questions about the boats, and fishing
and swimming, and then the bell had
rung, and they had been dismissed.
They had left the room and the build-
ing joyously, still talking vacations and
trips and camping.

She would be home soon. Tomorrow
she wouldn’t have to come this way un-
less she wanted to. Not only tomor-
row, but the day after, and the next.
What would she do all summer? Help
mother, run errands, and take care of
baby sister, of course. But what of her
vacation? It seemed that a vacation
wasn't just not going to school, it was
going some place away, where there
were other people and other things. If
vour grandmother lived far away, you
went to stay with her on your vacation.
Or you went to visit our uncle or aunt,
or cousins.

But suppose your grandmother was
too far away, across the sea. You
couldn’t ever go to see her, not unless
yvou were quite rich. Besides, you would
have to be grown up to travel so far.
And if your uncles and aunts, and
cousins, were all across the sea, too, you
simply had nobody at all. She had
never thought of that before! They had
nobody at all. They were alone here,
and across the ocean in the Old World
were others t» whom they belonged and
who were theirs,

That’s what made them foreigners,
she supposed. If her grandmother, and
all her uncles and aunts and cousins
were here, too, then they would be real
Americans. Maybe they would even all
live in the same town. No, it would be
better if they lived in different
places so they could visit each other.
Her grandmother would live in the East,
in Boston, and there would be an uncle
in New York, and—

That wasn’t the way it was at all,
and it was nonsense to think such
things. She’d have to wait until she



MLADINSKI

grew up, and then perhaps she could
go to Europe for a vacation. Her broth-
ers and sisters would be grown up also,
and they would probably marry and
move away, and she could visit them.
They wouldn’t be alone anymore. Why,
that was it! They would grow and
spread out, and it was only when one
got too far away that one seemed alone.
That's what father and mother had
done. They had gone too far away.
She was nearly home, She could see
her mother on the porch. There was
a strange lady with her, and they were
talking and laughing. Who could it be?
Perhaps someone had come to visit

o

-
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them, but who would surprise them this
way? Now they were watching her,
and she hastened her steps. Some-
thing pleasant was going to happen,
she felt. Mother looked so happy.

“I passed, mother,” she called. And
then she was on the porch, and mother
was introducing her to the jolliest little
lady she had ever seen,

* * %

Mary was right. Something pleasant
did happen, something that made her
the happiest little girl in the world.
You can read about it in next month’s
issue, and the issue after that, as it
wil be a long and exciting story.

Independence Hall in Philadelphia, Pa., in which the Declaration of

Independence was adopted July 4, 1776.

It is now a Historical Museum,
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Roller Skates

By Anna P. Krasna

NE lovely spring day, when I was
downtown waiting for a friend, I
stepped into a big department store to
see what they had on sale for the day.
She told me not to come too early, yet
I came way ahead of time. I remem-
bered that a tiny friend of mine was
to have a birthday party the next day,
and 1 decided to buy her a litle gift of
some kind, a toy, a nice litle toy to
gladen my little friend’s heart.
In a minute I was in the toy depart-

ment. “Wish to buy anything parti-
cular, lady?” a pretty girl asked
sweetly.

“No, nothing particular,” I replied
smiling, “just something to surprise a
little friend on her birthday.”

“Oh, I see,” the clerk added laugh-
ingly. “You must be like me; I like
to do that too, when I can, just to see
their eyes brighten with joy and surp-
rise.”

She suggested some suitable toys,
and finally we both picked out an ap-
propriate little birthday gift.

At the end of the next counter I no-
ticed a tall foreign looking man, with
a troubled look on his prematurely old
face. He interested me, for his face

appeared weary and sad. He was stand--

ing there as if he was just sentenced
to die. I noticed that he was not alone.
A little boy of about eight years old
was with him, who appeared just as
sad as his father.

Nice roller skates were piled on the
counter, and it was obvious that the
little fellow wanted a pair. But his
father refused to buy them and en-
deavored to lead the boy towards the
elevator. The boy would not go, hold-
ing fast to the edge of the counter. He
wanted the skates.

A young clerk came near, asking the
man if he wished to buy the skates.—
“No, no,” the man muttered brokenly.

“Me got no money, mister.” Again he
tried to pull the boy away and this
time he succeeded. Casting his eyes
once more on the skates, the boy rushed
back to the counter. Again the scene
was repeated. The clerks and curious
shoppers gathered around, and the poor
man was pitifully embarassed. The boy
didn’t care. At this instance he took
a pair of roller skates and looked at
them longingly and sadly. The onlook-
ers mused at the sight,

The manager learning about the si-
tuation advised the man to buy a pair
and take the advantage of the special
price that was on for the day. The man
was bewildered; he was twisting a
small package in his hands nervously,
and finally managed to answer tremb-
lingly: “No, mister, me can no buy
thees. Me poor, have big family; me
got just twenty dollar pay for long
time.”

“All right, mister,” said the manager,
“when you get big pay, vou’ll buy him
skates, won’t you?”

“Sure, mebbee,” said the man mumb-
ly, and again attempted to lead the boy
away. The little fellow put the skates
back and looked pleadingly at his father.
But of no avail. Soon they came to the
elevator. The crowd dispersed, and the
manager walked away through the
aisles.

There was nothing more that I wanted
to see in the toy department, so I, too,
stepped into the elevator. The little
fellow leaned back in the corner of the
elevator, his hands dropped and two
big tears rolled down his cheeks. His
father wiped away his tears with a big
blue handkerchief mumbling something
soothingly. The boy tried to smile, but
the smile died quickly and two more

tears rolled down his cheeks—because

his father was poor and could not buy
him a pair of roller skates . ..
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Dear Editor:—

I am writing this letter from the boat, and
I didn’t get sea sick. I am having lots of fun
with the SNPJ Excursionists on the way to
Europe. We are on the Cunard Line. I am
so happy.—Elica Zupancic, 2627 S. Ridgeway
ave., Chicago, Ill.

* *
Dear Editor:—

I thought that the little story by Joseph
Michic was very good. I sure did enjoy the
books I received, and still enjoy reading them
over again, Niles, O., sure is asleep, as I
never see any letters from here. I have
never written from here, as we have just re-
cently moved here from Herminie No. 2, Pa.
I like it here very much. Everything looks
more prosperous than in the coal mines where
we lived. T don’t think I ever want to live
in a coal mining town again,

I listened to the radio program from Cle-
veland every Sunday, and it was very enter-
taining for those who have radio. It means
that we are progressing, to have our own
language heard over the radio.

I like the poems, and have learned many
that I like, by heart. I enjoy them so much,
even more than stories.—Best wishes to all
who write to the M. L. and to the Editor.

Angela Flere, RFD 1, Box 359 B, Niles O.

» *
Dear Editor:—

There are twelve in our family, all members
of the SNPJ Lodge No. 275, of which my
brother is Secretary. I am in the 7th grade
now, and this is my first letter to the M. L.
Our school was out April 25. I can read a little
in Slovene but I can’t write. I like the M. L.
very much for its interesting stories, jokes,
riddles and poems. I am sending a few jokes:

What chews but never swallows ?—Scissors,
—Spell dry grass with three letters.—H-a-y.
—What word of five letters is never pro-
nounced right?—Wrong.

I will close with best regards to all,

Mary Zlatoper, Box 22, Maynard, O.
* *
Dear Editor:—

I am a member of the SNPJ since I was
one year old, and now I am 12 years old. Our
whole family belongs to the SNPJ Lodge No.
365. I wish that some of the members would
write to me, as I would answer them.
—I am sending a few riddles with answers
for M. L.

What kind of trees are there in the world?
—Straight and curved. What has a hundred
eyes and can’t see?—Strainer. What has four
eves and can't see?—Mississippi.

Julia Kamada, Box 142, Russellton, Pa.
* *
Dear Editor:—

We all appreciate the M, L. very much,
because it contains so many interesting sto-
ries and other reading matter, The children
like the jokes which are found in the M, L.—
I have two brothers and two sisters, and we
are all members of the SNPJ, Lodge No. 207.

I will write in Slovene the next time. Now
I would like to correspond with some of the
members.—Hurry, boys and girls, and make
the M. L. a weekly.

Jean Widitz, 2217 Yew street, Butte, Mont.

* %
Dear Editor:—

There are isx in our family and we all
belong to the SNPJ; this being my first letter
I wish to have it published in the M. L. which
I enjoy reading very much. I go to Tucker
school and am in the Tth grade. We moved
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recently to Naylor, Mo. I wish some of the
members would write to me, for I will gladly
answer them.—Best regards to all the little
members of the SNPJ.

Josephine Raukar, R. 1, Box 97, Naylor, Mo,

¥ L]
Dear Editor:—

I am very sorry that I didn't write to the
M. L. more often, This is my second letter,
Now I shall write every month. Not very
many letters are found in the M. L. from
Willard, Wis., but I hope that more members
from here would decide to write for the M. L.
—I am 14 years old, and I graduated from the
grade school last year. I do not go to high
school.—There are eight in our family and
we all belong to the SNPJ, Lodge No. 198.—
I like to read the M, L. for its wonderful
stories and poems. I also enjoyed the story
about the diamond necklace,

I can read and write in Slovene for over
two years and some day I will write a letter
to the M. L. in Slovene. I like to read “Nas
Koti¢ek” and Slovene stories and poems.—I
would appreciated if some members would
write to me, as I would answer them prompt-
ly. Best regards to all.

Anne Zager, Box 154, Willard, Wis.
* *
Dear Editor:—

I am 9 years old and will be in the 5th
grade next year. This is my first letter to
the M. L. which T like to read. We are all
members of the SNPJ, except my little brother.

Here is my snapshot.

Best regards to all.
Tony Bradley, Box 115, Blaine, O.

- *
Dear Editor:—

I am 15 years of age and I enjoy reading
the M. L. This is my first letter to the M. L
When Mr. V. Cainkar, President of the SNPJ,
visited Ely, he gave a wonderful speech about
the SNPJ. I entertained him that evening by
dancing at a banquet at White Iron Beach.
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My brothers and sisters and I are members of
the SNPJ.—I would like to get letters from
members.

Best wishes to the readers and to the Editor.

Josephine Mavetz,
141 No. Central ave., Ely, Minn.
& *
Dear Editor:—

This being my first letter to the M. L. I
want to tell you that I like the magazine ve-
ry much. I am 15 years of age. Our whole
family belongs to the SNPJ, Lodge No. 111,
There are 11 in our family, but two are away
working. Working conditions are very poor
here in Aurora. I will transfer into the adult
department in July. I wish the M. L. would
come out weekly as we all like to read it
so much.

My biggest pal is my sister Nell, but now
she went to Milwaukee, Wis., and I am very
much lonesome without her.—On May 4 our
Lodge No. 11 gave a dance and there was a
big crowd. I would like to get letters from our
members. Best wishes to all,

Mae J. Kocjancich, Box 604, Aurora, Minn.
*® =
Dear Editor:—

This being my second letter to the M. L. T
want to tell you that I like our magazine, Re-
cently I passed from the 3rd to the 4th grade.
Our school closed Monday, May 12. Our teacher
was very good.

Best wishes to all the members.

Mary Babiak, Box 582, Barnesboro, Pa.
" -
Dear Editor:

I am very much interested in the M. L.
There are seven in our family and we all be-
long to the SNPJ, Lodge No. 33. This is my
first letter to the M. L. No one from Am-
bridge has yet written to the M, L., so I
thought I would start.—I wish some members
would write to me.

Best regards to all. Margaret L. Peltz,

122 Maplewood ave., Ambridge, Pa,
.

Dear Editor:—

I did not find time to write for the April
issue. We went up in the mountains, after
the school was out, June 6. There are many
tourists here from all parts of the United
States. In Cascade we have many tourists
every summer. Pike’s Peak auto highway
goes through Cascade, and many cars go up
every day to see the wonderful Peak which
is snow covered all summer.

Our Lodge No. 94 had a dance May 10, the
last one in last spring. Best regards.

John W. Mihelich,
602—26th st., Colorado Springs, Colo.
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Dear Editor:—

Recently the census taker asked a man whe
came from Russia, why he left Russia, And
the man answered: “Because I couldn’t take
it with me.” The ne asked him if he will be
able to support the United States. He an-
swered: “How could I, when I have a wife
and six children?”

Will write more next time.

Barbara Markovich,
721 E. Sheridan st., Ely, Minn,
" L
Dear Editor:—

I have written to the M. L. quite often and
hope to continue. The weather here in Cleve-
land is nice and warm and hope it will last
so. I am wishing Martin Novak a spreedy
recovery.

Herewith T am sending you my photo. 1
wish some members would write to me.

Tillie Klemen,
16119 Waterloo rd., Cleveland, O.
¥ w
Dear Editor:—

We all belong to the SNPJ, Lodge No. 21,
except my little sister, but she soon will join
also. 1 have five sisters and two brothers,
and we live on a farm at Pinon, Colo. We
have 320 acres of land, of which only 50 acres
is cultivated field, the rest is for pasture.

This is my first letter to the M. L. which
I like to read from cover to cover. On March
1 I got burned very badly on my arms and
legs, and now (as I write this letter, May 29)
I am at the hospital at Pueblo, Colo. It is al-
most three months since I have been here, and
my mother is sick at home now. We sure had a
tough break, all right, but it may turn out
better soon, I hope.

I wish every member good luck and best
wishes to all. Mary Stonich,

St. Marys Hospital, Pueblo, Colo.
* *
Dear Editor:—

We all belong to the SNPJ, Lodge No. 540.
On May 3 we had a dance and had lots of fun.
On May 16 our school had an exhibition at
Warinaco Park. We had many drills and
marches. Many schools were represented, and
over 10,000 people attended. A band was
playing during the drill.
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won was Cleveland school, and our school
came next.

Soon we'll have examinations, and if 1 get
promoted, I'll be in the 8th grade. I am 13
vears old; my birthday comes in December.
I wish some of the members would write to me,

Mary Pasarich,
728 McKinley st., Elizabeth, N. J.
%
Dear Editor:—

I did not write for a long time. We had
Field Day on May 16 in Warinaco Park. All
the schools in Elizabeth were there. They had
races and exercises. The Jefferson high school
played for us. Everybody was happy and had
a good time. Johnny Pasarich.
Elizabeth, N. J.

Dear Editor:—

I have just completed my term in grade
school this spring. Next fall T will be a fresh.
man in the Conemaugh high school. My sister
who is fifteen years old is in the sophomore
class in the Conemaugh high school. I will
not give my age as it is of no importance.

The Park high school which I went to this
winter, was out on the twenty third of April

I suppose that all or most of the members
of the SNPJ have heard about the new English
speaking lodge of the SNPJ organized in
Johnstown, Pa. The number of this lodge i#
684 and Friendly City is the name. It was
organized last August with the help of John-
nie Lokar of Cleveland, Ohio. I am a Juvenile
member of this lodge and enjoy myself being
a member. I go to the monthly meetings.
This lodge was the first English speaking
lodge of the SNPJ ever organized in the
Johnstown vicinity.

I wish that some of the brothers and sisters
would write to me,

Best regards to all.

Ruth M. Zabrie, Park Hill, Pa.

RIDDLES
What is smaller than an ant’s mouth?
—It’s tongue, of course,
What does your mummie look for
and hope she will not find?—A hole in
The school that your stocking.
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Maurice Lesemann

BURGLARS

Did you ever know of a more noisy,
more bunglesome pair of burglars

Than wind and rain?

Working all night to jimmy one door-
lock, drawing diamond after diamond

Down one pane?

Then sunddenly going wild and trying
to throw the whole house

Into a lane?

They'll not get in, but when you walk
around out of doors in the morning

You'll find the loot

They’ve scattered behind them because
they weren’t able to carry it:

Cornhocks and fruit.

Rain’s a slow worker, but rain’s more
deadly in the long run;

The wind’s the brute.

They'll not get in, not now. But every

vear some farmer’s

Roof is taken.

And from the way they keep on coming,
and the wild surly way

Those doors are shaken,

I'd not much wonder if they get us, too,
when we're asleep sometime

And fail to waken.

EACH MONOGRAM
IS THE NAME
OF SOME ANIMAL=
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Edward Lear:

THE TABLE AND THE
CHAIR

Said the Table to the Chair,

“You can hardly be aware

How I suffer from the heat

And from chilblains on my feet.
If we took a little walk,

We might have a little talk;
Pray let us take the air,”

Said the Table to the Chair.

Said the Chair unto the Table,
“Now, you know we are not able;
How foolishly you talk.

When you know we cannot walk!”
Said the Table with a sigh,

“It can do no harm to try.

I've as many legs as you:

Why can’t we walk on two?”

So they both went slowly down,
And walked about the town

With a cheerful bumpy sound

As they toddled round and round;
And everybody ecried,

As they hastened to their side,
“See! the Table and the Chair
Have come out to take the air!”

CAN YOU FIGURE,
THEM OUT



