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Nasi mladini in starSem

S to Stevilko prevzame novo uredniStvo Prosvete v svoje direktno pod-
ro¢je tudi urejevanje Mladinskega lista, UredniSivo se bo potrudilo pred-
vsem, da bo nudilo mladini zanimivih povesti, basni in pesmi. Pazilo bo, da bo
gradivo izbrano in lahko razumljivo, tako, da bo nas naras¢aj z veseljem predi-
tal sleherni prispevek. Upamo, da bomo s tem dali listu dovolj Zivljenja, v na-
ro¢nikih, v nasi mladini in starsih, pa vzbudili dovolj zanimanja za Mladinski list.
NaSa Zelja je, da bi list zahajal v sleherno slovensko hiSo, kjer bijejo mlada slo-
venska srca, hrepene¢a seznaniti se z na%imi naéeli in cilji.

Novo uredniStvo si bo prizadevalo Mladinski list razSiriti, privabiti veéje
Stevilo ¢itateljev in pridobiti mu veé dopisovalcev v obeh jezikih. Gradivo bo
vzgojevalno, pouéljivo ter razvedrilno. Seznanjali bomo nasSo mladino tudi z do-
movino svojih starSev, da bo znala ceniti materin jezik in narod, iz katerega
izhaja. Pri tem je potrebna napredno-kulturna vzgoja ter ucepitev delavske
zavednosti, kajti na%a mladina je mladina delavskih starSey.

Redno izdajanje lista je potrebno. Novo urednistvo si bo prizadevalo odpra-
viti zamudno delo v tiskarni, da bo list v rokah naroénikov vselej v prvi polo-
vici meseca. V doglednem ¢asu se bo pa tudi skuSalo izdajati list s prvim dnem
vV mesecu.

Na starsih je veliko leZefe, da se Mladinski list razSiri med naSo mladino.
Pri tem je potrebno sodelovanje. Starsi naj pomagajo svojim otrokom pri éita-
nju: tolmacijo naj jim nerazumljive besede in pojme. S tem bo storjeno hva-
lezno delo. Vasi otroci bodo veliko pridobili, vi sami pa si boste Steli v zado-
voljstvo in veselje, ko boste videli vafe otroke veselih obrazov listati strani
Maldinskega lista,

Starsi naSe mladine, na delo za napredek vaSih otrok in za bolje medsebojno
umevanje!
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Tulipan

Na razkosnem vrtu je rasel na ¢rni
gredici lep bel tulipan. Ko se je raz-
cvel, je bil tako krasen, da so mu vse
sestrice-cvetke zavidale njegovo lepoto.
Pticki pevei, ki so prihajali k rozicam
vasovat, so pa pri¢eli o tulipanu peti
pesem in raznaSati njegovo slavo po
svetu.

Tulipan se je prevzel, postal je oSa-
ben. Ponosno je dvigal svojo prosojno
glavico in kazal svoj ¢aSasti evet.

Priletel je gizdalinéek, pisan metulj-
¢ek, se laskavo zazibal okoli prelestne-
ga tulipana in mu zaSepetal:

“Dovoli mi, da se napijem tvoje me-
dice. Dale¢ po svetu bom zletel in po-
vedal bratcem metuljem in sestricam
cvetkam o tebi. Slaven postane§!”

“Le pojdi po svetu, moje medice pa
ne dobis,” je odvrnil tulipan in Se bolj
oSabno dvignil glavo.

Prihitela je vsa zasopla skromna de-
lavka Cebela in zaSumela:

“Daj mi medu, lepa cvetka! V svoj
pisani panj ponesem med, ki bo sladak
in dober. Iz satovja bo pa vlil svelar
bele svece, ki bodo lepo svetile.”

“Bodi zadovoljna z medom, ki ti ga
dajejo druge cvetke, jaz ti nicesar ne
dam,” je tulipan zapodel &ebelico in
dvignil svojo cvetno ¢aSo Se vise,

Tedaj ga je zaprosila Se biserna rosa:

Katka Zupancic:

“Biser-rosa sem. Naj kanem v tvojo
prozorno ¢ado in zaZarim na nji! Osve-
zila te bom. Tvoja glavica se bo zale-
sketala v solnénem siju kakor blesteca
kronica kraljice vil. Kdor te bo videl,
te bo vesel. Ti bo§ pa zadovoljno zrl
v solncece, ki te ne bo moglo zmagati,
zakaj jaz te bom §¢itila pred njim. Ko
bo solnce poslalo k tebi v posete svoje
najbolj vroce zarke, da bi se poigrali 5
teboj in se napili tvoje krasote, te bom
branila in se Zrtvovala zate. Ti bo3 pa
ostal evete¢ in bleste¢ kakor dozdaj!”

“Brani sama sebe,” je odvrnil tulipan
in e bolj visoko dvignil svoj cvet, da
je kapljica kanila mimo njega na skrom-
no maceho, ki se je tako razveselila
rosne kapljice, da je kar vztrepetala.

Jutro je minilo. Solnce je sijalo vse
silneje in silneje. Cvetke so pobesSale
glavice in trpele, a tulipan je drzno gle-
dal solncu v zareci obraz.

Ko je solnce zaSlo, so se cvetke pre-
dramile iz vrodiéne omotice. Vse so bi-
le Se zive. Ko so se pa ozrle po samot-
nem o$abnem tulipanu, ga ni bilo veé.
Le suho stebelce je lezalo na tleh. Po-
leg stebelca je pa lezal suh listié, ki je
bil §e zjutraj ponosen beli cvet.

“Sam je kriv,” je dejala skromna ma.
teha, ki je vedela. da ji je dobra rosna
kapljica reSila nezno Zivljenje.

O muhi

Decko bujne fantazije, ki je le malo
pazil v Soli, je skoval skoraj vsako po-
dano u¢no snov kar po svoje. O muhi
n. pr. je povedal tole:

Muha., Muha je domaca zival, Ima
peroti, zato leti. Vseh skupaj ima Sest
nog: s prvimi si umiva obraz, z zadnji-
mi si briSe peroti. Pa ¢eprav se umiva,
vendar je nesnaZna, ker ni¢ ne gleda
kod hodi. Najraje se vsede na nos, zato
pravimo, da je nadlezna. Mi se je ote-

pamo z roko, Zivina pa z repom. Naj-
ve¢ji mudji sovraznik je s sladkim li-
mom pomazan papir.

Majhnim muhicam pravimo musSice.
Te se delajo iz vina, zato niso nesnaZne.

Nekateri ljudje imajo svoje muhe, te
so Cloveske muhe. Ljudem, ki imajo
tako sorto muh, pravimo, da so muhasti.
Teh muh nikdar ne vidimo, ker jih no-
sijo skrite v glavi.
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Katka Zupanéic:

OCE SINU

Ko sem bil tvojih let—

sinko moj—
le malo vedel sem, da sem bil mlad;
le pa8a, Sola, delo, ve¢krat glad—
hudo je bilo to zares.
Toda, i lepih dni sem imel vmes.

Za $olo bil sem vnet—
sinko moj—
pohajal sem jo rad, do nje toda
je bilo ure pol in veé hoda.
A pot je krasna bila, hej!

me spremljal je Ziv-Zav iz zivih mej.

O ko bi slisal ti—

sinko moj—
ko je nad glavo mi Skrjanéek pel,
in videl travnik, ki je ves cvetel,
in potok ¢ist—srebrno nit—
dolini blagoslov ter lep nakit.

In sela naSa, ta—
sinko moj—
so skromna, a Zivahna so ¢ez dan;
pa z drevjem, vrtom je vsak stan obdan.
Ljudje? Ce pride§ kdaj med nje,
bo§ naSel vel poStenja tam, ko kje.

Okrog doline te—
sinko moj—
se vzpenjajo gorice in gore,
ki veckrat se z nevihtami bore.
A v vznozju trte, Zlahtni sad,
in hrami, kjer pozablja se na jad.

Ko bil sem tvojih let—

sinko moj—
le malo vedel sem, da sem bil mlad.
A iz spominov teh povedal bi ti rad,
da vec lepot domadéi kraj
mi nudil je, ko vsa tujina kdaj!

Poleti v parku.
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Mukica in dolgouhec

Majda je imela prijeznega oslicka, ki
jo je imel zelo rad, da, rajsi od vseh
drugih ¢loveskih bitij. Njegov najvedji
prijatelj pa je bila mlada kravica Muki-
ca, ki si jo je lastil sosedov Milan. Do-
bil jo je bil, ko je bila Se majhen telicek.

Tako sta Zivela kravica in oslicek
skupaj v istem hlevu, ki je stal ob kon-
cu vrta. Jedla sta iz enega korita, pasla
se na enem travniku in nikoli se nista
sprla. Tako je minulo leto dni.

Spomladi je zbolel sosedov Milan in
njegova roditelja sta ga poslala k tetki
v mesto. Poprej je vedno Milan skrbel
za Mukico in jo vodil na paSo, ker ni
nihée drugi utegnil. Roditelja sta zdaj
odvedla Mukico k Dobravéevim, ki so
imell posestvo onkraj gozda, kako uro
hoda od Milanovega doma.

Dolgouhec je ostal sam v svojem hle-
vu in se oziral zdaj na desno, zdaj na
levo, a Mukice ni bilo od nikoder. Ko
je videl, da je ne bo docakal, in je na-
posled razumel, da se Mukica sploh ne
bo veé vrnila, je Zalostno pobesil glavo
in solze so mu zalile o¢i. “Kaj bom de-
lal sam?” si je mislil in vsako minuto
se mu je bolj tozilo po Mukici. Zvecler
je priSla Majda v hlev in mu prinesla
jabolko, toda Dolgouhee danes ni ma-

ral zanj. Majda ga je pobozala po glavi
in mu Sepetala na uho nezne besede, a
Dolgouhec se ni hotel razveseliti. Na-
posled so prisli v hlev tudi Majdina ro-
ditelja in hlapci in gledali osli¢ka in ni-
so mogli razumeti, kaj mu je. Mislili
so, da je zbolel in da bo jutri morda
bolj&i, ko se prespi. In tako so spet vsi
odsli.

Drugo jutro je Majda zarana vstala
in hitela v hlev, da vidi, kako se pocuti
Dolgouhec, a glej, o oslicku ni bilo ne
duha ne sluha., Vrata hleva in lesa na
vrtu, vse je bilo odprto in Majda je bi-
la prepri¢ana, da je nekdo ukradel Dol-
gouhea.

Majda je hitro poklicala vso sluZin-
¢ad in vsi so jeli iskati oslicka. Iskali
so ga povsod ter ga klicali in vabili, a
Dolgouhea ni bilo od nikoder. Tisti mah
pa je prisel Dobravéev hlapec in pove-
dal, da so nasli zjutraj Dolgouhca v
hlevu. Sam je bil nasel pot do tja in se
postavil k Mukici, ki se ga je silno raz-
veselila. Tedaj so vsi razumeli, zakaj
je bil Dolgouhec prejsnji veler tako Za-
losten in zakaj je pobegnil. Nu, Majda

je pa prosila ofeta in mater, da sta ku-
pila od sosedovih Mukico in od tistih
dob sta spet slozno in zadovoljno zivela
v skupnem hlevu.
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Toncek in Johnny

BA sta priblizno istih let. Zivita pa:

prvi tam, v domovini Slovenjji; a
drugi tu, v dezZeli strica Sama. Oba sta
. Solarja, a Tonlek je Se razen Solarja
pastir.

Ni vselej hudo biti pastir, kajti i pa-
stirovanje ima svoje lepe strani, to je
res; a dejstva, da se medtem, ko Ton-
¢ek pase, Johnny lepo naspi in spocitega
telesa ter spocitega duha dospe v Solo,
tega dejstva ne smemo prezreti. Saj s
tem je slednjemu dan prvi pogoj, da v
Soli lahko napreduje, e le hoce in Ce je
koli¢kaj odprte glave.

Vse drugace pa je s Tonckom, ki je
Solar in pastir, pastir jedva polovico
svoje Solske dobe sploh, ne vStevsi po-
¢itnie. Te so za Tonc¢ka le v toliko po-
éitnice, kolikor se tic¢e Sole.

Toliko uvoda k naslednjima sliica-
ma, ki kaZeta razliko med Zivljenjem
otrok kmetskih starSev v Sloveniji—
saj so na8i tamosnji rojaki v preteZni
vedini kmetskega stanu—ter zivljenjem
tu Zivec¢ih otrok delavskega sloja, ki je
tu najbolj zastopan,

Tonc¢kovo junijsko jutro.

Tonéek! Hej, Tondek! Brz pokonci!
Solnce bo vsak ¢as na nebu, ti pa si Se
pod odejo. Le hitro, mudi se na paso!

Toncek se na pol dvigne, pa pade na-
zaj in sanja dalje: vstaja, se obla¢i —

Naenkrat zacuti, da ga nekdo stresa
za ramo. Toncek si pomane o€i in se
toliko predrami, da spozna oceta, ki sto-
ji ob postelji, prigovarjajo¢ mu: “Kar
hitro se spravi na noge; Zivina komaj
¢aka. Drugi so Ze zdavnaj zunaj; ti
bo§ zadnji; ali te ne bo sram? Domov
bos pa seveda hotel prvi; a ¢e bo Zivina
sita, zato se ne vprasa, kajne! Pred
osmo uro ne sme§ gnati Zivine domov,
da ve§!”

“Pa, ofe, ob devetih moram biti v Soli
in daleé je; zamuditi pa ne smem,” po-
tarna Tonlek, ki je medtem Ze klecnil

na noge in si pripenjal oguljene platne-
ne hlac¢ice ob naramnice,

- Molée se je oCe zazrl v Tonckov klo-
kub, ki ga je bil pobral s tal in tuhtal:
“Da, da, ta Sola! Komaj ¢akam, da je
bo enkrat konec. Zivina bo imela po-
tem ve¢ reda in”"—ozr]l se je na sina—
“ta bo mi razen pasSe Se kje kaj poma-
gal pri delu, dokler seveda ne doraste
in ne odide za starejSima dvema v tuji-
no—. To ima c¢lovek od otrok: prav,
ko bi bili za rabo, pa gredo.” Glasno
pa doda: “Upam, da si se ze lahko na-
ucil toliko, kolikor ti je potreba znanja;
za doktorja pa ne kanis Studirati, ali
da? Peto leto Ze gulis Solske klopi; po
mojem bi bilo to dovolj, ¢e ne preved.
Skoda ¢asa!”

Decku so bile te besede Ze znane, saj
jih ni sliSal danes prvié. Povesil je
glavo in i8¢o¢ svoj poteptani klobuk, je
Storkljal s svojimi nerodnimi, po bratu
podedovanimi Cevlji sem in tja. “Ah,
saj vidim, da ima$ Se kurjo slepoto,” je
deial ofe, in mu precej na trdo potisnil
klobucek na glavo. “Tako, zdaj pa hi-
tro!” in zapustila sta higo.

“Kje naj pasem danes, ofe?” vprasa
Tonéek Ze blizu hleva, “ali na Tratah?”

“Za njivami bo§ pasel,” je odredil
o¢e. Toncéku je kar zastalo—.

Za njivami, tam da bi pasel? In sam,
brez pomoc¢i? Tam, kjer bi moral imeti
pet parov nog in prav toliko parov oéi,
pa bi bilo Se teZko obvladati Zivino, ki
sili na letino; tezko je bilo Tonéku pri
srcu. Dolg proseé pogled je uprl v ole-
ta. Toda ta se razhudi: “Kaj cinca8
Se? Ali ne vidis, da se mi mudi nazaj
na delo, in Zivini na pa%o?”

Decek se z besedo ni upal veé ugovar-
jati ker res, solnce se je zZe zlatilo na
obzorju.

Urno kolikor so mu paé dopuslale
nespocite noge in preveliki ¢evlji, je ko-
rac¢il v hlev. Trenutek nato se je Ze
komotala Zivina iz hleva, glava za gla-
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vo. ‘Za Metko poprosim!” se je Ton-
¢ek oprijel resilne misli.

“Pa bi 8la” — spodtaknil se je ob
hlevni prag — “pa bi §la Metka z me-
noj, da bi pomagala, ker Liski sami bi
bilo komaj dveh pastirjev,” je glasneje
poprosil ‘oceta, ki je ze odhajal na delo.

“Kaj Se, Metka je z materjo na njivi.
Grude tolcefa,” je zacul ocetov odgovor
Ze izza vogala.

S Sibo oboroZen je zalosten stopal za
Zivino in premisljeval: rad hodi v Solo
in rad je pastir, toda pasel bi rad samo
popoldne, po Soli, ne pa zarana in ne na
takih prostorih, ko je za Njivami. Pa
ravno zjutraj ga poSiljajo na ‘take pas-
nike, kjer je pastirju najteZje. Da bi
ga poslali past, recimo, na Trate, je tuh-
tal dalje, tam bi vsaj lahko malo poci-
val, ko je pa zjutraj navadno truden in
zaspan. A boje se, da bi tam zaspal.
0O saj ne bi; samo enkrat se je bilo to
zgodilo, pa je bil potem doma sodnji
dan.

Oha, zaviti je treba na levo, se je
spomnil. Hitro je pognal nekoliko za-
ostala vola in obdrzel naprej; obSel
vodnico Lisko in njeno tekmovalko Bel-
ko ter ju napotil v pravo smer.

Mali Beléek, te peteroglave rogate
druzine najmlajsi ¢lan, je stopal mirno
za vsemi. Tega je imel Toncek najrajsi.

“Ko bi bila vsa Zivina taka, ko si ti,
Beléek moj, o da, potem bi lahko pasel
kjerkoli, tudi za Njivami,” je vzdihnil
in jel zopet premisljevati, dokler ni do-
spel z zivino za Njive.

Kazo¢ govedi dolgo Sibo, je stopil hi-
tro v odspredje, da bi mu ta tako lahko
ne uhajala skozi pomanjkljivo Zivo me-
jo na $kodo. Svarece je poklical Lisko,
ki je Ze prihuljeno iskala ugodno pot.
V tem se je Ze Belka oddaljila od ostale
govedi in ker se za njegov klic ne zme-
nila, je moral tja, da jo zavrne.

Ubogi Tonéek! Kako lepo je prav v
tem kotastem zatiSju, pa on nima danes
ne volje Se manj pa ¢asa, da bi vse to
videl. Do kolen moker od rose smrca
zdaj sem, zdaj tja. Kaj je njemu do
krasnega jutranjega pti¢jega koncerta?
Toliko, da obrne oéi za skokonogim zaj-
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cem, ki jo ubira prav mimo njega. Ne
zmeni se za prepelice, ki si glasno do-
povedujejo, da meri strn Ze pet pedi.
Solnéni Zarki, ki ga bozajo od strani,
mu ne morejo izvabiti veselja.

Iz daljave sli8i bruSenje kos, a se ne
zanima, kdo ima danes kosce in kje ko-
se, pa, dali imajo Sopke za klobuki.

Samo eno skrb ima Toncéek in ta je
ve¢ja od njega.

“Zaboga, Liska se je potajila, ne vi-
dim je; a tam Sivee Ze gleda, kako bi
se dalo priti v sosedovo korenje. Za
Lisko moram pogledati. Nazaj, Sivec!
Nazaj!” zakli¢e in odhiti iS¢o¢ z olmi
kravjo porednico. Huduje se nad gr-
movjem, da menda samo zato raste, da
sluzi zivini za kritje, kadar se ji zahocle
delati neprilike pastirju.

Kajpada je nasSel Lisko Ze v domadi
koruzi, in nemarnica, mesto da bi se
hitro vrnila, odkoder je prisla, se je
spustila le Se globlje v polje in pri tem
postrigla Se par betev veé; Tonéek jo
je pa rezal za njo, kar so ga nesle noge.
Komaj jo priZene nazaj, Ze jo je moral
ubrati za Siveem, ki si je medtem Ze s
sosedovim korenjem sladkal svoje vo-
lovsko zivljenje.

Toda Sivec je bil vsaj postenejsi od
Liske. Urno je poiskal vrzel, skozi ka-
tero je bil prilezel prej na njivo, toda
predno je zamogel spraviti svoje okor-
no telo skozi oZino, je Ze padalo po nje-
govi zadnji plati, da nikoli tega. Ton-
¢ku pa je nekoliko odleglo. Ali Siveu
se je zdelo, da je bilo le preve¢ kazni
za tistih par zaloZajev Se ne dorasle ko-
renjevice. Stresal je z glavo in bozal
svoj kriZ z repom ter ocitajoce gledal za
Tonckom, ki je Ze spet odhajal, da Se
pravocasno prekriza Liskine zlobne na-
érte.

Sivee ni silil ve¢ na njive. Pal pa je
poskusil sreéo njegov tovari§ Dvoran;
a tudi ta jo je izkupil.

Ko je Belka ostrigla Se nekaj koruz
in si Liska dolozila Se nekoliko krom-
pirjevice, se je zdelo Tonéku, da je soln-
ce ze toliko visoko, da sme proti domu.
S precej$njim trudom je spravil Zivino
na pot.
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Spotoma je Se objel belega telicka, ki
mu vse jutro ni prizadjal nobenih skrbi.
Vsa druga zival pa, zavedajoC se svoje
krivde, je skuSala priti iz obmoéja nje-
gove okrnjene Sibe.

Blizajo¢ se domu, je Toncka glodala
druga skrb: bal se je, da bo za dom
prezgoden in bal se je, da bo za Solo
pozen. TolaZil se je, da morda oceta
topot ne bo doma, mati pa ne bo gledala
za Cetrt ure.

Toda, bil je pozen.
kovala na dvoriS¢u. Hitro mu je vzela
8ibo iz rok in hitela: “Le brz, Toncek!
Metka je Ze odS8la; tricetrt na deveto je.
Bom Ze jaz napojila in priklenila Zivino,
Ti pa se hitro umij; preobleci si srajco
in hla¢e! Zajtrk imas pred pec¢jo. Hi-
tro se obrni in teci v Solo, da ne zamu-
dis!”

Toncek ni pocakal konca. Stekel je
k vodnjaku; si tam kar iz korita vrgel
prgisce vode v obraz in Ze je tekel proti
hisi. Med potjo je slekel od potu vlaz-
no srajco in se obrisal vanjo,—kdo bi
mislil sedaj na brisado! Vrgel je v vezi
¢evlje z marogasto umazanih nog; hi-
tro je nato zamenjal hlaée, oblekel pri-
pravljeno srajco in hitel pred peé. Pil
je malo mleka in vtaknil pripravljeni

Mati ga je prica-

koscéek kruha v Zep. Posegel je na po-
lico po torbici; skocil Se enkrat do vod-
njaka, pljusknil si vode na noge in po-
tegnil parkrat z roko po marogah. Na-
to se je pa spustil v tek proti Soli.

Ves zasopljen pridrvi Toncéek pred
Solsko poslopje. Pred vhodom postoji,
pridrZajo¢ tezko sapo prisluhne. Zasli-
Savdi uciteljev strogi glas iz Solske so-
be, potegne z roko preko znojnega cela.
“Toraj sem vendar zamudil!” Zalostno
ugotovi. Namah zacuti teZo v nogah,
tezo v glavi; Se celo torbica ga tezi.

Pocasnih korakov se povspne po stop-
nicah in stoji pred vratmi Solske sobe.
Obotavljaje jih odpre in bojete stopi
notri.

“Pa kje si bil, da si spet zamudil ?”’

“Pasel sem,” je bil tihi odgovor,

“Bos pa popoldne po pouku sedel tu-
kaj za pokoro,” tako strogi ucitelj.
Strahoma pojasnjuje Tonéek, da mora
takoj po Soli iti zopet na paSo.

“Tebi mora biti Sola prvo, potem Sele
pasa!” ga poudi ucitelj in mu namigne,
naj gre na svoj prostor. “Govoril bom
z oCetom,” Se dostavi.

“Da bi le kaj pomagalo,” pomisli
Toncek in potisne torbico v klop.
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Rose Fyleman:
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Vila, ki je padla v pisemski nabiralnik

Nekot je zivela pritlikava vila,» ki je
pomotoma za$la v pisemski nabiralnik.
Ker je bila precej radovedna, je posku-
Sala pogledati v nabiralnik, kar je nek-
do potisnil skozi odprtino veliko pismo,
ki je pahnilo vilo v notrino. Iz pisem-
skega nabiralnika se ni lahko resiti, a
vrh tega si je pri padcu raztrgala krilce.

Pisma niso bila ni¢ kaj vljudna na-
pram njej.

“Ni¢ nimas opraviti tukaj,” je dejalo
debelo modro pismo z rdeéim peéatom.
“To ni dovoljeno. Uradniki so zelo
strogi.”

“Prav Zal mi je, gospod,” je odvrnila
vila, “a ne morem pomagati.”

“Ne vem, kaj porece postar, ko te bo
zagledal,” je dostavilo mo¢no diSece
pismo v bledem, nageljckastordecem
ovitku.?)

Pridi in sedi poleg mene, gospodi¢na,”
jo je povabil debeluhast ¢asnik.®) “Pazil
bom nate, da te ne poskodujejo.”

Vila je 3la in sedla poleg njega in
¢asnik jo je §¢itil pred pismi, ki so fr.
¢ala v nabiralnik.

Casnik je kmalu sprevidel, kak lju-
bek stvoréek je vila in je na vse pre-
tege izmisljal pripomocke, da bi jo spra-
vil iz nabiralnika.

“Kaj je s tvojim poikodovanim kril-
cem?” je vpraSal. “Ali se bo dalo po-
praviti?”

“Lahko si ga dam popraviti doma,”
je odgovorila vila. “Pajek zna krasno
krpati. Ampak razparek je velik in tez-
ko. da bi mogla leteti s takim krilom.”

Casnik se je globoko zamislil.

“Ena izmed mojih znamk?® je dokaj
slabo prilepljena,” je dejal. “Ali bi bila
ta za to?”

“0 seveda,” je rekla vila.
lahko pogresis?”’

“Kot nalasé, prilepili so mi pol dinar-
sko znamko preveé,” je odvrnil ¢asnik.
“Ali jo more§ odlepiti?”

To je rekel zgolj iz vljudnosti. Vedel
je, da so njegove znamke v redu in vsa-
kemu pismu je mrzko, ¢e ni pravilno
opremljeno z znamkami. To povzroéa
ljudem, ki sprejmejo pismo, veliko ne-
jevoljo.

Ali ¢asnik je imel rad majeeno vilo
in ji je hotel pomagati.

Vila je z njegovo pomocjo in nasve-
tom odlepila znamko in jo prilepila ¢ez
zev na svojem krilu. Bila mu je zelo
hvalezna. Krilo je bilo sicer sedaj pre-
cej nenavadno, ali lahko je odletela, ¢im
je postar odprl nabiralnik. ‘“SmeSno,”
je dejal poStar Zeni tisti vefer. “Za
trdno mislim, da je bil metulj danes v
mojem nabiralniku.”

“Dobro, jaz pa ne! Kaj se vse ne pri-
peti!” je odvrnila Zena,

Ampak, ¢e prejmete kako pismo, ki
ni pravilno oznaceno, nikar se hudova-
ti! Moglo bi biti bad tisto, ki je dalo
svojo znamko vili.

“Ali jo pa

1) vila, a fairy.

2) red carnation-like package.
3) &asnik, mewspaper.

4) znamka, a stamp.
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Utva:

PESEM O VETRU

Veter razgrajac,
veter pometadc,

brez metle pometa,
sproti spet razmeta.

V drevju zavrsi,
preko streh budi,
v hiSo butne,
vrata zaloputne.

Na gredice plane,
drobno cvetje zmane,
preko polja gre,
zlato klasje stre.

Marija Grosljeva:

UGANKE,

Dve tici.
1.
Jaz pa vem za ¢udno tico,
ne spodi od nas je mraz,
nima kljunc¢ka, ne peroti,
pa je pridnosti dokaz.
(paa - ‘eary-ad)
2.
V vroéem gnezdu se zvali,
pesmi sladkih ne Zgoli,
saj je sama sladka.
Glejta, Ljubce, Vladka,
ni¢ ne skace, ne fréi,
kar na mizici éepi,
naSopirjena od slasti;
skoro, skoro vama bo
gugala se bradka.
(eony-od)
Besedna igra.
1.
Preéitaj prav jo in narobe,
beseda se ne spremeni
in sli8i8 ga, ¢e konj krdelo
po cesti lahnih nog hiti.
A &e besedo razdelis,
besedi novi dve dobis.
Beseda druga—dva pomena,
naporna je, bolezni znak,
ali te vodi vsepovsodi,
kamor nameri§ svoj korak.
jod 0} “yodo}

Veter rokovnjaé
veter razgrajac,
¢udni pometaé . . .

Ocka solnce gleda,
ako mu preseda,
kar grduh polne,
za oblak se skrije,
ploho nanj izlije
in ga ukroti.

Vetra ni¢ veé ni,
bogve kam zavije
postopac?

ZVITE ZANKE

2.

V mestu dosti obi¢ajno
mosko krstno je ime,

¢e razstavi§ ga na zloge,
dve besedi ti pove.
Druga—poljska je cvetica
ki neguje jo kmetica,
umna, dobra gospodinja,
da se ji napolni skrinja.
Vso besedo preokreni—
zdaj k zakljucku ti Zelim,
da nikoli ne nasedel,
nikdar ne bi el — —

wy| vu ‘uepy
3.

Pet érk ima in zloga dva,
okreni ¢érkam red,
spremene ni, ima§ kot prej
besedo isto spet.
V davnini bil nekod—
za greh je straSna kazen
in skoro bi zgodilo se,
da bil bi svet ves prazen,
Le drugi zlog—grozotni glas
rohni ¢ez hrib in plan,
njegovo zrelo je pekel,
in nosi tiso¢ ran. '

doy ‘dojod
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Katka Zupanéié:

MILKA IN PTICA

Na vrtu pri hisi
je pticica pela;
ob oknu pa Milka
je bolna sedela.
Poslusala pticko
sedmi Ze dan.

— Kaj, Milka, je tebi? —
je ptica Zgolela.
— Po volji sem svoji
imeti hotela;
zato pa pri oknu

bolna sedim. —

Je ptica zletela

v gnezdece svoje,

kjer ¢akalo nanjo

mladicev je troje;

povedala jim je
Milkino bol.

— Otroki preljubi, —
tako jim je djala,
— ni deklica bedna
ubogati znala,
zato za pokoro

bolna sedi.

Prevdarnosti nimas,

dokler si negoden;

prestopek ti lahko

postane usoden,

¢e gluh si za modrih
starSev nasvet. —

Albin Cebular:

SLISITE!

V Mladinskem oddelku smo junaki,
junaki, veste, taki,
ki bistre imamo glavice,
se u¢imo brez tezavice.
Le v naSe kroge brz stopite,
le v naSe kroge se strnite.
Kdorkoli prisel bo med nas,
pozdravimo ga vsaki ¢as;
le vkup, le vkup, juhej, juhej,
pri nas ni krajev in ni mej.

SALE ZA MALE

Maséevanje.

“Gospod ucitelj, prosim vas, povejte
mi, kdo je iznasel Solo?”

“Solo je iznaSel Karel Veliki, dragi
sinke!”

“All je ze umrl?”

“Da, zZe pred mnogimi stoletji!”

“Prav mu je, gospod ucitelj!”

*

Gospod vpraSa Soferja: ‘Kdaj vozite

z najvec¢jo brzino?”

Sofer: “Kadar sem koga povozil in
se bojim policije!”
*

Janezek je bil ves dan poreden, in
oce, ko se je zveler vrnil z dela, ga je
polozil ¢éez koleno, da mu nameri zaslu-
Zeno kazen.

Tedajei pa se zadere Janezek na ves
glas: “Prosim te, ocka, danes bolj na-
lahko, mamica mi je oblekla tenke po-
letne hlacke!”
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Gustav Strnisa:

1)
2)
3)
4)
5)

SVATOVANJE

Jezl) gre v svate: na bodice
je zelenje dal,

za klobucek pa cvetlice

in pocasi odcapljal.

Crni kos? se danes Zeni,
siromacek bos svatuje,
vendar poje v dan megleni,
vabi v svate in piruje.

1z zelodovih Ze kapic
¢isto roso druzba pije;
bober,® ded Sirokih Sapic
jo pijan razlije.
Tenkonoga pastirica®)
jim veselo svira,

a pomaga ji sinica,®

ki med svati par izbira.

Brez skrbi se radostijo,
skacejo po trati,
vriskajo in Zvrgolijo—
juh—pomladni svati.

jeZ, porcupine.

érni kos, blackbird.
bober, beaver.
shepherd bird.

sinica, European bird.

Marija Grosljeva:
PRI PALCKIH

Dezelo vso pokrije tvoja dlan,

deset minut je ondi no¢ in dan,

in paléek ljubi svojo ocetnjavo,
poseben red ima in svoje pravo:
naprstnik zbral si paléek je za hisko,
za slona ceni in spoStuje misko.
Pritliéno drevje tenko je ko las,

pet hisk—mnaprstnikov je cela vas,
Svilena nitka je debela vrv

in som orjaski neZna je postrv.
Donebne gore poljske so krtine,
pescena zrna—gruce in skaline,
PozreSni jastreb je brencéeca muha,
drobtinica je pal¢ku hlebec kruha.
Je morje nedogledno Zabja mlaka,
mogoc¢na vojska—npaléka dva, vojaka.
Sivanka ni, da vdevala bi nitko,

Z njo pal¢ek se poda v krvavo bitko.
Po travicah se milostivo huska,

¢e tehta le en gram, je debeluska.
Na travnih bilkah rosa je poplava,
gorje, gorje, ¢e vtone vsa drZava.
Naprstnik zbral si paléek je za hisko,
pri igri brca mesto Zoge—3iSko.

{
|
|

{

,‘i >
o af ’ |

e

Crni kos.
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Julij Nardin:

EPCEK je prisopihal do kriZpota,
kjer je Tonéek Ze ¢akal. Ko se je
ozrl, je videl, da jo tudi Jurcek Ze maha.
Nekaj vriskov in vzklikov v pozdrav in
druzba je krenila proti reki.

Pot je bila dolga, solnce je Zgalo, sen-
ce nobene. Pepéek je bil ves srecen, da
se mu bo vendarle uresniéila dolgo go-
jena Zelja. Zmenil se ni ne za vro¢ino
ne za prah, bil je vedno za nekaj kora-
kov, pred tovariSema. Jurcek se je bal
solnéarice. Slekel si je srajco in jo obe-
sil na raklo, ki jo je nasel v grmovju.
Tako je imel solnénik, s katerim je sen-
¢il vso druzbo.

Ko so pri8li do Zitnega polja, je zapa-
zil, da je to vse zivo. S sencilom je
zamahnil, nakar se je med moénim fr-
fotanjem dvignil temen oblak samih

vrabcev. Pepéek je videl prvi¢ toliko
pti¢ev skupaj. Iznenadilo ga je in pre-
plasilo. “Ko bi imel pu$ko ali limanice

ali mreZo, bi polovil vse te poljske tato-
ve,” je rekel ogoréeno. “Vsuj vsakemu
na rep nekaj zrn soli, in vrabei bodo
tvoji,” mu je hudomusno svetoval Ton-
¢ek. “Dobro,” ga je jezno zavrnil, “sto-
ril bom tako, ¢e mi prepusti§ nekaj zrn
iz svoje obilne zaloge, ki jo ima§ v be-
tici, kakor se vedno sam hvali§.,” Ton-
¢ka je zasrbelo v nos. Med prijatelje-
ma je nastala velika napetost, ki jo je
hotel Juréek zmanjSati s pripovedko.
“Poslusajta, kaj sem dozZivel s temi pti-
¢i. Hodili so k nam na okno, kjer smo
imeli kanaréke v kletki. Kar je mati
nateknila med Zice: piskote, bar, slad-
kor, vse so vrabci pobrali in odnesli.
S¢asoma so postali tako predrzni, da so
se izprehajali nemoteno celo po sobi in
jo mazali s svojimi odpadki. Mati je
bila zato jako huda nanje, a sam sem
skoval nacrt da jih polovim. Zapr] sem
vsa okna razen enega, ki sem ga pustil
priprtega. K temu oknu sem postavil
mizo in nanjo kletko, sam sem se pa tam
blizu skrbno skril. Kar priskaklja kri-
lati sivee. Bil je lep samee, gizdalin
s ¢érno kravato. Gledal je sem, gledal
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K reki

tja in se oprezno bliZzal sladkemu kruhu
na kletki. Takrat pa jaz mahnem z ro-
ko, da se je okno zaprlo, in vrabec je bil
ujet. Fréal je in se zaletaval na vse
strani, dokler ga nisem spravil pod klo-
buk. Ko sem ga imel v roki in sem ¢éu-
til njegovo togoto in mu videl v oéi, se
mi je zasmilil in ga nisem mogel za-
daviti, kakor bi bil ta tat zasluzil. Iskal
sem kletko, da bi ga vanjo zaprl, on pa
me je tako uséipnil v roko, da sem ga
nehote izpustil. “Civ, Ziv, &v, Ziv” je
zakri¢al in odletel skozi okno, ki ga je
bil veter medtem odprl. “Civ, ziv, &iv,
ziv” je krical tudi zunaj, da so ga sli-
Sali njegovi sorodniki in odfréali za
njim. Dolgo ¢asa po tem dogodku je
imel na$§ kanarc¢ek mir pred njimi. Go-
tovo jim je moral ubeZnik povedati vse,
kar se je z njim pripetilo in so si morali
to tudi dobro zapomniti.”

Civkanje vrabcev, ki so se spustili v
dolgem loku na drugo oddaljeno polje,
Jje postajalo Sibkeje in Sibkeje, a drugi
glasovi posebne vrste so se pojavljali.
“Kaj je to?” je vpraSal Peplek nape-
njajo¢ uSesa. “To je popoldanski kon-
cert, ki ga prirejajo skrzati na ¢ast vro-
¢emu solncu.” Peplek je Ze dosti sliZal
o njih, a jih ni Se poznal. Pravili so
mu, da so kakor velikanske muhe s &u-
kovo glavo. Rad bi bil ulovil katerega.
Zato je silil proti drevesu, odkoder s«
je ¢ulo, kakor bi suvali po orehih. A
ko je bil Ze blizu, ga je skrZat zapazil
in brenée¢ odletel. Pepéek je videl, da
lov na te Zivali ni lahak, kar mu je pri-
trdil tudi Juréek. Poizkusil je Se dva-
krat, trikrat lovsko sreco, toda vselei
brez uspeha. Nenadoma se je ustavil
in zacel vohati zrak, kakor bi hotel spo-
znati, kaj je v njem. “Kako hladen je
in prijeten.” Ni¢ ¢udnéga ni,” je pri-
pomnil Juréek, saj smo Ze ob reki. Vi-
di§ to grmovje! To je ob enem bregu,
ono tam dale¢ je pa ob drugem.”

Se nekoliko korakov in odprl se jim
je velicasten razgled. Globoko, globo-
ko se je svetlikala in kot kaca vila voda
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med razmetanim skalovjem, ki je bilo
deloma golo, deloma obraslo z grmov-
jem. Ponekod so visele pe¢ine, kot bi
hotele zdaj zdaj strmoglaviti v globino.
Pepcek je ostrmel. ‘““Vidis, kak$no stru-
go si je znala napraviti nasa reka! Ka-
ko je razkosala skalovje! Izpodkopava-
la ga je, dokler se ni pretrgalo zaradi
svoje teze. Kako se je moralo vse tre-
sti, ko so se valili orjaki, ki molijo iz
vode! Vidi§ Kreto tam na sredi? Kako
butajo valovi vanjo! Tja plavamo, ce
nas preganja straznik. ViSe ob bregy
§trli proti nebu Olimp. Na njem smo
se pred kratkim bili belei s érnci. Se
vide, kjer se vrstijo v vodi tri skale za-
poredoma, je nafe kopali§¢e.” Nenado-
ma pa se je obrnila pozornost na veli-
kega tiéa, ki je kroZil pod robom vise-
Cega brega. “Sokol nadzoruje svoj
dom, ki ga ima na nedostopnem kraju.”

Prisli so do hudo strme steze. Po
njej so se spustili navzdol. Dréali so
skozi grmovje, odmikajo¢ veje, ne me-
ne¢ se ne za udare, ne za vbode. Bli-
zina reke jih je popolnoma omamila.
Zdajeci se je zasvetlikalo izpod grmovja
in Pepéek je obstal. Med skalami se je
voda lesketala v solncu. Menjajoca se
zivozelena in modra barva ga je oara-
la. Zdelo se mu je, da so v tej teko€ini
raztopljeni sami smaragdi, safiri in de-
manti, sami zlahtni kameni, kakrsne je¢
videl pri zlatarju. Juréek ga je poteg-
nil naprej in kmalu so bili na produ med
visokimi skalami. Reka se jim je tu
pokazala v vsej svoji Sirini. “To je
morje!” je vzkliknil Peplek in se ni
upal stopiti v vodo. Po zeleni barvi je
sodil, da mora biti hudo globoka. “Ne,”
mu je odvrnil Juréek, “to je le nafa bi-
stra reka, krasna héi planin. Le stopi
vanjo, saj nisi iz cukra!” Pepéek se je
opogumil, ko je videl. da sega Toné¢ku
le do kolen, in je previdno stopal, dr-
ze¢ se Jurcka za pas.

Prigli so na pesek, kjer so se solnéili
Ze nekateri zgodnji plavadi. Slekli so
se in 8li takoj v vodo. Peptku so od-
kazali prostor, kjer je bila voda bolj
plitva, a ni mu bilo prav, saj je na po-
stelji imenitno plaval, tudi na pesku se¢
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je izkazal mojster, in v sanjah se je
celo v zraku dvigal, mahajo¢ z rokami.
Ko je poizkusal svojo umetnost v vodi,
je bil razoc¢aran. Voda ga ni drzala.
Potapljal se je in pil in zopet pil, da ga
je Jurcek moral opozoriti, naj pusti ne-
kaj tudi za plavaée. Trdno je bil pre-
pri¢an, da ga voda ne nosi, ker je pre-
plitva, a v globoko se ni upal. Gledal
je Toncka, ki se je sicer tezko, a ven-
dar srecno spustil po vodi, potem je opa-
zoval Jurcka ki je plaval kot zaba, kot
pes, kot zajec na trebuhu in hrbtu, celo
stoje. Potapljanje se mu ni zdelo ni¢
posebnega, ko se je on celo nehote “po-
tunkal.” Gledal je in premisljal. Med-
tem se mu je zacel ¢elodec oglasati. Bil
je la¢en. Duh po krompirju, ki so ga
pekli sosedje, ga je Se bolj drazil. Jur-
¢ek je videl, da mora Pepéka nasititi, si-
cer mu omaga na poti domov. Poslal je
Toncka po krompir, ki so ga v kratkem
¢asu Ze pekli. Peplek Se nikoli ni jedel
tako dobrega. Nasi¢eni so se priprav.
ljali na odhod. TeZko in nerodno so s¢
spenjali po strmini. Sedaj je Pepéek
Sele spoznal, kako visok je breg.

Na vrhu so morali podivati, a ne dol-
go. Tonéek je opazil, da so se cigani
utaborili poleg njive, na kateri je bil
izkopal krompir. Od tistega kraja se
je razlegal velik krik. Radovedni so §li
tja in opazili, da zmerja kmet cigane s
tatovi, ki kradejo kakor srake. Niti
bornega krompirja ne morejo pustiti na
miru. Cigani pa so se zaklinjali na Bo-
ga in na vse svetnike, da so nedolZni.
Pepcéek se je nameraval potegniti za-
nje, kar je Juréek preprecil. “Ciga-
nom nihée ne verjame. Kmet tudi tebi
ne bi verjel. Mislil bi, da ga imas za
norca in bi te sunil. Skodo, ki jo trpi
zaradi tvoje lakote. mu holemo porav-
nati, da ne bo niti slutil zakaj. Za ciga-
ne pa ne skrbi: kmet je babjeveren in
se jih boji.”

Odpravili so se domov. Utrujeni so
komaj vzdigovali noge. Domov so pri-
§li vsi izmuceni in la¢ni. Pepéek je za-
rana legel pocivat, a duh mu je blodil
vso no¢ ob divjem bregu krasne hlerke
nasih planin.



206

Rose Fyleman:

MLADINSKI LIST

Pevska tekma

V kuhinji kmecke hise je bila velika
pevska tekma. Bilo je toplo poletno
popoldne in hiSa je bila prazna, Vse je
odslo na travnike pomagat pri senu.

Toplomer je bil glavni presojevalec.
Toplomeri so zmeraj silno modri stvo-
ri. Vedo celo kaksno bo vreme. Zrca-
lo mu je pomagalo. Tudi to je bilo iz-
kuSeno; dobilo je izkustvo od cestega
kazanja.

Kanarcéek je bil prvi tekmee. Bil je
prepri¢can da bo dobil prvo nagrado in
nedvomno je imel lep, zvonek glas.
“Nekoliko vresci,” so izjavili ocenjeval.-
ci. Kanarcek je bil ogoréen do skraj-
nosti; bil je navajen odnesti prvo da-
rilo.

Nato je priSel na vrsto Sivalni stroj.
Njegovo drdranje ni bilo sicer kaj zani-
mivo, a dobil je povsem dobre ocene in
je bil na videz zadovoljen.

“Vsekakor sem koristen,” je dejal.
“Nimam dosti ¢asa, da bi mislil na po-
klone.”

Babica ura se je dobro odrezala. Pro-
sila je, da bi ji dovolili odbiti ure, in jih
je odbila s prav ¢istim zvokom. “Me-
nim, da bi morala dobiti nagrado,” je
rekla. . . Tako toéno kaZem ¢&as.”

Cricek, ki je Zivel za ognjisnim ka-.
menom, je bil tako boje¢, da ni hotel

priti iz skrivali§¢a, temved je zacirikal
lepo pesmico tam, kjer je tical.

Macka je prispevala lepo mirno me-
lodijo, a pinja, ki je stala v mlekarnici
poleg kuhinje, se je ¢isto razloéno slisala
skozi odprta vrata.

“Ne doni dobro,” je sodil pihalnik in
puhnil Sepetaje v macka. “Silno dolgo-
¢asno, silno dolgodasno.”

Obracalo za meso je nastopilo zadnje.
Imelo je prikupljiv glasek: krak, krak,
krak je hitelo. Vsem je §lo na smeh.
Ali toplomer je bil silno ¢emeren in ko
so opazili, da se mu kazalec obrac¢a na
“viharno,” je nakrat vse umolknilo.

A niti toplomer niti ogledalo na videz
ni moglo podati odlodilne izjave, kdo je
najlepSe pel, in skoro bi se vnel prepir
med njimi, ko je stopil kmet z Zeno v
sobo in sedel na stol, “Umreti mi je
brez ¢aja, mamica,” je dejal; in mamica
se je zavrtela in ko bi trenil je bil lon-
¢ek na ognju,

In lonéek je hipoma priéel Sumeti.

“To je najlepSa godba na svetu,” je
izpregovoril kmet. “Ni je muzike nad
njo.”

Toplomer je pogledal ogledalo in ogle-
dalo je namignilo toplomeru.

Ni bilo treba dalje razpravljati.

Kmet je odloéil.
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Milado jutro.
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Rudyard Kipling:
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Kako je dobil nosorog nagubano kozo

A obljubljenem otoku ob obali Rde-

¢ega morja je Zivel nekol Perzijec,
od ¢igar klobuka so se odbijali solnéni
zarki svetleje nego je jutranje zarje
svit. In Perzijec ob Rdefem morju ni
imel ni¢ drugega ko klobuk, noz in pedé
tiste vrste, ki se je nikoli ne smete do-
takniti. Nekega Gne je nanesel moke,
vode, ribeza, sliv, sladkorja in sli¢nih
stvari ter si napravil kolaé, ki je bil
dva ¢evlja 8irok in tri ¢evlje visok. Bi-
la je v resnici gosposka pogaca (to je
¢arodejstvo), in devSi jo na pe¢, ker mu
je bilo dovoljeno pe€i na tisti peci, jo
je pekel in pekel toliko ¢asa, da je po-
rumenela in kar najslastneje zadiSala.
A ko se je ba¥ pripravil, da bi pojedel
kolag, je prilomastil po obrezju iz po-
vsem neobljudene sredine nosorog, 7
dostojnimi navadami. V tistih ¢asih se
je nosorogu koza Cisto tesno prilegala.
Nikjer ni bila nagubandena. Nosorog
je bil povsem sli¢en nosorogu v Noetovi
barki, le da je bil, kajpada, mnogo vecji.
Pri vsem tem se pa ni vedel dostojno.
ne tedaj kakor se dandanes ne in se ni-
koli ne bo. Zamukal je: ‘“Kako!” in
Perzijec je ostavil kola¢ in splezal na
vrh palme. Imel ni na sebi ni¢ drugega
ko klobuk, od katerega so se odbijali
solnéni Zarki svetleje nego jutranje zar-
je svit. Nosorog je prevrnil z nosom
oljnato peé, da se je kola¢ zakotalil po
pesku; nasadil ga je na svoj rog in ga
pojedel. Zavihav8i rep je odbezljal v
samotno, povsem neobljudeno sredino,
mejefo na otoke Mazanderan, Sokotro
in predgorje Velikega enakonogja. Na-
to je zlezel Perzijec z drevesa in posta-
vivsi pe¢ na noge, glasno izdrdral slede-
¢o kitico, ki vam jo tukajle ponovim,
ker je niste slisali:

Kdor krade nagajivo
Perzijeu pecivo,
dela zlo in krivo.

Bilo je pa to dokaj pomenljivejse ne-
g0 si morda mislite.

Cez pet tednov je bil namre¢ v Rde-
¢em morju vrocinski val in vsakdo je
slekel vse, karkoli je imel na sebi, Per-
zijec je snel z glave svoj klobuk, a no-
sorog je odlozil svojo koZo in si jo ogr-
nil ¢ez ple¢a, ko se je pricel k obali ko-
pat. V tistih ¢asih je imel koZo zapeto
s tremi gumbi pod bokom in je bila na
videz podobna deznemu plaséu. Niti z
besedico ni omenil Perzijéevega kolaca,
ker ga je bil vsega pojedel; nikoli se
ni dostojno vedel, ne tedaj, ne posihmal.
Skobacal se je naravnost v vodo in pu-
hal mehuréke skozi nos, a koZo je osta-
vil na bregu.

Zdajci pride mimo Perzijec in najde
kozo. Zasmeje se Siroko prav do uses.
Nato zapleSe trikrat okoli koZe in si po-
mane roke. Potem odhiti v svoj Sotor
in si napolni klobuk s kola¢evimi mrvi-
cami, kajti Perzijeci ne jedo ni¢ drugega
ko kolac¢e in ne pometajo nikoli svojih
Sotorov. In odnese koZo in jo potrese,
jo zgane in zmane, tako da je bila pol-
na starih suhih, prilepljivih, $éegetlji-
vih kolac¢evih drobtin in ozganih ribe-
zov, kolikor je pa¢ imela prostora zanje.
Nato se popne na vrh palme, ¢akaje,
kdaj bo priSel nosorog iz vode in jo
oblekel.

In nosorog pride in jo oblede. Zapne
jo s tremi gumbi, a za$Cegele ga kakor
koladeve drobtine v postelji. Hotel se
je popraskati, a to je bilo Se huje; nato
se je vlegel na pesek in se valjal, valjal
in valjal, a kadarkoli se je prevalil, vse-
lej so ga zaSCegetale koladeve drobtine
huje, huje in huje. Nato je planil k
palmi in se drgnil, drgnil in drgnil ob-
njo. Drgnil se je tako dolgo in trdo da
se mu je od drgnjenja nagubila koza v
veliko gubo nad bokom in v drugo gubo
pod bokom, kjer je imel dotlej gumbe,
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(gumbe si je oddrgnil) in si je napravil
z drgnjenjem Se ve¢ gub na nogah. To
mu je pokvarilo nrav, ali kolateve drob-
tinice se niso niti malo zmenile za to.
Bile so na notranji strani koZe in ga
SCegetale. Nato je odSel domov silno
razkacen, kajpada, in strahovito raz-
praskan. Od tistega dne ima Se dan-
danes vsak nosorog na kozi velike gube
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in je silno zloben, é¢emur so krive zgolj
koladeve drobtine pod njegovo koZo.

A Perzijec je zlezel s palme, s klobu-
kom na glavi, od katerega so se odbi-
jali solnéni Zarki svetleje nego jutranje
zarje svit. Pobravséi svojo peé, je od-
rinil v smeri Orotave, Amygdale, pla-
ninskih pasnikov v Anantarivu in So-
naputskih mocévar.

Cebelica Rjavka

Nekoé sta Ziveli dve debelici; velika
zlata Brencula in mala éebelica!’ Rjav-
ka. Nekega dne se je odlodila Rjavka, da
pojde na daljSe potovanje v svet. Le-
tala in brencala je Ze nekaj ur, a nikjer
si ni mogla najti primernega zavetja.

Solnce je bilo Ze zatonilo za gorami,
in éebelico Rjavko je postajalo strah.
Vsa zbegana je letala sem ter tja:
Bz-bz-bz, kdo mi pove, kje sem doma?"’

Zletela je na visoko drevo in takoj
se je oglasil droben ptiéek in vprasal:

“Neumna d&ebelica, éesa i8CeS tod?”

“Bz-bz-bz, pobegnila sem sestrici
Brenéulji in zdaj ne vem, kje sem do-
ma!”

Drobni pti¢ek ji je svetoval: “Zleti
na cerkveni stolp,? é&ebelica Rjavka,
morda ti tam povedo, kam naj se obr-
nes.”

Tako je odletela mala éebelica do
cerkvenega stolpa, kjer so bad zvonili
velikonoéni zvonovi.

“Joj, kaj naj storim,” je vzdihovala
mala potepenka, “kaj naj storim?”

Cebelica se je splazila skozi luknjo
v steni v stolp in tam zagledala sivega
netopirja.®

“Clesa i%¢es tu, neumna d&ebelica?”

“Rz-bz-bz, pobegnila sem sestrici
Brenéulji in zdaj ne vem, kje sem do-
mal!”

“Spravi se odtod!” je neprijazno ve:
lel netopir. “Zdi se mi pa, da si doma
na cerkovnikovem vrtu.”

“0, dragi netopir, povej mi, prosim
te, kje je to?”’ je vprasSala &ebelica
Rjavka, a netopir ji ni hotel odgovoriti.

1) &ebela, a bee. * 2) church steeple.

Zalostno je odletela Rjavka, najrajsa bi
bila na glas zajokala, tako trudna so
Ze bila njena krilca. Vsedla se je na zid,
ki je obdajal pokopalise. Tam je se-
dela stara sova, joj, kako se je je pre-
strasila uboga Rjavka! Tedajci pa jo
zac¢ula znan glas: “Joj, kje je moja
Rjavka, mala trmoglavka?”

“Tukaj sem,” je skesano dejala Rjav.
ka. “Zelo hvalezna ti bom, ¢e me vza-
me$ s seboj, draga Brenculja. Obljubim
ti, da ne bom nikoli veé brez tebe zle.
tela z doma.”

* * L

R. Tagore:
IZVOR

Spanec, ki prileti detetu na o¢i—ve-li
kdo, odkod prihaja?

Da, pravijo, da biva v bajnem selu,
tam med gozdnimi sencami, ki jih mot-
no osvetljujejo kresnice in kjer visita
dva plaSna c¢arovita popka. Odondot
prihaja poljubljat detetu oéi.

Usmev, ki trepete detetu na ustni-
cah, kadar spi—ve-li kdo, kje se je ro-
dil? Da, pravijo, da se je mlad bled Za-
rek rastoCega meseca doteknil roba gu-
befega se jesenskega oblaka, in tedaj
se je prvi¢ rodil usmev v snu rosnega
jutra—usmev, ki trepede detetu na ust-
nicah, kadar spi.

Sladka, neZna sveZost, cvetota detetu
na udih—ve-li kdo, kje je bila skrita ta-
ko dolgo? Da, ko je mamica bila 8e mla-
da devojka, je prepajala njeno srce z
nezno in tiho tajnostjo ljubezni—slad-
ka, neZna sveZost, ki se je razevela de-
tetu na udih.

3) a bat (bird).
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Lisjak—pastir

(Finska pravljica.)

Neko¢ je Zivela kmetica, ki je potre-
bovala pastirja; $la je z doma, da ga
poisce.

Hodi, hodi, pa srefa medveda.

“Kam pa, kam?” vprasa medved.

“Ej, pastirja si iS¢em,” odvrne Zena.

“Mene vzemi v sluzbo!”

“Zakaj ne, Ce le zna$ ¢redo prijazno
vabiti.”

“Huuui,” zapoje medved.

“Ne, ti nisi za to,” refe Zena in gre
dalje.

Hodi, hodi, pa sre¢a volka.

“Kam pa, kam?” vprasa volk,

“Ej, pastirja si i&¢em,” odvrne Zena.

“Mene vzemi v sluzbo!”

“Zakaj ne, Ce le zna§ prijazno vabiti
éredo.”

“Uuuh, uuuuh!” zapoje volk.

“Ne, ti nisi za to, rede kmetica in gre
naprej.

Hodi, hodi, pa sreca lisjaka.)

“Kam pa, kam?” vyprasa lisjak.

“Ej, pastirja si is¢em,” odvrne Zena.

1) lisjak, fox. 2) to churn.

B. Vaschide:

“Pa mene vzemi v sluzbo!”

“Zakaj ne, ¢e le zna§ ¢redo prijazno
vabiti.”

“Dil-dal-holom,” zapoje lisjak s ten-
kim, vabe¢im glasom.

“Da, ti si zame,” pravi kmetica in ga
vzame v sluzbo. Tako je postal lisjak
pastir njene ¢érede. Ko je prvi¢ gnal na
paso, ji je poZrl vse koze in kozliCke,
drugega dne ji je podavil ovce in ko-
strune, a tretjega pomoril krave in vo-
lice. Ko se je na veéer vrnil, ga je kme-
tica vpra8ala, kje je pustil ¢redo.

“KoZe v hosti, a kosti v potoku,” se
je odrezal lisjak.

Kmetica je bas medla? maslo, a misli-
la je, da mora takoj pogledati. In ko je
odsla, je zlezel lisjak v pinjo® in polizal
vso smetano. Ko se je kmetica vrnila,
jo je to tako ujezilo, da je zgrabila pi-
njo z ostankom smetane in jo vrgla za
lisjakom, A zadela je le rep, po kate-
rem se je razlil ostanek smetane. Od
tistih dob je konec lisjakovega repa bel.

3) pinja, churn.

ROMUNSKA LEGENDA

Med zadnjimi, ki so Se ostali Zivi
Stefanu Velikemu, je bil hrabri kape-
tan Dan. Le-ta je bil Ze star in si je
Zelel mirnega Zivljenja. Zato je odSel v
hribe, kjer si je zgradil dom. Edino te-
ga si je Se zelel, da bi pomagal dragi
domovini, ¢ée bi bila v nevarnosti.

Prekmalu je priSel zazeljeni dan. Ne-
ko¢ je prijezdil k njemu vojni tovaris
Ursan. Naznanil mu je zalostno vest,
da so prisli Tatari, ki plenijo, pozigajo
in more po deZeli huje od samega vraga.

Zopet hitita dva junaka domovini na
pomo¢. Glej—v daljavi ze vidita krva-
vo bitko. Divja drhal je udarila na mir-
no moldavsko vasico. Kmetje se brani-
jo na Zive in mrtve, saj vedo, da se bore
zase. Tedaj planeta junaka na sovraga
in Ursan s svojim kijem. Dan pa z me-
¢em, razbijata plenilcem glave. Nena-

doma prodre smrtonosna strelica Ursa-
novo srce. Dan oblezi ranjen na bo-
jiscu.

Cez nekaj dni ga poklice predse. “Ze
dolgo poznam tvojo slavo. Poglej, krv-
nik je Ze pripravljen! Darujem ti Ziv-
ljenje in bogastva, ¢e prestopi§ k nam.”

Dan mu odgovori: “Kakor trdno sto-
je Karpati, tako tudi mene ne bo3s uklo-
nil! Kaj bi z bogastvi, ki mi jih ponu-
jas? Ako pa Ze hoceS, dovoli mi, da
Se poljubim domaco zemljo!”

Kan mu dovoli, Se lastnega konja mu
posodi. Stari Dan, dospevsi v svojo do-
movino, poljubi domaco zemljo, nato se,
zvest dani besedi, vrne v tatarski
ostrog. Toda Se preden pride do kana,
se zruSi na tla in umre. Giraj-kan
vzklikne ves ganjen: “Sreden oni, ¢i-
gar zivljenje in smrt sta tako lepa kakor
Zivljenje in smrt tega junaka!”
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Dragi urednik!

Minilo je Ze eno leto ko smo tukaj imeli
predavanje v slovenskem in anglefkem jeziku.
Odraslih ni bilo veliko navzoéih, bilo pa je
mnogo otrok, in vsi smo se zabavali. Tega
dogodka ne bomo tako kmalu pozabili.

Pozdravljam vse bratce in sestrice in brata

urednika! Rose Beniger, Export, Pa.

* S »*
Dragi urednik!
Nekje sem ¢itala naslednjo pesmico in vas
prosim, da jo priobéite:

ROZI,

Kaj te caka, divja roia,
ko iz popja se vzbudis,
ko te solnéni Zar poboza,
kar zardi§ in zadehtis.

Kmalu morda z veje rosne,
deklica odtrga te

in na prsi te ponosno
drag’'mu svojemu pripne.

Ali s solzo te otoZno
mlada Zena porosi,
moZu na gomilo toZno
z bledo roko polozi.

Ali steblo ti prelomi
silovit vihar na mah

in odnese dale¢ v domi
mehka perca v tuji prah.

Ali pa bos tiho cvela
pozno Se v jesenski &as,
nepoznana, osamela

in zvenela kakor jaz.

Mildred Ilovar, Blaine, Ohio.

Dragi urednik!

Prosli mesec se nisem nié oglasila v M. L.
Sola je sedaj konéala in jaz sem dokonéala
osmi razred. Sedaj imamo poéitnice. Zjutraj
in zveder gremo na pasnik po krave, kar pa
se nam prav ni¢ ne dopade, ker na pasniku,
pravijo, da se skoro vsaki teden vidi kak3nega
medveda. Tega pa se bojimo. Tudi ribe ho-
dimo lovit, ampak kolikor jih mi nalovimo, bi
lahko skoro vse kosmate pojedli. (Ribe ni-
majo dlake, pa¢ pa luskine, in zato so luski-
naste, nikdar pa ne kosmate. Opom. uredni-
ka.) Mary Ostanek,

Box 4, Traunik, Mich.

L J * L ]
Dear Editor and Friends:

I have long been interested in the SNPJ,
and have often asked my Mother to put me in
the lodge. At present my sister is a member,
but she never reads the M. L., but I do and
thought you would print this letter in the
M. L.—Never in all the seven years my sister
has been getting the M. L. have I seen a let-
ter from Gary, Ind—I am 14 years old and
am in the latter half of my second year of
high school.—I thought Frank Cugovich’s let-
ter was rather interesting; I wish some of
the members would write to me.

Sincerely yours,

Catherine Lozier,
1956 W. 12th avenue, Gary, Ind,

* ok x
Olika,

Utitelj Setina: “No, Jozek, recimo,
da bi ti komu pripovedoval, koga vse si
videl iti za pogrebom; kako bi djal?”

Jozek: “Za pogrebom je Sel g. Zupan,

g. glavar, g. sodnik, gg. policaji — —.
(uditelj pokaZe nase) in nas Setina.”
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PALCKOVO POTOVANJE

Zarana odrine

v Sirni svet
paléek od drznih
nad prevzet.

Previdno stopica
prek mahu.

“0 kolikSen zvoncek
raste tu!”

Pod streSico gobe

se pomudi.

Pred pajkom splasen
najprej zbeZi.

Ob kamenu smukne,
trepecod:
martincéek se sonéi tu
zehajod.

Rdele jagode
dvanajsti del
je za prigrizek
h kosilu vzel.

Ca%o mu rose

ponudi mah,

z njo zejo preZene si
bled in plah.

Ko solnce zatone,
se zmraci,

v vresju visokem
pot zgresi.

Ne pota, ne kota
ne pozna—

kar zlato-zeleno
pred njim zamiglja.

“Kresyica je—
*Kresnica, glej tu
je ¢lovek pot zgresil,
posveti mu!”

Kresnica prijazno
pred njim leti,
mu pravo pot kaZe
prav h kocici.

Sred gréastih jelkovih
korenin

zre palckova kodica

iz duplin.

“Hvala ti!” reée

in zZe je doma.

Prav majhen je kajpak
bil paléek ta.

~—
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Spomenik Karla Havlidek-Borovskega, deskega revolucijonarja in  pesnika
v Douglasovem Parku, Chicago, Il
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WHO HAS SEEN THE WIND?

WHO has seen the wind?
Neither I nor you;

But when the leaves hang trembling
The Wind is passing through.

Who has seen the wind?
Neither you nor I;

But when the trees bow down their heads
The Wind is passing by.

Christina Rossetti.

MY HEART LEAPS UP

MY HEART leaps up when I behold
A rainbow in the sky:

So was it when my life began,

So is it now I am a man,

So be it when I shall grow old;
Or let me die.

The Child is father of the Man:

And T could wish my days to be

Bound each to each by natural piety.

William Wordsworth.

WISE MEN’S SAYINGS

Material civilization in itself is val- Outward ceremonies are different in
ueless. Only love and spiritual values every country; true politeness is every-
will endure. where the same.

Toyohiko Kagawa. Oliver Goldsmith.

They are slaves who dare not be
In the right with two or three.

James Russell Lowell.
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The Blessing of Friends

“They seem to take away the sun from the
world who withdraw friendship from life; for
we have received nothing better from the Im-
mortal Gods, nothing more delightful.”

—Cicero.

OST of those who have written in

praise of books have thought they
could say nothing better of them than
to compare them to friends.

Socrates said that “all people have
their different objects of ambition—
horses, dogs, money, honor, as the case
may be; but for his own part he would
rather have a good friend than all these
put together.” And again, men know
“the number of their other possessions,
although they might be very numerous,
but of their friends, though but few,
they were not only ignorant of the num-
ber, but even when they attempted to
reckon it to such as asked them, they
set aside again some that they had pre-
viously counted among their friends; so
little did they allow their friends to
occupy their thoughts. Yet in compar-
ison with what possession, of all oth-
ers, would not a good friend appear far
more valuable?”

“As to the value of other things,”
says Cicero, “most men differ; concern-
ing friendship all have the same opin-
jon.” What can be more foolish than,
when men are possessed of great influ-
ence by their wealth, power, and re-
sources, to procure other things which
are bought by money—horses, slaves,
rich apparel, costly vases—and not to
procure friends, the most valuable and
fairest furniture of life?” And yet, he
continues, “every man can tell how ma-
ny goats or sheep he possesses, but not
how many friends.” In the choice,
moreover, of a dog or of a horse, we ex-
ercise the greatest care: we inquire
into its pedigree, its training and char-
acter, and yet we too often leave the
selection of our friends, which is of in-
finitely greater importance—by whom

our whole life will be more or less in-
fluenced either for good or evil—almost
to chance.

No doubt, much as worthy friends
add to the happiness and value of life,
we must in the main depend on our-
selves, and every one is his own best
friend or worst enemy.

Sad, indeed, is Bacon’s assertion that
“there is little friendship in the world,
and least of all between equals, which
was wont to be magnified. That that
is, is between superior and inferior,
whose fortunes may comprehend the
one to the other.” But this can hardly
be taken as his deliberate opinion, for
he elsewhere says, “but we may go far-
ther, and affirm most truly, that it is
a mere and miserable solitude to want
true friends, without which the world
is but a wilderness.” Not only, he adds,
does friendship introduce “daylight in
the understanding out of darkness and
confusion of thoughts;” it “maketh a
fair day in the affections from storm
and tempests:” in consultation with a
friend a man “tosseth his thoughts
more easily; he marshaleth them more

-orderly; he seeth how they look when

they are turned into words; finally, he
waxeth wiser than himself, and that
more by an hour’s discourse than by a
day’s meditation.” . . . “But little do
men perceive what solitude is, and how
far it extendeth, for a crowd is not
company, and faces are but a gallery of
pictures, and talk but a tinkling cym-
bal where there is no love.”

With this I cannot altogether concur,
Surely even strangers may be most in-
teresting! and many will agree with
Dr. Johnson when, describing a pleas-
ant evening, he summed it up—*“Sir, we
had a good talk.”

It is no doubt true, as the Autocrat
of Breakfast Table says, that all men
are bores except when we want them.
And Sir Thomas Browne quaintly ob-
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serves that “unthinking heads who
have not learnt to be alone are a prison
to themselves if they be not with oth-
ers; whereas, on the contrary, those
whose thoughts are in a fair and hurry
within, are sometimes fain to retire in-
to company to be out of the crowd of
themselves. Still I do not quite under-
stand Emerson’s idea that “men de-
scend to meet.” In another place, in-
deed, he qualifies the statement, and
says, “Almost all people descend to
meet,” Even so I should venture to
question it, especially considering the
context. ‘“‘All associations,” he adds,
“must be a compromise, and, what is
worse, the very flower and aroma of
the flower of each of the beautiful na-
tures disappears as they approach each
other.” What a sad thought! Is it real-
ly so? Need it be so? And if it were
so, would friends be any real advan-
tage? I should have thought that the
influence of friends was exactly the re-
verse: that the flower of a beautiful
nature would expand, and the colors
grow brighter, when stimulated by the
warmth and sunshine of friendship.

Much certainly of the happiness and
purity of our lives depends on our mak-
ing a wise choice of our companions and
friends. Many people seem to trust in
this matter to the chapter of accident.
1t is well and right, indeed, to be cour-
teous and considerate to every one with
whom one is thrown into contact, but to
choose them as real friends is another
matter. Some seem to make a man a
friend, or try to do so, because he lives
near, because he is in the same busi-
ness, travels on the same line of rail-
way, or for some other trivial reason.
There cannot be a greater mistake.
These are only, in the words of Plu-
tarch, “the idols and images of friend-
ship.” If our friends are badly chosen
they will inevitably drag us down; if
well they will raise us up. To be friend-
ly with every one is another matter;
we must remember that there is no lit-
tle enemy, and those who have ever
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really loved any one, will have some
tenderness for all.

There is indeed some good in most
men. “I have heard much,” says Mr.
Nasmyth in his charming autobiogra-
phy, “about the ingratitude and selfish-
ness of the world. It may have been
my good fortune, but I have never ex-
perienced either of these unfeeling con-
ditions.” Such also has been my own
experience,

“Men talk of unkind hearts, kind deeds
With deeds unkind returning.

Alas! the gratitude of men
Has oftener left me mourning.”

1 cannot, then, agree with Emerson
that “we walk alone in the world.
Friends such as we desire are dreams
and fables. But a sublime hope cheers
ever the faithful heart, that elsewhere
in other regions of the universal power
souls are now acting, enduring, and
daring, which can love us, and which
we can love.”

Epictetus gives very good advice
when he dissuades from conversation
on the very subjects most commonly
chosen, and advises that it should be
on “none of the common subjects—not
about gladiators, nor horse-races, nor
about athletes, nor about eating or
drinking, which are the usual subjects;
and especially not about men, as blam-
ing them;” but when he adds, “or
praising them,” the injunction seems
to me of doubtful value. Surely Mar-
cus Aurelius more wisely advises that
“when thou wishest to delight thyself,
think of the virtues of those who live
with thee; for instance, the activity of
one, and the modesty of another, and
the liberality of a third, and some other
good quality of a fourth. For nothing
delights so much as the examples of
the virtues, when they are exhibited in
the morals of those who live with us
and present themselves in abundance,
as far as is possible. Wherefore we
must keep them before us.” Yet how
often we know merely the sight of those
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we call our friends, or the sound of
their voices, but nothing whatever of
their mind or soul.

We must, moreover, be as careful to
keep friends as to make them. The af-
fections should not be mere “tents of
a night.” Friendship gives no privilege
to make ourselves disagreeable. Some
people never seem to appreciate their
friends till they have lost them. Anax-
agoras described the Mausoleum as the
ghost of wealth turned into stone.

“But he who has once stood beside
the grave to look back on the compan-
ionship which has been forever closed,
feeling how impotent then are the wild
love and the keen sorrow, to give one
instant’s pleasure to the pulseless heart,
or atone in the lowest measure to the
departed spirit for the hour of unkind-
ness, will scarcely for the future incur
that debt to the heart which can only
be discharged to the dust.”
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Death, indeed, cannot sever friend-
ship. “Friends, though absent, are still
present; though in poverty they are
rich; though weak, yet in the enjoy-
ment of health; and, what is still more
difficult to assert, though dead they
are alive.” This seems a paradox, yet
is there not much truth in his explana-
tion? “To me, indeed, Scipio still lives,
and will always live: for I love the vir-
tue of that man, and that worth is not
vet extinguished. . . . Assuredly of all
things that either fortune or time has
bestowed on me, I have none which I
can compare with the friendship of Sci-
pio.”

If, then, we choose our friends for
what they are, not for what they have,
and if we deserve so great a blessing,
then they will be always with us, pre-
served in absence, and even after death
in the “amber of memory.”

C. B.: After Work.
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Weather Wisdom

Haven't you often wondered just how
* the weather-man could tell what the
weather was going to be tomorrow and
the next day and the next? Well, so
have we, and we've found something
that we think is a key to his secret!
Sh! Here it is.

When the dew is on the grass,
Rain will never come to pass.

When the grass is dry at night,
Look for rain before the light.

When grass is dry at morning light,
Look for rain before the night.

Three days’ rain will empty any sky.

A deep, clear sky of fleckless blue
Breeds storms within a day or two.

When the wind is in the east,
It’s good for neither man nor beast.

When the wind is in the north,
Old folk should not venture forth.

When the wind is in the south,

It blows the bait in the fishes’ mouth.
When the wind is in the west, =
It is of all the winds the best.

An opening and a shetting
Is a sure sign of a wetting.

(Another version)
Open and shet,
Sure sign of wet.

(Still another)
It’s lightning up to see to rain.

Evening red and morning gray
Sends the traveler on his way.

Evening gray and morning red
Sends the traveler home to bed.

Red sky at morning, the shepherd takes
warning ;

Red sky at night is the shepherd’s
delight.

If the sun goes down cloudy on Friday,
sure sign of a clear Sunday.

If a rooster crows standing on a fence
or high place, it will clear.

If on the ground it doesn’t count.

Between eleven and two

You can tell what the weather is going
to do.

Rain before seven, clear before eleven.
Fog in the morning, bright sunny day.

If it rains, and the sun is shining at the
same time, the devil is whipping
his wife and it will surely rain to-
MmMorrow.

If it clears off during the night, it will
rain again shortly.

Sun drawing water, sure sign of rain.

A circle round the moon means “storm.”
As many stars as are in the circle,
so many days before it will rain.

Sudden heat brings thunder.

A storm that comes against the wind is
always a thunderstorm.

East wind brings rain.

West wind brings clear, bright, cool
weather.

North wind brings cold.

South wind brings heat.
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The rain-crow or cuckoo (both species)
is supposed by all hunters to fore-
tell rain, when its “Kow, kow, kow”
is long and hard.

So, also the tree-frog cries before rain.

219

Swallows flying low is a sign of rain;
high, of clearing weather.

The rain follows the wind, and the
heavy blast is just before the
shower.

Nuts to Crack

What is the difference between a
church bell and a church organ?

One rings in the congregation, and
by the other the congregation is played
out.

*

Why is a good resolution like a faint-
ing lady at a ball?

Because it ought to be carried out.

*

Why are the up-to-date cities not go-
ing to have lamp posts any longer?
Because they are long enough.
*

What is the difference between a man
going up stairs and one looking up?
One is stepping up the stairs, and
the other is staring up the steps.
*

When is a schoolboy like a postage
stamp?

When he is licked and put into a cor-
ner to make him stick to his letters.

When was beef the highest that it
has ever been?
When the cow jumped over the moon.
*

What is the oldest piece of furniture
in the world?
The multiplication table.
*

What is the most difficult ship to
conquer?
Hardship, to be sure.
*

Why is a policeman like a rainbow?
Because he rarely appears until the

storm is over.
*

Why is a dog’s tail like the heart of
a tree?

Because it is the farthest from the
bark.

*

At what time of the day was Adam
born?

A little before Eve (eve).
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EMBERS
OF THE

To Our Youth and Their Parents

With this issue the new editorial staff of the Prosveta is taking
under its direct management also the Mladinski List. We shall endeavor
to offer our Juvenile members interesting stories, poems and entertain-
ing reading matter, so that every subscriber and reader will long for the coming
of the next number of the M. .. We hope to instil life and interest in the maga-
zine, thereby creating desire in our readers to write for it and enjoy it. It is
our hope the M. L. would visit every Slovene home where there are throbbing
voung hearts of our Juvenile members desirous of learning the a'ms and princi-
ples of our Society.

The new editorial staff also aims to enlarge the number of readers of the
M. L., to obtain more correspondents in both languages and to increase the num-
ber of subscribers. The reading matter of the magazine will be educational and
entertaining. To inform our readers of the homeland of their parents, to ap-
preciate their parents’ tongue and take pride in our race to which they belong,
shall be our aim. It is essential, to accomplish this, to offer progressive cul-
tural education and also to acquaint our youth with progressive social ideas
since they are sons and daughters of Slevene workers.

It is important to issue the magazine more regularly. Our object shall be
to overcome obstacles as far as printing is concerned to enable prompt delivery
of the M. L.

It is up to the parents now to get their children interested in the M. L.
They must cooperate with their children if they are to see results. They should
interpret difficult words to their children, and in this way help you, our yvoung
readers, to grasp the meaning. Your children will gain much, only to your own
satisfaction. What could be more pleasant than to see your child interested in
the Mladinski list!

Parents of our young members, cooperate with your children for their ad-
vancement and better mutual understanding.
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Dear Editor:

I am glad our school was over May 27, so
I can go to golf links.—The Bridgeport Cardi-
nals of the SNPJ played on Decoration day,
and they got $200. Albert Klemets,

Box 348, Bridgeville, Pa.
* * »
Dear Editor:

I enjoy reading the Mladinski list because
it is so interesting, and have decided to write
a letter to show my appreciation towards it.
I haven'’t seen a letter from Lodge 63 yet. I
suppose the reason is because only a few Juve-
nile members belong to it, but I do wish more
members would take interest in it and occa-
sionally write a letter, so that we could en-
large the magazine.

There are seven in our family, and we all
belong to the Society, which I am proud of.
—Recently I have made a trip to Chicago on
an excursion train to visit my aunt and uncle,
and I was trying very hard to locate the SNPJ
building, but failed as had not had much time.
I enjoyed the trip to and from the Windy
City; it was worth while.—I wish some of
the girls and boys of the Juvenile depart-
ment would write to me.

With fondest respect,
Pauline L. Rope, Box 42, Rillton, Pa.
* * *
Dear Editor:

I have not seen a letter in the M. L. for a
long time from Sygan, Pa., and this is my
first attempt to write; after this I will write
every month.—The local SNPJ Lodge cele-
brated its 25th anniversary on May 30 with
a play and other fitting features for the occa-
sion, also they had a twenty dollar cake with
twenty-five candles to represent its 25th birth-
day.—I hope that Fred Okorn and other mem-
bers of the local SNPJ branch will read my
letter. John Ursitz,

Box 546, Morgan, Pa.
A L *
Dear Editor:

I am a member of the SNPJ lodge at West
Mineral, Kans., and this is my first letter to
the 1. L. I always enjoy reading the maga-
zine.—I am attending the Mineral High school,
which is a mile from where we live; I am a
freshman. I wish that some of the members
would write to me. Rosie Tratnik,

West Mineral, Kans.
* - L
Dear Editor:

This is the first time I write to the M. L.
There are five in our family, and we are all
members of the SNPJ Lodge 65. On May 19
I was 8 years old, and I passed in the fourth
grade. I have two brothers, Joe, 15, and
John who is going to be 6 on August 6. I like
to read the M. L., and I wish it would come
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every week. At present I have plenty time
to read and am trying to read Slovene. I
wish some of the Juvenile members would
write to me. Mary Gracner,
R. R. 2, Box 144, Mulberry, Kans.
* B -

Dear Editor:

The following poem was written by Anne
Campbell, and I think it could be reprinted
in the M. L.

“EF I AINT GOT NOTHIN’”

I

Ef I aint got nothin’
That amounts to much,
I kin still be happy
Ef the birds and such
Kin keep on singin’
Thru the live long day,
When their homes aint nothin’
But a wisp of hay.

III.

Ef I aint got nothin’
And swear I aint,
Oh, I aint so yeller
As to make complain,
For the gloom don’t tech me
Ef the skies aint blue,
I kin still find haven
In the eyes o’ you!

Viplet Beniger, Export, Pa.

* x

Dear Editor:

I am 13 years old and passed to the eighth
grade at the end of the school year. As I
was busy with my finals, I decided to write
just a few line. We will have a new teacher
in fall, her name is Miss Cora Doty.—I wish
that more of the Juvenile members would
write for the M. L. I am also writing in Slo-
vene for this issue of the M. L.

Rose Beniger, Export, Pa.
* * *
Dear Editor:

I never saw a letter from Willard, Wis., in
the M. L., so I decided to write a few lines.
There are five of us in our family, and we all
belong to SNPJ. I have one sister and one
brother, and am now in the eighth grade. I
am 12 years old. My hair is natural brown
and my eyes are also brown. I always enjoy
reading the M. L. I will learn to read and
write the Slovene language also. This is my
first letter to the M. L.

Yours truly,
Emma Jelercic,
R. No. 1, Box 116, Willard, Wis.

P. S.: I wish some members would write
to me and I would gladly answer their letters.
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Dear Editor:

I would like to tell you how busy I am. We
have one thousand chickens to take care of,
and we have a 73 acre farm. There is plenty
work on farm. My school is out and now I
can help more at home. I am 8 years old. I
can milk a cow; that helps some. I also
helped to plant potatoes and to weed the gar-
den. Sometimes I have to help with the house
work, but I like to work out doors more. I
always find time to read the M. L.; in fact,
my grandparents and my aunt Barbara were
surprised when reading the M. L. and saw my
letter in it.

Get busy, Juvenile members, and make the
M. L. a weekly. I would like to hear from
some of you. Betty Modie,

R. D, No. 1, Keister, Pa.
* - &
Dear Editor:

I, too, would like to write for the M. L.
Our school is out and now I have more time.
I am seven years old and next fall I am going
to third grade. I have two little sisters and
no brother. My parents and we belong to
SNPJ. From now on I am going to write
more often for the M. L. Am also going to
write in the Slovene, Frank Mramor,

Cuddy, Pa.
* L] *
Dear Editor:

Our school ended June 7. Our examinations
were rather easy; I had to take three, that
in science being unnecessary because my mark
was high. I passed to 8th grade. In two
years I hope to graduate from the Washington
Junior High school, and then I would like to
go to the Kenosha high.—Our school took
first place in the track meet held at Washing-
ton park bowl.—In our vicinity there is a
beautiful spot, called “Petrified Springs.”—
I think next time I write to the M. L. it will
be in Slovene. I wrote in Slovene once and
I think I can improve if I keep on. I wish
more Juvenile members would write for the
M. L .to make it more interesting. I also
wish some members would write to me.

Mary Moyl,
4822 17th Avenue, Kenosha, Wis.
* = * s
Dear Editor: w

I was very glad to find my letter in the
M. L. Last time I made a mistake which I
wish to correct now. I belong to the Lodge
No. 170 and not to Lodge 456 as erroneously
stated.—I've received a few letters from Mary
Gregorin of Little Falls, N. Y., and wish that
more of the Juvenile members would write to
me.—Our school let out June 14, and I was
promoted to the 8-A class.

Happy vacation to all. Anna Paul,

442 Willington ave., E. Akron, O.
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Dear Editor:

I would like to let you know that all of our
family belong to SNPJ, of which we are very
proud. Two more years from now and I can
be an adult members of the SNPJ. At the
present I am learning the Slovene language.
I like to read the M. L. and wish that more
would write in it. George Fortner,

Box 196, Bear Creek, Mont.
* * *
Dear Editor:

I wish to tell—in a nutshell—how two cities
got their names, namely, the city of Havana
and Miami.

In days of old when Cuba and Florida were
Spanish possessions, a Spanish adventurer
went to the native king and asked to marry
one of his daughters. The king consented and
asked which of his daughters he desired.

“I'll Havana,” replied the Spaniard.

The beautiful Anna was brought into the
presence of the Spaniard. He was over-
whelmed with her beauty and exclaimed,
“Anna, you are beautiful.”

Anna blushed and answered:
am—i?”

Believe it or not, but Mimi and Havana re-
ceived their names in this manner.

“I'll Havana” means “I'll have Anna.”
Mi—am—i?” means “O my, am I?”

Mary Stroy,
924 Arnolda, Indianapolis, Ind.

& 2 =
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Dear Editor:

The SNPJ is a very good organization; it
helps its members at al times. But there
still are many of our people who do not yet
belong to this organization. One never can
tell when he'll get sick, or hurt, and at such
a time he would be benefited if he is a mem-
ber of SNPJ. In time of sickness your money
goes fast for medicine, but there is no income,
Why not prepare yourself for a rainy day?
Why not join the SNPJ now while you are
healthy and strong? There is no reason why
all of our people should not belong to SNPJ,
which is the best Slovene benefit organization
in America. Mary Ostanek, Traunik, Mich.

* * *
Dear Editor:

This is my first letter this year. I am 14
vears of age and in the third year high school,
I am taking the commercial course. My stu-
dies are: English, geometry, typewriting,
shorthand and bookkeeping.—I am enclosing
a crossword puzzle, for only once did I see
a puzzle of crosswords in the magazine, and
as I know the members like them, I am send-
ing one which I made up last April in school.

Frank Furar Jr.,
237 Lonti street, La Salle, Il
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Dear Editor:

It is a long time since I've written last and
I am afraid you'll think I've forgotten the
Mladinski List. But I have not. Until now I
was busy with my school studies, and I must
say that I passed successfully into the tenth
grade. Hope every one else had the same
luck.—Summer arrived late this year, but
“Old Sol” is surely pressing on us—when he
has the chance. We've had quite a few hot
days, and during the sweltering weather I
love to sit under a shady tree and read the
Mladinski List.—I hope all members are en-
joying their summer vacation.

Jennie Vitavee, Canton, Ohio.
= * *

MY HOME TOWN.

Willock, Pa., was a mining town located in
Mifflin and Baldwin townships.

There were three schools in Willock, one
burned down recently in Baldwin Twp. and
the one in Mifflin Twp., which was located
on a part of the old Willock farm, commonly
known as Red Town, was moved away. There
is one school in Willock, now located in Bald-
win Twp.

The mines were opened in 1887 by the First
Pool Monongahela Gas Coal Company and
were sold in 1902 to the Pittsburgh Coal Com-
pany. The mines were shut down about five
years ago, and not opened since.

The population of Willock, especially Red
Town, is never the same, due to the irregular-
ity of working conditions,

The Baltimore and Ohio railroad, established
in 1828, is the oldest railroad in United States,
a line running through Willock from Pitts-
burgh to Wheeling, and on to St. Louis.

The station was originally at the foot of
Willock Hill on part of the Willock farm.
Mr. Willock gave the ground for the station
on condition it be named Willock. The sta-
tion was later moved to its present location
so it would be near the center of the town.

On July 29, 1919, the agent was removed
from the station because the Pittsburgh Coal
Company discontinued to ship coal on the Bal-
timore and Ohio railroad. This caused such a
decrease in the amount of work that an agent
was deemed unnecessary.

Near the site of the old station there used
to be a flour mill belonging to the Burkharts.
This mill burned down and another mill was
erected by Mr. Charles Gibbs. When Mr.
Charles Gibbs died, the mill was sold, and the
machinery was removed, and the building was
gradually destroyed until all that remains
now, is a column of stones.

Mrs. Charlotte Gibbs, wife of Isracl Gibbs,
had the first postoffice. She had a little
store near the old station at the foot of Wil-
lock Hill. Mr. Perry Willock, and Robert
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Rath asked her to have the postoffice in her
store, and she complied with their request.
The office was later removed to Federal Sup-
ply Company store and remained there for
several years, and was recently moved to the
store of Max Bress.

My home is located in the western corner
of Willock and southern corner of Mifflin
Twp. It was built in 1904, the time of the
birth of the S. N. P, J.

Evelyn Miklaucie, Willock, Pa., Box 3.
*

Vera Hribernik from Glencoe, Ohio, wants
us to reprint Whittier’s

THE CORN SONG

Heap high the farmer’s wintry hoard!
Heap high the golden corn!

No richer gift has Autumn poured
From out her lavish horn!

Let other lands, exulting, glean
The apple from the pine,

The orange from its glossy green,
The cluster from the vine;

We better love the hardy gift
Our rugged vales bestow,

To cheer us when the storm shall drift
Our harvest-fields with snow.

Through vales of grass and meads of flowers
Our ploughs their furrows made,

While on the hills the sun and showers
Of changeful April played,

We dropped seed o'er hill and plain,
Beneath the sun of May,

And frightened from our sprouting grain
The robber crows away,

All through the long, bright days of June
Its leaves grew, green and fair,

And waved in hot midsummer’s noon
Its soft and yellow hair.

And now, with Autumn’s moonlit eves,
Its harvest time has come,

We pluck away the frosted leaves,
And bear the treasure home.

Then shame on all the proud and vain,
Whose folly laugh to scorn,

The blessing of our hardy grain,
Our wealth of golden corn,

Let earth withhold her goodly root,
Let mildew blight the rye,

Give to the worm the orchard’s fruit,
The wheat field to the fly.

But let the old crop adorn
The hills our fathers trod;
Still let us for our golden corn,
Send up our thanks to God.
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A CROSS-WORD PUZZLE
by Frank Furar Jr., La Salle, IlL
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A MISUNDERSTANDING.

A German man came to the French army.
He did not know how to speak French. The
king asked the soldiers some question in or-
der. They were: How long have you been
in my office? How old are you? Are you
satisfied with your quarters and food? The
German man knew how to say three weeks
for being in the office, 30 years for his age,
and for quarters and food, both.

One day the king said: “My man, I have
never met you before. How old are you?”
The German replied: “Three weeks.” “How
long have you been in my office?” The Ger-
man said, “30 years.” “Who do you think is
crazy, you or I?” The German said, “Both.”

Mary Stroy, Indianapolis, Ind.
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OUR COW
Horizontal. Vertical.
1—Kind of tree. 1—Piece.

4—A playing card.
T—An article.
8-—Last name of a
magazine,
10—Anmncient race.
11—Combine
13—Town talk (abb.)
14—A type of dirt.
15—Lift.
17—Man’s name.
18—Part of sea.
19—Atmosphere

2—Some one else.
3—First name of a
magazine.
4—A time (abb.)
S5—Lieutenants’
Athletic Ass.
(abb.)
6—Comrade.
9—Within.
12—District North-
ern Service Reg-
iment (abb.)

to get the cow.

the cow came to me.

I went on the hill with my mother
I had my wagon and
Little Brother along. Mother got there
before I did and started the cow down.
She told me to be quiet until the cow
went on down the hill.
switch to keep the cow off if she hap-
pened to want to fight me.
the switch two times and yelled before
She did not try
She kicked up and ran

I picked up a

I got my

21—Either 14—Walk stompingly to fight me.

22—Exchange for 16—A bone. down over the hill another way. Moth-
money. 18—Kind.

24 King Kris (abb.) 20—Illinois Light ©r had to go clear down to an old barn

25—Hold forever, Eagle Society Where a house had burned.

27—Preposition. (abb.)

28—That is (abb.)
29—A body of water.

23—Man’s name.
26—Eve’s eden (abb.)

L

A CROOKED CROOK

There was a crooked man, and he went
a crooked mile,

He found a crooked penny against a
crooked stile;

He bought a crooked cat, which caught
a crooked mouse,

And they all lived together in a little
crooked house.

wagon back before Mother came home
with the cow. It took forty-five min-
utes to get through. Mother got stick-
tights all over her dress. Little Brother
said for Mother to whip me for scaring
the cow. Mother did not whip me. She
had me clean the mud off her slippers
and pick the sticktights off her dress.
Tonéek.

. & &

My little red hen

She counts up to ten.

When the other hens hear,
They cheer and cheer.



