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Albin Cebular:

KAKO JEZE...?

Atek v jamici,
novce nosi mamici.

Mamica mi kupi hlacke,
¢e sem priden, Se igracke.

Jaz pa refem: — Atek, hvala! —
mami tudi, ker je dala!

Fr. Loéniskar:

NAS MLINCEK

Tece mlinéek Dete nasSe
kraj vode, ¢ebrnja,
neprestano jezik vedno
mlinéek gre. mu miglja.

Melje zrnje
no¢ in dan,
prav nikoli
ni ugnan.—

Kruhek vedno
vam drobi,
nikdar mlinéek
ne stoji . ..

Marica Strnad-Cizerlj:

MATI

Brala knjigo sem Zivljenja,
poleg jokala solze,

nolna skoro ije trpljenja,

o veselju malo ve.

Slednji list pa o ljubavi
materinski govori,
ona v vsaki nam teZavi
¢elo gladi in hladi.
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Elica v deveti dezeli

Cudna drus¢ina

NA OBREZJU se je zbrala ¢udna druéina: od ptic je Zalostno molelo premoceno
perje, od zivali se je pa kar cedila voda, ko so priplavale na suho; vse je bilo
otozno in ¢merno.

Prvo vpraSanje je nastalo, kako bi se ta zival posusila. Posvetovali so se in Eli-
ca je ¢ebljala z njimi, kakor da bi vedno zastopila njih jezik. Najveé si je imela do-
povedati s papigo, ki je bila najmanj otoZna. Bila je pa¢ papiga, ki se je neprestano
ponasala: “Jaz sem starejSa kakor ti in ve¢ vem.” Elica se s tem seveda ni zado-
voljila in je hotela vedeti, koliko let ima papiga. Ta pa bi niti z besedico ne izdala
tega in tako je bilo konec besedi z njo.

Poslednja se je oglasila Miska, odividno precej oblastna med njimi: “Sedite vsi
in posluSajte! Kmalu bomo vsi suhi!” Vsi so sedli v kolo z MiSko na sredi. Elica je
neprestano zrla vanjo, kajti prepricana je bila, da se bo hudo prehladila, ¢e se prav
kmalu ne posusi.

“Hm, hm!” je zakaS$ljala MiSka vazno. “Ali ste vsi pripravljeni?”’ Miska je za-
¢ela praviti na dolgo in Siroko o jari kaci in o steklem polzu, ali vse prenavadno je
bilo, da bi se smejali in se pri tem susili.

“Najboljse je, ¢e se spustimo v dir in tekmujemo,” se je oglasil Dodo precej vzne-
mirjen. ‘“Tako bi se najhitreje posusili.”

“Kako naj tekmujemo?” je vpraSala Elica. Ni vprasala zato, ker bi rada vedela,
temveé ker se ji je zdelo, da je Dodo zato postal, da bi kdo kaj opomnil. Oglasiti se pa
nih¢e drugi ni hotel.

“Kako neki? Najlazje je pojasniti, ¢e kar poizkusimo,” je rekel. Tekma je v res-
nici tudi zacela.

Sli so v krog in takoj se je razvrstila v dir cela drudéina. Dodo je vzkliknil: “Ena,
dve, tri” in §li so. Tekali so, ko se jim je zljubilo in se vstavili, ko so hoteli, tako da
ni bilo mogole prav razsoditi, kdaj se tekma pri¢ne, kdaj se neha. Ali ko so tekali
cele por ure ter so bili vsi suhi, je-Dodo zavpil: “Dovolj je tega! Tekma je konca-
na!” Spravili so se v krog in vprasevali, kdo je dobil.

Dodo sam ni mogel odgovoriti na to vprasanje, ne da bi se globoko zamislil, S
prstom na c&elu je stal precej ¢asa in tuhtal in tuhtal, vsi ostali pa so bili tiho
kakor MiSka. Nazadnje pa je Dodo rekel: “Vsi smo dobili in vsi zasluZzimo nagrado.”

“Ampak kdo bo dal nagrado?” so v zboru vpraSali vsi.

“Kdo neki? Ona!” je odvrnil Dodo in pokazal s prstom na Elico. Vsa drus¢ina jo
je obkolila in zmesano prosila: “Nagrado! Nagrado!”

Elica ni vedela kaj storiti in vsa obupana je segla v Zep in izvlekla iz njega
Skatljo bonbonékov. (K srefi ni slana voda premocila v skatljo.) Delila je po vrsti
vsakemu enega. Ravno prav jih je bilo, ali njej sami ni ostal noben bonboncek.

“Kaj pa ona?” je vprasala Miska. “Ona je tudi zasluzila nagrado.”

“Seveda!” je potrdil Dodo resno. “Kaj ima$ Se v zepu?” je vprasal dalje.

“Samo naprstnik,” je odgovorila Elica zZalostno.

“Daj ga sem!” pravi Dodo.

Se enkrat so se vsi spravili v krog okoli nje in Dodo ji je svefano poklonil na-
prstnik, rekod¢: “Prosimo te, da sprejmes ta lepi naprstnik.” Kakorhitro je prenehal
z nagovorom, je zagrmelo iz ust vseh veselo vzklikanje.
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Vse skupaj se je zdelo Elici preneumno, ali ker so vsi gledali tako resno, se ni
upala posmejati. Nié¢ primernega ji tudi ni moglo priti na jezik, da bi izpregovori-
la, samo poklonila se je in vzela naprstnik, pri tem pa gledala kolikor se je dalo sve-
¢ano.

Potem so zobali bonbonéke. Precej hrustanja je bilo, pa tudi zabavljanja ni
manjkalo. Velike ptice so se potoZile, da bonbonékov 3e ob¢utijo ne v kljunih; male
s0 pa stokale, da jih ne morejo skavsati. Nekaterim pa so bonbon¢ki celo zastali v grlu,
da jih je bilo treba potrepati po hrbtu, da je 8lo dol . . . Ali vse je minilo. Sedli so
zopet v krog in poprosili Misko, naj bi jim povedala kaj lepega. ‘

“Rekla si, da mi poves svojo zgodbo,” jo je opomnila Elica. “Zakaj tako &rtis
M. in P.,” je po3epetala, nemalo v strahu, da bi ne uzalila Miske.

“Moja zgodba je dolga in Zalostna zgodba,” je vzdihnila Miska, obrnivsi se proti
Elici.

“Krvolotna macka je srec¢ala nedolZno mi$ in jo povabila, da gre z njo plesat . . .
Saj ne posluas,” je Miska nenadoma prekinila in se strogo postavila proti Elici.

“Prosim oproienja,” je zaprosila Elica. “Samo gledala sem, kako kréevito se
ti je stresel repek, ko si opomnila macko.”

“Kaj se je streslo?” je ponovila Miska srdito.

“Tvoj repek,” je dejala Elica.

“Ali te ni sram, da me tako grdo Zali§?” se je postavila MiSka. “Take nesla-
nosti mi gre§ govoriti!”

“Nisem mislila slabega,” je prosila Elica. “Kdo bi si mislil, da si tako hitro
uzaljena.” '

Miska je zacepetala z noZicami, rekla pa nicesar vec.

“Vrni se in dokonéaj zgodbo!” je prosila Elica. Vsi so se ji pridruZili in prosili:
“Vrni se!” Ali Migka je svojeglavno stresla z glavo in vihravo izginila.

“Skoda, da ne ostane!” je Zalostno dejala papiga, ko je Miska izginila izpred o¢i.
Neka stara rakova Zena je vzela to priliko za vzgled svoji héerki, rekoé: “Vidis, dra-
gica! To naj ti bo v poduk, da se nikoli ne prenagli§ z jezikom.” “Ni¢ ne govorite,
mati!” je rekel mladi rak nemalo popadljivo. ‘“Sami niste ni¢ bolj&i.”

“Oh, ¢ bi bil tu moj Sivéek!” je rekla Elica, ne da bi mislila koga s temi bese-
dami obgovoriti. “Takoj bi jo nagnal nazaj.”

“Kdo pa je Sivéek?” je vpraSala papiga.

Elica je hitro odgovorila, kajti vsikdar je rada pripovedovala o svojem 1jubéku.
“Sivéek je nas madek. Ne morete si misliti, kadar pridno lovi mii. Oh, &e bi videl,
kako neprestano zalezuje ptice in kako jih zna popasti. In ptice poje, kakorhitro jih
ujame.”

Ta kratki govor je povzroéil velikansko vznemirjenje v drud¢ini. Nekatere pti-
ce 8o pri ti pri¢i odletele. Stara Sraka se je zafela skrbno zavijati in je pristavila:
“Mudi se mi domov, noéni zrak nikakor ne prija mojemu grlu.” Kanaréek je sklical
skupaj svoje mladice, rekoé: “Pojdimo, takoj pojdimo! Cas je, da greste spat.” Vse
polno vzrokov so nasli in odleteli, Elica pa je ostala ¢isto sama.

“Oh, zakaj sem imenovala Sivéka!” si je rekla Zalostno. “NihCe ga ne mara, e
prav vem, da je najbolj§i macek, kar jih je na svetu. Oh, moj dragi Sivéek, ali te bom
Se kdaj videla?” Elica je zacela iznova jokati, kajti dolgéas ji je bilo. Ali kmalu
nato je zacula stopinje v daljavi. Ozrla se je urno, nadejaje se, da se je povrnila
Migka, ki se je mogoée premislila in bo povedala svojo zgodbo.
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BIL JE ZAJCEK BELCEK. Podasi stopicaje se je skrbno oziral krog sebe in
vzdihoval: “Oj kneginja, gospodinja! Moje uboge tadice, moje mustadice! Kakor
gotovo je podlasica tatica, tako gotovo bom obsojen na smrt! Kje neki sem jih iz-
gubil?”” Elica je v tistem hipu uganila, da i8¢e pahljaco in par belih rokavic, in ker
je bila pridna, jih je takoj zacela iskati. Ali nikjer jih ni bilo, vse se ji je zdelo spre-
menjeno, odkar je preplavala jezerce in velika sobana s stekleno mizo in malimi vra-
ticami, je izginila.

Zajcek je zagledal Elico in ji zaklical: “Kaj dela8 tu, Mari¢cka? Takoj se mi po-
beri domov in poi&¢i moje rokavice in pahljaco!” Elica se je tako prestradila, da je
odhitela v smeri, kamor ji je zazugal, ne da bi malo pomislila, kako bi mu razkrila
zmoto.

“Vzel me je za svojo deklo,” je mislila sama pri sebi. “Kako se mu bo zdelo
¢udno, ko bo videl, da se moti. Ali kje bi dobila njegove rokavice in pahlja¢o? Ko je
to izgovorila, je prisla pred hiSico z lepimi vratei iz ¢iste medi. Na vrateih je bil iz-
rezljan napis J. ZAJCEK. Vstopila je ne da bi potrkala in skoéila po stopnicah, v
nemalem strahu, da bo srecala deklo Maricko.

“Kako ¢udno se mi zdi vse to,” si je rekla. “Po Zajcevih opravkih Ze hodim!
Najbrz me bo v bodoc¢e se Sivéek posiljal po opravkih.”

PriSla je v malo sobo z mizico pri oknu in na mizi (kakor se je bila nadejala) ro-
kavid¢ice in pahlja¢a. Ravno ko je pobrala vse to in hotela oditi, je poleg sebe za-
gledala steklenico. Ceprav ni bilo na steklenici napisa “Popij me!” vendar je odma-
Sila in stavila k ustnicam. “Gotovo se bo zgodilo kaj zanimivega,” si je dejala, Ze
vajena nenavadnih stvari. “Upam, da bom zacela zopet rasti, kar bi bilo tudi dobro,
ko je pa tako neprijetno biti tako majhna stvarca.”

Tako se je tudi zgodilo, in sicer prej kot je pricakovala. Komaj je izpila polovico,
ze ji je glava tiSéala proti stropu, in deklica je morala nehati, da si res$i tilnik. Ta-
koj je odlozila steklenico. ‘“Dovolj je. Upam, da ne bom veé rastla. Oh, saj Ze sko-
zi vrata ne morem! Zakaj sem pila!”

Zal, bilo je prepozno. Rastla je in rastla in kmalu je morala poklekniti. Cez ka-
ko minuto je bila Se kle¢e prevelika za sobo. Skusala se je kréiti k tlom, ali rastla
je kar brez prestanka. Eno roko je iztegnila skozi okno, nogo v dimnik in tako pri-
¢akovala reSitve. “Kar bo, pa bo!” si je rekla nazadnje.

K sre¢i za Elico steklenica ni mogla ve¢ uéinkovati. Ampak vendar je bila
Elica prevelika, saj take bi je gotovo ne mogel nihée spraviti iz sobe.

“Koliko lepSe je bilo doma,” je pomislila revica. “Clovek vsaj ni vedno rastel
in se kréil in si ni dal ukazovati od misi in zajcev. Skoro bi Zelela, da bi ne bila ni-
koli zasla v to luknjo; ali é¢udno je pa vendarle, saj veste, ¢udno je take vrste Zivlje-
nje. Kaj se mi bo neki Se zgodilo? Ko sem veéasih éitala pravljice, nisem verjela, da
bi se kaj takega dogajalo, zdaj pa sama vidim. Tudi o meni bi morali spisati knjigo
in ko bom odrastla—oh, pa saj sem itak Ze odrastla,” je pristavila Zalostno. “Vsaj
prostora ni ve¢, da bi mogla rasti.”

Po nekaj minutah je zasliSala zunaj osoren glas:

“Mari¢ka! Mari¢cka! Takoj mi prinesi rokavice.” Vedela je, da je le zajcek,
vendar se je bala, da se je tresla cela hisa. Pozabila je, da je tisockrat vec¢ja kakor
Zajcek in da se ji ni treba bati.

Zajcek je stopil k vratom in sku8al odpreti, ali ker se vratca odpirajo na znotraj
in je Elica z laktom bila oprta proti njim, ni mogel vstopiti. Elica ga je ¢ula reéi, da
bo Sel okoli in da vstopi pri oknu.
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“Ne bos ne!” je pomislila Elica. Ko se ji je zazdelo, da je Zajéek pod oknom, je
takoj iztegnila ven roko in zamahala po zraku. Nicesar ni otipala, ali zacula je pre-
straen krik in padec ter Zvenketanje Sipe. Mislila si je, da je gotovo moralo nekaj
pasti v ograjeno stekleno gredo za kumare. Nato je zaCula jezen glas Zajca:

“Luka! Hej, Luka! Kje si?”

“Tukajle! Za jabolka kopljem, vasa milost!”

“Za jabolka? Res?” je dejal Zajéek jezno. “Stopi sem in mi pomagaj iz te zaga-
te. (Sipe so zZvenketale.)

“Povej mi, Luka, kaj je v onem oknu?”

“Smentano no, to je roka!”

“Roka? Ti tepec, ti! Kdo je Ze videl tako roko! Saj vendar napolni celo okno!”

“Seveda ga napolni! Ampak roka je vendarle!”

“Da, ali roka nima nikakega opravka gori v mojem oknu! Takoj jo odstrani!”

Nastal je dolg molk in Elica je samo zdaj pa zdaj Cula Sepet: “Bojim se, vaSa
milost, bojim,” . . . “Stori, kakor ti velim, strahopetec strahopetni!” Tedaj je Elica
iznova iztegnila roko in zamahala po zraku. Zacula je dva prestraSena vika in zo-
petno Zvenketanje pobitih §ip. Glasovi so se mnoZili, pred hiSico se je zbirala mno-
Zica. Po vzklikih je spoznala, da nameravajo pristaviti lestvo k oknu. Tudi na stre-
ho so splezali po drugi strani in po dimniku je zasliSala praskanje. Hitro je umak-
nila nogo iz dimnika in se pripravila, da bo brenila o pravem ¢asu. Sunila je z nogo
in trenutek na to, je slisala krike zbranih od zunaj, ki so opazili, da je oni zletel v
zrak. Dolgo so se prepirali, nato pa se odlo¢ili, kakor je sodila Elica po glasovih, da
zaZgejo hidico. To ji je bilo pa zZe preve¢. Vzkliknila je: “Ce to storite, bom pokli-
cala Sivcka.

Nastala je smrtna tidina in Elica je razmisljala, kaj bodo neki storili zunaj.

Zadeli so metati kamencke skozi okno. Elica se je od sile razjezila, ko jo je eden
zadel ravno v nos. “Takoj mi prenehajte!” je ukazala, in res je postalo vse mirno.
Na svoje veliko presenedenje je Elica tedaj opazila, da se kamencki spreminjajo v
medene kolate. Nekaj imenitnega ji je padlo na um: “Kaj ¢e bi pojedla kolacke?”
Gotovo se bom spremenila in ker veéja Ze skoraj ne morem biti, bom gotovo bolj
majhna.”

Povzila je kolaé in glej, pri tej priéi se je zacela kréiti. Kakorhitro je bila dovolj
majhna, da smukne skozi vrata, je zdirjala ven in pritekla pred veliko mnozico malih
Zivali in ptic. Mali martinéek (izvedela je, da je bil on tisti, katerega je brenila sko-
zi dimnik) je bil v sredi mnoZice ves potoléen. Podpirala sta ga morska pra8icka,
ga modila in mu dajala netesa piti. Kakorhitro se je Elica prikazala, so skoéili k nji,
toda ona jo je odkurila, kolikor so jo nesle noge, naravnost v gozd, kjer se je pocutila
se najbolj varno.

“Najprej moram zrasti v svojo navadno mero,” je modrovala Elica, ko je tavala
po gozdu. “Potem pa moram najti pot v oni krasni vrt.” Ta nalrt se ji je zdel ime-
niten in precej dobro zasnovan, ali izvesti za ni mogla, ker si ni znala pomagati.

V zraku je videla skakati kobilice, pred katerimi je bila v neprestanem strahu,
da bi jo katera pohodila ali celo napadla. Po dolgem tavanju se je naslonila ob vitko
zlatico. V roke je vzela list cvetlice in se z njim pahljala. Neprestano je mislila, kaj
bi neki morala pojesti ali izpiti, da bi zopet zrastla. Tam blizu je rastla velika go-
ba, vi§ja kot je bila ona sama, Ogledala si je gobo od vseh stranih od spodaj in na-
zadnje se je povzpela na prste in pogledala preko gobe. Na gobi je epela velika plava
gosenica, vsa v Zametu in z ro¢icami ob bokih. Cudo precudno! Gosenica je gospo-
sko sedela, kakor na prestolu in kakor Turek kadila iz ¢ibuka pred seboj.

(Pride se.)
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Mirko Kunéié:

TOZBA

Zbogom, zlati moj kanarcek!

Mesec dni sem plakala,
mesec dni sem ¢akala,
da se vrne§ — —

A nedavno je pod oknom

vetrc blag mi tiho pravil:
“Pticka, spefega na vrtu —

Kec zavratno je zadavil .

»”

Kriknila sem v ¢rni grozi.

Tri no¢i sem zalovala,
tri no¢i ni¢ nisem spala

v hrepenenju za teboj . . .

Zbogom, zbogom, ljubéek moj!
Bridko bom te mas¢evala:
mucka v ¢rno klet zagnala,

da bo pomnil—ta grdun!

Razstavna dvorana v ¢ikaSkem Art

Institutu.
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P. Flere:
Kralj zivali
(Konec.)

Naj po Svenu Hedinu pripovedujemo o takih bojih!

Angleski polkovnik Pattersson je na angleski zemlji v vzhodni Afriki nadzoroval
zidanje ZelezniSkega mosta. S seboj je imel nekaj tiso¢ delavcev iz Indije, s katerimi
si je napravil taborisée. Nekaj dni po svojem prihodu je sliSal praviti o dveh levih,
ki vznemirjata okolico. S kraja se ni zmenil za te govorice, kmalu pa sta mu leva od-
nesla njegovega sluzabnika. Nesreénikov tovari§, ki je spal v istem Satoru, je videl
leva, ki se je sredi noé¢i prav tiho priplazil k njima, vdrl naravnost v Sator in zgrabil
sluZzabnika za vrat. Ta je Se zakrical: “Pusti me!” in z rokami objel zver okrog vra-
tu. Nato je zopet legla noéna tiSina na Sator. Ker je nesrec¢na Zrtev ves ¢as vlekla
noge po tleh, je polkovnik zjutraj lahko zasledoval levovo pot, kjer pa je pouzil lev
svojo velerjo, je ostala samo Se nesre¢nikova obleka in glava, iz katere so o€i buljile
V neizre¢enem strahu.

Ta stradni dogodek je polkovnika vsega prevzel in sklenil je, da ne miruje, pre-
den ne ubije obeh levov. Naslednjo noé je Ze s pusko v roki ¢akal v blizini sluzab-
niskega Satora. Ko se je stemnilo in je vse na okrog potihnilo, se iz daljave oglasi
rjovenje, ki se je blizalo bolj in bolj. Prihajala sta leva, da si odneseta novo Zrtev.
Zopet je vse potihnilo. Polkovnik ¢aka—kar zasliSi straSne klice iz Satora, oddalje-
nega kakih sto korakov. Nato zopet vse tiho. Roparja sta odnesla novo Zrtev.

Polkovnik se skrije potem v tem 3atoru, a tudi tu je ¢akal zaman. Naslednjo
no¢ zacuje iz velike daljave pretresljiv klic—tretji delavec je bil ugrabljen.

Indijski delavei so spali v razliénih Satorih, in da zmotita ljudi, sta obiskala leva
vsak veder drugega. Ko sta opazila, da lahko vsak veler odneseta ¢loveka, ne da bi
ju kdo napadel, sta postala drznej$a in se nista niti najmanj plasila taborskih ognjev.
Nista se zmenila ne za trusé, ki sta ga povzrocala v taboriséu, ne za krogle, ki so jih
iz pudk posiljali za njima. Okoli taboriS¢a so napravili visok, mocen plot iz trnja, a
leva sta ga ali preskotila ali pa si napravila vanj luknjo ter si tako vzela svoj plen.
Pattersson je podnevi na vse strani hodil za levjo sledjo, a jo je na kamenitih tleh
vedno izgubil.

Se hujde je postalo, ko je vefina delavcev odsla delat na Zelezniski tir in jih je
pri mostu ostalo le nekaj sto. Okrog taboriS¢éa so postavili izredno visok in mocen
plot, ponoéi so gorele cele grmade, vsepovsod so stali strazniki, puSke so bile priprav-
ljene, po Zatorih so bobnali na kositrne sode, da prepode zveri. A vedno so izginjale
nove 7rtve. Delavei so bili Ze tako preplaSeni, da si niso upali streljati, kadar sta
se leva prikazala. Celo iz bolniSkega Satora sta odnesla bolnika. Naslednja Zrtev je
bil vodonosec. Lezal je z glavo v Satoru in z nogami proti vratom. Lev je preskodéil
plot, zgrabil moZa za noge in ga izvlekel. Nesretnez se je oprijel zaboja, potem Sato-
rove vrvi, ki sé mu je utrgala. Lev je nato s svojim plenom v gobcu letal ob plotu ter
si nadel v njem redko mesto, kjer se je preril skozi. Tu so drugo jutro nali cunje od
obleke in kosce mesa. Drugi lev je ¢akal zunaj, da sta si plen delila.

Poslej je bil nekaj ¢asa mir, leva sta brzkone drugod nasla posla. Zaradi vrocine
80 delavei Ze zaceli spati na planem. Nekega vedera sede vsi skupaj ob ognju, ko
preskoéi lev plot, obstoji in jih gleda. Prestraseni skoéijo delavei kvidku ter mecejo
v leva kamenje, polena in ogorke. Lev se za vse to ne zmeni, skoli, pograbi enega
ter zbezi skozi plot; zunaj ga je drugi lev Ze éakal in komaj trideset metrov od tabo-
riS¢a sta pozrla plen.
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Polkovnik je nato ves teden vsako no¢ sedel v taboru in ¢akal levjega obiska.
Sam je pripovedoval, da ni ni¢ straSnejSega nego tako brezuspesno ¢akanje. Vsako
no¢ je slisal iz daljave rjovenje, s katerim sta roparja naznanjala svoj prihod. Ko
sta se blizala taboru, sta vedno utihnila. StraZe so vpile: “Pazite, bratje, vrag pri-
haja!” Malo zatem pa so se ¢uli prestraSeni klici in smrtni kriki napadenih. Nazad-
nje sta postala leva tako drzna, da sta oba preskocila plot in odnesla vsak svojega
moza. Enkrat lev svoje zZrtve ni mogel spraviti skozi ograjo, pustiti jo je moral in
se zadovoljiti z deleZem pri svojem tovariSu. Moz pa, ki ga je pustil, je bil tako zde-
lan, da je siromak umrl, preden so ga prenesli v bolniski Sator.

Tega vednega strahu in bedenja delavei nazadnje Ze niso mogli ved prenasati.
Saj so prisli v Afriko, da zasluZijo pri Zeleznici, ne pa da bi s svojim mesom redili
leve. Zato nekega dne ustavijo vlak, zloZze vanj svoje reéi, ga zasedejo in se odpelje-
jo. Oni srénejsi, ki so ostali pri polkovniku Patterssonu, so prebili no¢i po drevesih,
vodnjakih, na postaji ali po zakritih jamah, ki so jih izkopali v Satorih.

Polkovnik Pattersson je naprosil angleSkega tovariSa, naj pride k njemu, da pri-
redita lov na leve. Tovaris je priSel, a ker je imel vlak zamudo, Sele ponoéi, na poti
proti taboris¢u pa mu je lev odnesel sluzabnika. Najprej je zgrabil njega samega, ko
pa mu je posvetil s pusko, ga je pustil in vzel spremljevaleca.

Nekaj dni zatem naznani Patterssonu sluga, da je lev ugrabil osla in da ga prav
v blizini mrevari. Pattersson se hitro odpravi s slugo in Ze od dale¢ je videl nad
grmovjem rumenkasti levov hrbet. Po nesreéi stopi sluga na suho vejo, ki je pocila,
in lev izgine v go3¢avo. Tedaj pa se iz taborisc¢a zbero vsi, ki so utegnili, vzemo bob-
ne in kositrne posode, obkroZijo gos¢avo ter vdirajo vanjo s trud¢em in hruscéem.
Polkovnik je ¢akal, kjer bi imela zver priti na plano. In res, kmalu se prikaze mogo-
éen lev, od hrupa razjarjen in srdit. Pocasi je stopal, pa obstajal in se oziral; tako
ga je motil hrup za njim, da lovca s kraja Se opazil ni. Ko sta bila Se kakih 40 cev-
ljev vsaksebi, dvigne polkovnik dvocevko. Lev zacuje ta gibljaj, obstoji, zarije pred-
nji taci v zemljo in se pripravi na skok. A preden strel poéi, se zver obrne in v mo-
gocénih skokih zbezi v goS¢avo; na strel za seboj odgovori s straSnim rjovenjem.

Polkovnik je moral polakati no¢i. Ker lev ni Se naSel osla, je bilo pricakovati,
da se vrne zvecer k njemu. Zato napravijo blizu mrhovine 15 ¢evljev visoko streli-
§¢e, na katero se spravi polkovnik Se pred solnénim zahodom. Mrak je v teh kra-
jih prav kratek in, kadar ni meseca, hitro nastane temna no¢. Tedaj leZze nad po-
krajino tesen, ni¢ dobrega obetajo¢ mir. Tudi Patterssonu je bilo vedno tesneje pri
srcu, ¢im bolj so hitele no¢ne ure in ¢im dalje je s puSko v roki ¢akal v temi.

Zdajei je pod veliko teZo po¢ila veja, mogoéno truplo je bilo ¢uti, da se rije skozi
grmovje. Lev se je blizal, globoko stokanje je pripovedovalo o njegovi lakoti. Krat-
ko tiSino preseka neznansko rjovenje; lev pa je zavohal ¢loveka, popustil je osla in
"se obrnil naravnost proti polkovnikovemu streli§éu. Dve uri je hitro krozil okoli nje-
ga in krogi so bili vedno manj&i. Konéno se ustavi in pripravi na skok. Le nejasno
se je odrazalo njegovo truplo na pesku. Tedaj zagrmi strel, lev strahovito zarjove
ter zbezi v grmovje, kjer se je od bolefine valjal in rjovel. Glasovi so bili sabsi
in slabsi, dokler niso v dolgih vzdihih ponehali. Racun s prvim roparjem je bil skle-
njen, le nekaj dni zatem je padel tudi drugi lev.

* *
*

Gorenji dogodek nam jasno kaZe levovo predrznost. Dognano pa je, da sluéaji,
v katerih bi se lev vrgel na ¢loveiko meso, niso pogostni in da se ¢loveka lotijo le
starejii levi, ki si Ze teZe poiSfejo kakega drugega plena pa so tudi dovolj zviti in pre-
brisani, da se izognejo boju s ¢lovekom. Pred pokonéno postavo ¢lovekovo se obrne
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’_wdi kralj zivali, zlasti tedaj, ako ima ¢&lovek dovolj poguma, da obstoji ter mu resno
in neustraseno zre v oko. Tedaj se lev neki obrne in pobegne. Ako pa zbeZi ¢lovek,
lev vidi, da ima opravka s strahopetnim slabi¢em in ga sledi v urnih, velikih skokih.

Lev kraljuje v svojem lovis¢u navadno sam in redkokedaj lovita po dva ali veé
skupaj. Le kadar ima levinja mlade, se ji pridruZi tudi lev in pomaga krmiti zarod.

Levinja ima po enega, najveé po troje mladih, ki so s kraja precej neokretni.
Sele v drugem mesecu svojega zivljenja se navadijo kobacati in kmalu nato zaéno
svoje otroske igre. Izprva mijavkajo kakor macke, pozneje pa jim postane glas krep-
kej8l. Tudi pri igrah so s kraja neokretni in neumni, séasoma pa postajajo gib¢ni
in Ze pred Sestim mesecem spremljajo svoje roditelje na manjsih izprehodih. Stari
leto dni so veliki kakor moéni psi, triletnim samcem zaéne poganjati griva, povsem
dorastejo pa v Sestem ali sedmem letu. Kakor lev potasi dorasca, tako tudi dolgo zi-
vi. Celo ujeti levi so dosegli starost sedemdesetih let.

Lahko si mislimo, kolika je $koda, ki jo v tako dolgem Zivljenju napravi en sam
lev, ki se je nastanil blizu ¢lovedkih bivalisé. Zato ga ¢lovek preganja, kakor zna in
more. Afridki ¢érnci se lotijo leva s samim kopjem in s sulico, a vzlic temu, da je
to orodje otrovano, je uspeh boja negotov. V severni Afriki narejajo domacini do
deset metrov globoke jame. Ako se lev ujame v jamo, se zbere okrog nje vsa vas, Zen-
ske in otroci meéejo vanj kamenje. Za vse to poletje pa se ujetnik prav ni¢ ne zme-
ni. Dostojanstveno kakor kralj konéa naposled od krogel, ki jih izstrele vanj mozaki.
Arabei tudi pri dnevu izZenejo leva iz goStave. S puskami v rokah se postavijo v tri
vrste in po svoji navadi najprej poizkudajo, kaj bi opravili z besedo. Takele mu pra-
vijo: “Pes in pasji sin! Od psov rojen in roditelj psov! Grdoba! Davitelj ¢red! Tat!
Falot! Ven, & si res tako hraber, kakor s¢ kazes! Pri dnevu se pokazi, ki ima§ noé
za prijateljico! Pripravi se! Stopiti mora$ pred moZe, sinove hrabrosti in prijatelje
boja!” Ker te zabavljivke seveda ne zaleZejo, izstrele tudi nekaj krogel v goScavo.
Ko prileti katera levu preblizu, se ujezi, da se rjoveé in s plameneéim pogledom pri-
kaze izza grmovja. Na planem ga sprejme divji krik. Pocasi in jezno se oziraje,
stopa proti mnozZici, ki ¢aka, da ga vredno sprejme. Ko se pribliza na strel, sprozi
prva vrsta in se hitro umakne. Druga in tretja vrsta pobijeta leva s kroglami.
Vendar tudi ta lov ni brez nevarnosti in lev zahteva dobrih strelcev, kajti éeprav ga
je zadelo Ze ved krogel, se pogostokrat Se prav krepko bori. Ni treba Se posebej ome-
njati, da domaéini izredno Caste &loveka, ki se je sam spustil v boj s kraljem zivali
in ga premagal.

Mlad lev se da ukrotiti in se prav lepo navadi ¢loveka. Slove¢i prirodopisec
Brehm je imel ukroéeno levinjo, o kateri pripoveduje: “Dobil sem jo v dar v Egiptu.
V najkraj$em ¢asu se je navadila dvoriida, kjer je smela biti prosta. Kmalu je ka-
kor pes hodila za menoj in se mi ob vsaki priliki dobrikala. NadleZzna je bila le po-
no¢i, ko me je obiskovala in me z dobrikanjem budila. Cez nekaj tednov si je prisvo-
jila vladarstvo nad vsemi Zivalmi na dvoris¢u, a bolj zato, da se je z njimi igrala,
nego da bi hotela kateri storiti kaj Zalega. Le dvakrat je pobila in poirla Zivali,
Prvié opico, drugi¢ kostruna, s katerim se je Se malo poprej igrala. Proti vecini Zi-
vali se je vedla preserno ter jih na vse mogofe nafine drazila in straSila. Veckrat je
Po maéje legla na tla, vzela katerega od nas na piko in kakor macka nad mis skocila
nadenj, pa le zato, da nas je drazila, kajti v resnici se je proti nam vedno vedla po-
Steno in ljubeznivo. Potuhnjenosti ni poznala; 3e ko sem jo nekoé pretepel, se je v
kratkem vrnila in se kakor prej stiskala k meni. Njena jeza se je takoj izkadila in
z boZzanjem sem jo hipoma potolazil. Ko sem z ladjo potoval po Nilu, je bila zaprta
v kletki, dokler smo bili na vodi; ko pa smo pristali, sem jo vedno izpustil. Tedaj je
skakala kakor objestno Zrebe. Zunaj se je tudi izéistila, zakaj bila je presnazna, da
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bi si ponecedila kletko. Na teh izletih pa je napravila véasih kako neumnost. Tako
je v neki zamorski vasi zadavila jagnje, drugi¢ je ujela zamorskega detka; na sreco
sem ga Se lahko otel. Po mestu me je spremljala navezana na verizico. Ko sem se
vozil iz Egipta v Trst, sem jo vsak dan v veliko veselje sopotnikov pripeljal na krov.
Pustil sem jo v Berlinu in je dve leti nisem videl. Ko sem se vrnil, me je takoj spo-
znala.”

Tako je ¢loveski razum tudi v tej zivali ukrotil divjost in tako si je ¢lovek poleg
raznih drugih podjarmil tudi samega kralja Zivali.

R. Tagore:
CVETLICE V SOLI

ADAR grme viharni oblaki po nebu in lijo junijeve plohe na zemljo,
prihaja vlazni vzhodni vecer ¢ez pustinje in igra na dude med bam-
busom.
Tedaj priklijejo nenadoma cete cvetlic, nihée ne ve odkod, in pleSejo
po travi v divji radosti.

Mamieca, zares, jaz mislim, da hodijo cvetlice pod zemljo v Solo.
Svoje naloge pisejo pri zaprtih dverih, in ¢e se hocejo iti ven igrat,
predno je éas, jih ucitelj postavi v kot.

Ko pride dezevje, imajo pocitnice.

Veje se klestijo v gozdu, listje Sumi v divjem vetru, grmeci oblaki tle-
skajo s svojimi orjaskimi dlanmi in cvetliéna deca plane na dan. V rde-
¢ih, rumenih in belih oblekah.

VeS§ mamica, njih dom je na nebu, kjer so zvezdice.

Ali nisi opazila, kako koprnijo, da bi prisle tja? Ne ve§, zakaj se jim
tako mudi?

Seveda, uganil sem, h komu dvigajo svoje roke: mamico imajo, kakor
imam jaz svojo.

T T VRS (G
B R
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J. Juréié:

Zakrpana Visnja gora, raztrgan ZuZenberk

MEL sem deda sedeminsedemdeset let starega. Sedeli so vso bozZjo zimo za pecjo, z
roko so podpirali pipico “z devetimi orli,” zakaj zob niso ve¢ imeli, da bi jim bila stala
pipica sama v ustih, pa pripovedovali so vuninvun, kaj se v tem in tem kraju od
“njega dni” pripoveduje, kaj so doziveli sami in kaj se je godilo v starih &asih. Ze
od nekdaj in po vsem svetu imajo star¢ki navado, da pripovedujejo, kako je bilo v
prejénjih ¢asih—v ¢asih, ko so bili oni 8¢ mladi—grozno dobro na svetu. Tako so
rekali tudi moj ded: “I, kaj menite vi, mladi, ‘njega dni’ je bilo dobro! Ceravno je
zdaj tlaka in desetina odpravljena, pa vendar bolj stradate in se trpinéite, kakor smo
se ‘njega dni’ mi, ko je bila pSenica po Stirinajst groSev, oves pa po tri itd.” Zlasti
so radi pripovedovali pravljice in pripovedke. V tem jih ni presegel nihle v vsej
soseski. Imeli so pri vsem tem Se (kakor baje vsi stari ljudje) lepo navado, da so
povedali eno ter isto re¢ vedkrat; celo ako jih je kdo opomnil, da so to Ze pravili, jih
to ni vzdignilo iz kolesnic, ampak hoce$ no¢es mora8 poslusati do konca. Véasih tudi
niso slisali nobenega ugovora, zakaj ogludili so bili od gole starosti.

Nekdaj je bil semenj v Vidnji gori. Zdi se mi, da je bil pondeljek po sv. Tilu,
vendar svojeglavno ne bom tega trdil. Dejali so tedaj: “JoZek, pojdi z menoj na
semenj! Bo§ videl raztrgano visnjansko mesto, kjer imajo polza priklenjenega.” In
stari ode so vzeli trilikovo palico izza vrat, deli klobuk z velikimi krajevci in Sirokim
oglavjem na sivo glavo, in jaz vnuk, tafas kakih osem let star, sem nateknil ¢revlje,
snel slamnik s preénika, pa jo tako urezeva proti staremu mestu viSnjanskemu.
Prav po¢asi sva kobacala: jaz, ker sem delal majhne stopinje, ded pa, ker so jim
noge Ze slabele. Toda jaz sem bil Se zmerom bolj skofan od starega oceta, dasitudi
so hodili po treh in jaz samo po dveh nogah.

“Brz balite no, ofe!”—sem jih priganjal vuninvun, zakaj veljalo je videti me-
sto, kjer imajo, kakor so ded dejali, “polza priklenjenega.”

“I—i, de bos tako siten, ne pojde$ nikoli ve¢ z menoj,”—me zavrnejo stari oce,
in precej sem bil strpljiv in tiho sva stopala vitric. Ko se je vendar Ze pokazal
stari grad nad visnjanskim mestom, so mi kazali ded s palico: “Lej, vidi§ oni zid
na hribu, ki je zarastel okoli in okoli?”  “Vidim, ofe!”

“Tam je bil nekdaj velik grad. Notri so bili moéni, moéni gospodje, ki so imeli
pod zemljo cesto celo v tisto deZelo, kjer so hudi Turki doma.”

“Kakovi so pa Turki, ofe?”

“Turki? 1, Turki so bili nekdaj hudi ljudje, Se hujSi kakor Pesoglavci.”

“Kakovi so pa Pesoglavei?”’

“Pesoglavei so bili prisli k nam v starih &asih iz daljnih deZel. Imeli so pasje
glave in so grizli in popadali ljudi kakor psi in so jih lovili in klali. Turki so prisli
pozneje kakor Pesoglavei v nade deZele. Pa so bili tudi hudi, ni¢ manj, ali 3e bolj
od Pesoglavcev. Stare ljudi so nabadali na kole, mlade so pa jemali s seboj, da so
morali delati dale¢, dale¢ v turski deZeli.”

Tako se mi pravili ded; jaz pa sem si naslikal v mladi fantaziji (Ce sem Ze
imel katero) te stradne poSasti, ki so jim rekli Pesoglavei in Turki, in nekoliko se
e zdaj domisljam, kakove sem si jih mislil; toda Castiti moji bravei bodo morda ne-
jevoljni pogledovali na naslov, mene¢, da niso prav brali.

Med tem pripovedovanjem torej se je prikazala vsa Visnja gora, mesto in trg,
izza hriba, in ded so mi kazali: “Lej, JoZek, to je mesto ‘raztrgana’ ViSnja gora!”

“Oce, zakaj pa pravite ‘raztrgana’ Visnja gora? Kdo jo je pa raztrgal?”—vpra-
Sam jaz.
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Ded so imeli za vsako deveto stvarco, ¢e je bila Se tako majhna, pripravljeno
pripovedko na jeziku. Tako so tudi zdaj priceli naslednjo pripovedko:

“ZuZenber¢anje so bili Ze od nekdaj posebno pridni, varéni in umetalni, kakor
so Se dandanadnji—Bog jim daj srefo! Se zdaj ZuZenbercan starino rad pokrpa, po-
gladi, posnaZi in popravi, pa za novo proda na semnju. Na nobenem semnju po
vsej kranjski, Stajerski in koroSki deZeli ni toliko starine naprodaj kakor na zuzen-
berSkem. Taki so bili tudi svoje dni. Niso pustili nobene mestne strehe preotljene
ali predrte, nobene kotanje v tleh, nobene luknje v zidu, ampak vse se je moralo za-
krpati in zama$iti, zametati in popraviti. Vse druge, ki niso tako ravnali, so pitali
z lenuhi itd.

Vidnjanje pa so bili vse druge nature, kakor so njih vnuki, sedanji meséani,
drugaéni od sedanjih ZuZenberéanov. Oni se niso zmenili za luknje niti v strehi,
niti v zidu, niti kje drugje; ni jim bilo mar krpanja in Sivanja, ampak hodili so po
svojih opravkih, po kupéiji, po rokodelstvu in poljedelstvu. Pozneje 3e celo na pol-
za niso dovolj gledali, ker jim je (kakor je tudi pocasen) pobegnil izpod Zupanove
hiSe. Takrat pa, ko se je godilo, kar hofem jaz povedati, je bil polZ Se gotov, do-
bro priklenjen pri Zupanovih. Ze takrat so v okroZju kmetje drazili Visnjane rekoé:
‘Kje imate polza? ZuZenberéanje pa so $e dostavljali: ‘Luknje si zamasite; Visnjo
goro si zakrpajte, ¢e ne, vam polz uide!” Za kmete, so dejali meScani, da se ne zme-
nijo, naj reko, kar hote—'kmecki tesaéi’ ZuZenberéanom ‘cunjarjem in krparjem’
pa ze pokazemo—so se hrustili.

Neko nedeljo popoldne se zbere ves mestni zbor ‘Pri polzu.” Najprej se je ogla-
sil Juri Pocasne, ki je, ¢eravno mescan, na oprtah nosil sol po svetu ‘éez hrib in ¢ez
plan.’” Takole je govoril Pofasne: ‘MoZje, (pravi) ne dajmo se tem cunjarjem zmer-
jati in si nagajati! Nikar ne pustimo, da bi nam zmerom ocitali naSega polza, ne-
dolzno Zival, ki ni nikomur ni¢ mar. Ze nadi odetje so jo imeli, mi jo imamo in nai
otroci jo bodo imeli. Vuninvun nam oéitajo, da smo—ne vem kakovi—da ne krpamo
svojega mesta, drazijo nas s polZem, in jaz ne vem, kaj Se vse godejo. Ko sem jaz
sol prodajal, zmerom, zmerom so me pikali, da sem polzar iz raztrgane Vi¥nje gore.
Tega nisem mogel posludati in iz ofi v o¢i sem jim vrgel v zobe, da smo mi Vidnja-
nje ve¢ vredni kakor devetindevetdeset Zuzenberéanov in e eden po vrhu. Pa, lej
Kurenta, kmalu bi bil tepen! Zares ni manjkalo veé, kakor ni¢, toda bal se jih ni-
sem, in niso mi mogli blizu. Kdor ne verjame, naj vprasa mojo staro!

‘Res je, res!’—se oglasi iz mnozice Poc¢asnela.—‘'Sno¢i je prinesel ves kitast hrbet
domov. Take klobase ima na hrbtu, da se sam Bog usmili, ne vem, ¢ée bo mogel tri
tedne solni Zakelj oprtati. Ne vem, kaj bova pocela.'—

Tako sta koncala Poc¢asne in Pocasnela. Mozje pa so zagrmeli: ‘Tega ne pusti-
mo, ne, za hudirja ne!” Mlajsi in torej tudi bolj razkaceni so dejali: ‘Nocoj to noé
pojdemo dol ob Bregu in ob Krki, premlatimo ZuZenberdane do Zivea, jim polomimo
rebra, podrobimo s cepcem buce in jim prekucnemo tiste zakrpane kolibe v Krko. Bo-
do Ze videli, kaj se pravi nagajati Visnjanom.’

Res bi bila tafas ZuZenberéanom huda pela, ¢e bi ne bilo Ribni¢anov na svetu.
K vsej sre¢i pa se je bil naselil v ViSnjo goro Ribni¢an Kozmek. Ta je bil, kakor
vsi Ribni¢anje, od sile umetalen in prebrisane glave. Delal je lonce, piskre, kozice,
labore, nakladal tovor suhemu konju na rebra in hrbtanec in krosnjeval ter drobiz
pobiral od gospodinj po vsem bozjem svetu, dokler so ga umeli, ako jim je posteno
po ribnisko ‘povajdal.’ Hitro je torej preudaril Kozmek v svoji umetalni in prebri-
sani pameti: ‘Buzarona, ¢e Visnjanje ZuZenberk v Krko prekucnejo, bo izguba. V
Zuzenberku ne kuha nobena gospodinja v ubitem loncu, ampek zmerom nove k'puje.
Tega ne vaj vsak, jaz pa vajm. Buzarona, potlej ne predam ne sklajde, ne latvice,
ne lonca, ne piskra; Se rajne pokrivace ne, kadar odplavajo po vodi Krki noter v
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Novu majstu.” Tako si je Ribni¢an tiho mislil; naglas pa je rekel: ‘Vajste kaj, pri-
jatelji? I, nu—nikarte se ne obajsite! Ce Bug da in sveti Til, toku nam ne uidejo
ne. Pa, aku jaz neletim mac¢ka pri moc¢niku, ga vzdignem narprvo ze rep, de ga pri-
pravim v strah, potlej ga Sele prestrojim. Zatu vam jaz svajtujem: posljimo jim
ubit lonec in recimo: ker znate vse zekrpati, zemasiti in popraviti, pa nam zeSite
Se ta lonec, ¢e ne, pridemo Visnjanje in vam polomimo vsa rebra. Jaz vam povajm,
prijatelji, de vsi ZuZenberéanje ne zekrpajo starega lonca. Buzarona, saj ga Se jaz
ne zekrpam ne ermenega, ne ¢rnega, in vsa Ribnica ne popravi starega lonca, nikar
pa zZuZenberski cunjarji. Toku jih uZenemo ravnu v krpanju v kozji rug. Dobru
bo, dobru!”

Ta svet je bil vsem vSeé.

Drugi dan je zadelal Ribni¢an v kro$njo star svinjski pisker, ki je imel toliko
luknjo v vampu, da bi bil lehko vteknil obe pesti vanjo. Udari konja, ki je bil suh
kakor kresilna goba, napoSev po rebrih, in hajdi stopata proti ZuZenberku.

PriSedsi skli¢e vse trzane in jim razlozi, kaj porocajo njih sosedje ViSnjanje.

Izprva so bili, sosebno mlajsi, grozno hudi in so hoteli Ribni¢ana vreéi narav-
nost v Krko. Ali tega Se ni bila volja preseliti se s tega sveta piskrov in skled na
drugega. ‘Hencaj vas, v vudo pa ne v vudo,” si je mislil Ribni¢an, zvita buéa, in jih
Je takole pogovarjal:

‘I, nu—stujte, stujte—saj Se najsem vsega povajdal! Saj vam majnde naj ne-
znanu, da sem jest doma iz poStene Ribnice, odkoder prihajajo vsi lonéarji, in da se
najsem rodil v Visnji gori. Jaz sem pohlevne postave in dobrega srca in sem bil zme-
rom va$ prijatelj, posebno, ker radi od mene érepinje kupujete. Se vaj, de piskra
rajs ne zekrpate, kakor ¢'jo moji sosajdi Visnjanje, pa vam vendar jest ano povajm,
koku se lehku rajsite.

‘Le brz! Povedi,’—so vpili trzanje—‘¢e ne, pri Bogu je milost, te vrzemo v
Krko!"”—‘1, nu, nu, v Krko me nikar ne mecite, saj pravim, de sem pohleven in ni-
komur ni¢ Zalega ne prizadajvam in ni¢ slabega ne vos¢im, tudi vam ne, V vodi pa
tudi neznam kobaliti toku, kakor pravijo, de se plava: kaj bom htel torej v vodi?
Ali ¢e mi oblubite, da boste ¢repinje samu od mene kupovali, vam povajm, kaj vam
Jje sturiti.’ :

‘Obljubimo,’—so vpili ZuZenberéanje, ki so se vendarle bali Visnjanov.

‘I, nu, vajste, jaz bi rad kak3nu pisanje, saj pravijo, de je potlej bolj gotovu,
Ce je ne pisanju. Podkrizajte!

Zupan zapiSe, in trzanje se podkriZajo. Ribni¢an vzame pismo, potlej pa jih uéi:

‘Kaj ne, kadar se da srajca Sivat, se mora narprvo obrniti, potlej se Sele zeSije.
Nelice se ne Siva, ampak nerobe, kaj ne? Crevljar tudi preobrne golenice, prajden
jih Siva. Zetu tudi vi posljite pisker v Vis$njo garo nezaj in poroite: “Ljubi maj-
S¢anje iz Visnje gare! Mi vam bomo radi ustrajgli in lonec zekrpali. Samu to vas
prosimo, de nam ga nerobe obrnete in potlej posljete!—Jest vajm, de ga ne obrnejo.”

ZuZenberéanom je bilo to jako po godu in poslali so pisker z onim poroéilom na-
zaj. Visnjanje niso vedeli, kako bi preobrnili pisker. Leto in dan so si belili glave,
ali vse zastonj, lonec bi se bil rad zdrobil, samo preobrniti se ni hotel. Kmalu so bili
zvedeli, da jim je vse te skrbi nakopal na glavo Ribni¢an. Zato so ga izgnali iz me-
sta, in preselil se je k svojim rojakom v Ribnico, kjer njegovi vnuki Se dandanas-
nji prav umetalno zidajo piskre.”

Kaj pa se godi z ubitim piskrom dandanes, tega mi ded niso povedali, in tudi
drugod ni dognano. Eni trdijo, da ga Visnjanje Se dandanes hranijo in si ubijajo
glave, kako bi ga narobe preobrnili. Drugi pa zopet pripovedujejo, da ga je neki
popoten élovek, ki se je hvalil, da ga bo preobrnil, po nerodnosti zdrobil, in da se na-
hajajo zdaj samo Se ¢repinje pod hlevom “Kruljavega Nandeta.”
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Dragi éitatelji!

Opazili boste, da precejSnje Stevilo pi-
sem, katere ste pisali, ni priobcenih v tej
Stevilki. Vzrok je, ker imamo zadnje ¢ase
veliko veé pisem kot po navadi. Tudi pre-
cej pesmi in slik je izostalo za prihodnjo
izdajo, ker prvo tiskamo ono, kar je naj-
bolj vazno, potem Sele drugo. Da bi bilo
redno priobéeno vse, kar prispevate, bi bi-
lo seveda potrebno povecati list, ker le na
ta nac¢in bi bilo mogoce vsem ustre¢i. Ali
tega pa tudi ne moremo storiti, dokler se
ne pokaze za list Se ve¢je zanimanje, to je,
da mladi ¢itatelji, posebno pa prispevatelji
v list pridobite kolikor mogoée veliko Ste-
vilo naroé¢nikov. Urednik.

Dragi urednik!

Odloéila sem se, da bom poizkusila po sloven-
sko napisati par vrstic v na§ priljubljeni Mla-
dinski list. Saj stari pregovor pravi, da poizku-
siti ni greh.

V nasem mestu Chicagu je zadnje ¢ase prav
lepo vreme, tako da bo skoraj dobro iti v park
ali na piknik. Spomlad je tu, najlepsi letni éas,
ko se ¢lovek poéuti éisto prerojenega.

Omeniti moram tudi, da povesti v knjigi, ki
sem jo dobila od M. L., so jako lepe in zanimi-
ve, zraven se pa tudi uéim bolje slovensko éitati,
kar bi se mogla vsa mladina bolj zanimati, kajti
“veé jezikov zna$§, veé veljas.”

Tukaj imam smesnico za kratek éas:

Tonéek: “Mama, kakor vidim, si najela Zensko,
da ti pere perilo.”

Mama: “Da, sinéek.”

Tonéek: “Ali ne bi mogel tudi jaz dobiti dru-

gega deéka, da bi se umival na mesto mene?”

Agnes Jurecie, Chicago, Tl
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Dragi urednik!

Tu je moje prvo pismo po slovensko. Tezko
je pripraviti se pisati pismo po slovensko.

Vsi skoraj piSejo v Mladinski list po anglesko,
zdaj sem pa rekla, bom jaz napisala pismo, pa
tudi rada bi videla, da bi to bilo tiskano. Sem
trinajst let stara, ter sem v sedmem razredu in
jako rada hodim v Solo; se mi jako dopade. Sem
¢lanica SNPJ in tako tudi moj brat in sestra.
Moj oée je tajnik druStva Stev. 387 in se nam
dopade.

Tu v Trauniku je dosti snega in Se zmeraj
snezi (pisano v marcu), in so tudi velike nevihte,
da vstavijo vlake in posto po dva dni. Pol mar-
ca je v kraju, pa Se ni¢ ne izgleda, da bo spo-
mlad. Zdaj bo pa menda ¢as zakljuéiti to mojo
pisavo. Rada bi videla, da se bi nadi &itatelji
malo bolj oglasili v Nas koti¢ek, pa pisma pisali
po slovensko.

Se bom Se drugi mesec oglasila v Mladinskem
listu. Mary Ostanek, Traunik, Mich.

* L] L ] .

Iz Clevelanda nam g. Antoinette Sim-
¢i¢ posilja nekaj Solskih vaj uéenk slo-
venske 3ole v Clevelandu. Vaje radi pri-
obé¢imo, ker pokaZejo, koliko so se ucenke
naucile. Radi bi citall Se nekoliko vaj
u¢encev. Gotovo znajo tudi decki kaj le-
pega povedati.

- -~ L3

Bertha Erste, stara 11 let, piSe:

MOJ PRIJATELJ.

Pri sosedu imajo deéka. Ime mu je Iko. Star
je devetnajst mesecev. Ce hoce papati, pravi:
nam-nam. Kadar bi rad poslusal gramofon, pra-
vi: Oh, baby! Ce bi se rad peljal z avtomobilom,
pravi: bum-bum, Kadar pade na tla, tudi pravi:
bum-bum. Jaz imam rada Ikota. Vedno wmi
naredi: Moj moj! pa me objame z obema roka-
ma okoli vratu. Tudi Iko ima mene rad. Vedno
tolée na okno, ¢e ne pridem k njemu v vas vsak
dan.
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Mary Zagore, 12 let:
NAS HISNI VARUH.

Na dvoriséu doma imamo hudobnega psa, ki
je privezan z verigo. Ce bi se utrgal, bi tistega,
kogar bi prvo videl, ki ni domaé, gotovo ugriz-
nil. Zato si pa nikdo ne upa priti na dvori&ée.
Ko je bil Se majhen, smo ga imenovali Bastor.
Bastor je zdaj eno leto star. On je majhen, de-
bel, Sirok, bele barve s érnimi lisami. Ima tudi
velika uSesa in dolg kosat rep.

»

Anna Strekelj, 13 let:

STIRJE LETNI CASI

Zime se nekateri otroci veselijo, ker se lahko
drsajo po snegu ali po ledu. Drugi so pa neza-
dovoljni, ker prezebavajo po mrazu,

Spomladi pti¢ki zaénejo Zvrgoleti trata in gozd
pa zeleneti. Krasen je mesec majnik. Drevje
in travniki, tudi gozd je v cvetju.

Potem pride gorko poletje. Mestni ljudje gre-
do na dezelo. Kmetje obdelujejo polje, da so
trudni in imajo potno delo.

A jeseni tudi ne smemo pozabiti., Kmet ve-
selo spravlja pridelke v shrambe, da se ohranijo
pozimi in da se lahko pozimi pri peéi greje.
Otroci se jeseni veselimo dobrega sadja.

*

Martha Modic:

SLOVENSKA SOLA.

Jaz in moje prijateljice smo uéenke Slovenske
mladinske Sole v Slovenskem narodnem domu.
Jaz sem stara deset let in zahajam v Solo Ze
odkar je bila ustanovljena v Clevelandu, in sicer
od leta 1925. Ucimo se raznih predmetov, kot
¢itanja, pisanja, petja in racunstva, zgodovine
in slovenskega zemljepisja. Tudi jaz znam Ze
dobro ¢itati in primerno pisati, najljubfe pa mi
je slovensko petje. Zivela slovenséina!

L »* *
Cenjeni urednik in itatelji!

Za danes vam Zelim povedat moji Zelji, nam-
reé¢, ¢e bi se na§ ML list na kak naéin mogel po-
vedati. Vem, da zato bi treba v prvi vrsti veé
naroénikov, zato pa jaz ne morem pomagati, ker
tu v Latrobu ni Slovencev razen nas in dveh dru-
zin in nimam kje dobiti naroénikov, ali MI. list
Jje potrebno poveéati, ker kakor sem éitala v febr.
Stevilki, dosti dopisov zastane, ki ni prostora in
pridejo na vrsto za drugi mesec, tako da sploh
kadar je dopis v listu, ni ve¢ novica, ampak le
stara stvar, ker dopis ne odgovarja ¢asu. Tako
sem jaz naprimer pisala zadnje dni dec. od dr.
Stev. 318, da so prispevali za stavkarje, v Ml listu
je bilo priobéeno 3ele zadnje dneve febr., toraj
dva meseca kasneje; medtem &asom pa so nadi
¢lani dr. Stev. 318 Se prispevali. Posljem Vam
malo pesmico, ki me jo je mama nauéila. Ona
mi zmeraj pravi, naj se ué¢im slovenskih pesmi,
da so najlepse. Pesem se glasi:

111

ROZICI.

Doli v logu sama zase
med grmovjem roZa rase,
naj le rase, naj le rase,

0, presreéna rozica,

Ko bi rozca modra bila,
slan’ca bi je ne umorila;
oh, zakaj se ne bi skrila,

ti, prekrasna rozica,

Jennie J. Fradel, Latrobe, Pa.

» - *

Pozdrave posilja John Knor iz Herminie, Pa.,
Box 298, On je trinajst let star in hodi v sed-
mega.

& L] “*

Anna Copi iz Newton Fallsa, Ohio, pise, da se
je tezko pripravila pisati prvo pismo, a da bo v
bodode Se pisala.

&

Anna Traven Jr., pise iz Clevelanda, Ohio, da
v njih naselbini gradijo Slovensko delavsko dvo-
rano, Otvorili jo bodo 15. aprila. Dvorana je na
Prince Avenue in 109. cesti.

Dorothy Rossa iz Clevelanda, Ohio, malo poto-
zi, da Mladinski list pride malo pozno. Njej se
prav zdi, da je “Na% koti¢ek” napredoval in pra-
vi: “Mislim, da ne bodo pozabili tisti, ki so ob-
ljubili pisati vsak mesec. PiSimo pa slovensko.
Dobro bi bilo, ¢e bi bil tudi v Ameriki tak lijak,
kot mi pravi o njem moj oée, da ga imajo v
starem kraju. S tem “trahtarjem” kar ulijejo
modrost v glavo. Pozdrav éitateljem.”

b
Za to Stevilko nam piSe nek ¢itatelj Mladin-
skega lista celo iz Florence v Italiji, namreé
Adolf Preloviek, Via S. Jacopino, Firenze, Italia,
Europe. Kot je znano, je to lepo mesto zelo sta-
ro in ima slavno zgodovino za seboj. Zato pa bi
radi &itali, da bi nam daljni ¢itatelj kaj pisal o
kraju, kjer biva.
L]

ZASTAVICE

Katera ura gre brez kolesa?
Katera coklja ni iz lesa?

Kateri mlin gre brez votle?
Kateri greben ne bode?

Katere macice nimajo tacice?
Kje se kralj brez dezel dobi?
Kateri igra¢ denarja ne zgubi?
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ZAGONETKA

Prav ni¢ ne vidijo moje oéi.

Da bi slisal, tega ne do¢akam.

V rokah nimam nobene modi.

Z nogami nikdar ne korakam.
Ne pijem, ne jem, a to ti povem:
podoben sem tebi, ne pa enak,
¢lovek ne more me videti vsak.

” " *
RESITEV UGANK IZ FEBR. STEVILKE.
PETELIN.
Redili:

Anna Copi, Newton, Ohio.
Mary Kushlan, Lloydell, Pa.
CEBELA.

Resili:

Mary Kushlan, Lloydell, Pa.
Anna Copi, Newton, Ohio.
SOD.

Resili:

Frances Kochevar, West Frankfort, Illinois.
Mary Kushlan, Lloydell, Pa.
Mary Matos, Blaine, Ohio.
Anna Copi, Newton, Ohio.

Nekaj zakasnelih odgovorov je tudi Se prislo na

Jjanuarske zastavice, ali teh ne moremo veé priob-
¢iti.

*

Oglasila sta se tudi slededa:
Stanislav Tegel, Waukegan, Il
Leo Snidersich, McKinley, Minn,
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Mirko Kunéié:

MUC LOVI MUHE.

Muc lovi muhe
tolste in suhe,
tadico vitko

kot sabljico bridko
po zraku vihti.

Zvrhan bi koSek

on muh rad nabral,

za mosnjo cekinov

na trgu prodal.

S cekini bi kupil

si svetel gradicek,

zivel v njem brezskrbno
do konca dni.

Na vsak bi migljaj
pritekel strezaj:

“Zeli, vasa milost . , .?”
“Tri pisSke, tri miske,
vré sladkega mlekea —
na vrh pa Se kaj!”

Muc lovi muhe

tolste in suhe,

ali na zalost —

ne ujame nobene . . .
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LIFE AND LOVE.

What delightful hosts are they
Life and Love!

Lingeringly I turn away

This late hour, yet glad enough

APRIL, 1928.

Number 4.

SPRING

O THOU with dewy locks, who lookest down
Through the clear windows of the morning, turn
Thine angel eyes upon our western isle,

Which in full choir hails thy approach, o Spring!

The hills tell each other, and the listening
Valleys hear; all our longing eyes are turned
Up to thy bright pavillions: issue forth,
And let thy holy feet visit our clime.

Come o’er the eastern hills, and let our winds
Kiss thy perfumed garments; let us taste

Thy morn and evening breath; scatter thy pearls
Upon our love-sick land that mourns for thee.

O deck her forth with thy fair fingers; pour
Thy soft kisses on her bossom; and put

Thy golden crown upon her languished head,

Whose modest tresses were bound up for thee.

Blake.

when little

They have not withheld from me things brittle,

Their high hospitality.

And with face lit with delight thong

And all gratitude I stay
Yet to press their hands, and say

Thanks; so fine a time—Good-night! too long.

J. Withcomb Riley.

—_————

THE THINGS THAT FALL NOT.

OH, better let the little things I loved
Return when the heart finds the great
And better is a temple made of bark and

Than a tall stone temple that may stand

Orrick Johns.
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Chinese Mother Goose Rhymes

SWEETER THAN SUGAR

MY little baby, little boy blue,
Is as sweet as sugar and cinnamon, too;
Isn’t this precious darling of ours

Sweeter than dates and cinnamon flowers.

LITTLE SMALL FEET

THE small footed girl
With the sweet little smile,
She loves to eat sugar
And sweets all the while.

Her money's all gone

And because she can’t buy

She holds her small feet

While she sits down to ery.

WHAT A LITTLE GIRL WANTS?

I WANT some thread,
Both green and red;
I want a needle long;

I want some strands
For ankle bands
To give to Mrs. Wang.

GO TO SLEEP

THE TREE leaves are murmuring
hua-la-la,

Baby is very sleepy and wants his mama;

Go to sleep, my baby, and then go to bed,

And the bogie-boo that comes,

I'll knock him on the head.

BABY IS SLEEPING

MY baby is sleeping,
My baby's asleep,
My flower is resting,
I'll give you a peep;
How cunning he looks
As he rests on my arm!
My flower's most charming
Of all them that charm,

THE COW

“THERE is a cow on the mountain,”
The old saying goes,

On her legs are four feet;

On her feet are eight toes;

Her tail is behind

On the end of her back,

And her head is in front

On the end of her neck.

GRANDPA FEEDS THE BABY

GRANDPA holds the baby,
He is sitting on his knee
Eating mutton dumplings
With vinegar and tea.

The grandpa says to baby,
When you have had enough,
You'll be a saucy baby

And treat your grandpa rough.

SWEET PILL

MY big son,

My own boy,

Baby is a sweet pill

That fills my soul with joy.

OF WHAT USE IS A GIRL?

WE keep a dog to watch the house,
A pig is useful, too;

We keep a cat to catch a mouse;

But what can we do
With a girl like you?

THE FIRE-FLY

FIRE-FLY, fire-fly,
Come from the hill,
Your father and mother
Are waiting here still;

They’ve brought you some sugar,
Some candy and meat,

Come quick, or I'll give it

To baby to eat.
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The Leading Slovene Authors
Valentine Vodnik

1758-1819

ALENTINE VODNIK, the father of Slovene poetry and the first Slovene educator,
is one of the most interesting figures on the list of the Slovene literary men.

Born at the time when the social transformation was at its height and
the national consciousness sprouted from every walk of life, and when the class dis-
tinction mert its greatest enemy—rationalism, he set out to educate his nation in its
own language; for the popular language assumed its role at the expense of the
classical ones not only among the ordinary
peasants but even in the scholastic circles.
Moreover, the schools were opened not only
to the privileged few as usually, but also
to the ordinary peasants.

In these schools rationalism of the
ancient times substituted the ecclesiastical
.dogma, and the ablest scholars imparted
the rationalistic elements and humanities
to the students.

The conditions of the time impress the
investigator with the movements which,
roughly speaking, meant the revival of the
ancient Greek and Roman rationalism at
the expense of the church domination, that
is the separation of the church from the
state—a fact mot yet completely accom-
plished even in the modern times. This
revival, however, is not a revival in the
strict sense, 1t is not a return to the Greek
and Roman modes of thinking or<living;

' it is rather a new world, evolved from the
Rt Vit historical situation by means of historical
factors which operate all the time, and the
Greek rationalism constitutes an organic

Valentine Vodnik. element of the newly rising civilization,
which is characterized best by its indus-
trial democracy, liberalism, large scale production and freedom of thought.

AW edkig L .
s TN

Vodnik was born in Gorenja SiSka, Carniola. At this time the Slovene language
had no definite form as vet, and there were no schools and very few books, in the
Slovene language. His uncle, a monk, taught him reading and writing Slovene, and
at the age of nine Vodnik went to a Jesuit institution at Ljubljana. Later he became a
monk. Seeing that this profession was not exactly according to his desires, he left
the order and became a priest. But again he gave up the priesthood and became a
professor at Ljubljana Gymnasium, teaching various courses: history, classic poetry,
geography, Italian, and French. During the Napoleonic invasion in Slovene
territories, he was appointed the director of the Ljubljana Gymnasium and the su-
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pervisor of the Slovene public schools, which were to be conducted in Slovene. Be-
sides these activities, Vodnik wrote not only in Slovene, but also in German and
French.

It is very significant that Vodnik is the first truly Slovene poet and writer.
It is true, there were others who wrote in Slovene before him. But their writ-
ing deals primarily with the church matters and they are imitating foreign writers.
Vodnik, on the other hand, revolted against that and set out to write in Slovene
without following the principles of anyone. Dr. Wiesthaler evaluates the works of
Vodnik and their significance in the Slovene writing, thus:

The writers of the eighteenth century “rove ahead and dealt with the
Slovene expression in any manner they pleased; for each writer wrote with-
out the least consideration regarding the form, rules, or uniformity.” Vod-
nik, on the other hand, established to the Slovene language definite limits
and principles by which it was possible to clear the Slovene expression from
the foreign elements and accumulate the Slovene. These rules are: 1) fol-
low the popular expression, 2) studv the works of the old Slovene writers,
3) draw from the old Slavonic writings and also from the modern Slavonic
expression. All Slovene better known writers followed these rules and espe-
cially Ravnikar, who is known as the father of the Slovene prose. But if
we consider that Vodnik conceived and established these grammatical prin-
ciples, which the younger and, therefore, more elastic Ravnikar only skill-
fully utilized, we will readily grant that this honorable title belongs to Vod-
nik.

Moreover, his writing was extremely fruitful and deserving in other fields as
well: his work was exceptionally complete, including all forms of writing. He at-
tacked boldly all phases of life, even the most foreign to his field—humorous, seri-
ous or informative. He served with the same zeal to the peasant as to the citizen,
the kitchen woman, or the midwife, the student, the teacher, or the scientist.

Obviously, Vodnik was not only a writer in our sense of the term; he was a great
linguist, mastering all Slavonic languages, including the old Slavonic, Greek, Latin,
Italian, French, and German. Moreover, he was a historian, geographer, and archeol-
ogist.

Not only was Vodnik an excellent scholar and a great writer, but he was excep-
tionally industrious man. Besides his professional activities, he wrote and edited
three yearly almanacs, published the first Slovene newspaper “Lublanske Novice,”
wrote several books in Slovene such as a religious text, the readers for the begin-
ners, one of which was written in French, German and Slovene. To assist the peo-
ple directly he translated from German a cookbook and a text on the practices of
midwife. Among the scientific writing he wrote a history of Slovenes, perhaps the
first one, which was used as a text for many years, and finally he undertook to
write a dictionary of German, Latin, and Slovene languages, which, however, he
never completed.

Of all his literary production, the most important is his grammar of the Slovene
language, a book that is by far superior to anything that could be expected in the
first book of its kind on the Slovene language. It is in this book that Vodnik has
rendered the greatest and the most permanent service to the Slovene nation, al-
though his other works are by no means of small importance.
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It is said that the merits of Vodnik are merely relative, and not abso-
Jute, that his works are important for his times only. But this is not true
in all respects. It is true that Vodnik’s poetry cannot be compared with
that of PreSeren, Gregoré¢i¢, and Stritar, nor can his prose be compared with
that of Erjavee, or Levstik. They have surpassed him in the form, but the
concepts and ideals in which they wrote are Vodnik’s. He is educationally
a historical genius that is not born every century. He aroused his nation
from the intellectual torpidity and slumber, was its leader, and prophet of
the happier future.

The traits of his character, according to the biographers, were good will, pa-
tience, healthy humor, and innocent wit, untiring activity, and unusual wisdom.
Lay and clergy respected and loved him. As a priest he was an ideal of the liberal
piety. He was an excellent narrator, and practiced what he preached. In this respect
he was real father and confessor, As a teacher he received several compli-
mentary letters from Vienna for the excellency in his teaching. He was of opinion
that a child should first learn the language of his parents, and only then begin to
study other languages.

Valentin Vodnik:

Popisovanje kranjske dezele’

(Iz “Velike pratike za leto 1795.”)

Kranjska dezela je vojvodina,® katera
po podedovanju pripada avstrijskemu
vojvodu, ki je sedaj tudi cesar. Ona leZi
med Koroskim, Stajerskim, Hrvaskim,

Velike reke v tej deZeli so: 1. Sava,
deroéa voda, ki izvira na dveh krajih, pod
Korenom in v Bohinju; ta dva izvirka pri-

Istro, trzaskim morjem in Furlanijo. Na
Kranjskem prebiva okoli stiristo tisoé
dus, ter jih pride na vsako miljo 1869.
Ljudje so skoraj vsi katoliSke vere, ven-
dar prebivajo pod Novim mestom proti
hrvagki meji nekateri Grki ali staroverei.®
Tudi v Trstu in v nekaterih drugih me-
stih se najde dosti ljudi druge vere. V
Ljubljani je visja 8kofija, zatem so skofi
v Trsti in Gorici.

Kranjci imajo svoj lastni, slovenski je-
zik, ki je v sorodu s hrvaskim, ceSkim,
poljskim in ruskim. Kranjski jezik se
zavija malo drugace v ustih prebivalcev
skoraj vsake vasi.

1) Kranjska deZela—the largest part of Slo-
venia; in fact, the writer means, in some cases,
Slovene, by saying kranjski.

2} Vojvodina—duchy.

3)  Grki ali staroverci—members of the Greek
orthodox, or of Old Slavonic Church.

deta skupaj pri mestu Radovoljici, od-
koder teCe Sava od zapada proti vzhodu
na Hrvasko. Sava je zdrava voda in do-
bro tekne ljudem: Pesavci®? so dobri ljud-
je. 2. Ljubljanica je mehka voda, izvira
na Vrhniki in se pod Zalogom izliva v Sa-
vo. Pod Ljubljano je derocéa in zdravej-
Sa. 3. Krka izvira na Dolenjskem na
Krki, te¢e v Savo. 4. Kolpa izvira v no-
tranjem Kranjskem in odtod te¢e na Hr-
vasko. ‘

Na Gorenjskem sta dve jezeri: Blejsko,
pri gradu Bled. Na sredi moli iz jezera
okrogel, obrasc¢en hribéek, na katerem
stoji lepa cerkev. Drugo je Bohinjsko je-
zero, v katerega tefe Savica ali izvirek
bohinjske Save iz 200 seZnjev® visoke
luknje in naredi naenkrat lep padec 260
seznjev. Spodaj iz jezera tefe bohinjska

4)  Posavci—inhabitants of the Sava valley.
6)  Sezenj—fathom.
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Sava. Obedve jezeri imata zlahtne ribe,
zlasti Bohinjsko je imenitno po svojih
rde¢ih postrvih. V notranjem Kranj-
skem® je CerkniSko jezero, v katerem so
trije otoki. Pozimi je polno vode, poleti
se vse posusi, ob tem ¢asu v njem orjejo,
sejejo, Zanjejo, travo kose in drze lov.
Na jesen se napolni z vodo, katera prine-
se s seboj iz podzemeljskih lukenj S¢uke.”
Kadar zacéne poleti mo¢no grmeti in deZ
liti, tedaj za¢ne tudi voda hahljati iz ka-
kih dvajsetih lukenj, tako silno, da se je-
zero v 24 urah napolni, in prebivalei do-
stikrat ne utegnejo spraviti pokoSenega
sena.

Kranjska dezela je veé&jidel hribovita.
Veliko hribov in gora je z dobrimi gozdi,
drevjem, sadjem, hiSami in ljudmi napol-
njenih. Dosti jih je pa golih in na neka-
terih celo leto lezi sneg. Snezniki leZe na
Gorenjskem, med katerimi je imeniten
Ljubelj zavoljo strme in vendar ¢ez njega
napeljane ceste. Triglav leZi med Bohi-
njem in Bovcom, ta je najmanj 1400 seZ-
njev visok in je ena najvi§jih gora v Ev-
ropi. Z njegovega vrha se vidi na Tirole,
na Hrvasko in v Benetke. Mornarji ga na
Jadranskem morju najpoprej zagledajo,
kadar se peljejo proti nasi dezeli, in ga
dobro poznajo po imenu. Smarna gora
nad Ljubljano ima to posebnost, da je str-
ma, visoka in vendar stoji od drugih hri-
bov loéena posebej.

Dolenjska ima niZje hribe in veliko
zdravega vina po imenu marvina. Broda-
renje po Savi veliko prinese.

Notranjska je vsa hribovita. Od bo-
hinjskih sneznikov notri do Turskega drZe
skozi Notranjsko debeli gozdi. Na Krasu
pa je vse golo in skalovito in vleéejo silne
burje, da dostikrat preobrnejo tezke vozo-
ve, vendar tam raste najlepSa pSenica.
Najti je tam tudi dosti podzemeljskih lu-
kenj, jam in votlih prostorov, v katerih

6) Notranje Kranjsko—Notranjsko, the South-
ern part of Carniola.
7)  S&uka—pike (fish).
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je videti vseh vrst od kapa okamenene
podobe,

Vecjidel je povsod dvojna Zetev, ker po
strnini® sejejo ajdo. Blizu morja rastejo
oljke, pomarance, limone, mandeljni, fige
in drugo Zlahtno sadje. Na Notranjskem
se pridela veliko dobrega vina. Cela de-
Zela redi obilo konj, goveda in drobnice.”
Kranjei so imenitni ebelarji, éebele jim
posebno vrzejo, zato ker sejejo ajdo; in s
¢ebelami se znajo tako dobro peéati, da so
postali v ¢ebelarstvu uditelji drugim deZe-
lam. V logih, gozdih, teko¢ih vodah, je-
zerih in v morju se dobi veliko divjaéine,
ptic in rib.

Najveéje bogastvo kranjske dezZele so
rude in platno. Rude se dobe v veé¢ krajih
in Zivo srebro, zZelezo, jeklo, svinec se pro-
daja na tuje, kar nosi dobifek. Samo
platno prinese Kranjcem 3&tiristo tiso¢
goldinarjev. Pa tudi tako pridno predejo
po nekaterih krajih pozimi, da komaj §ti-
ri ure spe. Zraven tega se proda na tuje
tudi veliko vino, olja, Zivine, blejskega
sukna, polhovih kozZic, medu, voska, lesni-
ne, skled, loncev, lesa za barke, sit in dru-
gih izdelkov. Ker ima deZela dvojno Ze-
tev, je z ljudmi silno napolnjena in jih
lahko redi.

Za ucenje so v Ljubljani male in visoke
Sole, tudi v Novem mestu so nemske in
latinske. Po farah so normal-3ole. Veli-
ko Kranjcev zna kranjsko brati, Skoda,
da nimajo veé dobrih bukev!

Gospoda je vefinoma nemske rodovine,
kmetje pa slovenske. V zadrZanju, jezi-
ku, ZiveZu, obladilu se razlikuje kraj od
kraja in skoraj vsaka vas ima svoje Sege
in se hofe iz drugih delati noreca.

Kakor je bilo dolofeno leta 1748, se
Kranjska deli v Stiri dele: Gorenjsko, Do-
lenjsko in Notranjsko. Gorenjsko je naj-
manjse, vendar najbolj bogato in z ljudmi
nabolj napolnjeno. Dolenjsko je najveéje.

8) Strnisée—stubble field.
9)  Drobnica—sheep.
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Valentin Vodnik:

NA MOJE ROJAKE

Sloven’e, tvoja zemlja je zdrava, Za uk si prebrisane glave
za pridne nje lega naj prava, pa ¢edne in trdne postave,
polje, vinograd, 18¢e te sreca,

gora, morje, um ti je dan,

ruda, kupéija nasel jo bos, ak’

tebe rede. nisi zaspan.

Glej, stvarnica vse ti ponudi,
le jemat’ od nje ne zamudi!
Lenega ¢aka

strgan rokav,

pal’ca beraska,

prazen bokav.

Did Shakespeare Believe in Witches?

T HAS been suggested that the hold of Shakespeare on the modern mind will be
weakened by his use of dramatic apparitions which the future will regard with
scorn.

In at least six of his greatest plays the eerie, the obscure, and the supernatural
are used to influence human life. Fairies and sprites people several of the comedies.
The magician wields strange powers over Nature. Soothsayers utter dark portents.
Apparitions haunt the stage. Witches interpose to wreck the lives of men. But as
there really are no magicians, or witches, or portents heralding fateful events, will
these strange agents always remain acceptable in the drama?

A number of such questions flicker about the poet’s monumental work. Why
did he use the supernatural? Was he superstitious? Did he belive in his airy noth-
ings?

Such questions cannot be answered with justice to the poet until we have real-
ized the general state of men’s minds when the plays were produced. His appeal was
bound to be to his own time, with all its crudities of thought, knowledge, and inter-
ests. First and always he was the dramatist, presenting to his contemporaries his
studies of human character in such forms as would most deeply impress them. The
universal mind then harbored these beliefs, fears, and excitements in a degree now
only dimly realized.

If we project ourselves by imagination and a little knowledge into Shakespeare’s
age we shall see how perfectly natural were his dramatic devices for bringing the su-
pernatural on the stage. In centuries to come the student of Shakespeare, while mar-
velling at him as Mankind’s Epitome writing for all Time, will also find an atmos-
phere in his plays that has a historical value, inasmuch as it reveals the general men-
tal attitude of his own period. The minds of the people who thronged Shakespeare’s
theatre were more or less saturated with belief in these superstitions.
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It could not be otherwise. Through all time and everywhere the mind of pri-
mitive man has been impressed deeply by seeming marvels which reason disclaims.
To root out these illusions is one of the deepest purposes of education and religion.
It is the slow work of thousands of years, for superstition is settled in the very
bones of ignorance. It is cherished and shamelessly toyed with by vain and shal-
low people even now, in the midst of the most modern civilization.

Every mascot carried on a motor-car or on a football field bans those who pa-
rade it as closely akin in superstition with the rude savages of the African forest.
Superstition lurks everywhere: in many of our thoughtless proverbs, at the card ta-
ble, on the turf, even in business. At one time it was deepseated in religion.

Before Shakespeare’s day there were special outbursts of strange beliefs. Witch-
craft especially had its rampant period as an excitement appealing to weak minds.
People who had little knowledge and many fears believed in witches implicitly, and
from that belief came widespread hysteria and hallucinations, such as that men could
be changed into animals. Some believed they had been so transformed themselves.

Some of these superstitions, such as witcheraft and the existence of “familiar
spirits,” erept into parts of the records of the Jewish race, and from them were in-
corporated in the Bible. That was quite enough to cause their acceptance by simple
people who had no conception of how the Bible had been brought together. As su-
perstition was mentioned in the Bible it was accepted by the Christian Church in all
its varieties. The Church adopted the precept of the Jewish priesthood derived from
heathen sources, “Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live,” and Christian people en-
gaged in a campaign of violent extermination.

In the Middle Ages witcheraft was classified as a heresy that must be extin-
guished by fire, and tens of thousands of poor creatures were burned. This belief in
witcheraft, and all the horror and fear of it in other minds (for who could be sure
of escaping when the mere look of a person was enough to cause an accusation to be
made?), were in the very atmosphere, though somewhat modified, in Shakespeare’s
day.

Now look at Shakespeare in the presence of this underworld of belief in witches,
in portents, in ghosts, in fairies, in magic powers, in mysterious potions that would
simulate death. What should he do but use these conceptions which had for so long
had a place in the thought of the community? These ideas had an influence that has
projected some shadow of itself into our life today. Shakespeare was above all else
a dramatist, with a marvellous consciousness of the heights and depths of human
character, and his life-work was to illustrate that character in speech from the stage,
assisted by any devices that might strengthen the effects of his dramatic powers.
Of course he would use the idea of the supernatural as it throws a light on the stress
of character when these influences were potent in earlier days.

But did he believe in them? Did he believe in witches? That question is unan-
swerable, like many others that seek to penetrate through the plays to the personal-
ity of the man himself. All who have set out to find the individual soul of Shakes-
peare through the words spoken by the characters in his plays have returned foiled.
The poet so fully realized the character he was presenting and its place in the play,
whether it were good or bad, strong or weak, heroic or paltry, with all the develop-
ments that must follow it, that there was no room for any intrusion of the man
Shakespeare.

No one can judge by Shakespeare’s apparitions what he thought about witch-
craft. His witches have no likeness to anything human. They are malicious, airy
ministers of evil who tempt only those who already have evil thoughts. Over honest
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Banquo their spells are powerless. They can only hurry Macbeth down the slope to
dishonor which in his thoughts he has already begun to tread. In the witch scenes
in Macbeth, quite possibly introduced into the poet’s one Scottish play because the
silly Scottish king who had newly come to reign in England believed in witches, there
is but a single line that has value as a reflection on witcheraft and is not needed to
emphasize the evil purposes of the “midnight hags.” That line may have some sig-
nificance as showing Shakespeare’s disbelief in the powers of the witches.

I will drain him dry as hay;
Sleep shall neither night nor day
Hang upon his pent-house lid;

He shall live a man forbid;
Though his barque cannot be lost,
Yet it shall be tempest-tost.

The witch has power to annoy, but not to do permanent harm.

Shakespeare denies to the creatures of his fancy, brought into the play for his
dramatic purposes, the right to control the graver issues of human destiny. There
is no word in the play to show that he connects these supernatural agents with the
downfall of Macbeth.

And well we may believe that Shakespeare, willing to use in his plays the idea
of witcheraft, was far too wise to believe in it.

Whiteling’s War with Isegrim

(A Russian Wonder Tale.)

(ONCE UPON A TIME there was a “muzik” (peasant) who had a perfectly white

dog, which he called Whiteling. Now Whiteling had struck up a great friend-
ship with Isegrim, the Wolf, and one day each made a solemn promise never to be-
tray the other in any of their stealings.

Not long after, Isegrim said to Whiteling one day, “I intend to make a call upon
your master’s swine to-night; so do not watch, but just lie as still as possible, and
don’t wake up the whole family with your barking, as you usually do, for you know
that they would move heaven and earth to capture me.”

“Kill all the swine, if you like,” replied Whiteling; “I won’t betray you.”

Punctually at the night fall Isegrim, the Wolf, appeared and greeted Whiteling
heartily, saying, “I gave you my word, and as you see, here I am.”

“Get to work then,” replied Whiteling, “you have nothing to fear from me.”

Isegrim, the Wolf, crep cautiously to the pig pen. He had hardly begun his meal
when the swine broke out in fearful squealings and gruntings. Whiteling at the
house door, no sooner heard the noise than he began to bark with all his might, wak-
ing all the family.

] “What makes our Whiteling howl so?” they said. “We must see what the trouble
ls.”

So all the family went out, and hearing the squealing of the swine, they hast-
ened to the pigpen. Peeping in they saw the wolf and set upon him with clubs and
fists, beating him up so soundly that he barely escaped alive.

Waiting till the family had returned to bed, Isegrim crept back and seizing Whit-
eling by the throat, he cried: “Aha, I have caught you now! You promised that
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you would not bark and then you broke your promise. I'll never forgive you. Just
look at me once, what a plight I am in.”

Whiteling began to beg. “Ah, let me go, dear, sweet brother Isegrim; forgive
me just this once; I'll never do it again; come again and steal whenever you like; you
may be perfectly sure of me.”

Will you ever play me another such trick?"” asked Isegrim.

“Never, never again!” said Whiteling.

“Very well then,” said the Wolf, “You may go free this time; but hold your
tongue next time!”

A few days later Isegrim paid the swine a second visit, but he had hardly crept
the pen when Whiteling set up a howl so loud and clear that all the household sprang
out of bed to see what was the matter. A second time they found the Wolf, fell upon
him, and beat him half dead. The unlucky visitor barely escaped with his life, and
full of wrath, he hid behind the hedge and waited till the household were asleep.
Then, seing the Whiteling before the housedoor, he cried to him, “Just wait Whiteling;
when you once fall into my clutches, your last half hour has struck. If you weren't
just where you are, safe at the house door, I'd soon pay you off; but my time will
come before long!"” :

Again Whiteling began to beg. ‘“Dearest Isegrim, it is true that I have brought
you into a terrible pickle, but don’t kill me; let me go this time. TI’ll never do it
again.”

But the Wolf replied, “Neither now nor ever; you cheated me out of that meal
of swine flesh, and three days from now you must meet me in a battle. I will summon
my forces, and you summon yours—that is if you can muster any. If you don’t
show up, I'll soon know where to find you, and I'll drag you there myself.”

“All right,” returned Whiteling, “I'll be there for sure.”

So Isegrim hastened away to get his troops together, and meeting the Wild
Boar he said to him, “Will you be on my side? There is going to be war between
me and Whiteling three days from now.”

“Oh,” replied the Wild Boar, “indeed I will be on your side!”

A little farther Isegrim met Master Petz, the Bear, told him the whole story,
and begged him to be on his side. Petz most cheerfully promised his help.

Later he met Reinecke, the Fox, and told him the whole matter. Reinecke as-
sured him that he can certainly count upon his help; how could he ever hesitate to
stand by his old crony against the common enemy.

Then said Isegrim, “Now we are quite strong, but I must be a spy now and find
out what forces Whiteling has. Then I will let you know that we are ready for war.”

Isegrim betook himself to Whiteling’s house, and standing in the lane looked
over the edge. “Are you ready, Whiteling?” he asked. “Tomorrow is the day.”

“I shall be ready,” replied Whiteling in a tone of deepest dejection; “but tell me
precisely, where is the battle to be?”

“You know very well,” replied Isegrim; “Yonder under the tree we agreed upon.”

“All right,” said the Dog, and turned sorrowfully away to the other side of the
farm yard. There the Tomcat met him and said: “Why, my dear Whiteling, what
can be the matter, what makes you so sad?”

And Whiteling answered, “My dear Grimalkin, I am in trouble. Will you come
to my aid?”

“Why, what are you talking about?” asked the Cat surprised.

“Just think of it,” replied the Dog, “tomorrow I have to fight Isegrim.”
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“Oh, oh, my Whiteling, cheer up. I'll stand by you to death. Just go to friend
Quacker, the Drake, and engage his help.” With a lighter heart Whiteling sought
friend Quacker and begged his friendly aid.

“To be sure, to be sure; I am your comrade. Why should I leave a friend in dis-
tress? Go to friend Ganner, the Gander, and ask him to take a part in the war.”

So said and so done. The Gander said thus: “Of course, why should I not be
ready for help? Aren’t you our guard every night to keep Reinecke away ?”

“Now,” said Whiteling, “I think we aré strong enough.”

Early next morning Isegrim met his allies upon the battle field under the tree.
He hid the Wild Boar beneath a thick bed of moss, and bade Reinecke to climb upon
the tree, saying, “You must be our sentinel, Master. Watch carefully when Whitel-
ing appears with his troop and tell us secretly. You, too, Petz, must scramble up
the tree, and I will crouch down in ambush behind the trunk.”

Meanwhile Whiteling was disposing his forces, “Grimalkin and Ganner, you are
the infantry. I see that your weapon is ready, Grimalkin (for Grimalkin held his tail
upright as if it were a gun); “and you, Ganner, must hiss your very best. Quacker,
you shall be the drummer. I reserve to myself the command.”

So Whiteling and his comrades went gayly to the battle—Whiteling and his
drummer in front, Grimalkin and Ganner bringing up the rear. Quacker drummed
the prettiest, “Quack-quack, quack-quack!” The Gander hissed and the Tomcat
strutted along in dignified silence, carrying his tail straight upright.

When Reinecke perceived the approaching company he cried to Isegrim, “Cousin,
cousin, here come two soldiers with a drummer and a captain!”

“What do you say ?” asked Isegrim in dismay.

“I say, here come two soldiers with a drummer and a captain,” replied Reinecke.
“The soldier is loading his gun, he takes aim, he is about to fire . . .”

“Alas! woe be to us, poor fellows,” moaned the Wild Boar under the moss. “It’s
all over with us! We fight with unequal forces!”

“Courage, courage, fellows,” cried Isegrim, trying to rally his troops; “just bear
yourselves bravely; all is not lost; we’ll attack them.”

In the midst of all this confussion Whiteling and his troop reached the spot un-
perceived. Grimalkin, catching a glimpse of the Wild Boar’s ear sticking out of the
moss, took it for a mouse, and springing upon it, bit into it with his sharp teeth. The
Wild Boar sprang up in terror and took wildly to flight, while Grimalkin, no less ter-
rified, scrambled frantically up the tree into the very face of Master Petz. The Bear,
not prepared for this unexpected encounter, lost his balance, tumbled to the ground,
and killed himself in the fall. More frighiened than ever, the Tomecat scrambled
blindly up to the tree-top.

“Now, it’s my turn,” thought Reinecke to himself, and immediately tumbled
down in afraight. Grimalkin tumbled after, while the Drake kept drumming, Quack-
quack, quack-quack, quack-quack!” and Ganner hissed with all his might. Thus was
Isegrim’s host shamefully routed. The Wolf himself, however, still covered behind
the tree, his head burried in the moss.

When the besiegers had withdrawn, Isegrim’s scattered forces drew together and
began to count their soars. Said Master Petz, “More dead than alive from my heavy
fall, I hereby managed to make my escape.”

“A piece of my ear is gone,” said the Boar. “He cut it off with his sword.”

“Let us be thankful, fellows,” concluded Reinecke, “that we are no worse off, for
if they had been able to fire off one more cannon, we should have been hopelessly lost!”
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A Little Garden of Good Things

THE POSSESSION THAT WILL NOT
PASS AWAY.

LET NO youth have any anxiety about
the upshot of his education, whatever the
line of it may be. If he keep faithfully
busy each hour of the working day he
may safely leave the final result to itself.
He can with perfect certainty count on
waking up some fine morning to find
himself one of the competent ones of his
generation in whatever pursuit he may
have singled out.

Silently, between all the details of his
business, the power of judging in all that
class of matter will have built itself up
within him as a possession that will never
pass away. William James.

BE NOT PROUD.

BE NOT arrogant because of thy know-
ledge, and have no confidence in that thou
art a learned man. Take counsel with the
ignorant as with the wise, for the limits
of art cannot be reached and no artist ful-
ly possesseth his skill. A good discourse
is more hidden than the precious green
stone, and yet is found with slave-girls
over the millstones.

From a schoolbook in Old Egypt.

JOY TO ALL.

THE Tibetans are fond of decorating
the bridges, the roads, and the peculiarly
beautiful stones of their country with in-
scriptions of a religious, philosophical, and
poetic character. Some travellers have
thought proper to ridicule that custom. 1
find it impossible to follow them.

A few lines of delicate poetry, a page
of a philosophical treatise, such as one
sees engraved on certain rocks in Tibet,
even a strip of paper hung above a river,
or swinging in the air at the top of a pass,
bearing the old Sanskrit wish Jow to all,
seems to me greatly preferable to the ad-
vertisements of whisky and ham which
decorate the roads of Western countries.

A. David Neel.

A MISTAKE OF GOOD PEOPLE?

EVERY day I am more sure of the mis-
take made by good people universally in
trying to pull fallen people up instead of
keeping the yet safe ones from tumbling
after them; and in always spending their
pains on the worst instead of on the best
material. John Ruskin.
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Dear Readers:

Of course, you will have noticed that
there are some letters which have to wait
for the next issue. We are very sorry
that we have no room for them, and will
print them in the next number. You see,
we are given a certain space within which
we are limited, and we must first be ab-
solutely sure that the volume of corres-
pondence will maintain its present height
before we can think of enlarging the pa-
per. Naturally, we publish those things
that seem to us the most important first
and the rest follows. It is for this reason
that there are several poems and illustra-
tions that have to wait for publication.
Nevertheless, do not cease to write letters
to the “Juvenile” and, above all, secure
new subscribers. The Editor.

- e -

THE COWBOYS

Out where the cowboys are big and tall,

And aren’t afraid of nothing at all,

They could grab a bear in half a minute,

Grab a sack and stick him in it.

As I was going town the path

My true love for to see,

I met a four-legged grizzly bear

And the grizzly, he met me.

“Move along, Mr. Bear,” I kindly called,

But he said, “No,” and shook his head.

Then I ups with my forty-five, and fills him full
of lead.

Eddie Homar,
Sublet, Wyo., Box 94.

Best regards to all,

MY OLD BRASS WATCH

I won a brass watch selling soap
By the name of Goblen Clenser,
A lady gives you an order,

Which the Co. gladly sends her.

It wasnt’ such a little watch,

In fact, a watch—pocket wouldn’t hold it,
I had several small offers when it was new,
But I never actually sold it.

It took nearly five minutes to wind it
And then it went with such violence,

I could tell when it needed more winding
Just merely by sudden silence.

Instead of going tick-tuck-tick

It went more like nock-nock-nock,
So in a dark room all by itself

It gave the effect of a clock.

It went nine hours without winding
And kept that up till it dropped,
And the only time it told

Was the time when it stopped.

Elizabeth Kalina,
Age 15, Lodge 115, Joliet, Ill.

» » "

Dear Editor:

I have read numerous articles about the coal
strikes in Pa. and some in Colorado. Our SNPJ
lodges have been doing a lot to help the poor
striking miners by collecting money and also
clothing for them. In the ML list I read where
a member has written about the strikes and
about their torn clothing which cannot keep them
warm,
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In the ML list I think there has been a great
improvement in letter writing at least., If every
member of our Juvenile Department of our So-
ciety could spare some time every month to tell
something or other, there would be no urging
needed. We should at least contribute a letter,
each, because look at what the SNPJ is doing for
the benefit of the young members, so they can
have a word or two of appreciation for the So-
ciety.

I remain a loyal member of the SNPJ,

Justina Paulich, Delmont, Pa.

L L R,

MLADINSKI LIST

Full of stories, full of joy,
Gladness to every girl and boy,
I wish it would come every day,
A month is—Oh! So far away.

Its stories and.its poems delight me so—
It really makes everyone happy, I know,
With its chatter box and riddles, too—

It makes you happy if you are blue.

But to have this magazine, it’s up to you
To do your best to pull it through,

To make it the best in all the land,
Everyone must lend a willing hand.

Some say, “Oh, I cannot write.”

But try, yes' try, with all your might.
It’ll soon be as easy as it is to play,
If you keep on practicing every day.

This, boys and girls, is my plea,
Maybe all of it you won't see,

Boost the “Mladinski List” along,
Make the editor sing a happier song.

Yours truly,
Helen Grabner, Kenosha, Wis.
® * *
Dear Editor:

After looking through the magazine I saw
there was not a letter from Oklahoma, and you
can all imagine my feelings.

Oklahoma, as many other states, is suffering
from the coal strike. My daddy has not worked
for a long time, like many other miners. Many
people left Oklahoma and went to Illinois and
Michigan, but made no a headway.

I go to St. Michaels High School and am a
“freshie” (9th grade). We are giving a play at
school and I have a leading part. I love school,
and my teachers are Sisters, very nice to us.
My daddy is secretary of the SNPJ of Henry-
etta,

I play saxophone and ukulele in our school
orchestra.

I wish some of the members would write to

me. Rose Yellen,
Henryetta, Okla., Box 554.
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WINTER'S GOING!

Winter's going and spring time’s near,

The birds will be singing for us to hear.
And oh! What a lot of fun we'll have

And we'll be happy and laugh, laugh, laugh,
Because winter’s going away

And we'll be able to play all day!

Yours sincerely, an SNPJ member,
Mary A. Gross.

L * "
THE HEROIC DOG

He was a little lonely dog

Whom everybody kicked,

Though when their way he found in fog,
Their hands he only licked.

One day a little boy went past,

He saw the little dog,

He called and begged and very fast
He hid behind a log.

The little dog sniffed here and there,
And found at last the boy,

Lost from thought and woe and care,
He only dreamed of joy.

Across the ground glided a snake,
The little dog did know,

He tried his best the boy to wake,
And, oh, he woke so slow!

The dog dragged him with all his might,
And he began to cry,

And then began the awful fight

With dog and snake so sly.

The snake was sly, but not too sly
To bite the little dog,

So he ran very fast to die
Content, in his home, the log.

The little boy was very glad
And safe he knew he was,
He called the little dog his “Lad,”
And minds he always does.

The little dog was very proud,
And looked in through the screen,
And tried to bark, oh, very loud!
And make his collar seen!

Sent by Nellie Cvelbar, Absher, Mont.

* & &

Frances Kochevar from West Frankfort, Ill,
writes:

I don’t believe I saw more than three boys’
names in the magazine last month. You better
watch yourselves, boys, before you are called
lazy again.
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Dear Editor:

There are many strike-breakers here. My fa-
ther is an old miner, for he worked twenty-two
vears in Fitz Henry mine, but now, since they
are scabbing, he hasn’t worked for three years;
but he will still ‘stick” to the union.

We go to school with strike-breakers and they
call us “rednecks,” but we do not care, for they
will be sorry some day; for I hope the union
will win,

I wish some of the members would write to
me, Pauline Kolenc,

Smithton, Pa., Box 272.
» - *

THE SPRING

The Springtime is coming,

The Springtime is coming;

Flowers are coming up,

The birds are coming from the south.

The grass is getting green,
The blue birds are here.
The snow is almost all gone.
The sun is shining brightly.
Mary R. Stonich, Pueblo, Colorado.
* * *
Dear Editor:

I am in the seventh grade, and am fourteen
years of age. I have five sisters and four broth-
ers. One of my sisters is going to the Marquette
Normal,

I cannot read or write Slovene very well,
but I hope to learn it.

I wish some of the members would write to

me, Annie Knaus,
Traunik, Mich., Box 27
L3 * L ]
A JOKE.

Pat: “YWhy are you wearing so many coats >n
such a hot day?”

Mike (carrying a paint can): “I'm going to
paint my fenee and it says on this can; ‘To obtain
best results, put on at least three coats’.”

* L] *
Dear Editor:

My sisters are writing to the MI, list. I am
writing this: Once I saw a little cat sitting on
a fence, looking with his big black eyes, staring
at a mouse. “Who is there,” said the mouse.—
“I am the cat.”—“Oho, oh, oho! I'm afraid of
You. Then I must go home and see mama.”

John Fradel, Latrobe, Pa.
Ll - L
Dear Editor:

I am going to take the final “exams” this
Spring and I surely do wish I pass. We are go-
ing to have a dance for the strikers, that is, the
money goes to the poor people. S. N. P. J. also
is included in this bunch that holds the dance.
I wish some one would write to me.

Sara Kern, Box 31, Export, Pa.

127

Joe Merinac, from El Moro, Colorado, Box 37,
writes this:

The people here started to plow their fields
and planting their gardens. They are picking
the dandelions and are preparing to do what they
can to get in a hurry to get their fields plowed.

My father has been on a strike for 5 months
and got a job in Delagua, Colorado, on March
7, 1928,

Here is a joke:

One day two boys were very mean in school.
Their names were John and Tony. The teacher
said that they must write the name of their
birthplace hundred times. Tony had to write
Erie and John had to write Sacramento. The
teacher looked over the row and saw tears in
John’s eyes, and asked him what was the mat-
ter. John said that it was “not fair; Tony has
a short word and I have a long word.”

I wish other members would write to me,
- * o=

Dear Editor:

I am seven years old and am in the second
grade. I like the school.

I like the Mladinski list very much. But I do
not know how to read and write Slovene. My
mother is teaching me reading and writing Slo-
vene now. I wish I’ll learn it soon. Arithmetic
is the hardest thing, but it’s my hobby.

Mary Fradel,

Ll L] *

Latrobe, Pa.

Dear Editor:

1 hope you all enjoy reading this first letter
of mine, as I enjoy reading others. We are all
members of the SNPJ lodge No. 69. I wish the
Mladinski list would come once a day instead of
once a month. I am 12 years old and in the Tth
grade in the Junior High School.

I wish some members would write to me.

Mollie Paucnick, Eveleth, Minn., Box 535.

» * »

SPRING SONG

Spring, come hither,
Buds the rose;
Roses wither,
Sweet Spring goes.

Summer soars,—
Wide-winged day;

White light pours,
Flies away.

Soft winds blow,

Westward born; t
Onward go

Toward the morn,

Sent by Dorothy Matelich,
943 N. Holmes Ave., Indianapolis, Ind.
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Dear Editor:

I have written to several members from the
other states. I received letters and was very
glad to hear from them.

I would like very much to thank Frances Bla-
zic and a few others for the postcards they sent
me.

I also express my sympathy for those who are
enduring the hardshpis of the strikes that are
going on in Penna. and Colorado.

Too bad the miners won’t let Frank Hafner
Jr. attend the local meetings. I think he would
enjoy listening to what the miners have to say.
But he has to wait till he's older, and then the
strike will be over. -

I wish the members will write to me, for I
will very willingly answer anyone who will write
to me. Here is my address: Sylvia Klune,

Box 958, Chisholm, Minnesota.

- - -

Dear Editor:

I have one brother and one sister; we all be-
long to the SNPJ. Our lodge number is forty-
four.

I have a joke:

Johnny: “Do you have a pig?”

Jimmy: “Yes, we call him ink, because it runs

out of pen.” Ruth Zabric, Park Hill, Pa.

& “ =

PUZZLES

1. Beheading.
Complete, the child of grace you see,
Beheaded, I'm an injury;
Again beheaded, ’tis most true
I shall be found a part of you.
Then take the trouble to transpose,
An animal I shall disclose;
Transpose again, and you will find
I still to evil am inclined.

*

2. Riddles.

a) What has four fingers and a thumb
and has neither flesh, bone, nor
nail?

b) Which has most legs, a horse or no
horse?

¢) What musical instrument invites you
to fish?

d) What has three feet and yet cannot
run?

e) Which is the most moral musical in-
strument ?

f) When does a seed resemble a post?

MLADINSKI LIST

RIDDLES.

1. Green as clover, white as snow, red as
blood, and all the children like it.
2, Who carries always his house with him?
Mary Matos, Blaine, Ohio.
What word can be pronounced quicker by
adding a syllable to it?
- L *
ANSWERS
TO THE MARCH PUZZLES.

1. Changed Word.
SING
SINK
SANK
TANK
TALK

W
2. Enigma.
SAND

o

3. Word Diamond.
S
ATE
STAND
END
D

* & *

Answer to the Riddle of Helen Gorsha, Univer-
sal, Ind.:
NEEDLE AND THREAD.
Solved by:
Mary Ostanek, Traunik, Michigan.
Mary Matos, Blaine, O.
Ruth Zabrie, Park Hill, Pa.
Mary Kushlan, Lloydell, Pa.
Justina Paulich, Delmont, Pa.
* * *

" Puzzle by Frank Videgar, from La Salle, IIl
Replace the numbers by letters in a logical order:

13112 1/ 4| 9l14/19]11] 9

[12] 9]19]20]

Other letters were written by the following
members:

Ernest Hefferle, Herminie, Pa.
Angela Zupan, Hazle Park, Michigan.
Johanna Hlebéar, So. Lorain, Ohio.
Rose Beniger, Export, Pa.

Joe Marimac, El Moro, Colo.

Martha E. Bleckack, Bridgeville, Pa.
Anna Brazic, Maynard, Ohio.

Robert Furlan, Rockwood, Pa.
Frances Mildred Martincic, Strabane, Pa.
Ralph Beniger, Export, Pa.

Antonia Srebot, Cleveland, Ohio.
Helen Sternisha, Joliet, Illinois.
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