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NOTICEI 

All letters for this department must 
be addressed: 

Courier Junior, * 
r Ottumwa, Iowa. 

The unior 
NOTICE! 

All letters for this department mutt 
b« addressed: 

Courier Junior, 
Ottumwa, Iowa. 
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EDITOR 

.CONTINUE CONTEST ONE WEEK. 
, Dear Juniors: The "True Story 
|About Myself Contest," is promising 
to be a most interesting one, conse
quently we will extend the time one 

Fweok longer. We feel sure that all the 
hJuniors know some interesting little 
i ipliodo about themselves that will 
make an interesting story. 

t Select prizes from among the fol-
|lowing articles: Book, kniie, ban juiU 

it, big flag, doll, box of candy or roll-
jr akates. , 
! The Juniors can also write, snort 
5>orl«a on the following subjects: 
L Kindness to Animals. 
••When the Elephant Ran Away, 

leaning Up the Schools and Homes, 
j Summer Trip. 

^iaoatien at Grandpa's. 
Vacation at Grandma's. 

Ilv/Select prizes from among the fol-

i
lowing articles: A big flag, box of 
candy, ball bat, roller skates, knife, 
book or a doll. 

Opal Jones is awarded the prize this 
week. 

SCHOOL COMPOSITIONS. 
We invite all the Juniors to lend in 

aobool compositions each week. The 
writers can select prizes from among 
the following articles: Roller skates, 
book, souvenir, spoon, a beautiful 
doll, knife, work basket, box of candy, 

.^letter paper or a baseball. 
>.Jri 

WANT LETTERS. 
P We want the Juniors to write some 
»Very Interesting letters, "newsy' let-
ten. Some of the Juniors can write 
to their parents. Other Juniors might 
write as though they were visiting 
some city. The reward for the best 
letter will be a box of letter paper and 
envelopes, a book or a knife. 

' < v 
'- SEND OUT POST CARDS. 
We are sending out post cards to 
I tho Juniors after their letters or 

stories are published. 

ALL ABOUT PRIZES. 
t We send out prizes within two 
weeks after the names of the winners 
are published. 

If any Junior has ever failed to re
ceive a prize after .his or her name 
appeared in this paper it is because 

ftne wrong address has been given us. 

Th Cheer-Up 
Club 

^When we say wrong address we es-
to incomplete ad

dresses. All city Juniors ^ould put 
• their street number and all 

- living in the country should put their 
|?utK« number or falling to have a box 

" send In their parents' names. 

%EVEN RULES FOR THE JUNIORS. 
1. Use one side of the paper only. 
2. Write neatly and legibly, using 

Ink* or sharp lead pencil. 
3. Always, sign your name in full 

and state your age. 
I ft 4 Do not copy stories or poetry 

*nd send us as your own work. 
B. Number your pages. 
6. Always state choice of a prize 

on a separate piece of paper, with 
name and address in full. 

7. Address envelope to The Courier 
Junior. 

There were five of thorn, if yop 
covinted the baby; and they formed a 
club, the Cheer-up club. Of course, 
mamma began it—momma began all 
the nice things that pleased every one. 

"What shall we do now', mamma?" 
Debbie had asked one rain-stormy day. 
And mamma had looked down the scale 
of four dubious little faces, from Aus
tin's down through cu-m's and Debbie's 
to Jesse's very best writing, and you 
paid your fines—when you were sol
emn, and there wasn't any need of it, 
you know—into the funny little tin 
trunk of mamma's bureau. When the 
trunk was all kingly with pennies, the 
club was going to cheer somebody up 
with them, somehow. 

"Oh, my!" cried Debbie between the 
third and fourth bites of her johnny-
cake. "I'm 'frald this is going to be a 
dreadful busy day!" 

"Well, maybe, but I can't think of a 
single person to be cheered up," said 
Austin, thoughtfully. 

Papa glanced out of the window. "I 
can," he said. "There's lots of folks. 
First of all, there's mother nature; the 
dear old lady looks all out of sorts." 

The. cheer-ups laugher. 
"But who else, papa?" asked Debbie, 

eagerly. "I want a case." 
"Well, then. Uncle Nahum Trott. He 

always has rheumatism on days like 
this, and his poor old muscles almost 
tie up In hard knots. 

"I'll try to tend to Uncle Nahum," 
Debbie said, with her round little face 
full of compassion. 

Mamma laid down her fork with a 
sudden little click. "I've thought of a 
case," she exclaimed, "for one of you! 
Let's see. first— 

"Me, mamma!" cried Jesse, excited
ly. 

"Well, you, dear. Mrs. Butterworth's 
lame Christy went to the hosptial yes
terday and she couldn't go with him. It 
almost broke her heart. 

"Oh," murmured Jesse, pityingly: 
"but I'm 'tnost sure I'm too little for 
such a big cheer-up-ing as that, 
mamma." 

"You can do a little, dear. I think it 
will help." said mamma gently. 

Austin's face was creased with little 
crisscross thought lines. Pretty soon he 
spoke slowly: "There's Kent Bishop— 
he's a case too. He's got a bad sore 
throat, and prob'ly 'twould cheer him 
up to play checkers." t 

"Yes, dear," mamma said. She knew 
\-ery well that Austin thought checkers 
were "stupid." 

"Well, I'll take Kent, I guess," quick
ly decided Austin. 

"Nobody's got me a case," Clem an
nounced suddenly, such a dismal look 
beginning to dawn on her face that 
mamma jingled the spoons in thq 
spoonholder to-remind her of the tin 
trunk and the jingling pennies for fines. 

"O Clem," she said quickly, "there are 
so many folks for you to cheer up, it 
will keep you busy all day. First there's 
baby, you know, with his little toothies 
trying to cut their way through his 
poor little swollen gums. He's brave, 
but he needs helping out. And Nora had 
bad news In her Ireland letter this 
week—her old father is sick. And Kitty 
Clover has lost two of her babies, and 
wants cuddling." 

"And I am sure I need cheering," 
said papa, trying to make a very sol
emn face. "I shall come home tonight 
worn out with the cares of the day, and 
need a little girl to put some sweetness 
into me." 

"Why," laughed Clem. "I guess you 
better 'scuse me, mamma, so I can go 
to work! I'm goiAg to begin on the 
baby; but I will be ready for papa 
when he comes. Come, baby, we'll build 
a beautiful new three-story church." 

That night mamma tucked a tired 
but happy little Cheer-up Club into 
bed; and don't you wonder how many 
of their "cases" had little warm, cheer-
ed-up spots in their hearts?—Annie 
Hamilton Donnell. 

Queen of Spain Opens Famous Art Exhibition in Madrid 
Where This Portrait of Her Five Children is Exhibited 

m 

&2LXL 

Their Strange Th ? Little Wood-
Guest 

Jimmie was only six, but he knew 
what wolves were. He had loved to hear 
stories read about the wolves of the 

en Flat-iron 
Long, long ago there lived a little 

girl who had never seen a toy shop. Her 
home was a wee brown house in a vil-

forest, and other stories in his books lage many miles from any big city. Her 
about Mr. Wolf and Mrs. Wolf; and; name was Molly Ann. 

Neva Jeanette Thomas, 
Williamsburg Junior, on 

"A Summer Trip" 

a 

p Good Clocks 
At noon and midnight, day by day, 

The good clocks everywhere 
Fold close their hands and hold them 

up, 
-To make their little prayer. 

.ley make their prayer together all 
Who truly vigil keep, 

At busy noon when we forget 
At midnight while we sleep, 

p: m —Abbie Farwell Brown, 
tef 

Hie Wilid Animals — By 
. Gertrude Shreeve 

tfcv', 
In the peninsula of .Hindustan there 

are Jungles of forest trees thickets of 
bamboo, creeping vines and growths of 
underbrush. There are also some 
lunrles cover the lower slopes of tne 
Himalaya mountains in which fierce 
tigers roam and panthers have their 
lairs Hyenas, jackals and wolves make 
the night hideous with their cries. The 
wild beasts dash out now and then into 
fanning districts and kill men, women 
and children. It is said that more than 
three thousand persons arc eaten every 
year by wild beasts and 19,000 are 
killed by poisonous snakes. 

There are wild dogs that go in 
flocks of twenty-five or thirty. They 
kill other wild beasts and trace up 
people whom they kill. 

There are rhinoceroses which are 
six feet tall and the horns on their, 
head are one foot high. There are 
crocodiles eighteen to twenty feet long. 
There are wild elephants. 

The elephants are under the care of 
the law and if anybody c aptures or in-
lures one without license he is fined 
$100 and put in prison. 

Gertrude Shreeve, age 12, 
1005 Boone Ave., Ottumwa, la. 

Dear Juniors: 
I have never written to the page be

fore but would like to be a member. I 
am sending in a.story about "A Sum
mer Trip" and hope it will interest as 
well as benefit you. m 

Starting from Williamsburg, I made 
a Journey to Akron. O., where I visited 
my cousins. As one of my cousins was 
going to make a trip through the 
northeastern section of our country, I 
decided to accompany her. 

We first traveled to Rochester, New 
through the 

Vacation Grandma's — Cecilia Huffman Likes AH 

York and after passing 
Erie canal and into the Hudson river we wen^- an(j watched them put up 

By Opal Jones 

Dear Juniors:—It was vacation and 
I went out to visit my grandmother. 
My little cousin Catherine was out 
there. She was eight years old. Her 
brother Evan stayed with my grand
mother. 

The first day we were somewhat 
tired and did not play very much. But 
the next day we went out in the 
orchard, and found birds' nests, ap
ples, and played hide-go-seek in the 
tall grass. 

Then we went to the house for it 
was nearly dinner time. After dinner 

The Courier's Special 
Features 

Eva Storm Wants to Visit 
Her Grandparents When 

Harvest Is Over 

Dear Juniors:—I have never written 
to you before, so I will write about 
what I was going to do in my vaca
tion. 

i was going to visit my grandma 
and grandpa, but grandma was taken 
sick so I don't know whether I will 
get to go or not. I was not going till 
after harvest because mamma needs 
me here to help her. 

If I could go I would get to go to 
town whenever I wanted to go. 

I hope I can go. I always have 
gone and stayed a while, but I think 
grandma will get well. 

Eva Storm, Age 12. 
Cedar, Iowa, 

{$•< 

Neta Burlow's Cat's Name 
Is "Duke" 

Dear Juniors: _ 
This is the second time I have writ

ten to you. I will write a newsy letter. 
We have one cat and one dog. 
The cat's name is Duke. The dog's 

name is Shep. 
I have three sisters and two brothers. 
We have about seventy-five * little 

qmcJtens. 
Neta Burtlow, age 11, 

- Hedrick, Iowa, R. 6. 
l:, 35* * 

Wi\ 

Pansy Burtlow Was Pro
moted to the Fourth 

Grade 

Dear Juniors: 
As I have never written to you before 

I am very much.interested in the Jun
ior page. 

I was promoted to the fourth grade 
third room. My teacher's name will be 
Miss Gail Harwood. 

Pansy Burtlow, age 10, 
Hedrick, la. 

and from there up Lake Champlain, we 
crossed into Vermont and visited for a 
few days at Burlington. Then we de
cided to take a boat ride on Lake 
Champlain and from there we visited 
Montpelier, the capital of Vermfvj^., 

Next we crossed into Massaciu.setis. 
The scenery was certainly beautiful 
there. We spent a day at Holyoke ana 
went through the paper mills. From 
there we went to Cambridge and saw 
the birthplace of many of our poets 
and the elm tree under which Washing
ton first took command of the army. 
After spending a few days at ^am" 
bridge we took ther train to Boston ana 
saw the fine college there. 

We next visited Rhode Island, a very 
small etate and geography tells us it 
could be contained in Texas two hun
dred and twelve times. We spent most 
of our time while in that state at the 
summer resorts. 

From Rhode Island we took a snip 
ride to Maine and stayed at Bangor 
some time. While there we saw Mt. 
Katshdin and also many other points 
of interest. 

While in New Hampshire we went 
up to see the White mountains or 
Presidential range. 

We then returned to Ohio by the 
same route as we came. We both en
joyed the trip very much and would 
like to pro again. 

Neva Jeanette Thomas, age 13, 
Williamsburg, Iowa. 

Louise Penick Writes to Her 
Friend, Corda 

James Alvin Huffman 
Wants to Hear From 

Juniors 

Dear Juniors: 
• As my sister Cecilia is writing I 
thought I would write too. 

1 am a little boy 10 years old; have 
black hair and dark eyes. I go to the 
Elm Grove school. My teacher's name 
is Mary Smith. I think her fine. My 
papa takes the Daily Courier. His name 
is James Huffman. 

I have a little baby brother five 
months old. His name is Woodrow Er-
vin. I would like to hear from some of 
the Juniors of my age. 

James Alvln/Huffman, age 10, 
Chilicothe, la., R. No. 1. 

Dear Friend Corda: 
I am going to answer your letter 

through the Courier Junior. 
How are you and all the rest. I am 

all right. 
We certainly have been having a fine 

time since school let out. 
Adrain Wilson has been over several 

times and we have had a fine time 
playing together. Some of the games 
that we plaved were Becon, hide and 
seek, and Ruth and Jacob. 

Have you folks any gooseberries 
up? Mamma has ten quarts up. 

One day when we went gooseberry-
inrr we couldn't find very many so we 
finally came to a creek where there was 
a few gooseberries, so while mamma 
picked berries we all went wading. 

Milan set rierht down in the middle of 
the creek and we all had to laugh at 
him. 

Adrain Wilson was here that day. 
We are going to have a good many 

cherries, raspberries, blackberries, 
i plums and lots of apples and I am glad. 

Did you have very much rain week 
before last? It rained all week here. 

There is a creek Just below our house 
and it overflowed its banks four times. 
It came up in about fifteen minutes 
and went down in five. 

Our next door neighbor's pasture is 
lust north of our house and we children 
"watched their cattle ewim across when 
it was up. It certainly was fun to watch 
them. 

Irene and I have only missed one 
Sunday since we started to Sunday 
school. It Is a country church. 

Our class is having a coyest and if 
we miss it takes so many points off our 
side. It closes the first Sunday in Aug
ust and the side that hgs the least 
number of points has to give a party 
to the other side. 

Mr. McGee and Russell were down 
and spent Sunday with us. We enjoy
ed their visit very much. 

Has Mannie.been over to see you 
since school was out. 

T#ll Edith hello for me. 
Louise Penick, age 12, 

Van Wert, la., R. No. 1. 

the hay. After they were through 
witti the hay it was 4 o'clock. Then 
grandmother told us we could go and 
gather the eggs. We had great fun 
going here and there finding the eggs. 

After we finished gathering the eggs 
we wont to feed the chickens, and 
horses. Then I went to the house to 
help granmother set the table for 
supper. 

My brother and I went after the 
cows, when we brought them home 
Jim, the hired man, went to milk them. 
When he was through we fed. the cats 
some milk, then we all went to bed. 

Next morning we went to take the 
cows to the pasture. When we got 
home it started to rain so we did not 
know what to do that day. 

Being very wet after this rain, we 
decided to stay in the house and 
have a tea party. We got most of 
grandmother's small dishes out and 
set a small table of our own. 

We had tea, bread, butter and cake. 
After eating we played several games 
and had a good time. The next day 
my uncle took us to town for we soon 
would have to go back to school. 

Opal Jones, Age 11. 
Williamsburg, la., Box 365. 

Petey Dink Asked to Send 
His Foolish Four to 

Hedrick 

Dear Juniors: 
I am writing to Petey Dink today. 

Dear Petey: 
I am sorry you cannot get rid of your 

foolish four. 
Just send it to Hedrick, Ia„ and I will 

see that it don't get back. 
Roy Powell, 

Hedrick, la. 

The First Decoration Day— 
By Opal Fern Siegrist 

Dear Juniors:—As I have not writ
ten for a long time, I thought I would 
write about the first Decoration day. 

The first Decoration day was May 
30, 18G8. It was originated by Gen. 
Logan, then the commander of the 
Grand Army of the Republic. Gen. 
Logan said it was designed for the 
purpose of strewing with flowers or 
decorating the graves of comrades 
who died in defense of their country 
and whose bodies now lie buried in 
almost every city, village, hdmlet and 
church yard in the land. 

Different days were observed by the 

Dear Editor: v 

I have not written for so long a time 
I thought I would write. , 

My papa takes the Daily Courier and 
I love to see "Bringing up Father," 
"Little Benny's Note Book," the chil
dren's evening story and Petey Dink. 

I live on a farm about 2 miles west 
of Ottumwa and we live right by the 
river. It is awful high now, but not 
quite in our yard. 

We have horses, cows, pigs, chick
ens, geese, ducks and turkeys. For pets 
we have two goats and eleven rabbits 
and two canary birds. 

We have three dogs. Their pames are 
Shep, Jack and Casey Jones. 

I am 14 years old, weight 93 pounds. 
Have black hair and blue eyes; height 
five feet. 

I would like to correspond with some 
of the Juniors. 

I go to the Elm Grove school. My 
teacher's name is Miss Mary Smith. 
My schoolmates are Nona Sweeney, 
Mary Coyne and Jeannette Wagner, 
and my chum is Frances Crottrell. 

My sister Ethel said she would like 
to hear from some of the old Junior's 
that wrote to the Junior when she did. 
She is 16 years old, has light hair, blue 
eyes, height 5 feet 3 inches, weighs 
124 lbs. She wrote to the Junior about 
3 years ago. 

Cecilia Huffman, aere 14, 
Chilllcothe, la., R. 1. 

Leona Mae Ballew, a Lan
caster, Mo., Junior, Sends 

in Composition 

Dear Juniors: 
I will send the Junior page one of my 

school compositions as I would like to 
win a prize. 

A long time ago there lived an old 
woman who had an only daughter. She 
was very fond of her. One day she went 
out fishing in a little boat. Her mother 
told her not to venture out in the deep 
water but as soon as she got out to 
sea where the best fish were she forgot 
all her mother's warnings and went 
much further than she had intended to. 
Then a strom came up. Next morning 
a neighbor brought the sad news to tho 
girl's mother who by the way was a 
widow and with more cause for grief 
than most other women that the girl 
was drowned. The mother grieved 
very much. In fact she was so sad and 
miserable that when people came to 
comfort her she talked about her 
trouble so much that they were glad to 
go back home again. At last one of the 
girls said to her: You like to make 
yourself sad and miserable. I shall 
change you to a willow tree, which 
shall always weep and droop. He did 
and that is how we got the first weep
ing willow. 

Leona Mae Ballew, age 13, 
Lancaster, Mo., R. 4. 

there were pitcures of Mr. Wolf in 
cap and coat. 

When one morning he heard his fath-

One Monday morning when Molly 
Ann's mother was washing clothes in 
the kitchen, the little girl undressed her 

er say that Mr. Wolf was coming to dolls and wtushed their clothes in th« 
dinner, Jimmie went away by himself tin wash basin. She had neither soap 
and sat down to think it over. It seem- nor water, but that made no difference 
ed strange that one of these people because Molly Ann played that the 
right out of a story-book was comlr.g to 
see father and mother. 

basis was a wash tub full of water, and 
she played rub soap on the dolls' 

He began to grow afraid. It seemed, clothes. 
as if he could not meet this dreadful Molly Ann's mother stopped washing, 
Mr. Wolf. When it was time for dinner, rubbedy-rub, rubbedy-rub, on the big 
and the guest had arrived Jimmie was wash board when she noticed what her 
nowhere to be seen. A thorough search I little girl was doing. She stopped wash-
was begun and at last he was found ing long enough to smile and get the 
hiding in a closet. I ball of string. 

"Come out, Jimmie!" said his father.' "Wound't you like to have a clothes 
"What's the matter?" line to hang your dolls' clothes on, to 

"I'm afr-a-a-i-d of Mr. Wolf!" wailed 
Jimmie. 

"Mr. Wolf won't hurt you. Come 
out!" And Jimmie was gently pulled 
into the room. 

"See, here is Mr. Wolf! He's a good 
man, and likes little boys." 

"Is that Mr. Wolf?" queried Jimmie, 
in sreat surprise. 

"Yes, that is Mr. Wolf. What is there 
so strange about him ?" 

Jimmie pulled down his father's head 
and whispered in his ear, "Why, I didn't 
know he had a people's face!"—Select
ed. 

Georgia M. Hudson and Her 
Flower Hunting Party 

Dear Editor: 
I have written before. 
I have one sister and one brother. 

Their names are Dewey, a^e 10, .Tea 
sie age 8. I go to school ev<:ry day. I 
will write a story about going flower 
hunting at school. 

We got lots of blue bolls and Johnny 
jumpups and violet and boys britches. 
We had a fine time getting flowers. "\Ve 
went flower hunting two tiroes 
term of school. 

My teacher's name is Mabel Alver-
son. I like her fine. I am in the seventh 
grade. My studies are reading, arith
metic, grammar, history, geography, 
writing, singing and spelling. 

My papa is not at home now. He Is at 
the springs. 

My school mates are Inez Heston, 
Lucinda Curry, Eunice Smith. We 
play red light, black man and 

dry after they are clean?" asked moth
er. ' 

"Oh, yes" answered Molly Ann. "Will 
you make me a clothes line?" 

"To be sure," answered Molly Ann's 
mother; and she straightway broke off 
a long piece of string. One one end of 
the string she tied to the table leg, the 
other to the arm of the straight kitchen 
rocker, and there was a clothes-line 
upon which Molly Ann hung a big 
washing. 

Next day when Molly Ann's mother 
was doing the Ironing, and stepping 
from the ktlchen stove to the ironing 
board, singing as she worked, Molly 
Ann played iron her dolls' clothes. Her 
ironing board was the bottom of a 
wooden chair, while a corner of the 
wood box was her stove. She was bus
ily Ironing dolls' clothes, singing as she 
worked, when her father walked 
through the kitchen. 

"Let us see your flat-iron, Miss Molly 
Ann," said he. 

'It isn't really one," explained Miss 
Molly Ann. "It is only a big hickorv 
nut. I play it is a flat iron. You can 
play 'most anything!" 

"So you can, so you can!" agreed her 
father. 4'Daddy will make you a littlo 

this | wooden flat-iron like your mother's bis 
' one." 

That every evening the little girl's 
father began whittling out a wee flrt-
iron from a bit of wood. He whittled 
and he whittle.! and he carved vntil at 
last he finished a tiny wooden flat-iron, 
smcoth and white. The little girl was so 
pleased with that flat-iron she carried 
it to bed with her, and smiled in her 
sleep. She may have been dreaming 
about the new toy. 

Next day and the next and the next, marbles. 
I like all my school mates Just fine, j Molly Ann played wash and iron; trut:I 

There are twenty-eight pupils In our 
school. 

Georgia M. Hudson, age 12, 
Batavia, la., R. 1. 

Ruth Johnson's Autobiog
raphy of a Nickel 

ppar Juniors: 
i inought I would send you one of my 

school stories. The name of it is the 
. , . . „ ! autobiograpry of a nickel. 
various states for some years, but the ® T . A T „ 
30th of Mav has been settled mnn nnl ' The flrst thing 1 can rememb6r. 1 was 
!!liL 7n^ i! f ,U,,1 ? n u : lying in a little boy's hand and I heard versally and is a legal holiday in most hlm say again and again "Oh, what a 
of tne states or the union. In the bright nickel/' He was going to do won-
southern states it is commemorated by I derful things with rrie, but I finally 
decoratihg the graves of those who : went for some peanuts. 
fought to preserve the confederacy. J The man that he bought them of 

Usually the program includes pro- dropped me on the sidewalk. An • old 
cessions, orations and the floral dccor- tramp found me, but I soon found out 
ation of the eraves The exerrisPi something too. I was in bad company. 

! exercises R robbed people and sometimes killed 
observed on this day are among the thein 
most appropriate and beautiful con
nected with the public events in the 
history of the United States. 

This day is usually called Decora 

Jessie Hudson Has Many 
Chickens at Her Home 

Dear Editor: 
I have written before. 
I have on sister and one brother. 

Their names and ages are: Georgia 
Hudson, age 12; Dewey Hudson, age 10. 

I go to school every day. My teacher's 
name is Mabel Alverson. I like her fine. 
My studies are reading, arithmetic, lan
guage and spelling. I am in the second 
grade. 

My mamma has 167 chickens and 12 
hens sitting. 

My schoolmates are Florence Black 
and Edith Heston. 

Jessie Hudson, age 8, 
Batavia, Iowa. 

Willa Latta Says Her School 
Enjoyed a Picnic 

Dear Editor: 
My name is Wilda. My school was 

out last Friday. We had a picnic that 
day. My teacher's name was Miss 
Sherman. Some of my playmates are 
Raymond Creek. Hazel Creek and Al
bert Buchanan. Sometimes we had 
eleven pupils or nine pupils at school. 

I have two pets. One of them its a 
rabbit and one is a dog. I will close. 

Willa Latta, age 8, 
Birmingham, Iowa. 

Marjorie Latta Likes Her 
Teacher, Miss Sherman 

Dear Juniors: 
My name is Marjorie. I am six years 

old. I started to school last fall. My 
teacher was Miss Sherman. I liked her 
fine. Some of my playmates are Ethel 
Anderson, Hazel Creek and Bernard 
Roak. I will close. 

Marjorie Latta, 
Birmingham, Iowa. 

Bernice Kelly, a New Junior 
From Lancaster, Mo. 

Dear Juniors: 
This is my flrst letter to the Courier 

Juniors. I am ten years old. I go to 
school. I have two pet lambs, three 
dogs and one cat. Mamma has about 
sixty little chickens. 

I hope the Juniors enjoy reading my 
letter. I like to read the Junior page. 

Bernice Kelley, 
Lancaster, Mo., R. 2. 

Dewey Hudson Is a New 
Junior and His Home 

Is in Batavia 
Dear Editor: 

I have never written 
Courier Junior. 

before to the 

I have two sisters. Their name are 
Jessie Hudson, Georgia Hudson. 

I go to school every day. My teacher's 
name is Mabel Alyerson.' 

I am in the fifth grade. My studies 
aro reading, arithmetic, grammar and 
spelling. My schoolmates are Joy Har
ris, Ralph Harris, Wallace Webb a nd 
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tion day but in some portions of the 
country it is called Memorial day. 

Opal Fern Siegrist, Age 11.-
Ottumwa, Iowa, Route No. 5. 

' - <• .Ai&aws 

' I made many attempts to escape, but 
could not until one day I slipped Cecil"james," 
through a hole in his pocket. I fell in a' 1 

hole in the sidewalk. A little boy was 
looking for his top and found me. I 
was taken to his home where he put me 
In his bank. 

Ruth Johnson, age 11, 
, Agency Iowa, R. No. 2. 

For pets I have one pet colt, one pet 
calf and two pet pigs. We have seven 
head of horses and two cows. We are 
planting corn. I gather the eggs. I feed 
the chickens. 

Dewey Hudson, age 10, 
Batavia. Ibwa. 

to tell, she was so happy with the little 
flat-iron it is a wonder the dolls clothcs 
didn't wear out before Monday came 
again. 

On Tuesday when Molly Ann's moth
er was ironing big clothes with ihe big 
irons, singing as she worked, and 
Molly Ann was ironing little clothes 
with a little wooden iron, singing as she 
worked, Mrs. Peterson rapped at th<3 
front door, Molly Ann's mother put her 
flat-iron on the hot stove and went to 
the door. Immediately Molly Ann di-1 
exactly what her mother did. She p-.,l 
her little wooden flat-Iron on the hoi 
stove and went to the door. 

"I came to borrow your log-cabin 
quilt pattern," said Mrs. Peterson, whrn 
Molly Ann's mother had said, "Do come 
in and have a chair." 

Not many minutes passed before Mrs. 
Peterson stopped talking about guilts 
to say: 

"Dear me. I smell something burn
ing! It smells like wood. I do hope your 
house isn't on fire!" 

To the kitchen rushed Molly Ann's 
mother, followed by Molly Ann and 
Mrs. Peterson. 

"It is only Molly Ann's flat-iron!" 
exclaimed Molly Ann's mother. "It is 
smokinp hot!" 

'Oh, m'y little flat-iron is spoiled!" 
wailed Molly Ann, when mother lifted 
her treasure from the hot stove with 
the stove poker. "Oh, my little iron is 
spoiled!" No wonder Molly Ann cried. 

Fortunately the little flat Iron wasn't 
spoiled. That very evening Molly Ann's 
father whittled off the scorched places 
and smoothed the little flat-iron with 
sandpaper until it was good as new. 
But Molly Ann never put that little 
flat-iron on the stove again. 

Virginia Rice Likes to Play 
But She Also Helps 

Her Mamma 

Dear Editor: 
As my brother is writing to your pa

per today I thought I would write too. 
l am a little girl 8 years old and I go 
to school, but I like vacation better, 
when I can play with my playmates. I 
like to have dinners in my playhouse, 
built especially for me, and then I play 
house keeping like mamma does. I have 
to work some of the time too. My part 
of the work is drying the dishes ever* 
evening. 

Virginia Rice, age 8, 
. • Milton, I*. 

Gladys Kendall Says Her 
Teacher, Miss Reardor.j 

Is Fine 

Dear Juniors: 
This is my. second time to write. I 

will write about my school. 
I go to the Irving school. 
I am in the fifth room, third grade. 
My schoolmates were Ruth Kohl, 

Greta Ours, Opal Randall and Romona 
Evans. My teacher's name is Miss 
Reardon. I like her fine. 

I have had the measles and stayed 
from school two weeks. 

I could not write Memorial day. I' 
could not read the Junior page. I am 
sorry. 

I have two pets, a cat and a dog. 
The cat's name is Sugar Foot and the 

dog's name is Rabb. 
In our yard are six cherry trees, one 

apple, one crab apple and one sweet 
apple tree. 

Ihave an old mother hen and some 
little chicks. 

One chick is pretty lame. 
The rest are getting fat and are 

about big enough to fry. 
As my letter is getting long I will 

close. 
Gladys Kendall, age S, 

si i,  545 Chester Ave., Ottumwa 
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