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l SOMETHING REMARKABLE. 
•• Dear Juniors: Today we have a more 
than "Something Remarkable" story. 
It is really thrilling. And the writer, 
Helen Davis, a Russell Junior is award
ed the prize. We hope all the Juniors 
will work in this contest after they 
read Helen's story. 

We want the Juniors to write about 
isome of their ancestors (which means 
I your parents, grandparents, S1"^. 
grandparents, etc.) Well we think this 
is a good time to have such a contest. 
We will ask the Juniors to write nice 
short stories telling something remark
able or unusual about their ancestors. 
This contest will run for several 
W66kfl 

We want the Juniors who write in 
this contest to tell us the names of 
tbe:r remarkabie ancestors. 

The writers can select their prizes 
from among the following: A picnic 
basket, hammock, box of candy, big 
flas, roller skates, book or knife. 

THE LIBERTY BELL. 
An Ottumwa Junior, Celestine Lutz, 

who Is visiting in St. Joseph, Mo., with 
her grandmother, Mrs. Mary Coday, a 
former Ottumwan, saw the Liberty 
Bell. Cele3tine is awarded the prize 
too. 
, Other Liberty Bell stories and the 
winner's name will appear from week 

. to week. We hope more of the Juniors 
• after reading Celestine's story will 
I write about the Liberty Bell. The writ
ers can select their prizes from among 
the following: A big flag, box of candy, 

.roller skates or a book. 

T h e  S t o r y  o f  a  

Large Stone 
Once there was a king who took 

great delight in teaching his people 
good habits. "Pad luck comes only to 
the lazy and the earless," said ne, 
"but to the busy workers God gives tne 
good things of this life." 

One night he put a large stone in tne 
middle of the road near his palace ana 
watched to see what the people who 
passed that way would do. 

Early in the morning a sturdy oia 
farmer named Peter came along wltn 
his heavy ox cart loaded with C0*J' 

"Oli, these lazy people!" he cried, 
driving his oxen to one side of the road. 
"Here is this big stone right in the 
middle of the road, and nobody will 
take the trouble to move it." 

Then came a yocng soldier, singing 
a merry song as^ ho walked. A gay 
foather was stuck In his hat, and a big 
sword hung at his side, and he was 
fond of telling great stories of what he 
had done in the war. He held his head 
eo high that he did not see the stone, 
but stumbled over it and fell flat into 
the dust. 

"Silly drones!" ho said. "To have no 
more sense than to leave a stone like 
that in thi middle of the road!" 

An hour later there came down the 
road six merchants, with their goods 
on pack-horses, going to the fair that 
was to be held near the village. When 
they reached the stone the road was so 
narrow that they could hardly drive 
their horses between it and the wall. 

"Did any one ever see the like?" they 
said. "There is that big stone In the 
road, and not a man in all the county 
but that is too lasy to move It." 

And so the stone lay there for three 
weeks; it was in everybody's way, and 
yet everybody left It for somebody else 
to move. 

Then the king sent word to all his 
people to meet together on a certain 
day near his palace, as he had some
thing to tell them. 

The day came, and a great crowd or 
and women gathered in the road. 

Old Peter, the farmer, was there: ana 
so were the merchants and the young 
soldier. 

"I hope that the king will not find 
out what a lazy set of people he has 
around him," said Peter. 

And then the sound of a horn was 
heard, and the king was seen coming 
toward them. He rode up to the atone, 
grot down from his horse, and said: 

"My friends, it was I who put this 
stone here, three weeks ago. It has 

A Courier Junior Waiting Her Turn 

at the Drinking Fountain 

P SHORT STORIES. 
The Juniors can also write short 

! stories on the following subjects: 
j. Kindness to Animals. 
I1 A Summer Trip. 

Vacation at G^sncSpa's. 
'} Vacation at Grandma's. 
>A Select prizes f om among the follow- Etcne nere. tnree weens agu. n. 

Ina: articles: A big fla-7* bOK of caudy,; been sijpn by every one of you; and yet 
ball bat roller skates, knife, book orieVery one has left it just where it was, 
doit and scolded his neighbor for not mov-

• .. liner it out of the way." 
> erMDOl COMPOSITIONS. I Then he stooped down and rolled the 

: We invite ® a^ound^hollo^^laceMn^hic^wM^ 
school compositions each week, l ne pmaU irQn bQx ,£he k,ng held up the 

writers can select prizes from among, 1)f)X SQ that aJl tho peopie might see 
the following articles: Roller skates, > what wa3 writtten on a piece of paper 

emuianlr ennnn a hpniltiftll doll, hit.nsii »n ft Thoou nrpro th* words: book, souvenir spoon, a beautiful doll 
knife, work basket, box of candy, let
ter paper or a baseball. 

!>• WANT LETTERS. 
We want the Juniors to write some 

very interesting letters, "newsy" let
ters. Some of the Juniors can write 

fastened to It. Thesw were the words; 
"For him who lifts the stone." 

He opened the box, turned It upside 
down, and out of it fell a beautiful gold 
ring and twenty bright gold coins. 

Then every one wished that he had 
only thought of moving the stone In
stead of going around it. 

JL IUC JUUiUi» v,~*a . 
to their parrnto. Other Juniors might rr i "Pn«stAr WVltAS A Time 
write as though they were visiting rleJPn. rOSter Writes a ITTie 
some city. The reward for the'best 
1 -«ttor will be a b^x of letter paper and 
envelopes, a book or a knife. 

SEND OUT POST CARDS. nLINU U V I • WW • «• •* v* 
We rre sending post cards to all the true story about myself. When I was 

Juniors afto^- their letters or stories 
arc published. 

ALL~ABOUT PRIZES. 
We send out prizes within two weeks 

aft^r the names of the winners are 
published. 

If any Junior has ever failed to re
ceive a prize after his or her name ap
peared in this paper, it is because the 
wrong address has been given us. 
When we say wrong address we espec* 
ially refer to Incomplete addresses. All 
city Juniors should put their street 
number and all Juniors living in the 
country should put their box number 
or failing to have a box send in their 
parents' names. 

FORGET THEIR AGES. 
Recently several Juniors have for

feited their right to prizes because 
they forgot to tell us their ages. Read 
over the seven rules published every 
Week. 

SEVEN 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. 
4. Do not copy stories or poetry and 

•end us as your own work. 
B. Number your pages. 
6. Always state choice of a prize 

•n a separate piece of paper, with 
Mme and address in full. 

7. AddresB envelope to The Courier 
Junior. 

Velma McCullin's Composi
tion — Helen Patterson 

and the Indians 

Dear Juniors: 
One holiday Helen Patterson's moth

er and father went tc the village. 
There were no people within ten miles. 
Helen's brother had been called away 
to fl.'?ht the Indians. 

Helen felt afraid. She had never 
been left alone. She told her mother 
she would not be afraid but she was. 
She spun on the spinning wheel to 
spend her time. 

Within a few hours a tribe of Ind
uing came and captured her but never 
pot to destroy the house because a 
man Just came to see if Helen was 
all right. But one man alone could not 
get Helen away from the Indians, but 
•he told her father. He got some more 
men and they found her by seeing To have a clean home you must keep 
pieces of her drcssv The Indians tiedI your floors clean and help to keep the 
fiM- wtBi' ji rone Welp.n r«mi»mhered the bed clothes clean by being clean when 

Story About Herself 

Dear Juniors: 
I have written the Courier Junior a 

eeven years old I lived at West Grove 
in the old brick house. The celler was 
under tho house and the door was in 
the house and I got mad and went and 
opened the cellar door. I fell In and 
broke some jars and cut my right arm. 
It cut some veins. Papa held my arm 
above the cut until the doctor came. So 
I was saved. The doctor put some wire 
in it and when I went to his* office to 
have It taken out, he told me if I would 
hold still he would give me a package 
of -chewing gum. So I held still and he 
gave me a package of chewing gum. 
Then I thanked him for it. My arm is 
all right now. 

Helen Foster, age 10, 
Belknap, Iowa. 

Helen Davis Tells Juniors 
About Her Remarkable 

Ancestors 

Dear Junior: 
As you wanted the Juniors to -write 

about their ancestor. I thought I would 
write about my Grandma Mowery. 

She was born In Harrison county, 
Indiana, in 1823. Her parents' name 
was Mauck. When grandma was about 
eight years old she went to live with 
her sister as her mother wa« poorly 
and couldn't take care of all her chil
dren. Grandma lived with her sister 
until she was twenty years old. Then 
she married George Mowery. They had 
thirteen children. Five of them are 
dead. 

Once when grandma was living in a 
log cabin she heard a noise. She looked 
up and saw a rattle snake crawling out 
of a crack between the logs. She got 
the hoe and killed It. 

One day as grandpa was moving a 
houce a log rolled on his limb and 
broke it. The doctors went to take the 
limb off. They gave him chloroform 
and it killed him. He died In March, 
1882. After his death grandma went to 
live with her son and keep house for 
him. She lived with him five years and 
then Bhe went to Black Hills, Dakota. 
She stayed there a while with her 
daughter. From there she wont to Hot 
Springs, Ark., and from there to Colo
rado. Since then she has just been vis
iting around. She is 87 ywurs old and 
is very spry. She is piecing a quilt for 
me. 

Helen Davis, age It, 
Russell, la., R. No. 1. 

Lavinna McFadden Writes 
on Clean Homes 

her wttJi a rope. Helen remembered the 
knife in her pocket. She managed to 
cut the rope and got away. She met her 
father and men within a few miles. She 
told them the story her father and 
some soldiers captured the Indians the 
Mzt day. 

i Velma McMullin, age 12, 
it - Ottumwa, Iowa. 

you go to bed. Then keep your dishes 
clean and not bet them back and let 
them go. Girls can help by keeping the 
dishe3 and floors clean. Boys can help 
by, keeping the yard clean. This in
cludes the cans and trash. 

Lavina McFadden, 
415 S. Moore St., Ottumwa, la-

Celestine Lutz of Ottumwa 
Sees the Liberty Bell in 

St. Joseph, Mo. 

Dear Juniors: 
I am going to write on a subject 

which I hope w411 Interest all the Jun
iors. The title is "Liberty Bell." 

The Liberty Bell was made at Lon
don in 1762 by order of the Assembly 
of Pennsylvania. It was brought to 
Philadelphia in 1752 and was cracked 
by the clapper when It was being test
ed. The bell was recast by Pass and 
Stow of Philadelphia. The cost of the 
second casting was (0£ 30s 5d or about 
*803- t. *v On July 8 1776 It was rung when the 
Declarati6n of Independence was pro
claimed. It being the 139th anniversary 
on July 8, 1915, when it was brought to" 
St. Joseph, Mo. 

In 1777 when Philadelphia was about 
to be invaded the bell was taken to Al-
lentown, Pa. It was rung many times 
Some of the occasions were at the 
death of Washington, when Lafayette 
revisited America, at the surrender of 
Cornwallis at Torktown, and it rang 
for the last time on July 8, 1835 at the 
funeral of Chief Justice John Marshall 
of the United States supreme court. 

The Liberty Bell was taken to New 
Orleans in 1885, to Chicago In 1893, to 
Atlanta in 1895, te Charleston, S. C., In 
1902 to Boston on the 188th anniver
sary of the battle of Bunker Hill In 
1903 and to St. Louis in 1904. 

The Liberty Bell weighs 2080 !bs. It 

The Story of a Young Calf 
— By Frances Carhart 

of Albia 

Dear Editor: 
The first thing I remember was 

standing beside my mother one cold 
February day. I talked to the other 
calves and cows and as I was the small
est calf they all made over me. 

Then one day I heard my master Mr. 
Leroy say that the next day there 
would be a sale. I asked my mother 
what a sale was. She did not know. 

The day dawned bright and cheerful 
and a long: about noon they led me and 
my fhother up in about the middle of 
the barn lot and people began shouting 
numbers. At last as the bidding seem
ed to die down the man that led me 
to the middle of the barn lot hit the 
table with a hammer and said "You get 
em." And a great big burly man with 
red whiskers came up and put me in a 
rickety old wagon. They tied my moth
er behind and after the sale was over 
started off. 

It seemed as if we went miles and 
miles. Then he stopped and opened a 
gate that went up a long driveway to 
a big white barn. It was a beautiful 
place and I was rejoicing that I was 
sold with my mother. 

Later, about a week or ten days, I 
found out a little boy li>ed there and 

i soon after I saw him. He was .about five 
feet high and had dark black hair. It 
was he that named me "Spot." And I 

A Bright Little Dog 
There are Imitations everywhere, but 

the dog whose doings are recorded in 
Popular Science News , was possibly 
one of the best canine mimics on rec
ord. His name was Scott, and he was 
a puppy newly introduced into a cer
tain rich family circle, In a neighbor
ing house lived Rabb, fe dog that had 
grown to an age of dignity and respon
sibility. 

At first the older dog Ignored tne 
puppy, which in appearance was almost 
an exact picture of himself. Then tne 
two became firm friends. Scott was an 
attendant on Rab's every movement. 
They ate together, slept together, ana 
hunted together. 

They were also as one In barking at 
passing teams. Now barking at teams 
was forbidden, and brought many 
whippings, but thft temptation was 
strong, and the master and mistress 
were not always present. The sight or 
the hose-cart whirling past one day, 
with rattle and elatter, was a challenge 
no high-spirited dog could resist. J1 

gave Rab an opportunity to show his 
young friend how close to a flyinjjf 
hose cart it is possible to run with 
Impunity. Alas for his pride! He ran 
an inch too near, or the oart swerved 
slightly, and the wheel passed over one 
of Rabb's paws. Although the injury 
was scientifically treated, Rab was ever 
after forced to go on three legs ana 
hold the injured paw suspended. 

Scott noticed Rab's changed method 
of locomotion, and, like the thorougn 
courtier he was, immediately adopted 
the new gait. He was so clever in "is 
imitation that it was difficult to tell 
which dog went lame from necessity, 
and which limped because he thought 
it desirable and graceful. Close obser
vation, however, showed that Scott s 
shapely paw lacked the helpless hang 
of the older dog's wounded member, 
and that the saucy cock of his ears was 
at variance with the mournful hang or 
Rob's. 

Scott was a consistent cheat, always 
holding the same paw that Rab did, 
and never forgetting his voluntary 
lameness, except on occasions of great 
excitement, when he was in too great 
a hurry, having four legs, to confine 
himself to the use of three. 

Neta Burtlow Writes to Her 
Cousin Deete 

jerty Bell weigns zusu ids. h was ne mai nameu 
12 feet around the edges and love him to this day. measures 

7 feet 6 inches around the crown. The 
clapper is 3 feet 2 inches long. 

The mayor of St. Josenph, Mo., El
liott Marshall, is a great great grand
son of Chief Justice John Marshall. 

Within the bell Is a "spider" made of 
iron hooks that come down and clamp 
the edges and are held tight to a strong 
spring inside. The clapper which is the 
original one made hi England is attain
ed fast to the "spider." 

When the bell reached the Panama 
exposition it was removed from the 
car, attached to the original oaken 
beam and placed on a frame that al
lows it to be wheeled into a vault every 
night. 

My home Is in Ottumwa but I am 
spendln* the summer with my grand
mother Mrs. Mary Cody. 

We visited the Liberty Bell while it 
was being shown In St. Joseph on 
Thursday evening from 6:25 to 11 
o'clock. 

While the bell was in St. Joseph the 
thirty-one guards were shown over the 
city and later taken to a dinner at the 
Country club. Between 80,000 and 100,-
000 people visited the bell. Including a 
number of out of town people. 

Upon its arrival in this city whistles 
blew, bells rang, people shouted and in 
all it was very patriotic celebration. 

Celestine Lutz, age 12, 
2600 Sacramento St., St. Joseph, Mo. 

Corda Haryesheimer Has a 
Pet Duck 

Frances Carhartt, age 13, 
Albia, la., R. 4. 

Dear Friend Louise: 
I received you letter through the 

Courier Junior and was glad to hear 
from you. When your letter came I was 
in Oskaloosa visiting Caroline. Mamma 
had the paper put away for me. 

Where did you go the Fourth of July? 
I went to church in the forenoon and I 
stayed at home in the afternoon. The 
third I went to Kirkville and the fifth 
I went to Eddyville. I had a good time 
both places. 

We are having a contest at Grange 
and it closes soon. One side is about 
seventy points ahead of the other one. 
The side that gets beat is to give a 
picnic. We went wading and had a 
fine time. 

Minnie, Marrietta and Hazel came 
over to get some mulberries and we 
went wading. We didn't wade long as 
it began to rain. 

Hazel gave me a little duck and it is 
a great pet. When it gets frightened it 
will come and get between my feet. 

Roy, Irene, Edith and I went goose-
berrying one afternoon and we got 
quite a few gooseberries. 

As my letter is getting long I will 
close so good by. 

Corda Hasgeshelmer ,age 11, 
< Eddyville. Ia„ R. S. 

My Pet Cat — By Corda 
Hargesheimer of Eddy

ville, R. No. 4 
*-

I am going to tell about my cat 
My cat's name is Buster and he is 

blaclf and white. He has very cute 
ways. When he comes in the house he 
will new until you pay some attention 
to him. He stands up and speaks for 
something if he is hungry. He catches 
mice and likes milk to drink. He can 
play dead kitty. He follows me about 
like a dog and is very loving and af
fectionate. If I go out and set on the 
porch it will come and jump up on my 
lap and go to sleep. 

Well I will close as my letter is get
ting long. 

Corda Hargeshelmer, age 11, 
Eddyville, Iowa, R, No. 8. 

Hie Little Boy and His 
Father — Composition 

By Harold Turk 

X>ear Juniors: 
I will write you one of my school 

compositions about the little boy and 
his father. Once upon a time there was 
a little boy and his father. They were 
calling across the ocean. It was an In-
tesesting voyage to the little boy. He 
sat where he could watch the waves 
dash against the ship and see a whale 
once in a while. 

The size of a whale and his length 
is seventy-five to on© hundred feet long. 
He sometimes upsets small ships and 
vessels. Whenever a whale wants food 
he goes through a large bunch of her
ring and gets about forty barrels for a 
meal. 

Whenever a ship gets a long distance 
from land there is a bird flying around 
the ship. The name of this bird is the 
sea gull. I will tell you the reason this 
bird flies around th© ship. It is because 
he is hunting food. What the people on 
the ship throws out this bird gets to 
eat. He sometimes follows ships hun
dreds of miles and hovers around them 
until they are almost to land. That is 
the way he gets his food. 

They completed their voyage la seven 
or eight days. After two or three days 
the bov became tired and seasick and 
when they came to land they were glad 
to get off. 

Harold Turk, age 11, 
•Ll-- Eldon. Ia., R. 2. 

Dear Juniors: 
I am writing to my cousin Deete. 

Dear Cousin: 
I will answer your letter I got Satur

day. Do you still drive old Baldy? 
Mamma has got all her cherries can

ned. She had thirteen gallons. Has your 
mamma got any cherries canned. **e 

celebrated here Saturday, You ought to 
have been here. We had a fine time, i 
rode on the merry-go-round. I had a 
fine time. I saw the push ball game. 

Neta Burtlow, age 11, 
Hedrick, la., R. 6-

George Washington — By 
Ruth Aurora Davis 

George Washington was born Febru
ary 22, 1732 near Bridge Creek, West
moreland county, Va., of English par
ents. He did not go to college, but was 
a surveyor in early life. When only six
teen years old he went into the 
of Virginia to survey some land De-
longing to Lord Fairfax. He did tne 
task so well that he wps asked to un
dertake a much more difficult ana 

dangerous journey. t 
At the time the Great Woods as tn 

land beyond the Ohio river was then 
called, was claimed by both the Engitsn 
and French. The English and tne 
French both tried to gain the friend
ship of the Indians. The governor oi 
Virginia sent a message to the Frencn, 
telling them the land belonged to tne 
English and the French had no ngnt 
to build their foi$s upon It. The per
son to be sent was to make his way for 
miles and miles through great forests. 
He must cross a range of mountains 
and rivers. IJe was also expected to 
make friends with the Indians. 

So George Washington was to under
take this dangerous task to carry tne 
message to the French commander. Tne 
day Washington received his orders ne 
started on his journey with some white 
men and two Indians. They carried 
their supplies with them on horseback. 
They rode all day long and at night 
set up their tents • near a spring or 
water and stayed until morning and 
traveled on. In a few days they came to 
an Indian village. The chief was very 

Captain Wild Goose 
Captain Wild Goose is an old gand

er. In the spring he forms his company 
into a great letter V and starts to fly 
north with them. 

He wears a black cap. His coat is 
light brown trimmed with lflack. His 
trousers are white and gray.1 His boots 
are black. You are sure to know him by 
the white spot on each cheek. 

As he goes through Skyland at the 
head of his flock he calls back, "Honk?'| 
as if to ask "How are you coming?" 
Then each pair In turn calls back 
"Honk!" 

If the day is bright and sunny he 
takes his band up quite high and they 
go very fast. If it is dark and looks like 
rain he goes slower and low down. 
Sometimes he loses his way and has to 
rest a while on the ground until the 
clouds go away. 

On his way to his summer vacation, 
if he hears andother flock of geeee honk 
to him he will turn out of his way to 
visit them. This is not a wise thing to 
do, for the calling geese may be In a 
cage, called a decoy, and somewhere 
near is a man with a gun ready to kill 
Captain Wild Goose. 

His summer home is among the 
marshes and lonely ponds of New
foundland. While there he never flies, 
but if he is surprised he ducks down in 
the water and leaves only his bill stick
ing up. He can run faster than a maji 
on the marshes. 

He lives on wild berries and the 
seeds of grasses. When the snow and 
frost come, then he takes his birds and 
all their little ones which have been 
born in the summer and flies south 
with them. The Journey is a long one 
and makes them very tired and thin, 
but they soon begin to get rested and 
fat enough to make good eating. This is 
how Captain Wild Goose lives. 

Lizzie Jones on Kindness to 
Animals 

Every one ought to be kind to a-ni-
mals. Because the animals do every
body some good. 

One day as I was going to school I 
saw a man whipping one of his horses 
because it did not back up to a door. 
The horse was so poor that it is a 
wonder it could stand up. 

One night I saw another man beating 
his cow because she would not corae to 
him when he called her. He got his 
dog after her and the dog bit places on 
the qow's sides until she bled. 

Another time when I was coming 
from school there was a little kitten in 
the road and a boy came out of a 
house and kicked it so hard that it 
hurt its back and legs. I think if that 
boy had been served the same way 
maybe he would have been a little more 
careful about kicking animals. 

Once when I was goinjf to town 
there was two children who had a dog 
and they had two strings around his 
neck, and each one was pulling the 
string. There was a woman coming be
hind me and she said "Why don't you 
children let the dog loose and let him 
go'home? If you don't you will choke 
him to death." 

The little girl said "Oh, that don't 
hurt him." And just then the boy 
kicked it Just as hard as he could; I 
think people like that had not ought to 
be allowed to keep any animals. 

Lizzie Jones, 
1013 E. Mary St., Ottumwa, Iowa. 

Three Former Presidents — 
By Marian Simmons 

Dear Jupiors: 
I am going to writ© about the tnre© 

presidents. First I will write about Ab
raham Lincoln'. 

Abraham Lincoln was born in Hardin 
county, Kentucky, February 12, 1808, 
and died in Washington, April 15. 1865, 
his ancestors, it is supposed, having 
immigrated to America with the fol
lowers of William Penn. Mr, Lincoln 
was assassinated by John Wilkes 
Booth while at Ford's theater, W»s>-
'ington, D. C., on the evening of April 
14, 1865, his dteath occuring the follow
ing day. 

George Washington was born in 
Westmoreland county, Virginia, Febru
ary 22, 1782. At his father's death, in 
1743, the lad received a portion of the 
family inheritance, which as years 
went on, came to be of considerable 
value—in fact, the struggle with pov* 
erty often incident to the lives of great 
men, was unknown to him. Washington 
was married to Mrs/ Martha Curtis, a 

A Spider's Home 
"What ails our new clock T' sail 

father one day, as he came home front 
his work and found mother Just put< 
ting on the potato kettle in order to gel 
dinner. "It 1b twelve o'clock now, and 
our clock lacks a whole half-hour of 
the right time." 

"I don't know," said mother; "It hai 
always kept very good time until now. 

Just then Elsa came running in fron 
school, saying, "O mother, I was late a< 
school this morning, and Miss Prentis* 
was so sorry because she had been 
teaching the children a new son* thai 
I missed!" 

Father moved both hands of the clock 
around until both'pointed straight up. 
Now Elsa knew what time it was, and 
guessed why she had' been late thai ' 
morning. "Now B!sa»" said father, "run 
over to Aunt Jennie's to see if we can 
borrow her watch for a day. If our 
clock keeps on telling the wrong tim« 
wo might be late again tomorrow with
out the watch." 

Elsa skipped away, pleased to help 
father, and pleased to think that Aunt 
Jennie might slip the watch chain 
around her neck and the pretty watch 
into her apron pocket, so that she 
could wear it all the way home. When 
she came back, the watch was hung up 
on a nail beside the clock. The next 
morning, when father looked, he found 
that the clock was slower than ever; 
but he again set it right with the 
watch. It could not keep up, but grew 
slower and slower, until finally it 
stopped altogether. 

"Now," said father, "I will open the 
door that has always been tightly 
closed, to see if I can find out the 
trouble with our new clock." Elsa and 
mother peeped over his shoulder, and 
what do you suppose they saw? Why, 
somebody's little home, all fixed up 
there among the pretty wheels, with 
curtains, draperies, and other silken 
things. The one who made all this was 
scampering away as fast as his sis 
lesrs could carry him. 

"That's right," said father, "hurry 
away; for you have Just tied our clock 
up with so muoh spinning that it can
not go at all. You and the clock are 
both busy workers; but you cannot 
work together, so you had better fix Up 
a ''ome somewhere else." 

Father brushed the spider's work all 
away, when the wheels commenced 
turning, and the pendulum said its soft 
"tick-took" again. Baby waved his tiny 
hand to show how the dock goes, f<or he 
had been watching, too. ftather set the 
hands again with Aunt Jennie's watch, 
and the next morning both were to
gether telling the right time. The watch 
was now carried home to Aunt Jennie, 
and after this the clock told father just' 
when to get up, mother just when to! 

get breakfast, Elsa Just when to get 
ready for school, and nobody need be 
late any more on aooount at sot 
knowing the right timet ^ 

Autobiography of a Silver 
Dollar — By Paul Paton " j 

I was lying in my home In the cold 
ground- when something sharp hit me. 
Then they put & white stick under me. 
and lit the string attached to it. Then! 
I heard a great noise and found myself: 

lying on the ground near my shattered 
homei I was put into a oar and taken to 
the top. I was put into a wagon and: 
taken to a place where the rock and, 
dirt which surrounded me was taken j 
off. I was made into a dollar.' I was' 
taken to the bank. A few days later a, 
rough looking man came In and bor«j 
rowed me. X was put in his pocket, 
which was very dark. I seen found a 
hole and got out. A little boy found mej 
and bought some articles at a grocery 
store. The grocer that evening went ton 
the bank and put some of my eompan-; 
ions and me back In our old home^ the 
bank. ! ! 

Paul T. Paton, \ 
<!1 BL Court Are., Chart too, la. j 

poliVer but woutd make no promises to wealthy widow, and retiring upon his 
help the English instead of the French 
should war break out between England 
and France. 

The chief went with Washington to 
deliver the message. After the French 
commander wrote in reply to the mt>s" 
sage Washington took the letter and 
prepared to return to the governor of 
Virginia. It was in the depth of winter 
and the weather was very cold. But 
they marched on without fear. They 
met many dangers beside cold and 
hunger. An Indian tried to shoot Wash
ington. He was taken prisoner, but 
Washington would not allow him to be 
punished. His gun was taken away 
from him and he was allowed to re
turn to his cabin. Th.ey were in great
er danger than before. They knew tne 
Indians would soon come back to at
tack them. All night long the weary 
men rode on. But they said there was 
no hurry for the others so Washington 
and a companion rode ahead. They 
came to a stream where they could not 
cross, so they cut down trees and got 
grape vines. Washington nearly sot 
drowned. He fell off the raft. The rait 
was blown upon an island. There wre 
no trees to build a fire and the rait had 
been carried down the stream. So they 
were obliged to pass the night without 
a fire. 

In the morning it was a joyful 
The Ice was from the island to tne 
shore. So they walked over the ice. 
They came to a store where they 
supplied with, their needs and they 

estate at Mount Vernon, devoted him
self to the care of his property which 
during the latter part of his life, con-
siste of about eight thousand acres. The 
number of slaves, including the^"dower 
negroes" was not far from 250, yet 
Washington, as his correspondent 
shows, was in all respects a kind and 
indulgent master. 

A closing incident of this fine urban
ity marked the occurrence of his death 
Dec. 14, 1799, "I feel myself going" he 
caid to his attendants. "I thank you for 
your attentions, but I pray you will 
take no more troubles about me." 

William McKinley was born at Niles, 
Trumbull county, O., on February 26, 
184<. He was an advance agent of 
prosperity. 

Marion Simmons, age 12, 
119 N. Ransom Sat., Ottumwa, Ia. 

The Toy Boat — By Felicia 
Zenor 

Once there was a little boy who lived 
by a little pond. 

He had a little boat and a ship. The 
boat was about two inches high and 
the ship 6 inches high and two inches 
deep. 

One day he took his boat, filled it 
with coal and got his ship and went 
down to the pond. 

He tied the boat on the back end of 
rvlr^aVnX p». t*e sh,p ond o„ 

He had a stick which he pushed the 

The Story of a Penny Made 
in 1905—By Isabdle Watts 

In a penny I was made la 1W8.1 first 
was in a big box of Mr. Brown's a 
banker. And then a man came la to 
cash some money and he took me and 
several others. 

When the man took me home he gave 
me to his little hoy. The bey pot me la 
a cupboard until'he went to town and 
then he gave me to a man for a whis
tle. 

Then the man gaye me to another 
man for change, and that man gave me 
to his little glrL He told her to go and 
get a pencil for her school. On her way 
up town she lost me in a mud hole and 
I am here yet. Nobody has ever found 
me. 

Isabelle Watts, age t, j 
R. No. 7, Ottumwa, la. ; 

The Meadow-Lark 
(By Marguerite Wilkinson.) 

There he Is, carolling, carolling— 
There he lp, here he is, singing his 

way— „ . 
Wistful, sweet bird of the meadowland. 

Gratefully wearing his Jacket of 
gray! 

Here he is, fluttering, fluttering 
Over the fields where the popples ara 

gay— 
Calling us into the meadowland, 

Joyfully singing tho scent of the 
hay! 

There he is. carolling, carolling— 
Hark to the song of him—listen—and 

pray— 
Take thy care into the meadowland; 

God lets the meadow lark sing .it 
away! 

Helen Derby Writes Letter 
to Her Mother j; 

message was safely delivered. In 1759 
he married Martha Dandridge Curtis. 
Washington was a planter living at 
Mt. Vernon, Va. when first elected 
president. He was inaugurated in li89, 

Dear Mamma: 
How are you. I am fine. What have 

, you been doing? I am very lonely. Edna 
! is getting along real well. We have 
about 350 little chickens and two pet 
lambs and a little pet pig and a little 

S^There ̂ was "a^ree near by. In it were j colt and _flve Jittle ̂ ldttens^and 3 little 
a bl^^bird and an owl. The owl wa^ajes and their names are Dot, Spot 

and "his "term* of office aggregated seven , on the low branch. He was asleep. The, and beauty. 
years, ten months and four days. In 
religion he was an Episcopalian. He 
died at Mt. Vernon Dec. 14, 1799 and 
was buried at the same place. He was 
67 years old when he died. /: 

Ruth Aurora Davis, age 9> ^ 
Mystic, Iowa, Box 337, 

blackbird watched him. On a stone j Our school is out. Sister Edna start-
were two frogs. There were eight fish ed to school in Albia. She is in the 7th 
in the pond. Near by are some spring grade. I am in the fourth grade. I went 
flowers. I think it was spring because to Sunday school last Sunday. When 
the boys had no coats on. 

Felicia Zenor, age 10, 
i'M 420 N. Milner, Ottumwa, Iowa, 

are you coming home? I would like to 
see you. 

^. Helen H. Derby, age I, 


