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(£aw a circus in all my born days!"

‘ Little Nat's face was tremulons it}
Ipngvrnm‘s. and even Aunt
|

bleading in those big brown eyes.

#HONORS FOR A COLLEGE JUNIOR. | “I'll take my own money and Il
' Dear Juniors: Today we have the D€ Just as good!™ pursued Nat,
ure of presenting to the readers |

opment of the Coal Industry in lowa," 3 :
/Helen Rowe a grown up Junior. YOUTe the minister's: boy,
elen {8 now attending the lowa state nms.sl("‘rs family has to set an ex
Mrnlty. She graduated from the 2mple.
wa high school with the 1916

A8 and was the valedictorian. Of
irse you- all know that when a grad-
| delivers the valedictory address
(or he) stands highest in the class.

persizted Nat.

dren.
“But why?" urged Nat. “If

isn't it for a deacon's boy?”

pamphlet issued by the state
“It isn't exacily

partment of public instruction on'!
% day whick will be celebrated
&y, Oct. 20. Any Junior can pro- minister's fgmiy must
re this little booklet by calling at formed to the world.”
ie offices of the county -superinten-| “But I don’t want to,” walled Nat
pats of schools or by writing to the “It's just hard 'mvff tryin' to be good
artment of public
ichools at the Des Moines capitol [one else, 1 do!”
flding. Albert M. Deyoe is the state| “Ii’s no. use talking,”
ntendent.of public instruction. Nabby, firmiy.

; Nat
said persuasively: “Aunt
couldn’t I sin just this time?

not be con

Nabby
I'd jus

,~—anything if 1 can only
, circus.”

“Nathanael Dean!” exclaimed Aun
stop teasin’. What can't be can't be
You can see the procession
into town — all the lions, elephants

the boys are going, and I never, noves:

Nabby’'s |
stout old heari weakened before the'

“It isn't_the moncy, Nattie,” began
"Aunt Nabby, slowly; “Id just as soon
as not let ycu have ft — but you see
and the

/“But every one else's boy is goiag.
“All the deacons echil-
Why can't a minisgter's boy go?
“It's different,” raplied Aunt Nabby.
it's
len’s composition is published in a Wicked for a minister's boy to go, why

- wicked,” went on
Aunt Nabby, “it's just worldly, and a

instruction of,I want to go to the circus like every

’
gaid  Aun
was silent for a moment, then
ras roon have a whipping, or go to bed

i without my supper, or pile wood, or
go to the

Nobby. almost explosively, “you just

come

and tigers — but you can't go to the

- —————
.

LEADING A BLIND BRITISH SOLDIER
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Merl Richardson

Years and years ago there lived a
little boy named Timothy.

It never occurred to Timothy to
than any other 12 year old boy.
the kind of Christmas trees he had
geen look very much llke any other
trees. They had not been Christmas
trees—no tinsel, no glitter, or color and
not a single present on them.

This year Timothy felt very import-
anlt‘. for he was to cut all the trees him-
self.

Timothy had never known a father's
or mother’'s love.

Mr. Stokes the man Timothy lived
with and worked for had broken his
leg before tree cutting time.

It was not thought of that the usual
sale of Christmas trees be omitted.
Simon Stokes never missed & chance to
make money. For years he had sent
nice Christmas trees to a near by city
and sold. Although he never let the
trimming of a tree form any parts of
his plans. He did not even dream of a
child being In his home for TI/mothy
was only Timothy, g

When Timothy went {0 cut the ever-
grens he was cautioned to seleet the
best and nicest for the orphan asylum.

Timothy left\this tree until the last
one, so he would have that to look
forward to and as he cut this one and
placed it so nicely he felt he was doing
something toward helping the ladies to
trim the tree. Timothy could image
this tree all trimmed up. .

A clever idea came to Timothy. It
had grown until it now was a big Idea.
“I'll do it"” he sald aloud to himself.

Up In his room with his jack knife,
bits of sandpaper and red cedar Tim-
othy was very hrvay, He whittled and
sandpapered until ha had a nice little
| set of dominos, rockine chair, and two

!'),wm and tied and marked them neatly.
o

An Unusual Story — ByA“;—rying to Please Every-:

boast of seeing more Christmas trees|
For was afraid of automobiles.

| dancing Fears made. Then he wrapned |

body” —- By Leah Battin | 1 he Development of

One day a man and his son were
driving a donkey to the fair. The man’s

name was Mr. Jones and his snn's‘ lowa_byHelen Rowc

name was Rob Jones and their don-
Iowa's greatest wealth lies not only in

key's name was Jim.
Now Jim was a lazy old mule and

' He wouldn't hardly go at all when hel¢ha develo

was going anywhere besides home and | mations u
|1t he was going home he would nearly
I break his neck to get there.

Now this morning they were driving
him to a little buggy and he was going
pretty slow when an auto came along,
Mr, Jones picked up his lines so ‘he
could hold him. He gave one of them

pment of the geological for-
rlying that soll, of which
| the chief product is coal. : :

the nation in 1914 was tenth in output
and ninth in value.. Considering the
states west of the Mississippi, she is
:clacto‘nduln both output and- value, The
to Rob and he took the other. He and .g:t:f g,?;‘m“,:f,',"fo”{'g?,,'“.'f: ;&?‘;3
would not go It jeither of them;got :n.! Missouri, Jowa then came to the front,
wou not go eithe rof them got In, | w 5
0O e g where, she remained until 1908 when
Mr. Jones was taking a large squash
to the fair or he would have left Jim
at home,

Well this auto is coming very fast so
! I,Fueu we will have to turn to it.

leads, lowa following
place with the production of 7,614,143
tons in 1915, with a value of $18,577,608.
g The state census for 1910 shows - the

ollowing facts, concerning coal min-
ing: that $13,877,781 are realized from
all the mining industries of Iowa, and
that 91.4 per cent come directly from
the mining of bituminous coal;
that out of the 19,904 people employed

“Well, T just know, if there don't come
{one of them automobiles,” sald Mr.
IJomns.
| "Yep, there comes one,” sald Rob.

“Now, Rob, you take one of these
jlines, and I'll take the other,” said Mr.
Jones,

. “All right, pa” said Rob.

“Hold tight,” sald Mr. Jones.

Rob held tight.

The auto whizzed by and Jim ran off
and like to tore up jack.

_Pretty soon they got up to the high

school and met a lot of girls.

One of them said “Did you ever see
such fools?”

“No, I never did,” said another, “they
trudge on foot when they might ride.”

Mr. Jones and Rob were willing to do
anything to please¢e so Mr. Jones put
Rob in the buggy and went on until
, they came to a group of old men com-
{Ing along, .

One of them sald “Well 1[I thought
! there was respect to old age these days,

gaged in coal mines. Another {nterest-
Ing fact Is that one-fourth the mining:
wage earners are employed in six large -
mines which give work to more than
five hundred each, In 1902, the bitumin-
ous industry was valued at. $8,860,287
and in 1910 was placed at $132,682,108,
making an increase of 46.8 per cent.
The coal beds of Iowa are lenticular
In arrangement and the more important

feet in thickness, with four feet as the
average. The coal fields are nearly all

few hundred acres in arca.
of the great interior coal fields of
third of the state occupled by it. The

the Coal Industry in.

P

the culture of her rich soll, but also in .

Towa's rank among all the states of '

2
Colorado surpassed her. Colorado still
in the second .

also. .

In general mining, 92.1 per cent are en- :

ones vary from thirty inches to seven =

rather local, many covering less than a s
Iowa is the northernmost extension """

the

United States, with only the southern ™"

coal belt extends over twenty thousand =
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# FORMER COURIER JUNIOR.

‘Helen's article appears in another
olumn. . We also found Helen’s pic-
ure. However it does not look exactly

iikeniess of her when she wrote com.

tpositions for The Junior,

ﬁ‘ﬁl JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY

e CONTEST.

' Last week we announced a new con-

tand as it does not close until Oct.

we will reprint the rules again.

J we saw a beautiful picture.

). picture suggested the subject
contest—James Whitcomb

ou all will remember that Mr.

was one of America's greatest
tll’tllzu he died Saturday night,

will try and describe the picture
ve us the suggestion for the
tcomb Riley contest: In the
jor is a splendid likeness of the
. And surrounding it are several
Irations (pictures) of seven of his
o8, among them being: The Old
n' Hole; That Old Sweetheart
b3 When the Frost is on the
n and Out to Old Mary's.
‘we want all the Juniors, big
8, to write compositions, using
helir subjects, James Whitcomb
,-ar American poets. The prizes
1'bela collection of Mr. Riley's
pems, the judges making the selec.
lion after reading the compusitions.
e ages of the writers, of course, will
determine the collection of poems most
nitable. We would like to offer one
 these very beautiful Riley pictures,
ut o far we have been unable to se-
C any more copies. Thigs contest
“will run all through the month of Octo-

b compositions each week,
THE PRIZE WINNERS,

* The prizes winners in the contests
ed Sept. 30 are: Audrey Orman,
Louise Brown, Helen Rae, Louise
mon, Mary Gonterman, . Margaret
hside, Olive Morrow and Mildred

diton. Virginia Rice is awarded
prize for the best circus story.
{ OTHER SUBJECTS.

‘We all want the juniors to send in
pol compositions and other stories
Besides the ones on the subjects we

[gest. - Bometimes children can
Ite better. compositions when choos-
Bg their own subjects. We especially
ot letters and ancestor stories.
jencourage originality and variety
' the juniors’ work the following list

$ glven:
i' School compositions.
i Ancestor stories,
‘' Interesting letters.
45 Book reviews.
= U | stories.

Current events.
8oldler stories related by veterans
‘and retold by juniors.
o et prizes from among the follow-
BE: Bluebird pin, friendship link
‘box of letter paper, doll, box of
bol supplies, box of candy, knife,
ball, etc.

The Story of a Nickel.

My Best Friend.

A Pet Dog. ’

Corn and Apples.

Sweet Potaces and Cotton.
A 'Cw-

’.
K

é
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A
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looks now, but it is a good

However, we will print some of |

tink or sharp lead pencil.

' ANOTHER CONTEST.
We algo want the Juniors who! 3.

hlnk- the other subjects are too hard |and state your age.

10 write on one of the following sub.! 4.

Jects l
|

circus.”

“l don't want to see the animals,”
wailed Nat. “I've seen 'em once, and
jthe lion looks like an old door-mat.
‘T want to see the ladies walk on tho
| wirg: and ride bareback and jump
through the hoops, I do! I want to
see th2 Queen of the East attended'
by her band of Beauteous and Re-
nowned Dancing Girls" —

on the beach to paddle.
as the guide for one of the men who 1

Visitors at one of the homes In En gland for blind soldiers lead them out !
This photog raph shows a little girl who is acting

ost his sight in the trenches,

“Stop jest there,” interrupted Aunt
Nabby, sternly. “A minister's son
talkin' about dancin’! You can't go
and don't you bother your pa askin’,
for it won't be any use,”

mile or so out among the farms to
meet the circus and escort it into
town,
Nat woke about six and heard the
Aunt Nabby's tones were fiercer!commotion from the Common, where
than her feelings. Down' deep she the big tent was being pitched. He
could not help deploring the fact that had no inclination to run down and
even a seven-year-old mite of a min-|see — he found it easier to shut away
ister's son must set an example for!each tantalizing sight and sound.
godly living. Aunt Nabby was a diplomat. She an-
Nat ran away to the barn and hid|nounced at the
in his favorite nook in the loft, where her cousin Sarah’s niece's twins at
the first ingathering of scented hay!Hilltop were sick and she meant to
was softly plled and the summer!spend the day there and relleve their
breeze came pleasantly through the weary mother.
great upper door. There he cried and! “You men had better go fishing,”
cried until his poor little head ached,she concluded benevolently. “They
with a dull throbbing pain, but the;say there's a master lot of trout in
pain in his heart was greater. He was'South Run, and yer dinner's all put
sure he didn't want any other father up on the kitchen table.”
'but the thoughtful-eyed one in the; So nine o'clock saw the old white
Istudy below, busy with the Sunday’s | horse jogging over the hills. Aunt
sermon. But he did dare wish that|Nabby( with Nat beside her, did the
that same father hadn't felt calleddriving, while father and Brother
upon to preach the gospel. Mason discussed Free Will on the
The sound of the supper awoke the|back seat.
little man from the cieep which had By and by they dropped Aunt
followed the tempest of tears. He|Nabby at Cousin Sarah’s niece's, but
|stumbled down the ladder and en-|lke, g long-limbed hired man, took her
‘tered the house, to be captured by|place and drove them miles into the
| Aunt Nabbxy woods. :
| “Brotheryhnson's come to spend a; “Goin’ to the circus, Bub?" he in-
few days,” she said, “an’ you jest put|quired genially.
on a clean blouse ard let me comb| ‘“No,” replied Nat, briefly, and winc-

that curly wig an' he sure you wash|ing a little.
up clean.” “Didn't ye wanter?”
Aunt Nabby's tones were energetic, “Yes, 1 did.”

“Then why didn't ye go? Every one
round here's goin tomorrer wh.er'n it
zits to Burrill Centre, I'm goin' ef

(but there was a certain rough kind-!
{ness which made itself felt. Perhaps

ih"r down-deep feelings had been trou-

blesome during the afternoon “clean-|] walk every step.”
| ing-up.” Nat hesitated, then said boldly but
| Nat’s heart was lighter, for he|{with a certain dignity: “You see I

loved “Brother Mason" and looked for-|can't go because I'm a minister’s son.
'ward to his visits. The Rev. James | Ministers’ families must set an ex-
{Mason was a superannuated minister!ample for godly living, Aunt Nabby
Jof nearly eighty, who still went about |savs.”

jon his Father's business, preaching in! “Je-hosophat!” declared Ike, after a
|country schools and farm houses, nndlpmlonrzad start, but there was a
ldoihg service, as occasion ‘"‘"i\\nrld of kindness in his eyes.
strength permitted, where other min- If there had been no circus, Nat
isters were too busy or indifferent 10| would have enjoyed that day with un-
go. He had a mild, beautiful old face feigned delight. The woods were ful)
crowned with silvery hair.  Nat| ¢ constant surprises. Once they saw
{thought he must be like the apostles,|, white owl blinking on a blasted
and his child heart always opened tof ina again a deer’s antlers rose above
the dear old saint's loving ways. So!{ihe underbrush. Nat watched a gor
:hv ran eagerly into the parlor ﬂnd!gv()llﬁ scarlet bird bathe in a little pool
{hugged Drother Mason almost as hap-|\(pjle his duller mate hovered in the
ipily as if no circus existed. I!hIr‘kel. And the brook was at its
The next morning nearly all DOWDN- |} oat and sang and shouted over its!
ing rose with the sun and trudged a ciones. Nat even caught a dear little|
o P > | speckled beauty — his very first
tront. and he experlenced that thrill

Select prizes from among the fol-

!]ﬂ‘l)c‘:li::f: d(};illl)x I‘('x:i;‘:-ln(‘ylr:v.tf(?:,l'(m”' mu";m‘ all svccessful anglers from Isaak
g L 7 : e Walton down. Ike, too, bad a series
i ALLkABOUT];ri.l.zEs of remarkable adventures to relate]
| We do wish the Juniors w;m!d ac | Which made Nat feel that he was al-
lknowledgc their prizes. ‘n'ml_l '!’:wp bravest gentleman of his ac-
{ If any Junior has ever failed to re. |GU2INIADCS. ; ST
{coive a prize after his or bor name an. | Y5 Aunt Nabby's scheme was a

y I S hErasue up. complete  success — almost. But |

f|n-:1rod in this paper, it is because the

wrong address has heen given yua, |there were times when a shadow fell.

| The noise of South Run gave way fo

When we say wrong address we es. ! :
| pecially refer to incomplete addresses. | the roar of an applauding crom'l. He
All city Juniors should put their |RO longer saw the sun-flecked woods
street number and all Juniors living 'but two airy figures balancing on a
in the country should put their boy | Wire. and the (‘lown!l jokes tri

1 lumphed over even Ike's most hair

i number or failing to have a box .wmI‘

tin, their parents’ names. breadth escapes.

breakfast table that|

!.\lar-‘on is very kind.”

“Would yvou like to go, Son?" in-'
, quired father,
i, “Yes, please,” replied/ Nat, with
%

brightening eyes.

So Nat had another holiday. driving
through the pleasant valley with dear
Brother Mason. They reached West
Townley and despatched their errands,
then had dinner at the hotel.

West Townley was something of a
place, so the dinner was good, and—
joy of joys — Brother Mason in-
quired quite casually for ice cream!
There was none on the regular. bill,
but some one could run across to the
ice cream saloon and get — well,
should it be strawberry or vanilla?
Nat was so overcome he could not de-
cide, whereupon Brother Mason pro-
posed that he have both.

Dinner was finished in a whirl of
emotions, and at its eclose they
climbed into the carriage and began
the homeward journey. By and by
they came to a place where two roads
met, and Brother Mason calmly turned
into the left-hand one, which said as
plain as plain could be on its sign-
board, “Burrill Center, 3 miles.”

Nat was astonished and after a little
sald modestly, “Are you sure this is
the right road, Brother Mason?"

“Sure, Son!"” replied Brother Mason,
emphatically.

A mile or so farther on Nat ven-
tured timidly, “1 didn’t know we could
get to Downing this way.”

“Didn't you?" said Brother Mason,
with twinkling eyes.

Later still they drove into Burrill
Center, and Nat saw the big circus
tent locming up before him. He glanced |
lat Brother Mason apprehensively, but
the dear old face wore its usual look
of placid calm. What was going to
happen? ;

Brother Mason put up the horse at
the hotel, then, taking Nat's hand,
walked down to the curcus grounds as
easily as if it had been a dally cus.
tom.

‘Ut three neat little cards and
wrote on them: “For the thinnest one,”
“For the Littlest one,” “For the lone-
somest one.” Thev were tiedato the
tree and sent to the big city.the nexj'
day. And when the rich ladies went t
dress the tree they were found. And
the good ladies and they  were mo
{ fouched over them they knew some thin!
little lonesome child had made them.
So they set out to find him for they |
felt that he wanted to see a real;
Chrietmas tree, and so they saw !
superintendent and <ot Simon Rtokml'
name and one eood lady went out for
Timothy and when she saw him she
recognized him as her own child whn]
in someé wav was lost eight vears be-|
fore. And Timothy not = onlv found
presents and a Christmassy Christmas
tree. But a real mother and heme,

Merl Richardson, |

Look at that idle young rogue riding
and his poor old father walking.”

They heard this and Rob got out and
Mr. Jones got in.

Then they met a company of women
and children and several tongues were
going at once,

One woman sald “Look at that lazy
old man riding and his poor little boy
walking. I would be ashamed of my-
gelf if T couldn’t let my poor little boy
ride. That poor little fellow can hardly
keep up either.” '

So Mr. Jones took Rob up behind him
and soon came up to a store and the
kecper was standing out in front of It
He saw Mr. Jones and Rob coming and
! said “does that donkey belong to you
sir?”

“Yes sir,”” said Mr.. Jones.

“Yon shounldn't load him so heavily,”
said the man. “You two are more able

Age % years, 7t hgrade. | 3 ,
Fremont, Towa. l(t.t;r;x;.r;,\oulne poor beast than he is ‘to
ASAR IS At " “Who owns this donkey, me or yoy?"'
Lillian Burton Spent Her! saia M. Jones.
5 $ . i “Oh, I was just telling you not to
Vat‘ltlon in MISSOIII'I ‘:((::g,::lm 80 heavy, sald the store
: Just then an Irishman came up to
the store.
Dear Junior Friends: He said ' “Hav yez got eny clean

This is the first letter I have written. | shirts?" He noticed that the store keep-
I am going~{o write about my vaca-| er was real untidy and he thought he
tion, would play a joke on him.
I went to Misrsouri. | wont home!an';i?:;:.;o:ald “tlt;e,-lore keeper,
with my Aunt Pansy. We rode on|2™ ! "
the train seven hours. We never went! ,,.,,%:,:;d pulone on then, sald
out home where she lived. She stayedi Mr. Jones just laughed and laughed
at her friend's home for supper. We ! about it but he thought he could show
took auto rides and had a dandy time.|that old store keeper so he sent Rob
We went out into the woods lnd;aher a couple of stout poles and he
took our dinners and picked flowers Went and got a rope.
and came back home toward evening.| Then they tied Jim's feet onto the

We waded in the pond and watchod‘22:,"'5"',’"’.,5::’";’:: O and. QLBE poles
them swim. : ¥

They went ~n until they came to a

We wentito many moving plicture|bridge. Jim got scared and kicked and
shows. 1 did lots of things for Aunt|they couldn’t hold him any longer and
Pansy.- I came back home by my-|he tumbled off into the river and
self. 1 was glad to gee my mamma |9rowned.

Mr. Jones and Rob had to walk home
again and daddy, too, and my old|.n4 wher they got there Mrs. Jones was
friends again.

ready for them.

I like Missouri but I like my old| She had got supper and it was 10
home town best, where I was born and | ©'clock when they got home so0 she was
Siibhods Towill T e TataveR | pretty mad and she had the rolling pin,

2 {the broom and a good switch for to

Well, friends, I will close for this ! Colcome them home with.
time and will write about my an-
cestors next time.

very
the

As they were coming in at the gate
she met them with her rolling pin, ete.

“Where have you been and where In
Jim?" she asked.

Mr. Jones told her about It,

“Well, I vum,” 'she said, “if you ain't
about the greenest boobs I ever met, I'll
eat my old felt hat."”

Li)‘lan Burton.
Ottumwa, Ia., 2020 Emma street.

T he Cardinal Flower

She ve Rob a whipping and gave
Mr. Jorfeés some whacks with the rolling
M. E. Merrill. pin.

Nat's head whirled and he could
scarcely believe his eyes. Bmthor'
Mason lald down some money at a)
window and recelved two pink tick-|
ets; then they went inside.

“We'll need peanuts,” he remarked!
briskly, “gnd pink popcorp.” He hailed '
a passing vender, and soon a big bag
distended each side pocket of the min-
isterial coat.

“Like lemonade, Son?”

Nat nodded, his heart too full for
speech.

Well, they visited all the animals
and fed them, then they entered the
Ring, for the performance was about
to begin. They saw the grand entry,
the feats of the acrobats and wire-
walkers, the antics of the clown and
the thrilling, hair-breadth perform-
ances of this and that Signor or
Signora of “world-wide celebrity.”.
Many onlookers noticed the white-
haired man and the shouting curly-
haired lad at his side. There were
smiles and nods of recognition, for
Brother Mason's scattered sheep were
present in great numbers; those who

| They reached home by nine, plck-
rafter the names of the winners ara | ing up Aunt Nabby on the way. The|
! sublished. | circus was still in full blast. Nat saw
its lights although Aunt Nabby skil-
{fully approached the parsonage by a,
back road, and he heard its music as
he undressed. The next morning be-;
| fore gunrise, the circus was on its way
to Burrill Centre, !

Brother Mason looked kindly at the,
small boy across the breakfast table ;

“Bueiness calls me to West Townley
today,” he remarked, and I'm wmular'

We send our prizes within one week

I{SEVEN RULES FOR THE JUNIORS.
1. Use one side of the paper only.
2. Write neatly and legibly, usinlzi

Alwavs sign your name in full
Do not copy storips or

and send us as your own work,
5. Number your pages,

poetry
.
“Why, of course, of course,” said|

Aunt Nabby, briskly. “It'll be just the
thing for Nattie. I'm sure Brother

and address in fall.
7. Address envelope to The Courn
ier Junior. A

Bt

were too poor to raise a quarter for |
Gospel Hymns still had managed in!
scme way to get to the clrcus,

The two had reached home and were
turning in at the parsonage gate when
Nat suddenly choked and said,
“Brother Mason, I'll just have to tell
my father!” -

“Why, of course,” replied his old |
friend, cheerily. 3

Father was waiting for them on thel
porch, and Nat, leaping from the car
riage, rushed into his arms.

may whip me real hard — but we've
been!”
The Rev. John Dean stood trans.

l

[They seek the babbling brooks and

They tried to please everybody and
pleased nobody and lost old Jim be-
sides,

i Leah Battin,
West Grove, 'a.

The Rescue — School Com-
position By Florence
- Leona Owings

One day as Jessle and Frank were
walking they heard a nolse by the road-
side. They loked -and saw a dog lying

The cardinals are all aglow.
Their rich red robes a glorious show.

lakes
Where their reflections beauty makes.
They wave glad greetings as you
come ’
To find them in their shaded home.
Not solemn cardinals, 'tis true,
Save in their gowns of rich red hue,
Yet we can make In thought a prayer
Of thanks, and Nature’'s bounty share.

7 in the weeds, Then they heard the
fixed, ynable to utter a word. But | rumbling of wheels. The carrlage has
Brother Mason dismounted leisurely|ryn over this dog, said Frank. Then
and remarked with his usual sweet | Frank took his handkerchief and
calmness — bound the dog's foot up. Let us take

“Yes. we've been to the circus nnd‘“m' dog home with us, said Jessie. All

el d, i right.
a:;;p '{:’(liah‘ yi?‘o hld":,'::ff'ﬁon:‘fo’:,’! They took the dog and went home,
B "h D Y it d "t d' The father and®* mother did not want to
fosher: Lean.. ioun see. 0esnt dO yeep the dog. One day the father and
to expect too much ‘godly llving' when | nother went to town. Let us take a
we are only seven, even If we are the! walk, sald Jessie, As they were walking
minister's boy. I'm an old man,|along they came to a stream, They be-
Brother Dean, and when we are old | san throwing sticks into the stream.
things seem different. ‘Ive said ‘No'|Just then Jessie lost her balance and
more than once to five little children | f¢!l into the stream.
just because they were minister's! When Carlo saw Jeu'ln fall into the
hildren. When ypu bave nothing  Stream he did not know  what to do.
> : of littl d jHe went Into the stream and caught
but a row of little graves — and mem-!), ), o¢ jessie's dress and brought he
:;T'l;‘l -t Brother Dean, things seem |, the nh't‘)re.l ’l‘ha)&:en! :on}e. ':he do:
ifferent.” at their heels. ‘hen the father an
Father did not reply for a moment.

mother came home they praised and
Perhaps he was thinking of that ope,Pettvd the dog.
grave — his boy's nfother’s { The next two or three weeks Jessie
' : Vi in bed.
“It’s all right, Son,” he sald, hold:| " Carlo would
ing him fight. *1 didnt
wanted to see the circus so much and:

know you,and see Jessie.
Carlo and Frank were very glad when

6. Always H':l"‘;‘hﬂil"‘ of a prize on {ing if Brother Dean can spare a cer-| “We've been — we've been to the,I'm glad Brother Mason has been mon'Je;l;:c x;:t“w(en.l a5 T,
'a separate piece of paper, with name ! (ain Nathanael to be my companion.” 2 “an' F — vou! at fall Carlo went to school w
D I paj € ftain Nathanae Y p jcircus,” he said, “an' Father vou  thoughtful than I Jenete and. Frank; He carried thole s

“Well — I never!"” ejaculated Aunt
Nabby in the doorway, “I declare I be,
too. Now, you all ,em fn to supper.” |

.
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square miles and runs from the north- &
west to the southeast, following the Des
Moines rivér from Fort Dodge to Keo-
kuk and extending west through' the
southern counties,

The geological name for the most im-
portant coal bearing beds of Iowa is the
Des Moines stage pr the lower coal
measures, These # are divided inte

Cherokee, Appanoose and Pleasanton.
However, there is no clear dividing line
but the divisions are derived from cer-
tain characteristics of each formation. ; -
From eighty to ninety per cent oi'
our coal is obtained from the Cherokee
division which is In the very center of
the local region and follows the Des
Moines river from Webster county to
Van Buren county, iIncluding Boone,
Polk, Jasper, Marion, Mahaska, Wapel-
lo, Monroe, Lucas and Jefferson coun-
ties. An important division economical-
1y I8 the Appanoose so called from Ap-
panoose county and -besides including
the counties of Warren, Guthrie, Dallas,  *
Madisonn and Wayne. The chief coal
seam of this division is the Mystic rfeam
which underlies 1,500 square miles in
Appanoose and Wayne counties. It is of
regular structure and although . only
thirty inches: thick, its persistency en-
ables it to be extensively and . easily
mined. b ] 3 A
The" Pleasanton {s the upper division
of the Des Moines stage and Is not of
much Importance in fowa. Above it/ars
the strata of the Missour! stage, or the
upper coal measures which include
Page, Adams, Montgomery, Mills, Fre-
mont and Taylor counties, and contain
a few thin seams of coal the most Im-
portant of which is the Nodaway, about
sixteen inches thick! AP
The majority of the mines in lowa %
work quite near the surface, the deep-
est shaft going 340 feet. The original
coal supply of Iowa was 29,160,000,000.
tons, while the coal exhausted between
1840 and the end of 1915 was approxi-
mately 300,000,000 tons Includ a
waste of half a ton for each ton mined
According to the rate of production for
1915, which was 7,614,143 tons, Profes-
sor George F. Kay, state geologist, says
that ‘the coal still avallable in Towa is
about 28,863,000,000 tons, and that there
will be coal for at least 2,500 years to
come,

Olive Morrow’s School Com-
position on The Argen-
tine Republic

I have not written to the Courier
Junior for some time. I am eleven years
old and 1 go in the seventh grade at
school. We have been studying for
same time about South  America, of
which I find the topic on Argentine re-
public is the most interesting.

Argentine  Republic has an area
about one-third as large as that of |
the United States, and it Is mostly a
Jarge plain broken only by occasional
low hills. The southern portion iIs prac-
tically uninbabited for it Is occupled
only by a few wild Indian tribes. It I8
too the largest country lying in  the
temperate portion of SBouth America
and has developed rapidly in agricul-
ture and manufacturing. We find also
that it is a very Important grain rais-
ing country and the abundance of grass
on the pampas makes grazing very im--
portant. Wheat, flax and oats are the
chief agricultural products and wheat
has increased so rapidly that 2,000,000
ltona are now exported annually. The
wool produced is too, very fine and it
is natural that Argentine Republic is
next to Australia, the most Important
wool producing country in the world.
Beunos Aires, the capital, Is the chief
port and has a population nearly as
large as Philadelphia.

About one-half the trade of South
America is carried on by the Argentine
Republic. It Is the most important
country of South America.

Olive Morrow,
Bloomfield, Ia,, Box 95.

t/Orah Laughlin Writes About

Her School, Fairview

PR

Dear Junlors:

I thought I would write and tell you,
about my school.

There are twelve pupils in my school,
{ My playmates are Catherine Hootman,
| Jean Nelson and Marjorie Wolfe. The
name of my school Is Fairview. | have
only a half of a mile to go to school,
i My teacher’s name is Miss Ruby Mope

- Ora Laushiin, sg 1.
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