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roof over his head. Where was he,
and what smelled so sweet right under
his head?

Then his eyes shone happily. Why,
of course!—camping out—camping out

THREE PRIZE WINNERS.

Dear Juniors: The three judges
who pass on the work of The Courier
Juniors and who decide to whom the
prizes must be awarded, say that the
Red Cross prize goes to Dorothy
Lynn Gates, and the other two prizes
to Clarence Stewart and Emmett Fel-
Jows. Several of the Juniors work-
ing in the various contests forgot to
tell how old they were. We must al-
ways know the ages of the Juniors.
The three prize winners complied
with all the seven rules.

CONTEST SUBJECTS.

We all want the Juniors to send in
school compositions and other stories,
besides the ones on the subjects we
suggest. Sometimes children can
write better compositions when choos-
#ng their own stbjects. We especially
\want letters and ancestor stories. To
encourage originality and variety in
the juniors’ work the following list is
given:

Scheol compositions.

Ancestor stories.

Unusual stories.
Current events.
Soldier stories related by veterans
and retold by juniors.
Select prizes from among the fol-
Sowing: Book, box of letter paper,
‘don, box of school supplies, box of
jeandy or a knife.

ANOTHER CONTEST.
We also want the Juniors who
think the other subjects are too hard
to write on one of the following sub-

|
i
i
:

The Story of a Nickel.

My Best Friend.
i A Pet Doa.

Corn and Apples.

Sweet Potatoes and Cotton.

A letter.

Select prizes from among the fol-
Jowing: Box of candy, football, roller
skates, doll, knife or book.

ALL ABOUT PRIZES.

We do wish the Juniors would ac,
knowledge their prizes.

If any Junior has ever failed to re-
ceive a prize after his or her name
appeared in this paper, it is because
the wrong address has been given us.
When we say wrong address we
especially refer to incomplete ad-
dresses. All city Juniors should put
their street number and all Juniors|
living in the country should put their

~sumber or failing to have a box
gend in their parents’ names.

Glenn Stewart—How Billy-

.| smelled!

,Joseph begged, “You

watch for him and give him some more

at last, for the first time in his little
seven years—and hadn't he always
known just how it would be, because
mother used to go camping with her
mother and father every summer, be-
ginning at two, and here he was seven!
—and hadn’t she told him just how
sweet the fir bough bed would smell
under his head when he went to sleep?
But though he had tried and tried to
pretend it all, he never could begin
to pretend so sweet a smell as this.
The night before, he and mother had
cut the boughs themselves, with his
own new camp hatchet, and had piled
up a high, springy bed. With some
thick blankets over it, no one ever
had had so comfy a hed; and he had
tumbled into his fragrant nest, and
that was all he knew till just now,
when he opened his eyes and saw the
tent roof instead of his own ceiling,
and smelled the sweet fir boughs.
He looked across the tent. Mother
and daddy had gone; and was it a fire
he heard crackling outside, and daddy
whistling? That must be bacon he

Out he fled, in a fever of impatience,
just as the corner of the tent flap was
lifted up and mother peeped cautious-
ly in. He was about to shout good
morning when she put her finger on
her lip, and, crossing quickly to him,
drew him to the tent door, whispering:

“Keep quiet, and see that cunning,
cunning chipmunk out there on the
log where we put our wash basin and
pail of water last night. He doesn’'t
know what to make of that shiny tin
basin, does he? See how he whisks
his tail, and tries to find out what is
on his log—and yet he doesn’'t dare
touch it.”

“Oh, mother, isn't he funny? See
him now! He sat right up and folded
his hands on his stomach, and chat-
tered to himself about it!” chuckled
Joseph, gleefully, under his breath.

That was Joseph's first glimpse of
Skipjack, as he promptly named his
little chipmunk friend.

“We'll be very friendly and quiet
with him,” advised mother, “and per-
haps he may grow friendly with us.”

So in a few days, when the camp
provisions needed replenishing, and
daddy had to tramp to the nearest
little mountain town to get more,
won't forget
plenty of peanuts for Skipjack, will
you, daddy?”

Daddy promised, and brought such
a big bag that even Joseph was satis-
fied.

“Let’s put two or three out on the
wash basin log, and then he'll be
pleased and come again, and we'll

every, time and see if we can’t get him

kins Saved The Train.

Little Billykins sat by the window in!
his father's cottage looking at the big
drops of rain as they fell on stones in
the yard and as they ran down the
window pane. !

His father had sent for a beautiful
express wagon for Billykins,

Billykins had planned to go to the
station that ' afternoon to get his
wagon if it was there. But the rain had
checked his plans.

That evening the expressman drove

up to the door and “nloaded a bright
ecolored express wagon.
Billykins clapped for joy and had his
mother bring it in so he could play
with it. His mother said he could 8o
out with it the next day.

The next morning he awoke bright

early and having taken his express
&on went down to the railroad where
e knew he could find some rtones ta
ut on his wagon. As Billykins round-
a curve he saw a mass of dirt and
on the track. No trains had
iflsed and so nobody knew it was
|there but Billykins and he did not
1think af a trin heine wrecked there
ond »0 set to work gathering stones.

Alter wiuie he heara a surill whistle

d he knew it was a train. His wagon

too many heavy rocks on it for

tm to pull off the track, and to take

he rocks out of his wagon and then

it off would be too late, for the

n was coming on the side of the

track he was on. And so he knew no

other way to save his wagon than to
Fun up the track and stop the train.

At last the engineer saw him ani
stopped the train and growled “Why
d@» you stop the train?””

' Billykins answered, “I can't get my

wagon off the track down there

sound the curve.”
The engineer went to help him get
%t off. And when he got in sight of the
ga of rocks he said My boy, vou
ve saved hundreds of lives on this
train, Then the engineer pulled his ex-
ress wagon off the track. And then
picked Billykins up and set him on
Bis shoulder and hurried back to the
tvain. They all gave three cheers for
Billykins, Then the men set to work
and dug the mass of dirt and rocks

‘Trom the track.

Then the engineer took BEillykins and
M= express wagon to Billykins home
and when the engineer got there he
Seund Billykins' father in the yard and
todd him how Billykins had saved the
train. After the engineer had gone
Billykins' mother came out and asked,
*what has Billykins saved”

“Saved my ’'spress wagon,”
Billykxins, the hero.

Glenn Stewart, age 11,
Eldon, Towa, Box No. 80.

Dorothy Clossen — “I Am
Writing About Our Pup.”

Dear Juniors:
As I have never written before I will
and write about our pup. We call
him Ted. He is a nice, large brown
Collie. He is about seven months old.
We think he weighs about fifty pounds
He goes to the cornfield with papa
most every dav. Sometimes when papa
throws an ear of corn over the wagon
he will pick it up and bring it around
to him. He also shucks an ear ocecas-
jonally with his teeth and paws. Ie
Joves to come in the house.

In the morning after papa gets the
‘#ires kindled he lets him in and opens
the stair door. Ted comes just a
Pouncing upstairs and leaps upon the
bed, rolls and scratches around until
‘he wakes us girls up. Sometimes we
eoend him after the horses. She scares
. the chickens out of the yard.

Dorothy Clossen, age 10,

said

%

tame.”

Sure enough, Skipjack, who seemed
overwhelmed with curiosity in regard
to the wash basin and soap dishes
that now decorated his own favorite
log, soon appeared—and—could it be
a peanut?

He cocked his little shiny black eye
at it, whisked his tail very fast, sat
on his little hind .legs and looked
again, finally seized one peanut, stuf-
fed it in his cheek, gave a flying leap
to the ground, another flying legp up
the trunk of the nearest pine tree,
raced to the topmost branches, in spir-
als round the trunk, down again, in
the same excitement, and linally scam-
pered off and popped down into one
of his many convenient holes.

Joseph and mother and daddy,
watching, but concealed behind some
bushes, were convulsed with merri-
ment. After that, Joseph kept the
old wash basin log gpread as a tempt-
ing feast, till frisky little Skipjack lost
all fear of the basins, pails and soap
boxes, and scampered over them all,
and didn’'t mind even if they clattered
a little. At first, the least clatter was
enough to send him tearing off the log
and up the highest tree.

One day Daddy brought a fresh sup-
ply from town, and Joseph finding an
empty lard pail with a cover, put the |
peanuts in that, and banged the cover
on tight.

“Now they are safe, even if he gets
very friendly,” he remarked, “and I'll
put the pail in my corner of the tent.”

Next morning, when he went to get
some nuts, being reminded by Skip-
jack, who sat out in the sunshine on
the wash basin log, chattering impa-
tiently, he found the cover off and
the pail empty.

“Why, mother, did you or daddy take
Skipjack’s peanuts?” called Joseph.

No, they had neither one seen them.
But who could have ‘aken every single
peanut, and right in the tent, too?
There wasn't anybody who could pos-
sible have opened the pail except
mother or daddy or himself. Then
his eyes opened very wide and he
gasped:

“Mother! Daddy! You don’t sup-
pose Skipjack took them himself, do
vou? He has little hands, you know—
but he couldn’t, could he; and he
wouldn't dare walk right over me when
I was asleep, to get them, would he?”

Daddy gave a low, ruminative
whistle. “The scamp! I wonder if he
did! But if he has made off with a
whole pailful of peanuts he certainly
has no business to sit up on that log
now and claim to be starving! Listen
to his chattering!—as if he had been
starved a month! I'll tell you, Joseph,
I'm going into Edgewood again today,
and I'll bring another supply of ra-
tions for Mr. Skipjack, and we'll spy
on him!'”

Joseph was all impatience till daddy
came back. He had his lard pail ready
and he and daddy put a few peanuts
in it and set it out on the log, and then,
with mother, hid themselves to watch
and kept very, very still.

Presently Skipjack frisked up on the
log, his nose so close to the bark,
smelling for peanuts, that he almost
bumped into the pail; and Joseph, in
hiding, clapped his hand over his

Irish crochet around the collar.

hopped up again, apparently looked
very hard in all directions to make
sure no one would detect him, and
then set industriously to work to open
the pail.

The cover was on tight and the pail
was tall, but Skipjack was persevering.
Using his little front paws like hands,
and pushing with his little black nose,
he had the cover almost off, when off
rolled the pail with a great clatter to
the ground.

Such an unexpected interruption
sent Skipjack chattering to the top
of his pine tree, and Joseph threw him-
self flat on the ground and precsed
both hands hard on his mouth. But
presently Skipjack was back, very in-
dignant, and more than ever bent on
getting that cover off—and yes—bang!
—there it went, and Skipjack had the
pail on its side, stuffed a peanut into
each cheek, took a third one between
his teeth and scampered gaily for his
hole.
“Well!” said daddy. “I wouldn’t
have believed it!"

“Oh, daddy, isn't he the smartest,
cunningest Skipjack!” Joseph shouted
with long pent-up laughter.

“I'll take a hand in this game now,
too,” said daddy, ‘and we’ll see how
much the little scamp does know.”

He took the pail, put a few nuts in-
side  put the cover on tight as before,
then etood the pail bottom side up on
the log and once more they all went
into hiding.

Soon Skipiack reappeared, always
wary, but intent on finding his pea-
nuts. He spied the pail at once, and
immediately set to work. But “here]
was the part that came off? He chat-,
tered very wrathfully; then in a sud-|
den flash he seemed to solve the prob-!
lem. The pail was pushed over, cover |
off, and peanuts carried off as before. |

“I'm his friend now,” laughed daddy, |

1 “and he can have all the peanuts he |

wants this summer!” !

“But he doesn't eat them, does he?"” |
asked Joseph. “He can't eat all he
carries olfl.”

“No, he has various storehouses—
the holes you see him pop down—and
he eats some, and puts away the rest
for winter. He'll have a very com-
fortable time next winter, won't he?”

“But what does he do when people
don’t come and camp near him and
give him peanuts?”

“Oh, there are pine nuts, you know,
and hazelnuts, but he seems to prefer
peanuts, doesn’'t he? Or maybe he is
lazy and thinks it's easier to have pea-
nuts handed out to him, all ready to |
store, than it is to skirmish nllg
through the woods after his own win- |
ter supplies.” !

All that summer Joseph and mother |
and daddy grew more and more in-
timate with bright, furry little Skip-
jack, and he apparently trusted them
more ard more daily, till at the end |
of the summer he considered himself
one of the family, and would dart up
on Joseph's shoulder, or into his pock-
et after peanuts—but only if Joseph |
would keep still. He never leamed‘
quite to trust any sudden movement.

When it came time to pack up to go !
home, poor little Joseph was almost '
in tears, but not quite, because, you
see, he was “seven—going on eight.”

“Never mind, dear,” comforted
mother; “we all know he has plenty |
of peanuts for all winter—more than
a dozen Skipjacks could possibly eat
—and he will gleep in his holes, and
wake up and eat the peanuts you gave !
him, and next winter you can think .
about him all curled up snug and
warm underground, with lots and lots
of peanuts around him, all ready to eat
whenever he wakes up. We have all
had such a good time here that you

| know we are coming back next sum- |
imer, and we'll bring a flour sack of  three stories above the water and

peanuts with us_ and put some out on |
the wash basin log just the first min- !

mouth to keep from laughing out loud.
In his astonishment Skipjack sat up |

ute we get back; and I'm sure Jittle !
Skipjack will whisk right out cf one of

| helps them in
rarmy equipment, Comfort kits, writing

his hands over his little fat, furry
tummy, and looked at us very hard to
make sure it is really we, his own old
friends, you'll find he will soon be just
as friendly as over. Surely, Joseph,
you wouldn't want to take him with
you! Think how very, very unhappy
he would be in a tiny cage when he
has been used to scampering up great
trees and over logs and down holes. 1
hope you'll never, never want to cage
any happy, lid thing, dear,” she added
wistfully.

“No, mother, I couldn’t bear to make
him unhappy; and if we are coming
back sure pop next summer, why, it's
all right.” Joseph looked almost happy
again.

“Sure pop,” laughed back mother,
with a hug, “aren’t we, daddy? Next
summer we'll bring a camera and take
Mr. Skipjack’s picture; and maybe
we'll find something else to make
friends with, too.”

“What?" Joseph was all interest.

“I don’t know,” mused mother, ‘“‘but
you know how Farmer Griffin’s chick-
ens have been disappearing all sum-
mer, and yet nobody has seen the
thief, though they find plenty of his
footprints, and we might get on
friendly enough terms with .that old
coyote, at least to see him.”

Jessie Colvin—History of
the Red Cross.

Dear Juniors:

As ] have never written to the Jun- | Ag

for, I thought I would like to write to
you about The American Red Cross
It was formed in 1881, under the lead-
ership of Miss Clara Barton, on the
lines similar to those of the organi-
zation of relief established by Miss
Florena Nightingale during the Crim-
ean war in 1853-1856. In the Civil War
Miss Barton did splendid service. In
the Spanish-American War, the Red
Cross worked great. It was vastly im-
proved and enlarged at every point,
supported by liberal and constantly
financial aid and hosts of noble men
and women all over the country. Its
cause is the cause of humanity—to
care for the wounded and the suf-
fering on every battle field. Honorable
Woodrow Wilson President of the Unit-
ed States is at the head. Ex. President
W. H. Taft and a host of leading men
and women are working hard for it
Foreign countries recognize and res-
pect it It gives aid to the sick, and
wounded. To provide the bare neces-
sities of life to the homeless in de-
vasted France. Every body that can
spare a dollar should join at once and
become an active member. People gen-
erally in this country have only the
faintest idea as to what Red Cross
means to the men on the firing line, It
hospital and medical

paper, pies, tobacco, tooth brushes,
jams, jellies and sweetmeats are sent
by the Red Cross.

In all sorts of ways the Red Cross
help the war and soldier boys,

Boys and girls can help too. The
girls can kmit socks, mufflers caps,
wrestlets, sweaters and bwy sending
them papers and books to read. T will
close as may letter is getting Ilong.
hoping to see my letter in print, I am
your Junior friend.

Jessie Colvin, age 13,
410" Pine St., Ottumwa, Iowa.

Joe Miller—How The Boats
Go Through the Keo-
kuk Dam.

Dear Editor:

I am eoing to tell you about the
Keokuk dam. When a boat is about to
go through the locks from above or
down the river, the water is raised
level with the water ahove. The boat
is then let into the locks and the up-
per gates are closed. Then the water
in the locks gradually goes down or
out until it is level with the water be-
low. The lower gates are opened and
the bhoat goes down the river.

When a boat is going up the river,
it first enters the locks, the lower
gates are closed.
locks is raised to the level of the river
above, then the boat steams up the
river.

There is a power house in the
middle of the Mississippi. There are

three below. It raises and lowers the
locks. I saw two boats go through
and it is very instructive.

Joe W. Miller,

very straight and whisked his tail very | his holes to see us, and after he has 1019 West Sherman St

Packwod, Ia., R. Na, 2. fast, then hopped

~ T eN;

off the Jog, then

| sat up an his little hind legs and

people in tlhis country. Only the In-
dian lived here. There were no towns,
no gardens, no farms. There were
only great forests and mountains and
prairies, over which wild animals and
Indians roamed.

After a while, however, there came
a little band of brave men with their
wives and chiidren, to make homes in
this new land. They were called Pil-
grims. These people had been almost
driven away from their homes in Eng-
land because they wished to worship
the Lord in a different way from other

to live where they could be free, so
they came to America, sailing over
the ocean in the good ship May-
flower.

One cold day in December, just be-
fore Christmas, they landed here. They
did not have much to eat or wear, and
there were no houses built to shelter
them from the snow. But they
thanked the Lord for bringing them
safely over the stormy sea and they
went bravely to work to make their
log cabins. Of course they suffered
a great deal from cold and hunger and
many of them grew ill and died. When
spring came not more than half of
them were left.

The Indians did not harm the poor
Pllgrims. One of the red men,
Squanto, came often to visit the white
men and to teach them how to plant
their corn. After a while Chief Mas-
sasoit also came with his warriors.
He, too, treated the white people
kindly. .

The Pilgrims worked hard all that
summer. When autumn came their
gardens and fields gave them a good
harvest of corn, pumpkins, beans and
other things to eat.

How do you suppose the Pilgrims
felt? In what way did they thank the
Lord? They set apart a day for
thanksgiving, on which they fasted
and prayed and praised God for his

goodness. After their services were
over they had a feast. To this first
Thanksgiving dinner the Indian

friends were invited, and they came,
Chief Massasoit and ninety of his
band, to help out the dinner. The In-
dlans brought several deer they had
killed. The white hunters came in
with wild turkeys and ducks and the
fishermen brought fish and clams.
What did the gardens give for the

dinner.?
Pearl Holden.

Thelma Naomi Johnson —
The Red Cross.

Dear Juniors:

I am going to write you a few lines
to let you know I still read the Cour-
fer Junior page.

I have not written to “the Junior

page for a long time. I am going to
tell you what I think about the Red
Cros

S,
I think it is a good society. I think
everyone who is able should belong
to it, for the Red Cross has raised
millions and millions of dollars for
the benefit of our country and for the
soldiers who are fighting for our coun-
try in the trenches. I have no broth-
er to give to Uncle Sam to fight at
the front, but I have several cousins
and I can be saving on the food bill

We had a Red Cross sale here in

ency. The amount recelved was
about $650. Everything from a hand-
kerchief to a load of hay was on sale.

I think they did excellent work for
such a small town.

It is terrible to think about this war.
We should all be saving. When we
don’t know who is going to win this
war, Uncle Sam or Kaiser Bill. But I
stay in hopes that it may be America
first of all that may win. We all know
if Germany wins we will all suffer
from autocracy.

1 had nineteen great uncles and two
grandpas who served three years in
the civil war and all came home but
two of my great uncles. One died in
the hospital with the measles and the
other was stabbed to death as he
fought to the very last. The man who
was with him surrendered and was
saved. So you see my relatives did
their best in the civil war and I in-
tend to do my best in this war.

We all ought to be proud that the
war is not here on our land. If I was
old enough I would like to go over to
Germany in an aeroplane just to shoot
Kaiser Bfll if it could possibly be done.
I am for America first.

Thelma Naomi Johnson,

Box T71. Agency, lowa.

Hazel Evans—A New Jumior
Writes About Her
Pet Dog.

Dear Juniors: p

This is my first letter to the Junior
page and I thought I would join in
the circle along with the other girls
and boys.
I am a little girl 12 years old. 1 am
going to write about “My Pet Dog.”

His name is Curly. He iIs as black
as a crow. Hc can do several cute
tricks. He can shake hands with you
and when he gets hungry he will come
to the kitchen door and bark until you
give him something to eat.

Hazel Evans, Age 12.

R.F.D. 1 Libertyville, Iowa

George Wright—His Cousin
Is Stationed at Honohulu,
Hawaiian Islands.

The water in the!

Junior Editor:

i I will write you a letter to put in
ithe Junior page.

I have a cousin Leland Simmons in
.the coast artillery stationed at Hono-
1ulu, Hawaiian islands. He crlisted at
Peoria, Ill.,, and was sent from there
to Jefferson Barracks, Mo., anl from
there to New York City. While in
New York City he saw Charlis Chap-
lin walking on the street. From New
York City he was sent to Honolul,

people there. The Pilgrims wanted |that

|

I am an old Junior friend and I
thought I would send in one of my
school compositions, “Respect For the
Sabbath Rewarded.”

In the city of Bath, not many years
since, lived a barber who made a prac-
tice of following his ordinary occupa-
tion on the Lord's day. As he was
on the way to his morning’s employ-
ment he happened to look into some
place of worship just as the minister
was giving out his text: “Remember
the Sabbath day, to keep it holy.” He
listened long enough to be convinced
he was constantly breaking the
laws of God and man by shaving and
dressing his customers on the Lord’s
day. He became uneasy and went
with a heavy heart to his Sabbath

At length he took courage and
opened his mind to his minister, who
advised him to give up Sabbath work
and worship God. He replied that
beggary would be the consequence.
He had a flourishing trade, but it
would almost be lost. At length, after
many a sleepless night spent in weep-
ing and praying, he was determined
to cast all his care upon God, as the
more he reflected the more his duty
became apparent.

He discontinued his Sabbath work,
went constantly and early to the pub-
lic services of religion, and soon en-
joyed that satisfaction of mind which
is one of the rewards of doing our
duty, and that peace which the world
can neither give nor take away.

The consequence he foresaw actu-
ally followed. His genteel customers

.left him and he was nicknamed “Puri-

tan” or “Methodist.” He was obliged
to give up his fashionable shop and,
in the course of years, became so re-
duced as to take a cellar under the
old market house and shave the poor-
er people.

One Saturday evening, between light
and dark, a stranger from one of the
coaches, asking for a barber, was di-
rected by the hostler to the cellar op-
posite. Coming in hastily, he request-
ed to be shaved quickly while they
changed horses, as he did not like to
violate the Sabbath. This was touch-
ing the barber on a tender chord. He
burst into tears, asked the stranger
to lend him a half penny to buy a
candle as it was not ligsht enough to
shave him with safety. He did so, re-
volving in his mind the extreme pov-
erty to which the poor man must be
reduced.

‘When shaved, he sald: ‘““There must
be comething extraordinary in your
history which I have not now time to
hear. Here is a half crown for you.
When I retunrn I will call and investi-
gate yot;r cn;:u Whaétd!: your name?”

llch.r u ey"l the ”
ished barber. e

“Charles Bailey ?” echoed the strang-
er. “Charles Bailey? By your dialect
you are from the west.”
ton'.!r'u' sir, from Kingston, near Taun-

“What was your father’s 1%

“Richard.” T

“Had he any brother?”

“Yes, sir, one, after whom I was
ummed; but h; wegt to the Indies, and,

we never heard from him
posed him to be dead.” . P

“Come along, follow me,” said the
stranger. “I am going to see a person
who says his name is Charles Bailey
of Kingston near Taunton. Come and
confront him. If you prove to be in-
deed whom you say you are, I have
glorious news for you. Your uncle is
dead and has left an immense for-
tune which I will put you in posses-
sion of when all legal doubts are re-
mw-"

ey went by the coach, saw th

pretended Charles Balley a.{:d mveg
him to be an impostor. The stranger,
who was a pious attormey, was soon
legally satisfled of the barber’s iden-
tity and told him that he had adver-
tised for him in vain. Providence had
now thrown him in his way in a/most
extraordinary manner, and he had
great pleasure iu transferring a great
many thousand pounds to a worthy
man, the rightful heir of the property.

Thns was man’s extremity God's op-
portuuity. Had the poor barber pos-
sessed one half penny or even had
credit for a candle, he might have re-
mained -unknown for years. But he
trusted God, who never said “Seek ye

my face,” in vain.
Minnie Evans,
R.F.D. 1 Libertyville, Jowa.

Milford Brady—A New Jun-
ior Tells of a Pet Dog.

Dear Juniors:

As I have never written to the Cour-
fer Junior before I thought that 1
would write a story about “My Pet
Dog.”

Last year a little black and white
puppy came to our house and would
not go away, 80 I had permission from
my mother to keep him. He was a
rat terrier. I named him Jack, but
he didn't&:;zem to like that name, so
I called Sport. I took a box and
put an old piece of carpet in it and
made Sport a bed. He stayed with
me for about a year and then disap-
peared and we could never find him
after that. So ended my pet dog. *

Milford Brady, Age 10.
313 East Main St. Ottumwa, Iowa.

Opal Utterback — Great
Grandmother Chased
By Pet Deer.

Dear Juniors:

This is the second time I have writ-
ten to the Junior page. I enjoy read-
ing it very much. I thought I would
write about my ancestors.

I have a grandma and grandpa and
a great, great aunt. My aant is mak-
ing us a visit now,

One day my great grandma started
to go to the mill. They had a pet

|

deer and while she was going the deer
took after her and she saved her life
by running on ice. When the deer

Ivhenhehltpment. He has been [ran on the ice his legs spread out and

I am eending you a composition en
corn and apples.

from five to six feet tall.

There are leaves on the stalk that
measure from one to two feet iong.

The ear or ears of corn grow inside
of shucks, midway on the stock.

The tassel grows at the top of the
stock.

The roots of the corn are very
strong.

Iowa took the lead on growing of
corn every year but 1917. That year
Illinois took the lead. It was due to
the hard freeze in Iowa.

In raising corn we first plant it with
a corn planter. After it is up two or
three inches we cultivate it.

We should cultivate it from three
to four times.

The corn is gathered in the fall

We can make corn bread, corma
flakes and corn puffs out of corn.

Some kinds of corn are yellow, while
others are red and white.

We feed corn to cows and horses,
bu; mloetly to hogs.

pples are a common fruit, grown
and used in Iowa.

The colors of apples are red and
yellow, but when they are not ripe
their color is green.

Apples when green are liable to
make people sick. When apples are
ripe their seeds are brown and whem
green they are white. Hogs, horses
and cows like apples.

The names of some apples are Ben
Davis, Wealthy, Grimes Golden, Wine-
sap and Snow apples.

There is a core that runs through
the center of the apple. The stem {is
attached to the core. The core is not
good to eat. ¢

The seeds grow inside of the core.

We can make apple sauce and cider
out of apples. .

Clarence Stewart, Age 8.
Box 80 Eldon, JIowa.

Dorothy Lynn Gates—Ths

Red Cross At Chris-
tiansburg.

—_——

Dear Editor:

I thought I would write a story
about the Red Cross at Christiansburg.

Our chapter was organized in July
with thirtythree members. There
were five families 100 per cent eff-
clent.

We now have a membership of
ninety-eight, with twenty-one families
100 per cent efficlent. There are forty
families represented in our organiza-

There are five subscribing members,
the rest are annual members. '

We had a Red Cross meeting De-
cember 20. One hundred and two dol-
lars was pledged for the maintenance
fund, thirteen new members were se-
cured that night. Eighteen dollars and
twenty cents was realized from an

vi% the meeting.
e following Sunday the Sunday
school collection of $1.69 was added to
the Red Cross fund.

A good many of the ladies in this

glan relief work and have made quite

a number of the hospital bed shirts.
Dorothy Lynn Gates, Age 10.

R. F. D. 3, Box 67. Blakesburg, Iowa.

Emmett Fellows—Pet Dog
Kills Three Opossums;
Hides Net $2.05.

Dear Juniors:

I am 12 years old and am in the
seventh grade at school. I am going t
tell you about my pet dog.

One day a man in a wagon stopped
at our house. He had a little blaek
dog, no bigger than a kitten. 1 asked
him if he wanted to sell him. He said
he did, so I bought him. I named
him Rover. I fed him milk from a
pan and he was soon fat as a pig.

I killed a rabbit one day for him and
he sure did like it. He has wanted te
hunt rabbits ever since.

Last summer when we went hunting
Rover found a little hole with some-
thing in it. I got the spade and dug
into a den of weasels. We got ten
of them. Rover likes to fight an opos-
sum. This winter he killed three opos-
sums and a muskrat, besides lots of
rabbita.

I shipped my opossum hides and
they brought $2.05.

Rover is a good swimmer and a good
watch dog. If he sees anyone hurting
us children he will jump on the back
of the one who is hurting us and bite
them. Rover likes to chase the pigs
and chickens.

Emmett Fellows, Age 12.
Route 2. Douds, Iowa.

Cleora Sample—A Ground
Hog Steory.

1 thought I would write you a
about a ground hog. Three is
saying about the ground hog. It
second day of February it comes
its hole and looks around. If
is bright and he sees his shadow
treats to his burrow for six w
then we have a late spring. If th
is cloudy and his shadow is not
seen, he stays outside the hole
there is an early spring. And
one, hope he does not see his shadow,

Cleora ‘Sample, age 10,
144 North Moore B¢,
Ottumwa, lowa.
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WHAT PUSSY SAID.
Bessie with her kitten
Sitting on her knee:
“Pussy, dear, now won’t you
Try to talk with me?

Now I'll ask a question.
Answer, Pussy, do!

Corn grows on etalks measuring /|

oyster supper served in connection %

neighborhood contributed to the Bel- |
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