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THREE PRIZE WINNERS,

Dear Juniors: Today we have two
remarkable ancestor stories and a
splendid patriotic story. The writer
of the latter, Vera Roberts & advising
cakeless, cookieless and fruitless days
to help win the war as well as th2
lightless nights, wheatless, porkless
and meatless days we already have.

this Junior girl, and hope that other
Juniors will pattern after Vera. The
ancestor stories are very remarkable
ones, and the judges are very proud,
too, of Margaret and Gertrude. They
say they are very glad to pass on the
the work of the relatives of Peter
Stuyvesant and M. Lowrie. Of course
these three Juniors were awarded

T he Fate of Don

“O mamsey, mamsey,” exclaimed
little Fanny, running to her mother
with an apronful of eggs, “Blddy
Blackfoot stole her nest in the rocky
canon, and here are ten eggs. Can't
we sell them to help keep Don?"

The mother patted the cheeks of
her little seven-year-old daughter and
quietly took the eggs and put them
away just as her other two children,
William and Alice, the ten-year-old
twins, came rushing in.

“O mother, we have thought of a
way to earn money to save poor Don,”
breathlessly called William, and with
much excitement, and both children

speaking at once, they told her of their |

new formed plan. Mrs. Weston was
an indulgent mother, so she did not
discourage them, and that night pas-
sersby who took notice saw a rudely
printed placard on the gate at the
roadside, which bore this inscription:
“Flowers and Fresh Bread For Sale.”

prizes.
CONTEST SUBJECTS.

We all want the Juniors to send in
sclool compositions and other stories,
besides the ones on the subjects we
can
write better compositions when choos-
We especially
want letters and ancestor stories. To

suggest. Sometimes children

ing their own subjects.

encourage originality and variety in
the juniors’ work the following list is
lxiven:
Patriotic. Duties of Today.
School compositions. =
Ancestor stories.
Interesting letters.
Book reviews. !
Mnusual stories.
Current events. s
Soldier stories related by
and retold by juniors.
Select prizes from among the fol-
I!owins: Book, box of letter paper,
doll, box of school supplies, knitting
‘needles or a knife,

P ANOTHER CONTEST.

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

Jects.

The Story of a Nickel.
I My Best Friend.

A Pet Doa. ez § !
; Corn and Apples.

P

veterans

'

Sweet Potatoes and Cottofi. -

A letter.

Select prizes from among the fol-
lowing: Game, flag, football, 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
: d 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 Jumiors
living in the country should put their
box number or failing to have a box
send in their parents’ names.

i Margaret Gates — One of

Her Ancestors Was Peter
Stuyvesant, Governor-
General of New
Amsterdam.

Dear Editor:
I am a little girl, 8 years old.

. I have never writken to the Courier

Junior before.

I was reading this morning about
one of my ancestors who lived 300
Years ago and I thought I would write
and tell you something about him.

His name was Peter Stuyvesant. He
was born in Holland in 1602. His
father was a minister and brought
Peter up in a very strict manner.

He studied Latin and when he was
@n-+old man he was very proud of his
knowledge. After he left school he
Pecame a soldier.

He performed duties as a soldier
Quicker and better than some of his
eomrades and was given command
over a Dutch colony in the Wesf In-
dies. He lost a leg in an attack on
St. Martin. He had to return to Hol-
land.

A8 soon as he was well he was sent
®8 governor-general to New Amster-
dam. He came to New Amsterdam in
1647 and ruled the colony until 1664,
when it was captured by the English.

He did much for the benefit of the
colony. He tried tv help the Indians

...and forbade the sale of drink to them.

* He forbade Sabbath breaking and tried

in every way to improve the colony.

Peter Stuyvesant lived on his farm
eighteen years after the colony was
given to the English.
changed the name of New Amsterdam
to New York. He died in New York
City in 1682. He was buried in the
graveyard on the corner of Stuyvesant
street and Second avenue,

One of his direct descendants was
Mrs. Susannah Lyon. Her great grand-
daughter was Martha Ford, who mar-
ried Morgan L. Hulett. Their daugh-
ter Many Ann is my Grandmother
Gates who Jives at 113 South Willard
street.

Mary Margaret Gates, Age 8,
R. R. 3, Box 67. Blakesburg, lowa,

Gilbert Warden—Likes the|

\plate of flaky white bread, a dish of |
i tempting raspberries, which it seems |

Farm, Where There Is
“Fun and Joy.”

My Dear Junior.; :“

The English |

Two vears before, Mr. Weston had
been killed in an accident, and since
then the mother and little ones had
struggled bravely to make a living.
Their home was a little log cabin in
the Salmon river canon in Idaho. The
ranch extended back into the foothills,
where there was amplé pasture for
stock, but the rich bottom land on the
river was limited to a few acres. How-
ever, by careful economy, Mrs. Wes-
ton had been able to keep her little
flock clothed and fed, and as this
vear gave every promise of a bounti-
ful harvest, the Westons had pur-
chased a fine Jersey cow and had suc-
ceeded in paying for her, all but ten
dollars. That last payment would be
due in two weeks. With the fine gar-
den back of the house and the good
hay crop in the meadow, Mr. Brown
might feel sure that he would get the
remainder of his pay'before the sum-
mer was over, but he was not a man
to wait for his money. Moreover, he
had offered to square the account by
taking Don, their beautiful two-year-
old collie. Mrs. Weston, although very
fond of their faithful dog, having
reared him from puppyhood, had de-
cided that, as they had no sheep for
him to care for, they must part with
him rather than lose their cow and
they money they had already paid for
her.

That night the three children went
out and looked over the row of rose
bushes, which were now laden with
beautiful blossoms. Hope is strong
in early years and although the mother
knew quite well that the many tour-
ists who daily motored by would not
be interested in buying flowers, yet
she could not discourage the effort
of these little children. As to the
bread, she had agreed to keep some
fresh loaves always on hand for the
next two weeks, and had promised the
children that whatever they received
from the sale of the bread they might
lay aside to pay Mr. Brown.
The days passed quickly, and al-
ready ten days of the two weeks were
gone. Only ninety cents had been tak-
en in for bread and not a cent for
flowers. Anxious little heads huddled
together every evening, while Don
ran in and out, capering and barking,
seeming not to realize the trouble in
the household, although he had been
told many times.
The morning of the thirteenth day
dawned clear and bright, but there
was no sunshine in the little faces
that met at the breakfast table. To-
morrow, if the ten dollars could not
be paid to Mr. Brown, he was to take
Don—Don, who had been such a jolly
companion and such a protector—oh,
it was too dreadful to think. about!
The breakfast was hurriedly fin-
ished, for Mrs. Weston had promised
to go to care for a sick neighbor
through the day. She had just taken
out of the oven six delicately browned
loaves of bread; then after advising
the children to be careful of fires and
to remain near the house she departed.

The children ran to the garden and
picked a dishful of respberries, and
then tidied the kitchen and- washed
the dishes. At noon they ate their
luncheon, and then the three sat down
in the doorway, a sad and lonely little
grouu, while Don ran hither and thith-
er, chasing rabbits and birds.

“Another auto coming,” declared
William. “Wish it would stop here
and we could sell some bread.”

“Huh,” said wise little Alice, “you
couldn’'t sell nine dollars’ worth.”

While they were discussing the mat-
ter, the car drew nearer and came to
an abrupt stop. Looking at the sign
ton the gate, the man jumped out of
{the car and ran up the hill to the
house.

“Hell,” children!” he called. “Where
is your mother? Do you think she
!would give some hungry travellers a
bite to eat?"

Alice arose, and with all the dignity
she could assume told him that their
imother would not be home until 6
|o'clock, but that perhaps they might
Igivv them something to eat, if they
were not too particular.

AKING dresscs and

M

Gilmore who has organized a

to instruct other clubs in the undertak ing.
the material ordinarily thrown away in men's shirts that have been dis-
carded when they have begun to show wear and patching.
hopes to supply many garments to needy little children across the seas.

clothing for war orphans from outworn or
discarded shirts is the resourceful and original idea of Mrs. A. D

club for the work and has volunteered
Her plan is to put to good use

Mrs. Gilmore

l

Gladwyn Curran—“A Let-
ter” Which Made a Lit-
tle Girl and Her
Papa Happy.

Dear Courier Juniors:
I am writing a story about “A Let-
ter.”
Once there was a poor man who
lived all alone in a little old house. His
name was John Martin. His wife had
died recently and left him with a little
girl. He had put in an application for
work at a broom factory. If he got
work there as he expected to, he would
have to be away from home all day
and as he did not have anyone to leave
his little girl with, he had to put her
in an orphans’ home.
As he was starting to town one day
he saw the mail carrier stop at his
house. He had brought a letter. Mr.
Martin grasped the letter eagerly,
thinking it was an answer to his appli-
cation. But it was bad news. His
brother Paul, who was in a foreign
country, was very ill and had sent for
him to come. He knew his brother
was poor, so he had sent him the
money for his ticket.
Mr. Martin started at once, but when
he got there his brother was dead.
Paul Martin had left a large fortune
and had willed it to his brother. Mr.
Martin went home at once and took
his little girl from the orphans’ home
and lived happily ever after.
Gladwyn Curran, Age 10.
Eldon, Iowa.

Frances _ﬁoley—T;lls What
Her Grandma Did For
the Red Cross.

Dear Juniors:

My Grandma Curts belongs to the
Red Cross at Birmingham, and I will
tell you what she is doing. Grandma
is knitting for the soldiers. She has
knit two pairs of socks, a helmet, a
sweater and nine mufflers.

Grandma said that there was a lit-
tle girl named Dorothy who came with
her mamma to the Red Cross meet-
ings, and she wanted to knit for soldier
Loys. Then she sat down by the table
and snipped rags.

Birmingham held a Red Cross sale
and the sale amounted to over $800,
There was a horse, a calf, a sheep,
four hogs, corn, oats, potatoes, canned
goods, vegetables, chickens and other
things sold. During the sale an egg was
sold and resold for $29.75.
Grandma geve a  crocheted bed
spread to be sold for the Red Cross
and Y. M. C. A. and it brought $36.
She also pave a crutched voke.
Birmingham has several boys in the
army and among them is my Uncle
(larence, The two barber shops donat-
ed all they took in in one day's work
and grandma has not told us how
much it was,
Frances Boley, age 10,
Fremont, Jowa, R. No. &

tinue their journey, Mr. Eaton handed

“Not a bit of it,” laughed Mr. Eaton.
“My wife and little crippled daugh-|

into the clean little kitchen) if you
will permit it, we will drive in.”

Half an hour later, Mr. and Mrs. |
| Eaton and their daughter Celeste were
|seated at the table, on which was a

|to me do grow so lusciously nowhere

{as in the Salmon river country, a roll
{of yellow butter which Mrs. Weston !

out a ten-dollar bill to Alice.
“l haven't any change,” she said,

ter are weary and hungry, so (glancing «ynq the little meal wasn't worth much

anvway.”

“0O never mind the change,” replied
Mr. Eaton, “for the rest here has been
worth more than any money value.”

“Oh, but mother would not want us
to take so much,” William expostu-
lated.

“Well, well,” laughed Mr. Eaton,
with a smile at little Celeste, “didn’t
you know that we want some flowers,

"

As 1 am writing I thought I would |had churned the day before, a pot of ,too?"

write about the farm, where I have steaming coffee, that little Alice knew |

A few minutes later, Celeste sat in

lived eleven years. I live in the city |how to make just as well as her moth- | the car with her arms full of beautiful

of Eldon now. The farm is the place |er, and a pitcher of thick sweet cream. | roses.
After the refreshing luncheon and |

for fun and joy. You have little

“They are not worth so much,”

chores to do. In the fall yau can go | while the Eatons were resting in the | Alice reflected, “but we shall never

| and gather nuts and have lots of fun

on the ponds and rivers. You can slide
down hill on the snow and snowball
the snow fort.

cool, vine-shaded porch, Don

! mouth.
| Celeste, patted him, the Weston chil-

dren told her of their bitter grief in

As I have not viritten to the Courier [the expected parting with him on the

Junior before I
much.

ilbert Warden,

11 not write very |morrow.

came :
and in the winter you can go skating | prancing in with a Qpad rabbit in l_nis (to us,” and happy tears came to ln(-r'
While the little crippled girl, |

forget you. You have saved our Don
eyes.

As the car drove away, its occupants
turned for a last look at the children
anad the picture of the three with their
arms around the dog made the Eatons

Mr. and Mrs. Eaton exchanged sym- i feel strongly the truth of this prov-

pathizing glances, and when, a little
were again

verb:
ready to eo.-lao-receln.”

“It is more blessed to give than

Vera Roberts—A Patriotic
Junior Wants Cakeless
Day Too.

Dear Juniors:

I guess we are all helping to end
the war. 1 will tell you a few things
you can do. If you haven't enough
money to join the Red Cross or buy
Thrift Stamps or a Liberty Bond, here
is what everyone can do.

Observe wheatless, meatless, pork-
Iless and lightless days. I suppose you
lx;ll know meatless day is Tuesday,
;wheatless day i8 Wednesday, lightness
,days are Thursday and Sunday and
porkless day is Saturday.

I know everyone can do those things.
You might even make up days of your
own to observe such as cakeless,
cookieless, fruitless and many others.
I hope you will all do some of the
Ithlngs that I have mentioned.

Vera Roberts, Age 12.
Ottumwa, lowa.

331 Church St.

Dorothea Beggs — Three
Boys and a Dog.

Dear Juniors:

I have never written to you before
so I will write a story. The subject is,
“Three Boys and a Dog.”

One day while 1 was at the sea
shore I found my cousin Walter and
his friend Dave playing on the beach.
With them was Trixey, Walter's dog.
He seemed quite tired out and he had
been swimming in the surf and going
after sticks that Dave threw into the
water. Walter was afraid to let him
go again but Dave kept him going un-
til the poor little animal was fairly
trembling with cold and fatigue as he
came dragging the stick up the sand
and laid it at Walter’s feet. The little
master hugged him and said, ** There,
now, that's enough. You shan't go
any more.”

“Oh, bother! What a silly boy you
are. It won't hurt him any. What are
you afraid of?” scolded Dave.

“Don't send him again. It's cruel
to urge him when he doesn’t want to
go,” said Phil, another boy who now
came running up.

“Oh, go on, don't be so wise,”
sneared Dave. “There, Trixey, just
once more! Good dog! Go on, now!”

And he flung the stick far out into
the surf. Quick as thought the little
spaniel was plunging after it

Dorothea Beggs, Age 13.
1002 West Second St. Ottumwa, Ia.

Robert Glenn Findlay—A
New Junior Boy Who
Likes to Knit.

Dear Juniors:

This is the first time I have written
to the Courier Junior.

1 am a little boy, 8 years old.
in the third grade at school.
teacher's name is Miss Briggs.

My brother’s name is Ned Findlay.
My sis.tor's name {s Margaret Find-
lay.

I can crochet and knit.

I like to read the Courier .Junior.

The next time I write I will write
a story about a nickle.

Robert Glen Findlay, Age 8.
Eldon, Iowa.

I am
My

Waneta Sloan’s Uncle Is a
Soldier at Deming Now,
But Going to France.

Dear Juniors:

This is the first time I have ever
written to the Courier Junior.

1 am in the fifth grade at school.
My teacher’s name is Mrs. Moore. 1
like her very much.

My uncle is a soldier. He is at
Deming, New Mexico, and he expects
to sail for France in a short time. My
uncle is not a drafted man. He has
been a soldier for about three years.

Waneta Sloan, Age 10.
Eldan., 1ot

Dicky Chick T'ries to
Swim

Mother Hen looked down at her
youngest chick with a frown. “If you
don’t stop sulking, you shall not go
with us to the wheatfied this after-
noon,” she said firmly.

The sulky chicken wiggled his little
vellow feet in the warm, brown sand,
and ruffled up his feathers, which was
his way of pouting.

“What's the matter with you now?”
asked one of his sisters. ‘‘You always
make things so unpleasant with your
grumbling and pouting! Here's a fat
worm, if you're hungry,” and she tos-
sed him a big, juicy worm.

But the sulky chick was not hungry.
He let the worm twist itself along un-
til it almost got away into a hole in
the earth; but just then old Daddy
Roster, with a loud crow, jumped from
the barnyard fence and gulped the
worm down himself.

“What's the matter down here?” he
demanded in a loud voice, which made
the little chickens shake, for Daddy
Rooster, with his shining red comb and
great, curling tail feathers, seémed
very grand to them.

“Oh, Dicky Chick is sulky!” said
Mother Hen. “He wants to go with
the duck family on their picnic today
to the old red bridge.”

“He does, does he?” Daddy Rooster
said after a moment's pause. “Well,
we'll let him go this time.”

“What?" cried Mother Hen. “We
are going to the wheatfields.”

Daddy Rooster chuckled to himself.
“Well,” he said at last, “ever since
Dicky Chick was a little bit of a fel-

Gertrude Winslow—Writes
True Story of a Distant
Relative.

Dear Juniors:

I will write a true story about Wal-
ter M. Lourie, a distant relative of
m)l'{ mother’s people.

e was born in 1820. He graduat-
ed from Jefferson college at Prince-
ton, New Jersey. In 1841 he was or-
dained for the ministry. His wish
and intention for several years had
been to spend his life as a missionary
to the heathen. He had always be-
lieved that the work of missions was
identical with that of the ministry, re-
auiring the same talents and prepara-

on.

At first he intended to go to western
Africa as a missionary, but as the
climate was unhealthy and he was
not very strong, he decided to go to
China.

The mission to China was then but
commencing and was encompassed
with many difficulties. That great em-
pire was at that time closed against
the Christian missionary and Singa-
pore had been selected as a most suit-
able place where the language of
China could be learned, translations
made, schools established and other
missionary work carried on. Quite a
few other missionaries had preceded
him to this field of work but had not
been very successful. It was, how-
ever, with many misgivings and much
reluctance at first that he decided to
make the change.

After many delays he sailed Janu-
ary 19, 1842, on the ship Huntress. The
journey across the ocean was beset
with many dangers. Once during the
journey there was a great wind storm.
The ship drifted out of its course and

low he has always wanted to go round
with Neighbor Duck’s family; so this
time we'll let him go. Run along, |
chick. You'll catch them before they |
get very far; they are slow walkers.”

The little chicken, no longer sulky,
was so excited that he forgot to thank |
Daddy Rooster and to say good-by to
the others, but ran off with a gay,
chirping.

The little ducks made a great quack-
ing when they saw him coming. Moth-
er Duck seemed astonished to see
him; but he told her that Daddy Roos-
ter had said he could go, and so she
let them all run on ahead, while she
waddled slowly along in the rear.
Under the old red bridge ran a deep,
slow-moving stream of coo. water. -«
It was a beautiful day, and the young
ducks felt happy. As soon as they
reached the brook they made a great
clatter, and waded fh and began to
swim downstream, where the water
was deep. |

Little Dicky Chick did not hesitate.
He was among the first that waded in.
The oozy, moist mud felt pleasant to
his feet at first; but as he went far- |
ther in, and the water wet his soft
little leg feathers and then his body
and tail, and he finally felt himself
being carried along by the flow of the
water, he began to be a little fright-
ened.

But he was a plueky little fellow.
He saw the little ducks round him
diving and having a fine time. One
of them in sport dived so close to him
that the water covered him up entire-
ly. He felt his breath going, and the
pext he knew, a flat bill snapped his
little bunch of tail feathers and lifted
him out of the water. The next min-
ute he was on Mrs. Duck’s smooth,
broad white back., He dug his little
toes into her feathers and hung on
with all his might.

Mrs. Duck scolded her family sound-
1y for the little ducks were making all
sorts of fun of their little playmate;
then she steered for the edge of the
brook. .

“Right beyond that fence,” she said
as she reached the bank and the little
chick slid down, “is the wheatfield,
where your family are. Good-by!"”

Little Dicky Chick, very much
ashamed, thanked her, and made his
way quickly to the wheatfield. As he
crawled through a hole in the stone
wall, the whole chicken family seemed !

all standing near him with their heads
in the air.

Daddy Rooster made believe that he
was much astonished. *“Back so soon,
Dicky Chick?”

“How’s swimming?’ asked one of
Dicky’s brothers teasingly.

But Dicky Chick only ran to his
mother and wiggled his wet little body
into her warm feathers, with just his
feet peeping out. He had learned that
he was a walking chicken, and not a
swimming duck, ahd he never forgot
the lesson of that spring morning.—
Elmer C. Mills, in Youth’s Companion.

Margaret Findlay, Rngrt’s
Sister, Has Been Visiting
In Des Moines.

Dear Juniors:

This is the first time I have written
to the Courier Juniors.

1 am 10 vears old. My name is Mar-
garet Findlay. I have two brothers.
Their names are Robert and Ned'
Findlay.

I am in the fifth grade at school.
My teacher’s name is Mrs. Moore. She
is a very good teacler.

I went to Des Moines last week and !
had a very good time.

I have two aunts, two uncles and
four cousins living in Des Moines.

For Christmas 1 got a new coat, a
little dresser, box of stationery, a
handkerchief, box of pencils and a
little barrette.

Margaret Findlay, Age 10.
Eldon, lowa.

Box 527.

Stories “Fine.”
Children’s Evening
Stories “Fins.”

Dear Juniors:

I have never written to this page|
hefore, but would like to join the Cour- i
jer Juniors. I live on a farm near El-
don My father takes The Courier
and I like the children’s evening stor-
ies fine.

I have seen Henry Schmitz's letter
in the paper. He is my cousin.

+ finally found themselves on an island

ilack of rainment.

they all thought they were lost, but

but did not know whether they were
north or south of the course they
were taking. But they were very
thankful for their escape from the
storm. If they had stayed in the open
sea much longer they would have been
lost entirely. As it was, their cargo
was much damaged by the waves
which sometimes rose above the ship.
The missionary’s books, which were
very valuable, had to be dried in the
sun in order to save them.

The island was uninhabited except
for a few Indians who had a rude hut
for shelter. They spoke the Spanish
language and were friendly to the
strangers.

They could see a strip of land in
the far distance. When the storm sub-
sided they proceeded on their journey
and finally reached the port they were
bound for.

After the missionary had mastered
the Chinese language and had done
successful missionary work at Ning-
po, Shanghai and other Chinese towns,
he and some other missionaries, while
moved from one station to another, in
which the jgurney had to be made by
water. They were met and attacked
by Chinese pirates who came on board
their boat and murdered some and
plundered the cargo, throwing some
overboard, including Mr. Lourie. They
stood with a long pole with an iron
hook on the end and kept him from
swimming to the boat and he soon
sank, which was a sad ending of his

life.
Gertrude E. Winslow, Age 11.
Box 171 Keosauqua, Iowa.

To the Editor:

This is a true story of the incidents
of this man's life, wrijten in a story
of my own composition. I would like
very much to see my letter in print.

Gertrude Winslow,

Helen Stewart of Douds
Goes to the Consoli-
dated School.

Dear Juniors:

As I have never written to the Jan-
ior page, I will write about my school.

I am a little girl, 10 years old and
am in the fourth grade. I go to the
Douds-Leando consolidated school. My
teacher's name s Miss Clara Oltmann.
I like her very much. I am going to
ask her home with me some night
next week.

My driver’s name is Mr. Green. He
has been taking us in the sled since
the last snow. The snow was drifted
so bad that the school wagon could
not get through and had to go back
home. Two little girls froze their
noses. The school wagons are big,
with a top and curtains on it that will
roll up and down. It has stepsson the
back end. There are twenty-three chil:
dren in my wagon. The school house
is heated by steam and lighted by
electricity. There are twenty-three in
my room. They are very strict. If
you don’t mind your teacher they re-
ort you to the principal and them
you will have to take the conse-

quences.
Helen Stewart, Age 10.

Route 1. Douds, Iowa.

Vera Murtfeld—A New Jun-
ior Likes Her Teacher,
Miss Feehan.

Dear Juniors: ARG

I have never written to the Courier
Junior before. I am a little girl, 9
years old. I go to the Irving school.
My teacher’s name is Miss Feehan. .

I have a little brother Ernes
years old. He has not started ' te

school yet.
Vera Murtfeld,
Ottumwa, Ia.

430 Pocabontas St.
Carl Schmitz Says His

Teacher Is Florence Tay-
lor, And “We All
Like Her Fine.”

Dear Juniors:

I am a little boy, 8 years old. I lfke

the Junior page fine.

I have two brothers, Walter and

Rex.

I am in the second grade. My teach.

er's name is Florence Taylor and we

all like her very much.

Carl Schmitz, Age 8
Eldon, Iowa.

R. 1.

MY RED SHOES.

When 1 put on my black shoes,
I'm just a common girl,

And like to play with Jimmlie,
With my hair all out of curl.

But when I wear my red shoes,

1 feel so very grand—

As it T were a Lady,

With a Knight to kiss my hand.

I feel like saying “Pardon”

Instead of just “Excuse,”

And curts’ing ’'stead .of bowing,
When I wear my new red shees.

I think of trains and pages,

And “many a gallant band"—

Of course it's very foolish,

But perhaps you understand!
—Louise McClay Horn, in Little Fotka

Box 171 Keosauqua, Iowa,

Think of letting a

child play outside in January! Be calm_mothers, this is in Australia,
in Nar-awa, New South Wales, where the sun works the year ’round.
That child is happy and comfortable out there at the pump without a stitch
of clothes on. He's used to the pump, used to the outdoors and used to the

NARRAWA. New South Wales,—Gracious goodness!

He is Master Wilson.

He is also the prettiest baby in

Australia—so voted at the recent baby contest in which babies were entered

from all over Australia. The curley-haired, chubby, litlle fellow

is only

fifteen months old and has lived out o f doors almost all the time since in-

rising generation.

to be looking for him, for they were fancy. He is regarded as typical of yo ung Australla and a model for the

YWalter Schmitz, Age 6




