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NOTICE. 

All letters for this department must 
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"Courier Junior," 
"Ottumwa, Iowa." 
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A 8PECIAL EDITION SOON. 

D4ar Juniors: The Courier will 
have a special edition the laBt of tnis 
month consequently we want some 
very iine stories for the Junior that 
Amy. We are going to give the Jun
iors a chance to give the subjects for 
the stories provided they Bend in 
some good ones by March 9. 

SELECT PAPER DOLLS OR POS 
TAL8. 

AHJuntors writing either letters or 
short stories .will receive a set of pa
per dolls or- a souvenir postal, we 
•want the Juniors to select their own 
Subjects for ttie short stories, or else 
write on one of following subjects: 

WINDING MY TEACHER, 
r ^POLITE JUNIOR. 

•CyiWRULES FOR THE JUNIORS. 

,1 'I, ion-Mfe Wde of the paper only 
j, {Write neatly and legibly, using 

<©r sharp lead pencil. 
i 8. SUways sign your name in full 
gbd fctate your age. 
• 4, dumber your page*. 

B, Do not copy stories or poetry 
fcp&tend us a• your own work. 
*6.'Always state choice of a prize 

)bxim separate piece of paper, with 
same and address In full. 

7. Address the envelope to Editor, 
tJouxler^Jimlor, Ottumwa, Iowa 

V 
THE BO-PEEP VERSES. 

fP 

Si 

Before we announce our subject in 
tie Bo-Peep contest we are going to 
let the Juniors vote on the verse they 
think best Fill In the blank spaces In 
the following ballot and mail to the 
Courier Junior: ^ . . 

j 

• I think that • 
• * 
J : * % * 
* has written the best verse • 
• ? 
+ . ' * 

••••••••••••••••••• 
Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep, 

And don't know where to flnd 'em. 
But "Ottumwa's ways are ways that 

pay"— 
And why should any of us mind 'em. 

—Geraldine Lenore Ludeman age 9. 

Little Bo-Peep had lost her sheep, 
And didn't know where to lind it. 

A Courier Junior happened that way. 
And saw the sheep that had. gone 

astray J / And wia ncr w •«««%• — 
So she quickly phoned to Little j^ttle Bo-Peep, she lost her sheep, 

Bo-Peep 
id told her she had found her sheep. 

—Forest Weber, age 10. 

tittle Bo-Peep haa loet h^r sheep, 
And doesn't know where to find it 

It ran away —it would not stay. 
. Leafe it alone and it will come back 
7 someday. 

T-Martng and^Harvey Hall. 

little Bo-Peep went after her sheep, 

She made a start and it broke her 
heart, ; 

Because she cannot find it. 
—Bertha Ruark, age 11. 

Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep,' 
And don't know where to find it. 

It made a jump out of a stump, 
And that was the way she found it. 

—Willie Ruark age 8. 

Little Bo-Peep she lost her sheep, 
In a field of clover. 

Her father came by and said don't cry 
Another sheep for you I'll buy. 

—Mildred Styre. 

Little Bo-Peep is very sad, 
And I'm afraid she'll never be glad. 

For her sheep have gone to the butch
er shops, 

And there were made into mutton 
chops. 

And that was the last of the poor 
8ll6GP 

That once belonged to little Bo-Peep 
/—Louise Rickey. 

"Let's fly 'cross that way and take a 
peep. 

We may find it is just to our taste; 
And if so we'll qertalnly move right 

- in— 
Not a single hour will we waste." 

Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep, 
And don't know where to find them. 

Over the meadow and through the 
corn, 

Went Little Bo-Peep blowing her 
horn. 

—Mary L. Rose, 
t —— 

Little Bo-Peep took her sheep, 
And climbed a hill so very steep 

She wound it up and sat it down, 
And you ought to Bee it, the i hill 

come down. 
—Edwin Styre. 

There is a Btory about Little Bo-Peep, 
Who hunted so eagerly for her 

sheep. 
She searched day and night, be it 

rainy or bright, 
But finding no trace of the long lost 

sheep, ^ . 
She went on home for a good 

night's sleep. 
—Beatrice L. Rickey, age 13. 

Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep, 
And gone out to find it. 

Her mother, they say, gave it away, 
Because it was always behind her. 

—John B. Bullock, age 8. 

Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep, 
But she knows where to find it. 

Its name was Dave and it rests in. Its 
grave, . 

And the cold winds Mow around it. 
1 —Esther Schorr, age 13. 

Little Bo-Peep had some sheep. 
They wandered away and went to 

sleep. 
So she cannot find them. 

She left them alone and they came 
home, 

But lefit their tails behind them. 
—Ross D. Lapham. 

Little Bo-Peep she lost her sheep, 
And can't tell where to find them 

Her sister In a tussel, stuffed him in 
her bustle, 

And told her never to mind him. 

h 
unw jBvx-eep n«» »"»* —*-» gut ner mamsw o»y» "oic «" 

And lo: she couldn't find them. Jast pat an aa m the Courier, 
fibawent home a running; her father Bhe wjjj be Bure to find it. 

-1"" —Helen Marie Arelngdale, age 8 to tell, 
K fiut all that lie said was well! welil 

t 
well!, 

—Vida Wahle. 

K-w 

Little Bo-Peep, she found a sheep, 
•I And did not know Where to keep it. 
While she hunted all day, it ran away 

And then, she could not find it 
r* «—Alden Doud, age 13. 

flittlertBo-Peep had a sheep 
Ana her grandpa bought It. 

Bhe let It' run loose, and Teddy the 
gOOSV 

i' Thoughtift was a bear and shot it. 
—Leslie Dunning, age 9, 

Zittle^Bo-Peep has found her sheep, 
Out In the meadow gay 

She will leave it alone and it will 
come home, 

> When It is through of play. 
i —Vera Cook, age 12, 

Little Bo-Peep has taught her sheep. 
To look on behind her. 

All day she looked at a picture book, 
And they looked on behind her. 

—Anna Palfreyman. 

Little Bo-Peep lost her only sheep. 
She thought It was a dandy. 
She felt so sad, she put in an ad, 

And home came little Marandy, 
—Joy Noland, age 6, 

Little Bo-Peep lost her sheep, 
And don't know where to find it. 

Leave it alone and it will come home, 
In the night by the moonlight. 

Opal Locke, age 9. 

Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep. 
And don't know where to find it. 

Let it alone and let it come home. 
Bringing its tail behind it. 

. Mary E. Tweedy. 

Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep, 
And don't know where to find it. 

Oh, yes! one /day someone stole it 
away, 

And now she is worse than ever. 

Little Bo-Peep found her sheep, 
While playing with Rover 

Away down in the clover. 
She's now more happy thaja ever. 

—Thomas Hess, age 11. 

Little Bo-Peep has lo&t her sheep, 
And don't know where to find it. 

And can't tell where to find him. 
He wandered out in the high-way— 

Along came a man In an automobile. 
And there was nothing left to tell the 

tale, _ 
But the grease spot In the road be

hind him. -
—Ruth Byrum, age o. 

Little Bo-Peep, has lost her sheep. 
But her mamma says never mind it. 

Little Bo-Peep, has lost her sheep. 
An* don't know where to find them. 

But when they came in they were cov
ered with tin— 

This is the way she found them. 
—Bernice Randall, age 11 

Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep, 
But says she does not mind it— 

For she knows a little Courier Junior 
will find it. 
—Arthur Arelngdale, Jr., age 

little Bo-Peep had some sheep. 
She Btarted them to pasture one day 

But where they went she did not 
know, 

But she knows they went astray. 
—Lou Nalley, age 12, 

Little Bo-Peep, went to sleep, 
And when she woke up she couldn t 

find her sheep. 
She hunted and hunted till she could 

hunt no more. 
Tinder the beds, under the spreads, 

and upon the floor. 
Her dad threw it in the alley, because 

be had no time to dilly-dally, ^ 
And said, "Oh, we can buy more. 

—Martha Marie Scott. 

So into that last year's nest they 
moved, ' 

And were sheltered from wind, and 
cold; , 

They were just as snug as bugs in a 
rug, / 

Or as dear little lambs in a fold. 

Rosey And, Posey 
And The Scare 

Crow , 
Rosey and Posey were twin sisters. 

They lived in the country/far far from 
a town or city, and three miles from a 
little village. Their father kept a gar
den, and raised vegetables for the vil
lage market. Their mother kept a 
cow and some chickens and sold but
ter, cheese and eggs to the villagers. 
So between them, papa and mamma 
Justin, parents of the twins, Rosey 
and posey, made a good living. 

And often Rosey and Posey were 
sent to the village on errands, when 
papa and mamma were too busy to 
go themselves. 

In the garden—at the very farthest 
corner from the house and cowbarn— 
there stood a great, gaunt, black clad 
scarecrow. Papa Justin had put him 
there to keep the crows from his gar
den. And when the wind blew—as it 
always did in March and April (the 
months when Papa Justin was plant
ing sead)—1-the scarecrow's arms 
would fly out wildly and his head 
would bob and bob in a most comical 
fashion. And as Rosey and Posey 
went along the road past the garden, 
they would laugh and laugh at the old 
scarecrow, who was bobbing about 
like a jumping jack. 

One very cloudy day Papa Justin 
called to Rosey and Posey: "Daugh
ters, you will have to go to the vil
lage for some seed. I want some for 
my hotbedS. Thought I had plenty, 
but the mice got into the seed bags 
and ate all the salad seed. So jump 
into your jackets and hoods and go to 
the seedkeeper's shop in the village." 

"All right, papa," obeyed Rosey and 
Posey, "We'll be off\ directly arid 
they hurried into the house and put-
on their thick shoes and jackets and 
hoods. Then, their mother being tola 
that they were making the journey to 
the village, decided to send a basket 
of eggs to the marketkeeper. 

So off the twins went, laughing and 
singing, first one and th»n the other 
carrying the ba'sket of eggs. They had 
their landmarks beside the road, and 
Posey, "We'll be off directly and 
point, then hand it to Posey, who 
would carry it to the next point. And 
so they shared the burden evenly. 

After the little girls had finished 
their business in the village, and were 
starting homewards, great drops of 
rain began to descend from the 
clouds. And the darkness of late 
afternoon thickened till it seemed 
night would overtake them before 
they could reach their home. They 
hastened their footsteps, into the lone
ly country. Then the rain began to 
fall fast and the day grew darker and 
darker. 

•'I'm afraid," whispered Rosey, shiv
ering. She was carrying tha basket 
in which the seeds were put. 

"Afraid of what?" asked Posey, 
walking close to her sister. 

"Oh, of the rain and the dark," ex
plained Rqsey. "Wish we kad got an 
earlier start this afternoon. The night 
is coming soon on acqount of the 
clouds." 

"There is nothing to fear—unless a 
bear should come from the mountains 
yonder," said Posey. "Papa says very 
few bears now live In the mountains— 
the hunters have killed them for their 
skins 11 

"But a few still live," said Rosey. 
"And one big bear would be as dan
gerous as a dozen. One could—" 

But even as Rosey spoke a dark 
form appeared in the distance. It 
walked on all fours, and had a wab- clouds 
bling gait 

"Oh. it's a bear—it's a bear! 
hoarsely whispered Rosey. "Oh, what ladies. 
shall we do?" .... . fv.a heen^ood^to'me, I woulcfbe watched, Posey was too frightened at the peen^good to me.r 1{fnU,RR 

moment to reply 
ahead of her. "—. 
when she could find her voice. 
a bear!" 

Finding A Home 
Two sparrows sat on a leafless* limb; 

The weather was bleak and cold; 
And the poor little things did shiver 

and shake— 
They were not very big nor old. 

One said to the other in little chirps; 
"Oh, wouldn't a warm nest be 

The snuggest thing In all the world?—- o« ji. »=, -
A nest that would hold you and ing on the run—just like a^ real hu 

me 

"A nest made of feathers and hay! 
But—say 

dark-
That thing in the tree 'cross the 

Way?" 

Then bird number one turned about 
to look. 

And gaily chirruped 
If the thing you have 

me 
Is not a last year's bird's nest! 

spoke! For a second Rosey and 
Posey thought they must be dreaming. 
A scarecrow, talking! It was un
believable! But another second 
brought them to. the full conscious
ness of the situation. The scare
crow was bending over and saying: 

"That great black fellow with the 
long sharp claws and sharp teeth is 
nejar at hand. Jump to my shoulders, 
my little friends, and I'll carry you 
home in a jifTy." 

Without asking a question the 
twins jumped upon the scarecrow's 
shoulders, and Rosey had presence of 
mind to grab up the basket, of seed 
from the ground. They were not a 
mqment too soon, for at the very 
instant that Rosey lifted the basket 
from the ground and the scarecrow 
was balancing himself for a run the 
great black bear advanced upon them. 
As he came within two feet of the 
scarecrow he opened his great Jaws 
as if to swallow, scarecrow, girls, bas-

ket^and^all.my ^ fellow," laughed 
the scarecrow. And he just lifted a 
great straw stuffed foot and thrust it 
down the bear's throat. When he 
withdrew it his old ragged boot was 
gone, but he did not mind. It had 
sufficed tq choke the bear and make 
him sto/ to cough and cough, trying 
to get rid of the boot and bunch of 
straw. 

While the bear was coughing and 
choking, and digging into his throat 
frith his paw to get the straw which 
was tickling as well as choking him, 
the scarecrow started homewards on 
the run. Rosey and Posey sat upon 
his broad "loulders, enjoying the fine 
ride. But the rain, now coming down 
pretty hard, was unpleasant, and 
Posey said: "Wish we had an um
brella sister. My jacket will soon be 
wet through." 

"Then have one, my dears," said 
the scarecrow, and he jerked from in
side his long coat a big umbrella, 
which he raised and passed up to tne 
little girls. "Well, well," cried Rosey. 
"Was there ever such a strange thing 
happened before It's wonderful!" 

Posey leaned over and spoke in the 
ear—or where the ear of a real per
son would have been—of the scare
crow, asking: "Please tell us, Mr. 
Scarecrow, how you happened to come 
to life, and at a time when we needed 
you so much?" ' 

As tha. bear had been left far "be
hind, ancT there was no danger of his 
overtaking them, the scarecrow les
sened his speed and began talking: 

"Well, my little dears,' he* began, "you 
see, I have had rather a dull and lone
ly life—standing in one* spot in the 
garden. So the. other night, after all 
the crows had gone to bed, and I 
might go off duty—if I could get off— 
I began to bemoan my fate. Two lit
tle fairies were passing at the time, 
and heard my complaint. 'Ah„ sa^d 
one f^iry, 'let's give this nice oid 
scarecrow life, so that he may enjoy 
himself when not at work.' So they 
touched my head with a little wand, 
and of a sudden I felt warm and 
funny. Then my legs and arms be
gan to move of themselves, but differ
ently to the movemei ts made by the 
wind. I found I could walk about, and 
that I could talk and laugh. Well, I 
went off on. a lark, as men would say. 
and had a jolly time of it. I walked 
for miles and miles, played with rab
bits, visited the birds in their nests, 
went to the village and saw the shops 
and pretty houses and waded the 
river. Toward morning I came home, 
took my place, as usual, in the corner 
of the garden and all my human 
powers left me. But they came again 
this evening. And so I set out for an
other good time, when my eyes fell 
upon you, my dears. And then I saw 
the big black bear. So I put one and 
one together and got two. Ah, ha,' 
said I to myself, 'that bear wants to 
eat up mv little ladies.' So I came to 
your recue. And that Is my story. 
But—here we are at your home, and 
as sure as I am a scarecrow, your 
parents will be at the gate, locking 
for you, so before we turn the cor
ner of the hedge you'd best jump to 
the gjround and take your basket and 
run to the house. I'll stop in the 
garden foi' a moment. You see, I got 
off duty early today, owing to the un
usual darkness brought by the heavy 
clouds. • All crows. and other birds, 
are in their nests though it is only 5 
o'clock. But—good-by, my little 
ladies. Say nothing of this to anyone 
for were it known that the farles had 

Ebs16 is in the seventh grade. She 
studies reading, history, arithmetic, 
physology, writing, and spelling. 

Her playmates are Thelma, Anna, 
Ethel and Mae. 

Ruth Byrum, age 8. 
R. F. D. No 1, box 11, Chilllcothe, la 

: * A LETTER. 

Dear Editor: ' 
• As I -have never written to the 
Courier Junior before, I thought 
would write. My papa has taken the 
Courier for two months. I like to 
be a Junior, we have six.months of 
school. My teachers name is Ernest 
Riddington. We have twenty-one pu
pils in our school. I have only got to 
go. to school three months this year. 
I have one sister and one brother. 
Their names are Opal and Lloyd. They 
have gone almost • every day. Our 
school will close on March 11 witu a 
good program and a play at night. 

*My birthday is March 9. I expect tc 
get some post cards. I wish some of 
the Juniors would send me some. -
have ninety-three post cards. My sis
ter has 112. My. brother has firty. My 
papa has 120 acres of land. We have 
200 chickens; also a good farm house 
and barn. 

Pearl Beans, age 10. 
Pulaski. Iowa. 

BESSIE'S FIRST LETTER. 

Dear Editor: 
I am a little girl seven years oid. 

This is my first leter to the Courier 
Junior. 

I have two sisters. Their names ar» 
Mae and Martha. Mae is 8 years old 
and Marthe is 5 years old. 

Mae goes to school, Martha Is 
going to start soon. 

For pets we have seven lambs and 
a dog. 

Bessie Muldoon, age 7. 
Chillicothe, Iowa. 

OBEDIENCE. i-

ShTstood staring and then I would, become .lifeless 
"Ves " she whispered again. And I do love to^become an -

It's mated every night, for then I get a lit
tle exercise." . 

Then the scarecrow sat Rosey apd 
Posey on the ground, while he ran to 
his place in thq garden, and as the 
little girls went on to the house they, 
turned about to see him waving nis 
long arms about his head. And the 
rain had ceased, and there was no 
wind-And when Rosey looked for the 
umbrella It was gone. "How strange," 
she said; "But fairies always do such 
strange things." 

"Oh, let's run back towards town,"-
cried Rosey, dropping the basket. 
He's coming right towards us. He'll 

soon catch us—If we don't run!" 
If we run, he'll run after us,' said 

rosey. "But we can't stand here. He's 
coming at a trot, now. He's seen us!" 

The twins clagped each other's 
hands, and began to weep. "Oh, oh. 
what shall we do " they wailed. Then 
as the bear was within a hundred 
rods of them, another dark form loom
ed up In the road, just behind the 
bear. "Oh, siBter, look!" It was 
Rosey who exclaimed. "Look—it's our 
dear old scarecrow!" 

"So it is," cried Posey. "He's com 

man being. What does it all mean?" 
"He'll save us," said Rosey, her 

'Yes ves " the second sparrow replied tears ceasing to flow. "Ah, he's pulled 
.. . * " .! _ « . _ a «•. j f +n41 And euro artAticrK mane ui ,. the bear's tail.'" And sure enough, 

what is that so round and the funny old scarecrow had overtak
en the bear, and In the most comical 
manner pulled the bit of bob tall. And 
the bear made a terrible growl, and 
turned about angrily. On beholding 
the scarecrow he raised a huge paw 
to strike him down. But the Bcare-
crow was too quick for him. He 
sprang aside, laughing and swinging 
his arms. Then, running like a 
fleet footed deer, the scarecrow c&me 
on to the side of the twins. An<^ he 

"I'll be blest 
pointed out to 

I STORIES AND LETTER8. 

THANKING. 

Once there was a little girl 12 years 
old, who when her mother or father 
or anyone gave her a present or postal 
card she would never thank them for 
It. bo one day all of her relation told 
jjgy uncle and aunt to write a letter to 
this girl saying that they would give 
her lots of nice things If she would al
ways thank people if they got some
thing for her ' She wrote a letter back 
saying' that she would. They gave 
her many nice things. She at onee 
thanked them for the things and from 
this day forth she always thanks peo
ple when they give her something. 
Her name is Essie Brown. She goes 
to school and is learning very faBt. 

One day a little boy was sitting 
alone, on the porch. What was he 
thinking about? He was thinking 
of how he had disobeyed his mother 
who was worKing very hard in the 
kitchen. She had asked him to get a 
load of wood for the kitchen fire and 
he told her "no," he would not do it. 
Shg went and got the wood herseif. 
This had made him think. He thought 
very seriously about it and the more 
he thought the worse he felt. At last 
he went and asked his mother if she 
needed some more wood, and she told 
him no, that she had plenty and that 
he had had a chance once and would 
not accept it, so now he mufet go away 
and quit bothering her. 

' Now he felt still worse. 
One of the most serious things that 

we much think about is obedience, 
and to honor our father and our 
mother. Although you may think it irf 
all right you will find out that when 
you jrrow older, the great mistake 
you have made. 1'ou cantnever be
gin too young. ' 

Always obey, not only at home, but 
at school, and then you will Be thought 
of as one who has done his or her duty. 

Obedience is a good motto to fouow. 
It is the thing that has brought so 
many men into high offices. Abraham 
Lincoln obeyed his mother. James 
Garfield obeyed his mother* McKinlefr 
obeyed his mother, and all men should 
obey their mother. 

Alden Doud, age 13, 
Box 98, Douds-Leando, la. , 

pretty dog. ' The next day the squire 
told his vboy George to bring the kit
ten up in . the loft and leave it there 
all night and he did. That night the 
dog barked until the squire had to get 
up and whip him: They had., to lead 
him to town and he did not act right 
.at all. He turned his back irnd curl, 
ed up In the back of the cage. All at 
once a cat came running In to the 
place. ' It looked at every cage and at 
last it came to the cage in which Bob 
was in and he barked and the cat 
jumped through the bars in the cage 
and the (|og looked very happy aild he 
won the first prize. 

—No name. 

MY TRIP TO OTTUMWA. 

One morning about four o'clock we, 
papa, Henry Low and myself got up 
and . started. We-started about half-
past five. We drove. We had to take 
our dinner with us. 

At noon we ate our dinner in a 
barn. We let the horses rest about 
an hour, then we started again. And 
got to my friends house about two 
o'clock. 

Thte night after we gqt there Ve ate 
our supper and got ready and went to 
a party. And the next day we got 
ready and went up town, and came 
home and got ready and went to 
church. And Sunday morning when 
we got up It was raining, but papa 
thought that we ought to come home 
anyway. So we started, home and it 
was very muddy. We didn't stopu on 
the way home to eat our dinner just 
ate it in the carriage. We didn't get 
home till about four or five o'clock. 
Will close hoping to see my letter in 
print. 

Your. Junior Friend, 
Anna Nalley > 

Pulaski, Iowa, R. R. No. 2. 

GEORGE WASHINGTON. 

WRITES TO ROXIE WOOD. 

Dear Junior Friend: 
I received your pretty post card 

and send you many thanks for it. Will 
answer it as soon as possible. 

I read your autobiography in the 
Jujjlor page a few weeks ago. ; 

How many post cards have you? I 
have 300 or more. I have about 200 
from the Juniors. My first Junior cor
respondent was Margaret Sunley, of 
St. Louis, Mo. I have quite a number 
of cards from her now. I now exchange 
cards with about forty Juniors. I have 
about ten cards and thirteen prizes 
from the Junior. 

I have three brothers and three sis
ters and one little niece, who will be 
two years old on March 26. She has 
written to the Junior twice but only 
one of her letters was published. 

I belonged to the Christmas Stock
ing club this year. I have joined It 
each year since 1907. 

I go to the Horan school about a 
half a mile from where I live. My 
teacher's name is Evelyn Frlcke, I 
am in the seventh and eighth grades. 
I received a book from my teacher 
December 23, for not / whispering 
eleven weeks at school. 

Well, I will close as my letter Is get
ting long. 

Hoping to receive an answer to my 
letter soon, I am as ever, 

Your Junior friend, ' 
Maude Skirvln, age 12, 

R. F. D. No. 2, Floris^ la. 

HOW BOB WON THE PRIZEi 

When George Washington was nine
teen yfears old he became a public sur
veyor. 1 The royal governor of Vir
ginia wanted some one to go over the 
Alleghany mountains and survey the 
land held by the French and Indians. 

Many were the hardships he en
dured.. He was obliged to make a 
raft and float through the <ice along 
the river, but when he returned horns 
he carried with him the papers which 
the royal governor wanted. 

In 1754 war between the French and 
English colonies opened and young 
Washington was appointed aid to the 
British commander In chief, who was 
much surprised when our Virginia boy 
wished to tell him how to light the In
dians, but he would not listen and was 
killed in the first part of the battle. 
Washington then assumed command, 
fought the Indians in their own fash
ion and saved the army. 

We are having a debate at school. 
It is "Resolved, that Washington did 
more service for his country than 
Lincoln." 

I am on Washington's side. 
Lucy Morrison, age 12, -

Melrose, Iowa. 

living chopping wood. They had a 
Bmall child. Of course they could not 
take it with them In the forest, so 
they left It with their faithful, noble 
dog. The mother always put It to 
sleep before she left and the dog was 
taught to wateh the cradle. 

One morning a large poisonous 
snake crawled up jthe steps and in the 
door. The-dog did not see it until it 
started to crawl up the cradle. He 
jumped upon the snake and after a 
deadly fight killed It 

In the fight the cradle was upset, 
l)ut baby did not care. She was as 
happy there as anywhere. 

When the wood cutter and his wife 
came home they sa# the baby on the 
floor and thought that the dog haa 
killed her. It made the woodcutter 
so angry that he hit the dog on the 
head with his ax. Then they saw the 
dead snake. Ah;, they s»w_it all now. 
How/sorry they were. The dog jlooked 
pitti fully up. In his master's face, lick
ed his haniLand died! 

I wish to thank the editor very 
much for my beautiful pap,er dolls. 

> Irene Taylor, 
R. F. D. No. LaPlatta, Mo. 

JESSIE HAS FOUR SI8TERS AND 
FIVE BROTHERS. 

Dear Editor: 
I am 9 years old. I go to school 

every day. I am in the fourth grade. 
My studies are arithmetic, reading,-
history, geography, language and 
spelling. My teacher's name is Miss 
Achsa Day. We have twenty-six pu
pils going to our school. 

We have no school now, on account 
of scarlet fever. I have four sisters 
ftnd five brothers. This is my -first 
letter to the Junior. I like to read 
the letters on the Junior page. I Will 
close for this time. ! 

Jessie Williams, ' S 

\ 

NELLIE LIKES MISS M'ALOON. 
jDear Juniors: 
j As. I have not written to you for a -
I long time, I will try and write once 
more. I am a little girl eight, years 
old. I am in the third room at the 
Franklin school. My teacher's nune 
is Miss McAloon. I like her very much. 
I have two brothers and no sisters. 
My brothers names are Jo^n, age 7. 
and Warren, age 5. My birthday is 
April 22. I would like to receive pos
tal cards on my birthday from some 
of the Juniors. F will answer all 
cards, as mamma says I can. 

Nellie Lynn, age 8. 
318 Walnut Ave., Ottumwa, la. -V> 

GEORGE WASHINGTON. 

One day a crowd of boys were 
standing around a pond. There was 
something in the water. It was a lit
tle, kitten. They were throwing stones 
and glass into the water at it. All at 
once they heard a dog bark. They 
stood and listened. He barked again. 
It was the Squires' dog, Bob, and he 
did not like boys, especially dirty and 
ragged ones. The boys ran. One boy 
said: "There won't be much left of it 
if he gets ahold of it. When the dog 
saw it he went and picked It up in his 
jiouth and carried It home. When he 
got there the square said, we don't 
want no drowned rats around here. 
But the dog went and put It In his 
kennel and the dog soon licked the 
kitten all off and you would never see 
them apart. The kitten would either 
be on the dog's back or she would 
run along by his side. 

One day there was going to be a 
dog show. So the squire wasi going 
to take Bob for he was an awful 

George Washington was born In 
Westmoreland county, V'iginia on .he 
twenty-second day of • February in 
1732. He died at Mount Vernon in 
1799. George when young was fond of 
soldier life. He also wrote one hun
dred rules "for behavior in company" 

George's father died when he was 
but 11 years ot age. And his mother 
took pains to bring him up with 
manly ideas. " 

He first went to an old field school 
which stood in an old field too much 
worn out to grow anything. 

The teacher's name was Mr. Hobby. 
When George got older he went 'to a 
better school. There he learned read
ing, writing and arithmetic and to 
that there was added a little book
keeping and a little surveying, of 
which he was very fond. 

George Washington was very hon
est, good, kind and loving. In those 
days people went every place On horse 
back. George was not afraid to get 
astride the wildest horse or an un
broken colt in Westmoreland county. 

When George Washington was six. 
teen years old he slept out In the 
open air for three years. 

George Washington was our first 
president. He served two terms. ' 

Lola Dornsefe, age 11. 
917 W. Main St., Ottumwa, la. 

BRYAN HAS A PONY. 

Dear Editor: 
As I have never written to the 

Courier Junior before I will write to
day. 

I have some pets to play with which 
are a pony, hie name is Jeff, a dog 
named Bill, a lamb, a banta, and two 
pet pheasants. 

I gb to the Cross Roads school. My 
teacher's name is Miss Zella Myers. I 
study the fourth reader, arithmetic, 
grammar, geography and spelling. 

Bryan Foster, age 10. 
R. F. D. No. 1, Bloqmlleld, la. 

RALPH'S FIRST LETTER. ' 

Dear Editor: 
This is my first time to write to you. 
I am ten years old. I am staying 

this winter with my grand parents so 
that I can fco to school. I am in the 
fourth grade and study reading, writ
ing, grammar, arithmetic, geography, 
language and spelling. 

My parents live in Montana on a tarco* I hope to go there in the 
spring. 

I have one brother, eight years-old. 
His name Is Joseph. 

Ralph Ogle. 
Williamsburg, Iowa. 

THE NOBLE DOG. 

There was once a man who was 
very poor. He and his wife made their 

POLITENESS. 

Dear Editor: 
Every little Junior should form.the 

habit of politeness. It is one of the * V 
bjsst habits for a good character. All 
great and honored people are polite. 

To become a noted person you must 
be polite. It is very easy to be polite 
wh6n with polite people as one-
naturally form the habits of their 
friends. ,* 

. Gerada Zaffle.' 
704 Cooper St., Ottumwa, la. 

•£\ 

THE CHICKEN WITH TWO 
MOTHERS. 

Fawn and Fallow were two brown 
hens. They hp.d grown up from chlck-
enhood together and had always been 
the best of friends. 1 

One day they made their way to the 
shed, in p. snug corner they found a 
box which the cook had placed there 
fer them, lined with nice white shav
ings. "What. p. splendid place for' a 
nest," said Fawn. 

"Yes," said Fallow, "and I think it 
is big enough for two." 

So they both got into the box and 
each laid a pretty^ white egg. They 
were so proud of what they had done 
that this brought little Alice to the 
shed and she came into the house 
with just one egg. 

"I left one," she said, "so I am sure 
Fawn and Fallow will go to the box 
tomorrow." So they did and Alice had 
two eggs to take to mamma. This 
went on for many days, each day 
Alice having her two warm fresh, eggs 
and one was always left in the nest. 

At last Fawn and Fallow thought 
that they had laid enough eggs. They 
began to set, each kieeping one an
other warm in the snug corner. Alice 
got no more eggs. 

One day as she went to the shed 
she found Fawn and Fallow stepping 
about and between them one tiny 
chick. Such a fuss as they were mak
ing over It. This is what Alice thought 
they were saying: 

"This chick is mine," says Fallow. 
"No," Bays Fawn, "It is mlncL" "I laid 
the egg for it," says Fallow. "No, I 
did," said Fawn. So- this little chick 
grew up with two mammas and there 
were no more quarreling about It. 

Martha M. Scott, age 12. 
N. Court St., Ottumwa, la. ^ 
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OUR FLAG. 

The flag of the United States is red, 
white and blue. 

The blue field tells us to be true. > 
The white tells us to he pure acd 

the red to be brave. 
The stars show us the number or 

states there are now . The stripes 
,show us there were only thirteen 
states in the union first. 

Elxna J. Watts, age T. 
Bloomfleld, Iowa. 

EDWARD IS BIGHT YEARS OLD. 

Dear Editor: 
I ttm a little boy eight years old. As 

I have never written to the Junior be
fore, I thought I would write a few 
lines. I have two brothers and one, 
sister. Their names «re Reba, Elmer 
and Max. ' 

I go to Castle school. 
Edward Lewis, age 8. 

Albia, Iowa. 
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