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SOME BIRD STORIES. 

Dear Juniors.—We saw a beautiful 
bird book the other day and we at 
once wanted to give It to some Juniors. 
So the best way to dispose of this gift 
is to have some bird stories, conse
quently the big contest opens today 
and closes Monday, May 22. 

Seleet your subjects from among 
the following: 

THE KINGFISHER. 
SISKIN. 

• THE GOLDEN ORIOLE. 
BULLFINCH. 
THE GREEN WOODPECKER. 
THE HOOPOE. 
REDBACKCD SHRIKE. 
GREENFINCH. 
CANARIES. 
JACKDAW8. 
LONGEARED OWLS. 
MAGPIES. 
CUCKOOS. 
We want good bird stories. 
Here is a nice story about a wood

pecker, which is about the style of 
stories we want: 

Of all the bird tradesmen, none Is 
more skillful than the woodpecker, 
the carpenter of the bird world. He 
builds his home of Bolid wood, not of 
twigs, as most birds do, and' he builds 
It In such a way that It is a difficult 
matter for a boy to rob It. Of course, 
no boy who really loves birds would 
rob a nest, but there are boys who do, 
and we have known such boys to get 
into trouble trying to rob a woodpeck
er's nest. • 

The woodpecker is such a skillful 
woodworker that the Mexicans of 
lower California have named one kind 
of woodpecker "The Carpenter." He 
has no saw, no plane, no square 
only a sort of chisel—but with that 
one tool he can make as clean a hole 
in a dead tree as you could with a 
two-inch augur. He simply pecks and 
pecks with his bill, and that bill is so 
hard and so sharp that it cuts right 
into the wood. 

Sometimes a woodpecker will 
pound on a dead snag a tattoo that 
sounds like a steam riveter. That's 
when he is prospecting for something 
to eat. For he lives on the grubs and 
other infeects that live in dead wood, 
and by beating a tattoo and then list
ening, he can tell whether or not 
there are any insects in the wood. The 
tattoo is to stir 'em "up. When he is 
actually at work, cutting a nest in a 
dead tree or boring into a snag for 
food, he doesn't make much noise. 

All woodpeckers are somewhat red
headed. One of them, the "red-headed 
woodpecker," has a head that is all 
red. Then there is the flicker with his 
yellow lined wings and speckled 
breast, the black and white downy 
woodpecker, the hairy woodpecker, 
like an overgrown downy, and, rarest 
of all, the great ivory-billed wood
pecker of the southern cypress 
swamps. 

A "HOME SWEET HOME" FOR 
v DAINTY DOLLIES. 

Gave him such delight ; ' 

John—to make his name much shorter— 
Got one day a scare; 

Up and up his kite went sailing— 
Up into the air. 

W4th a hoist it lifted Johnny 
Off his feet, alas! 

And next moment it was trailing 
Johnny o'er the grass! 

Very much disgusted, Johnny ; . 
Ciied, "Look here—boo-hoo!—, 

When you fly a kite, it's horrid 
If the kite flies you!" 

—Little Folks." 

We went down to find out what was 
the matter with the paper doll man the 
other day, and instead of our paper 
dolls we found six "Home Sweet 
Homes" for dainty dollies. However, 
the paper dolls are coming. We are go
ing to jrive away one of these "Home 
Sweet Homes" each week for six 
weeks for the* best letters. These dear 
little houses are folders. Each folder 
constitutes the floor, front and roof. 
There is also a two room section. Di
rections tell how to build the cottage. 
The furniture is on a separate sheet 
ready to be cut out and placed in the 
rooms. Besides these "Home Sweet 
Homes," we have ten "Nursery Rock
ers." The second and third best letters 
each week will get a "Nursery 
Rocker." 

Frances Norton is the prize winner 
this week. 

BEAUTIFUL POST CARD8. 

We hope the Juniors are getting the 
beautiful post cards we are sending 
out now. We will send out post cards 
to all Juniors who write either letters 
or Btorles and who are not numbered 
among the prize winners. 

We would like the Juniors who are 
waiting for the paper dolls to write 
us a short story on "Patience." For 
the best story on this subject we will 
give a beautiful signet ring. 

By the way, several of the Juniors 
who have been ranked among the prize 
winners have forgotten to acknowledge 
their prizes. 

SEVEN RULES FOR THE JUNIORS. 

v 1. Use one side of the paper only. 
2. Write neatly and legibly, using 

ink or a sharp lead pencil. 
3. Always sign your name in full 

and state your age. 
4. Number your pages. 
5. Do not copy stories or poetry 

and send us as your own work. 
6. Always state choice of a prize on 

a separate piece of paper, with name 
and address in full. 

7. Address the envelope to Editor, 
Courier Junior, Ottumwa, Iowa. 

Tables Turned 

John Augustus Angus Browning 
Loved to fly his kite; 

Not anoti^r iny or pastime 

Searching For 
T h e  M a n  o f  
The Mountain 

It was a fine afternoon in early May, 
Ellis King, Walter Brown and Lin
coln Heart were trudging along a 
rough road in the foothills that lay 
as sentinels about the base of Mount 
Hero. In the valley formed by these 
foothills B nestled a pretty up to date 
town in "its infancy. The families to 
which the three above-mentioned boys 
belonged had only come to that part 
of the world a few months prior to the 
time of this story and therefore the 
country thereabouts was new to them. 

Every Saturday since the opening of 
Bpring the three boys, Ellis, Walter 
and Lincoln, had gone on long expedi
tions into the foothills, even the very 
mountains themselves, which lay three 
or four miles farther removed from 
the town than did the hills. They 
loved the day's outing and always re
turned home at night with their minds 
full of the new scenes and places dis
covered, and many vaulable specimens 
gathered during their tramping. On 
the afternoon of which I write, how
ever, the boys were not specimen-
hunting, nor were they looking for un
discovered places. They were trudg
ing along the rough mountain road, 
bent on adventure. 

There was a story told by the oldest 
inhabitants of the town—aged and 
weather-beaten miners—of an old man 
who lived in the mountains, in fact, 
the mysterious old man was said to 
have a cabin on the steepest side of 
old Mount Hero. No one had . ever 
spoken to this old man, or heard him 
speak. He was never seen, save at 
night, and then for only a moment, 
when he would seem to sink into the 
earth or rise into the sky, so sudden
ly would he disappear. And he, so 
the story went, had been seen in that 
same place, on the side of Mount Hero 
by the first white man to put foot 
there, and it was thought that he 
guarded the entrance to a cave filled 
with gold. 

Many, many times had the boys, 
Walter, Lincoln and Ellis, stopped at 
a little assay office kept by the son of 
an aged miner to hear over and over 
the story of the old man of the moun
tains told by the arjayer's father. The 
story ran something like this (making 
allowances for the miner's own lang
uage) : 

"When i first come to these parts, by 
golly, I sez to old Pattern—he'd reach
ed here before me—is there any one 
up on that mounting?—meanin' Mount 
Hero. An' he sez, sez he, 'Yep, there's 
a ghost man there.. Some folks calls 
him a miner; others call him a spook 
o' the mounting.' So I sez to myself, 
'I'll go call on the old gezer. He may 
have a gold mine, an' want a pardner.' 
So I goes up the steepest side of Mount 
Hero, an' when about half way up, 
lawsy! there raises up befront of me a 
tall, gray old man, lookin'" like the 
mounting itself. I spoke to him, but 
he waved his arm, and said nary a 
word. I starts to go to him, and by 
golly, he goes plum out o' sight. But 
I never seen him raise up or stoop 
down nor run away. He was there— 
and then he wasn't there." 

Then the narrator stopped to watch 
the effect of his words on his interest
ed young listeners. 

Then some one would ask the old 
fellow how long since that mysterious 
thing had happened. And he would 
say. "Perzactly ten year." 

And that story was the cause of our 
young friends, Ellis, Walter and Lin
coln, making up their minds to go in 
search of the old man of tho mountain. 
And that was their object on the bright 
May afternoon of which this story 
deals. So they trudged along the moun
tain road, climbing over boulders, los
ing on the sides of deep precipes and 
ing on the sides of deep precipes and, 
at last, losing their path altogether, 
simply because the path which had led 
from the road, "gave out." 

"We must be about half way up the 
mountain now," said Lincoln, after the 
party had climbed till exhausted and 
stopped to rest beside a little spring 
which bubbled, out from beneath a 
ledge of rock. 

"Yes, we can see the town far, far 
below, and we are looking at about the 
same angle toward the town that we 
look from the town to the half-way 
point on Mount Hero. Guess we're half 
way to the top all right." So spoke 
Walter. , 

Then having rested a bit, they start
ed on their way again. They had come 
prepared to spend half the night on the 
mountain if necessary, wearing heavy 
sweaters and carrying their knap
sacks, well filled with food, over their 
shoulders. Each boy had a good rifle, 
thinking to be ready to meet unexpect
edly any beast of prey. 

The decided they had gone high 
enough up the side of old Mt. Hero 
and that the person—or Bpook— they 
sought must be hidden somewhere 
about. They began their search, pok
ing in and about every crevice in the 
rocks and behind boulders and in small 
cave mouths. It was growing late, the 
sun having dropped behind old Mount 
Hero, and the evening shadows were 
deepening in the - valley. Mist and 
shadow hid the town from the boys' 
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view, and they felt the loneliness of 
their surroundings. 

About 4 o'clock they sat down to par
take of their camp lunch. They had 
matches and soon had a bright fire 
blazing. It was cheering and comfort
able, for the day was becoming chilly 
at that altitude. Walter and Lincoln 
went in search of fuel—dried limbs of. 
pine and fir—to keep alive their camp-
fire. Ellis remained at the fireside, 
cleaning his rifle. After his comrades 
had been gone about ten minutes, he 
heard a soft footfall above him on the 
mountain. Looking up he caught sight 
of the disappearing figure of a man. 
He only got the shortest glimpse of 
him and could not make out whether 
he was old or young. He jumped up 
quickly and followed in the direction 
the man had gone—or the way he 
thought he must have gone. He had no 
time to leave a note at the camp for 
his returning friends and he would not 
call out to them, fearing to warn the 
mysterious figure of his nearness. He 
intended to return to the camp shortly 
and explain his sudden leave-taking to 
his companions. 

Ellis found the way of ascent very 
difficult, but he did not give up. On and 
on he clambered, listening once in a 
while, to ascertain whether or not his 
man was near enough to make the 
sound of foot upon earth. He thought 
he caught a rustle once, but was not 
sure. With rifle clasped tightly in one 
arm, he helped himself over stones 
and fallen trees with the other. He did 
not notice things about him so as to 
place thom in mind as landmarks by 
which he might return to his com
rades. He was too much excited to 
think of doing so. 

But his hurried asient in pursuit of 
a glimpsed figure bore fruit. Just as 
Ellis turned the angle of a huge ledge 
of rock he came full upon the strangest 
habitation he had ever seen. It was 
a rude cabin of piled-up rock on threei 
sides, a naturel wall of rock forming 
the fourth irregular side. At the end 
of this cabin was an opening with a 
blanket hanging over it In lieu of a 
better door. Ellis stood rooted to the 
spot for a moment. Then he boldly 
stepped to the portal of this strange 
little hut—stuck right against the 
steep side of the mountain—and raised 
the blanket curtain. He looked with
in, and quickly said: "Oh, I beg your 
pardon, sir," A tall, grey-bearded man 
sat beside the little stone fireplace, 
calmly smoking a pipe as a squirrel 
browned and broiled on the glowing 
coals in front of him. 

The old man removed his pipe, 
scowled at Ellis, then said: - saw you 
—and two others like you—down the 
mountain half an hour or so ago You 
followed me, did you?" 

Ellis was obliged to admit that the 
old man was right. Then he explained 
his reason for having intruded in this 
fashion on the old mountaineer's pri
vacy. The old fellow laughed out
right on hearing Ellis story. "So I'm 
a ghost or a miser, am I? Well, come 
in, kid, and I'll tell you my true 
story." 

"But," hesitated Ellis, "I'd like to 
go fetch my friends—If you have no 
obectlon. They'll grow uneasy over 
my disappearance." 

The old man shook his head. 
"Either you go to your friends and 
don't come back, or you remain alone 
to hear the truth of my existence. 
Which shall it be?" 

"I'll stay," said Ellis. And stepped 
Into the hut. He found a good chair 
to sit on, for the place was very com
fortable. A bed, a cupboard, a table, 
two chairs and numerous cooking 
utensils and firearms. The hut was 
plastered with common- clay Inside, 
but for all that, It was cozy, for the 
skins of mountain lions were over the 
floor and on the walls. 

"Now, I'll not detain ye, young fel
low," said the old man. "I'll tell you 
about myself, then you can go to oin 
your friends. But-don't you ever come 
back here—nor don't you ever repeat 
my story to those superstitions old 
miners in the valley. Were they, to 
know I am a mere mortal, they'd come 
poking about, and I'd have to kick 
them over the precipice. You see, my 
castle is a . stronghold. One push 
against an intruder at my door, and 
over the wall of solid rock he goes, 
landing about 1,000 feet below, a 
rushing river catching his body to car
ry it on down the mountain." Ellis 
shuddered as he listened, for he knew 
the old man spoke the truth. "Well," 
the old man resumed, "some years 
ago I was one of those persons called 
a prosperous business man. I lost my 
health In the pursuit for gold. After 
accumulating more than any sane man 
could possibly want, I found it was not 
money I wanted at all, but sweet 
peace and health. I had neither. I 
turned my property over to my nephew 
—Mr. Harper King, of Detroit, and 
told his I was going to live in Switzer
land." But the old man paused in his 
narrative, for Ellis had jumped to his 
feet, crying out: "Are you papa's 
queer old Uncle Albert?" 

The old man sat very quiet for some 
seconds, scrutininzing his caller's 
face. "And to think you are Harper's 
son!" he said at last. 

And we've always thought you 
were in Europe somewhere," cried 
Ellis. "But—why do you live here— 
In this manner—alone?" he went OIL 

You left a fortune to papa, and you 
carried with you only a few thousand 
dollars. Papa has hunted far and 
wide for you." 

The old man raised a hand of pro
test. "Don't give away my secret, 
son," he warned. "I'm tired of the 
world. I love the wild. I'm wedded 
to Mount Hero and my little strong
hold. I catch what meat I want here. 
When I need flour and sugar and 
coffee I fix myself in the garb of a 
trapper, carry skins into town and 
get the things I want. Then I come 
back to my hiding place. And see" 
—and he pointed to several huge 
boxes piled in a coiner. "I'm making 
a study of geologr of my beloved 
mountain. Those boxes are filled 

with specimens of various minerals 
and soil anu rocks. And books I 
have them piled under my bed. I have 
a library there." 

Ellis stood in wonderment, looking 
at his long lost great uncle whom 
he had never , seen before and of 
whom he had heard so many strange 
stories. 

"Now," went on the old man. "111 
make a compact with you. I like 
your face. You seem a fine fellow. 
If you can keep my. secret I'll allow 
you to come to see .me once each 
month. I'll meet yout at noon beside 
the spring down the mountainside, 
and conduct you here—blindfolded. 
Then I'll lead you back to the spring 
—the same way. You couldn't find 
your way down this mountain again 
to save your life. The way is full of 
pitfalls. You came blindly, following 
me." 

Ellis had to admit that he did not 
fix the way In his mind. And he also 
agreed to keep the aged kinsman's 
secret with this understanding; that 
he should take his mother into the 
secret. At first the old man objected 
but Ellis pleaded, saying: "You'd not 
ask me to keep anything from both 
my parents, would you, uncle?" 

"You're right, son," cried the old 
man. "And—yea, you may tell your 
mother. And some day—after I have 
quite fihisbed my studies up here I 
may become one of the family again. 
Lately I have felt lonely at times, and 
longed to see my favorite nephew — 
your father. But all in its time, son; 
all in its time." 

Then Ellis returned to his com
rades; his great uncle led him down 
the mountain side tq within fifty feet 
of the camp fire. And he did not 
blindfold him, for he knew he could 
rely upon Ellis' word never to betray 
his whereabouts. 

Before reaching the camp, however, 
Ellis and the old man heard the calls 
of Walter and Lincoln echoing on the 
mountain side. "El-lis! El-lis! Where 
—are—you?" And Ellis replied, calling 
down the mountain side: "I'm com
ing, pals!" And when at last he 
reached the camp and explained that 
he'd gone in quest of a fleeting form, 
he left the subject to say: "It's a 
wild goose hunt, boys. Let's go 
home! I'm hungry and tired... Ghosts* 
and old men of the mountain are for 
old miners' stories. We're up-to-date 
boys, and don't believe such yarns." 

STORIES and LETTERS I 
4, ; 
AN ENTERTAINING LETTER FROM 

FRANCES. 

Miss Lois Griffin, . * J . 
Albia, Iowa. 

Dear friend.—rAS' the big letter con
test is continued, I thought I would 
write you a letter and send .lt to the 
Junior. 

I suppose you have been picking 
flowers. We went to the woods twice 
since we came here, to gather flowers. 
We got quite a nice bouquet each 
time. 

I will tell you about some of the nice 
parks here that I have seen. 

We were out at Ellis Park one after
noon. We went on the street car as it 
is a long way out there and it would 
take such a long time to walk. It is a 
very pretty park. We walked along a 
gravel path by the river bank and 
watched the boats and launches and 
the people fishing. We went to the 
largest pavilion .first.- It is built on the 
bank of the river and you can sit there 
and watch the boats, or fish. We 
walked up the road looking for flowers 
but we did not find many. I guess they 
had all been picked before we got there. 
The park extends back from the river 
over a large hill. There are many nice 
walks and drives around in the park 
and several small pavilions. In one 
there is a well and in another a stove 
and table and benches for picnickers 
to lise. I wish you could come up this 
summer and we would go out there 
and have a picnic. 

On another afternoon we went out to 
Bever park. It is a nice park, too. It is 
larger than Ellis Park, but not as nice. 
There are many diffeernt kinds of ani
mals and fowls there. Some of the ani
mals we saw there were coons, bears, 
wolves, a lynx, mountain lions, deer, 
rabbits, goats, fawns and a boa con
strictor. Some of the fowls were owls, 
a white headed eagle, some pheasants, 
pigeons, ducks and chickens. There 
are pavilions In this park, too. There 
are some very high hills in the park 
and little streams in the valleys that 
are crossed by bridges made of • the 
branches of trees and some concrete 
bridges. There is a greenhouse in the 
park. The flowers there were very 
pretty. The geraniums were in bloom 
and all the foliage looked so pretty. 

Last Wednesday one of our neigh
bors, my sister Josephine and myself 
were out by the country club to gather 
flowers. It is nice out there. There is a 
creek runs near there called Indian 
creek. The banks along the creek are 
very steep. The steepest place • is 
called the "Eagles Nest" It is almost 
like a mountain. 

We would like to have you come up 
this summer and we would take you 
to some of these places. 

As ever your friend, 
Frances Norton, age 13. 

710 First Ave. West. Cedar Rapids. 

MY DAY IN THiE WOODS. 

Dear Cousin Mabel: I haven't 
heard from yon for some time so I 
thought I would write you a few lines 
to let you know that I am fine and 
dandy and hope you are the same. 

I am also going to tell you about 
my day in the woods. . My sister and 
brother Eva and Neal and some of 
our friends and I took our dinners and 
went to the woods. It was about nine 
o'clock when my father and mother 
and Eva and Neal and my two little 
sisters and I left home but my father 
and mother and two sisters did not go 
to our friends house they stopped to 
my grandma's and Eva, Neal and I 

went onf.'It was about ten o'clock when 
we got*,there: 

"Our friends got their dinners and we 
all started out for the woods when we 
came to a shady place we left our 
dinners. Then we crossed" the creek 
for there were not many flowers where 
we left our dinners and when we got 
across we found many pretty flowers. 

We found violets, daisies, blue bells, 
and easter lilies and many other kinds. 
When it' came noon we went where 
we left our dinners and spread out 
the table cloth and put our dinner on 
it. We' had lots of things to eat. We had 
pies, cakes, pickles and salad and 
many other things. 

There were twelve of us altogether 
and maybe you think we had a time 
which we did. After we got through 
eating our dinners there were four of 
us girls put the things back in the 
baskets and took them to the house, 
and while we were gone the other chil
dren picked flowers and played in the 
sand on the creek banks. 

Then we girls started to go back 
where they were and met them com
ing to the house so we went back to 
the house with them and then we got 
a drink and then we went in the 
house and had our friends play on 
the organ. 

Your Cousin, 
Grace Billings, 

Albia, Iowa, R. R. «o. 3. 

JVA HAD THE MEASLES. 

Dear Cousin.—As I have not heard 
from you for a long time I thought I 
would write and see what Is the cause. 

What are you doing nowadays? 
I am not doing much, of anything. I 

just got over the measles and have not 
been going to school for some time., 

When will your school be out? 
There will be five more weeks of 

school after this week. I am going to 
start back to school, next Monday. 

Do you take the Courier? We take It 
and I am always anxious to see the 
Courier Junior. I like to read the stor
ies in it. 

Are you coming to see me in vaca
tion? I think I c«m come out a few'days. 
I hope so. 

Did you have any fun Easter? I did 
not because I had the measles. 

How many letters have you written 
to the Courier Junior? I have written 
three. 

I had lots of fun last winter. I went 
skating on Peck's pond. Two other 
boys and I made a large snow bank 
and had it for a fort. We would get be
hind it and throw snowballs at the 
boys when they were going to school. 
Sometimes they would try to run us 
out, but we would throw snowballs 
and they could not get close enough to 
do anything. 

What did you do last winter? 
Did you have any fun at school? 
They would not let us play in the 

snow at our school. 
Well, as my letter is getting long I 

will close hoping to hear from you soon. 
Your cousin, 

Iva Downing. 
609 Ellis avenue, Ottumwa, Iowa. 

MARY'S PARTY. 

Once upon a time there was a little 
girl named Margaret. Margaret had 
light hair and blue eyes. Margaret 
lived on a farm in the Country. Mar
garet feed the chickens, geese and 
ducks and she likes to hunt the eggB 
Mrs. Brown, Margaret's mother, and 
father were going to town to sell their 
butter and eggs. 

They were just getting ready to get 
in the carriage when Margaret's little 
friend came to ask Margaret if she 
would come to her sister's party. Mrs. 
Brown said her little girl could go. 
It was on Saturday. 

While Margaret and her father and 
mother were up town her mother says, 
"Margaret, let's get Mary something 
for her birthday." "All right," said' 
Margaret" They went into the Lead
er and bought her a very pretty celllu-
old braclet which was red and a large 
string of beads. 

On Saturday the next day which 
they were to have the party. They 
were not to let Mary know it Mary 
mother said Mary won't go up town 
for me. "All right," said Mary. And 
when she got home there were eleven 
children all sitting in a row. Mary 
was greatly surprised. Games were 
played, refreshments were servied of 
ice cream, bananas, cakes and nuts. 
Mary received many presents. 

Opal Anderson, . Age 9, 
Hedrick. Ia. 

BERNIE HAS AN AUTOMOBILE. 

Tommy Plaster. 
Dear Junior:—I will answer your 

letter that you wrote- to me in the 
Junior page. I have got a little wag
on; it is painted red. I have got a 
toy Automobile and when- it is wound 
up it will go across the floor. , Ihave 
got a little black lamb, It 1ft black. 
I have got a little black dog, his name 
is Nigro. This will be all for this 
time. . 

Bernle Kneedler, 
R. F. D. Pulaski, Ia. 

"WHY I LIKE THE COUNTRY." 

Dear Editor: 
As I never wrote I will try and 

write to the Junior. 
I like the country because in the 

spring I can go fishing or swimming. 
I also take care of chickens, ducks 
and pigB, when. I visit my uncle Dan
iel. I play hall, marbles, and other 
games. 

I like my home and I like our loca
tion Irf the egge of Ottumwa two 
blocks west of the Ward Btreet car 
line. As I am not doing anything but 
chores I have plenty of time to play. 

Andy Moughler, age 12, 
313 S. Webster St, Ottumwa, la. 

RUTH IS NOW A JUNIOR. 

Dear Editor: I received the card 
that you sent me and I think it is just 
fine. I thank you very much for it 

and I hope to receive more. I would 
like to beoome a Junior. 

I go to church every Sunday. We 
have a nice class of about 15 girls and 
boys. Our teacher's name Is Mrs. 
Gremell. She' has taught our Sun
day school class for two years. We 
all like her fine. 

We live one mile from the church 
so I can walk only when it is muddy. 
I am glad we have a nice churc"- where 
we can worship God. I am trying to 
be a Christian and find it the right 
way. I hope all the Juniors are 
Christians. We will be glad to have 
any of the Junior friends to come and 
visit our Sunday school. 

The name of our Sunday school is 
Miller chapel. It is about 2 miles 
from the Cliffland bridge. 

Well as my letter Is getting long I 
will close hoping much success to the 
Juniors.. I remain as ever your little 
friend. 

Ruth Marchand, 
Ottumwa, Iowa, R. R. No. 7. 

WHAT HARVEY DID LAST WINTER 

Ottumwa, Ia., May 2, 1911. 
Dear Cousin: 

As I have never written to you I 
thought I would write. 

Do you want to hear what I did last 
winter? My brother, uncle and I 
made a snow bank. We had it for a 
fort. . , 

When the boys were going to school 
we threw snow balls at them. They 
tried to slip up on us but when they 
got pretty close we threw as hard as 
we could. We had lots of fun play
ing In our fort. 

Well, as my letter is getting long 
I will close for now. 

Your'Cousin, 
Harvey Downing, age 8, 

609 Ellis Ave., Ottumwa, Ia. 

NINETY CHICKENS AT 
HOME. 

HAZEL'S 

Dear Cousin Addie Sample: 
I thought I would write to you and 

send it to the Junior page and if you 
see this in print answer my letter and 
send it to the Junior page. I have never 
Written before so thought I would try 
this time. How many little chickens 
have you? Wo have ninety. How is 
little Eva? Minnie is well and I have 
a bad cold and did not get to go to 
school today. I wish you were here to 
play with me. I have not seen Gracie 
and Willie Schwartz since you was 
here. I wish Gracie would write to me. 
I expect they were real tired when they 
got home that day. I thought we had 
a fine time playing. Have you seen Em
ily Perry and Harry? I have been go
ing to school with Alice, Earl and Ray. 
1 set with Beulah. Are you and Roy go
ing to school now? 

I hope you will answer soon. 
Hazel Ballard, age 10, 

Ottumwa. Ia., R. No. 2. 

A NEW JUNIOR. 

Dear Editor:—As I have never writ
ten to the Courier Junior before, I 
thought I would write. 

I am 12 years old and go to school. 
I started to school last Monday. My 
teacher's name is Miss Hanna Rey
nolds. I like her fine. There are ten 
scholars gqing to our school. I study 
history, arithmetic, grammar, physi
ology, georgraph and spelling. 

I have three brothers and two sis
ters', their names are John, Marie, 
Frances, Michael anl Joseph. We 
have a little Shetland pony and his 
name is Sparkle. 

I go to Melrose to church. 
I have one hundred post cards I 

would like to exchange post cards 
with some of the Juniors. 

As my letter is getting long I will 
close. 

Annie Coleman, Age 12, 
R. R. No. 4, Melrose, Ia. 

INA VERY MUCH INTERESTED 
LETTERS. 

IN 

Dear Editor:—I will write to the 
Courier Juniors. I am very much in
terested in their letters. I have a 
garden. It has spinach, lettuce, sweet 
peas, carrots, beans, radishes, china 
pinks, partulaca, bachelor's button, 
etc. 

We have two rabbits. One is black 
and white and the other piure white 
with pink.eyes. We did have four on
ly that two died. One .was jet black 
the other was black and white. We 
called them Quizer and Negro. We 
call the other two Graybeard and 
White Neck. I should like a set of 
paper dolls. 

Ina Hampshire, 
510 Allen St., Des Moines. 

MY PETS. 

When I was little I bad' a little mal-
tese kitten. I had it about a month and 
she ran away. I was very sad when I 
could not find her. About six months 
later I found somebody that would 
give me another maltese kitty, so I 
took her. I had her about eight months 
when we bought a little dog and my 
little kitten was so afraid of him that 
she ran away. We didn't keep the dog 
very long because he grew so large. 
We gave him to my aunt and she has 
him yet. His name was Mack. About 
a month after we gave him away my 
aunt gave me another kitten which 
was also a malteee. But we only had 
her about two weeks when she ran 
away and I shall never get any more 
pets, as least not for a while. 

Lorene Plxley, 
229 N. Sheridan Ava., Ottumwa. 

BEATRICE GOES TO THE TIMBER 
AND. PICKS FLOWERS. 

Miss Hannah Clark, 
Lucas, Iowa. 

Dear Junior Friend: 
As I have never written to you be

fore, I will write to you through the 
Courier Junior; I am staying all night 
with my chum, Mary Palfreyman. We 
have been having a fine time. We went 
with five other girls to a timber and 
picked flowers. The timber is near our 
house and we get so many flowers. We 
go flowering quite often. We live 
close to White Breast creek. In the 
summer we go wading,' and get shells. 
I am in the eighth grade at school. My 
teacher's name is Rosa Plows. We are 
going to have a program the last day 
of school which is on Friday of this 

week. We live a quarter of a mile from 
school, three and one-half miles from 
Lucas and seven miles from Charlton. 
Mary- Palfreyman sits with me at 
school. She is writing to Vlda Wahle 
tonight. Have you any brothers and 
sisters? I have one sister Louise and 
two brothers, Ralph and Robert. I 
like to read your stories in the Cour
ier Junior. What grade are you In? I 
would like to hear from you. 

Beatrice Rickey, age 14, 
Lucas, Ia., R. No. 1. , 

NICE WEATHER IN TEXAS, ^ 
v , V ! ' 

Dear Editor: : f 
I thought I would write and thank 

you for the card you sent nfe. We have 
nice weather now and the farmers Are 
planting their crops and making gar 
den. 

Our school is out for two or three 
weeks' vacation. 

The people in our neighborhood live 
so far from us that we have Sunday 
school at the school house and preach
ing twice a month ahd we go every 
Sunday. For pets I have 24 little pigs 
and four little kittens. I will be ten' 
years old the 28th of July. 

Theodore Sauer, 
Stratford, Texas. 

COY IRENE HI [LPS GATHER THE 
IGGS. 

Dear Junior: 
As I have never written to the Cour

ier Junior I thought I would. I am 9 
years old. My birthday is. the 24th of 
June. I have two sisters and one 
brother. Their names are Gladys, 
Alma and Holly., I help mamma gather 
the eggs ever night. I help put the lit
tle chickens away. Our school was out 
the 14th of April. Our teacher's name 
was Reina A. Carbin. My studies were 
reading, arithmetic, language, geog
raphy and spelling. I would like to 
receive a set of paper dolls. My papa 
takes the Courier and I read the Jun
ior page. I would like to receive a few 
post cards from the Juniors. I have 
100 post cards. 

Coy Irene Hursey, age 9, 
Allerton, Ia., R. No. 2. 

WANTS TO HEAR AL80 
NORMA AND AMY. 

FROM 

Miss Ruth Byrum, 
Chllllcothe, Iowa. 

Dear Junior: ' „, 
I was very glad to see the nice letter s 

you wrote to me In the Junior, and as ••fesjf 
you wanted to answer it I will now do 
so. 

How many Juniors have you written 
to? I have written to Hannah Clark, 
Henrietta Plaster, Elizabeth Anderson, 
Fern Hooker, Eva and Lillie Hall, Ed 
Larson, Walter Trout, Hedveg Carl
son, Maude and Mabel Skirvin, Mar
garet Sunley, Mangle Bray, Lois Grif
fin, Josephine and Frances Norton, 
Juliette and Desdemona Eisenbeis, 
Vida Wahle, Lillie Myer, Mable Rott, 
Ella Clay, Josephine Oliver, Maude 
Squire, Mary Sutherland, Blanche Sul
livan, Hazel Oliver, Bertha Stansber-
ry, Edna Shimp, Ruth Foster, Leona 
Vest, Jean Noland, Wilda Congav, 
Ruth Goodrich, Eunice Gibbs and f 
some others. . ^ 

I go,to the Elm Grove school. My 
teacher's name is Mrs. Pauline Cot- . i 
trell. From the Courier Junior I have -
received a beautiful signet ring, a 
dandy story book, several nice paper : 
dolls, an hallowe'en trinket, a beauti- * • 
ful Easter booklet and about twenty-
five postals. 

We have some little chickens, ralsa.vr; 

some small geese and ducks. 
We have our oats sowed, and have 

radises, lettuce, onionc, peas, potatoes 
and other things planted. Who are -
your school mates? Some of mine are 
Jennie Brown, Olive and Florence 
Crabb, Jeannette Coyne and Anna 
Puffing. My birthday is October 6. 

I would like to hear from Norma 
Daniels and Amy Lucas. . 

Elva Huffman, age 14, \ 
Chllllcothe, Ia., R. No. 1. 

CECELIA ANSWERS HER LETTER/ ' 

Miss Ruth Knedler. ; 
Dear Junior Friend: # " 
I was glad to. read 'the nice letter 

you wrote to me through the Junior. 
My birthday is May 23. I will then be 
10 years old. Have you received any 
paper dolls from theJ Junior? I have. 
They are so pretty. Who are your 
school mates? Mine are Nettie and 
Chrina Wagner, Mary Coyne, Loretta 
Larkin and Florence Crabb. Hoping 
to hear from you soon. I remain. 

Cecelia Huffman, age 9, 
, Chilicothe, Ia., R. No. 1. 

rS-U 

MAX WRITES TO DWIGHT. 
lit 
5^@ 

Dwight Lewis. - \ ~ 
Dear Friend: >.;' 
I just thought I would write you a 

letter and congratulate you over the 
leter contest of which you stand at the 
head. Good for you Dwight. I do love 
boys that are boosters and just get 
right after things. 

I really enjoyed reeding about your 
duck hunt, but get out, a duck hunt 
isn't in it with a rabbit hunt Say 
Dwight, did you ever hunt rabbits? I 
have a Scotch Collie and a little rat 
dog and we make it hot for Mr. Hare, 
but what I enjoy the best with the 
rabbit is when mamma gets them 
fried brown and nice bowl of gravy. 
It's better than peaches and cream. I 
mean on the phonograph. Well Dwight 
come and see me. I have some fine 
bantams and I think the finest pony in 
southern Iowa and we have an auto-
and I sure will show you 'a good time. 
You said in your letter that it was a 
funny sensation to look down in a 
hole and see the fish swimming. The 
funniest sensation for me is to see 
them flopping out on the bank fasten
ed on my hook. I tell , you a long about 
that time there • is something doing. 
Well my letter is getting long so I will 
quit Any time you will come up I 
will meet you at the train. * ' r' 

Max McCoy, age 10, 
Rlakesburg, Ia. 

w 

ALETHA HAS A PET LAMB. 
• • 1; 

Dear Editor: 
I am a little girl 9 years old. I live 

in the country. I have two brothers 
and one sister. My brother's names 
are Lester and Archie. Archie is 4 
years old- and Lester is -12. My baby 
sister's name is Marjorie Evelyn. She 
is two years old. 

I have a pet lamb and a pet pig: I 
call the pig Clara and the lamb Jack. 
We have ninety-six little chickens. 

My school was out last Friday ij-jSjjj 
Aletha Black, age 9, v | 

R. F. D. No. 2, Floris, Ia*. - , ^->4 
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