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NOTICE! 

All letters for this department m 
be addressed, 

Courier Junior 
Ottumwa, Iowa ' . . • < , -  .  i ' \ .  1  .  • •  

CHILDREN THURSDAY, OTTUJKWA, 3 IOWA, 

v„3, NOTICllM?3?if-

All letters for this department must 
be addressed, .. ,* x\^7 

v v=t ccourier Janloi; H •* L 

'Ottumwa, Iowa.* 

The Courier Junior 
Published by 

THE COURIER PRINTING CO., 

OTTUMWA, IOWA. 

MATILDA DEVEREAUX. 
EDITOR. 

CONTEST CLOSES MAY 24. 

Dear Juniors.—We hope all the 
Juniors who have not sent in their 
Rtories on tli© bird contest will re&u 
Juliette's story on the 
day and Join the contest before 
closeB, Wednesday, May 24. Juliette 
letter follows: 

THE KINGFISHER.' 

Sometimes, as you walk along the 
river bank, a bright blue streak 
flashes past you through the air, and 
Is gone in a minute. You ca£°°f }} 
when it came or where it went. It 
Just darts past you and aisappeart in 
about half a second. It is the King 

^If^you wish to observe it closely, 
thebest thing to do is to sit down on 

I the "bank; with your hack against a 
'tree, and remain there for some time 
iwtthont jnoving. Then, very likely, 
the bird will come and sit on 
branch which overhangs the water. 
W. ia watching for minnows as they 
Srtm iSTand you wUl be able to see 
iWhat B beautiful bird he is. His head 
bhootdera and wings are dark green 
his back is bright green and his tail 
darft blue, while his throat is 
nrtif hia breast is almost as red as that 
of a robin. And you win-also notice 
what a long, sharp beak he has, and 
how rery M* it ia to proportion to the 
•ig* of his body. 

{ After two or three minutes, P whaps 
a minnow will pose underneath the 
branch. Then, quite suddenly, the king
fisher will leave his perch and drop 
Into the water like a stone. For a 
moment or two there will be a great 
deal of splashing, and then the bird 
will return to his perch with his vic
tim struggling in hisi

be^/lre," 
eral sharp slaps against the branch 
in order to kill it and swallow it head 
foremost, at single gulp. 

Then, very likely, you will see him 
dart off to a watervole s hole in the 
bank of the stream and disappearln-
bank of the stream and disappear in-
flsher almost always builds in a water-
vole's tunneL It is a most curious nest 
for it is made of fish bones. A kingfish
er swallows his victims whole and 
though he can digest their bodies 
well enough, he can never digest their 
bones. So he returns them through his 
beak. But instead of throwing them 
away he carefully arranges them in 
the form of a little platform, about as 
large as a saucer, in the chamber at 
the end of the burrow; and in a little 
hollow at the end of this platform the 
hen bird lays seven or eight beautiful 
pinky-white eggs. 

The nest of the kingfisher doee not 
smell at all nice. If you put your hand 
into it, you will not he able to wash 
the scent off for some time. But neith
er the old birds nor the young ones 
seem'to mind it in'the least. 

In days of old, people had a very 
istrange belief about the kingfisher. 
They used to think that it built a' very 
light and fragile nest upon the sea
shore, laid its eggs in it and then 
launched It upon the waves, where it 
floated until the little ones were 
hatch**, and as such a delicate little 
object would be broken to pieces in 
a moment if the sea was at all rough, 
they thought that just at that time of 
the year there were always fourteen 
days of perfectly calm weather. And as 
the Greek name for * kingfisher is 
"halcyon," they called these fourteen 
Bays "halcyon days." 

An old Junior, 
Juliette Eisenbels, 

W01 West Park Ave* Ottumwa, la. 

SEVEN RULES FOR THE JUNIOR8. 

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

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. 

Bugville 
These little bugs from far and near, 

Are gathered on the shore 
To view a sight which not one here 

Has ever seen before. 

To them it seems this little fish-
Caught by an angler's snare-

Is soaring in a small balloon 
Up through the open air. 

WHAT THE BROWNS 
DID FOR THEIR 

MOTHER 

The rules and subjects tor the con
test follow: 

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 
home bird stories, consequently the 
big contest is open and closes Wednes
day, May 24. 

Select your subjects from among 
the following: 

THE KINGFISHER. N 

SISKIN. ~ 
THE GOLDEN ORIOLE. 
BULLFINCH. 
THE GREEN WOODPECKER. 
THE HOOPOE. 
REDBACKED SHRIKE. 
GREENFINCH. 
CANARIES. 

' JACKDAWS. 
. LONGEARED OWLS. 

MAGPIES. 
CUCKOOS. 

k "HOME SWEET HOME", 
DAINTY DOLLIES. 

FOR 

"f'-y- ' 

We want some splendid letters so 
that we can send out a "Home Sweet 
Home" each week for six weeks. These 
dear little homes are folders. Each 
folder constitutes the floor, front and 
roof. There is also a two room section. 
Directions tell how to build the cot
tage. The furditure is on a separate 
sheet ready to cut out and place in the 
rooms. Besides these "Home Sweet 
Homes" we have ten "Nursery Rock
ers." The second and third best let
ters each week will get a "Nursery 
Rocker." 

BEAUTIFUL POST CARDS. 

' 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 stories and who are not numbered 
among the prize winners. 

By the way, several of the Juniors 
nrho have been ranked among the prize 
pinners have forgotten to acknowledge 
their priKgh ' t 

. ' ; •» { ' 

The Browns lived in a pretty coun
try twon. There were six in the 
family—the two parents; Billy, eldest 
child, aged 16; Madge, eldest daughter, 
aged 14; Lily, second daugh
ter, aged 11 and Babe, aged eight. A 
lovely family, as you will agree with 
me after you have read this story. 

It was during the fine month ' of 
May that Mrs. Brown was called east 
to see her aged mother. The dear old 
grandmother was quite ill, and when 
the letter came, asking her daughter, 
Mrs. Fanny Brown, to come to her, the 
Family Brown sat down to talk it 
over. 

"How can we afford it?" asked 
anxious Miamma Brown, her own dear 
mother's letter lying open on the table 
before her. ' "Mother needs me, I'm 
sure; at least, the dear old soul wishes 
to see me. Sister Grace is with her to 
give her every attention. But—moth
er's like all mothers, wants to see each 
of her children, when she's ill." 

'-'Yes, Fanny, you must go to her." 
So spoke Mr. Brown. "I know I'm a 
bit hard-pressed for money Just now. 
It's the season when I have to carry 
the farmers over till the crops are in. 
But we'll have to arrange some way 
for you to go." (Mr. Brown was a 
country merchant, and was always 
close-run for money till the farmers— 
to whom he sold all sorts of merchan
dise, shoes, boots, hardware, etc.—har
vested their crops. And his bills came 
due every thirty days, thus calling out 
all the ready money he had in the 
bank.) 

"Say, mamma, you may have my five 
dollars," said Madge. "I can wait for 
my summer hat a little longer. My 
spring sailor is so pretty and becom
ing, tbat—with an additional quill at 
the side—will look quite dressy 
enough, for most occasions. So, take 
my five, please." 

'Oh, thank you, dear," said Mrs. 
Brown. "Guess I'll have to accept 
your offer, daughter. But I don't 
like to make you wait for your sum
mer hat. You wanted it for the Sun
day school picnic next week." 

"And I might get it spoiled, did I 
have it," declared Madge. "So, it's 
as well for me to wait till in June." 

"Well, momsey, I've got about %2," 
said William, always known as Billy. 
"I don't keep my cash like Madge 
does hers. I spent all my allowance 
last month and have only about two 
bones left out of this month's. But— 
I'll be mighty glad to let you hav£ 
that Momsey." 

"Oh, take my allowanoe, too, ma
mma." This from Lily. "Ill do as 
Madge does about a summer hat— 
Just wait till in June." 

"What, children!" And Mrs. Brown 
looked the love she felt for each of 
her unselfish brood. "Bless you, 
dear, 'ittle 'uns." 

"An', mamma, take this." And 
Babe took from a little playtable in 
the corner of the living room her toy 
bank. She shook it up and down. "It's 
got three dimes; four nickles an', lots 
an' lots of pennies in it. Here, mam
ma, darlin', take it, please. (Babe 
was not yet old enough to be put on al
lowance, as were Billy, Madge and 
Lily.) 

"I guess my children—God bless 
them!—will see that I get whatever I 
want," said Mrs. Brown, smiling 
through her tears. "Let's see—the 
fare to mother's is $17. Madge, Lily 
and Billy offer me $12 of it. That's 
a big help, isn't it, papa?" 

"Indeed it is!" agreed Mr. Brown. 
"And I'll rake together the money for 
you to come home on. And you'll 
have to have some new things,, won't 
you—a hat and gloves, and such? 

"No, dear; I'm pretty well equipped, 
so far as clothes aj-e concerned. So, 
I'll get on without spending any money 
for new things. My first anxiety is for 
mother, and the second for you and 
the children during my absence." 

Then everybody got busy helping 
Mrs. Brown to get off for her visit to 
the east. She left on the next morn
ing's train. But before going she had 
said to Billy and Madge: "The spring 
house-cleaning must wait, now, indefi
nitely. You know, I had Mr. Ja-kson 
order a full line of lovely paper for the 
dining room the spare bedroom and 
the parlor. But I could not possibly 
think of asking papa to have the paper-
hangers and the painter to come to do 
the work when every dollar counts in 
his business till midsummer." 

Then Mrs. Brown had gone, and the 
Brown home seemed very, very lonely 
without her. She was such a home
body—always there when the children 
came from school and when her hus
band came from his store. The motto 
of what is home without a Mother? 
might well have been hung in every 

»room of the Browns' house and an

swered by each member of the house
hold in this way: "Home without Our 
Mother is very lonely, indeed.'" 

The first evening after Mrs. Brown's 
departure Billy took Madge into his 
confidence. "Sister," he said, as the 
two sat in the library getting their 
morrow's lessons together, "I have a 
scheme." 

"Out with it, Bubby," said Madge, 
good-naturedly. "Is it something in 
which I may be of service?" 

"Sure," said Billy. "I always look 
to you to help me—when Mamma's 
away. It's regarding the house-
cleaning. As I came past Jackson's 
store this evening he called out to 
tell me that the wall paper Mamma had 
.ordered had arrived. Now, can't we 
devise some way by which we may 
have the papering done during 
Mamma's absence? I can do the paint
ing myself. I helped to do all the 
painting and graining of Papa's store 
last year. And the main painter said 
my work was as good as his own. So, 
I'll go at the woodwork, sandpaper it 
off and paint it. MSamma has told you, 
of course, what color she wants in the 
different roms." 

"Yes," said Madge. "She and I 
planned the decorating together. Our 
color scheme is written down in 
Mamma's notebook. But—as for hav
ing the papering done—I can't see how 
we can manage that, Bubby, Wish wet 
might, though." 

"I've got a scheme," said Billy. "And 
here it is. You know Mr. Franklyn— 
the papcrhanger—has an invalid daugh
ter. The doctors say her lungs. Well, 
Mr. Franklyn has been hiring a livery 
rig each day for his daughter to go 
riding in the open air. Her mother 
usually accompanies her, but being 
afraid of horses, especially of hired 
horses, she«cannot do the driving. So 
a paid diver from the stable goes 
along to handle the reins." 

"I still fail to see your scheme," 
laughed Madge. "What can the poor 
sick girl and the hired driver have' to 
do with paying A paperhanger for his 
work?" 

" I never thought you obtuse," Sis, 
grinned .billy. "But you don't seem to 
see through an open window tonight. 
Maybe it's my own stupidity, however. 
So I'll be plainer. Here it is in primer 
letters; I'll take our horse and phaeton 
to Mrs. Franklyn and offer them tor 
her use. ahe can drive old Peggy, for 
a babe could do that." 

"I now smell a mouse," smiled 
Madge. "And the price they pay for 
use of horse and phaeton might ap
ply on the work of papering our 
house? Am I right?" 

"Never rlghter," declared Billy. 
"And the Franklyns will make by the 
bargain, for they'll not need the paid 
driver. Beside, it'll afford the sick 
girl more pleasure to swing along in 
our low basket phaeton, berlnd a per
fectly safe horse, than to go in a 
rickety old livery buggy with a 
stradge man stuck in to hold the' 
reinB." 

Madge clapped her hands. "Oh, 
that's fine, Bubby! Good for you! We'll 
get the house all done while mamma's 
away and spare her the work. I'll see 
to everything mornings and evenings 
when out of school. And all day on 
Saturday. WeH get through finely, 
I know. Mary is a good domestic, too, 
and will carry out any order I may 
give her." 

"So far, so good," said Billy. "And 
tomorrow morning bright and early 
I'll hitch up old Peggy to the phaeton, 
drive to the Franklyns and strike a 
bargain." 

And Billy was as good as his word, 
and that forenoon friends of the 
Franklyns were pleased to see Bessie 
Franklyn, a very 111 girl, taking the air 
in a comfortable phaeton, with only 
her mother beBide her holding the lines 
for not even the most timid person 
would be afraid to drive good old 
Peggy. 

Two weeks later a wire came from 
Mrs. Brown saying she was enroute 
to her home. The family gathered at 
the depot to meet her on her arrival. 
Then as happy as they could me they 
hurried home. Mrs. Brown brought 
the good news of her aged mother's 
complete recovery, and that added 
to the good cheer of the reunion of 
mother and family. 

But all were waiting till the mother 
should enter the house. And when at 
last they were assembled in the light
ed parlor, Mrs. Brown looked about 
her In a dazed sort of way. i"Why, my 
dears, this is—is—Fairyland! How did 
you have the decorating done? Bless 
me, everything is as I had planned it 
before I went east!" 

"Oh, mamma, it was Billy and 
Madge," cried Lily. "All I did was to 
help brother sandpaper the woodwork 
of evenings—befoer he painted it." 

"An' I carried the paint buckets 
about for him," cried Babe. "Once I 
failed and spilt myself in the paint. 
But Bubby didn't scold me. He said: 
'Acciden's will happen in the bes' reg
ulated family— 'specially when the 
mamma's away.'" 

After everyone had stopped laugh
ing at Babe, Mrs. Brown said: 

"But I want to know how it was all 
managed. Can you tell me, papa?" 

"The children were the instigators," 
laughed Mr. Brown. "Let them con
fess." 

"Well, brother did the painting—as 
Lily and Babe have explained in their 
own way. And-'-old Peggy and the 
phaeton did the papering. So there 
you are, mamma," laughed Madge. 

"Such children as I have!" declared 
Mrs. Brown. "Why, I believe they 
could move mountains—if it were to 
help their parents in some way to 
have the mountains moved." 

"Not without the assistance of Peg
gy and the phaeton," declared Billy. 
"But—supper Is waiting. Let's have 
something to cheer the inner man." 

And with his arm about his moth
er's waist Billy led the way to the 
dining room, Madge and Lily follow
ing, while papa, with Babe on his 
back, brought up the rear. 

| STORIES and LETTERS 
DANIEL'S PIG IS NAMED LOI8. 

Miss Frances Norton, 
Dear Friend: I received your card 

and was glad to hear, from you. I 
had not heard from you for a long time 
Papa said he saw you going towards 
the Central depot but did not get to 
speak to you. Our school is out now 
so I aip kept pretty busy helping 
mamma with the work and chickens. 

Mamma has quite a good many 
chickens and I have two little pet pigs 
to take care of so it keeps me rather 
busy. Daniel has a little pig tbat he 
calls Lois and I call mine Betty and 
Daniel. My little pigs follow me 
nearly every place I 'go unless I run 
away from them. After I feed them 
they always go in the old summer 
kitchen and go to sleep. 

Last Sunday two of my friends from 
town Miriam- Holllnghhead and 
Gladys Chedlster, Ruth Goltry's cousins 
came down and brought Ruth. We 
had lots of fun. We went flower picking 
and it was so hot we had to find a 
nice shady place and rest a while. 

We then came home and went down 
to the barn to see the little pigeons. 
Then we came up to the house and 
swung. After we had all had a swing 
the girls decided that they would have 
to go so I took them partly up to their 
sisters, then I came home and my 
little cousin was here so I played with 
her. I was very glad to meet Ruth 
she was such a nice girl. Well 
Frances I wish you could come up and 
see me this summer, but don't expect 
you can as I suppose you will be very 
busy. Well Frances I will close. 

From a Junior friend. 
Lois Griffin, 

Albla, Iowa. R. R. No. 7. 

ROXIE WOULD BE SO LONESOME 
WITHOUT HER BABY 8ISTER. 

Miss Maud and Miss Mabel Skirvin. 
Dear J-inio* Friends: I thought T 

would write you a letter and send it 
to the Junior page. I Just received 
two nice cards from you girls today. 
I have a book that I won as a prize 
from the Junior page In which I keep 
all my cards from the Junior and the 
Editor. I have quite a few. 

Then I have a big book which holds 
500 almost full of cards from rela
tives and friends. 

You ask me on your cards today 
how my little'sister was. She is fine. 
She was one year old the 29th of 
April. She walks and talks some and 
is so mischievous and sweet. I 
would be so lonesome without her. We 
have a big time playing together. 

Well I want to tell you what a nice 
time I had last Sunday so I can't write 
much more or my letter will take up 
to much room. We fixed up a dinner 
took our fishing outfits and papa took 
us out in the buggy about 3 miles to 
a beautiful grassy and shady place on 
the lake bank. Hall lake was the 
name of the lake. Then we let the 
horses eat grass and we went on the 
lake to fish. I Just love the water 
and sister does too. We fished and 
played in the water till we got hot and 
tired then we went to our shady place 
to rest. We had a fine time romping 
and playing. Then we got washed for 
dinner and then mamma and I went to 
gather flowers while papa and Fern, 
my little sU'tcr, stayed in the shade. 
We got so many pretty flowers and I 
brought so many home. I gave my 
aunt a big bouquet and I went to my 
aunt's in the evening and stayed for 
supper. . ' T 

When I got home I was so tired I 
was verv glad to finish up the happi
ness of the day by saying my prayers 
and asking God to give every little 
girl and boy such happy days as mine, 
and go to bed. 

So good bye please write soon. I u 
answer your cards soon-

Ever your little friend, 
Roxie Wood, 

Fairmont, Minn., 214 East Fourth St. 

THE BOY THAT LIVED BY THE 
. SEA SHORE. 

Once upon a time there was a boy 
that lived by the sea shore. His name 
was Johnny Reld. His father was a 
sailor. , , , 

Johnny loved to sit on the beach and 
listen to the tiny waves as they 
played along the shore. . 

He had a Jack knife that he had 
had ever since he was five years old. 

One day his father was called away 
to sea. He was never generally gone 
over six months, but this time a year 
had passed and they had neither seen 
or heard of him. His wife began to feel 
anxious about him. 

Johnny, who was now fifteen years 
old, said: "Mother, I'm going to 
search for father." 

"What" said his mother, "you go to 
search for your father! You're not old 
enough!" - . . 

"Yes I am," said Johnny. And away 
he went and wandered about from 
place to place in search of his father, 
but no father met his gaze 

He inquire#, but nobody had seen 

Tired of wandering about, he re
turned home and to his surprise and 
joy found his father was there. » 

4 [No Name.] 

MABEL HAS LOT8 OFPQ8T CARDS 

Miss Hannah Clark, 
Dear Junior Friend:—As the editor 

wants the Juniors to write letters I 
will do so today as I bave nothing else 
to do at present. 

Do you go to school now? I am not 
going now as our school was out Fri
day May 5. Our teacher's name was 
Evelyn Fricke. We went flower hunt
ing the last day of school. 

I have over three hundred post 
cards. They are all very nice. I have 
about seventy from the Courier Jun
ior and about two hundred from the 
Juniors. I have exchanged cards with 
about forty Juniors. A few of them are 

as follows: Mary Sutherland, Mar-[father^ largest cherrytrees. When 
garet Bunley, Roxie Wood, Ruth Ool- his father saw that the cheery tree 
try, Willie Vaughn, Opal' Small, Forest was gone he asked George If he had 
Weber, Henrietta Plaster, Came ^one that. George would never tell a 
Moore, Ions Hancock, Lela Saum, Le>& .]{Te ^ told tHm he did. His father 
Shaffer, Frances and Josephine Nor- tatBer do-without the cherry 
<?»• ^a

U^T5T,%or» tell a U. .nd 
'".demo ™ ' Ix>l» Griffith, thot'l why w. citrate tl« MrtMay. 
Retta and Bertha' Ruark, Vida Wahl, 
Wilda Conger, Nellie Baird, Helen 
Roberts, Garnett Ollyeart, Mary Baird, 
Lena Davis, Nellie Stewart, Margaret 
McCoy, Eva McEwen. Neva Espy, 
Ethel Savage, Mamie Maring, Maud 
Belgard and Ellen O'Connor. Maud 
and Ellen used to ba my schoolmates 
and Mamie-Maring it my cousin. 

Do you know any of the Juniors? I 
know a few of them. I have a 

Dear Editor:—I am a little girl, nine 
years old, and this is my first letter 
to the Courier Junior. I .am going to 

Know a tew or tnem. I n»v» «. • little the Irving BChool. My 
niece. Mav, who is two years old, and lg Miss Gertrude Wedell. And as this 
a little nephew. Earl, who was a week my first letter I will not worry you 

WIVK A IA»^« ANH TVIV old yesterday. „a 
Mabel Skirvin, age 1«. 

Floris, la.. R. No. 2. , 

AN IMAGINARY TRIP IN AN AIR
SHIP. 

Two little girl friends, Lillian Sey* 
del and Gladysv Graves and I took a 
ride in ah airship to California. We 
started away the 6th of January, the 
weather was fine. We went along so I cut pictures of women and children 
weatner was nne. wo out of fashion sheets and magasines 
smoothly, hardly knew we were going then I cut dresses and suits out 
had it not been for the beautiful for them. I also cut out furniture to 
scenery and sights. When we got to make houses for them. I sometimes 
Los Angeles we made ourselves^ use- make houses with eteven or twelve 
ful in nickina fruits and eating all we rooms in them and sometimes I oniy 
cared for YOITcan imagine* it was play with a few of the dolls and make carea lor. *ou can. IBWSI * . three or fQur rooms< 
fine. And on the way we swppea a j dress the dolls to go to church or 
the Yellowstone park in Wyoming tQ thfl theater or cantng. sometimes I 
and saw the beautiful geysers ana dre8s the children and let them go 
grand canyons and all kinds of wild over to visit my sister's dolls, and 
animals. when I have time I send -them to 

We returned home January 20, and school. I have other kinds of paper 
had a delightful trip, but were glad to dolls but I like to plhy with these 
get home and Bee our many friends, best. 

Well, I must close. I will exchange 
cards with any of the Juniors. 

Viola Schrader, Age. 11. 
Sigourney, la., R .R. No. 4. 

MAUDE HAS A NEW NEPHEW. 

Miss Wilda Conger, 
I>yons, Nebr. . 

Dear Junior Friend:—I am writing 
this letter to you to put in the Courier 
Junior in hopes that I shall win the 
box of letter paper and fountain pen. 
This makes the third time I have tried 
to win it but people say that the third 
time is the charm, and then I'll be like 
the story • written on the motto, "If at 
first you don't stf«%:eed, try, try again.' 

I think that it is a good rule we all 
ought to follow, don't you? 

I saw in the Junior last Friday 
where you won the prize. I was glad to 
know that you did. Before you left 
Fairfield I sent you a card, but did not 
get an answer from you. I would be 
very glad if you would, send me one 
and then, too, I am sure that Johnny 
would like to hear from Darrel. 

When will your'school be out? Ours 
was out last Friday. Our teacher gave 
us each a little booklet which are very 
pretty. In the afternoon we went flow
er hunting and got quite a few. flowers 
for most of the flowers are> in bloom 
now. I received a pin from the editor 
as a prize in the contest "What I Like 
Best," in the Expansion edition. 

I have a little nephew -born April 80. 
His name is Earl. I have never seen 
him yet, but I expect to in-a few days. 
I have a little niece, May, who* Is Jtwo 
years old. 

Maude Skirvin, age 13, • 
Floris, Iowa, R. No. 2. 

JOHN'S GUN. 

It was nearly Christmas and John 
was writing a letter to Santa Claus. 
At the head of his long list of pres
ents he wanted Santa Claus to bring 
him, was a gun. He wanted the gun 
very badly.' After, he had signed a 
postscript as follows: "Santa is you 
have too many presents to carry, Just 
bring me the gun and never mind the 
other things." He then gave the letter 
to his papa to mail. 

He wanted a gun for his birthday, 
but his parents did not-think it best 
for an eight year old boy to have a 
gun. But as Mr. Wilson read the let
ter, before he mailed it, he saw how 
badly John wanted the gun, so on 
Christmas morninjc when he came 
down to breakfast and found all his 
presents on the table, his heart sank, 
when he saw every one of the presents 
he' asked for, but the gun.. But under 
all the presents was the gun. It was a 
beautiful one. On the handle of it en
graved in silver were these / word: 
John Wilson, Christmas, 1910,M and 

attached to it was a note. It said: 
"Dear John: As you wanted the gun 
so badly, I have brought you a very 
good one that will last you until you 
are a man. But as you are only eight 
years old now it is not safe for you to 
go hunting but you n>ay shoot at 
marks.—Santa Claus." 

John was very proud of his gun. 
And as soon as breakfast was over he 
went out to try It. , 

Josephine L. Norton, age 15, 
Cedar Rapids, la. 

BULA HAS 133 P08T CARD8. 

swer all I receive. 
We have two kinds of chickens. 

The Buff Orpington and the Plymouth 
Rock. We also have some geeee and 

June. 
Bula S. ElBWick, Age 12. 

Albla, la:, Route 5. 

STORY OF GEORGE WASHINGTON. 

Emma Wallerick, Age 9, 
: Sigourney, la., R. F. D. No. 4. 

MARIAN LIVES WITH HER GRAND-
.MOTHER. 

with a long letter. And my - school 
mates are Ruth Acton, Ruby Pierce, 
and Virginia Banta and Gertrude Wad
dle and I live in South Ottumwa. 

I live with my grandparents, 108 N. 
Ransom street. « 

Marian Simmons. 

MY PAPER DOLLS, 

Frances Norton,' age 13, 
Cedar Rapids, la. 

have. been' cleaning house. We had a 
hired girl. Have you cleaned - hous« 
yet? We are having Sunday .school 
now. I have not missed a Sunday. 

' We have no spring school this year. 
Wish we did because I like to go to 
school.-1 suppose you got the card 1 * »..• 
sent you Easter. I suppose you heard , x. 
that Charley Allen has.a baby .boy. IW 
have not seen It yet I sent grandma ar::V 
letter today. I would like to hear fromy • 
you through the Courier Junior. « t A 

Iva Baker, age 10, 
Belknap, la., R. No. 1. ; 

NANCY HA8 A PET KITTY. , ;1 

Dear Editor.—I have written, once , 
to the Courier Junior. I got a pretty^;^ 
post card. '* 

I have a pet kitten. Its name is^lf: 
Ffency. He is a dark blue and very -
pretty. . • 

I did have three more, but they got^/y 
killed. We have three more old ones. 

I have one sister and one brother. , - ; 
My sister is thirteen years old and;. ^ 
my brother is fifteen. , 4; V 

My friends at school are Cora Eas^ r • 
ton, Ruth Dean and.Lula McCarrol. 

I will close. 
Nancy Marchand, age 8 

R. F. D. No. 2, Eldon, Iowa. 

PATIENCE. "' 7 /'j. '"4*1 • 
i , i* 

JOHNNY WRITES TO PHILLIP. 

Master Phillip Plaster, 
Belle Plaine, Ia. 

Dear Junior Friend:—As I ha/e 
never written a letter to you I thougnt 
I would write and send'it to the Cour
ier Junior. How are you? I am all 
right and am going to school. We haye 
122 little chickens about three weeks 
old and 118 baby chickens Just, hatch
ed.. We hatched them all with an in
cubator. Frank has a pet lamb named 
Nellie. She knows her name and drinks 
milk out of a bottle. We have a pet 
calf that drinks out of a bucket. Do 
you go to school? I am in the second 
reader. Our cherry trees are -in bloom 
and they look prettyi Well I will close. 
Answer soon. 

\ Johnny Skirvin, age 6, 
" Floris, la., R. No. 2. 

Dear Editor: 
As I have never /written before I 

thought I would write you a few lines 
I .am a little girl 7 years old.3Iy nanrn 
is Ethel. I have a sister. Her name , la 
Grace.'She is 12 years old. I have a 
dog. His name is Sport. I have a little 
garden. 

' Ethel Stump, age 7, ; 
. Chillicothe, Ia., R. No; 1. 

8ARAH'S FIRST LETTER TO LOI3. 

Miss Lois Griffin,: Albla la, 
' Dear Junior Mend:—I thought I 
would write you a letter. I have • never, 
written you. My little' brother Ora Is 
three years old now-and I am 8-years 
old. I saw your picture in the Courier 
one time. Why don't y.ou. ever send me 
a card? I want you to answer jny let
ter. My address is Belknap, Ia. 

Sarah Snow, 
Belknap. Ia. 

ELLA'S SCHOOL WILL BE OUT 
EIGHTEEN MORE DAYS. 

IN 

Once upon a time' a young man, 
went to see his' sweetheart, and her' 
nme was Patience. t 

. Patience wasn't at home. He went in 
and- Patience's mother told him to sit 
down nd wait for Patience. 

He said: "All right. Patience is th? 
one I came after." 5 

It was a long time before Patiencr 
came, but the young man waited pa
tiently. ' 

I think that we Juniors who are-
waiting for paper dolls ought to wall; ; 
patiently, too. •' v 

; I would like to receive a set of pa ' 
per dolls. 

From your Junior friend, 
Mary Reedy, a;ge 11. 

R. F. D. No. 3, Ottumwa, Iowa. 
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ETHEL A NEW JUNIOR. 

fv 
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ANOTHER NEW JUNIOR.v 

\\ Dear Edilor: * t • 
This is the first time I have written ' 

to the Courier Junior. I live on a farm<,~ 
about twelve miles south of Ottumwa. • 
I go to school and like my teacher 
"We take the Tri-Weekly Courier. )£•&, 
like to. read the Courier Junior. We 
have a little calf. I have over a hun-
dred post cards. , I have six brothers«: •* -
and one sister. Three of my brotherij-?^ 
live in Ottumwa. np 

Clara L. Orman, 
Ottumwa, Ia., R. No. 6v. 

MARIE WANTS * TO EXCHANGE"' 
POST CARDS. v| 
\ »* 

Dear Editor: 1 '* 
As I have never written to the Cou?-/_; 

ier I thought I would write. I go to " 
school every day. I like my teacher • 
very well. Her name is Misg Edn^^V. I 
Jacobs. I study .arithmetic, grammir^s^ 
reaaing, spelling, history, physiolosy^ . 
and geography. My papa takes the^j 
Ottumwa Courier. I read the letters 
that- the Juniors write I would like to 
exchange post cards with some Of the 

* ! :  

Ella White, 
South English, Ia., R. No. 2. 

SETH WILLIAM WAS ONE,/ 

Dear Editor and Juniors:—As I saw 
In the last Saturday's Junior that some 
of the Juniors had not asknowledged 
their prizes I suppose I am one. 

Now, I will tell you my good luck 
and bad luck. I never received my 
prize until yesterday evening, as my 
ring was sent to Willle»Ruark in town 
s[nd he got, it because my route num
ber was not on it and as my sister Ret
ta is in town going to school she 
found it for me which was good luck 
after all. 

As my name is Seth William, I wUl 
sign it that and after this maybe there 
will be no more mistakes. 

My ring is beautiful for which accept 
my sincere thanks. 

Seth Wnj. Ruark; Age 8. 
Farmtngton, Ia., Route No. 3. 

880 CHICKEN8 AT JOSEPHINE'S. 

Dear Juniors:—I have never writ-
Dear Junior:—I have 138 post cards ten to the Courier Junior before. My 

altogether, twelve of them are from papa takes the Courier and I am al 
Juniors and nine of them are from the ways glad to get the Junior page. I 
Courier office and there is not a comic do not know any of the Juniors, but 
one In the bunch. I will try to get acquainted with them 

As I saw my last letter in print I through the Junior page. < 
thought I would like to write another We live on a farm. My papa has a 
one_ store in ML Zlon. We have 880 nice 

I would like to exchange post cards little chickens. We have lots of little 
with some of the Juniors. I will an- calves. We hatched l,017 little chick-

Dear Editor: 
I will write you a letter as . I have 

not written for some time. I go U> 
school every day and our school will be 
out in eighteen more days. I have one 
mile and a half to go to school. My 
brother Wesley and I have the farth
est of any of the scholars to go toi 
school. My' studies .are reading, his
tory, arithmetic, grammar, geography, 
and spelling. My pets are a horse, pig ...... — —- ^ 
and a pigeon. My birthday }s May 3. (junior girls. My playmates are Pearly, 
We have one little colt, eight calves and- Neva Miller. ' 
and over a hundred little chickens ana "—19 

eight little turkeys. 

ens this year. We have-lost 13X> 
I had appendicitis this spring. 
I saw in the Junior page tbat .Iva 

Downing had had the measles. I e WISo niuis JSWB _ ; -
turkeys. We had some ducks, but we have had them too, and I,don t think 
sold them. they are very nice. I would like to 

Our school will be out the tenth of exchange letters or post cards with 
any of the Juniors. My birthday 1B 
the twenty-second of December. As 
my letter is getting long, I will close 

Josephine R. BarkeivAge 12. 
Mt. Zlon, Iowa. 

A VERY BU8Y TIME 
HOME. 

AT lVA'8 George Washington's birthday is 
February 22. He was born in 1782 
and died at the age of sixty-seven -
years. He was the, Jnit *nA gre*te*t M,%^™0uu£wa, Iowa. 
president in the united States. He cousin:—1 thought I would 
Joined the revolutionary war. His ^te you a few lines and have it put 
greatest delight in childhood waB to in the Courier Junior. How is the baby 
play soldier. He always studied very and Aunt Sadie? Hope they are all 
hard and loved his parehts. well. I would like to see them. •' 

When he was a little boy his father Papa is planting corn tod y- brother and one sister, 
bought him a little hatoh^t which was tSkeys We have one little Jolt, are Ruth and Wyman. As my letter i«^ ^ 
very sharp. He often «tw his father f0

t^r^,«I^calV« and twenty-three lit- getting long I will close. 
chop down large trees 4n the, timberMo tie pigs. We have one pet pig. His name » .. ^ / pia Brown, Age 6, tie pigs. We have one pet pig. His name 
George we&t and cut down one of his j| p^ta. Ha ia pttlsc big and fat, .We 

Marie Avis Utterback, age 12, 
Hedrick," Iowa, R. No. 6. 

JOSEPHINE LIVES ON 160 ACRES.'"; 

JDear Editor: As I have not writ*;-; 
ten 'to the Junior for a long whi\p 1't
will now try and write. I live on a : 
farm of 160 acres, two miles almost-i 
straight east from Selma. 

Our school was out the last day 0% 
March. I haye planted some flowers, 
and reset some wild ones. The fruity, 
threes are in bloopi and they 

« 

look-j ̂  
very pretty. The birtls are singing. 
sweetly. The grass and trees,are green ; 
and the whole out doors Is very beau- „'¥• ? 
tlful. 1 

i».s my letter is getting long I will 
close* 

Josephine Oliver, age 14. 
Selma, Ia. R. R. No 1, Box 64. 

RUSSELL'S PETS. 1 '\Vv. i ;. - ,.,4..-• .• 
Dear Editor: •' '' 

I live in the Cduntiy. I am a littli 
boy seven years old. I have several 
pets. 

I have a Shetland pony. Her name^ 
is cricket and she is three years old., A. 

I have a pqppy. He is. one year old.-t 4 
His name is Teddy. > 

I have eight old . sheep and five 
little lambs and they are all pets. wL \ 

I have a kitty. Her name is, Lucy 
I  h a v e  a  p e t  c o w .  H e r  n a m e .  i f «  

Knothead. She gives a gallon and s< 
half of milk. • i 

My papa has four cows and six pJ*,i 
large horses., My papa has four Pet;,^ Ji 
calves. My mamma has three hyn-u 
dred and twenty little chickens. * 

We had a social at my school last' ' ^ 
Friday night We had a program and ;; 
box and pie supper. We all had a > - _ 
good time. ^ 

My teacher's name Is Miss Lilly, JS 
Fitspatrick. She lives in the West', y ̂  
End In Ottumwa. 

Russell Wise, aged 11 y 
R. F. D. No. 8, Otutmwa, I* # 

ILLA GOES TO 8CHOOL. 

Dear Editor:—As i, hare never writ-* 
ten to the Courier Jounior, I thought" 
I would write. 

I am a little girl six years old. ry 
go tb school every day. I am in the;; 
second reader. 

My teacher's name Is Gertie Shaw, ̂  • 
and I like her very muoh. I have one^^jg 

an/i aha sUfor their names* •* 

if-. USt&iiMfA. 
f . 

> * fy , 

r. i1 * 
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