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/ "FRIENDS." 

Dear Juniors: 
Don't you all think the above word 

"Friends" would make a splendid sub
ject for a contest? We think it would 
and imagine that all the Juniors are 
saying "YeB, Yes." 

Wefoater says: "A friend is one 
who entertains for another such senti
ment of esteem, respect and affection 
iftat- he seeks his society and welfare. 

Now we want to hear something or 
the Juniors' ideas of a "Friend.' This 
contest will open at once and close 
Monday. Sept. 18. The reward will be 
either a necklace for a girl winner or 
a watch for a boy winner. 

THE JUNIOR PICNIC CONTEST. 

Some of the Juniors are telling very 
interesting stories about the Junior 
picnic, but we want to hear from all 
of them. As the contest can stay open 
until. Tuesday, September 12, we re
print the regulations: 

"We are quite puzzled about the 

man, (Girls were not considered in the 
matter of education in the time of this 
story.) 

There dwelt in a city—the capital 
of a kingdom—a barber and his fam-
}ly. They were poor andgdwelt in a 
common part of the town, a place 
where congregated sailors, fishermen, 
armourers, smiths and workingmen 
of all kinds. Canni Fretti was the 
name of the barber, and his wife 
was Nene. Their one child yas named 
Toney. He was ten years of age at the 
beginning of this story. 

One day little Toney sat looking out 
across the blue waters of the bay 
which lapped the very edge of the 
street on which his father's shop stood 
And Canni, observing the wistful look 
in his son's eyes, asked: "What would 
you like, son? You seem unhappy." 

"Yes, father, I am unhappy. There 
are the three princes—the king's sons 
—who have everything their hearts 
crave. And the best of tutors are 
employed to give them learning. But 
they say the princes will not apply 
themselves and do not care for study. 
Now I should love to have an oppor
tunity to learn all that is contained 
in the great books that one sees In 
the book shops." 

Canni's face became grave. He 
loved his son very dearly and would 
have loved to give the child advan
tages of education, but his means 
would not allow. Books were very 
expensive in those days, and a tutor 
would ask as much money to instruct 

Junior picnic recently held. All we ^ jfttle Toney as the poor barber earn-
know about it Is the references m . g education for his son 
in some recent letters. We were away 
for a few weeks, but we find that the 
office force does not know anything 
about it either. We are quite anxious 
to hear about it and to know the 
names of the Juniors who were pres
ent. We think it would be nice to 
have The 1911 Junior Picnic,' the sub-
fleet for a contest this week. Let all 
those who were present at the picnic 
write on the above subject and as a 
reward we will give for the best story 
a souvenir spoon of Ottumwa. Only 
the Juniors present at the picnic can 
work at this contest. Other Juniors 
may write on one of the following sub
jects, the writer of the best story get
ting either a beautiful plate, picture, 
knife or a book: _tJ_ 

'WHY I DID NOT ATTEND THE 
JUNIOR PICNIC.' 

'PLEASANT EVENTS OF THE 
PAST SUMMER.' 

'SOME FRIENDS I HAVE MADE 
THIS VACATION.' 

'MY PLANS FOR THE COMING 
SCHOOL YEAR,' 

Both these contests close Tuesday, 
September 12." 

WANT GOOD LETTERS AND 
STORIES. 

We want some more interesting let
ters, hut writing on a subject chosen 
by a Junior will also entitle the 
author to a card. Sqme of the fol
lowing subjects will make good 
stories: 

"THE FIRST DAY OF SCHOOL." 
"MY NEW PLAYMATES." 
"WHAT I LIKE FOR MY SCHOOL 

LUNCH." 
"AFTER SCHOOL." % 

MARY GETS LAST PRIZE. 

By the way, the judges, after care
ful reading of all the work in the re
cent contest, decided that Mary 
Palfreyman waB entitled to the prize. 

8EVEN RULES FOR THE JUNIORS. 

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. 

I'd Like To Go 

ed. So an education for his son 
seemed out of the question. 

"I had meant to make you a bar
ber—like myself," exclaimed > Canni. 
"But you do not seem 'to care to fol
low my poor trade. Well, I would 
love to see you a gentleman, son. But 
how can I afford to make you one?" 

"Ah, father, do not think that I 
despise your trade," cried tender
hearted little Toney. "It is not that, 
father, dear. Neither do I wish to 
become a gentleman—to spend my 
days in hunting and pleasures. I 
wish to become a great scholar, fa
ther." 

Then a gentleman of quality en
tered Canni's shop to have his fine 
beard curled and his hair trimmed 
at the ends. (Men wore long hair 
and full beards in those days.) Canni 
bowed low to the gentleman and pre
pared the chair for him. Then, the 
gentleman, seeing Toney sitting be
side the door, said to Canni: "Your 
little son, my good Canni?" Where
upon Canni proudly said that Toney 
was his only child. And to Toney's 

the sons of the rich have books of 
learning. How came you by such 
knowledge?" 

Then Toney related his good for 
tune, and went so far as to show 
the silver button to the sailor. The 
sailor asked to have it in his own 
hand for a moment. Toney gave it 
to him. They were just turning the 
corner of the street where stood the 
old empty building. The sailor thrust 
the button into his pocket and grab
bed up Toney and covered his mouth 
with his thick hand and darted into 
the empty building with him. He 
ran to the very cellar—a sort of dun
geon—beneath the old house and 
there he placed Toney on the ground. 
"Now, my fine lad," said the sailor, 
"I mean to use this button tonight. 
So until I have had what use of it i 
need I shall keep you here a prisoner. 
You shall come to no harm, my find 
scholar, I promise you that. Tomor
row morning yojjr father will find a 
letter under his door telling him 
where to find his son. I shall be far 
out at sea then. I mean to gag you 
and tie your hands and feet so that 
you can't move. But before I do so 
1 • shall allow you to speak, if you 
promise not to scream. But if you 
make an outcry, off comes your 
head." And the sailor looked fierce. 

Toney had been half-suffocated, but 
when he could speak he asked, "What 
do you mean to do with the button?" 

"Why, I might as well tell you, my 
friends, for you'll know it all tomor
row. I mean to rob the noble's pal
ace of its gold and silver opiate, its 
rare treasures, such as gems of great 
price. Also I shall carry away any 
coins that may be hidden there. Now 
you know why I want the button." 

Poor Toney's heart was heavy. Oh, 
to think that he—whom te good 
gentleman was treating with such 
kindness—should be responsible for 
his benefactor's loss! He began to 
weep and to beg on his knees that 
the man would not do so wicked a 
thing. The sailor soon hushed him 
up, however, by putting a wooden 
gag betwen his teeth, after which he 
tied the poor little fellow's hands, be
hind him and his feet tightly to
gether. Then, the wicked fellow hur
ried out of the cellar and went off 
towards the palace. But he did not 
carry the button in his pocket—as he 
thought he was doing. While in the 
act of tying the boy's feet the button 
had slipped from the sailor's greasy 
pocket and lay hidden beneath Toney's 
jacket. 

After the man had gone, Toney be
gan trying to loosen his hands from 

it? I can describe the button to you 
so accurately that you will feel as
sured that I have it at my lodging. 

"No," said the doorkeeper," I can-
not admit any one on hearsay without 
possessing the magic button. My mas
ter has made the rule strict." 

"Very well, I shall return after an 
hour with the button," and the sailor 
turned about to depart when he fell 
right into the hands of the bailiff and 
Canni. He also saw Toney standing 
there, holding the button out before 
his .eyes. "You couldn't keep it, you 
thief," cried Toney. 

Just at that moment a clanging of 
hells announced the arrival of the mas
ter of the palace and you may better 
believe he h®d the robber-sailor taken 
into custody, promising to appear 
against him on the following day. And 
to Toney he said: "You have proven 
worthy of the trust I placed in you. 
Come you to my palace and become 
one of my household and receive in
structions frond the tutor of my own 
sons who will return to the palace 
this vorv " 

And Toney was too full of gratitude 
to the noble to offer him the thanks 
due his great generosity. Taking the 
button from his pocket he pressed 
It to his lips. "I shall never part from 
this without your commanding me to 
do so. And I shall be your debtor for 
life" "No more than I shall be your debtor, 
my young friend," declared the gentle
man. "For is not the entire world in
debted to the man of great learning 
And you will become a fine scholar— 
I can see that." 

and nuts they could eat 
'pout! 

That's what they delighted most for 
grandma always had so manv pets 
around. A large dinner was served 
and there was two or three tables of 
pet ple, and such a dinner as there 
>yas—roaBt all kinds of sauce; 
<xkes, pies, fruit, everything one 
conid imagine. 

The afternoon' passed by merrily, 
the men husking corn, and the women 
and children doing other things. The 
children couldn't play out of doors-
much as it was too cold for them, but 
they had as much fun Inside. They 
had a big supper at night and after 
that a party for the young folks. Fruit 
and cake were served as refreshments. 
They had a pleasant time and the 
time passed too quickly for them. . 

Well I will close, a Daily Junior. 
Maude Skirvin, age 13. 

Floris, la., Route Ho. 2. 

STORIES and LETTERS 

A HUSKING BEE. 

was nis oniy enwa. Ana to xoneyo I. , ------ --
embarrassment the proud father re- th« »»rd J°Pe which held them. (The 

i._ -i i. m j u sailor had had the rrme and eaer in 

It seems to me I'd like to go 
Where bells don't ring, or whistles 

blow, 
Nor clocks don't strike, nor gongs 

don't sound, 
And I'd have stillness all around— 

Not real stillness, but just the trees' 
Low whispering, or the hum of bees, 
Or brooks, faint babbling over stones 
In strangely, softly tangled tones. 

Or maybe the cricljet or katydid, 
Or the songs of birds in the hedges 

hid, 
Or Just some such sweet sounds as 

these 
To fill a tired heart with ease. 

If 'tweren't for sight and sound and 
smell, 

I'd like the city pretty well; 
'But when it come3 to getting rest, 
I like the country lots the best. 

Sometimes it seems to me I must 
Just quit the city's din and dust 
And get out where the sky is blue— 
And say, now, how does it seem to you? 

—Eugene Field. 

T o n e y ' s  M a g i c  

B u t t o n  

In the long, long ago there was no 
such thing as a public school, and 
children were educated at private ex
pense. Therefore, a rich man's sons 
had far better advantages of educa-
-11— thaf-'Nav-tfie sons of the poor n 

peated all that Toney had said about 
wishing for an education. 

Ah, I see. The little one wishes 
to become a scholar." And the gen
tleman smiled indulgently on Toney. 
'Well," he said, again addressing 

Canni, "what shall I do for your son, 
my good fellow? I have as fine a 
library of books as is to be found 
in the kingdom. Shall I allow your 
son the privilege of the library? Can 
he read?" 

Canni shook his head, whereupon 
Toney sprang to his feet. "Yes. fa
ther, I can read. Uncle Jacobi 
taught me how to know the letters 
and to pronounce the words they 
spell. Yes, I can read quite well." 

"Ah, and I never knew your good 
old uncle was teaching you to read," 
declared Canni with surprise. But he 
also showed pleasure. Then he turn
ed to his patron. "If you will be so 
very good as to allow my Bon Toney 
to read from the books in your li
brary, I shall be your debtor for life. 
And you shall pay me nothing when 
you come to my shop—*' 

"Nay, nay, Canni, my good fellow," 
said the gentleman, putting up his 
hand, "I shall pay you in the future 
as I have in the past, and Bhall not 
consider you indebted to me because 
your son reads in my library. It will 
be good for the volumes, for they 
need airing." 

Then the gentleman paid Canni and 
arose to go. At the door he gave 
Toney a button which he had felt 
lying loose in his pocket. "It's a sil
ver button with gold-mounting," he 
explained. "It came off one of my silk 
waistcoats, and I dropped it into this 
pocket. Just by chance I found it 
there in reaching for a coin for your 
father. I shall tell the servant in 
charge of my door to admit the little 
boy who presents to him a button 
bearing my coat of arms. All my 
servants know the peculiar design of 
my buttons. So if you keep this button 
carefully put away, and use it only 
when asking admittance to my palace, 
it will stand you in good stead." 

The following day Nene, Toney's 
pretty little mother, dressed Toney in 
his best Sunday clothes and let him 
sally forth to the palace of the noble 
who had promised him such riches 
in the way of reading. At the door 
of the palace Toney was admitted 
when he took from his po'ekfiet the 
button and showed it to the servant 
in charge. 

Then Toney was conducted along 
a splendid hall to the library which 
opened to Toney the greatest hopes 
and possibilities. It was lined and 
lined with splendid books. 

All that week did Toney read from 
the books in the great library. And 
each night he went home to tell his 
mother wonderful things. He was 
learning all about the stars, the moon, 
the sun, He also head much philos
ophy, which he understood. well for a 
boy of his years. The world was re
vealing her great secrets to him. He 
was happy. 

One evening as he han homewards 
from the noble's palace, he fell in 
with a sailor who often came to his 
father's shop. The sailor spoke nicely 
to Toney and opened a conversation. 
This flattered the little boy and to 
show the sailor that he was growing ij^ 
knowledge he related many won
drous things he had read about in 
the noble's books. The sailor said: 
"Why. where do you read such things. 
Toney? You are a barber's son. Only 

sailor had had the rope and gag in 
his pocket, for he always carried 
such things, being a very dangerous 
fellow). But in vain did the child 
struggled, he could not loosen the cord. 
But just as he was on the point of 
giving up in despair something bright 
rolled from under the edge of his 
jacket. Toney's eyes - bulged. As 
sure as fate, it was the button the 
good gentleman had given him. How 
could the sailor happen to drop 
it? Toney began wriggling towards 
the button when of a sudden his 
hands became loosened and he drew 
them from the knotted rope. Then it 
took but a moment to undo his feet 
and to pick up the precious button 
and leave the horrible place. He ran 
down a side street towards his father's 
shop, holding the button tightly in his 
hand and against his breast. His 
father was on the point of starting 
home,, supposing his son had gone 
there from the noble's library Instead 
of coming to the shop as was his habit. 
Toney excitedly told his father the 
story of his short imprisonment and 
how the wicked sailor had in some 
way dropped the button. The good 
Canni was more excited than his son, 
and ran out and called to a bailiff to 
accompany him at once to the palace 
of the nobleman. As the three hurried 
along, little Toney relating the story 
in detail, they saw a dark form slouch
ing along close to the wall of the 
palace. Toney pointed him out and 
said in a whisper to his father: 

"There's the sailor now. He hasn't 
discovered the loss of the button yet1 

Then the bailiff and Toney's father 
and Toney himself crept into the 
shadow of some trees and waited. The 
sailor went to the palace gate and rang 
the bell. A man let him in. Then the 
bailiff and Canni and Toney, also went 
to the gate and Toney, who knew the 
gatekeeper well, peeped through the 
sentinel's window and called softly to 
the man. He opened the gate without 
asking a single question, for Toney 
was allowed to enter at any time that 
he wished. The three entered the 
courtyard and went to the door of 
the palace. There they saw the sailor 
standing, fumbling in his pockets as if 
trying to get something. He did not 
see the little boy he had left in the cel
lar gaged and bound, nor his two com
panions. They had crept in too quietly. 
So when the sailor said to the door
keeper, "I have the noble's button 
here in my pocket, and you are to 
admit me to the "palace," the doorkeep
er replied: 

"If you can present to me one of 
my master's magic buttons I shall 
admit you, for only those close to 
my master are permitted to1 carry one 
of those silver buttons with gold-
mounting." 

"Ah, that's the kind of button I 
have," returned the sailor, who was 
still searching about among his un-
merous pockets. "It is to admit me 
to the library to read and acquaint 
myself with learning." 

The doorkeeper looked at the sailor 
in a doubtful way, for he did not like 
the fellow's appearance. However, if 
he could show the magic button—the 
kind given to his friends by the mas-
^•r of the palace—the doorkeeper 
ould do nothing but admit him. 

"Well, I must have left it at home," 
said the sailor, his tone full of disap
pointment. "But, my good keeper of 
the door, caa't you let me in without 

There had just been constructed at 
the home of Mr. and Mrs. Adams a 
fine new barn, and to celebrate the oc
casion they decided to have a husk
ing bee. All persons, both young and 
old, male and female were invited to 
come prepared for having a good time. 

Mr. Adams and his son, twenty years 
of age gathered in the corn and Mrs. 
Adams and her two daughters, six
teen and eighteen years of age were 
busy fixing the eatables. 

At last the day came and a fine day 
it was. The sun was shinning bright 
and the snow which fell the night be
fore made it just fine for sleighing. 
The guests began to arrive about 
nine o'clock. 

The host with all of the men and 
young folks went to the barn where the 
corn was stored and everybody husk
ed corn. 

The boys tried their best to find the 
red ears for when 'they found a red ear 
they could kiss the girls. 

The hostess had two quilts in frames 
and the women busied themselves by 
quilting. 

The house, as well as the barn, fairly 
buzzed with the sound of voices, and 
everybody seemed, to be enjoying 
themselves. Promptly at noon, din
ner was announced, and everyone was 
hungry after their mornings work. 

After dinner each one went to his or 
her work and a pleasant afternoon was 
spent. While the parents worked, the 
children played. 

At six o'clock supper was served, 
after which a social evening was 
spent. The floor was cleared and 
chilked for the dancing. Tjj© horffe 
daughters were the bells ot the oc
casion. 

About nine o'clock as the Mrs. 
Adams was taking a large pitcher of 
cider to the barn, some one spied some 
Indians coming in the direction of the 
barn. The sons and some other men 
grabbed their rifles and were going to 
fire at them but the host prevented 
them and started out to meet them and 
would let no one go with him. His 
wife and daughters were in tears, but 
what was their surprise to see him 
walking toword the bam with the 
Indians. They had gone to the village 
and were just returning to their home. 
Mr. Adams invited them in and they 
were by no means ungrateful to h'rn 
for doing so. The guests left soon 
after midnight, tired but happy. 

Beatrice I* Rickey, 
Lucas, Iowa, R. R. No. 1. 

THE PLEASURE A CAMERA GIVES. 

A camera gives much pleasure to 
almost everyone, for most anyone 
llkse to have a photograph of their 
relative or their friend, for at least I 
know I do. 

A person can have their phot/; taken 
and send it to some relative and they 
can come and see the in and get to 
thinking lots of them and if they 
should happen to own very much 
they might possibly fall heir to some 
large amounts. 

You can have your photo taken and 
send it to some friend and correspond 
with them and you may possibly he 
rich some day. So I think a camera 
gives much pleasure. 

Gladys Calhoun, age 15, 
Stockport, Iowa, R. R- No. 1. 

A HU8KING BEE. 

"HORSE VS. AUTOMOBILE." 

"Right this way to get your cold 
lemonade," "pop corn five cents a 
sack." "Here's the place to get your 
fresh roasted peanuts." 

These were the cries of the hucks
ter's that I heard as I slowly wended 
my way through the crowds at the fair 
grounds. 

It was the annual county fair day 
at Spring Dell and already fL large 
crowd had assembled on the fair 
ground. County fair day was always 
a big day at Spring Dell, so I decided 
to stop off for a day on my way to 
Chicago. 

The chief interest of the day were 
the races, which were exceptionally 
good. 

The first was a horse race and I 
must say it was a dandy. 

There were several automobile races 
which were very exciting. 

The most exciting race was be
tween a horse and an automobile. 

I like the rest, thought there was no 
chance whatever for the horse to win. 
Men were already betting heavily on 
the automobile. The horse was a 
very good runner but—what horse can 
beat an automobile? 

Suddenly the automobile stopped. 
What had happened people stood on 
their feet and shouted, as the horse 
was already gaining. (I must state here 
that one of the conditions were, that 
in case of any accident whatever, the 
opponent would be entitled to go on 
and try to win.) 

The people knew this condition and 
shouted to the. chauffeur of the auto, 
to hurry as the horse was gaining 
every minute. The automobile had a 
punctured tire and all hope of winning 
the race was abandoned. 

The horse was led from the race 
tracks amid cheers from the specta
tors who were now interested in the 
horse. 

Despite the fact that automobiles 
can go faster than horses, no one 
knows when they will meet with an 
accident. The horse is very much 
cheaper than an automobile, and is a 
good deal more reliable. 

A friend of the Junior, 
Henrietta Plaster, age 13, 

Oskaloosa, la., 211 So. Market St. 

CHICAGO 

lives. I knocked ,on the screen door, 
then stepped back so she couldn't see 
me. When she came to the door she 
was wry much surprised. When I 
went in I asked where my aunty was. 
Grandma said that she was at one of 
the neighbors. Grandma called the 
neighbor up and told them to send my 
aunty home because she had com
pany. Aunt came home and v?e had a 
good time. * _ 

When I heard my Uncle Ralph 
open the gate I hid behind the door. 
When he came in he asked Grandma 
if I was there. Grandma told him pos
sibly she will come on No. 4. Unc'e 
Ralph said surely Emma will not send 
her at night. I stepped out and sur
prised him too. 

The next morning I went over to 
my cousin's hqpie. • 

I stayed with my cousin until the 
next Monday. Then I went back to 
grandma's house. The next day was 
the Fourth of-July We went to a pic
nic at Crapo park. We certainly en
joyed the day. I spent the evening at 
one of my friends and we had some 
fire works. 

When I came home I brought my 
cousin Mae Belle Brans with me. She 
stayed with me a week.Then my friend 
Louise Toup came and we certainly 
enjoyed ourselves. She had to go 
home before school started. I am glad 
s c h o o l  h a s  s t a r t e d .  .  . . .  x .  

I will close hoping this finds the 
Junior? well and having had a good 
time lijce I have had this vacation. 

Your loving friend, 
Dewella Bruns, age 12. 

428 North Court St., Ottumwa, la. 

LOUISE SAYS SHE IS 
WRITER. 

Winter time was drawing near and 
Boh Lee had so much corn that he de
cided to have a Busking bee. The date 
was set for Noverber 24. 

The day set i" cold, a heavy frost 
set in the night before, and the ground 
was frozen a* haid as could be But 
no matter how cold it was for them, 
they bundled up and went right along. 
Even the little tots lay in the back of 
the wagons all bundled up with heavy 
lap robes over them, and not a one of 
them got cold. 

They reached the old farm house Rt 
last everyone of them and grandmoth
er Lee greetel them kindly, hsr face 
full of smiles. That was the place 
whfere the litlie children de l-rhted to 
go, lor there toey found all the apples 

A RIDE OR A TRIP TO 
IN AN AUTO. 

Dear Junior. As I have not writ
ten to the .lunior for a long time I 
thought I would write again, for 1 have 
been reading the Junlona letters and 
stories and like them fine. 

Once upon a time when the weather 
and roads were good a party of people 
were going to go and spend the sum
mer in Chicago. 

They decided to go In an auto, and 
didn't think it would rain for it hadn't 
rained for so long. 

Soon every one was ready to go. 
One little girl was named Winnie 
the bright one of the bunch. She was 
the first one up in the auto. They 
rode along pretty fast for a while and 
soon they could see the signs of 
Chicago. 

It didn't take them long to go for 
they didn't stop. 

Winnie was glad when she reached 
the place for she had grown tired rid
ing so far. 

They visited two or three .weeks 
and soon decided they would go home 
again. 

Winnie didn't want to go yet for her 
grandma lived there^and she wanted 
to stay with her. She was only seven 
years old, but they let her stay. 

She was glad too and when they 
got only a little ways out of Chicago 
there hpd been a big rain. They had 
to stay'all night in that little town. 

The next morning they started, on. 
They reached home all right, but it 
seemed very lonesome without little 
Winnie, so they wrote to her grandma 
and told her to send her home with 
Mrs. James who was coming down to 
spend the summer. Winnie came 
and was glad to reach home for she 
hadn't seen her mamma for a long 
time. 

As my letter is getting long I will 
close. 

My birthday was Aug. 22.1 was 12 
years old. I would like to exchange 
postals with the Juniors. 

Your Junior Friend, 
Dollie Ross, age 11. 

Blakesburg, Iowa, R. F. D. No. 3. 

Miss Elva Huffman, Chillicothe, la. 
Dear Friend: 

I am afraid that I am pretty tardy 
iri replying to your pretty post card 
which I received a long time ago. 

I saw your letter in the Courier to 
Gladys and Goldle Cottrell of South 
Ottumwa. 

I think that you have lots of post 
cards from the Juniors. 

Have you ever been to a Junior pic
nic? I never have but I would like 
to. 

I suppose that your school com
menced September 4. Are you glad 
of it? 

Who is'your teacher? 
Ours is Miss Lena Plows the same 

one is we had last year. , 
Dou like to go to school? What is 

your favorite study? 
I like history best but I like all of 

them pretty well. 
Who did you sit with last year? 
I sat with Anna Palfreyman. 
On August 12 we had an Ice cream 

social at our school house. Three 
girls from Melrose were visiting at 
our house then. > 

Well I guess that is all this time: 
Your Junior friend, 

Louise Rickey, age 13. 
Lucas; Iowa, R. F. D. No. 1. 

HILDA TELLS OF A.BIRTHDAY ON 
COUSIN HENRY. 

malny pleasures by taking the pic* •• 
tures of your home and family, the" ?• 
school you go to, also the church an<f%' V

v 

of the classmates and of your school-J ' 
mates, some of the stock that havef nVi, 
owned and some of your pets. ^ "% -

Also the pretty scenery of the rivera 
and trees and lak?e If there are a.?y 
near your home, so Wiien you are away 
or are thinking of those places and 4 
wondering how they used to look, you 
can look at the pictures of where you 
have been when you were little and 
of the nice times you had, and of 
course it would make you long to ' be 
back to the places which were so dear 
to you. 

You could also show them to your 
frle.nds and relatives who had prob
ably forgotten all about them. Then 
they would wish they had had a cam-
era, too. 

f 

* 
k 
' 

Your Junior friend, 
Maanie Davidson, agi 13. 

Kirkville, Iowa. 

t 

"THE AIRSHIP." 

Dear Juniors: 
1 m '-r 

We left home at 8 o'clock and we ' *w "vuiv oc o v wiwk ana we 
took the Santa Fe train, reached the 
meet at 10 o'clock. It was the first 
time I had ever seen one. I was very 
anxious to see them start The first1 

man that went up out of sight wad 
Hoxey. They became uneasy so they 
sent a wireless telegram to where 
they thought he was, and they located 
him on Mt. Wilson, where he stopped -4 / 
about forty-five minutes. He sent 'a 
wireless telegram .to the other avia* 
tors telling them where he was. _ 

He returned to the ground about 2 W 
A TARDY '°'clock- He came gliding down like 

a bird, so as to show the works of 
the machine to the people. He then'i 
made another flight the same day. 
This was his most successful day.l' 
The next day he started one of his 
daring flights which proved unsuc
cessful, for his machine failed to 
wrok after he got in the air, causing 
t|he machine to fall direct -to the 
ground, killing him instantly. This is 
the man that there was so much in 
the papers about. -j 

; ^ 

WHAT DEWELLA DID DURING HI8 
VACATION. 

Dear Juniors: 
1 haven't written, for quite a while 

so I will write now. 
I willaell you what I did during this 

vacation. 
A short time after school was out 

my aunt Lizzy came to see us. She 
stayed for nearly five weeks. A 
short time after she left I went to 
Burlington to see my grandma and 
my cousins. On leaving the depot I 
pot on the car and rode to the end of 
the street car line where Grandmaj 

The Dear Juniors.— 
As I have been reading the Junior 

pkge I decided that I would also write 
a letter to the Juniors. 

My name is Hilda Bergman. I am 
14 years old and live on a farm of 310 
acres 4% miles from town. 

I attend Sunday school and church 
at the St. John's Lutheran church 
and go to the Klein district to school. 

I like music and have taken quite a 
number of music lessons. 

I have, a piano. 
I have one slater-Freda, 17 years 

old, and no brothers. 
I will no wtell you of a surprise for 

my cousin, Henry Snowharger. 
The 21st day of November being his 

birthday, his relatives and friends 
arranged for a surprise to be held at 
his home on that day. 

When the first family came he 
thought they had come to visit; and 
later, when the rest came, he thought 
they came for the purpose of surpris
ing him, which they certainly did. , 

There were forty persons present. 
In the morning the young folks played 
the graphaphone a while and then 
we went to the barn lot. Here we 
played hide and seek. We would all 
hide behlng one building and then 
when the seeker came after us we 
would all make a ruBh for the barn 
door. 

When we were hiding we would 
make such a noise it was no trouble 
to find UB. 

While we were playing, the older 
people had dinner. Then we were 
called to the house where we found 
the table well loaded with good 
things tp eat. When we had finished, 
the Bupply was very much diminished. 

In the afternoon we again went tt 
the barn lot, where we played hide and 
seek awhile. 1 

We then went to the ridge of the 
pasture where we played black man 
and ball In the roadway that led from 
the house to the public road. 
- The roadway was not dusty, but it 
was smooth. When we grew tired of 
this we started to the house. When 
we got to the smoke house we found 
Henry there and we all helped and 
gave him a whipping for the number 
of years he was old, which was 34. 

He then got gay and turned the 
joke by trying to kiss one of the girls. 

His wife Tan out of the house with 
a broom to help this girl and how he 
did run. 

It was getting toward evening and 
we went to the house to prepare to go 
home. All left thinking they had spent 
a delightful day and wishing Henry 
more happy birthdays. \ 

Hilda Bergman, age 14 
R. P. D. No. 1, Box 82, Queen City, Mo 

Irene Goudy, age 12.. * 
1241 W. 37th Drive, Los Angeles, Cal. 

THE STORY OF~A DOG. 

Once a little girl went crying through 
the back yard and bumped into h^r 
brother Paul. J:. 

Paul said: "What arc you 'crying 
about?" 

"Oh, Mr. Brown washed his shoes 
and set them out in the sun and Teddy 
got hold of them and Helen said he 
could shoot the dog tonight." 

They went and sat under a tree for 
a while. Then Mary said: "Let's 5.11, 
out to grandma's. She will take care bt I 
Teddy." ' 

So off t.hey started. They got about ' 
half way there-when Paul said: 'Till 
so tired." They sat down a while. 

"We have lost our way," said Mary, 
"but if we pray to God he will hel>> 
us." 

They got on their knees and prayel 
to God. They all cuddled up together 
even Teddy. They were fast asleep 
when Teddy began to bark. It was Mr. 
Bfown. He got out and looked aro in I 
when he saw something. It was th<) „ 
Smith children. Mary told1 liim th 1 

story and he said he would not shojt 
their dog if they would keep it tie- up. 
He put them all in the buggy and tooK 
them home. ' 

Lucile Messer, age 10, ,. 
Bloomfield, Ta. 

y 

MY PET DOG. 
! 

THE PLEASURES OF A CAMERA. 

I haven't a camera myself. 
But I imagine I would like fo have 
le. 
I should think that it would bring 

one. 

Ions 
Dear Editor: 

As I have not written for a 
time I will write again. 

I will take for my subject "My 
Dog." 

I do not think any other boy has a 
better dog than I have, Although they 
may be better letter writers than I and 
so describe their pets better. 

My dog is a Shepherd about one an-1 
one-half years old. He has a white 
ring around his neck and I call him 
Ring. 

He is good to drive the cattle and 
horses and is a good watch dog. 

He is good to us children and is very 
much attached to us. ' 

One day when some neighbors we e 
here, we were going to play and I 
was running and one of the boys was 
running just behind me and the dog 
thought he was going to hurt me ami 
he ran and bit the boy on the leg. He 
did not Lite very hard but it scared 
the boy. . 

I have made a'harness for him and 
hitch him to the little wagon and he 
draws us children. 

He goes real fast and we have a nice 
ride. He is a nice pl&v fellow. 

Charlie Dodge, age 10, 
\ Platte, S. D. 

IRMA LIKE8 HER NEW HOME. 

Miss Marie Bickford, 
Eldon, la. * 

Dead Friend:—As you wanted ta 
hear from me through the Junior pase 
I will write today. 

How are all of you? „ \ 7" 
sn jo n* Moo} (jditiojq "Bpuu.v* 
girls to Sunday school in the car
riage. Wo go to the Christian Sunday 
school. We have gone three times. We 
have been walking. 

Three families of our new neighbors 
have called. 

My aunt of Pulaski and little cousin 
La Rue came home with us worn Sun
day sohool last Sunday. ^ ^ . 
,My aunt and unCla of-Cliff, Colo^ 

came Saturday after the Fourth and 
stayed until Monday morning. 

I received a post card from the Jun
ior. It was very pretty; It was a picture 
of the city park of Ottumwa 

Irma Kneedler, age 10, / 
Pulaski, la-, R. No. 3. 

RUTH HAS TWO NEW DRESSES. , 

Miss Henrietta Plaster: 1 

Dear Junior Friend:—I Will answei 
your letter today. t 

Papa, my brother and I have be«n 
baling hay for Mr. Coolidge. While 
working, the colt kicked papa on tru 
arm. 

Mamma has made me two new 
dress. O.ie is dark olue trimmed in red 
and the other pink plaid trimmed in 
plain pink, and it is lovely. 

We have twenty-one little turkeys. 
Mamma has canned eighty-thre« 

quarts of cherries. 
Ruth Kneedler, age 10. 1 

Pulaski, Iowe, R. No. 3. 
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