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SOME SHORT STORIES. 

\ 

I 

D«ar Juniors: We think a contest 
with short stories as the result will 
be Interesting. \ve will give ten sur
prise prizes, the ten best writers get
ting them. This contest will com
mence today and continue for two 
weeks. Either select your own sub
ject or write on one of the following: 

CARLO, MY BEST FRIEND. 
MY NEW TEACHER. 
TOM'S LITTLE BROTHER. 
A HARVEST FESTIVAL. 
OCTOBER AND ITS PLEASURES. 
WHERE THE BIRDS GO IN WIN

TER TIME. 
THE! WINTER HOME OF OUR 

BIRD8< 
Frances Norton gets the prize In 

thof'Trlends" contest. 

6ENDIN(M>UT BEAUTIFUL CARDS. 

'̂ JWfc want'some more Interesting let
ters, "tut writing on a subject chosen 
by A.Junior will also entitle the 
aatbor'lo a card, Some of the fol
lowing fobjecta will make good 
stories!* 

MVPETVONY. 
A HUTTING PARTY. 
MT6FIRST,PAY AT SCHOOL. 

' DONXFORQET LITTLE JOHN. 

, Little ̂ Johii^XloglnB of Bloomfield, 
K. Na 4, has-been sick a long time, 
nine months.. He wants a post card 

j shower* [Wefhope the Juniors will 
give him one. Fere Is John's letter: 
| Dear Junior:—I am a boy who has 

' been sick nine months. 
I will be ten years old Sept. 29th 

and would like a post card shower for 
my'birthday. 

! I have about 200 post cards since 
X have been sick. 

I have three sisters named Hazel, 
Kva and Audrey. 

For pets we have got three cits 
and two pigs and a dog named fyile. 

John Floglns, A$e 9. 
R. F. D. No. 4, Bloonjifield, la. 

SEVEN RULES FOR TI^E JUNIORS. 

1. Use one side of t.he paper only. 
2, Write neatly anl. legibly, using 

ljr or a sharp lead pencil. 
f p Always st%n your name in full 

J'.^ate 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. 

C o u s i n  M a r y  

Cousin Mary from the country ' 
4$/?,' Came to spend tne day; 
Sf?\{ <'And we had a little party— 

Boys and girls—to play. 

Out of doors we went a-running 
To the great, high hill: 

There with make-believe tin buckets 
. We played Jack and Jill. 

Jack'was played by brother Harry: 
I was'little Jill, 

All the others ran behind us— 
Up and down the hill. . Wi 

'And I played at really falling: 
' Jack'went heela o're head! 
Then we all just screamed 

laughter, » 
' And-Cousin Mary said: 

with 

rn: 

Si 

**Oh, what fun at my town party— 
: Flaying games so nice!" 
And I said to Cousin Mary: 

"Let's ploy the games o're twice." 

So we ran and laughed and tumbled 
Flaying Jack and Jill, 

Till Ma called us Into supper, 
Where we went to eat our Hill. 

How Watson Grey 

Became A 

3K / 

The Greys lived in a cottage at the 
every outskirts of the village. Their 
nearest neighbors were the Browns. 
The Browns—consisting of "Old 
Grumps" (as the grandfather and own
er of the large estate was commonly 
called), Perry Brown, "Old Grump's" 
son, Mrs. Perry Brown, wife of Perry, 
End their little daughter Sally, agefl 4 

<—were not what people generally 
call "neighborly." They kept pretty 
much to themselves, and showed no 
disposition to make themselves agree-

•able to the Greys. Everyone who 
{knew the Browns declared their frigid
ity was due to "Old Grumps," as he had 
"brought his only son, Perry, up In a 
sort of seclusion. The Browns estate 
comprised several thousand acres or 
f ne land, and the village was built on 
£ site bought of the estate owner. 

Mr. Grey was a small merchant in 
the village, keeping what is called in 
rural districts a "general store." But 
business was always at a standstill in 
the country town and Mr. Grey made 
a bare living. Watson Grey, aged 
fourteen, was an industrious boy and 
alwavs on the outlook for "something 
to do." He was glad to run errands 
lor any o2 town women, and do 

odd jobs for the various business men 
now and then. He was desirous of. 
earning enough money to defray his 
expenses at a preparatory school 
when he should arrive at the age to 
atend. And as that age was not far 
off Watson was exerting nerve to get 
the necessary sum. He had a small 
bank account, and it was drawing yi-
teresU This made Watson feel' en
couraged. His father helped him all 
that he was able, but his small busi
ness did not allow of his doing much 
for his son other than giving him a 
good home and an abundance of love. 

Soon after the Greys had moved 
into the little cottage at the edge of 
the village, and found themselves 
neighbors to the richest man in. all 
that part of the world—"Old Grumps" 
Brown, they tried being neighborly. 
Mrs. Grey was a good-hearted, kindly 
soul and went to pay young Mrs. 
Perry Brown a visit. While the lat
ter was cordial, and seemed to enjoy 
the former's call, she did not come to 
pay her respects at the Grey cott'age, 
and time went on without a contin
uance of social intercourse. But Mrs. 
Grey did not mind. "If they don't 
want to be friendly," she said, "I can't 
help it. But we'll always do our part." 

One day in the early spring, Wat
son convinced the idea of making a 
large garden. The land attached to 
the cottage in which he lived (and 
which his father rented) was too con
fined to allow of more than a few small 
vegetables and flowers. And Watson 
wished to garden on a big scale. He 
knew there was a good market in the 
city twenty miles distant for his pro
duce, and that good prices were paid 
for good vegetables. So he talked the 
matter over with his parents and they 
approved it. But where should he 
find the land? That w/ifc the question. 
After some thought Aver the problem 
of land, Watson hitJ upon this. He 
would go to "Old Grumps" Brown and 
ask the privilege ct renting an acre or 
two of some old vjneat land which was1 

lying fallow. Afi he could not afford 
to offer money'rental he would make 
an offer of a certain amount of the 
produce, raised on the land. 

"It's a good scheme, son," declared 
Mr'. Grey. "The Browns haven't a 
gferden of their own and depend on 
the village market, which is pretty 
poor except on Saturdays when the 
farmers come in with some garden 
truck. I'll venture to say that old 
Mr. Brown (the Greys never called 
their rich neighbor "Old Grumps ) 
will be glad to let you have the small 
piece of land in order to get fresh * 
vegetables for his own table." 

So it had been decided that Watson 
should go and "beard the lion in his 
den." He went, and the result was 
that he came out with a bit of hard
ness in his heart. It was the first 
time in his life that he had been 
treated so harshly. On entering the 
presence of "Old Grumps" Watson 
had smiled in his sunny way and 
bowed respectfully. "I've come to see 
about renting a garden spot from 
you, Mr. Brown," he began. But he 
went no further. "Old Grumps" slowly 
arose, waved his long bony hand for 
silence and said in a grating voice: 
"I never have business dealings with 
youngsters. What do they know about 
business? They haven't a thimbleful 
of brains and are as lazy as niggers. 
Nope, my young feller, you 
graft me for an inch of my land. 1 d 
sooner let it lay idle than have a pack 
of young raBcallions • playing round 
over it—pretending to make garden. 
There'd be a patch of weeds, a whole 
herd of good-for-nothing kids round 
the place all the while and no profit. 
So you'd best look elsewhere for your 
land, young feler." 

"All right, Mr. Brown," replied 
Watson, his face brilliant red. It 
hurt him to have this aged and crab
bed man misunderstand his inten
tions, which were only for the good 
of both landlord and tenant. "But I'm 
sorry, sir, that you would not listen 
to my proposition. I'm quite sure 
you'd have entertained it." 

"Nope, not a word of it, replied 
the old man. Then he waved Watson 
from the room and the pretty-faced, 
sweet-mannered young Mrs. Perry 
Brown let him out at the front door. 
She stopped on the porch to chat a 
bit with Watson, asking about his 
mother's health and other friendly 
questions. Just at the moment, she 
glanced about the yard and said. 
"Why, where'd little Sally go? She 
went out into the yard to play just 
ten minutes ago and I instructed her 
not to go outside the gate. The men 
with the big wagon must have gone 
out and left the gate open. Sally never 
could have opened it herself. 

"I found it open when I entered, 
explained Watson, "and I left it as I 
found it—supposing you wished it so. 
But I did not see your little girl in 
the yard. Neither did I see her m 
the road." ' . 

Mrs. Brown became anxious and 
ran out into the big fenced yard and 
began calling loudly to her little 
daugbte.r But no answer in childish 
voice came back. Soon the entire 
household .was astir, aiding in the 
search. There were two house ser
vants and several farm hands, be
sides Mr. Perry, Mrs. Perry and Old 
Grumps." When the latter saw Wat
son still about the place he frowned 
and said in a cross way: 

"I gave you my answer some ten 
minutes ago, young feller. What're 
you still hanging around for?" 

Again Watson blushed. The in
sulting manner of the old man hurt 
him. "I wanted to know that the 
little girl was found all right before 
going," he explained. "That why i 
remained." 

Mrs. Perry Brown looked ashamed 
of her cranky old father-in-law, but 
Watson saw that she feared the old 

and. dared say nothing in the 
o(/ng cailer's defence. The fact was, 

had detained Watson to chat to 
in a neighborly manner before 

.tins; him go. 
/ Watson went out at the gate, a !>it 

l/t>f hardness in bis heart agajnst the 

t • 

old man who had treated him ao un
kindly. But he also felt sympathy 
for the young mother in her distress 
over the lost child, and did not go 
home. He sat on the roadside, listen
ing to the excited voices, inside the 
grounds. From their calls and cries 
to each other he knew, the little Sally 
had not yet been found. 

"I wonder if the dear little tot 
might have wandered off towards the 
timber," mused Watson. Then, with 
the calls of the people at the farm 
in his ears, he hurried off dowh to 
the big dusty road which ran towardB 
a line of timber that marked the 
banks of a very deep lake. The 
banks were of crumbling clay, fully 
ten feet above the water line, and 
perpendicular at thQ point, the road 
led to. 

As Watson turned down the dusty 
road something suddenly caught his 
eye. it was a little child's foot
prints—prints of little shoes. His first 
intention was to follow where they 
led without first informing the ex
cited and anxious people at the farm, 
but the mother's sad face came to 
his mind and he ran back to the big 
gate and called out: "I think little 
fjlally has wandered off towards the 
lake. I've found footprints of little 
shoes going.in that direction." Then, 
not waiting'for the mother's effusive 
thanks, and the father's anxious ques
tions, Watsqn took to his heels and 
went of down the road as fast as 
he could run. He kept his eye on the 
ground, watching the direction of the 
little .tracks. They led him straight 
towards the treacherous banks of the 
lake. 

The entire Brown family and their 
servants came after Watson. Mr. 
Perry Brown and his men running as 
fast as they could. Mrs. Brown and 
"Old Grun^ps" brought up the rear. 
All wore anxious faces, and Watson 
could see that Mrs. Brown wiped her 
eyes with her kerchief. 

Watson, having the start, gained 
the banks of the lake fully three min
utes before the others. On entering 
the thicket of trees and underbrush 
covered with vines and wild weeds 
Watson beheld in front of him, and 
directly on the verge of the lake, a 
little pink-clad form. For only a mo
ment did he see it, just fis it was on 
the point of reaching for a wild 
flower which grew on dangerous 
ground. Then something seemed to 
give way beneath the little form and 
it dropped out of sight. 

In another instant Watson had 
reached the very spot on which he 
had seen the pink-robed figure of the 
little child. But when within ten 
feet of the spot he lay down and 
crept the remainder of the way. Then 
he peered over. And he saw some
thing that made his heart beat fiercely. 
A little fluttering creature was in the 
water of the lake just below him. 
Watson did not wait for orders. He 
did not wait for anything. He slid 
feet-foremost down the ten feet of 
perpendicular clay bank. And luckily, 
he had thrown off his shoes when he 
started to run down the road from 
the gate. He wore no coat, the 
weather being warm. 

Well, there is little more to tell 
of real events; but there might be 
much to tell of the Browns' feelings 
towards the little hero who rescued 
little Sally from drowning, for she 
could not have lived another minute 
in the water, and it was fully three 
minutes after Watson reached her be
fore tier father came panting upon 
the bank. 

And the most humble person of all, 
the most effusive An his thanks to 
Watson, was "Old Grumps." He fairly 
smothered the dripping boy with 
words of praise. "I've been an old 
hard-shell," he cried in a trembling 
voice. "Here's a boy—a real hero, by 
golly!—that I almost insulted half an 
hour ago in my house— just because 
he wanted to rent a piece of land 
from me to work. Well, he'll have 
all the land he can use— and have it 
in his own name, too. I may be a 
rough old codger, but that little Sally 
is the sunshine of my life, and I 
know how to play the1 boy who saved 
her for me." 

And all this happened early in the 
spring, and now, in the autumn, Wat
son i3 marketing his "produce" from 
a five-acre garden which "Old 
Grumps'' Brown (but who is no longer 
a "grump") gave over to him. He 
insisted on deeding the place to "Wat
son—and fifty acres more to it. but 
Watson would not hear of such a 
thing. "I did my duty, that was all," 
he declared on the day he saved Saliy 
from drowning. "And I can't take 
pay for saving a life." 

But he has a lease for five acres 
of the best garden land on the Brown 
estate, and the family refuses to re
ceive rental for it in the way of vege
tables, Mrs. Brown paying secretly 
for everything she gets from the gar
den, and thus helping Mrs. Grey to 
add to her dear son's "school fund" 
without his knowing about it. • And 
"Old Grumps" Brown has already 
written to an eastern college, asking 
to be allowed to buy a scholarship 
for his good young friend, Watson 
Grey. And he declares that Watson 
has made of him a new man, for 
hardness and unsociability have gone 
from him and he has become a "com
fortable" neighbor. 

"When he grows up— and when 
Sally becomes a young lady—Well, I 
hope they'll continue to live on the 
old farm as—husband and wife." So 
seys. Grandfather Brown, as he is now 
called. 

"FRIEND." 

another through love or affection for 
oneself and not one's circumstances. 

Some persons we should not be 
friendly with are not the right kihd of 
companions for us. We can nearly al
ways tell who will make fit compan
ions for ub by their actions. 

We can make friends wherever we 
go if we have the right disposition 
and a desire to make friends. Of 
couhse, if we do not want to make 
friends, others can tell it by our ac
tions and will not try to be a friend 
of our. 

Emerson says, "The only way to 
have a friend is to be one." We can
not have frlendB unless we try to be 
a friend. No one wishes to be a friend 
of ours unless we want them to. They 
do not want to be where they are not 
wanted. 

We may Bafely speak our thoughts 
before a real friend. But if that 
friend is not sincere he will tell .what 
you have said. We should have a per
son that can be trusted for our friend. 

When a friend is in need you should 
help him, if you wish to be helped in 
your time of need. 

Friendship is a tie which holds us 
together. If persons are true friends 
it would take a great deal to break the 
friendship but if they are not it is 
very easily broken. 

Our school started Monday and I 
hope to make many more good friends 
before the term is over. I have made 
quite a few friends at school already, 
but I want to have more friends than 
I have now. I do not want to have all 
the friends but I like to know that 
my class mates care a little for me. 

I am a Tri-Weekly Junior. 
Frances Norton, Age 14. 

712 First Ave. W., Cedar Rapids. 

ELVA HAS WRITTEN TO ABOUT 70 
JUNIORS. . 

Miss Louise Ricky, 
Lucas, Iowa. 

Dear Junior Friend: 
Iread your nice letter written to me 

in the Junior page. , 

I was very glad to see it. Yes, I have 
been to a Junior picnic. I have been fo 
two of them. 

I am always glad when school be
gins. Ye«. I like to go to school. My 
favorite study is physiology. I sat 
with my sister, Ethel last year; but I 
want to sit with Anna Ruffing this 
year. 

Did vou write on the contest about 
"Friends?" I did. 

Who Is the Junior that you wrote to 
first? Juliette Eisenheis was my first 
Junior friends and Lois Griffin and 
Josephin; Norton my second. I have 
written to about seventy different 
Juniors. 

Well, Louise please answer soon. 
Your Junior friend, 

Elva Huffman, 
Chillicothe, la., R. R. No. 1. 

P. S.: October 6 i«« my birthday. I 
am going to have a post card shower 
and would like to i>ear from all the 
Juniors. I will answer all I receive. 

rietta Plaster, Leona Vest, Hazel Vest, 
Forest and l^aurence Weber, Tuttey 
Pierce, my sister, Ethel, and . I. Forest 
Weber's grandma and Mamma were 
there too. I thought they were very 
nice. Mrs. Weber took all of us Jun
iors' pictures. She took our pictures 
three times. 

Foj; refreshments we had candy ana 
fruit . We certainly did have a swell 
time. Ws all had lots of fun swinging. 
Then we went down to see 
Crabb's heat house and stayed there a 
little while and then, we all Went down 
town on the car. I never will forget the 
nice time we had. , 

I was looking for Mabel Rpot, Hed-
veg Carlson and a lot others to come, 
but they didn't. This will make the 
second Junior picnic we have-had. 

Leona V^st is the Junior that got It 
up. 

Well, Anna, this is all I will tell you 
about tho plonio this time, but will tell 
you more about it some other time. 

Have you written to very many Jun
iors? I have. I would Just love to 
exchange cards and letters with you. 
I saw your letter in the Junior page, 
and was glad to see it. 

Do you like to live on a farm? I oo. 
I received a letter and two cards. 

They were both nice cards. One was a 
woman's head with real hair on. That 
is, I mean, I received them tonight. 

How mony postals have you. I have 
over 400. , _ 

When is your birthday? Mine is Oc
tober 6. 

I have blue eyes and black hair. 
I just love to read. The Editor o. 

the Courier Junior sent me a story 
book. It is just a dandy. Do you write 
to Forest Weber? I am going to send 
him a card. 

Well, Anna, hopinar to see this in 
print por.n, and hoping to hear from 
you, soori, I remain as ever, 

A 'Henri of the Juniors, 
Miss Elva Hufman, age 14. 

Chillicothe, la., R. F. D. No. 1. 
P. S.: I would like to hear from the 

Juniors. 

FRIENDS. 

FRIENDS. 

I will write on vthe subject about 
friends. Some of my friends are 
Gladys and Goldie Cottrell, Olive and 
Florence Crabb, Mary Hein, Lorena 
Julia and Lizzie Parker, Anna Ruf
fing, Grace Neaterour, Elsie Hartley, 
Christian Wagner and some others. I 
have written to the Juniors for over 
two years. 

The names of some of my Junior 
friends are: Henrietta Plaster, Alber-
tina Parks, Hannah Clark, Lucy 
Perlce, Leona Vest, Forest Weber, 
Mabel, Root, Ella Clay, Vida Wahle, 
Fern Hooker, Bernice Beatty, Anna 
and Mary Palfreyman, Louise and 
Beatrice Rickey, Walter Trout, Ed 
Larson, Josephine and Frances Nor
ton, Juliette and Desdemona Eisen-
bels, Elizabeth Anderson, Lillie Myer, 
Lillie and Eva Hall, Edna Shlmp, Ruth 
Foster, Ruth Goodrich, Bertha Stans-
berry, Ethel Hartwick, Hazel Oliver, 
Josephine Oliver, Maude and Mabel 
Swirvin, Hedveg Carlson, Gladys Cal
houn, Grace, Ragon, Lois Griffin and a 
lot of others and Maggie Bray, Jean 
Noland, Wilda Congor. I think if you 
will always be good to your friends 
the longer they will be good to you. 

There are lots of boys and girls that 
have friends and lots that haven't. 
Two more of my friends are Margaret 
and Agnes Hartley. 

Wishing the Junior page much suc
cess, I remain. 

Elva Huffman. 
Chillicothe, la., Route No. 1. 

I think friends are awful nice things 
to bave. We have two new scholars 
in our school and so of course they 
are new friends. 

I have a great many friends and 
count the Courier Junior as one good 
and faithful friend. 

I have received a "Home, 8weet 
Home" and two beautiful postal cards 
from my Junior friend. 

When a person moves into a new 
community . I think the first thing a 
person should do is to make friends. 

There are many different kinds of 
friends such as dogs, cats and other 
animals. 

If you are kind and good to them 
they soon become your friends. 

I like to make friends with every
body I meet. 

When a person meets everybody 
with a good morning or some other 
kind word and a smile they are sure 
to win friends most everywhere they 
go. 

I see in the Junior page there is not 
cue letter on the fine subject of 
"Friends." I would have written soon-
er but I have been sick. 

My teacher's name is Ethel Wiley, 
and she was a friend of mine before 
school commenced. I have, missed a 
week and one day. 

I have several friends in Ottumwa 
that I am going to visit some day soon 
and while there I want to see my 
friend the Courier's home. 

Josephine Barker. 
Mt. Zion, Iowa. 

PLEASANT EVENT8 OF THE PAST 
8UMMER. 

/ VERNE SITS ALONE. 

We all have friends. If not, many 
have a few. "True happiness consists 
not in the multitude, but in the worth 
and choice of friends." says Ben John
son. We must choose the best peo
ple in order to have the best friends. 
It. counts more to have a few sincere 
fri'ends than multitudes that are not 
sincere. 

Dear Editor and Juniors: As I have 
not written for a lon«r time I will now 
write. 

I am at school today. 
Our school began September 4. 
I received the postcards the editor 

sent me, and I thank her very much for 
them. 

I like to go to school. Our teacher's 
name is Miss Lillian Erskin. I do not 
sit with anybody at school . 

Well, as my letter ts getting long, I 
will closij for this time. 

From a Junior friends, 
Miss Verne Oliver. 

Selma, la., R. F. D. No. 1. 

LAURA MUST WRITE TO VERNE 
THROUGH JUNIOR. 

Dear cousin, Laura Wilson: 
As I am writing to the Junior page, 

I though I would write to you and send 
it to the Junior page. „ „ ^ „ 

How is Aunt Martha. Tell her hello 
for me. 

I am at school now 
I saw your letter in the Junior page. 

I like to go to school. There will bs 
seven months of school. 

Well, Laura ,as my .letter is getting 
long I wiil close for this time. Hoping 
to hear from you through the Junior 
page, I remain, 

Your loving cousin, 
. Verne Oliver. 

Selma, la. 

ELVA JUST LOVES TO READ. 

Miss Anna Coleman, - . 
Melrose, la.. R. R* Ist0-

Dear Junior Friend: • 
jv few of us Juniors had a picnic 

Thursday. August 17. 1911. in the 
Caldwell park at Ottumwa, la. 

, The Juniors* names that were there 
A friend ic one who is attached toja.ra Albertina Park, /id» vyahle, Hen-

As I did not attend the Junior pic
nic I thought I would write on this 
subject. I will tell some of the 
pleasant events of my first summer in 
Cedar Rapids. 

One of the first pleasant events was 
a picnic held In Ellis park in May. 
One of our neighbors and my sister 
and I got the picnic up. We went in 
the morning and" had our dinner and we 
fished and had lots of fun but we 
didn't catch any fish. Part of the 
crowd stayed for supper but we did 
not. 

Another pleasant event was on the 
Fourth of July. We had a family sup
per at Ellis park and then came home 
and had fireworks. 

One day my sister, and one of our 
neighbors and myself went out to 
Kenwood partf. We went up by the 
Country club and down by Indian 
creek. There Is a very high and steep 
embankment at one side of the creek 
called Eagle's Nest. We had a nice 
time that day. 

Another pleasant event was a visit 
from my Grandma Norton, and then I 
went home with her. She lives near 
New Sharon, Iowa. I had a nice trip 
and a good time while I was there. 
We did not go to Oskaloosa because 
we were too busy canning fruit. I 
came home alone. I had to change 
cars at Marshalltown. I had to wait 
about 35 minutes there. The Junior 
picnic was the day I went so I could 
not go to the picnic, although I would 
like to have gone. 

Another of the very pleasant times 
I had was my birthday party. I got 
home the twenty-fifth of August and 
we had the party the twenty-sixth, my 
birthday. - One of my friends birthday 
Is the 25th so we had our party to
gether. We had music and games and 
singing. We had lunch about five 
o'clock for favors we had pansies. 

We started to school this morning. 
I think we will like it better after we 
get acquainted with some of the girls 
and accustomed to the new ways. 

Thefce are about 46 pupils in our 
grade. 

I must close or I will not get this 
mailed in time to be entered in the 
contest. 

I am a Junior, 
Frances Norton, age 14. 

712 First Ave. W, Cedar Rapids, la. 

THE PLEASURE A CAMERA GIVES. 

' A camera gives lots of pleasure and 
it is also very useful. 

We always love to receive photos or 
each other. 

Ocr% Wtful thing is to receive photos 

from our Junior friends. If we have 
never seen our Junior friends, we are 
always glad to get their picture to see 
what they look like. 

The day we had our last Junior pic
nic. Mrs. Weber took the Juniors pic
tures. We were thinking some of go
ing downtown and have our pictures 
taken, but after Mrs. Weber came, she 
took them. We had them taken three 
times. One time we all stood on the 
band stand steps. The second time we 
all sat by a large flower bed, and the 
last time we were all sitting down to. 

There were ten of us. 
When we have relations or friends 

far off, we always want their photos. 
By this I think a camera gives lots cf 
pleasure. 

When we are grown we are glad to 
see our photos that were taken when 
we were small. 

A friend of the Junior, 
Elva May Huffman. 

Chillicothe, la. R. R. No. 1. 

THE PLEASURE A CAMERA GIVES. 

The pleasures a camera gives Is when 
you go to the seashore and when you 
are goin? to move away, and you 
like the place, why use your camera. Or 
when you are going to a-large pjace 
you can have the picture and remem
ber it, or when you have a party and 
you could have the picture. People 
can make money by taking pictures 
and selling them. About a month ago 
we were out visiting and had our 
picture taken, which we can look at 
with pleasure. 

The man's name who took them was 
Mr. Williams. 

Anna Palfreyman 
Lucas Co., Iowa. 1 

THE 1911 JUNIOR PICNIC. 

Leona Vest get up the second Junior 
picnic and it was held at Caldwell 
park, August 17, 1911. I didn't know 
any of the Juniors except Albertlna 
Parks and Elva Huffman. Henrietta 
Plaster told me to guess who she 
was and I said "Mary Palfreyman." 
She laughed and told me who shei 
was. 

A Sunday school was having a pic
nic at the park, so most of the swings 
were occupied and we "didn't get to 
swing much. We expected to have 
more Juniors at the picnic and every 
west end car that we saw coming, we 
expected to see some Juniors get off 
at the park. But not so. 

After a while, Forest Weber's 
mother, grandmother and little brother 
came. Mrs. Weber brought her cam
era along and took three different 
views of us. In the first view we 
were standing on the band stand 
steps. The other one was taken by 
some foliage plants and in the last 
view, we were standing by an old 
tree stump. About four o'clock we 
all went down to the boat house. We 
didn't stay long however. We all 
got on the street car, which took us 
to the waiting room. All of us girls 
parted then and started for home ex
cept Albertina, Marie, Henrietta and I. 
We four, went to Claude Myers and 
had some ice cream. 

Leona had made some badges for 
us and on them were the letters T. C. 
J. We all certainly had a delightful 
time. Those present at the picnic 
were: 

Leona and Hazel Vest; 
Elva and Ethel. Huffman. • \ 
Albertina Park.•' ' v 
Marie Pierce. 
Henrietta Plaster. 
Forest Weber. ^ , 
Vida Wahle. 
Forest was the only gent there so 

I suspect he felt somewhat bashful 
and lonesome among all of us girls. 

Vida Wahle, Age 13. 
1103 Court .St., 

: 1 iV; ttumwa, Iowa. 

cott by mistake went on to Breed'i'' 
hill and quickly built a large earthy 
work. it' 

At daylight the British fired on ii^ 
from their ships, but the American!-
worked on, making a long trench to', 
protect .themselves. 4 

Then about three o'clock In the aft^' 
ernoon the British formed in a line' 
at the foot of the hill and began to* ' 
march up. The Americans had very 
little powder. "Save your powder,"^ 
was the order. . v & 

"Don't one of you Are until you see^ 
the whites' of their eyes," said Ptflk. 
nam. . • " < * 

Their uniforms, their faces grew 
plainer every minute. They were with
in one hundred feet before the order 
"Fire!" rang out. . y. ':wy-

Then the Americans fired, killing^ 
many men that the rest all hurried 
down the hill in disorder. But the 
British officer got his men. .together 
again and went back up the hill. 

The men were again thrown out of 
order and were obliged to retire. 
Their courage was splendid and again 
the officers led them back up the hiH.1., 
A third time the Americans met thettr ' 
but their powder ran out and the 
Americans fought with the butt ends 
of their guns. 
• -v;. -.i-W'-wv Mae Messerschmitt v 

Box 104, Martinsburg 

EVA IN AN-AIRSHIP.rL« 

Dear Editor: I will write about tak«f 
Lng a ride in an airship. 

Once my father and I thought we 
would take a ride in an airship, so we 
got in an airship and went up in the 
air. We went to California and went 
through Los Angeles, and then went to 
Oregon, and went through Salem and 
back down to Nevada. Then weat 
through Salt Lake City, Utah, and 
then back home. . 

From a New Junior. 
.ewenn 

Cody, Wyo. 
Eva Lawson. 

BILL AT THE CIRCUS. 'YMJ 
Bill was a poor boy. He lived in Ot

tumwa and sold newspapers. 
He had no father and mother, so he 

had to hoe his own row. 
He slept in barns and sheds ' of 

nights. And in the day time he was out, 
on the streets selling newspapers. 

So one day he saw the bills of the 
Barnum & Bailey circus coming and he 
wanted t y go. 

So he went with just tw6 meals .1 
day, and they were scanty. He wanted 
to get a few clothes and enough motiev 
to go on. At last the day arrived anil 
the show cime. He watched them 
up the tents and get ready for the ,bU 
free street parade. He thought it jusl 
fine. He followed them back to the 
tent. And went in. It cost 25 cents. 'J$ 

He saw the animals and clowns. 3? 
Hie thought the clowns were the bes:. 

He saw Jupiter,- Wie balloon horse ' 
A woman was on hirii. He 'stOoci up 
the balloon. 

He saw all the other things anc 
when the show was over he said he had • 
a. good time . Hoping to receive a post 
"card, I remain, , * 1 

Kenneth Pottouff, age 13, .4 
Moulton, la. ~ • V 

GLAD TO HEAR FROM IRENE. 

Dear Editor: I have written once be; 
fore, but as I did not see my letter in 
print I though I would write again. 

I think the one that wrote the best 
story was Addle Hathaway. 

I live with my grandma and, grandpa. 
My grandpa takes the Tri-Weekly 
Courier. 

Well, I will close for this time, hop
ing to see my letter 1 nprlnt 

Irene Fraul, age 7. 
North street, Ottumwa, la. 

DALE SOLVED PUZZLE; 
PRIZE . 

GOT 

Dear .Editor: I have been, reading 
the letters in the Courier Junior, so 
I thought I would write a letter too. 

jiy papa takes the Tri-Weekly 
Courier. 

I want to thank you for the card you 
sent me. It waa pretty. 

Our Sunday school class had a' pic
nic. We had a good time. We played 
ball and lots other games. 

I saw a puzzle In the Otumwa Cour
ier and I thought I would answer it. 
I, answered it and I got second prize 

Well I must close. I" hope to see my 
letter In print soon. 

Dale Atwood,. age 13. 
Richlanck la. 

MABEL HAS BEEN VISITING HER 
GRANDMA. %.-• ^ 

— i — t i v y .  

Dear Etlitpr and Juniors: As I haven't 
written to the Courier Junior for a long 
time, I will write now. Haven't much 
time to write this morning. 

I am going to school now. My 
teacher's name is Miss Kent. 

I did not get to attend the Junior 
picnic this year as I was visiting then. 
I was at my grandma's then. 

I do not know who it was that got 
the handkerchief shower up-on the 
Editor,,but I received a card from Lois 
Griffin saying that they were having 
a shower on the editor. Well, as T 
haven't much time to write I will close. 

This is the first time I have written 
to the Junior page since July1. 

I remain as ever a Daily Junior, 
Mabel Skirvin, age 12. 

Florls, la., R. 2. 
BATTLE OF BUNKER HILL. 

A short distance north of Boston 
were two small hills. 
. Just beyond it and nearer to Bos
ton was Breed's hill. 

The Americans, hearing that the 
British intended to fortify the hills, 
sent a body of soldiers under Colonel 
prescott, one night in June, to take 
possession of Bunker Hill. But Pres-

BATTLE OF BUNKER HILL. 

In June, 1775, General Gage, wltl 
8,000 men, planned an expedition ctr 
seize Bunker Hill. This **hill Is ii'-
Charlestown and overlooks part - oi 
Boston. Gage was • afraid that tin 
Americans might get posises&icfn Of Its 1 

if so, they could fire into his camp and 
make it very uncomfortable. 

On the morning of the 17th of jtine 
the rebels had got the start of him ̂  
apd had actually seized and fortified 
the hill. During the night, while the 
British were sleeping, the Americanp ' 
had reached the hill;and- had thrown, 
up a long line of earthwork by sun
rise.' .•• • • • , > , 

General Gage saw that he must-
drive the Americans from Bunker Hill 
or he would be driven out of Boston. 

He sent Howe to make the attack, 
with'3,000 British soldiers. 

When the British reached the IiilK 
the American officer ordered his mien 
to wait; because they had but little 
powder and that was very precious. 

The word was: "Don't fire until you 
see the whites of the enemy's eyes.". 

They obeyed; when they did five,, 
the destruction of life was terrible., 

The smoke hurled and the British 
fell back, but made a second -attack 
and again fell back: 

A third time Howe led his men up 
the hftl, hut the American's powder 
was exhausted and they were forced' 
to fight with the butt ends of their 
guns, and with clubs and stones. But 
the Americans did not give up. 

The results of this battle were two
fold. 

It proved to the Americans that the 
British were not invincible and it 
proved to the British that the Ameri
can militia would fight. 

- Yours very , truly. 

mg 

j* 

% 

•A 

Garnett Gilyeart, age 13.«^$ 
R. R. No. 3, Ottumwa, Ia. s ||:* 

KENNETH ON FALL TIME SHORTS; 

Dear Juniors: 
I thought I would write again. 1 , 

have written three letters to the ; 
Courier this summer. I never saw but 
one in the paper and never received 
but two cards. 

I am going to school now. My 
school commnced the fourth of Sep- ; 
tember. I go to the Gondan school. My 
teacher's name is Miss Work. 

Well I thought I would write on the 
subject, "Sports in Fall Time." 

I think-fall is a nice season. We can 
go to school, we can play ball and 
other games such as drop the handker-
chley, pussy and mousie, froggy , in the 
meadow and others. 

We can hunt rabbits, quails, squir
rels, hawks, crows and buzzards. 

We can go bicycle, motor cycle and 
anto riding. We can go hickory nutting 
walnutting and hazelnutting and take 
our dinners and stay all day and have 
a fine time. ? , 

Well I will close for this time. Hop
ing to receive a post card I remain., 

Kenneth Pottorff, age 13. 
Moulti,n, Iowa. R. R. No .1. ' 
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