Honor, love, and respect your mother. If she is
aged, do all in your power to cheer her declining
years. Her hair may have turned to silver, her eyes
may have dimmed, her brow may be furrowed with
care, but never forget that she has watched, worked,
and worried for you. There is no love as sacred as
that of your mother.

No. 9 (349)

May 15, 1933



A SNAKE IN THE
GRASS

The first time I heard the ex-
pression “A Snake in the Grass”, I
was somewhat bewildered and wonder-

ed what it meant. Refusing to

confess this ignorance to my compa-
nions, I always looked intelligent and
smiled back as though I fully appre-
ciated the significance of the remark,
whenever it was uttered in my pre-
sence. Several days passed, before
I again heard the same phrase and
realized its true import. TFor cer-

tainly it does not mean a reptile glid-
ing silently through a maze of green
verdure, and to convey every shade
of meaning which the expression con-
notes necessitates a long elucidation.
Yet deigning to enlighten the reader
with my newly aequired information,
I can safely explain that a snake in
the grass is a fellow who gives
razor blades to your two year old
baby to play with. He borrows five
dollars from you in order to take
your girl out and show her he’s a
good sport. This “snake” is the
landlord who kicks you and your
fourteen children out into the cold
street when you’re fifty cents behind
in the month’s rent. He’s the person
who recommends a good undertaker
when you feel sick ,and doesn’t hesi-
tate to prescribe arsenic for a cold
in the throat. You tell him yoa had
pneumonia, and he tells you he had
double pneuinonia. So you see, dear
reader, that a snake in the grass
is not a snake, but an unprincipled
scoundrel who refuses to give anyone
satisfaction in anything.

Ne i Savo Vaiking Kalba.

Vytautaitis: — AS pats jsisiuvu
guzikus ir panciakas susilopau.

Aldute: — Ar megalétum mano
sulopyti?

e
Darbdavys: — Pradzioje tavo al-
ga bus $10.00 i savaite.

Darbo iesSkantis: — Tik $10.00 i
savaite! Tai neuzteks viena mano ci-
garetams.

Darbdavys: — Tuo nesiriipink ne-
reikés cigarety. Misuy ofise negzlima
rukyti.

Nusidéjelis.
Algutis: — Mamyte, a§ manau,
kad viStos neis i dangu.
Motina: — Kodel, pupyti?
Algutis: — Jos ir sekmadienyj de-
da kiauinius lyg biity paprasta die-
na.

Results

The customer who hadn’t paid
for a long time finally came around
and settled his bill in full. Said he.

“It’s that letter you wrote me,”
he explained. “I’'ve never seen one
like it. It would get money out of
a stone. How’d you ever think 1t
up ?”’

“T didn’t,” answered the store-
keeper. “I picked the best parts from
the letters my son sends me from
college.”

Ramybés Deéliai.

Kelmis: — Delko taip daZnai per-
ki saldainiu savo zmonai?
Kupstys: — O tai del to, kad ji

negali kalbéti kuomet valgo.

— Ar tas zmogus, kurs daveé tau
ta cigara, yra tavo draugas?
— Nezinau — dar nepradéjau rii-

Inside Information.

The doctor and the young nurse
were having a short consultation re-
garding the male patieat.

“Yes, doctor”, she said. “I took
his temperature with the glass thing,
and it’s gone right down.”

The doctor nodded professionally.

“Very gocd,” he replied; “that
means he’s getting better.”

The young nurse looked appeal-
ingly at the medical man.

“Oh, doctor, are you sure?” she
said. “He’s swallowed it.”

Some Discount.
Father:—“You are going ‘o marry
that insignificant little fellow, Percy!
Why, you used to say you would
never marry a man less than six
feet high.”
Daughter: — “I know, dad. But
I decided to take off twenty per
cent for cash.”

Experience will Tell.
DOCTOR: “Sambo, I can think of

but one thing that will cure you, and

that is an electric bath.”

SAMBO: “Now, suh doctah, yo’
ain’t talking to dis here nigger. I
had a frien” what took one of them
things down in Sing Sing and it
drowned him.”

Just a Racketeer.

“Who is that tough looking fellow
over there?”

“Why, that’s Splippy Munzo, the
noted Detroit gunman. He has shot
down and killed twenty-three men.”

“Really.”

“Yes, only three more and he wins
the distriet championship; then he
gets te shoot in the championship

= o Jo: T kyti to cigaro. round against the Chicagoans.”
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RUOSKIMES RYTOJUI

Siomis dienomis mes visi kalbame apie pasunke-
Jusias gyvenimo salygas, bet labai retas kuris pasiklau-
siame saves, kas gi yra tas gyvenimas, kaip mums rei-
kia gyventi, kad mes patys bitume laimingi ir savo
tautai naudingi. Uzsiéme savo kasdieniniais darbais ir
uzlitliuoti gyvenimo trumpomis linksmybés valandomis
mes né kiek domés | ji nekreipiame; pasiduodame gy-
venimo srovei, ir lai neSa ji mus, kur jai tinka.

Misy mokslo vyrai tvirtina, kad kiekvienas zZmo-
gus turi kurti sau gyvenima. Kokj mes sau sukuria-
me gyvenima, toks jis ir yra. ReiSkia, gyvenimas pa-
reina nuo zmogaus, bet ne Zmogus nuo gyvenimo.

Tat mnorédami kurti gyvenima, mes turime i$

anksto tam darbui ruos$tis. Geriausias laikas tam pri-

siruoSiinui — jaunyste. Taigi jaunimas gali padaryti
tai uz vis geriausia. Ka jaunas buadamas pasési, ta su-
brendes piausi. Jeigu veéja sési, tai audra piausi.
Bet Siuos dalykus mes labai retai atsimename.
Jaunystés svaiguly dingsta mums i35 akiu ateitis ir
mums rodos, kad senatvé dar toli, uz devyniu jiry
mariy. Mums rodos, kad mes bl@sime amzinai jauni ir
nereikia galvy sukti apie tai, kas bus rytoj. Tadiau
nepajunti, kaip jaunysté dingsta. Jaunystés iSdykimai
ir véjai tampa sunki nasta. O kaipgi ji nemaloni tam,
kuris jaunystéj né kiek nesuruo$Sé rytojaus gyvenimui.

Kyla klausimas, kaip turime ruo$tis tam rytojaus
gyvenimui, kad mes bitume laimingi ir tautai naudin-
gi? Trumpai 8§ klausima galime Siaip atsakyti: ugdy-
kime savo dvasines ir fizines jégas kuo tobuliausiai,
turékim kilny gyvenimo tiksla ir jo visomis savo pajé-
gomis siekime.

Tobulai iSugdytos fizinés ir dvasinés jégos padés
mums sekmingai siekti uzsibréztojo tikslo; o to tikslo
siekimas sudarys miisu gyvenimo tiksla. Zmog‘us, ku-
ris turi grazuy, kilnu ir aiskuy tiksla ir nesvyruodamas
jo siekia, gyvenimas yra turiningas. Gyvenimas be tikslo
yra bergzdzias, jis neteikia zmogui laimés, o jo tautai
naudos.

Toliau, ruoSiantis gyvenimui biitinai reikia ugdyti
pasitikéjima savimi. Nepasitikédami savimi, savo jégo-
mis, mes niekad tikslo nepasieksime. Savim pasitikéji-
mas padeda nugaléti didziausias klifitis. Pasaulyje néra

nieko kito kas tiek jégu suteikia didZiausiams zygiams
nuveikti, kaip pasitikéjimas savo jégomis ir galia.

Tac¢iau pasitikéjimas savim tik tuomet vaisingas,
kai jis yra sus@jes su stipria valia. Jeigu tu ir kaZin
kaip savim pasitikési, bet jei bisi silpnavalis, tai zi-
noma, i§ to savim pasitikéjimo nicko gero neiSeis. Tai-
gi, ruoSiantis gyvenimui reikia ir savo valia ugdyti.

Pagaliau reikia pasakyti, kad gyvenime daug sve-
ria ir lemia geras pasirinktos specialybés bei amato
mokéjimas. Juo kas geriau moka savo darba, juo tam
gyvenime labiau sekasi. Tad, i§ mazens ruoSkimés spe-
cialybei amatui ar verslui, nuolatos ji studijuokim ir
tobulinkim. Daznai Zmonés j savo darbg zitri, kaip
sakoma, pro pirstus, todel jiems darbas ir nesiseka.

Gyvenimui ir durbui daug reikSmeés turi ir link-
sma nuotaika. Todel apsiSarvave savim pasitikéjimu,
tvirta valia ir linksma nuotaika Zengkim -pirmyxi.

MORE POWER -

The Chicago Knights of Lithuania, with an eye
toward having the greatest annual K of L Convention
in the history of the organization, have already started
activity to achieve their ambition. With the giant spec-
tacle, “A CENTURY OF PROGREPBS”, as an added
incentive to spur on delegates to attend the national
gathering, a program and accomodations on a huge
scale are being executed by the committee to take
care of the expected large number of K of L represen-
tatives coming from all parts of the country.

Undoubtedly Chicago with its great number of
councils, will prove itself a very congenial host to the
visitors. Make your own preparations now, to spend your
week of vacation in the World’s Fair City. “Progress”
will be the watchword for the K of L Convention —
August 8th, 9th, and 10th.

You’ve enjoyed yourself and helped our Lithuanians
organize at past conventions; this one promises to leave
a lasting pleasant impression on your memory. On-
ward! Knights of Lithuania. :
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FROM MEZZANINE 9

TO

Mulligan, the mezzanine-floor detetive of Bloom-
berger’s Modern Emporium, complacently beat a tattoo
on the drum-like paunch which, he thought, is essential to
members of his profession. Once Mulligan had cultivat-
ed, as it were, the barren recesses and crannies of the
primary digestive organ and had distended his abdomen
to the extent that would rencder it most suitable to
“detectiving” — he appropriated a sccond purpose to
his unsylph-like curves, and converted a necessary evil
into a useful barometer.

Twenty years ago Mulligan had come from Aus-

tria, sans stomach and sans name — that is, the stomach
and mame he now supported. His stomach at that tin.e
— be blushes to think of it — was of ordinary size,

and his name in its proper order. Indeed his family
for generations had been unable to spell it. They could
however, pronounce it. That was sufficient in Austria.
To his mortification Mulligan discovered that Americans
could not consistently pronounce Semammuligachefanski.
(That’s as close as I could come to Mulligan’s pro-
nounciation; and there’s the required twenty Iletters.)
Again, his inability to spell the mumblings which he
claimed were his name was the source of some mysterious
joke.

Mulligan made another and more disconcerting
discovery; the services of Austria’s premier private de-
tective (some day ask him to tell you about his recovery
of the Emperor’s snuff-box. He’s still at Bloomberger’s,
but has been demoted to the bargain-basement as a re-
sult of the incident I relate) were not receiving the
expected demands. I'rom an Irish acquaintance, Mulligan
learped the cause.
delegated by Providence to the Irish and try as he might,
he -could ncver enter the sacred circle. Ifor a time Mulli-

The profession of deteetivin’® was

gan was stumped, but his not-yet blunted acumen asscr.-
ed itself. If detectiving was restricted to the Irish and
he wanted to be a detective, then he’d have to become
an Irishman — a syllogism worthy of a philosopher.
Nature was with Mulligan. She had given him the
merry bluz cyes and the s!upid expression which despite
their vocifcrous protests, arc always assoeciated with the
Irish. Time had removed the blond locks which might
have -betrayed him, and a constant convivial acquaintance
with schnapps had furnished the necessary rosy hue.
Dest of all, his broken English would have fooled a
true son of Erin, for it luckily had developed into a
rich brogue. All he needed was the stomach and the
name. The svecess and the dispatech with which he
procured these is attested by his nineteen years in the
service of Bloomberger’s.

Fortunately, no one informed Mulligan that the
intelligence which he had begun to develop in Austria
was still part of a detective’s equipment. Indeed, judg-

BASEMENT

ing from the evidence about him, he decided that it was
taboo — a further testimony of the healthy strte of
mind that was formerly his — and he immediately
dispensed with it. But let wus, if you are still wilh
me; if not, let me get back to our (my?) detective.
Where was he? Yes, Mulligan was complacently beating a
tatoo on his stomach and by this time was also adding
to the rhythm by tapping the flat feet, which alone
suffered for his pride, against the highly polished
floor.

Inte his domain came five feet of feminine pertness.
Mulligan eyed her with professional and personal inter-
est. The professional interest conquered. She had been
at the compact counter about five minutes when she
deliberately dropped 'a compact into her bag. When the
amazement which, despite his experience, he always
felt at witnessing shamefaced robbery had subsided,
Mulligan walked over to the compact counter. With

minty coolness the girl continued her examination of

another compact. Mulligan touched her shoulder,

“Come along, Miss; you’re under arrest.”

The girl whirled around in angry surprise, flushing
to the roots of her hair.

“God — an actress, too,” thought Mulligan.

“What do you mean, under arrest, you, you big
oaf, you?” she hotly demanded, searching for the best
term to describe the mountain which faced her. Mulligan
knew how to handle these cases.

“I saw you lift that compact. You must think...”

“Why you oaf,” she rudely interjected, displaying
bad manners and a limited vocabulary, “I just bought
this compact at Wilson’s, I was only comparing the
value.”

“All right, explain it to the manager,” said Mulli-
gan.

The superior austerity of the manager failed to
dizeoncert her. With vigorous remonstrances she swore
she would sue the store for false arrest. She had
bought the compact at Wilson’s. She hadn’t the receipt
— must have misplaced it — but she could verify the
purchase through the saleslady. Mulligan was just as
certain he had seen her steal the compact. Indeed, as
she grcw more pugnacious he grew more certain. The
manager was in a dilemma. If the girl was innocent
the firm was in for unpleasant litigation. She had made
that evident. But he could not remedy that since the
damage was already done. Again, he could not let her
intimidate him into letting her go free. There had
been too much shoplifting lately. Yes, he had better
string along with Mulligan. The girl offered the solu-
tion; Why not let “Hawkshaw” tag along with her
to Wilson’s, if they weren’t afraid she’d steal him?

Sy
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It was a crest-fallen, rather than a stomach-fallen,
Mulligan, and a triumphant prisoner, that returned to
Bloomberger’s. The saleslady at Wilson’s had completely
exonerated her. Of course, she remembered the young
lady and the purchase of the compact. Indeed, they
had a very interesting discussion concerning the merits
of the lip rouge which was sold with the compact The
young lady had preferred “L’Amer dey Nuey” but she
thought that “Day dey Wiwer” went better with a dark
complexion. Besides — That was enough for Mulligan,
but he had been too sick to interrupt her lengthy dis-
cussion of the superior value of “Ley Joy dey Wiwer.”

Both Mulligan and the manager were profuse in
their apologies and were anxious to rectify their mistake.
Mulligan’s attempt had been made on the way back
to the store. But she was not to be bought off. She’d
vindicate this insult by suit. The manager was so0
distraught that in an unguarded moment he offered her
a gift of any article in the store. And he was a man
of his word; for she left Bloomberger’s with a receipt
for a thousand dollar piano.

The final scene in our little drama was enacted
on the stoop of a brownstone house on [ifteenth Street.
As our heroine mounted the steps she was hailed by a
friend.

“Hello, Mazie. How was business, today?”

“Great, kid. This is the easist racket I was ever
in. But it’s gettin’ tougher every day, and the detectives
’re gettin’ dumber. I had to cop this compact three
times before the dumb kluck got me. Guess I’ll have to
try another town.”

As to Mulligan — well, we’ll leave him in the

basement and at the mercy of the manager.

JUDGE: “Now tell me how you
came to rob that house”?

BURGLAR: “I can’t, sir, It's a
trade secret.”

SWEET SPRING

Sweet Spring is here agé,-in,
The vales and hillsides, all
Riot in their colors!

O, blessed eyes to behold
This gallant, fine array
Of colored beauty!

Spring, Thine are the sweetest rhymes!
In all the world and times,

— Plytaitis

THE PARTING

Forty-five? Well, you don’t say so!

He’s a right smart man on his feet —

He can dance, almost “shimmy”, you know,
And he’s right at home on the eats.

Besides, he’s the kind of a fellow,

That most of us like to meet,

He gives you a shake and a “Hello” —
And he always looks dressy and neat —

Today, kind friends, we are gathered
To celebrate Bucklay’s milestone;
Tomorrow he’ll ride on seats leathered —
For he’s starting out west-all alone.

Now, Louis, hop to it, old fellow,

Go get it while yet you are young;. .
And make lots of money that’s yellow,
And get a salt whiff in the lung — !

Now, Buckley, we’re with you, old boy,
And hope that good luck you will win;
That your life will be brim full of joy
And your pockets will fill up with tin —

A bit of advice to you, honey,
Don’t talk to the man by your side,
Or take any wooden made money,
Or ride off a horse that is tied.

And yoti know you’re inclined to wander
When it comes to the opposite sex,

Better stop, Lou, and ponder —

Don’t leave many hearts that are wrecked.

And our advice is to always keep sober,
And never touch drink, not all,

But you nvay give it the once over,
If it isn’t wood alecohol.

Kind friend, accept this little gift,
From hearts that will always prove true,
And hope there will ne’er come a rift,
Between this bunch and youy,

~— Hobon,
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CENTRO SKOLU LIKVIDAVIMO KOMISIJOS
NARIAMS.

Pereitame seime, Bostone, buvo iSduota skoluy lik-
vidavimo komisijos raportas, kur pasirodé, jog komisi-
ja labai mazai tenuveikta. Sis seimas darinkes dar du
nariu paliko ta komisijg toliau wveikti kuri rodosi dar
nieko po seimo nenuveike.

Kadangi iki Siam laikui dar niekas iniciatyvos ne-
paémeé ta darba pradéti vykdinti ir kadangi protokolas
pereito seimo dar nebuvo paskelbtas ir todel nezinau
pilnai kas yra tame komitete, taigi a§ kvieé¢iu tos komi-
sijos narius laiskais man pranesti, kokius planus jie yra
padare, kad likvidavus Centro skolas. Ir laikui pries§
Si seima likus neperdaugiausia, kvie¢iu komisijos marius
stoti | darba neatidéliojant.

A. J. Mazeika,
49 Ainsle St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

NEW YORKO IR NEW JERSEY APSKRITIS
REMIA LAKUNUS.

Lietuvos Vy¢iu New Yorko ir New Jersey apskri-
tis savo suvaziavime balandzio 23 d. nutaré per pirm.
A. J. Mazeikg jteikti jau pereitais metais skirtag $25.00
auka kapt. Dariaus ir lakino Giréno New York -—
Kaunas skridimg remti.

Sekmadienj, geguzés 7 d. La»kﬁnﬁ isleistuviy Mas-
pethe, L. I. proga jteiké tuos pinigus ir tokiu bidu
apskritis tampa garbés réméju ir Vyéiy vardas bus
ant orlaivio jraSytas.

Sis apskrities zygis yra tikrai gintinas, nes tinka-
mai jvertina misy drgsuoliy kapt. Dariaus ir lakiino S.
Giréno pasiSventimo pilng zygj paremdamas §j patriotis-
ka darbg Buty gerai, kad ir kiti apskrié¢iai, bei pavienios
kuopos paremty aukomis misy lakiinus.

— A. J. M.

PRESENT AREA OF KAUNAS

At the present time the area of Kaunas city
totals 4,000 hectares, whereas at the beginning of 1931
it was officially estimated to comprise only 1,900 hee-
tares. Among the more distant places, Basanaviéius
woods have latterly been joined to the centre. Also
there have been added Upper anemuné, Upper Sanéiai,
considerable areas beyond Aleksotas, at Viliampolg, etec.
There are now 588,400 square metres of paved streets
in Kaunas, about 482,000 square metres of ordinary
stone pavement; about 91,900 square metres of even
paving (mexphalt and amizite);. and about 14,500
square metres of paving of hewn stones. There are
still about 485,000 square metres of unpaved streets
in which buildings are situated. At the present rate
of progress, it will take about twelve years to complete
the paving of the city streets.

POPULATION OF KAUNAS. -

According to statistical data, the inhabitants of
Kaunas to-day number 127,619, as against 118,297 in
1931. Thus there has been an increase of nearly
10,000 in a year.

B, J. Baléiithas,

£

SAPNAS

Ko ten balsas taip vaitoja?

Gal uzburta — negera ten dvasia;

Kas gi ten taip aimanuoja?

Ar nebuvau jo girdéjes kada?
Brrr! Siurpulis mane ima,

Nei spikt i§ vietos negaliu;
Visg kina rodos, slégia,
Augsciausi! Jau Tave myliu.

Jau ir pédos pasigirdo,

Visai nutirpo mano dvasia.

Ai, kad spéka a$§ atgauciau,

Tad bégciau, bégéiau a$§ i§ dia.
Taip, jau matau a$ ta zZmogu,
Jisai juodas kaipo tamsa,
Griebé man uz sprando, sako,
—Kelk, miegaliau, austa Sviesa

Ir pravyro mano akys,

Matau, stovi mano draugai;

Pasirenge eit | Kklesg,

Visi su knygoms, kaip matai.

J. Stonys.

PATEKEK!

Patekék Sviesi auSring,

Issklaidyk nakties ruakus.

Ir auksuotos ausSros Sypsena,
Prikelki i§ sapno visus.
~ Patekék! Ir nuveski j platy lauka,
Ten, kur tamsybés ritkas neplauko,
Tuomet mes suSauksim:

,Uoliau draugai prie darbo stokim,
Ir dar paraginkim kitus,

Teisybés moksle mes ieskokim,

I &viesa tieskime takus.”

RICHES AND POVERTY

Ilere is a poor dead religious,
Who has left no land or gold,
Material things he gave away -
Are all his dead hands hold!

All his riches he takes along,

And he knows his goal is won,

The Master will love and praise him,
For the good deeds he has done.

Here is a wordly rich man,

Who must leave his gold and lands,
And stand before His Maker, :
With his poor and empty hands!

— A. F. Klinkner
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PAVASARIS

Senai, labai senai amzinosios ziemos karalystéj
gyveno jaunikaitis, vardu Pavasaris. Visam tam kraSte
grazesnio jaunikai¢io nebuvo. Jo tamsios, lyg mnaktis,
akys degé jaunystés dziaugsmu, dvasios kilnumu. Juo-
dos garbanos svyro ant baltos kaktos. Nieks nemate,
kad Pavasario veidas bty kada nulitdes, kad jo kaktoj
pasirodyty riipes¢io rauks$lés. Jis kupinas jégu, gyveni-
mo dziaugsmo, tiesé savo rankas, tarsi norédamas eiti
i kova su visw pasauliu. Ir kitiems budavo linksma, kai
pazvelgdavo | jaunikaiCio besiSypsantj veida. Daugelis
sake, kad galingasai Kuréjas gausiai yra apdovanojes
Pavasarj: jam daves gyvenimo dziaugsma, siela, kuri
ir varguos mokéjo Sypsotis. Zmoneés labai myléjo Pa-
vasarj. Kiekvienas jj kvieté pas save, nes zinojo, kad
kur jis jzengs, ten iSnyks litidesys, uZsimir§ vargai.

Kartag kely Pavasaris susitiko senelj, kuris vos
vilko kojas ir rodeé, kad kiekvienas Zingsnis jam pa-
daryti buvo nepaprastai sunku, kad tuoj jis suklups ir
daugiau nebepasikels. Senelio plaukai buvo balti, lyg
sniegu pridengti, akys klaikios, uzgesusios, beprasmis-
kai dairesi aplink.

Vienintélis jo senatvés draugas buvo stora, gum-
buota lazda, kuria jis ramstési. Beeidamas senelis pas-
lydo ir suklupo prie Pavasario kojy. Sis lyg nusigan-
do, sustojo ir ziGréjo i senelj.

— Padék man atsikelti, vaikeli, — vos iStaré se-
nelis,

Pavasaris nieko nesakes pakélé senelj, padavée is-
kritusiag lazda ir ilgai ilgai zitréjo i jj, kol iSnyko tarp
auksty pusnyny.

Pirma karta savo gyvenime jis pajuto, kad jo
Sirdy lyg kazkas plySo, triko, kad ten prasivéré skau-
di zaizda, i§ kurios tartum sunkési j jo sielg, j visa
jo bitybe. Mat, tas jam priminé, kad ir jo jaunysté
praeis ir bejégé senatvé isties savo rankg?...

— Tai toks §is gyvenimas? Visa, visa jame pra-
eina, iSnyksta.. — mané Pavasaris.

Begalinis skausmas draské jaunikai¢io Sirdj. Jis
klaidziojo pladiais laukais, pusnynais, lyg norédamas is-
rauti i§ kratinés skaudanc¢ia Sirdj ir palaidoti jg ten
giliai, giliai pusnynuose.

Vieng klaikia naktj, kada laukuose buvo ramu, lyg
uzburtoj pilyj, Pavasaris iS€jo i§ namy. Paliko savo
trobos keturias nykias sienas, kurios slégé jo nuotaiks,
lyg baisios likimo rankos. Kuréiai girgzdéjo sniegas po
jo kojomis, tarsi vergdamas skiisdamasis, kaip jaunikai-
¢io siela. Milijonai zZvaigzdziy aukStuose erdvynuose
nustebe zidréjo ] maza zmogeli — zemés taSka. Gal
suprato aukso zvaigzdes, kad tas mazutis taSkas turi
didele siela, turi dideliy trogkimu ir nusigando, susi-
maste...

— Po dvideSimties, penkiosdeSimties mety tos pa-
Cios #vaigzdés ¢ia Svies ir pusnynai turés visa apgau-
be, tik aS nebeblsiu tas pats, tik mano kojos nebebus
tos padios, — galvojo Pavasaris.

Baisi mintis kylo jo galvoj: ar neger.izui Siandien
visa baigti, ar negeriau paciam nuvykti j juoduosius
mirties ramus, nekaip laukti, kada pakvies ji seng,
silpns... .,

Netoli buvo juoda, lyg naktis, bedugné. Kada
jaunikaitis prisiartino prie bedugnés, kada jau mate
jos juodus nasrus, staiga prieS ji atsistojo nepaprasto
grozio mergelé.  Pavasaris sustingo vietoj.

— Kas tu esi?.. kas? — a§ taves niekur nema-
¢iau, niekur nesusitikau — Saukeé jis.

— AS esu toji, kurios tu eini ieSkoti, — ramiai
ji atsaké: — AS esu amzinoji jaunysté, laimés kara-
laite.

— O, pasakyk, pasakyk, dievaite, kur tu gyveni,
kur tavo aukstoji pilis? gl

— Mano pilis kiekvieno Zmogaus Sirdis, —"at-
sake ji.

— Kaip? AS taves nesuprantu. Ar gi tu gyveni
mano ir to susikuprinusio senelio Sirdyje?

— Taip, brangusis, tik nei tu, nei tas senelis
niekad manes nesupratot.

— Tikrai nieko nesuprantu, nesuprantul.. — Sau-
ke jaunikaitis.

Mergelé taré:

— Grjsk, jaunikaitis, pas savuosius ir dirbk su
jais drauge: guosk seng téva, kuri nedori vaikai aplei-
do, padék vargSei naSlei, kuri neturi kuo maitinti savo
vaikus, dalinkis paskutiniuoju duonos kasniu su palégélin
elgéta, tuomet tu daug, daug suprasi ir neisi manes
icSkoti | Sita juoda bedugne.

— Gerai a§ visg darysiu, bet ar aS tuomet su-

prasiu tave, grazioji?

. — Suprasi, suprasi ir blisi amzinai jaunas.

i+ Pavasaris sugrjzo pas savuosius. Slinko metai po
mety, plauké lyg sriaunus’s upelio vanduo, neSdamas
daug Zmoniy vargy, aSary ir dziaugsmo.

" Taéiau nejstengé tie metai nusine$ti amzinosios
jaunystés — mergelés zodziy, nes juos Pavasaris saugo-
jo, kaip savo akis. ,

Stebuklingosios dievaités liepiamas, jis buvo visy
paguoda, parama, bic¢iulis. Pavasaris €jo nuo namy |
namus ir kuo galédamas padédavo. Jis visai uzmirSo
save ir nepastebéjo, kaip jo grazus veidas émé rauksle-
tis, juodos garbanos balti ir kojos sunkéti.. Bet jo
Sirdis tebebuvo tokia pat jauna, taip pat liepsnojanti,
kaip ir tada, kada pradéjo eiti gyvenimo keliu. Pava-
saris sakydavo: “AS dabar suprantu tave, amzinoji gra-
zuole!”

Kai karta jis keliavo, uztiko ji baisi audra. Dan-
gus kovojo su pladiais zemés pusnynais. Siaurys jodé
laukais, zudydamas visa, kas buvo gyva. Ir Pavasarj
jis susitikes parbloSké j minkS$ta pusnyng. Bet Stai ste-
biklas! IS to pacio zvilganéio pusnyno pakylo amzino-
ji jaunysté. Jai ranka mosteléjus, suklupo Siaurys ir pa-
sisléepé juodoj bedugnéj. Dangus émé rlaivéti ir ant mé-
lyno jo Sono medrasiai emé kopti vis aukSéiau liep~
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suojanti saule. Nusiminé baltieji pusnynai ir iSsigande
vis labiau traukési, pagaliau pravirko gailiomis aSaro-
mis, kurios upeliais émé plaukti per laukus. Visa émé
juoduoti.

Amzinoji karalaité Sypsojosi. Ji paSauké gaivi-
nantj véjg ir liepé jam iSbarstyti laukuose jvairiy sék-
ly. Ir suzaliavo laukai, prazydo jvairiaspalves gélés.
Zmonés nesuprato, kas atsitiko. Jie bégo | laukus ir

- Saukeé: ,Kur Pavasaris, kur Pavasaris, gal jis mums is-

aiSkinty“. Bet jis ju megirdéjo. Jis toli laukuose mie-
goji tarp jwairiy ziedy.

Kai visa zemé alsavo dziaugsmu, prie gulinéio zmo-
gaus prisiartino amzinoji mergelé ir pabuéiavo ji. Tuo-

-met Pavasaris nubudo. Jis buvo grazus, jaunas, kaip

amzinoji karalaité — jaumysteé.

— Kik§, brangusis, eik§ | mano pasaulj — kalbé-
jo ji.

Susikabino juodu wuz ranky ir éjo... éjo.. Kur
tik ju kojos zengdavo, ten vis nauji ziedai prazydédavo,
ten saulés spinduliai pindavosi ir rasa virsdavo perlais.

Toli, toli jaunystés pasaulis. Jau tiek amziy pra-
€jo, o jie vis keliauna. Jis vis grazus, jaunas, kaip
tada buvo, kada pradéjo zengti gyvenimo keliu.

Zmonés neuzmirSta gerojo jaunikai¢io — Pavasa-
rio, jie ir dabar jo vis laukia, laukia.. Ir kai prazysta
gelés ir sauluté musiSypso zydriame danguje, jie sako:

— Jau atéjo Pavasaris. ‘

— Neryte “V. R.”

Remkime Savo Spaustuve

Pereitame seime i$ raporto pasirodé, jog Vyéiy
spaustuvé per metus atmokeéjo apie du tikstanéiu doleriy
skoly. Tas parodo, kad spaustuvé yra naudinga miisy
organizacijai, jai ji turéty uztektinai darbo.

Beveik visos vyc¢iy kuopos daro j metus net po
kelius parengimus. Jei kuopos pasiSvesty miisy organi-
zacijos délei ir pasiysty nors dalj ty parengimy spau-
dos darby j savo spaustuve ji duoty po kelis tikstanéius
doleriu pelno ir Centro skolos biity kaip matant panai-
kintos. Gi kuopos ir apskri¢iai labai mazai tuo tenusto-
ty, nes i§ patyrimo pasirodo, jog misy spaustuvé atliekg
darbg pigiai ir gerai. Tai galéty patvirtinti New
Yorko ir New Jersey apskritis ir nekurios jo kuopos, ku-
ric jau davé spaustuvei spaudos darby ir yra pilnai
patenkinti. Todel remkime savo spaustuve pasiysdami
jai savo spaudos darbus.

— A, J. M.
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MOTINOS DIENA

Vos devyniolika metu atgal Amerikos Jungtiniy
Valstybiy prezidentas W. Wilson iSleido savo proklama-
cija, paskelbdamas visai Saliai, kad kasmet antras gegu-
7Zés meénesio sekmadienis skiriamas misuy motiny pager-
bimui. Nors §i Sventé dar yra labai jaunuté, vienok
ta idéja, kuria ji skelbia yra labai sena, ji net senesné
uz krik§c¢ioniy tikéjima. Motinu pagerbimas jau gi-
liai buvo jsiSakojes pagonyjos laikais. Istorijos uzra-
Sai nurodo, kad Mazosios Azijos zmonés kasmet reiske
daug pagarbos Cybelei, visu dievu motinai. Ta proga
biidavo rengiamos didelés iSkilmés, kuriose jvairiais So-
kiais ir dainomis buvo gerbiama Si deivé.

Prabégo Simtmetis kitas, ir ta Sventé pasieké Grai-
kija, Roma, o véliau net ir visas vakarines Europos
valstybes. Vakaru Europoj ta Sventé  jgijo Kkitokios
reikSmeés: ji buvo zinoma, kaipo diena kurioje visi jauni
tarnautojai, ar tai merginos, ar tai vaikinai, gal€jo
aplesti savo nuolatinius samdytojus ir sugrjzti namo pas
savo motinéle, pasiguosti savo vargais, arba jei ga-
1éjo, suteikti motinélei Siokia tokia dovana. Laikui bé-
gant, pirmoji reik§mé liko uzmirsSta, nes gyvenimo sg-
lygos pasikeite, o antroji — kas kart vis darési svar-
besné. Siandien vargu rasi valstybe, kurios pilie¢iai ne-
biity paskyre dienos savo motinu pagerbimui. Ir tei-
singai jie tai daro.

Néra pasauly brangesnio asmens, kaip tavo mo-
tina. Vos spéjai § pasaulj iSvysti, ji tapo tavo istikiau-
siu draugu. Kasdien ant rankeliy, naktele prie vygelés
Ji tave saugojo. Pailigéjai, jos ripesnis tavimi Simterio-
pai padidéjo. Kas minute, ji déjo visas pastangas, kad
bau laimés biutu kuo daugiausia. O mielas, skaitytojau,
ar tu kuo nors jai bent atsidélioji?

Si ménesj, kuris yra paSvestas musu DangiSkajai
Motinai Marijai, nepamir§k pareikSti padékos ir savo
motinélei. Tark jai gera zodj, suteik jai dovanéle. O
kaip dziaugsis ta motinéleé matydama, kad jos s@inus ar
dikrelé tikrai jvertina jos pasi§ventima del ju.

MAMA MAMYTE!...

Ak, mama, mamyte! Sirdis man nerimsta,
Nemoku jvertinti tavo vargu...

Juk tiek i%vargai ir tiek daug iSkentgjai,
Tiek daugel praleidai be miego nakéiul...

UZaugau sveikutis. Palaimino Dievas,
Turétum, mamyte, ramiai pasilséti,

Bet ne — tu nerimsti: Sirdis meile plaka
Ir nori pirmuosius vargus vargt padét.

Ak, mama, mamytel.. Graziai mane mokei
Liepei man Marija, Dievulj mylét,
Liepei man kas ryta kas vakara zavy,

+ Nuo$irdziai maldele i Juos sukalbéti.

Dabar jauw, sulaukus sau uzvadéliu,
Turétum, rodos, paalsint rankas,
Tadiau gilia meile dar laimini mane —
Tai acili, mamyte, uz tavo maldas.

— Jonas Kuzmickas,
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Sophisticated
Sophie Says:

Tincture all your thoughts with
kindness, all your acts with determi-
nation, if you would make a lasting
Lpression upon your world, be it big
or small; but remember that the
possession of these virtues, and all
others, cannot save youw from calumny
if you insist upon doing your own
thinking:.

WHY WORRY?

I wonder why folks worry. Therc
are only two reasons for worry.
Either you are successful or you are
not successful. If you are success-
ful, there is nothing to worry about;
if you are not successful, there arc
only two things to worry about. Your
health is either good or you're sick.
If your health is good, there is noth-
ing to worry about; if you’re sick,
there are only two things to worry
about. You are either going to get
well or you are going to die. If
you are going to get well, there is
nothing to worry about; if you o
going to die, there arc only two things
to worry about. You are either
going to heaven or you are not going
to heaven, and if you are going to
heaven, there is nothing to worry
about; if you are going to the other
place, you’ll be so darn busy shaking
hands with old friends, you won’t
have time to worry — so why
worry ?

_—

When wealth is lost, nothine is
lost; when health is lost, something
is lost; but when character is lost,
all is lost.

— (==

To have what we want is riches,

but to be able to do without is

power.

HENRYK

SIENKIEWICZ

(1846 — 1916)

Henryk Sienkiewicz, a famous
literary writer of Lithuanian extrae-
tion, will long be remembered for
his historical works. Some of his
books which are of wordly renown
are: “With Fire and Sword”, “De-
luge”, “Quo Vadis”, “Pan Michael,”
“The Crusaders”, and others. Sien-
kiewicz, was born in Lithuania when
his contemporary, Adam Mickiew! ez,
was facing the last few years of his
life on earth. He continued where
Adam Mickiewicz left off. Through
the censorship of the Russian Go-
vernment, Lithuanian was forbidden
so Sienkiewicz had to have his works
written in Polish; only thru this

procedure did his works remain. It
was not long before the Poles began
claiming him as one of them. The
Poles have claimed most Lithuanian
writers such as: Syrokomla, Krosevs-
ki, Tiskewicz and several others. Dic-
tionaries, encyclopaedias, ete., may
list these men as Polish writers;
tiis is due to misunderstanding and
propaganda by the Poles. In the
near future the world will know the
facts and these errors will be recti-
fied; until then we must continue to
stress the faet that these famous
literary men are Lithuanians and not
Poles.
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SHRIMP: “Hey, I don’t like these flies on my

hamburger.”

TOUGH BOSS: “Naw? Well come around to-
morrow and I’ll have some new ones”.
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'_né juste nepajutau, kaip ji pasibaigeé.
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AS tada tebebuvau, gal bt kokiy deSimties mety
Bet, nezitirint j tai, mano tgis buvo gero pus-
vaikio. Ir, kai sustodavau su savo broliu, senesniu uz ma-
ne aStuoneriais metais, mazai tesiskyréme savo fgiu.
Vienok jo peéiai buvo daug platesni. Galva dengé gels-
vi garbiniuoti plaukai; apvaliame veide Zemiau nuolai-
dzios kaktos, zitréjo dvi
meé akys.

meélynos, kaip dangaus gel-

Tai buvo mylimiausias zmogus, kokj tik zZeméjau
turéjau. Man malonu biudavo klausytis jo kalbos, jo
skambancio balso, ypa¢ tada, kai, sustojes pamiskéje,
uzdainuodavo. Tada jo balsu skardédavo
laukai.

miskas ir

Mes gyvenome toli nuo miesciuko, miSkais apsup-
toje vietoje. Tiktai iS piety Salies traukési kalvoti lau-
kai. Sitie laukai priklausé mums. Kadangi tévas labai
nukentéjo nuo Didziojo karo audry, tai dabar tik skurdo-
me. Gyvenome blogose salygose metai iS§ mety. Arti-
miausieji kaimynai gyveno uz keleto kilometry nuo mi-
su. Todel joks Ziniu pragiedrulis i mus nedvelkdavo.

Vieng rudenj, sekmadienio rytmetj, a§ su broliu
Juozuku iS€jova pésti baznycion. Mieste jau senai kaip
bebuvau buves. Bet ir per tiek laiko mniekas nepasikeiteé.
Kaip ir pirma tebetelkSojo purvinos gatvés, o Salia ju
tebesvyravo, rudens véjui piisteléjus, senos, prasizioju-
siais stogais, zydu trobelés. Tik Zmonés — Zmonés nebe
tokie. Ju veiduose iSnykes snaudulio Se$élis. Visi gy-
vai kalbéjo, mostagavo rankomis, vaik§éiojo...

Suskambino pamaldoms. Zmonés i§ visy uzkampiu
pradéjo eiti baznyéion. Kiekvienas skubinosi idrukyti
savo pypke iki baznycios dury ir tirStai nusispiove gri-
dosi vidurin.

Kai mudu jéjova jau radova pamaldas prasidéju-
sias. Buvo suma. Bet ji taip pasirodé trumpa, kad
Vargonai, uzgroje
didinga marSa nutilo. Zmonés émé bruzdéti — vieni
éjo laukan, kiti aréiau sakyklos, kad geriau girdétu, ka
kunigélis pasakys. Ir a§ émiauw griistis baznycios vidu-
nin.

~ Sakyklon jlipo senas, jau praziles klebonas. Jis
kalbéjo ilgai ir daug. Bet maza pas mane teuzsiliko.
Po pamokslo pasaké, kad uZ poros savai¢iu blisianti Lie-
tuvos . kariuomenés mobilizacija, ir privalésia stoti vy-
rai, turj nemaziau 20 metu.

I88jaw i% baznyéios. Saltas rudens véjas perpité
mano plong apdara, ir mane nukraté Siurpulys. IeS-
kojau zZmonése akimis savo brolio.

— Sveikas gyvas, Pauliuk! — uzkalbino mane i8
uzpakalio Simaitis, misu artimiausio kaimyno stnus. —
Ar girdéjai, ka klebonas per pamoksla pasaké? Renka
kareivius, bus karas. Ir tavo Juozas gaus eiti, — ir
kaip greitai atsirado, taip greitai ir prapuolé. Tai bu-
vo linksmas ir vikrus vaikinas.

B. Jiragis.

»Ir tavo Juozas gaus eiti”.

Ir i§ kur jis gali Zinoti? Et, tai netiesa!
vis negaléjau rasti. Rodos, kad jj kas jau ir pagavo.
Nors nebuvo dar taip vélu, bet pradéjo ladnoti, galé- -
jo ir smarkiau pradéti lyti.

O jo

Pagaliau pamacdiau — jj, taip pat besiZvalganti ir
beieSkantj manes.

— Na, ar jau prisimeldei? — paklausiau jo.

— DPrisimeldziau, kur gi!
brolis, ir

Eiva namo, — atsakeé
i§ jo nulitdusio veido galéjai iSskaityti ka
nors negera. Si karta jis buvo nekalbus ir visa kelia
tyléjo, lyg ko prislégtas. AS§ supratau, kad jo Sirdj slé-
gé, koks nors slogutis. Tik visai nebetoli migkelio, uz
kurio tuoj buvo misy namai, prabilo:

— Broli! — ir tasai vienas zodis, iStartas i§ pat
Sirdies gilumos, iSgasdino mane. Ir toji tyla po Sito zod-
zio, slégé mudu dar daugiau, lyg didziausia naSta.
Tuo laiku, jsivaizdavau sau jvairiy baisenybiy, nelaimiy,
kokios ji galj iStikti. O jis tyl€jo, ir a% medrjsau pa-
zvelgti jam akysna. Ir ta tyla tesési, rodos, taip ilgai,
kaip visas amzius. Tik i§ naujo iSsiverzes prislégtas
balsas sudrumsté ja.

— Brolil... Mus likimas skiria. Tu girdéjai, ka
klebonas Siandien po pamokslo pasaké.. AS gausiu stoti
kariuomenén, o i$ ten greidiau kad nebegriSiu... Ten tyko
mirtis kiekvieno Zmogaus. — Ir vél jis nutilo ir tyléjo
iki pat namu. Ak, kaip baisi buvo ta tyla misko prie-
temy. IS uz kiekvieno medzio, rodos, tyko kokia baidykle
kad tave pasineS$ti kur misko gilumon ir ten prapuldy-
ti.. Baugu net pazvelgti i Sali, kad tuo savo Zvilgsniu
neiSbaidytumei jos....

Mudu
pasitiko kiemsargis Suo ir, cypdamas i§ dziaugsmo, pul-
dinéjo aplink. A§ paginiau ji Salin, nes niekas man
nebebuvo malonu, zinant, kad neuzilgo neteksiu savo
mylimiausio brolio. Iéjau vidun, brolis iS€jo kaz ko
patvartén. Iéjes radau visa Seimyna susirinkusia. Net-
rukus atsirado ir brolis. Jis jéjo taip pat nusimines ir,

Jau brésko, kai mudu jéjova savo kieman,

né zodzZio nepratares, atsisédo prie peciaus ir klauseé-
si, ka kalbéjo