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TOLD OF D O O R S * 
(Cont inued F r o m F i r s t Page . ) ~" „ 

w a s d rawing me toward i t whi le I fought aga ins t it 
w i th all m y migh t . Then a gui l ty conscience m a d e i t 
self felt and h a d p a p a only appea red f rom t h a t r o o m 
of doom I should have tu rned " s t a t e ' s evidence." I " 
s t a red sullenly a t the ba r r i e r ' twixt sister a n d m e a n d 
l i s t enedc lose ly ; al l was quiet, a n d t h e n — I h e a r d con
vulsive sobs a n d the door opened to a d m i t me . 

B Ten th Grade , , —Till ie Will , 
South Side High School. 1517 Chicago-Avenue. 

A ROMANTIC E P I S O D E . 
(Honorab le Mention.) 

The mos t r o m a n t i c door I know of is the door to 
my own room. I t was one day last fall t h a t I wan ted 
tp go h u n t i n g very badly, bu t m y fa ther did not w a n t 
me to go. I was de te rmined to go wi th a friend, how
ever, and we did go, bu t I did no t feel so p leasan t nor 
h a p p y as I should have done if my fa the r h a d a l lowed 
me to go. I knew I had disobeyed h i m and would b e v 
punished for it. W h e n I came h o m e my fa the r said, 
"You m a y go up to your room and s tay t he r e till I tell 
you tha t you m a y leave it ." I went up a n d no t long af
t e rward I h e a r d the key tu rn in the door and I k n e w 
t h a t he had locked m e in. 

After 1 h a d been the re awhi le I began to feel t he 
pangs of hunger , a s I had had no th ing to eat since 
morn ing . I was de te rmined to have someth ing to eat, 
door or no door. I softly opened the back window a n d 
cl imbed out on the large b r anch of a map le t ree , a n d 
on down till I came fo the g round . I felt l ike a noble
m a n escaping from a pr ison in the t imes of t he F r e n c h 
revolut ion, except t h a t t he re were no th ick walls to 
break, nor m o a t s to cross, nor any th ing difficult t o do. 
I found someth ing to ea t and went back the s a m e way. 
The res t of t he evening I med i t a ted on m y pas t w r o n g 
doing and listened pat ient ly for a p p r o a c h i n g foots teps 
and the welcome click of the key in t h e outside of t h e 
door. —David Smith, 

A E i g h t h Grade , 2005 Fi f teenth Avenue S. 
A d a m s School. 

ALL S A F E I X A SAFE. 
(Honorab le Ment ion. ) 

About four yea r s ago m y fa the r was m a n a g e r of 
a large s tore w hich h a d as usual a safe large enough for 
a boy or girl to enter . One day my f a the r was absen t 
from the store, a n d I asked my fa the r ' s chief ^clerk to 
open the safe for me. As t he re was no money in it h a 
did so. I wen t in and amused myself by t u r n i n g a 
smal l knob . After a whi le I t h o u g h t I would go out, 
b u t to my surpr ise the door was locked. I pushed , bu t 
all in va in , it would no t move. Then I h e a r d some 
voices a n d one I recognized as fa ther ' s . T h e o ther a s 
one of his cus tomers . I h e a r d f a the r t a lk of business 
affairs. H e ta lked of money t h a t was due to h im f rom 
th is man . The "man paid h i m and I h e a r d footsteps a d 
vanc ing toward the safe. Then the door opened. I ex
pected a scolding, bu t w'hen fa the r saw m e h e only 
burs t in to a h e a r t y laugh . E v e r y t ime I see a safe it 
a lways r eminds me of my funny experience. 

A Fif th Grade , —Moses Na thanson , 
Sumner School. 631 Seventh Avenue N. 

H 
COMFORT N E A R , YET—SO F A R . 

(Honorab le Ment ion. ) 
One day a long t ime ago when m y sister and I were 

in our first and second yea r s a t school, m y stunt wen t 
visit ing, a n d w h e n we went h o m e she h a d no t ye t r e 
tu rned . W e looked for t he key in the p lace whe re she 
usual ly k e p t it a n d the re it was . W e felt" ve ry impor 
t a n t because we were left a lone after school to t a k e ca re 
of ourselves a n d t h e house . B u t alas, " P r i d e goe th be 
fore a fall ." W e pu t the key into the IOCK, bu t we could 
not tu rn it. The re we were in the cold, whi le t h e o the r 
side of the door offered w a r m t h a n d comfor t . W e did 
not knowr w h a t to do, b u t a t last we decided to go over 
to our next door ne ighbor ' s . 

W e h a d never been very ne ighbor ly wi th th is f a m 
ily, and so when m y a u n t c a m e h o m e a n d found t h a t 

Minneapolis Topics. \ 
For Saturday, Jan.. 16: 

"A LONG TO B E R E M E M B E R E D . R I D E . 
W H Y ? " 

Any k ind of a r ide will answer—horse , c a r 
r iage, boat, t ra in , etc., p leasan t or otherwise.* 
The " w h y " is half t he topic and no p a p e r wh ich 
does no t answ rer t h e " w h y " fully will be consid
ered in the topic. I s i t to be r e m e m b e r e d because 
of whe re you went , h o w you went , w h a t h a p 
pened somewhere o n the way, or because of t h e 
scenery, or w h a t ? Everybody h a s h a d a r ide , if i t 
is no t m o r e t h a n one in a whee lba r row. T h e pa 
pers m u s t be' in t h e h a n d s of t h e edi tor of T h e 
J o u r n a l Jun ior , 
Not l a t e r T h a n S a t u r d a y Even ing , J a n . 9, 
a t five o'clock. They m u s t be s t r ic t ly original , 
wr i t t en in ink on one side only of t he pape r , n o t 
m o r e "than 300 words in length , n o r less t h a n 
100, m a r k e d wi th t h e n u m b e r of w o r d s a n d each 
signed wi th t h e g rade , school, n a m e a n d add re s s 
of t he wr i te r . The p a p e r s m u s t no t be rol led. 

For Saturday* Jan. 25: , """ t 
! "YOUR G R E A T E S T P U N I S H M E N T . " " " 

Even g r o w n u p s receive p u n i s h m e n t s of va r ious 
sor t s for t h ings t hey do, wh ich a r e care less o r 
which m a y be done m o r e or less del iberately, a n d 
so J u n i o r d o m need n o t feel a n y hes i ta t ion in 
te l l ing t h e s tory of w h a t t hey cons ider t he i r 
g rea tes t pun i shmen t . I t need no t be a n y t h i n g 
physical , nor , in a way, be a n y t h i n g p u t upon 
t h e m by the i r e lders a s a pun i shmen t , for c a r e 
lessness or de l ibera te wrong-do ing h a v e a way of 
jus t na tu ra l l y b r ing ing t he i r own penal t ies . You 
need ribt wr i te of any th ing wh ich stil l h a s a s t ing 
for you, b u t t h e major i ty of J u n i o r s c a n well r e 
m e m b e r some incident wh ich m e a n s n o t h i n g now, 
b u t wh ich they r e m e m b e r a s be ing a t t h e t i m e 
" ju s t the^most dreadful ever ." T h e p a p e r s m u s t 
be in t h e h a n d s of t h e edi tor 
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Not L a t e r T h a n Sa tu rday Even ing , J a n . 16, °^^ \ | 
„"£ , 
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a t five o'clock. They m u s t be s t r ic t ly original? 
wr i t t en in ink on one side only of t h e paper , n o t 
m o r e t h a n 300 words in length, n o r l e s s t h a n 100, 
m a r k e d w i t h t h e ' number of w o r d s a n d each 
signed wi th the g r ade , school, n a m e a n d addres s 
of t he wr i t e r . T h e p a p e r s m u s t no t be r o l l e d . ^ 
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s h e could no t get in, a s w e h a d t h e key, she w a s very 
m u c h f r ightened. She wen t to al l t he ne ighbors , except 
t h e r igh t one a n d found we were no t a t any of the i r 
"homes. She could no t get in t h r u the window because 
t h e s t o r m windows were on. She pounded a n d pounded 
a n d called, bu t of course received no answer . Then she 
t h o u g h t t h a t m a y b e gas h a d escaped f rom t h e stove 
a n d smo the red us. So f r ightened was she t h a t finally 
she went to our nex t door ne ighbors ' to see if they h a d 
a key t h a t would fit our sidedoor, and there , t h e o ther 
side of the door, she found us s i t t ing on the floor look-

. i n g <vt r i c t u r e s . — M e t a L. Wiberg , 
A Seventh Grade , 2617 F i r s t Avenue S. 

V»'h t t ier School. 

A M O R A L F O R C R A N K Y F O L K . 
I awoke very c ranky t h a t morn ing , and I suppose 

t h a t is w h y it happened . I t seemed to me t h a t every
th ing wen t wrong. I sa t by the table , saucy a n d obst i 
na te , no t wan t ing to ea t any th ing unt i l I finally t ipped 
m y cup of coffee over the new tablecloth. T h a t was 
no t sp m u c h h a d I no t giy^en t h e cup a shove wi th m y 
elbow t h a t sen t it on the floor wi th a bang a n d sp r in 
k led the floor wi th h u n d r e d s of smal l pieces of ch ina . 
However , m y m o t h e r was pa t ien t ; she ga the red up the 
pieces of b roken ch ina and wiped u p the coffee, whi le I 
wen t into the o ther room, looking for someth ing else 

P I C T U R E PUZZLE. ' _ 
(Copyr ighted. ) 

H e r e is a horseshoe . Divide it wi th two cuts only 
in such a way t h a t you get six pieces, each one conta in
ing a nai l . 

Answer to last week ' s puzzle: Rock, ostr ich, skull , 
eggs—Rose . 

After t h a t t hey never teased me , and I told t h e m I h a € 
h e a r d the i r p lan whi le I was the o the r side of t he door . 

B Sixth J i r a d e , " - —Alice Berry , 
Lynda le School. 3112 Colfax Avenue S. -

^ NOT F O R G E T F U L O F F U D G E . -
It was a still night in early autumn. My parents 

h a d gone ou t for the evening, t ak ing the front door 
key. This t ime my friend a n d I decided to be b r a v o 
a n d s tay alone, for a t o ther t imes I h a d a lways spen t 
the n ight a t h e r home . W e s tayed ou tdoors for a t ime, 
enjoying the cool evening air . I t was a perfect n igh t ; 
t he sky was cloudless and it seemed as tho the s t a r s h a d 
never been th icker or br ighter . B u t we decided to 
m a k e fudge, and so s tepping t h r u the back door we 
locked a n d bolted it. The candy was progress ing m o s t 
beautifully, w h e n suddenly the f ront doorbell r ang . I 
s tood still, m y h e a r t unde r my tongue . Ano the r fearful 
c lang a t t he doorbell came, and t h a t was r epea ted in
cessantly. W i t h f r ightened face, too fearful to u t t e r a 
word, I faced m y friend. She stood likewise, only 
r each ing he r a r m s toward mine . 

"The house is on fire," I said, s t and ing like-^a rock, 
" and they a r e w a r n i n g us . " - ,. 

"Go to the door, t hen , " she m a n a g e d to say. ~ 
" I ' m afra id ," I said, "but , oh, m y ! h e a r i t r i ng ! If 

>ou'll s tay he re by the back door I'll r u n a r o u n d to t h e 
f ront door a n d see who it i s ." 

" I ' m not going to s tay he re a lone , " 
said m y friend, wi th terrified face. 

W i t h locked a rms , t r embl ing in 
"eve ry l imb, we sough t t h e front door, 

s l ipping a n d peeping a round cau t ious 
ly. The re a t the door, laughing, s tood 
m y fr iend's sisters, who considered it a 
g r e a t " joke . " W e did not . They 
could no t pe r suade us to r e m a i n a lone 
so hast i ly finishing the- candy we left a 
brief note and depar t ed to my c h u m ' s 
home , where , wi thou t any more in te r 
rup t ions from doorbells, we re t i red for 
the n ight . — M a r y A, Cone, 

A 10th Grade, 701 Sixth St. SE. 
E a s t Side High School . , -

- „ AN E A R L Y MORNING CONCERT. 
" t. ,What beaut iful s t r a in s a re those 

which fall upon my e a r ? Are they t h e 
voices of angels , or t h e music t h a t 

x Apollo p roduces upon the sweet- toned 
lyre w r o u g h t by H e r m e s ? They a r e a s 
enehan t ing a s the song of t he s i rens 
t h a t lured the m a r i n e r s to thei r fa te . 
Ah, now as I wake from m y semi-
d r e a m y state , I divine the cause of the 
mystery . I see on the o ther side of t he 
screen door t h a t opens on t h e balcony 
a n oriole wi th golden p lumage , which 
has come from the ad jacent forest a n d 

-appropr ia ted the ra i l ing for his ros -
- t r um, unmindful of m y proximity, »9 

offer his m o r n i n g h y m n to the crea tor . 
Now his ma te s a r e app roach ing and 

the solo is lost in a score of h a r m o n i o u s 
voices. W h a t is more lovely and en
t ranc ing t h a n a concert of sweet a n d 

" pecul iar voiced orioles a t dttwn'? The 
m o r n i n g sun, as it cas ts i ts rosea te glow 
over the forest, forms a sui table set
t ing for the joyful b i rds and the i r song, 
p roduc ing a p ic ture I shal l not soon 
forget . Sing on, sweet birds, s ing on, 
it is a joy to my soul. But too soon they 
r e t u r n to thei r forest home . 
A 10th Grade , —Alice E . DeKroyft , 

South Side Hisrh. 2321 19th Av. S. to spoil. I saw puss s leeping quietly on the sofa, so T 
a w a k e n e d h e r a n d chased h e r into the closet. My 
m o t h e r saw t h a t she h a d to do some th ing to me, a n d 
k n o w i n g t h a t I was afra id of thfc closet especially be
cause it was so dark , she immedia te ly hu r r i ed m e off 
to keep company wi th puss. 

I k icked a n d sc reamed and howled, b u t to no avai l ; 
m o t h e r would no t let me into t h e b r igh t world outside, 
bu t k e p t m e shu t in_the closet. After a whi le I cooled 
down, a n d then , to my hor ror , I discovered t h a t I was 
no t a lone in t h e closet. Someth ing b rushed pas t my 
legs and I se t u p such a shou t t h a t it r esounded t h r u 
t h e w h o l e house . Mother , t h ink ing I was punished 
enough, opened the door and I r a n in to the o ther room, 
no t da r ing to look back . After a whi le I was as ton ished 
to see puss walk demure ly pas t m e f rom t h e closet, 
t hen I r e m e m b e r e d i t was she t h a t I h a d been so scared 
a t . After t h a t I w a s a good boy, not w a n t i n g to visit t h e 
o the r side of t he door any more . 

A E i g h t h Grade , —Clarence Anderson, 
^ A d a m s School. 1711 E leven th Av. S. 

A D O U B L E - E D G E D S U R P R I S E . 
"Now, isn ' t t h a t too bad ! J u s t because we a r e smal l 

we can ' t s tay u p a n d see San t a Claus. B u t we' l l see 
h i m anyhow." So we t h r e e smal l ch i ldren c rep t f rom 
bed a n d over to t h e keyhole to peep a n d listen a t t h e 
conversa t ion so s teadi ly go ing on in the adjoining room. 
I t w a s no wonde r we could no t s tay up , for the re sa t m y 
m o t h e r stuffing ou r s tockings, whi le on t h e floor lay 
a b r i g h t re.l su i t t r i m m e d wi th whi te a n d also a long 
wh i t e bea rd a n d wig. Mothe r was tel l ing m y b r o t h e r 
w h a t a good S a n t a Claus h e would m a k e a n d t h a t w e 
would surely t h i n k h e was a n old m a n . T h u s we h e a r d 
t h e whole Chr i s tmas surpr i se . W e c rep t b a c k to bed, 
b u t ne i the r of u s w a s a n y t h e be t t e r for l is tening on 
t h e o the r side of t h e door. 

A E i g h t h Grade , , —Nell ie Anderson, 
.J A d a m s School. '--- 701 Cedar Avenue S. 

T H E COUSINS FOULED. 
W h e n I was a very lit t le to t I was very m u c h 

afra id of j ack -o ' - l an te rns . T h e n igh t before Hal loween 
I was cuddled u p in a cha i r t ry ing to go to sleep. I 
h e a r d people t a lk ing low in t h e k i t chen . I l is tened. Oh, 
how still I w a s ! Some one said, "You k n o w Alice will 
be very f r ightened, b u t if she is in the house she~will be 
su re to go s t r a i g h t to h e r m a m a . So we will have to 
g e t h e r ou tdoors by aun t i e ' s in t h a t vacan t lot. F l o r 
ence she will go wi th-you. Helen, E l izabe th and I will 
be h iding. W e will a l l h a v e our j ack -o ' - l an t e rns a n d 
have ghos t c lothes on. I t h ink we h a d be t t e r go out 
doors now." T h e d o o r closed a n d I k n e w t h a t F l o r 
ence, El izabeth , He len a n d Mabel we re p l ann ing to 
scare me . They a r e m y cousins and they k n e w h o w 
ne rvous I was . 

TTfytOvi. Ha l loween F l o r e n c e a s k e d m e to go out wa lk - g,, 
m g a n d I said "Yes . " She took m e to the field a n d I ^ ^ j South Side H i g h Schools -r 3034 Sixteenth Av. S.'-
saw t h e j ack -o ' - l an t e rns s t a r t u p a n d r u n a t m e . I was SSj^s.™ ?.*..,-• *t- ^f-^jei*^ 
not a. b i t f r ightened, b u t l aughed . "Be th , Helen, Mabel, Jg? J^^Jf^OKE S t J R E 'NOUGH GHOSTS. ' ^ S S ? . ' 
I k n o w you ." I never saw such d isappoin ted gir ls . One t ime when I was abou t six yea r s old I went t« 

a \ E V E N I N G O F M I S E R Y . 
The only t ime I r e m e m b e r wan t ing to be the o ther 

side of the door I wan ted to be t he r e very badly. I t 
h a p p e n e d w h e n I was abou t e ight yea r s old. I h a d 
been invited to a fr iend's b i r t hday par ty , bu t t h ru 
some m i s t a k e the invi tat ion h a d been wr i t t en for the 
18 th of the m o n t h ins tead of t he 28 th. So on the 18 th 
I wen t down only to be told t h a t I was mis taken abou t 
t he da te . I h a d to go h o m e aga in a n d it wras about half-
pas t e ight w h e n I r eached home . 

N Then I r e m e m b e r e d t h a t all t he family h a d gone 
a w a y for the evening. Bo th doors were locked so I 
b rough t a shor t ladder , bu t to my dismay found all 
t he windows on the g round floor were locked and I was 
no t la rge enough to h a n d l e t h e long ladder . Then I sa t 
down a n d h a d a good cry. Then I t r ied the doorbell 
again , hop ing t h a t some one migh t have s tayed a t 
home, bu t I received no response. 

Oh, how I wished to be on the o the r side of t h a t 
door a n d in bed. I t was very d a r k now.and I was get 
t ing afraid. I t was about nine o'clock when I th rew my
self into the "hammock and cried myself to sleep. And 
the re they found m e when they c a m e h o m e abou t 11 
o'clock. I will never forget the misery of t h a t night . 

A Seventh Grade , s
 f—Theodore F r e e m a n , 

Rosedale School. _ W a s h b u r n P a r k . 

- . A BUSY, B O T H E R E D S P I R I T . • ~~ 
I was a firm believer in the personification of the 

Chr i s tmas spiri t , namely," San ta Claus, unt i l I peeped 
into t h e myster ies of Chr i s tmas eve. I was a n inquisi
t ive child ( p e r h a p s I a m ye t ) b u t I have learned by ex
per ience t h a t good li t t le gir ls a r e a lways asleep when ' 
Kr i s Kr ingle m a k e s his a n n u a l visit. 

"' I h a d been tucked into bed o*i t he pa r t i cu la r Chris t
m a s eve a t a n especially ea r ly hour . As I lay the re wi th 
wide-open eyes m y though t s na tu ra l ly t u rned to the 
wonderful old c r ea tu re of m y d r e a m s and imaginat ion. 
Suddenly suspic ious sounds incidental to opening a pa r 
cel gree ted m y watchful ear . W i t h a bound I a l ighted 
on the floor a n d caut iously advanced toward the door. 
W h a t I saw t h r u a very s m a l l - c r a c k is d i sagreeab le ' 
enough to be omit ted , b u t m y conscience compels me to 
include the resul t of m y observat ion. O n t h e floor nea r 
t he wel l -known Chr i s tmas t ree sa t m y busy bu t per 
plexed f a the r su r rounded by a n omnifar ious assor t 
m e n t of bundles . 

As I softly closed the door and r e tu rned to m y bed 
"i t h o u g h t t h a t the joy of Chr i s tmas t ime h a d depar ted . 
On the next morn ing , when I loudly mourned to the 
audience assembled, m y fa ther - to ld me the s tory of the" 
first beaut iful Chr is tmas , I l earned t h a t San t a Claus 
mere ly r ep resen t s the generous , joyous Chr i s tmas feel*1 

ing t h a t su rges t h r u all h e a r t s on this holiday. 
B E leven th Grade , ~J> — W a n d a I. F r a iken , • -


