' farm, so that ‘%erossing the

of
our __ stockings
‘began to gather the pretty

: g_:mdpn’sl" we shouted, and romped abou hardly able
wait for father to get the 'hm_ena ready.

were ‘What strange sights we saw as wo drove
ﬂ:mthecitjot(iuelph. A little negro was water-
ing a horso where father stopped to water his horses. We

his
did not know whether to be afraid of the boy or not. We

- poon grew tired and asked mother if we would soon be to

dfather’s bridge, and were told that we were not
alf-way yet. At noon we stopped at a hotel for dinner
and to rest the horges; and then econtinued our journey.
We watched for the bridge for a long, long time, wonder-
if a train might go under it while we went over it.
[t grew dark, and still we had not reached the bridge.
At last father called ont: ‘‘Here is the bridge!’’ and
gltho we could not see it, we could hear the rumble of the
earriage wheels as they rofled over it. Then grandfath-
er’s light shone out upon us and we were at the door.
Binee that time grandfather has moved sway from the
?? would not mean the
game to us ncw. But still I should like to cross it again;
#nd, perhaps, some day I shall.

Ninth Grade, - —ATberta A. Davison,

(i - Hawley, Minn,

. » .
CARPETED WITH GREEN. S

(High Sehool Credit.)
ennis, Bertha and I had erossed the long bridge to
the shallow side of the river, to wade for shells. We put
under some burdock leaves, and

ey

we all scrambled to the bank. We looked for
our shoes and stockings in the large burdock patch in
vain. Bo we started for home baref but we had not
taken more than ten steps on the hot planks of the bridge
when Bertha exclaimed, ‘“Ouchl The boards are catching
info my feetl’’ Jennie and I had the same experience,
pnd slivers were in our feet. ‘‘What ghall we do?’’ said
E:ﬂm, ‘T just ean’t take another step.’’ A bright idea
popped into my mind. I tied my handkerchief around one
foot and my sunbonnet on the other. And telling the
girls to wait a few minutes, I started back to the bur-

| @ock legwes in my mnovel shoes. I gathered a large arm-

ful of the broad leaves, and then using them as stepping
stones over the bridge, we were soon aeross. The cool,
leaves felt so soothing and made a splendid rug
over the rough planks, We had never crossed a bridge
with such a eovering, and liked it so well that we went
back over the leaves and onee more looked for our shoes
and stoekings. We found them, but did not put them on
until after we had again crossed the bridge,
Tenth Grade, —Edith E. Lindberg,
Cokato, Minn.
”
CAESAR'S CONSTRUCTION.
- 8chool Credit.)
¢‘Crossed the bridge!’’ exclaimed a Latin IT. student.
#What bridge?’’ I asked, having as-yet not become ac-
quainted with Caesar.
£¢Wait till next year. Youll eross tho longest bridge
you ever heard of,’’ he replied. I consulted my Latin L
classmates and we agreed that the bridge must be a cer-
fain passage toward the end of the book, exdeeding all
preceding ones in eomplexity. The next September we
gan our journey on that long, crooked and roeky path.
On our way we encountered storms and tribulations. Some
days were sunshiny and some were dark and dreary, While
traveling on the easy passageways we received words of
praise and mecrm.gvament? but while slyly rounding some
ynknown ecomstruction (‘‘bluffing’’) we heard terrifie
of thunder. Finally we stepped on the approach fo
e bridge. Another step forward and West fell on the
eonstruction of ‘‘ligna.’” 'This frightened us and each
jed to braee himself for the next move. Wallace start-
ed out so fluently that he was told to go on. We were
mow half-way across and we were glad of it. Then Al-
Ed forgot what the elause ‘‘quantain——distabat’’ lim-
d, but ‘saved himself by clear articulation when the
pir-valve on the radiator started to sizz, making it hard
the teacher to hear. Bertha talked like an experienced
eivil engineer. Martha failed to give a satisfactory ver-
gion of the clanse ‘‘Ali atio,’’ but even the edi-
r himself admitted in his notes that he could not trans-
it -without ambiguity. With this help, however, she
gummaned eourage, went on carefully and suddenly stood
¢n firm d. As the class call sounded at that moment
we heaved a of relief and Ella whispered-andibly,
®That wasn’t hardl’’ for behind us was the shaky yet

gverlasting bridge, and befare us lay a beautiful easy °

—E. F. Thune,

way.
Eleventh @rade. Ada, Minn,

OUT-OF-TOWN TOPICS

For Sunday, March & -
‘A QUEER DAY.

The stories must be trne and strietly original

-The word ‘‘queer’’ may be taken in any sense
given in the dictiomary. :

The papers should be mailed so as to reach the
oftice of The Jourmal Junior
Not Later Than Thursday Morning, Pebruary 22.
They must be written in ink on one side only of
the paper, not more than 300 words in length, nor
less than 100, marked with the number of words-
and each paper signed with the grade, school,
name and address of the writer. The papers must
not be rolled. -

For Sunday, March 11: : A
¢¢A MEMORABLE MARCH DAY.”” s
stories must be strictly original and true.

ey must be written in the third person.
on will be given by preference to style }
in which stories are written.
The papers should be mailed so as to reach the

offica of The Journal Junior 2

~ Not Later Than Thursday Morning, March 1.
They must be writien in ink on one side only of
the paper, not more than 300 words in length, nor
less than 100, marked with the number of words
and each paper gigned with the grade, sehool, nzme
and address of the writer. The papers must nut
be rolled.

elam ghells. Jennie-discovered =

-to take out the fishing tackle.

o . (Homorable Mention.) .

My brother, mama, papa and myself all went to fhe
mutmuhmu,nd@nggthgnﬁum'amtbhﬁ
day’s journey, we were all in the observation ear when
the econduetor came in and said, ““Do you sce ‘that-town
down there$’’ Wo were away up on top of the mountain,
and when we looked down, there was a town and a river
which we had to cross. I was frightened, for I thought
we had to go straight down the mountain and that when

train would roll down the mountain. I was so frightened
that I sat right down in the aisle and put my hands over

.my face, By and by the econductor came in, and seeing

me on the floor of the ear, asked mama what was
matier with me. Mama said I was afraid, but he sai
need not be afraid; that before we reached the town w
went thruo a tunnel and while we were there we made
enrve and went down. I was sure we would run into
river, but we went down ‘‘just as easy’’ and aeross the
) ‘‘just as mice,’’ so I worried all for nothing.
Eighth Grade. —Helen Hoskins,
. - Bismarek, N. D. _

AS AN INTRODUCTION.-

(Honorable Mention.)
One day when my father was about 15 years of age,
he was on the bridge crossing the Kennebec river, near
Bath, Me. Four boys were coming down the railroad
track toward the bridge. Rafis of logs were floating un-
der the bridge and down the river. The boys decided to
hang from the bridge and drop on the rafts as they went
down the river, and thus take a ride. The first two

- 3F

§

“dropped safely. The next tried, but the raft slipped and

he fell into the surging water. He was unable to swim,
and began to struggle with the current. My father and
the boy who were left on the bridge, ran down the bank
to help him, but he was too far from shore to reach. Just

- behind them was the large branch of a tree. They took

this and reacked it to him just as he was going down tha
third time. He grasped it and was soon out of the water.

BETTER THAN GOLD.

Gold is good in its place; but lving,
brave and putriotic men are betler
than gold. Abraham Lincoln.

.
"

He immediately began to feel in his pockets, and then
said, ‘‘I lost my quarter, any way!’’ Forty years later
this boy eame into my father’s store, and not knowing it
was my-father who had helped him out, told the story of
falling into the Kennebec that Sunday morning. ‘‘Yes, I
remember it,”’ said my father. They had not met since
then, and they did not know each other’s names. This
man had come to our town as a minister,
Sixth Grade. —Helen Hawks,
Spring Valley, Minn,

»
WHEN LAUGHTER WAS SATE,

(Honorable Mention.)
‘We were walking slowly over the bridge between Tay-

*lor’s Falls and Franconia, greatly enjoying the beautiful

scenery, when to our consternation and surprise we heard
the ‘‘toot-toot’’ of a train behind us, and on looking
around we were appalled to see it already within three
blocks of us, The bridge being long we had quite a space
left to cover. Quickly summing up the distance and tife,
we knew we had not a second to spare. We started on a
desperate run and barely arrived at the end of the bridge
in time. We ran up the bank and sank down exhausted
upon the ground. After we had rested a little while we

"heard somebody laugh. On looking around we saw a man

sitting on the grass laughing heartily. I asked him what
he was laughing at, and he said; ‘‘I eould not help it, the
way you fellows were trying to run a race with the
train.’’ Altho we were quite shaken up, we were all right
in a little while. —Karl Lundberg,
Seventh Grade. Center City, Minn, *
»

JUST LIKE PAPA’S.

=%, (Honorable -Mention.)

One bright summer morning:-we went out fishing to
the Cannon river, which flows thru the northern part of
Goodhue eounty. When we arrived, the first thing was
Papa went for some bait.
I was very anxious to go with him, but I could not, for
papa went away without letting me know it. When I
discovered that he was gone I set myself seeking for him.
I went acroas a high bridge that led me to a railroad
bridge above the water. On a railroad bridge there are
planks set about one foot apart. It took great patience
to cross it, snd if I had become nervous I should have
fallen into the water. But I went on. When I had
walked awhile on this bridge I came to a bank where a
great many people were. Some of the gentlemen had
stnek their poles in the water. When I reached this
place my heart was nearly broken. I thought miy papa
was 'drowned, because the fishpoles that were sticking up
in the water were just like his. Then I hurried back to
mama to tell her my news. But she only langhed, and
when I had finished telling my story papa came and I
was very glad to have him back again. T them eoneluded
it was better never to eross a bridge before I eame to it

A Bixth grade, —Lmeille Johnson,

Central Behool. Bed Wing, Minn,

5 : A PRESSING CAUSE.
(Honorable Mention.) ; :
It stands there yet, that bridge which I so
swiftly erossed on my skis one winter day. I went so
swiftly over that bridge bmnmahig[bhuk coOwW ‘Was
after me. How I ran on those gkisl I can see myseif
now with the cow a short distance behind me. She was
gaining on me. Bun I must and as swiftly as possible.
Bo I ran at a rate which seemed to ms to be a
a minute., At the end of the bridge my skis slipped
I ran down a ditch out om the ice
she slipped and fell, 2o I saw my ehance and was off the

_then and did not know any better.

[

DIRE ADVENTURE. =

When I was out in the country last summer a friend
of mine and I went down to the creek in the afternoon.
There was an old bridge down there. It wasmothing but
some p

shoes and stockings on so I eould not help her-out right
away. I crossed to the other side and took off my shoes
and stoekings as quickly as I could. Then I waded into
the water, which was not deep, and helped her out. She
was standing up in the creek, half langhing and half ery-
ing. -I began to langh, too, she looked so eomieal with the
water dripping from her face, hair and clothes. We tock
each other’s hands, waded out of the water and then went
home. After we had put on dry clothes, we went around
the neighborhood telling *about our adventure on the
8. -~ —0Olga Anderson,
Fifth Grade. Le Sueur, Minn.

®
USELESS WORRY.

One hot day last summer as we were hoeing ecorm,
my father said we would go fishing the next day if it
was good weather, We made the hoes fly all day and at
night we went home tired. The next morning when we
awoke it was eloudy and raining a little, but my fathee
said it might be nice weather in the aftermoon so we
could go fishing. I went out in the barn and tried to
catch some rats, but my mind was on that fishing. I was
crossing the bridge of ‘‘Can’t Go.”’ While we were
eating dinner the sun came out. We hitched up the horse
end went over to the lake. We could not get a boat at
that place so we went to another place. We caught nearly
a washtohfull of fish. —George Bloomfield,

Fifth Grade, . Maple Plain, Minn.
Distriet 83.

"
THE BRIDGE BEWITCHED.

‘“You must hurry if you want to cross the bridge,””
said my father as he stepped on the bridge leaving me
to follow him. T felt tired and sat down, thinking I eould
catch him before he reached the other side. He was half
way across when I tried to rise, but could not. Father
stopped and looked back. He saw me sitting down and
motioned for me to come to him, but it was impossible
for me to move. As he stood there the bridge seemed
to grow longer and longer, until I could not see the other
end of it. Father looked so far away I thought I never
could ecatch up with him, and I began to ery. I eried
and eried until my tears made a little brook and I was
sitting in the middle of it.. Soon the brook had washed
a'little channel to the river and then the river began
to rise. The waves dashed against the bridge until they
washed it away, but father was not to be seen anywhere.
I tried to swim aeross the river and ran into a whirlpool
—then I awoke to find mother shaking me. ‘‘What are
you doing?’’ I asked. ‘‘You have been making such a
noise that you have awakened us all,”’ was the answer.

A Sixth Grade. —Nellie Bristol,
Breckenridge, Minn,
B
FEARYFUL WHITE THINGS.

The sun had set behind the western hills before my
eompanion and I pulled in our lines to wend our way
homeward after a day’s fishing in the Minnesota river.
It was a mile to my home and my chum lived near me.
The stars began to make their appearance ere we had
gone a half a mile. Our way led us across a railway
bridge which some people said was haunted. We had
hardly touched the bridge when we heard a low plaintive
‘“moo-00-00.”” 1 was so frightened that I eould-hardly
move, thinking ghosts were following us, for I was small
We knew the sounds
eame from under the bridge so I followed my companion
under the bridge and lo! what was that white thing in
those bushes over there? Were they ghosts? I thought
go and so did my companion. We were on the point of
running away when the two white things eame out of
the bushes and showed themselves to be two white ecows
We laughed heartily and pursued our course.

Eighth Grade. —George Brotherton,
3 Twin Valley, Minn,
"
ONE TRIP ENOUGH.

Going fishing one day, I came to a railrcad bridge.
I had to eross that bridge or walk half a mile to a wagon
bridge. The ties were half a foot apart and every step
I took I stopped and looked to see if the train was com-
ing. Then I looked down into the river. It made me
dizzy to look into the water and the minutes seemed
hours. After T had crodsed the bridge I fished and them
I went home, but I did not go over the railroad bridge.

Fifth Grade. —Clarence Boardway,
Perbam, Minn.
]
NO BERRIES THERE.

One day a few years ago our family and some mors
people went for a walk. We took.a pail with us because
we thought we might find some berries. After we had
gone a little way we came to an old bridge. My sister
told us that there were berries the other side of tha
bridge. B8o we decided to cross it. We had gone but a
little way when we saw that it was broken, but we kepé
on. What a time we had crossing that bridge! If we had
fallen in,~we should have been drowned. At last we were
across and looked around. Not a berry could we see.
Going back we had a still harder time than before. We
were so tired we said, ‘‘We will never go across that

bridge again.”’ We were very glad when we reached
home. —Irene Conery,
Bixth Grade, Superior, Wia
State Normal Behool.

SUPFICIENT EXCITEMENT.

One day Florence H—, gaid to me, ‘‘Girls, let’s go
on a picnic to Minnehaha Falla.’’ Our journey was along
When we were ecrossing the bridge ome of
i all wanted to reseue her, but her
gister beeame excited and fainted. While we were at~
tending to ber sister one of the boys jumped over the
bridge and swam ashore with her. We sat down awhile
and then we journeyed onward. When we

‘_

came to ths
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