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the doll Jackets were of colored cloth and the "tatoes," as 
I called them, were spoiled. When the company had gone 
mama said I was more of a hindrance to her than a help. 

—Dora Neurnberg, 
Sixth Grade. Perham, Minn. 

[ MANY SORE DAYS. 
(High School Credit.) 

My help to mother, if such it might be termed, was never 
very heartily given, and always seemed to produce results 
contrary to those expected. On this particular occasion my 
valuable assistance only tended to bring the paternal spanker 
down very forcibly upon me in a way which developed my 
ivoice wonderfully; thereby proving the truth of the old 
adage that "practice makes perfect" It happened one Sat
urday, and as the hired girl had gone home for her Sunday 
visit mother was our cook. When the girl was there I never 
dared to venture Into her domains, but kept strictly away 
from the kitchen; for she was the most dreaded person I 
knew, as she had an unlooked-for power of making some
thing out of nothing when giving convicting evidence to our 
stern judge. 

Mother was %n the dining-room setting the table while I 
was in the kitchen. I looked about me for something to do; 
everything seemed to be done, ready and waiting for supper, 
except—why, there on the table was our best silver teapot. 
Dear me! Hadn't the tea been made yet? And the school-
ma'am expected for supper! How nice it would be to help 
mother by getting the teapot ready for the tea. I remember 
distinctly what followed. I set the pot on the redhot place 
which was beginning1 to appear in the middle of the stove. 
Then I ran away to he warmly, greeted by the schoolma'am. 
When I unsuspectingly returned to the kitchen mother was 
taking the ruined teapot from the stove. It had melted and 
melted. Then when it grew tired of this it sunk down in a 
heap to await further consequences. It is needless to say 
I had not long to wait for consequences, which soon began 
to appear thick and fast. Shall I ever forget that rueful 
day and its sore successors, which were made more real by 
the sight of the melted silver teapot? No, I never shall. 

- —Lucy J. White, 
Ninth 4tojt4e. - Luverne, Minn. 

AN AFFECTING LOSS OF LOCKS. 
(High School Credit.) 

DS^SX the summer vacation I was asxed to perform a 
duty entirely new to me, and it was with the air of a con- , 
descending superior that I announced to my friends the be
ginning of my career as a baker. , 

My oldest sister went aw/iy to spend the summer, and as 
my mother was somewhat pressed with work, she wanted 
me to try my hand at baking bread. All went well until I 
began kneading the dough and realized that it required more 
water. Not wishing to daub things up with my dough-
covered hands I asked my little brother to get it. He imme^ 
diately ran to the water bucket and returned with a dipper 
full, but with the inconsistency of youth failed to obey in
structions and threw it all on the dough. As a fit penance for 
his wrong-doing he was sent for another supply of flour, but 
before he returned something occurred ttiat changed the 
aspect of affairs in general and myself in particular. While 
stooping to look-under the table to follow the movements of 
a cat that seemed bent on mischief, my head came in .con
tact with the table; and uttering a cry of pain I raised my 
dough-encased hands and commenced to rub the bruise vig
orously. Not till then d i d * realize what I was doing, and 
alas! it was too late for my hair was already matted with 
dough. Then I tried to remove the sticky substance, but 
after an hour's work my hair presented so many different 
shades of color that I sat down in despair, and in the'end 
was forced to remove my cherished but unfortunate locks. 

—Theadore Gronert, 
Eleventh Grade. Prairie du Chien, Wis. 

FULL SCRUBBING REGALIA. 
(High School Credit.) 

One day when I was just old enough to keep the whole 
house in an uproar over my mischief, mother went calling. In 
search of trouble I wandered into the kjtchen. I soon de
cided that the floor needed scrubbing. I could find no tools 
suitable for my self-imposed task other than a dishpan, a 
stove brush and a box of toothpowde'r. The last article looked 
like washing powder so I judged it as such. I costumed 
myself for the occasion In a gingham apron and a sunbon-

Northwestern Topics. 
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For Saturday, Feb. 7: 
"A STARTLING ADVENTURE." 

This must be in the form of a letter and the ad
venture may be real or imaginary. The letter may bear 
any. date whether past, present or future, but the ad
venture itself must be a likely one. Imaginations must 
not run wild. -They must be trained to do clean cut, 
probable work. The papers must be mailed so as to 
reach the office 

Not Later Than Friday Morning, January 30. 
They must be strictly original, written in ink on 

one side only of the paper, not more than 3<K) words 
In length, nor less than 100, marked with the number 
of words, and each signed with the grade, school, 
name and address of the writer. The papers must not 
be rolled. 
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For Saturday, Feb. /4 .* 
T O U R HOBBY." 

In this case "hobby" may be taken to mean "fad." 
So the topic really is, ''What one thing are you most 
Interested in?" Is it collecting spoons, or books, or 
programs, or buttons, or what? Hobbies of this kind 
change so from time to time that you may have had 
several already in your life. The topic should cover the 
present one, but if for any reason you have graduated 
out of hobbies, which it is to be hoped you have not— 
still tell of something that you used to have. It will 
be a very uncommon Junior, \ indeed, who can plead 
"not guilty." The papers must be mailed so as to 
reach the office 
Not Later Than Friday Morning, February 6. 

'They must be strictly original, 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 signed with the grade, school, name 
and address of the writer. The papers must not be 
rolled. 

n e t The sunbonnet was hanging up with the apron so I 
thought ijt a part ot the kitchen regalia'. After I had com
pleted these prepartions I began my scrubbing. It was ended 
in about Ave minutes, for by that time the o^her members 
of the family became alarmed by the,, unusual stillness of 
the house and came pouring into the kitchen without wiping 
their feet. I began to cry but my mother returned at this 
point in my troubles, and comforted me by saying that 
though the flesh was weak the spirit was willing. ^ 

• —Rosa Carlson, 
Tenth Grade. - ' Two Harbors, Minn. 

' *S 
IN THE ENEMY'S COUNTRY. 

* (Honorable Mention.) 
The one time of helping most vivid in my memory was 

in September-three years ago. One bright morning as I was 
digging potatoes in my own little garden, my mother came 
out and said, "Ray, I am going over to the orchard to pick 
up apples. When you get your potatoes dug come over and 
help me." "All right, mother," said I. I hurried and soon 
had all my potatoes dug. Then calling my dog we both 
walked over to the orchard. I found my mother picking up 
apples from under a mammoth Astrakan. I helped her pick 
up all the apples under that tree, which took about half an 
hour. Then as I was moving over to a small Tetosha my 
mother said, "I do wish father would shake off the apples on 
that big branch of this old 
Astrakan." "Pooh, mother," m mmm m 
said I, "I can climb up and 
shake off those apples." "All 
right, Ray," said my* mother, 
"but be very careful." 

I then climbed up, reached 
the branch and began to shake 
off the coveted apples. v I had 
not shaken off more than a 
dozen when I felt a sharp pain 
in ? my back and another on 
my cheek. I was surprised and 
nearly bewildered till I heard 
a voice yelling, "Ray, Ray, get 
out of that tree. You're m a nest of hornets." This cry col
lected my scattered wits and I made* all possible speed to 
descend from the tree. When ten feet from the base I lost 
my balance and fell down on the soft grass unhurt but feeling 
rather dazed. I soon rose and went home as fast as I could 
with my mother so as to give my sjtings proper attention. My 
cheek was swollen for tlfree days and felt rather numb for a 
week. All the time I was twitted by my bnethers because of 
my mishap. Indeed, I have not yet heard the last of "my 
helping mother." \ 

Eighth Grade. 

Value of Small Service 
Small service is true service while it lasts; 

Of friends, however humble, scorn not 
one. 

The daisy, by the shadow that it casts, 
Protects the lingering dewdrops ^ t n 

the sun. —Wordsworth. 

came in to find me with her toothbrush rubbing and scrub
bing on the floor and my sister, who had climbed upon the 
front of the bed with a handkerchief fuH of soapsuds rubbing 
and the soap suds dripping and fairly running down on the 
white pillows and bedspread. —Fred Pederson, 

Sixth Grade. v Two Harbors, Minn. 

m 
UPSETTING THE-HOUSEHOLD. 

One day when mother was baking I asked her to'let me 
make a cake. She consented, rather reluctantly, it must be ' 
confessed, and decided to iron while I was so engaflged. 

PirsL putting? the chocolate on the stove to cook, I donned 
a huge apron and started down cellar for eggs, with a large/ 
pitcher of milk, which mother had instructed me to carry 
down. I reached my destination in rather a quicker and dif
ferent manner than I had planned. My foot caught in my 
apron and down I went, the milk in hot pursuit. By the 
time I returned with the eggs, both my ardor and myself 
were decidedly dampened. The -chocolate had boiled over and 
covered the irons and stove with a horrible, sticky, smelling 
mixture. In my haste to get i£ off, I burned my finger. Never
theless I proceeded with my cake and prepared it for the 
pan, when the dish slipped from my fingers. Oh, yes, of 
course it broke, and you should have seen the floor, which so 
recently-had been washed. There was all my labor lost, and' 
nothing to show for my work but a pile of soiled dishes. 

Then it was time to go for my 
music lesson, and I really be
lieve mother heaved a sigh of 
relief as I left the house. When 
I # returned the dishes were 
washed, the kitchen tidied, the 
cellar stairs cleaned, and 
mother had made two cakes 
and a batch of cookies in the 
same time it had taken me to 
upset the entire household. 

—Harriett Hogg. 
Grafton, N D. 

Tenth Grade. 

—Le Grande Dyke, 
Prairie du Chien, Wis. 

BARRELS OF TEARS. 
(Honorable Mention.) ^ ' 

"Tra fe. la, tra la la," I sang, beaming time with my feet 
on the window sill and reading, in danger of breaking my 
neck. I was supremely happy just then, feeling perfectly 
content to be where I should not. "Oh, what an appropriate 
seat for a young lady," remarked a dreaded voice near by 

A GRAND, RAINBOW MEDLEY 
One evening while mother was fast asleep I crept up to 

every clock and set it one hour behind the right trnie so I 
could stay home from school the next morning. When I rose 
it was too late for school so I was told to stay at home and 
help mother. I imagined I knew more than she ever dreamed 
of The first thing that I tried to accomplish was to place the 
table hnen in a tub of soap-suds to soak. Alas! to me table 
linen was wearing apparel of every hue. Into the tub I 
placed this mess of clothes. When mama looked at it. sho 
found all the clothes of a rainbow hue, and linen was linen 
no more. She looked at me with a wise twinkle in her eyes 
and then bade me wash the dishes. "How easy!" I thought 
I put all the dishes, glassware and silverware, in the pan and 
poured boiling water on them. With a terrified leap I 
bounded away dashing the kettle to the floor, for pieces of 
china and glass sought a higher elevation than the depths 
of the pan. The hot water was the cause of the breaking. 
Again mother came to the rescue and in a weary tone told 

„ ,,„^„& «», , , xcmarnea a areaaed voice near by I * ~«„ *. , " ~—"~~ "**"* "* "* »"»"> «.W«MS IOIU me 
glanced up to see my cousin Harry regarding me with anv-v , a n d p e p o e r shakers. I did not give a second 
thing but pleasure. I sprang down from my airy perch "It's 
a pity you could not find anything to do but sit in a window 
reading trash," he said. "I don't believe you could wash a 
dish or make a bed if you tried." This was too bad of Harry. 
I gave him a look, eloquent of scorn and indignation and 
walked away grandly. 

I determined to show Harry I could do something. Mama 
let me help prepare dinner. I spilled the gravy find at last 
succeeded in putting butter and sugar on the table. I was 
very hungry and set about appeasing my hunger with energy. 
My fork slipped and my face was covered with the gravy 
I was eating. All laughed. Papa lifted his cup of'coffeeT 
spluttered, and declared it salty. Cousin Harry buttered his 
bread, took a mouthful, but deliberately spat it out again, 
glancing angrily at poor me. "I'll wager you set this table' 
miss, for there's lard and salt instead of butter and sugar." 
I rushed away to bathe my gravy-stained face. Then I 
made the beds. I looked doubtfully at the mounds beneath 
the wrinkled sheets and tumbled spread. Such a day as I 
spent! Everything I did went wrong. At last mama, at her 
wit's end, gave me a generous slice of her mind and ordered 
me to my room. I cried "barrels" of tears and went to sup
per with red, swollen eyes. There that abomination sat and 
smiled till I longed to throw something at nim. I sat pout
ing after supper till Harry came and smoothed the scowls 
away. —May Ildstad, 

Eighth Grade, Grafton, N. D. 
Central School. 

A HOUSEFUL OF PEACE. 
(Honorable Mention.) 

It was a rather rainy and disagreeable day, so I could 
not go out of doors, and of course that made me disagreeable, 
too. First I helped my mother by running outdoors and get
ting my kilts all wet and muddy. Then when I was again 
comfortably clothed I thought I would help my mother by set
ting the table for dinner at nine o'clock. To do this I had 
to draw a chair into the pantry, so that I could reach a 
shelf. I knocked a jar of preserves off the lowest shelf, a 
crock of milk from the next, and finally when I reached the 
third I broke three plates. 

When this mess was cleared away I walked into the next 
room and sat down to a picture book. But this did not last 
long, and soon I was wondering how to help mother in an
other and better way. So I tried to make my little bed. The 
result was that I tore a sheet, and muddled It up in such a 
way that the girl declared she would "go crazy." Next I 
proceeded to arrange the piano scarf to my own satisfaction, 
breaking a vase. Then in my effort to help mother I sat 
down and stopped trying, and that was the only thing I suc
ceeded in doing. —Milton Meyer, 

Sixth Grade, „ Red Wing, Minn. 
Central School. 

TWO YOUNG CONSPIRATORS. 
(Honorable Mention.) 

One day'when I was watching my mother wash the d o 
ing-room floor I began to think of how hard it must be for 
her to do all the housework alone. At last I determined to 
help her some time. I went into the garden where my sister 
was playing and talked over the matter with her. She agreed 
with me that it was ridiculous to let mother do all the work, 
and so we talked together til} we had our plans made. 

When evening came my mother ted us into a neat and 
clean little bedroom where she saw us both wen tacked into 
bed. When she went out we did not remain In bed long, for 
we were determined to-carry out our plans before resting. 
About ten minutes after my mother came in to get her 
slippers. She was tiptoeing for fear of waking us for *h* 
thought w» were steeping. Em&gte* har dinaay WJMCI s t e 

glance toward the dishpan, but started in a bee line for the 
dining-room. I filled them, but with what? It must have 
been sugar for salt; ginger, cinnamon or some other spice for 
pepper, for by the expression on the faces of the persons us
ing , the shakers made very odd-looking faces to me. The 
next day and the next mama made a rule of waking me 
early, and saying sternly, "Get ready for school, I have a 
small amount of work to accomplish to-day." Now, in later 
years, I echo the same strain. I do not blame mother for 
doing the work alone. —Henrietta Nelsen, 

Eleventh Grade. » Moorhead, Mum. 

A FEELING OF INDUSTRY. 
Once, when I was about four years old, and felt very in

dustrious, I resolved to help mama, "I can wipe the dishes," 
I said. Mama gave me a dish towel and told me to be very 
careful and not break them. She set the pan on a chair 
where I could reach it. I picked out the prettiest piece in 
the pan, which was a cup made of blue glass*, and began to 
wipe i t When I had it about half wiped I saw my cat 
coming into the kitchen. "Kittie, kittle," I called; and for
getting that I was wiping dishes I started for the door, 
towel, cup and all. "Be careful," warned mama, but too late. 
The pocket in my apron caught on the handle of the pan 
and pulled it off the chair. What a mess there was! Every 
dish in the pan was either broken or cracked. You can 
imagine what I received. Papa had to get a new set of 
dishes, but I did not wipe any of them. 

—Etta Tichenor, 
Sixth Grade. Stewartv ille, Minn. 

THEN IT WAS A TURNOVER. 
One bright Saturday morning mama and I decided to do 

some baking. We made an apple pie with a delicious flaky 
crust and upon opening the open I found it was baked to a 
beautiful golden brown. "Oh," I thought, "won't we have a 
good pie for uncle's dinner. Apple pie is his favorite." The 
table was covered with baking utensils, and as the kitchen 
door was open and a chair was standing on the porch I picked 
up the pie and ran out to put it on the chair. Uncle liked his 
pie hot, so mama said, "Apple pie hot," and I started in 
again. Just as I was fairly inside my fingers slipped and 
the pie was upside down on the floor. The beautiful flaky 
crust was broken and spoiled. When I told uncle about it 
he laughed and said, "It was the downfall of the pie, 
wasn't it?" —Belva Stevenson, 

B Eighth Grade. Kent, Minn. 

MOTHER'S DELIGHTFUL SURPRISES. 
Helping mother means a good time to me. I remember 

not long ago that mama said, "Now, children, if you will do 
yam? work quickly I will surprise you." So of course we hur
ried, waiting very anxiously for our surprise. When we were 
through mama said, "Now you may get one of your best 
friends, and when you come back I have something to ten 
you." I hurried away and was soon back. Then mama said, 
•"What do you suppose it is?" We guessed for a long time 
but could not guess It, so mama said, "You oan make two 
cakes, as you are going to a party to-night,"and you can . 
also make some chocolate fudge." So we did and I am sure 
we had a delightful afternoon. —Flossie Sanford, 

Sixth Grade. ' Devfls Lake, N. D. 

A SORT OF INDOOR BLIZZARD. " 
One morning' when I lose I said to myself, "I am going 

to help mama to-day all I oan,** so I went and told her. She 
said she was very glad because she bad so much work to 
4e* I WAS tnt to work pfdktng a, large chicken. The w i n ! 

Mowing hard s» I thumb t X would wflrk in the kitehea. 
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