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A GOOD MEMORY 
(Continued Front First Page.) 

A JOG FOR THE MEMORY. 
(Honorable Mention.) 

About the middle of July, when I was cleaning out our 
barn, I ran across a lunch basket and a jointed fishing pole 
and line. I went to put it up on the highest shelf when it 
fell on my head. It made me cross so I decided to put it 
somewhere else. But where could I put It? If I put it any. 
place else it might be broken, so I resolved to put it where 
it had been formerly. 

About a month afterward I was splitting wood when a 
boy said to me, "Say we go to the picnic!" It was about 
six o'clock in the morning then and the train left about 
eight o'clock. I said, "How can I get ready so quick?" He 
said, "Go to work." So I first made myself ready and next 
wanted a lunch. But where should I get a basket and fish 
pole? Just then a tin pail fell off the cupboard and hit me 
on the head. It jogged my memory and I was glad I re
membered the whack on the head the basket gave me. I 
went out and found it, dusted it, and went to the picnic. I 
had a fine time and brought the*basket home full of fish. 

A Seventh Grade, —Leland Andrews, 
Sheridan SchooL " 737 Monroe Street NE. 

n 
ON A LONG, HOT WALK. 

(Honorable Mention.) 
One day last summer while we were camping at Lake 

Amelia, some of my boy friends and I decided to go on a 
picnic to the Minnesota bottoms, about five miles distant. Of 
course we talked a great deal about what we should take for 
lunch, but at last we decided to take some canned goods-
with the other things. "We started but when we had gone a 
little way I suddenly remembered that we had no can-
opener; so I went back to the tent for one without telling 
the other boys about it. 

We walked all the way out on a hot and dusty road and 
when we arrived we could not do anything we were so 
hungry. When we opened the basket the other boys thought 
about the can opener. Unlike other boysf we had no pocket 
knives, and they did not know what to do until I took the 
can opener out of my pocket. Then how glad the boys 
were' That was one of the many times that my memory 
served me well. —Manus McFadden, 

A Sixth Grade, S10 Twenty-seventh Avenue SE. 
Sidney Pratt School. 

A PICTURE IN SAD COLORS. 
(Honorable Mention.) 

Last summer our family were going to a picnic at 
Wildwood. When we were nearly ready to start I went to 
my drawer to get my hat. But it was not to be found. I 
thought that I had taken special pains the preceding day to 
have everything in readiness to start to the picnic. Then I 

, remembered that I had not thought of my hat. I pictured to 
myself the idea of staying home all day, instead of having a 
delightful time on the lake in a boat and joining in the races. 
My sister helped me hunt for it, but it was of no avail. It 
could not be found! Mama said that we must go soon for 
the last car would start at 8:30 o'clock. Everyone joined in 
the search. I turned over in my mind all I had done the 
last day I wore my hat. Then I almost jumped for joy for 
I had left my hat on the cupboard. My memory turned out 
to be good at the last minute and I was satisfied with it as 
we hurried to catch the car. —Annie Gillespie, 

B Sixth Grade, 2508 Twenty-ninth Avenue S. 
Seward SchooL 

• * 
AT MISS TEACHER'S FROWN. 

The history lesson was extremely dull and I was day 
•reaming. Suddenly I was called back to the world of real 
things by the sharp voice of our teacher. "Miss Will (she 
only called us Miss or Master when she was extremely pro
voked) you haven't answered a question so far. Now, you 
may tell me who Thomas a Becket was." I languidly raised 

| Minneapolis Topics. 
For Saturday, Feb. 7: , 

"AN IDEAL STREET COURTESY." 
The story of Raleigh and Queen Elizabeth Is 

known to all, and is one of the stories always told to 
illustrate an act of perfect courtesy. There are others 
quite as worthy of mention which are performed every 
day, and there is hardly a person who cannot give 
some instance of unexpected and graceful courtesy' 
performed upon the street, irrespective of rank and 
position in life. What is one that you have seen? 
Why did it impress you particularly? Tell the "hows"* 
and "whys" and "therefores," so as to make your 
readers see with your t>wn eyes and agree that the 
act chosen is one worthy to be ranked with that of 
Sir Walter Raleigh. The papers must be in the hands 
of the editor 

Not Later Than Saturday Evening, January 31, 
at five o'clock. They must be strictly original, writ
ten 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 

1 .papers must not be rolled. 
' 

For Saturday, Feo. 14: 
"YOUR GREATEST LOSS, / r a i r 

What was your greatest loss? This need not mean 
the things you have lost that -were of the greatest 
monetary value, but rather, those which were of the 
greatest personal value to you, either because of the 
associations,—the person who gave it to you, or some 
circumstances of its coming to^you, or because of its 
special handiness. If It was nothing more than a little 
tin cup, It comes easily within the topic, if the loss of 
it seemed a very, very great one to you at the time. 
The papers must be in the hands of the editor 
Not Later Than Saturday Evening, February 7, 
at five o'clock. 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 

X number of words, and each signed with the grade. 
j school, name and address of the writer. The papers 
I must not be rolled. ^ 

my head and then as I saw the determined loote-'ott her faca 
sprang to my feet with alacrity. I gazed helplessly around 
me for a few seconds and Miss said, "I told you all 
about him yesterday. This shows how well you remember. 
Ypu may recite immediately. Miss Will, or sit down." With 
this spur to my memory I'started. I had a vague idea of a 
man killed on the mere idle exclamation of a king, for the 
foundation of my recitation, but like a lawyer pleading his 
case I gathered strength as I proceeded and I verily believe 
I made a very eloquent ora^on of it. " At any rate when 
I sat down sighing "Glad I remembered that," the teacher 
straightened her brow and called the next pun.il by her 
Christian name. . —Tillie Will. 

B Ninth Grade, 1517 Chicago Avenue. 
South Side High School. 

FOR ONE' MODEST VIOLET. 
Last spring my mother made my sisters and me an offer. 

She said, "If the one who finds the first violet this spring 
will bring it to me, I'll buy her a set of books." We thought 
that would be fine for just a violet. The next Saturday my 
sisters were very curious to know why I wanted to go to 
visit a girl friend of mine who lives near Washburn Park. 
I would not give them any definite answer but prepared to 
go. About four o'clock I returned home with one violet. I 
had gathered a large bunch of them but I gave all but one 

Find 
package. 

PICTURE PUZZLE. . 
Copyrighted. 

Maude's sister and brother who sent her the 

to a sick girl. When mama looked at the violet she laughed 
and asked me what it was for. "A promised set of books," 
I replied. My sisters came in then and both said, "Oh, if I 
had only remembered!" —Nora Tompkins, 

B Sixth Grade, 3440 Third Avenue S. 
Bryant School. 

A MONTH OF GOOD TIMES. 
One day mama said to me, "If you finish your practicing 

before noon to-day you may go to the play, and if not you 
will have to stay at home alone." About fifteen minutes later 
a friend of mine came over and asked me to go up town with 
her. I asked mama if I could go and she said nothing but 
"You may." It was«about half-past nine and we started in 
the best of humor, I thinking nothing of what mama had said 
such a short time before. We were soon through with our 
shopping and were about to return home when I met a 
friend from out of town whom I had not seen for a long 
time. We went roaming' about for nearly an hour when my 
friend suggested that we go to lunch and then to the mati
nee. Oh, what had mama said? "I must return home direct
ly," I said. So we went hom% and I began practicing and 
practiced until half-past twelve o'clock. 

Then mama said, "Now, you may wait until one o'clock. 
Then go to the depot with me as your cousin is coming to 
spend vacation with you and requested that I should let her 
coming be a surprise to you. Then you may go where you 
wish." Oh, how glad I was that my memory had not failed 
me that time. I had no end of good times that month, all 
of which were due to my good memory. 

A Eighth Grade, " —Daisy Engstrum, 
Adams School. - 3009 Portland Avenue. 

"SEEIN' THINGS" IN THE GARDEN. 
One day papa told me that if I remembered to water his 

garden while he was gone for a week he would give me some
thing. He was not going for a few days. During that time 
he said nothing about it to me. When he V e n t he said 
"garden," but that was alL At first I did not know what 
he meant, but after a while I remembered. The first four 
evenings I remembered to water it, but the fifth one I nearly 
forgot. A few of my friends came over and asked me* to go 
riding with them. I went on my wheel and I had such a good 
time I forgbt to come" home early to water the garden. When 
I came home from my ride I remembered hV So Ijnade my
self go out and water the garden. While I was doing it I 
imagined many terrible things, but I stayed there until I 
was through. „ t 

When papa came home the next day I did not- dare to 
ask him If he had brought me anything because* I thought 

'mama had told him how near I had come to forgetting i t The 
days passed slowly and" nothing had been said about my wa
tering the garden, until one day I said, "I wish I had some
thing besides my pin to keep my vyatch on." The next night 
at my place at the supper table there was a little box," and 
on the box was written, "If you have watered the garden, 
this is yours." When I opened it I found a-chain for my 
watch. Then I was very glad I remembered. 

B Sixth Grade, —Marilla Sessions, 
Horace Mann SchooL 3451 Chicago Avenue. 

WITS THAT WOULDN'T COLLECT. 
"Oh, dear, why can't I think of what my mother wanted? 

Let me see. She wanted five articles and I have only three 
and If I do not get them I suppose that I will be expected to 
come back. It Is such a ride for a hot afternoon." I went off 

in one corner of the store but I could not collect my wtta, 
I walked through every department wishing that I had a 
good memory, il have one at feist, I do declare!" I thought, 
and went over to the butcher shop after meat for supper.* 
Only one more and as I passed a woman in one^of the aisles 
I overheard her talking to a clerk back of the counter, ask
ing him where the notion department was. He answered, 
"The notion department is two aisles to the left." When I 
heard this I thought of my last article, and as the clerk was 
calling, "Cash, cash girl," Ella was marching triumphantly 
out of the store thinking that after all she did have a good 
memory even if it did not serve her as readily as she could 
desire. —Ella Brown, 

B Eighth Grade, 2500 Thirteenth Avenue S. 
Greeley SchooL 

• B 
A TUMBLE AT THE SANDPILE. 

"Come, Jessie," said mama, "will you go to the store 
for me?" "Yes," was my reply and in a minute I was 
ready. "What is it you want, mama?" I said. "I want five 
things," she said, telling what she wanted. "Do you think 
I can trust you with a five-dollar bill?" She put it into her 
pocketbook. "I think so," said I, taking it and starting off. 

At this tune there was a large sandpife across the street 
from my house, and just as I reached it I fell headfirst into 
a deep hole. It gave me a good shaking, but it was not long 

before I was on my way to the store. When I 
reached the store I bought everything except one 
and that one had been entirely forgotten. I 
started home trying to think what that one ar
ticle was, but all in vain. I just reached th« 
sandpile again when I remembered it. "A loaf of 
sandwich bread." I ran back as fast as I could 
and, bought it. When I reached home I told 
mama my story. She laughed very hard and after 
that papa called me "Sandy." I am verj* ^'ad I 
remembered to look at the sandpile. • 

B Fifth Grade, —Jessie Turner, 
Garfield School. 607 E Twenty-second St. 

SKIRMISHING WITH TIME-
We were given the theme, "It requires sus-

tained effort to become a good writer," and re-
I *(k quired t o develop it in a composition due two 
r L ^ S w e e k s from that day. The composition was to be 

entirely our own and written as soon as possible. 
Then we were all to be Macaulays and labor over 
it polishing, replacing words, phrases and sen
tences, reconstructing and rewriting until w» 
could pronounce it our best. As I wrote down 

- the lesson my thoughts gradually wandered to a 
debate we were going to have and the composition 
lesson ̂ a s not very firmly fixed in my memory. 

Two weeks had passed. As I went down to 
breakfast and the fragrance of coffee greeted me 
I exclaimed, ' uoodness! To-day's composition—I 
haven't touched it.\' What there can be in cof
fee to make one think of negleeted work I have 
never found out, but luckily it jogged my memory 
that day. I flew to the clock, it pointed ten min
utes to eight, no time for a composition before 
school, but I thought of the first period which I 
had vacant and resolved to do what I could then. 
On the way to school I did some very hard think
ing and planned to illustrate the assertion by l i v 
ing's, Scott's and Hawthorne's periods of practice 

In the art of "writing. But when this was written it was but 
half the required number of words and I was in a quandary 
for more to say. I thought of all the mistakes and difficulties 
I had even heard of in rhetoric and grammar and wrote a 
paragraph of such details as a reason for the "sustained 
effort." I finished the last word as the bell rang and did 
not have time to read it before handing in, but next' day I 
was pleasantly surprised to have It read as one of the best. 

Though some would not find it pleasant I occasionally 
enjoy almost forgetting important things and remembering 
them just in time to hurry around and get them done. 

~B Tenth Grade, —Loretta Russell, 
South Side High School. 2110 Sixteenth Avenue S. 

TO THE RESCUE OF THE CAKE. 
One Wednesday three years ago I "'went down to my 

aunt's. She was very busy baking, cooking and frying. My 
aunt, Margrete and I were left alone to do all the baking. 
Auntie was going to make a large wedding cake for a friend 
of hers, and Margrete and I were there to help. She mixed 
the dough while Margrete and I buttered the tins. When 
she put the cake into the oven I asked her how long it was 
to bake. She said, "Forty minutes, but I don't want you or 
Margrete to take it out. I'll 'tend to that myself. Will you 
beat these eggs for me?" I did so and she .sent Margrete to 
the store for more butter 

Thirty-five minutes passed. Oh! I could hardly wait for 
the next five to come. The telephone bell rang so auntie 
stopped to answer it. I heard screaming; it came from the 
back yard. I stopped my work and ran out but I could see 
no one. Just then I thought of the cake, "Oh, dear! I'm sure 
it's burnt," I cried, running back to the kitchen. Auntie was 
still at the telephone. So I knew she had not taken it out. 
I opened the door of the oven. The cake was just done. If 
I had waited till auntie was through it would have burned. 
But auntie said I should not take it out It's done now, s o -
Just then auntie entered. "I never thought of that wedding 
cake. Oh, how kind of you to take it out. If you had not 
remembered It would have burned. I'll see to it that you 
have a good, big piece at the wedding," she said, kissing me. 

B Sixth Grade. —Ruth Nordbergh, c 
Monroe SchooL 2528 E Twenty-second Street. 

THAT. TOO FRIENDLY CALF*. 
About three years ago when I was in the country for a 

summer vacation my uncle had a pet calf. This calf had a 
habit of coming up to the kitchen door and then the cook 
would give him something to eat. Sometimes if the door 
happened to be-open and nobody was around he would 
quietly walk in and help himself to whatever he could find. 
One day the cook had baked some biscuits and left them on 
the table. She went away in the afternoon and left the 
kitchen in my care. I was told to keep the door closed or 
else the calf would come in. I was looking out "of the win
dow and I saw one of my friends coming. I ran out, leavings 
the door open. Just then I happened to think of the cook's 
words', "Keep the door shut," and back I went just in time 
to keep the biscuits from being devoured by the calf. 

A Eighth Grade, —Madeline Anderson, 
Horace Mann School. 3*39 Fifteenth Avenue S. 

WHILE COUSIN SHOPPED AROUND. 
One of my cousins was going out of town one day, and 

said to me, "I am going to shop around awhile before train 
time, and so if you'll bring my little satchel over and meet 
me at the depot I will be much oblieed. Don't be late, the 


