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when I came to the hammer, she laughed and Baid she 
had found it. * —Gladys BisselL " 

Fifth Grade. Cannon Tails, Minn. 

A BOILER TO PRACTICE ON. 
(High School Credit.) 

When I was a little girl I was very fond of ham
mering and used to say, " I am going to be a carpenter 
when I grow u p . " Whenever I was missing at school time, 
which was very often^I was generally to be found some
where driving nails. Once when mama turned a new boiler 
upside down in the yard I drove no less than a dozen 
nails thru the bottom of it. Papa one day said, " I never 
saw a child like her in my life! I have two hammers and 
it isn't once in six weeks that I can find either without 
looking for i t . " One day in the fall papa put some po
tatoes into a pit, and while waiting laid his hammer on the 
potatoes, he then covered the pit with hay. All went well 
until evening, when I heard someone calling, " Edith"! 
Ed i th !" I hastened out, only to hear these words, "You've 
lost the hammer again and I want you to get it this min
ute. ' ' I hunted for fully a half hour and did not find it. 
Being afraid to tell any one, I hunted again in the same 
places but without success. Six months later, when papa 
opened the pit, he found the hammer lying where he had 
left it. I often ask him yet, "Who lost the hammer!" 

Ninth Grade. —Edith Marie Gallagher, 
Montevideo, Minn. 

n 
THO STAINS FADE, AN IDEA STAYS. 

(High School Credit.) 
Eevenge. But howf Had they not frightened us the 

evening before by placing the jaek-o-lantern in our win
dow? To be sure, they never found out that we were 
frightened but we were, anyway. Ruth and Beth had 
gone to Hazel's and had never told Signe or me. They 
were always slipping away from us. Well, we would pay 
them back this time. 

"While they are gone," said Signe. " L e t ' s do some
thing desperate to their room.J' But what to do was a 
puzzle. " L e t ' s dampen a sheet and tack it across their 
door and then as soon as they open the door, it will flap 
in their faces." We decided upon this and Signe, at 
whose house we were staying, procured a sheet. After 
dipping it into the rain barrel and getting some tacks, we 
went up to their room. I was standing on a chair, holding 
the sheet up, when I remembered we had no hammer. We 
heard Ruth and Beth coming and in our haste, Signe 
handed me a well-eorked ink-bottle. All went well until 
I was putting in the fourth tack, when I hammered 
heavier thin before with my ink-bottle hammer. Ink! 
Ink in my face, on my hands and dress, ink over Signe's 
hair and ink spattered all over the clean white sheet. Our 
hammer went to the floor with a crash. Just then Ruth 
and Beth, hearing the noise, burst in thru the door and 
fondly embraced the inviting sheet, after which they 
more forcibly embraced us. To say that the rest of the 
evening was unpleasant for us, is putting it mildly. Our 
hammer had played us false, and the remarks about 
"Edi th ' s and Signe's idea of ink-bottles," lasted longer 
than the* tell-tale ink-stains. —Edith Lindberg, 

Tenth Grade. Cokato, Minn. 
H 

A STRENUOUS SEARCH. 
(Honorable Mention.) 

One day when I lived on the farm some playmates and 
I climbed into the haymow to play blindman's buff. I 
started across the floor to cateh one when my feet went 
thru a hole. I pulled the handkerchief from my face and 
ran to the workshop for some nails, boards and a hammer. 
I had to reach quite high for the hammer and almost had 
i t when, o v e r i t w e n t b e h i n d t h e b e a c h - I r e a c h e d fox i t 
and my hand touched something soft. I peeped over to 
see what I had touched, and to my horror found it was a 
dead hen. I gave one scream and a jump and was out 
of that place in a twinkling. I then thought that if I 
went back without the hammer and told them about the 
hen they would laugh at me so I went back for the ham
mer. When I reached the haymow I fixed the hole and 
our fun went on. We played until my father asked for 
the hammer to fix the fence. We looked for the hammer 
for about an hour, but in vain. There was to be a candy-
pull in the neighborhood and father said I could not go 
unless I found that hammer. Before supper my brother 
asked me to throw down some hay to the horses. When 
I had put enough hay over the hole I jumped on it to 
make it go down. I jumped too hard and down I went 
with the hay. When I reached my destination, I struck 

something hard. I brushed the hay away and there I 
found the hammer. —Myrtle Palmer, 

Eighth Grade. " Winthrop, Minn. 
* 

A TRULY TROUBLESOME FRIGHT. y 
(Honorable Mention.) 

Did you ever try -to set up a scarecrow on a summer 
day when the sun is as hot as can be and mosquitoes are 
thick as clouds around you? This year I had a. patch of 
popcorn df my own. When the blackbirds made their 
homes nearby, I determined to put up a scarecrow there. 
Going to the woodpile I found a pole, cut it down to what 
I thought would be the right length, and, taking along 
some old clothes to make the " m a n " and a hammer and 
nails to fix it up, I started for my garden. Upon attempt
ing to drive the pole into the ground, I found it was much 
too long for me to reach its top; not wanting to trouble 
to cut it off I decided to arrange a framework of shorter 
sticks at its base to support it. Gathering some sticks 
that lay near, I set to work. In trying to nail it to the 
pole I usually struck my fingers. What was worse, the sun 
was scorching and the mosquitoes—they were the size and 
as numerous as those in the swamps of Florida. At last 
I thought it could stand alone; but, alas, when I let go 
my hold, the scareerow-to-be toppled over and only by 
quick dodging did my head escape it. I took up hammer 
and nails once more and started the work all over again. 
By the time the scarecrow was at last up, the handle of 
my hammer was broken, my thumbs were bruised, my 
temper lost, and my cheerful outlook on the world ruined 
for the day. —Minnie M. Olson, 

Seventh Grade. Bothsay, Minn. 

OUT-OF-TOWN TOPICS 
For Sunday, November 26: 

"MISPLACED WEATHER AND WHAT 
IT DID." 

The stories must be original and true. 
The weather may be of any year. 
The papers should be mailed so as to reach the 

office of The Journal Junior 
Not Later than Thursday Morning, "November 16. 

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, December 3: 
"THREE GREAT THINGS (OR EVENTS). 

WHY?" 
The stories must be original and true. 
The " W h y ? " must be fully answered. 
The " t h i n g s " or " e v e n t s " may be personal or 

historical. 
The papers should be mailed so as to reach the 

office of The Journal Junior 
Not Later than Thursday Morning, November 23. 

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 01 words 
and each paper signed with the grade, sehool, 
name and address of the writer. The papers must 

WASTING COURAGE 

Those who insist on looking on the 
dark side of things lose half their cour
age in forebodings, and so are less pre
pared to meet what may come. 

not be rolled. ' ! 1 

MOTHER'S CURE FOR WEEPS. 
(Honorable Mention.) 

Once when I was home alone I decided to make some 
fudge and show mama what I could do without a cook
book. I thought I knew just how to make it, because 
when it was done it looked like brown sugar and nuts. 
I found about a pound of brown sugar and put it all in 
a frying-pan. I knew where there was a barrel of butter
nuts and took a hammer to crack some. However, the 
piece of wood I chose was old and rotten, and with every 
blow of the hammer the nut sank into the wood. I then 
found an iron block and holding the nut in my fingers, 
lifted the hammer for a hard blow, but instead of hitting 
the butternut I hit my finger. I screamed and just then 
my mother came. When she heard me screaming she came 
out where I was and told me that was a bad hammer. She 
hit it a little and I stopped crying because I thought that 
was just good enough for the hammer which was always 
hitting me on the fingers. —Frank Brinkow, 

Sixth Grade. Delano, Minn. 
*S 

A WISE BROWNIE. 
(Honorable Mention.) 

One day while mama was sewing she heard something 
pounding at the kitehen window. She did not mind it 
unt i l she heard i t a t the dining-room window, near where 
Bhe Bat. She looked out and saw our pet hen pecking 
away in gTeat distress. We knew something was wrong, 
for in the barn was a warm nest and in it were thirteen 
eggs that Brownie was hatching. Other hens often settled 
in her nest when she was off, so we put a light eover over 
it and shut Brownie in. One morning she grew hungry 
so she pushed the cover gently up and crawled out for 
something to eat, but when she came back again the 
cover was back on the box. What was she to do? She 
went to the house and called for help just as well as a hen 
could. Mama went out of doors and the old hen led her 
down to the barn and tried to tell her that she could not 
get into her nest. We uncovered the box and Brownie 
jumped in, glad to be home again. —Mary Manahan, 

Fifth Grade. Chatfield, Minn. 

NO DOUBT ABOUT IT. 
One night one of my friends was over studying 

geography with me. I told her I could not understand 
it at all and wanted her to get it into my head. She said ^ 
if I would bring her the hammer she would hammer it 
in. My small brother happened to be in the room and he 
thought she meant it, so as quietly as he could he went 
into the kitchen and in a minute he came back with the 
hammer. I did not see him until he wffs on a chair back 

- of me, then I happened to turn around and saw him. He 
said: " I thought you wanted G—to hammer geography 
into your head, but I thought if I did you would be sure 
to get i t . " —Alma Aamodt, 

Sixth Grade. Barnesville, Minn. 

A BATTERED TREASURE. 
When I was about seven years old, my cousin gave me 

a hammer. It was nothing more than an old wrench 
pounded into hammer shape. Talk about losing and find
ing hammers! I lost that and found it nearly every day. 
I liked it very much because it was the only one around 
the house that no one else used. About a year ago I lost 
it and I thought it was gone for good, but when we tore 
down our old woodshed, there, back in a corner, half cov
ered with dust and dirt, lay my old hammer. I am trying 
to see if I cannot keep it as long as I live. If any ham
mer ever had a wide experience this one certainly has. 

Eighth Grade, —Albert F. Anderson, 
Holmes School. Detroit City, Minn. " 

it -
THE TOOL'S DAT OF REST. 

Yes, i t was lost, strayed, or stolen. ^Snd that very 
morning it bad been seen lying on its accustomed shelf! 
But now, we searched for it vainly. And I, who knew that 
it lay among the leafy branches of a box-elder tree, 
searched more diligently than the ethers. I t had nothing 

„ to distinguish it from other old hammers, except its inno-" 
cence of expression, for the very sears upon its handle had 
a certain guilelessness about them, and yet— 

T h e f e n c e a r o u n d my flower g a r d e n h a d "been, s a d l y i n 
need of repair, for several days, yet it was only that morn

ing that I had decided to fix it myself. Confident of my 
own ability I went to work with hammer and nails. 
Quickly and easily the nails went thru the boards and the 
untold joy and beauty of the carpenter's trade appealed 
to me for the first* time. Air castles began to erect them
selves with lightning-like rapidity. X saw mansions and 
palaees built by my own hand or under my supervision, 
when my fingers slipped and the hammer failed to reach 
its intended destination. Then my luck turned. I was no 
longer a skilled carpenter, but only a very unskilled ama
teur. Time after time I vainly attempted to fasten two 
boards together, time after time the nail bent beneath 
the slanting blow of my hammer. My patience was almost 
worn out. Then the climax came and withont the slightest 
cause whatever, that hammer landed squarely on my 
thumb with the apparent weight of a ton. Tnat is why 
the hammer suddenly gained the ability to soar thru the 
air and why it lay among the branches of the box-elder 
that day. —Charlotte E. Barnes, 

Twelfth Grade, Ada, Minn. ' ^ 
Ada High School. 

* 
A HUNTER'S TRICE. 

At my former home I frequently went squirrel hunting. 
When the squirrels see the hunters coming they go into 
hiding. One successful device we worked to bring the 
squirrels out of the hollow limbs and from the forks of the 
trees was to hammer the trunks with a stone, club, or 
anything that would jar the tree. While the boys would 
be busily hammering the men would stand at a distance 
and wait for the squirrels to come into sight. As soon 
as the squirrels showed themselves, aim was taken, which 
was usually followed by a slight thump on the ground and 
then there was one more squirrel for the pan. Thus by 
gently hammering the trees on a squirrel hunt we could fill 
bags which otherwise might have remained empty. 

Ninth Grade. —Rnssell Berg, 
Larimore, N. D. 

* 
A MATTER OF WONDER. 

One Halloween some boys climbed up into the belfry 
of the schoolhouse and wrapped the hammer of the bell 
in rags. Next morning at eight-thirty the janitor went 
upstairs to ring the first bell but it made no sound. He 
thought he did not pull hard enough so he pulled harder 
and harder but still it would not ring. Most of the boys 
knew about the joke and they were standing in the yard 
as innocent as you please, but really wondering what 
would happen. The janitor came to the door and called 
several of the larger ones and told them to go up into the 
belfry and see if the bell had turned over. They came 
down after awhile looking very much surprised and with 
their arms full of old rags. The janitor laughed and said: 
" I wonder who played that joke on u s . " The boys all 
said together, " I wonder, too ." I t just happened that " 
he had ealled on the very boys who had done the mischief. 

Fifth Grade. —Louise Dordall, 
Le Sueur, Minn. 

• 6 

WHY HE CHANGED HIS MIND. 
When I was a little boy, I liked to play with hatchets 

and hammers. One day when I was five years old mama 
was going uptown and I asked her to bring me a hammer, 
but when she came home she had no hammer and said 
she had forgotten. A few days later she said: " I f you 
are a good boy I will get you a hammer." So I was a 
good boy, at least I tried to be. When night came she 
went uptown and when she came home I was in bed. In 
the morning I was up at seven o'clock and began to 
hammer. Mama went away for awhile and accidents 
began to happen as soon as she had gone. At last I 
hammered my finger instead of the WOOd, and jUSt aS this 
happened mama walked in, and tied it up. After that I 
never asked for a hammer again till I was eight years old. 

Fifth Grade, —Weston DuVall, 
.Central School. Grafton, N. D. 

H 
HUNTING A BIRDIE. 

A hammer is a destructive thing when baby has it. 
We were busy house-cleaning and could not look after her. 
The clock was on the shelf and a chair close by. Mama 
told me after I finished dusting to go downtown and get 
something for dinner because papa would soon be home. 
I went to see what time it was, but where was the clock? 
I asked mama where it was. She said it was on the shelf 
but I could not find it. I thought baby might know. But 
where was she, was the next thing. I went out-of-doors to 
see if she was out there. There she was hammering a nail 
into the clock! We asked her why she was doing that. 
She said she wanted that little bird that was in there 
saying "tick-tack, tick-tack." —Theresa Chisholm, '* 

Sixth Grade. Devils Lake, N. D. 

TOO MERRILY RUNG. 
One noon our teacher let my chum and me ring the 

bell. First we rang gently, then my friend said: " I will 
show you how to turn a bell over." I t went over three 
times when suddenly we heard a loud noise on the roof. 
We ran out to see what was the matter. I t was the 
hammer of the bell which had eome loose. Down it came 
on the shoulder of a little boy. We all thought he must 
be hurt badly, but on picking him up we found that he 
was not. My friend and I were so thoroly frightened that 
we made up our minds never to turn a bell over again and 
after school our teacher gave us a few more points on 
ringing a bell. ' —Edythe Engbloom, 

Sixth Grade, Elk River, Minn. 
Lakeside School. 

* 
A MODEL HALLOWEEN. 

The word hammer reminds me of a friend who is 
always hammering out new ideas or inventing something. -
We call her "The Inventor," and sometimes "The Ham-~-
mer." One week before Halloween, we noticed that "The 
Hammer" seemed preoccoupied. We had private meet- ' 
ings to discuss it and we talked of it at home, at school, 
even in class. We did not ask her what she was thinking--* 
about because we knew she would not tell us. One day-
she went around smiling and singing, and we-thought, 
" I t ' s coming!" Sure enough, in the evening when we5 

were all together she suddenly said: "Girls, I t im going^ 
to propose something that will make you work quite 
hard ." We did not exactly enjoy the prospect of work-r 
ing hard so near Halloween, but we knew if she wanted^ 
us to, i t would be worth our while. So we promised, and^ 
she laid her plans before us. 

" I t h o u g h t , " she said, " i t wonld. "be grea t £UU fOT US' 
girls to make some candy the night before Halloween and 


