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MINNEAPOLIS. MINNESOTA, SUNDAY MORNING, NOVEMBER 4, 

ON M E R R Y T O E S 
People and Things Around Minneapolis Juniors 

Dance for a Number of Reasons, Joyous and 
Otherwise. 

TOPIC: "DANCTNGr." 
^ > 

F E W Juniors would bet ter see as soon ,as 
possible what the dictionary has to say 
about the meaning of the word " b a r r e d . " 
In this topic stories oi dancing part ies 
were barred, yet many papers came in on 
tha t kind of fun. The like has happened 
before when certain applications of other 
topics were forbidden. Those careless 
wri ters must have gone about their work 
in a mood somewhat like tha t of a Junior 
who once wrote, " I did not know wha t 
was meant so-1 said, ' a l l r igh t . ' " That 

•guess-at-it'or-let-it-go a t t i tude is characteristic of* a few 
'Juniors, tho i t is hardly Tight to call them Juniors either. 
-A finished Junior ^ o e s at th ings quite differently. He 
does not say " a l l r i g h t " to anything of which he is not 

' sure. If you have only a vague notion of what ' ' b a r r e d ' ' 
-means in a topic, look it up when you find i t again. The 
work is never absolutely wasted. 
A wri t ten expression of your 
ideas always does you some good. 
But if, in addition, you observe 
all the limitations you show just 
t h a t much more skill. 

LASSOED A CHIMNEY 

waist. We all joined in, laughing and singing, " M e r r i l y 
we roll a l o n g . " I danced until I stepped on a sharp 
stone or shell, and cut my bathing slipper right thru to 
my foot, which hurt dreadfully. I ran to Lucy, our old 
colored " M a m m y , " and had i t bandaged up. Then I 
danced out again and stayed in the water until lunch-
time. —Winniefred Werner, 

A Sixth Grade, 3002 Fourth St. SE. 
Sydney P r a t t School. 

- • . NOT F T O TO THBM. ,'"- I T . , 
(Honorable Mention.) 

Once we had a black Spanish rooster and then papa 
fough t a big Plymouth Bock rooster. They were both 
fine looking fellows, but the way they greeted'each other 
was the funniest thing to -me. They would stand and 
Istare at eaeh other for a moment and at the very same 
;nstant they would both give a jump and peck at caeh 
other. I t was sueh a queer sight I think I could have 
^watched them all day without growing tired and they 

' did not seem to t i re either. I always supposed tha t it 
was a chicken dance and every time I went out in the 
back yard I would see those roosters dancing. One 'day 
I told my father tha t I thought the big gray fellow did 
not stand the dancing as well as the black one. " Y o u 
mean fighting, don ' t y o u ? " he said and began to laugh. 

(Continued on Page Six.) 

I T S B E S T C H A R M 
Northwestern Juniors All Agree that Tinted 

Leaves Are Nice, but Some Think Autumn 
Has Better Things. 

f „ ,.~-„ <s> 
4 TOPIC: "BEST THING ABOUT AUTUMN." 

The Boys Stood and Stared at 
the Wonderful Deed. 

(Prize.) 

T H E R E was one feat tha t the 
boys m our neighborhood 

had tried again and again to do, 
bu t without success. That was 
to climb to the roof of our house. 
Every time tha t we would en
gage in the interesting game of 
" S t u n t , " our eyes would glance 
toward the roof with a longing 

"gaze. One day a happy thought 
struck me as I saw the brick 
ehimney posing majestically on 
the central par t of the roof. Kun-
ning quickly into the house I pro
cured a long rope and after I had 
made a noose on one end I suc
ceeded in lassoing the chim
ney. Then grasping the other 
end of the rope I managed to 
struggle up the side of the house 
with its help. Pant ing, I a t last 
arrived at the end of my strug
gles and sat down to rest. At 
last I slowly arose and was about 
to go down when I caught the 
sound of my f r iends ' voices as 
they drew near my house. Wish
ing to surprise them I hid the 
rope and then commenced to 
dance up and down in high glee. 
Soon they appeared and catching 
sight of me regarded me with 
open-mouthed surprise. And I 
danced with ever increasing vig
or. But my happiness suddenly 
came to an end as my foot slipped 
and over I went, clown the slop 
ing»roof. I barely succeeded in 
saving myself by grasping a 
rshingle. Hearing my cries, father 
eame to my assistance and I 
dropped into his arms as he stood 
on the roof of the porch below. 
I immediately went into the 

house not caring to have my friends make fun of my 
discomfiture. —Dick Welch, 

B Eighth Grade, 95 W Twenty-eighth St. 
Whit t ier School. 

16 
SURF SURPRISES. 

F JUl t tOBS have the motto habit and would 
•like a* very practical one to put up in their 
work corner here i t i s : " K e e p to the 
t o p i c . " In Junior work, a t least, it will 
insure a long step toward recognition. A 
number of writers must have read par t 
of the topic with half their eyes, for in
stead of telling what they thought was the 
best thing about autumn, ' they sent "in 
papers giving, their reasons for consider
ing autumn the best season of the year. 
Many of -those papers -were very well 

wr i t t en -and i t was something of a pity tha t they should 
have been wasted thru a careless reading of the topic. 
•Just as good work could have been done more easily on 
.the subject the editor specified. One at t ract ion of the 
season was to be thoroly discussed and i t s r ight to be 
held a s " t h e b e a t " fully established. That was a much 

easier task for the pen than try
i n g to make autumn win in a 
•comparison with the three other 
seasons. The editor is glad to 
sec that Juniors like to t ry things 
that are hard to do, but it is 
better to use energy in a way 
that will count. 

ONE BOTHER BURIED 

As the Grass Withers One Big 
Burden Grows Lighter. 

(Prize.) 

TH E best thing about autumn 
is that after all my hard 

work cutt ing the lawn drr ing the 
summer I have the pleasure of 
seeing i t die. Then I am sure 
that there can be no more work 
expected on it and my mother 
will not call on Saturday morn
ing, "Haro ld , get up! You must 
cut the l awn . ' ' Now in the au
tumn I can have a rather quiet 
time. After the garden is cleaned 
\nd the grass is dead, all I have 
to do is to get up early enough 
to go to school. I feel more lively 
in the autumn, too. I t seems as 
if I were trying to have all the 
fun I can before winter. An
other pleasant thing about 
autumn is that I like going to 
school. 

—Harold B. McKay, 
Argjle, Mm a. 

Seventh Grade. 
*t 

NO CROSSNESS ALLOWED 
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H I S MIDNIGHT OIL. 
Parents in Background—The Dear Child—He'll Make a Student yet, 

THE WEEK'S ROLL OF HONOR 

A Highly Social Time in the Water Wi th Several Jokes 
Scattered Around. 

(Prize.) 

I T WAS a beautiful day, so beautiful tha t the Grossest 
temper was soothed, by looking on the sparkling, 

dancing bay and lett ing the strong, fresh breeze blow 
upon one's face. There was the high chute wait ing for 
me, I thought, to slide down i t into the water. I break
fasted hurriedly and waited for awhile before donning 
my bathing suit. T jumped down the terrace, forgetting 
the steps. I was very much vexed to find all the guests 
and my. family already in the water. Li t t le J im was in 
bathing, all by himself. I stood and watched him for 
a minute while he danced with the waves. My brother 
was t rying in vain to pull the heavy toboggan up the 
ehutes and I threw some water in his face. Then I struck 
out and swam away. I decided to dive under the water 
and catch him by the foot. I took hold of someone's foot 
and came up to find Mrs. P — screaming tha t a shark had 
seized her. I apologized, but there was another surprise 
in store for me. As I danced around her, and laughed, 
Captain P — seized me by the dress, threw me across his 
shoulders and swam away with me. He took me so far 
out tha t I was both surprised and delighted, and, I dare 
say, frightened. After a great deal of diving and swim
ming we came back to shore. There we found Mr. H— 

v '"\a +ho «mjorv horn-pipe in water about up to his 

MINNEAPOLIS PRIZE WINNERS. 
Dick Welch, B Eighth Grade, Whitfier School, 05 West 

Twenty-eighth Street. 
Wmniefied Werner, A Sixth Giade, Sidney Pratt School, 

3002 Fourth Street SE 
HONORABLE MENTION. 

Jewett Akervold, A Fifth Grade, Garfield School, 2539 
Columbus Avenue. 

David Bryant, B Seventh Grade, Margaret Fuller School, 
462G Fremont Avenue S. 

Anna Dempsey, Ninth Grade, Central School, 2817 Columbus 
Avenue. 

Alice Miller, B Seventh Grade, Tuttle School, 1003 Sixteenth 
Avenue SE. 

Elme Swanson, B Seventh Grade, Emerson School, 11 West 
Grant Street. 

Florence Warren, A Sixth Grade, Grant School, 1011 Tre-
mont Avenue N. 

NORTHWESTERN PEI2E WINNERS. 
Harold B. McKay, Seventh Grade, Argyle, Minn. 
Edmond Green, Fifth Grade, Hankinson, N. D. 

HONORABLE MENTION. 
Maude Baeder, Eighth Grade, New Rockford, Minn. 
Alfred Bergsten. Fifth Grade, Lakeside School, Elk River. 

Minn. 
Z. May Cruttenden, Eleventh Grade, Inkster, N 
Roy Crawford, Fifth Grade, District No. 32, 

Minn. 
George Hanson, Sixth Grade, Breckenridge, Minn. 
Ora Stokes, Eighth Grade, Bagley, Minn. 
Catherine Sinnott, Eighth Grade, Stephen, Minn. 

HIGH SCHOOL CREDIT. 
IsabeUe E. Love, Ninth Gr»de, Cokato, Minn. 
Myrtle Brooker, Ninth Grade, Buffalo, Minn. 
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Burlington, 

A Happy Day for One, The Others 
Do Not See Why. 

(Prize.) 
UEELY the best thing tha t 

ever happens in autumn is 
iiiy birthday. No one else may 
think >so, but to me it is the big, 
big day. I know Thanksgiving 
Day and Hallowe'en are days 
worth while thinking about, too, 
but on my birthday I feel as 
great as a little king. Aside flora 
the presents received, no one 
thinks of giving me a cross look 
or a cross word on tha t eventful 

d ay. I am only one of many and I do not expect to be
come as great as George Washington or Lincoln, so I fear 
the exact date will not be known much outside the family. 
But I have a good time celebrating it all by myself, and 
to me, it is the very best thing about autumn. 

Fif th Grade. —Edmond Grpen, 
Hankinson, N. D. 

" T H E " N I G H T OF THE YEAR. 
(High Sehool Credit.) 

The night was clear and frosty. The golden moon 
cast i ts glimmering sheen over the landscape, making day 
of night. The meadow-grasses were crisp and white. The 
oaks were glowing in their crimson dresses and the corn
fields and pumpkins appeared as one mass of gold. The 
maple leaves were decked in gaudy h«es of bright red, 
yellow or modest brown. Every bush, shrub and sapling 
bore some mark of autumnal festivity, some being en
twined by wreaths of bittersweet or ivy. A more beau
tiful picture never was exhibited than that I have de
scribed as seen by a merry troop of mischievous boys and 
girls, hurrying to the scene of the n igh t ' s revehy. I t was 
Hallowe'en and we had planned to give "boas t fu l J i m , " 
who was not afraid of ghosts nor " n u t h i n ' , " a lesson. 
One of our number was dressed in a white, flowing robe 
and bore so strong a resemblance to an apparition tha t 
when we came upon our unsuspecting victim, musing on 
the top of a rail fence, i t made his stunted crop of hair 
fairly stand on end. But when the air became filled with 
hideous cries, weird, uncanny howls and low, long wait
ings, it proved too much and he ran down the road a t 
l ightning speed. We had accomplished our purpose. Such 
excursions we indulge in on every Hallowe'en and I al
ways look forward to Oct. 31 as the one time of the year 


