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when we can ea^e our^minds by carrying ont plans for 
pranks and having true fun. That is why Hallowe'en is 
the best thing about autumn to me. 

.Ninth Grade. —Isabelle E. Love, 
Cokato, Minn. 

/- ' ° MAKING READY. 
(High School Credit.) 

The best thing in autumn is the preparation for win
ter. During the autumn, corn is gathered and put away 
for the long, cold winter which is to follow. There is 
laughing and shouting in the field, for the young folks 
think it great fun to ride to the coracrib with the loads 
of corn. Perhaps in the same field pumpkins are being 
loaded into a wagon. Probably, at that same farm they 
are planning an old-fashioned husking-bee. At that time 
of the year, too, grapes, apples and other fruits are being 
gathered and put away for the winter. Wood is being 
hauled to the farmhouses and into the towns, where the 
music of the buzzsaw is heard on every hand, preparing 
the fuel for use. People are raking up leaves and having 
fine times as they do so. In almost every yard girls are 
out, either taking up flowers or covering them. They 
seem to enjoy themselves for they call merrily to each 
other. House cleaning is also going on, but if I am not 
mistaken, this is one thing about the preparations for 
winter which is not so pleasant as it might be. Alfho-
gether, the preparation for winter is full of pleasure and 
gives to the autumn season its finest charm. 

Ninth Grade. —Myrtle Brooker, 
Buffalo, Minn. 

V * 
^ IN A HAZE OP GAY TINTS. 

(Honorable Mention.) 
There is nothing better than being out-of-doors on the 

quiet, dreamy days when the hills lie buried in grayish-
purple mists and the slopes are brilliant with the crimson 
of the maples, the golden browns of the oaks and the 
yellow of the beaches, with here and there among them 
the dark green pines. If people would go out among the 
trees and fields or look away in the distance where every 
shrub, trailing vine and tiny plant is being touched with 
crimson and the harvest is being gathered, all would 
realize that autumn is one of the most beautiful times of 
the year. The merry little squirrel dashes out from among 
the trees, chatters and then vanishes, but soon returns 
with a mouthful of delicious nuts which he quickly car
ries away to his home. Another thing which would show 
that autumn is beautiful is to go out to a canyon away 
among the hills,—a little place where everything is 
quiet, peaceful and still,—and look down between the 
steep banks and see how the stream winds its way in. 
and out under the hanging trees and listen to its soft 
music while the other side is brilliant in its autumn glory. 
As the weeks pass away and cold comes along, one often 
recalls the beautiful autumn evenings, when everything 
looked like gold. The autumn glory is the best thing 
about the season. —Maude Baeder, 

Eighth Grade. New Rockf ord, N. D. 
ft 

FOLLOWING THE SMOKE. 
(Honorable Mention.) 

The best thing about autumn is the bonfires. One day 
last fall when the leaves had fallen we made a great bon
fire. The leaves went high up in the air where the wind 
caught them and took them far, far away. When the fire 
had gone down, we took sticks and poked it up so the 
sparks went high into the air. Then we put leaves on 
the coals and the smoke went so high that we could not 
see where it went. I t was great fun-to watch it. We 
would throw our caps high up in the air to see if we could 
make them go as high as the smoke went. At last, bro
ther Daniel's cap disappeared. I t had come down into 
the fire! We had a good laugh at him. He poked it out 
and kicked it around to put the fire out, for it had begun 
to burn. I t was already spoiled, tho, so he added it to 
the bonfire, and we went on with our fun till mother 
called us in. On bonfire nights we have so much fun we 
never grow sleepy. —Alfred Bergsten, 

Tifth Grade, Elk River, Minn. 
Lakeside School. s R. F. D. No. 3; Box 34. 

ft 
, MIRAGE TIME. 

(Honorable Mention.) 
To me the best thing about a North Dakota autumn is 

its change of scenery on a cold morning, such as this 
morning was. When I looked ont first, the sun was just 
rising, but was hidden by a bank of clouds which ex
tended clear around the horizon,—conditions which prom-
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OUT-OF-TOWN TOPICS 
For Sunday, November 18: l 

"RIGHT, WRIGHT, WRITE." 
Stories of picnics and thunderstorms barred. 
Only one word to be used as a topic. 
The stories must be strictly original in ideas and 

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

office of The Journal Junior 
Not Later Than Thursday Morning, November 8. 
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, November 25: 
" A JUMP." 

Stories or picnies and thunderstorms and all 
kinds of dreams barred. 

The stories may be true or fiction. If true, they 
must be written in the first person. If fiction, they 
must be written in the third person. 

Recognition will go to the best told stories, and 
to those having the most original application of the 
topic. 

The papers should be mailed so as to reach the 
office of The Journal Junior 
Not Later Than Thursday Morning, November 15. 
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. 
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ise a mirage. Then as the sun began to climb over the 
clouds, what a change came over the landscape! Hills 
began to rise up where before had been only the sky; a 
town which only a moment before had been visible as 
three dark spots, miles off, began to grow plainer. Closer 
and closer it seemed to be coming and more and more it 
began to assume shape until what before had been only 
three dark shapes, became elevators—our North Dakota 
landmarks for towns. Then as they had arrived, appar
ently, to almost walking distance from me and their color 
could be discerned, slowly they began to recede and grow 
smaller; the hills and trees which before had been so near, 
began to fade, until as the sun triumphantly mounted to 
the^ top of its barrier, the three blaek shapes regained 
their former proportions and only bright blue sky was 
left where so short a time before there had been hiUs 
with cattle grazing upon them. 

Eleventh Grade. —Z. May Cruttenden, 
Inkster, N. D. 

WALKING TO SCHOOL. 
(Honorable Mention.) 

I like ̂ autumn best because school begins then. I have 
a long way to go and it is late in the evening when I 
come home. I can see the stars thru the trees as they 
"come out one by one, and twinkle in the clear evening 
sky. When an animal is near I can see him and once in 
a while a chipmunk or a squirrel will run across the road, 
or an owl or a hawk perch on some tree. The blackbirds 
come in large flocks and in passing sound like a gust of 
wind thru the pine trees and every lake and river is blaek 
with ducks. In the morning 1 am up before daylight and 
help do the chores. Then I eat my breakfast by lamp
light and walk to school. On the way I often see large 
flocks of wild ducks and geese flying to the south for the 
winter. I t always makes my heart leap to think of the 
winter that is coming, with its snowmen and snowforts 
and, best of all, Thanksgiving and Christmas. That is 
why I like autumn. —Roy Crawford, 

Fifth Grade, Burlington, Minn. 
District No. 32. 

The Thrown Stone. 
It i$ as easy to draw back a atom thrown with 

fores from th* hand as to rseaU a word once spoken. 
—Menander. 

ALWAYS BELIEVED IT. 
(Honorable Mention.) 

One day in early October, when the pumpkins were 
turning yellow, I said to myself as I examined a great 
pumpkin, "Hallowe'en is surely the best thing about 
autumn. When this great fellow is yellow, I 'll set it 
in some window and scare somebody who is feeling a lit
tle too happy." The days passed and I felt quite big 
because I was going to have so large a jack-o'-lantern. 
At last the day before Hallowe'en came and I had my 
jack-o'-lantern ready. That day I heard that one of my 
friends was going to have a party on Hallowe'en and 
not invite me, so I decided to show him that "Hallow
e'en was the best thing about autumn," for me, any
way. When evening came and the party had begun at 
my friend's house, I drew near and heard them having a 
fine time. I hurried with my lantern to a window where 
they were playing and everyone within screamed, 
"Ghos t ! " When they came out they saw it was I and 
my friend said, "You may come in and have your share 
of the fun inside if you never frighten me so again." I 
went in and had a very pleasant time and when I went 
home I still thought that " the best thing about autumn" 
was Hallowe'en. —George Hanson, 

Sixth Grade. Breckenridge, Minn. 
9% 

A THRILLING HUNT. 
(Honorable Mention.) 

"Get your gun and come along, Frank; I am going to 
the woods." "Oh, I guess I 'll not go. I t will not be 
much fun." " F u n ! " I exclaimed, "Hunting is the beBt 
thing about autumn! The woods are full of game!" 
Frank went and soon returned with his gun and we were 
off. We walked about a mile from town and succeeded 
in killing two partridges. Suddenly, we heard a noise in 
the bushes and I cried, "Oh, i t 's a deer! I t ' s a deerf" 
and raising my gun to my shoulder I fired. With a wild 
snort a big moose came bounding out of the brush straight 
toward us. We both dropped our guns and scrambled 
for the nearest trees. My, but we were frightened! The 
moose came up bellowing and pawing tne ground. I had 
wounded and enraged him. In a few moments I 
heard: a shot and the moose fell just as one of our neigh
bors came into view. When he saw us boys up in the trees 
he burst out laughing. " I guess you boys deserve half 
of this moose for keeping him here so I could kill him," 
he said. He went back to town and returned, bringing a 
team and we took the moose into town. The distance 
between his horns jneasured five feet. 

Eighth Grade. —Ora Stokes, 
Bagley, Minn. 

ft 
COLOR AND COMFORT. 

(Honorable Mention.) 
Anyone who is fond of beautiful scenery hails the 

coming of autumn with great delight. At no other time 
of year is there such a mingling of warm colors—reds, 
rich browns, and golden yellows. What can compare with 
an autumn morning, where the sun like a huge ball of 
fire, balances on the very edge of the earth and bright
ens the blue-gray sky with streaks of red? The orchards, 
gardens and fields don their richest dresses for a short 
holiday before putting them away for winter when they, 
like ourselves, prepare for the cold. The cornfields, strewn 
with yellow pumpkins, the orchards full of tempting fruits 
and the vast fields all contribute their share to the win
ter 's store. Autumn is the season when men reap what 
they have sown and rejoice if the harvest is good. 

Eighth Grade. —Catherine Sinnott, 
Stephen, Minn. 

ft 
EXHIBITS TO SEE. 

I like the eounty fair, which comes in September, bet
ter than any other part of autumn. First I go thru the 
exhibit building and there see some of the work I did 
the year before in school; also all kinds of large fruits 
and vegetables raised in the country. Then I go down 
and see the stock. I am usually attracted by the noise 

of the gasoline engines so I have to see them. There a r t 
many horses, some cows, sheep and nogs. When I see 
the ponies I always wish" Tnad one. After that I go to 
the grandstand and watch the races, the ball game and 
sometimes they have acrobats who do all sorts of wonder
ful tricks. We have two half-holidays during fair week, 
so that is another reason for liking it best. 

Seventh Grade. —Rupert Anderegg, 
Le Sueur, Minn. i 

ft 
EASY LANDINGS. 

< I suppose you have all had experiences just about like 
this, when the leaves are falling, filling the yards and 
gardens. We rake up the leaves in heaps and then the 
fun begins. First one is covered with leaves and then 
another, until every one has had his turn. Nothing 
pleases me more than to perch on a high place and throw 
armsfull of leaves down upon others below me. Tho it 
is as much fun to have a pile of leaves below a tree, climb 
upon a branch and jump down, scattering the leaves, to 
be raked up again. This is the fun which most children 
like to have "when the melancholy (?) days have come." 

Sixth Grade. —Gladys Bissell, 
Cannon Falls, Minn. 

ft 
EXPRESSIVE FACES. 

How beautiful the leaves are in autumn! How pretty 
they look as they dance in the bright sunshine, the wind 
playing briskly about them, trying its best to take the 
treasures of the trees to the ground! But these mischiev
ous little leaves firmly cling on as long as they possibly 
can. How I do enjoy going out in the woods and gather
ing large clusters of beautifully colored leaves. Hallow
e'en is the best time of all. We girls and boys are then 
busy trying* to make the most hideous jack-o'-lanterns, 
which we slyly place in front of the window while the 
faces, some of which are smiling, others angry, glare in 
at people inside. How we run and scramble to find hiding 
places so that they will not find us. If we are not found 
we think it great fun and talk and laugh over it after
ward. However, if someone puts a "horrid jack-o'-lantern 
in front of my window, I like to find out who the jack-
o '-lantern children are instead of going into the house and 
shutting the door on my unknown visitors. In autumn 
while the farmers harvest their grain, and animals store 
up food for the cold winter that is coming, we children 
heartily enjoy our jack-o'-lantern fun. 

Seventh Grade. —Eunice Broberg, 
New London, Minn. 

ft 
EIGHTEEN BAGS FULL. 

We were going to a nutting party on my uncle's farm. 
As we rode along we talked about the pretty foliage, all 
the nuts we hoped to find and the good time we were going 
to have. When we arrived my aunt would not let us go 
out that afternoon, as we were very tired, so next morn
ing we were up bright and early and ready to start at 9 
o'clock. We took eight bags with us for the bushes in 
the hazel nut patch were loaded. We picked and picked 
until I was as dizzy as I could be. We went home that 
night with all the bags filled to the top and the boys' 
caps and pockets full, also. The next day we took ten 
bags and filled them, too. To me, the "best thing about 
autumn" is nutting. —Isadore Carey, 

A Seventh Grade, 311 East William Street, 
Central School. Albert Lea, Minn. 

ft 
FATHER THOUGHT IT FUNNY. 

One day, early in autumn, when hazel nuts were just 
right to pick, my mother and I were out in the field shock
ing grain. All around the field there was an abundant 
growth of hazel bushes loaded with great ripe nuts. I 
was very anxious to get the grain shocked, but mother 
said I must not hurry too fast or I would be so tired I 
would not care to pick any nuts. When the grain was 
shocked, mother went to the house to rest and I ran to the 
hazel patch to gather some nuts. But I had no sack or 
pail to put them in and I did not know what to do. At 
last I took off my hat and gathered a few in that. I 
could not put very many in that, so I took off my apron 
and laid it down by the road. I was in the bushes a 
short distance gathering a few more nuts in my hat when 
I_ heard a noise and saw my father coming with the 
binder. I knew he would run over my apron if I did not 
get it out of the way. I ran toward the road thinking I 
could get it before he came, but I had forgotten that 
there was a ditch between me and the road. As the bushes 
grew right to the edge of the ditch, I did not see it in 
time and consequently received a good dueking in the 
muddy water. I got out again and took the apron and 
its contents out of the way, but father laughed and said 
it was the "best thing about autumn" that he had seen. 

Eighth Grade. —Alice Campbell, 
Hewitt, Minn. 

ft 
WHERE WAS THE RIGHT ROAD? 

"Oh, I'm so glad autumn has somel Now we can 
go plumming," said one of my chums last fall. In a few 
days we left for Graham's Island which is twenty-four 
miles from home. We decided to go twelve miles out of 
our way to get a friend, who was teaching school in the 
country. We did not know the road, but finally found 
her. This friend had been at Graham's Island twice be
fore that fall, so she knew the way. When we arrived 
there, two of us unhitched and fed the horses while two 
girls made a bed of wheat-bundles and blankets and the 
other one built a camp fire and made tea. The next day 
we gathered plums until about 1 o'clock. We then 
started for home. Just before dark we arrived at our 
friend's boarding place, where we had supper. With our 
friend gone we did not know the way. We inquired, but 
misunderstood and took the wrong road. Once we let the 
reins loose, but the horses started to go thru a large 
slough. We wandered around, finally arriving home about 
12 o 'clock that night. We made an agreement not to tell 
anyone about being lost, but the cat was let out of the 
bag the very next morning. In spite of this experience 
we always look forward to autumn because we can go 
plumming. —Jessie Duncan, 

Eighth Grade, Josephine, Benson County, N. D. 
West Antelope School. 

ft < 
SPLENDOR THAT STAYS. 

Autumn has many charms, but the one I like best is 
the rich, exquisite coloring which abounds. I t is more of 
a pleasure to stroll thru the woods on a fine autumn day 
than at any other time. The ground, as well as the trees, 
is decked with leaves of various hues so that there is not 
a spot but -%liat has its share of splendor. My liking for 
autumn's colors does not confine itself to those belonging 
to the woods, but includes those of the sky. To sit a t 


