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ESSAY COMPETITION

“The Best Day of Lhe Vacation,”

This i the subject upon which the
boys and girls will write essays for
the [irst fail competition of The
Planet Juunior.

Saturday, Oct. 15tL, is the day for
sending ‘in the essays. The subject is
one that we are sure will bring many
excellent and original essays.

Write on foclscap paper, with ink,
using one side of the paper only.
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A MOMENT
OF TERROR
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In one of the great cathedrals of
, Europe two painters were busily en-
gaged in a magnificeut fresco that
was to add a new treasure to the
artistic triumphs of the famous build-
ing.

On a rude scaffolding that hung 60
feet above ihe marble floor of the
cathedral they worked from day to
day. 'fhe sabject of the fresco, “The
Miraculous Draught of Fishes,” was
an inspir.ng theme, and under the
magic touch of their brushes the
printing grew into reality before
their eyes. \

The older of the two men one day,
when the fresco was nearing coniple-
tion, was so intent upon his work and
80 absorbed in the beauty of the pic-
ture, that, forgelting the narrow
platform upon which he was stand-
ing, he moved backward slowly, step
by step, to get a better view of his
painting, until be stood on the very
edge of the scaffold. Another step
and he would have fallen into the
abyss below.

At this critical moment his com-
panion turned, saw the situation, and
grew suddenly cold with fear and
horror. To shout a word of warning
would mean instaut death to his
startled friend; to be silent would
make the awful fall equally certain.

At a time like that men think rap-
idly and it seems, oftentimes, as if
the life-suving suggestion came in
the form of an inspiration. :

So this case. In a second the
inspiration came. Seizing a wet
hrush, the young painter called the
attention of his companion, and while
the other looked, flung it against the
wall, and bespattered the picture
with desecrating blotches of color.

The older man, aghast at this ruin
of his long labor, rushed toward his
friend and began a torrent of ind
nant inveotive, when suddenly his
tongue was stilled by a glance at the
deathly white face of the younger
puinter, whose trembling frame show-
ed only agitation, with no rrace of
the malice or madness that his
strange act seemed to imply.

Then, as he listened to the story
of his deliverance, told in a few sim-
ple werds, his anger melted. Tears
of gratitude came into his eyes, and
be clasped his friend In his arms,
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PRANK OF GERMANY’S
YOUNG CROWN PRINCE
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The Crown Prince Frederick Will-
iam as a boy, was full of fun and
mischief, In later yeurs the same
qualities have at times got him into
serious scrapes,

Once when a distinguished visitor
had audience with the emveror, so
the story gocs, the Crown prince no-
ticed that the visitor before being
ushered into the emperor’s presence
compressed his opera hat and laid it
on a chair in the ante-room. The
hat was a novelty to the prince and
he examined it and experimented with
it.

Seme time later the Rev. Dr. Dry-
ander, court chaplain, called to see
the emperor. He wore a new tall
hat and left it in the ahte-room.

The crown prince happened to be
near with his younger brother Eite).
He at once started an investigation
of this bat. Tie remembered the way
the opera hat collapsed and tried to
compress the chaplain’s hat in the
same way.

His efforts were not euntirely suc-
cessful and then he ordered his broth-
er to sit on it, The command was
promptly obeyed, and the court chap-
lain’s hat much resembled a pan-
cake when Dr. Dryander recovered
it, 3

———

- FAITH AND WORK.
Faith lifts her heart 'midst the dark-
est night,
When there shines not a ray of the
sun;
Works tell of the joy when Faith is
bright

Till the long, long day is done.

Faith guides as a lamp the weary
feet
Of those whose hearts are oppress-
ed;
Works tell of those who toiled in the
heat,
As they watched the “reddening
west,” ' !

But faith and Works are just the
same
When the long, long day is done;
For both are alike in life and name
Since Faith and Works are one,
—_—
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HOW FREDDIE SOLVED
THE MYSTERY
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“Now,” said Freddie’s mother, as
she got him ready for a -visit to her
sister’s, “be sure you aren't late to
breakfast, as you so often are at
home. That won't do when you are
visiting your aunt, Get right up, and
don’t dawdle while you are dress-
ing.”

Freddie promised, and came back
triumphantly.

“Wasg down every morn.n' soon’s
any of 'em,” said he, in answer ‘to
her questions.

“I'm so glad! Hope you'll keep it
up.”

“You won't Jet me."”

“Won't Jet you? Why not "

“You see, I just put my ‘nighty’
on and sleep in my clothes so's to be
ready in the morning.”

And Freddie had been gone the best
part of a week, !=Philadelphia Tele-
Nnbﬂk.
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THE BEAUTIFUL SONG
OF A DEADLY BULLET
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The »ld fable of the siren has its
duplicate in one of the . most deadly
of modern weapons. The whistle of
a bullet ought to be a dead sound;
it is surprising to be told that it is a
beautiful one, H. F. Prevost Batters-
by says, in his South African notes,
called “In the Web of a War”—

The Mauser’s most melodious period
is from eight to eighteen hundred
yards. Over that distance its note
is the most exquisitely lovely of single
sounds.  “The silky breath of the
Mauser” is a phrase that adequately
describes it,

But there is something more about
it than its beauty, something strange
and baleful. It goes by like the sing-
ing of a wandering soul that can find
rest only by bringing death to an-
other, It is a sighing so indescrib-
ably tender and sad and sweet with-
out charm beside it,

After lying for a time under that
silky breath, one has even to resist
a desire to lift his head and take
the next puff of it in his face,
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THE HEROISM OF
TWO SCIENTISTS
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The devotion of a man of science
to his work is often heroic, and the
calm pluck of the laboralory man
in his investigations is thrilling, al-
though so common as to be pro-
verbial. The recent death of Dr.
Truax, of Brooklyn, to which the
Week’s Progress calls attention, is,
if no h'ng els>, a beautiful exhibition
of cold self-possession.

So ill himself that he needed all his
strength, 'he answered a call and

started to perform an operation at

the hospital. During the operation
he was stricken down, and was re-
moved to an adjoining room in a

f1'n ing condition. H-= told his fellow
physicians that his trouble was an
attack of heart dilatation. He pre-
scribed his own treatment, and di-

rected the work of the doctors in

administering it.

He noted the progress of the treat-

ment and its lack of result, and him-
self announced the failure of the

remedies and his approaching death.
Some years ago Dr. Terry, of Fall

River, Mass., showed similar courage
and supremacy of will. While he was
fencing a foil broke and pierced his
mask and his eye. He pulled off the
mask and ordered that a certain spe-
cialist be summoned.

He then seated himself and, note-

book in hand, jotted down his ex-
periences as data for his profession.
He explained that the wall of the
eye had been pierced, and that a clot
of blood was forming on his brain.
All the phenomena of the formation
of the blood clot from the patient’s
po‘nt of view, most valuable know-
ledge for other physicians to work
by, he committed
death overtook him. The end came
before help could reach him.

to paper before

—_——

Clap an extinguisher wupon your

irony if you are unhappily blessed
with a vein of it.

The people who look for trouble are

generally those wh ofind fault,
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MARVELOUS PRECISION
OF THE JAPANESE
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One of the editors of the Chicago
Tribune calls attention in his witty
way to the extreme brevity and re-
straint which cbaracterize the milita-
ry dispatches of the .uwwwnmma. “A
Japanese account of a victory,” he
remarks, “reads like a time record
of a day’s work in a steel mill,” and
he gives these examples—

“At da)br.ak the Japanese batteries
opened fire and by 7.05 a. m., had si-
lenced the Russians at Yushoku. At
7.30 a. m., made an attack by the
whole line and severe fighting took
place from 8.15 to 9 a. m. The Jap-
anese troops stormed the Russian
works and occupied the entire heights
There were some 30,70 Russians hold-
ing a fourmile frout,

“While the enemy was trying to re-
gain the port a battleship of the Pe-
tropavlovisk type struck mines laid
by us the previous evening and sank
at 10.32 a. m.”

History will know that the Petro-
pavlovlsk did uot sink at 10.31 or at
10.3. Meanwhile the western world
begins to wonder whether or not Ad-
miral Togo punches a time clock
when he knocks off at night,

Travelers have reported that neat-
ness was the Japanese forte. Certain-
ly it would be hard to find a neater
person than ihe Japanese soldier,
manicuring his nails before battle, go-
ing through a day’s action with the
oiled nonchalunce of a piston rod,
and then explaining to his govern-
ment that it was at 3.17 that he
fired his forty-second cartridge,
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VENUS IS THE NAME
OF THIS GORILLA

dedecdeodrdeodredeodedeodeodrofedredeiodidodededs dedode bbb

Its name is Venus. You may not
think it is much of a beauty, but it
was named after the goddess of
beauty because it is considered a very
fine specimen of the gorilla family.
It has just been added to the zoolo-
gical gardens in London in company
with another young gorilla, which
has been given the name of Chloe.
Venus and Chloe are thought to be
about five years old. They are prov-
ing a great attraction at the gar-
dens, for they are the only captive
gorillas in the world except one which
is in the zoological gardens at Bres-
lau.

Gorillas are very difficult to rear
and seldom live long in a state of
captivity. Even in a wild state these
animals are rarely seen alive. They
roam about at night and usually rest
during the day among the tree tops.
They are very fond of pineapples, and
these are often used as bait in trap-
png them:. In some spot known to
be haunted by the gorilla one of
these luscious fruits is placed, and
to this is fixed a rope. The end of
the rope is passed over a hbough of
a tree immediately overhead, and tied
round a huge spear, which is so set
that, in lifting the pineapple the
weapon is brought down with deadly
force into the back of the unsuspect-
ing victim.

—
He—I think I'll go and speak to
your father at onee. He can’'t do any
more than kick me out,.
She—It seems a pity to risk it ip
that good guit, 4
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WHEN FORGETFULLNESS

WAS PROFITABLE
B

An English non-conformist clergy-
man, of whom the London Telegraph
tells, is the victim of a rarely profit-
able absent-mindedness. At a fair
held by the women of his church one
of the “attractions” was a beautiful
doll, handsomely dressed, which was
to be given to the person who guess-
ed its name. There was an entrance
fee, and the choice of the doll’s name
was left to the clergyman.

At the close of the fair it was found
that the guess doll had brought in
more than one hundred pounds, but
as the name bad not been hit upon
by any one, the clergyman suggested
that it be appointed a parish visitor,
and call regularly upon the children
in the hospital in the town. This
was readily agreed to. Then some-
body said—

“You must bave given it a very
odd name.”

“Ah, that reminds me,” exclaimed
the clergyman, looking coufused but
still cheerful, “I did not name it at
all.” t o,

———
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AN ENGLISH NOBLE-
MAN’S STRANGE STORY
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Lord Grimthorpe, who celebrated
his 88th birthday the other day, is
well known in England on many ac-
counts, but perhaps most famous on
account of his enthusiasm over clocks.
He probably is the best posted man in
England on clocks and other time-

pieces; has written several books
about them and made their study a
lifelong pursuit.

At Batch Wood, Saint Albans, his
country seat, he has an extensive
workshop, fitted up with every re-
quisite for the pursuit of his favorite
hobby, In former days, when attend-
ed to his legislative duties at West-
chester, he frequently carried home
with him the watches of brother Par-
liamentarians that stood in need of
hospital treatment, To whatever po-
litical party a member belonged Lord
Grimthorpe was always willing to set
his time-piece right for him,

If this peer could have his way he
probably would make it a misdemean-
or publicly to exhibit a clock that is
not a good time-keeper. “A public
clock,” he once declared, “should not
be allowed to vary more than five
seeonds:in any week.” That this is
an ample margin Lord Grimthorpe
has demounstrated in the great time-
piece at Westminster, which he him-
self designated, and which goes with
a weekly variation of scarcely a se-
cond.

Church restoration is another of
his hobbies, but in this his achieve-
ments have nardly been so fortunate,
He spent a pile of money in repairing
St. Alban’s Abbey and bringing is up-
to-date, As a tangible and enduring
memento of his labors he added to the
adornments of the west porch several
scuiptured representations of his own
physiognomy. But instead of the po-
pular applause that he had antici-
pated, his efforts evoked a storm of
derision and it was generally main-
tained in artistic circles that the old
church would have fared much better
if His Lordship had kept his hands
pff it altogether. The controversy
resulted in the addition by one lexi-
pographer of a new verb to .the dic-
tionary, “to grimthorpe” which ac-
cording to the definition appended,
means to spoil an ancient building
by restoring it, Also some irreverent
critics made free with the strenuous
peer’s name and dubbed him Lord
Grimfault. But that he meant well
npbody disputes, and in his own person
he has demonstrated the value of
hobbies as ap aid to longevity,
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OBSERVATIONS OF
A SPORTSMAN

++++++++++++++++++*+.~.+§+

Observation of life as is led by beast
and fowl in the remote haunts among
the woods and on the lakes, are al-
ways of interest, for they disclose
some of the private thoughts of nat-
ural instinct.. An English sportsman
thus writes this experience with the
wild ducks:

Always on the lookout for ducks, I
stole cautiously to the edge of the
lake on the other side of the next
portage, and observed a saw-bill
duck, with a brood of nine young
ones, and a dozen yards frem the
shore. The old bird had evidently
suspected something dangerous, for
she was gently drawing her young
brood farther from the shore, with
a low, coaxing note. Making a slight
noise as I advanced, the old bird in-
stantly called all the little ones to
her side, and then swam with them
as fast as the tiny things could pos-
sibly paddle towards the middle of
the lake.

The mother encouraged the little
ones with low cries, and looked con-
tinually from side to side to see if
they were all there, and also keeping
close to her. So compactly did they
swim that at a distance or thirty
yards they looked like one object.

I suddenly showed myself, running
to the beach; not with the intention
of shooting them, but rather to
watch the manner in which the old
bird would act towards her young.

She rose with a wild cry of alarm;
the little ducklings, perhaps not a
week old, instantly scattered them-
selves over the surface of the water
some going on one side, some on an-
other, but always keeping within a
certain distance from the shore. The
flew to and fro across the bay of the
lake, alighting about fifty yards from
the shore, and calling her brood. She
remained about ten minutes on eith-
er side, swimming about then flew
back again, and so gn.

She was evidently gathering the
two divisions of her young yogether
on either side of the bay. The time
occupied in making the portage af-
forded me an excellent opportunity.
to watch the manner in which she
would bring them together.

After the lapse of three-quarters
of an hour it appears that the lit-
tle ducklings had all answered the
call of the mother, 4nd were collect-
ed in two groups about a guarter
of a mile apart, for I saw the moth-
er and about five of the little ones
swim across the bay and join the
other four who had remained on the
opposite side.

One could easily conceive the quack-
ing congratulations which the duck-
lings had addressed to éne another
‘at their happy meeting. The anxious
care and tenderness of the mother
were quite delightful to witness. The
low note of warning; the gathering
flock around her; the wary manner
in which she drew them from the
shore away from d&anger; the in-
atinet which had prompted them to
scatter; then to gather at their mo-
ther’s call, and quietly wait on one
side until she brought them together
—all this was beautiful and instrue-
tive lesson in the wild woods, remote
from help in the time of need.

—_——

¢ TEN MILLION SLAVES AMONG
THE CHINESE.

China is the great slave country of
the world. Of a population of 400-
000,000 there are ves to the number
of 10,000,000. Every family of means
keeps its girl slaves and man's posi-
tion usually guaged by the number
he keeps. At any age from 3 to 15
girls are sold, 7 to 8 being the age
at which most change hands. The
girls are purchased to do housework.
it being cheaper to buy than to hire
Slaves vary in price; $10 is about
the awerage, but much depends on
the girl’s appearance. A good-look-
r:m girl will fetch 820 or even 840,
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LET THE SUPERSTITIONS

BEWARE OF QUARTERS
TR

There are people who believe that
the number “13” is unlucky. They
don’t want to have anything to do
with parties of i3 or rooms numbered
13, and they never for one moment
,sonsent to sit down to a table where
there were 13 guests, It is a wonder
that these people—shall we call them
foolish ¢—are willing to carry a quar-
ter of a dollar in their purses. Per-
haps, though, they never happened
to notice how full of thirteens it is,
Take a good look at a quarter and
you will discover 'what a queer mix-
ture of thirteens it is. It has 13
stars, 13 letters in the seroll in the
eagle’s beuk, i3 feathers in the bird-
o’-freedom’s Lail, 13 feathers in the
eagle’s wing, 13 parallel bars on the
shield, 13 horizontal stripes, 13 leav-
es on the olive branch, 13 arrow
heads, and 13 letters in the words
quarter-dollar,
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A THRILLING EXPERI-

ENCE IN THE ALPS
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Oné of the greatest dangers of
mountaineering is from falling ston-
es, yet the number of fatal accidents
from this cause is as few as the nar-
row escapes are many. As exciting
an experience as can well be imagin-
ed is described in the Alpine Journal,
and quoted by the author of “Adven-
tures on the Roof of the World.”

The party consisted of Mr. Horace
Walker, Mr. G. E. Foster and two
guides, The climbers wished to as-
cend Aiguille du Midi from the Mont-
anvert, and be the first to go down
the steep race of the mountain on
the Chamouni side,

All at first went well and soon
they began to cross the face of the
cliff to gain a rocky buttress that
offered a likely route some hundred
feet below the top of the wall. “Ja-
cob was leading,” writes Mr. Foster,
“Walker next, 1 followed and Bau-
mann brought up the rear. Only one
was moving at a time, and every
one had the rope as taut as possible
between himself and his neighbor.
Jacob was crossing a narrow gully,
when suddealy, without any warning,
as though ne nad trod on the key-
stone of the wall, the whole face
for some forty feet above him peeled
off, and with a crash like thunder,
hundreds of tons of rocks precipitat-
ed themselves on him. In an instant
he was torn from his hold and huried
down the precipice with them.

“Fortunately, Walker was able to
hold on, though the strain on him
was something awful. From our po-
sition it was impossible to see what
had become of Jacob, and only the
tight rope told us that his body at
least, living or dead, was still fasten-
ed tous, Ina voice singularly unlike
his own, Walker cried out ‘Jacob,’ and
I trust my readers can imagine the
relief we felt when the reply came
back, “I am still living.’

“Walker craned over the rocks and
then turned round, ‘I se¢ him, He
is awfully huit.,” After a moment
Jacob managed to recover his footing,
and then untied the rope with tremb-
ling fingers, and crawled along the
face of the cliffsto the other side of
the gully, We ‘hound up his wounds
as well as we could, He had had a
marvellous e§capeé; ng large fragment
had struck him fulf?’ Jle was badly
bruised, all over, but.no bones were
broken, and after a charter of an
hour’s rest, he said that he was
ready to start again.

“On taking hold of the rope to tie
him on again, we were awestruck to
find all its strands but one had been
severed, so that his whole weight had
hung almost by a thread.”
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When men speak ill of you, live sg

that nobedy will believe them,

THE SAND TRICK -
; OF HINDU FAKIRS

The table being cleared by her as-
sistant, the witch has brought in a
basin and a small bag of sand. She
invites members of the audience to
advance to the table and throw hand-
fuls of sand in the basin, which is
partly filled with water. When aif
are reseated, she dips her hand in
the basin and withdraws the sand
Sm.nvoa:w dry.

is trick was long kept secret hy
the Hindoo fakirs, but, like Birﬂ
things about . conjuring, its explana-
tion is surprisingly simple. The sand
is prepared beforeband by being heat-
ed in a frying pan. When it be-
comes sufficiently hot, a small piece -
of paraffine is placed on it and al-
lowed 7o melt. The sand is then
taken off the stove and allowed to
dry, The wax coats every minute
grain of the sand, whick, when dry,
does not appear to have been thus
treated. A gentle shake of the hand
should be given when if is lifted from
the water to insure the sand being
perfectly dry. e
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AFTER OCCUPATION 2
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Marriage, unless based only on love,
says a writer, is the most ardious
of all professions, where the ‘hours
are long and the wages none, Many
a gir], fretful at home, thinks she
has only to marry and she will have
nothing to do but be as happy as
the day is long. The girl who is in
business believes her days of -work
will be over when she marries and
settles down, Never was a greater
mistake. The girl who thinks. mar-~
riage means a lazy life had better
remain unmarried all her life, or
great will be her disappointment, A
lazy woman never yet had a well-
regulated household or a loving hus-
band. Riot and extravagance prevail
in the lazy woman’s home, and such
things do not spell happiness .for any-
one. A home, whether it be poor or
rich, needs thought and work to ma
it comfortable, and so much thought
and work that love and love only cen
be the adequate recompense. Love
is the wages for home-makers, mar-
riage based on anything else soon -be-
comes a dead failure, and dreary mis-
ery is the result for all concerned.
Everything else in the world may be
run on business or other lines, but
happiness in marriage depends en-
tirely on'love, ot g

++++1+§
THE CHILDHOOD OF

ROUMANIA’S POET-QUEEN
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When Carmen Sylva, the poet-queen
of Roumania, was the little princess
of Wied in her father's castle on the
Rhine, she used to sigh because she
was a princess; and she has herself
told how she Jonged to be a village
child like those that she saw every
day. s

Since she could not get out to play
with them, she invented plays of ' her
own; and in these plays, the trees of
the big castle park were her play-
mates. Every day she performed
whole fairy plays, in which one tree
was the wicked giant, another the
rairy prince and so on.

It was natural that this course of
life should fan the enthusiasm of the
child for story-telling; and in her
eleventh year she had begun to write
poetry, while her fourteéenth birth-
day saw her busy over a drama.

By the time she was twenty, she
had written enough poetry, plays and
stories, Tncluding several novels, to
make books that would fill a Tong
shelf : but she showed these to mo-
body, and it was not until Prince
Karl of Roumania took her to that
land to be its queen that she begap
to publish any of her work,




