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FOB JTJNIOB DISHWASHEBS. 
4-f/~\F all dull, blind, sordid drudgery, the dullest, the 

\J blindest, the most sordid is d ishwashing," This 
is what a mere man says, and undoubtedly every Junior 
girl who groans over the task of washing the dishes three 
times a day, will feel intense grat i tude to the man who 
not only understands the mat ter bu t has the courage to 
say what he thinks. 

But after he said that , Professor Edward Howard 
Griggs said something more, and tha t same " m o r e " is 
something Junior dishwashers should realize and remem
ber. One trouble with dishwashing is t ha t the dishwasher 
knows tha t as she sets the last dish away in the cup
board i t is only a mat ter of four hours when they will all 
be out again and have to be washed all over, and worse 
still tha t this is the routine three times a day for the 
three hundred and sixty-five days in the year. 

Yet Professor Griggs says tha t the woman or girl 
who nevertheless does tha t blind, dead work loyally and 
faithfully, without protesting, is gaining character and 
culture out of i ts very deadness and blindness, because 
character and culture are but patience, fidelity^ quiet 
wisdom and loyalty to t rus t . 

That puts poetry and philosophy both into the drudg
ery of every day life, and if Junior dishwashers will only 
remember i t while splashing around in the dishpan, they 
will be surprised to see how easily the work goes, how 
light the task may seem, after all. 

T H E BOOK MOMENT. 

IN one of the ' recent magazines, a wi i ter has given a 
list of the books tha t President Roosevelt read in the 

first two years of his first administration. I t represents 
reading tha t the average man would do in a lifetime. He 
disposed of Herodotus, Thucydides, Plutarch, Froissart , 
Macauley, the classic Greek tragedies, the essays of Bacon 
and Holmes, novels b y Thackeray, Dickens, Scott, Lever, 
Tolstoi and Sienkiewicz, the English and American poets, 
several French biographies and all the current magazines. 

Most people, of course, do not possess the amazing 
energy and industry which help to make the president 
the remarkable man he is, but nevertheless, the average 
man could accomplish a surprising amount of reading if 
he used merely his spare moments. Ten minutes a day 
only, will dispose of Shakespere's entire works in one 
year. One need not feel t ha t he must have an evening for 
reading, or even a half hour at a time. Minutes make 
the hours and a few minutes at a t ime devoted to reading 
tha t is worth while will accomplish an amazing amount 
a t the end of the year. 

Some Remarkably Good Work Done by a Little 
Minneapolis Girl Eleven Years Old. •* 

" T h e poet is born, not m a d e , " is a proverb well 
known the world over. And in the " b o r n i n g " there 
most be a sense of rhythm, " t h e flow and proportion of 
r o u n d s . " Poetry need not rhyme, bu t on the other hand, 
unless there is rhythm it is not real poetry, no mat ter 
how poetic the thought may be. The composer of music 
must not only understand the harmony of sounds, but he 
must also have a clearly defined sense Vf time,—which in 
a way, corresponds to the rhythm of poetry. 

Laura Eoyce, the daughter of Boland C. Boyce, 1502 
Four th avenue S, began wri t ing verse when she was only 
nine years old. One of the poems given below, " T h e 
Shepherd B o y , " was an early production, being wr i t ten 
in 1903. There are minor faults here and there, bu t the 
sense of rhythm is very evident. The Journal Junior is 
glad to present the two poems, which, while childlike in 
thought, nevertheless show the possession of the t rue 
poetie spirit . 

T H E SHEPHERD BOY. 
Oh, I ' m a l i t t le shepherd boy, 

I tend and guard the sheep. 
I l ive among the mountains, \ 

And in the valleys deep. 

I love the l i t t le wayward lambs, 
That I watch night and day; 

And in the mountains tears are shed, 
"When one lamb runs away. 

I see the glorious sunset 
Upon those distant hills, 

And when I see the daybreak, 
With joy my heart it fills. 

Oh, I ' m a l i t t le shepherd boy, 
I tend and guard the sheep. 

I live among the mountains, 
And in the valleys deep. 

THE MOON. 
As the moon is slowly rocking, 

Slowly rocking in the sky, 
I t sees the lit t le silver stars, 

As they go floating by. 

I t sees the wondrous cities, 
That lie far, far below. 

I t sees the green grass and the flowers, 
That day and night do grow. 

I t sees the l i t t le children, 
Who lie sleeping in their beds, 

I t peeps in at the windows, 
And guards above their heads. 

As the moon is slowly rocking, 
-"" Slowly rocking in the sky, 

I t sees the earth below it, 
And above, i t sees the sky. 

A Very 
Large 
School. 

Minneapolis people th ink tha t a school 
housing 1,600 or so pupils is a p re t ty big 
school. So i t is, bu t b ig as i t undoubtedly. 
is, there are larger ones in the country. 
School No. 188 in New York has 2,000 girl 

pupils and 2,500 boys. Jus t imagine the scene in the 
streets about the doors between the hours of eight and 
eight-thirty in the morning, with 4,500 boys and girls 
playing tag, scuffling, laughing, ta lking and shouting. 
Owing to the large number of scholars, there is a fire-
drill twice a week, 150 boys in various classes act ing as a 
" g u a r d , " whose business it is to rush for the coats and 
hats , leaving the children free to march out without 
thought of wraps. Not only is the Public School No. 188 
the largest in the United States, bu t i t is claimed to be 
the largest in the world. 

Something You Ought Ito Know 

I t is a mat ter of history tha t the one great 
Back to nobby of Frederick the Great was his regi-
the old ment of giants, the Grenadier Guards. His-
Times. tory also tells tales of the kidnapping of 

giant Prussian peasants who would not enter 
the regiment willingly, and their being forcibly made 
soldiers of the king. Altho no k ing of Prussia since the 
t ime of Frederick has been so arb i t rary about recruiting, 
the regiment still exists on the original lines, and ex
tremely ta l l men who enter the service are always assigned 
to the v Grenadier Guards. When the kaiser was in 
Morocco recently, he saw a huge Moor, and a t once wished 
to enroll him in the famous regiment of giants. The 
Moor was willing, and the necessary formalities were gone 
th ru a t once. He is six feet, ten and one-half inches tall 
and is to be the color bearer of the regiment. 

Everybody knows, of course, tha t a glacier 
Progress moves surely, tho with exceeding slowness, 
of a bu t i t is seldom given one generation to 
Glacier. know b y a certain mark exactly how fast 

t ha t movement is. For ty years ago, Lord 
Francis Douglas was lost in the Matterhorn glacier. This 
summer tha t par t of the glacier will arr ive in the valley 
of Zermatt, and i t is expected b y the family of Lord 
Francis Douglas, t ha t the ice will give up i ts prey. Ac
cording to this, the Matterhorn glacier has traveled about 
4,300 feet in for ty years .* . »„ ^vtJzri.>s 

OEDIPUS AND T H E SPHINX. 

The Sphinx was one of the afflictions of the city of 
Thebes. I t was a creature whose body was tha t of a 
lion and whose upper body was tha t of a woman. I t s 
rest ing place was on top of a rock commanding the ap
proach to the city and i t stopped all who passed, propos
ing to them a riddle which they must answer or be killed. 
Years and years had passed and many were slain and still 
the riddle remained unsolved. Oedipus was the son of 
Lauis, king of Thebes, abandoned in his infancy because 
an oracle said tha t he was to kill his own father. He 
was picked up by the shepherd Polybus in the employ of 
the king of Corinth, and grew up believing tha t Polybus 
and Merope, his wife, were his own father and mother. 
When he had grown to manhood, he learned of the proph
ecy and believing i t meant the death of Polybus and 
Merope, he ran away to Thebes. 

On the way he met a t ra in of people who rather in
solently ordered him to take his chariot out of the road. 
H e refused, and one of his horses was killed. This en
raged him so tha t he fell upon the other par ty and killed 
them all. As the leader was Laius, he all unknowingly 
thus fulfilled the prophecy. As he came to the Sphinx, he 
was halted as were all travelers, and compelled to listen 
to the riddle: 

" W h a t animal is tha t which in the morning goes on 
four feet, at noon on two and in the evening upon t h r e e ? " 
Without any hesitation Oedipus replied: 

" M a n , who in childhood creeps on hands and knees, 
in manhood walks erect and in old age with the aid of a 
staff." 

Whereupon the Sphinx was so chagrined that she cast 
herself down from the rock and perished. 

AN AERIAL RUN A WA Y 
By W. P. and C. P. Chipman. 

Copyright, 190b, Lothrop Publishing Company. 

A Brave Li t t le Coward. 
The family had spent two years in the wind-swept 

prair ie region of Iowa, and much enjoyed their first 
balmy winter in southern Oregon. One night, however, a 
very high wind arose. Li t t le Polly, who was considered 
the coward of the family, surprised the others by placid
ly rocking in her small ehair, and when an unusual gust 
even shook the door, calmly looked in tha t direction, say-

" W e l l , blow! Blow away! You can ' t beat anything 
we 've seen."—The Li t t l e Chronicle. 

A Mat te r of Strength. 
Johnson (boasting of his strength)—This morning I 

lowered an empty cask into the river and pulled up 
th i r ty gallons of water . 

Jackson—That ' s nothing to ta lk about. I lowered 
a boat into the stream this morning and pulled' up the 
river. «~ 

I n bulk the world 's product of potatoes equals tha t 
of wheat and corn combined. 

CHAPTEBXXV. 
A Home in the Wilds. 

As Todd lay there helpless, s taring with fascinated 
eyes at the hideous reptile which had coiled itself upon 
his breast, he was not ignorant of the grave danger he 
was in. Yet he, with admirable self-control, did not st ir . 
Possibly if he remained motionless the reptile would 
cease to look upon him as an enemy, and, having made 
the threat , would then uncoil itself and glide away with
out str iking. Todd was quite sure tha t he had somewhere 
read tha t the rat t lesnake, in a critical moment, could be 
prevented from giving its fa ta l blow by keeping perfectly 
quiet. Anyway, he would t ry the ruse, as there was noth
ing else he could safely do. So with his own eyes s tar ing 
into the snake 's gli t tering optics, and without the quiver 
of a muscle he waited. 

Suddenly there came a swift, whirr ing sound, and 
almost before the bewildered lad had t ime to think, t h e 
snake was knocked from its position on his breast and 
went flying thru the air for a distance of several feet. A 
moment later Admaxla ran swiftly by him, and reaching 
the serpent just after it struck the ground, quickly dis
patched i t . Then returning to the prostrate lad, he lifted 
the tree t runk from off his feet, and assisted him to rise, 
inquiring anxiously: 

" A r e you hurt , Todd! Did the snake strike y o u ? " 
" N o ; thanks to you, I ' m s a f e , " was the response, as 

Todd shook himself to make sure he was all r ight . " H o w 
did you do it, old c h a p ? " 

' ' See h e r e , ' ' the nat ive answered, leading the way to 
where the dead rat t lesnake lay. Bending over the hor
rid form, Todd saw tha t an arrow had transfixed the 
head, and was now protruding several inches on both 
sides. 

" I shot him with my b o w , " Admaxla explained, 
" a n d the arrow fortunately struck right in the neck. Tho 
force of the blow was sufficient to carry the snake clear 
off your body, and its suddenness prevented the reptile 
from s t r i k i n g . " 

" B u t how did you happen to see my d a n g e r ? " Todd 
queried. " I thought I left you at the c a m p . " 

" S o you d i d , " was the reply; " b u t I only stopped to 
pick up my bow and arrows, and then I followed you. I 
had noticed several birds in the trees just beyond here, 
and thought I might kill one for supper. I was only a 
short distance away when you fell, and saw the snake 
coil itself on your breast. But I knew I would not have 
t ime to reach you before i t struck, and so did the only 
th ing in my power to save you. I am glad I succeeded." 

" Y o u ' r e a brick, A d m a x l a ! " exclaimed his com-, 
rade, impulsively; " a n d I can ' t begin to tell you how 
much I thank you for saving my life. But i t was a close 
shave, wasn ' t i t ? " and he shook the native boy 's hand 
vigorously. 

By this t ime the other inmates of the camp had 
reached the spot, and were excitedly inquiring what had 
happened. For some time the par ty discussed the affair; 
then they returned to the camp fire, Todd and Admaxla 
carrying ^between them the dead tree trunk, first making 
sure, however, tha t no other venomous reptile was lurk
ing within i t . 

The supper which the professor and Bod had pre
pared was relished by all, and soon tLe l i t t le band, with 
the exception of Todd, who stood the first watch, were 
wrapped in Blumber. 

For several days the castaways journeyed on, meet
ing with no serious difficulty by the way, and; afteT five 
days found themselves on the verge of an immense plain. 
The forest still remained dense on both sides of the stream 
and the undergrowth, as tho it sprang from a richer soil, 
became ranker and more luxuriant. 

" I t ' s going to be a hard job to make our way th ru 
tha t stuff," the manufacturer remarked, as he caught 
sight of the great plain and its seemingly impenetrable 
thickets. 

" W e shall not a t tempt i t , " the aeronaut replied 
quietly. " I t is now time to prepare ourselves for a voy
age down the r iver; and there is just the place we want 
for our permanent c a m p . " 

As he spoke he pointed to an open space of consider
able size a li t t le to their left. The ground sloped gently 
from the r iver ' s bank for a distance of three or four 
hundred yards, and was covered with soft grass; while 
a t i ts center a l i t t le spring bubbled up, and forming a 
t iny rill, ran to join the larger stream below. 

" A h ! no bet ter place could be se lected," the pro
fessor continued, wi th evident satisfaction, as the l i t t le 
cavalcade filed down into the clearing. " H e r e are water , 
air, sunshine, drainage—everything to make this a 
healthy dwelling-place; there at the brink of the stream 
is an ideal location for our shipyard, while about us are 
the very trees we shall need. Here then we will stop. 
For tonight we will make our usual brush hu t ; but to
morrow we will fix things for a long stay—until we have 
constructed some sort of a craft to carry us, as i t surely 
will, down this river to the habitations of m a n . " 

The preparations for the night were quickly made, 
and soon all was quiet in the clearing. At an early hour 
in the morning, however, the professor aroused his com
panions, and while eating breakfast a consultation was 
held. The discussion was opened by the aeronaut himself, 
who said: 

" W e shall, in my judgment, have to remain here for 
two or three weeks, and may as well make ourselves as 
comfortable at possible. So our first care should be to 
erect a more substantial shelter than has been our cus
tom, where our stops were for the night only. This will-
probably take a couple of days or more. Then we can 
turn our at tention to the construction of a craft of some 
kind large enough to carry us all down the r iver; and 
also to the replenishing of our l a r d e r . " 

" W h a t kind of a boat will you make, p rofessor?" 
Todd asked. " W i t h the tools we have i t will not be a 
very easy task to make one, I ' m a f r a i d . " 

" T h a t is t r u e , " was the response; " b u t we will do 
our best. I have not fully decided yet as to what plan to 
adopt. But we have t ime enough to th ink i t over while 
building our house . " 

" I should th ink a raf t of dry logs would be the 
quickest and easiest to b u i l d , " was Bod 's comment. 

" S o i t wou ld , " ^responded the aeronaut, " b u t t he 
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