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and all the birds thet pase:
He races through the open flelds—
he: will not pause or stay—

Far down the road, across the world,

- spurning the great highway.
" He murmurs through the green-
leaved trees; as far away he
- flies -
The forest giants laugh at him
under the summer skies,

He never minds the driving rain;
he’s happy as.can be, =
That friend of miine, the  singing
wind, so big and wild and free.

KATHERINE - FAITH. 4

s HE long, ion: twl-’

light of .an, Eng-
lish eveping settled
. softly over Kenil-
worth Castle. The
,@ay chatter oflords
and ladles rose
fromgardem, chase
and park, broken
now and them by
the querulous tones
of somg watcher
‘wearied with walt-
ing for the arrival
of the queen and
her cavalcade,
Her majesty had
been detalned far
beyond the expect-
ed hour at War-
wick, and. would
to make entrance at Kenllworth

rehligh i
‘great bell in the tower tolled
muly ‘and & rustle of pleased ex-
ation swept the muititude, Nearer
nearer sounded the tramp of horses”
%, the falnt clash of armored men
the shril music of Elizabeth's

the queen stepped into the royal
e, rockets blazed forth hissing to-
d the sky. All the gay assemblage
with one accord, lifting up their
s in @ 'great shout of welcome,

to be drowned by the roar of
derbusses firing & salute.
o gatewuy, lit by blazing torches
by hundrids of horsemen, &p-
Elizabeth, mounted on &

with_jewels, and at
shook light s the,
shining dewdrops

earl of Leie s
d on his

hoon, a favor!”

1
her 1 " feet,
e, S R

mag-
hand-

“Hold thy hand!" he cﬂww’.ﬂi
flashing eyes, i " Y | S5 28
The soldier turnéd angrily’ with i
lifted sword: but the queen’s voice brol

in quickly: - \

“By my falth, the lad Is In the right
of it!" cried she. “Wouldst Injure sach
a very babe? Stand away!"

She turned kindly to the lttle meald, .

starting slightly in surprise, for the
pleading, upturned face, upon which
shone the fitful gleam of faring torches,
was beautiful as that of an angel.

About 9 years 0ld, with aweet, appeal-
ing eyes, soft, thick hair that shone ke
burnishéd gold, red lips. that quivered
with earnestness, clad simply in white,
the child seemed a very falry spfite
in the midet of the gorgeous assembly.

“Who art thou?' asked her majesty,
+and what the boon thou cravest?”

“My name 18 Vere’' answered the
child, “and the boon is the petition I put
into thy hands. ' Oh, your majesty, d@-
but grant me this, and T shall pray for
thee always!" 2

The queen bent and accepted the paper
from the child’s hand.

“well, well,”" said elie, ‘‘’tis nelther
the time nor the plage to read thy
petition, little mald. Come tomorrow
to Kenilworth and we will hear thee.
But tell me, chick, who s thy gallant
::’l'ﬂwonr ‘Methinks he hath a brave

“hhat 1 know not, your majesty,” sald
the child. "Never before today have I
#et eyes upon him.”

. Blisabeth turned to the lad, whose
noble face and graceful bearing seemed
with his peasant dress,

, her godm

there lived in a hope and pride
distant country a ;

on, and. when she;

whole nation.

_'Now, of course, dear reader, ull folk

‘who' aré versed in falry lore.know that

there are both good and bad fairies, and
: bad,

‘space for many miles. At length she
landed in'a dark cave, the bome of a
witch, whose chief pleasure In life was

" tormenting the good fairies, '

in the garden thinking sadly of the
¢hildish faces that:she wished to see
around her, she heard a sweet low voice
like the tinkle of a silvery bell say:

v 1 Looking up, she saw no
one; again she heard the sweet sound,

This timé she saw & tiny fairy stand-
ing on the petals of g half-blown white

. ‘The lovely creature's hair shone

fn the sun like spun gold, she was
¢lad’' in & fleecy white robe and her
wings were of sllver gossamer.

The queen answered and the falry
continued:

“Why are you 50 #ad? TeH me the
trouble, and I may be able to help you."

“Well,"” replied the weeping lady, “I
am not loved of the fairles, for 1 have

‘‘po children, and all my life is lonely.
""Who are you that would know the causeé

of niy sorrow?’

*I am Rose; the fairy of this rose tree.
Did you not know that every plant has
& falry to care for it? No? Well, it s
#o. You say you are not loyed of the
fairies: but you are, and 'one year
from today & daughter will be born to

1 will be her godmother, and
to her shall last as
shall last.”

disappeared

Wlﬂllrx a year the promise of the falry
was ‘fulfilled, and & tiny blue-cyed
maiden ned her eyes upon the world
for the first time, Kre lon the god-
mother 'arrived, bringing with her a
all” white spider.
hich,” she _sald to the queen,
jould  begin to spin a golden web
that very hour, ‘and ‘as long as the
princess was safe, he would continue
his ' spinning; but 8| he
would tease; and if dead, he
also; but remember, above all things,
do” not cut the web,” she sald as she
ew awayss ¥ ¢ y
»Naturall ur‘h‘by was named for
% . §t"may e truly sald
that she very
was she, and so fair to look upon.
She grew lovelier as the years went

TOR6, 80 -SWeel -

‘Moco, for that was her name, took
Hohe and forced her to work day and
night, -sweeping, dusting and gettng
meals, This was very hard on her, for
she haQ neéver dome any mort of work
befare 1h her Hfe. ' '

se:noticed that & pot was kept for-
ever bolling over the fire and that Moco

stirred it often. This greatly aroused
ler curlosity, and she determined to ask
Moco, who sald: 3

““T'his 48 poison which I shall throw on
the roots of yonder rose twee, for if 1
can kil] it the good fairies will fall into
Oy satd R ﬁ.v. one tree
‘Why,” sa ose, ‘‘does
make so much difference”” "~

“‘Because your ‘fodmmhar dwells with-
in it, and its magic blossoms have power
which protect the falries.”

QOur little heroine thipught deeply on
this conversation for a few days and
wondered how she might help the little
people whom she loved so well.

These things weighed so heavily an
our little Rose's mind that she slept only
lightly, and one night she Was awak-
ened by a bow voice In her ear that
called her name.

up, she saw a tiny man
dressed in green, sitting on & stone in
the roof of the cave.

“Rose,” he sald, “what does the old

forever bolling in er
preclous fot"

Rose told all to the little man, whom
she knew to be a good falry.

*‘And.” she sald, “what can I do to

irles
“Well,” he sald, “the only thing that
will help {8 a crystal bali from the
Land of the Sunset, containing & liquid
which will act as an antidote for the
poison.”

Now, dear reader, perhaps you do not
know of the Land ‘of the Sunset, as it
s not on any map. Standing on the
Helghts of Innocent Childhood, one may
look at the fromtier of this wendrous
place, where the souls of flowers bloom
forever in eternal summer. Beyond the
frontier the gleaming towers of the
Falry City arise; only those who love
may enter here.

To this place did the little man pro-
pose to go and to bring back from it
the crystal ball.

While all these things were h&ppening
to Rose, her parents were nea dis-

tracted, and they searched over the
whole world to find her, the darling of
thelr hearts; but it was useless. The
white spider refused to spin his golden
web, The sunshine geemed less bright,
the sky less blue, now that the sweel
childish laugh was heard no more.

The little green man, true to his prom-
ise, started on his journey. As he had
to go many million miles, and had no
wings, he asked a sunbeam to carry
him, Only three days had he to get
there and back, so they had to travel at
@ great rate.

The ball was taken secretly from the
queen's palace by the llttle green man,
and on his return homeward a thunder-
storm came up and the sunbeam left,
80 he was forced to ‘walk the rest of the
way.

The time came for the pot to be taken
oft the fire, and the fairies’ fate hung
on a single hair, A long procession of

imps and witches carried the

dreaq liquid to the roots of the rose
(ree.d Rose following with frightened

ace.
The place was reached, and in a low
voice old Moco started to chant:

il pot
%’l"ﬁ:nm u‘g%p‘:o'l.- n?h:;;l%uxd hot.
Thi iri W Dot on ay
Th:l!‘h'zy themselves shall pass away.
At this moment Rose threw herself
between Moco and the roots, aund the
poison was poured on her instead of
the tree, and thus every drop was used.
The hot stuff burned her dreadfully,
and she lay half dead on the ground,
while the angry imps went shrieking

away.

5 il reen man got there just

iy xe the chﬂ% fall to the
ground. When he knew that the tree
was safe, so great was his joy that he
forgot Rose, and hurried to tell the
falries of their escape. When the queen
asked after Rose, he hung his head with
shame at his thoughtlessness, and told
of her generosity to those she loved so

well.

Several of the ladles in walting were
gent to find Rosge, and to bring her to
the Land of the Sunset, Others, among
them the fairy Rose, went for the white
spider and his golden web.

Within about two days they met once
more in the palace hall. Rose had, with
the aid of fairy ointments, recovered
from her burns and was loveller than

fore.
beBel‘ure all the court she stood as the
white spider and his olden web u:efe
brought forth. The de‘le:‘ur‘l‘x!edu ‘:‘\(JC:L:
1 he queen's wand,
Sandes ~q;,.—n.. e, who asked Rose to
marry him, which she gladly did. g
The golden web Rose wore for a wed-
ding veil, and when she took it off it
broke into millions of pleces, which flew
all over the world, and entered into the
hearts of the peor And perchance,
dear reader, a piece ls in your heart
and one in mine; because that vell was
the sunshine of lo¥¥, and the pleces will
Iast until the end of the world in the
ts of mankind.
fsedes FLLA SEWELL SLINGLUFF.
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T WAS years and
Vvears. ago, back
in the very dim-
mest ages of his-
tory, that the
king of Ireland
held a great fes-
tival in the Hall
of Tara.
“In ai1l the
land,” sald he,
“the fires must be
extingulshed, . 80
that no flame
may appear until
my huge fire flares forth from Tara's
hill!"

Now, the king was much feared in
the land, and so every one among his
subjects hastened to obey his edict.

You may imagine how astounded he
was, therefore, when he looked forth into
the velvety darkness of the night and
saw a tiny beam of light shining like &
faraway star. Stronger and strong<: it
grew, until the myriad tongues of &
great fire blazed from a nearby hilitop.

A great shudder ran through the as-
sembly on Tara hill at the temerity of
the man who had lighted it. Who In all
Ireland dared to disobey the edict?
What meant the fire? The king himself
volced these questions 1o & wise old
Druld priest, who anwerad:

“If yonder fire is not extinguished to-
night, it will blaze forever in Ireland!”

Now at this time the Irish people were
Druids and they !uad many strange and
weird beliefs.

Druid Fires

At 16 years of age he had been sup-
priced and made prisoner by & band of
robbers, who took him to Ireland,
had been their captiye for six meb
before he sucoeeded In escaping from
:he:'l and making his way back to Soet=
and,

A second time he was carried off and
agaln managed to escape. A

Arrived at his own home once moe,
his thoughts continually turned to the
land he had .left and his hedrt burned
to return and bear to the Druids the
message of the Christian religion.

Very earnestly he studied to prepare
himself for his great work, and finally
his efforts were rewarded and he was
m:drs bishop.

Now at last “‘he 'was able fo
to Ireland. - o

It Patrick who had defied the
edict of the Druid king, his hand which
had lighted the great fire on the. hill-
top_In honor of Raster eve.

“Seize the man who kindled the
flames,”” cried the angry king, “and let
him be brought before me &t once!™

Patrick, accordingly, was seilzed and
dragged, not in the least frightened,
into the king’s presence. Here were
ngbles and priests and princes gathered
together to ldok on g0 bold a man.
Fearlessly Patrick spoke, declaring that
he had come to gquench forever the
Druid firee and establish the religion
of Christ in place of their pagan rites
and fire worlgnp.

Now,
angry,
curious, he
meet the wise meén of his kingdom next
day to explain the bellef he bore and
answer their guestions,

Their priests dwelt in the great forest
of oak trees which almost covered the
country, and taught the worship of fire
as & symbol of the sun.

The night of the great festival held by
the king on Tara's hill was the eve of
Easter morning, None of the Druid folk,
however, knew aught of Easter, or of
the life of the Christ-child; but they
were very soon to know.

Out of Scotland had comeé a new
teacher bearing a strange new message
to the sun worshipers—a message that
was to echo down the ages and bear
plentiful fruit in the very hearts of the
country's people.

The name of the teacher was Patrick
and his boyhood home was in Scotland.

8o wisely and well-did the preacher
talk next day that his listeners were
persuaded that he not only was & veiy
wise man, but inspired as well, and s0
became Christians on, the spot. Even
the king was so much impressed that
he gave Patrick leave to preach all
over Ireland his new creed.

An he traveled from place to
place bearing his message to the in-
land people, speaking so Wwisely and so
well that ali who heard him were as-
tonished at his wisdom and power.

In a short space-of time all the people
became Christians, and gradually the
Druid beliefs were forgotten among
them and Christianity had blotted out
the old pagan rites forever.

.structer; & young courtier named
IRaleigh, “see that thou turn mot thy
tback upon the queen. When thou art
tdismissed, see that thou go out back-
ward."

The eager little maid promised to do
21l that ‘she had been told. How she
trembled as the great lord b

“During the time thy mother was im-
prisoned In the tower,” sald Rosamond,
“my father was good to her, and In
thanksgiving for his kindness she gave
fim these mementos.”

For & moment Elizabeth's eyes were
wet,

1ain conducted her up the long hall, at
the énd of which the queem, clad in
soft blue velvet and wearing her crown,
sat under & canopy of state holding
court!

Rosamond knelt .at the foot of the
throne snd looked up through her curl-
ing lashes into Elizabeth’s face.

“And so Walter de Vere was thy
father?” said Elizabeth, slowly, knit-
ting her brows. All kindness of yester-
day seemed to have vanished, ‘‘Walter
de Vere, who conspired against us to
set Mary of Scotland free! Marry, no
one ever deserved death more, and
death shall be his portion!” §

*Have pity, gracious queen!” cried
the l::.ld. mald. My father's heart is
the tenderest of 1
T
3?\&:!:1.& hi :”g:cn m’!mﬁ. l’;
belnllaetlr io:..‘ln& mod ‘t’v':l"'"'

Hastily little took from her

small 1 and’ thrust it into

graved u
of Boleyn.l and turmed of a o:

eedi Y
S Whence  came these? she cred.

[ ¥ S S,
ake we grant thy
t last, un-cﬁ“nnd
w Let ware

offend.
At once she wrote an order for Walter
s immediate release, granting him

full pardon, and placed the paper In
Rosamond's hand, that she might her-
self carry It to London.

Rosamond Beized the queen's white
hand, covering it with kisses, too over-
Joyed for words, Then, darting up with
the precious paper clasped close, the
little mald ran gayly out of the room
with her back to the queenm, to the in-
finite amusement of the court.

Not long after this Walter Vere was
freed from prison, and lived to a good
old age, his chief treasure the little
Rosamgond, who blossomed from a dear
little mald Into a good and beautiful
woman.

A Native’s®Cunning

HT natives of Ceylon are among

II the lazlest people on the face of

the globe. Those working on &
certain tea plantation econtracted the
habit of lylng down for & quiet sleep
whenever, as often happened, the over-
seer was called away.

The overseer, In this particular in-
stance, had a glass eye, and one day.
being needed elsewhere on business and
certain that work would cease the in-
stant his back was turned, he hit upon
the happy expedient of leaving his glass
eye on the short stump of & tree.
“Now,” said he to the workers, *I my-
gelf must go away, but I leave one of
my eyes to watch and see how the
work is done.”

For some little time after his depart-
wre the natives labored with all their
might in the heat, &ln!ll o?‘!‘ of them,
becoming Vi tired, carefully placed
the tin in which he had carried his food
over the eye of his absent master and
calmly proceeded to enjoy & nap, fol-
lowed, of course, by his fellow-workers.

Quaint Legend of the
Flowers

LUSTERED about
the commonest
fleld flowers that
grow are quaint
legends full of the
fairy . and witch
lore Of ages past.

All over the
world flowers, by
the magie of their
beauty, have won
their way into
men's hearts and
minds, and so into
thelr fairy tales,
witch lore and
even religious bee
lefs.

protty.

heather

was & holy plant

in the Highlands

when the Picts

held sway In Scotland, long, long before

the Romans came. No one knows just

why it was held in such veneration, but

the reason may have been that the bees

fed on it when making the honey from

which these ancient peoples concocted
their sacred drink.

Ap fascinating as the blue-eved blos-
som {tself are the many storfes told
about flax, In Thuringia it s said that
7-year-old children dancing in the flax
will become very beautiful, and a Thu-
ringlan bride invariably places flax in
her shoe, that prosperity may smile on

ar.

The old Scandinaviang held the nettle
lant sacred to Thor, and asserted that
t was a sure cure for burns,

Monk's hood, or wolf's bane, was an-
other plant surrounded by them with
welrd stories, chief among which was
that it guarded against wild animals
We find mention of thig plant very
early Indeed under the older name of
Thorhat, the hat of Thor.

There are beautiful as well as inter-
esting stories about 8t. John's wort,
and t‘_;le bellef that the plant’'s seeds turn
to gold on the gentie saint's feast eve
is rife in many European countries.

Vervain, that dainty little plant with
its purple flowers, is often called
“herb o' grace’ The old wood priests
of Britain, the anclent Druids, called it
the holy herb and gatheped it for their
weird ceremonies at the rising of a cer-
tain star from & place where the beams
of neither sun nor moon had ever pene-
trated, and a sweet libation of honey was
poured on the earth as peace o ering
for having removed the sacred herb.

Rue, also sometimes’ called herb-o’s
grace, was created with all softs of
maglc. powers. Rue, agrimony, broom
straw and maidenhalr, bound and car-
ried about with one, were supposed to
be sure prevention of witches' visits,
bundle composed of these things tacked
over a door not only prevented the
witch’s entrance, but had the curious
and uncomfortable effect of gluing the
lady's feet to the threshold!

In Thuringla and Bradenburg the violet
is sald to be a charm against witches,
In Germany the primrose is known as
the key flower, probably because of their
old legend concerning Queen Bertha and
the primros astle; Queen Bertha being
a kindly fairy, who often upon meet-
ing a child glves it the freedom of &
castle, in which treasures are hidden in
pots filled with primroses, her only
stipulation being that the. primroses
must be carefully replaced after the
wondrous treasure Is removed.

The folk of Altenberg say that if &
farmer gather a handful of clover from
the cormers of his meighbor's fleld In

)

clover time, he will have luck and pros-
perity during the year to come.

All" over the world four-lead
olover brlnﬁ: luck to its finder, and s
reputed to es(»s butter from u%:um{.

One of the oldest and most beautiful
stories of the strawberry is that all the
children in heaven go llrnwb.rryilﬁ
with the Virgin _on 8t. John’s eve, 4

4 who has lost & Mttle

for it s a
that should
ise will have

none,

The Bavarian peasants most firmly be-
lleve that elves come on some lucky
nights k the cows. hen this
happens, it insures the farmer's s y
of milk for a long time to come.
attract the elves they hang tiny baskets
of strawberries between the cows' harns,
mat the lttle men may find and eat

em.




