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ANY, many years had passed
since the Pllgrim Fathers
landed upon the shores of New
England. And it was long,

long ago that the close descendants of
those Pilgrims founded the little town of
Mayfield. Men they were of grave and
solemn mien; strictly upright and just,
yet, withal, seeming to find little joy or
cheer in lile.

Miss Katnerine glanced about
schoolroom in which were seated her
many puplls—some very good, sSome
vory mischievous, and some (by far tho
greatest part) just half way between,
Although the ancestors of nearly all of
them were stern-faced Puritans, not a
lcomy countenance was to be seen
iere. Misg Kitty wondered what those
self-same Turitan ancestors would say
to the plan she was about to propose to
thelr boy and girl descendants.

The 1st of May would arrive within

the

the week, Mayficld had never celebra-
ted May Day. The Pilgrims frowned
upon May dances and maypoles and all

such frivolous amusements, and some-
how the celebration was never adopted
by their grandehildren or thelr great-
great-grandchildren. But Miss Klitty
was determined there should be a festi-
val this year. Fancy any place having
the name of Mayfleld and then not usTi-
ering In properly the glorious season of
May!

8o, first of all, the teacher described
to her charges how May Day was cele-
brated, both in olden and modern times;
how some of the ceremonies are derivc'i
from Roman observances in honor of
the goddess Flora; how the maypole it-
self 'was originally used in the worship
of nature in the East, and how many

new customs, among them a pllgrimage
to the fields and meadows, followed by
a feast, were introduced by the people
of Merry England.

EGEND ot THREE 0AKS

HREE brothers stood on the sum=
T mit of the hill. A pretty hill it

was—asg pretty as any im Der-
byshire—swith a pleasing view stretch-
ing on all sldes. But none of the

e

WIHIHCH IS THE WORST?
Three Forms of Death Which are Hor-
rible to Describe,
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In, Peru and parts of South Auslralia

there is found a small spider about half
as bhig as a pea. When this insect digs
Is fangs into its victim it inserts a poison
wheh begins at once to act. 1t scorches
vy the blood-vessels, and sproads through
the tissue, causing most dreadful agony.
The worst part of it is that the victim
usually suffers for two days, but death
in the end inevitable,

Another fearful death results from eat-
frg “bhat,” a vegelable which grows in
thc East, of which a few grains
viclent mania, ending in death.
occasionally in among
crep, from which it is hard
guish until dry. when the
grain is of a brick-red color,

There is a South American vine called
the “knotter.” which grips any living
thing coming in contact with it. Its ten-
facles twine round the object seized,
scaring-and burning the flesh like red-hot
wires, ‘Then the prey is drawn into the
heart of the foliage, and there erushed
to dealh. The method is too horrible to
describe in detail.
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There may be good material in them
to use again.
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It is best

brothers felt its beauty
ing, for they were bidding one an-
other good-bye. A little while and
they would be separated; gone along
three different paths, perhaps never
to meet again,

Too sad for further words,
clasped hands once more and
turned to go. Not. yet had they de-
scended the hill, when one brother
waved his arm, crying:

“Come  back, my brothers!
back!”

When
from
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they rejolned him, he drew
his pocket three acorns.
us give these acorns
said he. ‘“Then we - shall
them, and where the acorn
grows into a tree, so will he whose
name it bearsg prosper; but shall it
not grow, or shall the tree be blasted,
it will be as a sign that the brother
it represents be in sore need or dead.”

So saying, he planted the three
acorns. Agaln the brothers sald good-
bye and parted.

Two of the brothers journeyed Into
distant lands, the third stayed at the
lold home in Derbyshire. You may
know how anxiously this brother
watched and tended the acorns, and
protected the saplings as best he could
ap;alnst all weather.

days and weeks and years flew by.
The three oaks were growing stur-
dily; yet no word passed from one
brother to another, Then a hard
winter came, and one of the oaks suc-
cumbed to the heavy Dblasts that
swept over the hill In sorrow, the
third brother folded his arms, bent
his head and murmured:

“Now John is dead.”

Other years passed.
maining oaks throve, But finally
there came a terrific storm. Struck
by lightning, another of the oaks lay
torn and twisted on the ground. And
the brother, standing beside the oak,
now prone, muttered sadly to himself:

“Alas! James is dead., 1 am alons
in the world.”

A few days
peared from

our

The two re-

later the man

his old home, nor was
he ever heard of agaih. Perhaps it
may be that the magic of the spell
was broken after the death of two of
the brothers; for, although ages
passed, the oak is yet standing, in all
its loneliness. People frequently visit
this monarch, upon what 1{s now
known as Oaker hill, in Derbyshire,
England. But what has become of the
third brother? No one seems to
know.
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This recital interested every boy and
girl so much that when Miss Kitty un-
folded her plan it was recelved with en-
thusiasm. They were anxious to pre-
pare for the celebration at once. At first

they desired to have a king, as well as
a queen of May, but their teacher ex-
plained that the king of May had pass-
ed out of existence a long time before.

Who was to be queen? The cholce

How Jacky Won the Prize

ACKY felt bad, indeced, because he
J was not permitted to enter the con-
test. You see, father had offered a
prize to the boy who captured the larg-
est -fish during their excursion to the
creek that afternoon. Harry, Robert and
Jim were to go. Off they trudged, laden
with fishing tackle, while Ilonely
Jacky was left behind.
Soon it became very irksome in the
bouse, with no one to play with but a
sleepy cat—a cat that didn’'t want to

play at all. Therefore Jacky ran out
of doors through the orchard and into
the meadow beyond.

Plumping himself down under the old
apple tree, Jacky leoked into the brook
which rippled along close by. But this
only served to make him more dissatis-
fied with himself. Harry, Robert and
Jim were looking into water, too—but
they were fishing!

Then a sudden thought came to him,
Searching in his pocket, he brought
forth a tangled plece of string. Some-
where about his jacket he found a pin,
which he carefully bent into a hook.
He'd often seen little minnows in the
brook, so he was going flshing, too.

A fat worm was @ nd and placed
upon the hook, the cord was tied to the
hook, and soon the wee fisherman was
busy. The mlinutes passed, but he
didn’'t notice time now. Wasn't he
filshing? He was supremely happy.

Al] at omce there came a tug, and the
next instant a big fish Jeaped right out
of the water upon the bank. Quick as
a wink, Jack selzed the struggling fel-
low in his jacket and ran with all his
might through the meadow and the or-
chard, up to the house,

Harry and Robert and Jim came home
each with a good catch. llarry claimed
the prize for the largest fish. But just
as father was about to bestow upon him
the splendld fishing-rod, mother and
Jacky cried: “Walit!” Father was taken
out into the kitchen, and there was
{.Mintv.d out to him the huge trout Jacky
had captured in the brook. It was ever
s0o much bigger than Harry’'s fish.

S80. amld the congratulations of his
brothers, Jacky was awarded tho prize.

and mother. Then she was ever so shy
among schoel children. She did not
know that her gentle and unassuming
ways had already won her many
friends.

It was Tommy Smith—generous, fm-
pulsive, kind-hearted Tommy—who sug-
gested that inasmuch as sirangers
should be shown every courtesy and
made to feel at home at once, Florence
should be honored hP/ the cholce of
queen. And she was! The shy little
girl was so unselfish herself that every
other girl felt ashamed of her own self-
fshness, and eagerly greeted Florence
as sovereign.

As though pleased at the homage ren-
dered her. Mother Nature was in her
very best mood on May Day. Jut
among those who greeted Mother Na-
ture there could be no one more joyful
than Queen KFlorence, as, seated In her
flower-decked chariot, she was drawn by
her faithful subjects to the scene of
festivity in the meadow.

was a matter of greatest importance.
Many of the girls were exceedingly
popular; indeed, probably the only lassie
who fancied she wouldn't have the

glightest chance to be queen was little
Florence.

Only a “ew weeks before this time
Florence had bldden good-bye to the
sunflowers of Nebraska and begun her
journey eastward. Uncle Tom and Aunt
Mary had pleaded that the little girl be
lent to them for a while, in order that
she might receive a good school train-
ing. Where Florence lived, in Nebras-
ka, she was too far from the nearest
school. Nor had she a single boy or girl
playmate. Yet she was not lonely. Her
four-footed friends among the horses
and cattle were numerous; even_ the roll-
ing prairies, a green-covered ocean,
with its heaves and swells, and the vast
cornflelds, seemed llke friends to her.

And s0 oorry she was to leave such
friends, and the little house under tho
shadow of a great mud bank, and father

Sleeplechaso dl Bion

A Charming May Basket
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YOU can make a nice little May

basket by cutting out this de-
sign from varl-colored card-

board. The back should be exactly
like the front, of course, and the two
parts may readily be sewn together
or attached in® similar manner,
Lacing back and forth through the
holes with appropriate ribbon is sug-
gested. An attractive handle you can
easily improvise, or wuse ribbon, {f
you will,
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| _FURTHBER. ADVENTURES OF:PUSSY THEMOUSER
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STEEPLECHASE is held each year at Eton College, in England.
There are two events—one open to the “school” and the other
to the “juniors.” In this year’s steeplechase, held some weeks
ago, seventy-four boys were entered.

Among those competing in the junior event was the youthful earl of
Tisburne. You see him, in- the picture above, taking off his walking
shoes. He is 16 years old, and the owner of 42,800 acres of land.

You also have a photograph of the runners lined up for the chase.
The second figure on the right is a lad also of the nobility. This is Vis-
count Carlton, the 16-year-old son and heir of the earl of Wharncliffe.
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The “Pirates’’ Score
One

IFPICULT enough It war to ab-
D taln Farmer Green’s permission
to use the old flat-bottomed

gcow. But Captaln Billy Mumford ac=
complished the task, and the “Blooay
Robbers,” in consequence, wcre Jubl=
lant.

That Saturday, they reasoned, woukd
surely be the finest kind of & aqay.
Hadn't it rained the last four S«tur-
days? 8o it couldn't )wm':lhly be bad
for “five straight,” a3 Skinny expresss=
ed it

And
hitch Jupe
tow them
ca nping
where they

were going to
hiza
bese
fin4,

Saturday they
to the scow and have
up the creek to the
ground they could
intended to stay for at
least three days. There would be no
trouble about Jupe, because he had
already been “promised” by Joe Stan=-
ton’'s father,

Saturday afternoon came and founAa
every member of the “Bloody RRobe
bers” at the Cove. Provislons weiQ,

on

RIDING I1KE “SIXTY”

laced In the custody of Skinny, and
ack Warner appointed lieutenant.
These were carefully inspected and
freely commented upon. Indeed, it
may be added that they were freely
tested, as well; and that the supply
was somewhat smaller by the time
they were ready to hitch up Jupe.

Just then they heard a shot from
around the Bend.

“Come on, let's see who's shootin’!™”
“Guess it's some one baggin’' ducks!"

These and many other exclamations
came from the group, who promptly
deserted the Cove for the Bend. They
could start on the scow ’'most any
time, you know; but not every minute
could they see a ‘“duck shootin’.'” Joe
Stanton paused Iirresolutely a mo-
ment; then he led Jupe to the fenco
and tied him to a post

The quarter mile to the Bend
covered in an exceedingly short time,
but when the advance guard of the
“Robbers’” arrived panting at the spot
from where they assumed the sound
bhad come, they heard another shot
some distance above. And the more
they walked, the further “above” the
shots seemed to sound; until, at last,
they decided to return

“Wa'll never find a camp
the boat a-movin’ right
Skinny emphatically.

The others agreed and trudged back
to the Cove as rapldly as thelr wcar-
ied limbs would permit,

But wher. they reached the Cove they
found, to their astonishment, that Jupe
was missing. And he was missing the
rest of the afternoon Not until that
evening was he found, calmly grazing
in a meadow owned by Joe Stanton's
father. Around his neck was tied a
piece of dirty paper, upon which was
scrawled the following:

“You fellers think yur smart, but you
ain't. We kep shootin that gunn to
draw yu awa. An maybee you no who
tuk yur hors now.

“Yur enemy,
“MIKE FLANNIGAN,
“‘Captain of Bloody Pirates."”

“Robbers” sail some. horribly

things when they read the
note, Did they know who stole their
horse? Of course they did. Mike
I'lannigan could ride like “sixty,”
when bareback, and one and all could
see him in their mind's eye gallop=
ing along the lane that led from the
Cove, leaving them without means of
getting to their camp, for they
couldn’'t pole against the stream fop
any distance, that was certain.

Yes, the ‘““Pirates’’ had scored one.

“But it'll be our turn next,” fiercee

was

'krss we get
now,”’ said

The
nasty

ly declared the ‘‘Robbers.” And it was. '
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= 7t GIATEFUL CHIFMUNK <=

asmuch as the name doesn’t
even hint what kind of ani-
I might as well tell
you that Patter was a chipmunk.

And a handsome : fellow he was,
too—all white underneath, from his
forefeet to the tip of his tail; a
tawny red and brown above, with
black and white streaks running
lengthwise down his back, and black
spreading over the upper surface of
his tail. Then he had a cunning lit-
tle face, with lines of white drawn
from the tip of the nose to each ear.

Brother Billy and I were going
after nuts one day last fall. Just as
we passed Jenkins' barn, something
that looked like a squirrel popped
out the door and ran down the road.
Billy threw a stone with all his might
(boys always have a ston some-
thing ready to throw, you 1OW ),
and knocked the poor little ‘hing
over. I ran to it  picked it up in
my arms and carrled it hon_\c-—ufter
1I’'d scolded Billy, who certainly de-
served it.

When father came home he sald the
animal was a chipmunk, not a squir-
rel, and that it didn’t seem to be very
badly hurt, except that one foot was
ljamed. I nursed Patter and cared for
him until he was entirely well By
that time he had become s0O tame that
he didn't wish to.leave us.

So Patter stayed. 1 wouldn't have
kept him otherwise, 'cause father
doesn’'t belleve in caging poor animals

“PATTER we ‘called him. In-

mal be was,

“TIGHTLY GRIPPING THE NECK-
LACE"

that are much better off In the woods,
But we were very glad that the lit-
tle fellow did choose to stay. o
wasn't any trouble to us at al! l
he was just the very nicest ve 1
could have. He would perch cr. yvour
shoulder and chatter In a gurgly
sort of a way that was very funny,
And he'd eat 'most anything we gave
him—raw meat, bread, cheese, milk—
everything but fish and eggs. He'd
go hunting, too, after, mice, frogs
flies, beetles, butterflies, moths an
other insects. any a mouse he
caught, Indeed, he wag a much bet-
ter mouser than Tabby, who wou'dn't
do anything but eat what we gnve
her and then nap.

Patter seemed to Pe especlally fond

WHERE THEY WERE,
“Where are the fish in the brooklel?”
inquired the early spring sporlsman;
“Brooklet?”  echoed the landlord.
“you've made a slight'mistake. The fish
are in the booklet.”
men employ odd methods in
trying to get even. ,

Some

of me. He never seemed to forget
that it was I who brought him home
and nursed him, and he appeared Lo
wish to show how grateful he was
whenecver he had the opportunity.

Then the darling little chipmunlk
did something for which I shall al-
ways be grateful to him, You see, it
was a really and truly beautiful pearl
necklace that father presented e on
my birthday. And when the necklace
disappeared you can't imagine how
I grieved. The most tantalizing thing
about it all was that J couldn't thinlg
where possibly could have lost it.
You see, I hadn't worn- it. It still
should have been lying snugly in my,
jewel case,

But Patter was a better detective
than I. He knew something was the
matter, and 1'm sure he felt just as
sorry as 1. Ho did all he could to
comfort me. Then he looked ever so
wise and darted off without evea a
little squeak of good-bye, He scampered
upstairs toward the attic, ard that
was the last I saw of him that*after
noon. I supposed he must be hunting
mice,

It was almost time for father ta
reach home, when I heard a patter at
my elbow, Turning my head, I saw
that dear little chipmunk B tightly-
gripping in his mouith the lost neck-
lace! " You may know how 1 hugged
and petted him. You never saw &
chipmunk smile, I suppose, so there
isn't much use telling you how Patter
looked. But he was mightily happys
5o was I, you may be sure,

I didn't know where Patter had
found the necklace until he caught
at my arm and coaxed me to theo
attle, where I found, in the wall be-
hind an old trunk, the home of &
mouse, where were many little stolen
articles, Evidently the jewel case had
been open, and & mouse had carried
away the necklace.

No amount of mone could hava
bought Patter after that. Even Bllly
who didn't llke the chipmunk a bl‘
(I s’'pose because Patter didn't trusf
him), admired the cunning fellow lmsy
mensely when ha heard the storf,




