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White Stome Canoe.

vontinued from page 20

to the door of the
stretehed a verdant
the bhorders of a _Ll'-!".
faintly, was a land

an-ge-ta-ha was taken
lodge,  DBefore him
country, reaching to

beyond which, showing

{ softest blue Pomiting with his hony
finger, the man spoke to him thus
“See yonder gull and the plain of blue
bevond ity that is the Land of the Soul,
Go forth now and tfind her whom yon seck,
but your body you must leave with e
For you cannot take it with you, nor your

arrows, ¢lub, nor dog™

Fhier the freed So-an-ge-ta-ha bounded
rward upon the pathway as lightly as
though his feet had wings., Al things
were as he had kvnown them; they re-
tamned their color, shape and form: but
the leaves were very much greener and
the flowers were far more bright, The
<ky above was vastly bluer, and the songs
the birds sounded strangely sweet,
\ione the path wild creatures bounded.
O-jecg, the weasel, and Wa-bas-so, the

white rabbit, friendly now and not afraid
And Mishe-Mokwa, the great bear, and
I'ez-he-kee, the bison, showed no signs
of tehting there.  While in the branches,
far above them, De-na, the pheasant, and
Ke-nue, the cacle, rested there at peace
together, Mahng, the loon, and Chet-ow-
aik, the plover, hghted on his outstretehe
arm, for in this land of the hereafter
bloodshed is a thing unknown,

And  the path was not obstructed,—
neither trees nor rocks could bar his way,
tor this was the land of shadows, and
thiese were but the shadows of what onee
had been,  And the flowers, which were
blooming, were but souls "of tflowers on
carth, which, in dying, shed their perfume

ot this air of the land above, Every song
whose cchoes had vanished was singing
here alowd acaing every thought which had
died unspoken found its utterance in this
land.,  Every act of pure unselfishness
done on carth and pased away lived once
more in tln- land of beauty and filled the

soul lofty thoughts,

l a day was passed in this way.
and then before him stretehed the gulf
wi \I’_\-'u: wiaters lapped the azure
shores of the land he sousght, At his feet

@ canoe was resting, =hining white in the
noonday sun, for it was made of a pure,
white stone, And in it lay a crystal pad-
¥

pushed it

the canoe, he ush

shore and he ul(«l holdly

HES :.‘r le struck :‘n

v rippling ! ln- suie, and

another, .-‘l ¢ and =hin-

wi, and within it was his
art, Ne-ne- wshia, whom he had

Sude by side they e water out

cleave d th
} ] B

nown it here the
I and threatened, raised their

the un
wives tower

crests and hisse i frowned as though
they  would f the voyazers who
dared to ventre o this sea. Down be-
low they saw the bottom through the erys-
tal clearness of the water, and it showed
Loth white and grewsome, strewn with
bones and d men, who, unfitted,
had dare 1 the terrors of this sca. And
they saw such fellow voyagers, strugeling,

shricking in the waves, engulfed there hy
the mighty billows, But to Strong Heart
and Ne-r ha, Mitchic-manitou was
g ere Were imoes, hefore
which the gulf was without a ripple, and
which were impelled by unscen hands,
IMese canoes contained the souls of chil-
dren,

A\t last their prows touched the shore
of the blue and blissful land.,  Hand in
Land they wandered onward through those
felds where all that was good and had
died upon earth now lived :-..m to die no
more., Here the atr was tood, and it nour-
i=hed thes There were no tempests to
rack the mind with fear; there were no
cold winds to ¢hi!l them to the marrow;
1here Wis 1 ice to freceze them: no
hiunger to hurt ther no pain 1o sting

ericve them,

them: no dying All things
rejotced in ‘

And one day there was a sound as of
the breeze sturring in the trec-tops.
St and stronger it grew until from
out it came the dees of Mitchie Mani-
tow, Master of Life, saying to So-an-ge-
tau-ha, “Your i as not yet come. You
have been permitted to see the lund of
the soul, hut must go back to your
people. The dutics for which 1 made you,
ind which you are 10 perform, are not yet
lone,  Retu to vour people and tell
them of huve seen. Accomplish
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who  was Michael
Cresap  or Kenton
George Rogers Clark, but those
mets, their great o
and their willingness to be the p'n-ru rs in
the wilderness, made

meant by

Stnon or

with mrage

the life of prres

ent day possible,
Michael Cresap was born on the 2uth
of June, 1704, He was a mountain oy,

and his schoolmates thought him
wild, but his courage and gencerosity soon

won him many friends,

oven

Cresap, with Clark and Rogers, and
many other buckskin men, had banded

together, about twelve months before the
battle of Lexington, to protect the people
of the Northwest against the Indians,
England had just passcd a law forbidding
American colonists from settling in that
territory,  Naturally, this encouraged the
Indians, who probably thought that they
were now to have all that part of the
country to themselves. They were urged
on to tight the settlers, too, by a reward
which the British general offered for the
colonists’ sealps, a deed black, =0
treacherous to his own white blood, that
it would be hard to believe if history diud
not prove its truth,

George Rogers Clark led the “long
knives” of the border, a handful of buck-
<kin men, to Kaskaskin, where he arrived
on the Fourth of July, and found the peo-
ple all having a jolly time at a dance in
the fort, The merry-makers were aston-
1shed to see a number of travel-worn and
anxious-looking buckskin men confronting
them,

“Go oon with your fun,” said Clark, “hut
remember you are now dancing under the
flag of Virginia, and not that of Great
Britain.”

Simon Kenton was a great, tall

S0

athletic

ANY boys to-day would not know |

- - c———

adept in wooderaft, and the centre of all
[ the fun and mirth of a camp, despite the
tact that he was a devout Methodist, His
clear, mellow and penetrating voice was
@ joy to hear.
Irr buattle that same voice,
commanding, could lw Licard over the din
| the strife, urgivg his men on, and
Eﬂnknu terror to the hearts of his foes,
For many years Kenton and Daniel Boone
:\\Lrl the chief reliance of the settlers for
||I'-rh\llnll from the hostile and unfriendly
Indians,
Cre<ap has always been blamed for the

now stern and

massacre of the family of the noble In-
{ dian, Logan, whose famous speech white
i?w.\‘\ have delivered on Commencement
Dy, ever since Thomas Jetferson quoted
i, CUresap, himseli, always denied the
charze. To be sure, he had started out

with the party, but had thought better of
i, and turned back. You must remember
that in those early days it was difficult for
the Buckskin men to remember who were
woodd Indians and who were not,  All the
Redsking had scasons of hating the white
settlers, and those who went on the war-
path at such times did such awful things
that the white men could hardly believe
| that any Indian was a good one until he
wias dead!

Well, after Cresap turned back, thirty-
lu\'-- of the most lawless bordermen, led by
a low border rutfian, named Dan Great-
hiatse, went on and murdered all of Lo-

gan’'s family, at Baker's Bottom, near the
|'.|:»-mfz of Yellow Creek, on the Ohio
Ri\t‘f.

Michae!l Cresap is buried, if I remember
aright, in Trinity churchyard, on Broad-
wiv, New York, Few of the Buckskin
men found as quiet graves. Many of their
bones are scattered in nameless gullics,
are sunk in distant streams, but their im-

perishable memory lives in the hearts of

American,  He was am unerring shot, an | the hoys of to-day.
the dutics of & man. You will be ruler | made the journey across the sky, attended
of your people for many days, and after [ by her faithiul maids, the stars,
that you shall rejoin the spirtt you n-‘\\‘ Aurora, like a dutiful younger sister
must leave beh She is accepted, i { helped Apollo and Diana in their journes
will remain here awaiting youw, and will | ings,  She put away all the st when
here be ever happy—ever as happy and| Diana's need for them had passed, and
as young as when | ocalled her from the | strewed the mist of early morning on the
land of snows.” carth, =o that Apollo’s rays would not
Then So-an-ge-ta-ha, wakeninzg as from | errike it too quickly, She lifted the hars
a dream. found hinseli among his people. | of \;- S-m-;-‘;'!.wl- so that his great
took his war-club and his arrows and | white hor-es coulld rush out, and at night
riuled them to please  Mitchie-Manitow, | she ¢lised the bars behind the flaming
whose willing subject he had become, chariot, and put the stars in their places

Greek Children
of the SKky.
Rl S L ENT Greeoe,
skies,
lovely Spring, gave to us the
maost beautiful stories of personi-
fied nature that we have ever
They are so beautitul that pocts and
painters and sculptors are always using

them for themes,

The Greeks loved the sky, especially, and

with its bright

had,

three of their lovely ercations have to do |
with it. These three are Apollo and his |
sisters, Diana and Aurora,

Apollo was said to be the most heanti-

ful baby boy ever born. The sun smiled
upon him at his birth, and gave him
strength, so that when he was four years
old he made an altar out o the horns of tt

wouts that his sister Diana had killed with
her arrows

Diana was smiled upon by the moon,
when she was born, and so she was caln
and eold and fearless, loving the night and |

delighting in hunting by moanlight,

\urora was i younger sister of Apollo
and Diana, and she is alwavs spoken of as
beautiful and shy and blushing, like a
young girl,

When the beautiful sun rose in the
castern sky, the Greeks said that Apollo
came driving his untamed white horses
of tire, in his golden chuariot, across the
heavens, They said that the Hours, the

Days, the Monuths and the Years were the
servants of beautiful Apollo, and that they
put him to bed each night, on a couch of
gold and blue.

Diana had a chariot of silver, drawn by
dusky, clondy horses, and every night she

its deep blue sea and s

retired
upon

didd hefore she

dew

The last thing she
was to sprinkle the
wilting flower and tie

One of the commonest of our lowers is
close Iy connecte d with the Greek sky chil
dren, It was a common tlower even in
those old days, and so the story-loving
Greeks made up a beautiful tale to ac-
count tor it

Clytie, said they, was a little sea-maiden
who loved the beantiful Apollo, hat it was
very far down for Apollo to look, where
the sca-maiden rode m her boat made of
a pink seashell, drawn by six gold fish,
and so =he came out of the sea and stood
vpon the land, watching the flaming char-
iot steadily as it made its wonderiul jour-
ney trom  the cast to the west. She
watched so long that at last her feet took
root in the ground, her beautiful robe be-
came broad wreen leaves, and her pretty
fnee and gol hair turned into a blos-
| som,

But Apollo never stopped his steady
prowress across the skies, not even though
the sea-maiden Clytie was turned Mto a
~un-flower.

Witeh a group of sun-flowers, the next

reviving
)
1d.

et

time you see them,  Like Clytie, of the
Greek fairy tale, they wateh steadily the
taming chariot of the sun, turning their

heads faithfully to follow its eourse.

Wilil woli-like dogs are still found in
the remote parts of Ireland. They have
soft, round ears, rather pleasant, broad
foces, and ecan casily be tamed if they are
caught young. They do not hunt in packs,

like wolves, but usually live and hunt
apart, with their mates.  In bodily con.
formation they are much like the Fski
mo dow, hut of slighter hutld,
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The Butcher Bird.

BY MARGARET W LEIGHTON,

CLEAR, sweet note rang oves

the snowy neld.  Every mouse

aar wvery small bird  scurried

and  fluttered to cover.  “The

Butcher!  The Butcher! The

Cannibal Bird!" whispered one to another,
sule hidden beneath the stone wall, and

down in the hollow tree.

A silver-gray streak darted through the
atr, and up rose the shrike, clutching a
squeaking ticld-moaise in his claws, Flying
to a sharp spiinter, which proteuded from

a pine-stump, he hung the mouse on it
and was off for more prev.  Presently a
mnco was impaled on a thorn, and next

a downy woodpecker was wedged into a
croteh in an oak.

“Good hunting,” said the shrike to a
hawk, perching near; [ haven’t had such
v ofeast since | leit Alaska, three weeks
ago!"

“Iity vou hadn't stayed there,” replied
the hawk., “We dishike murderers in our
woods!"”

“Murdercrs!™ laughed the shrike. “What

do you call yourself?”
“Oh, 1 only hunt to live, while you hunt
for mere sport, hanging your victims round

on the bashes
or the wouod

1ree i sight

tinid

and whastly
folk—1 ‘,;]llt'fn the
almost out of therr senses.”
“You are quite mistaken, friend hawk!
As for hunting merely for sport, I am
ne up for a sn when | hang
the surplus hirds and ma the bushes
il What shall 1 do when the hard
md the big storms mh
wboard is bare and no
abroad? j st ask the
help them a lot.  Thes
every meadow-monse | catch. Then m
Fall and Spring | almost hve upon grass-
hoppers  and  beetles—those  feariul erop-
destrovers,. When 'm ured  of  country
visit to the city pnd devour
ws by the dozen. Can yom
a mighty vseful thing to

nes

lay ey iy
¢ oon

trees

recies come
bird or heast
farmers i I don't

are thankiul for

spat

thi

hawk, “your high-
means to  tear,
but, pray
natives, and start
as carly the

1" r"l".il"l the
wnding  name, 1
ml tear vou will, |
le prey for the
arctic  home
son permits,”

stppose,

as

The dayvs of the week get their names
irom very, very long ago, when the Norse-
men had never heard of Christianmity, In
those they worshiped the sun, and
Sun’s Day wias named for it. Moon's Day
(Monday)r was the wife of the sun, and,
and, of course, had 1o be honored also.
Tyr was the god of war, and so they had
Tyr's Day (Tuesday), while Wednesday
1s Woden's Day, the god of the Norse-
man's heaven, Thor was the god of
strength, so he has Thursday. Friday is
Freya's Day. Freya was the Woden's
wife and Thor's mother, The last of the
days, Satun]*n) gets its name from a
Roman god, Saturn, who presided over the
games on o hnlul.:) called the Saturnalia,
so that it is quite appropriate that our
Saturday should be a holiday, too

days

The new five-cent piece has for s de-
sign a fine portrait of a Cheyenne Indian
chici on one side, and that of a buffalo
on the other. The “V", as well as the
Goddess of Liberty, has thus disappeared
four twenty-five years, as the law does not

allow of a h.mgx in a coin design any
oftener.

The city of Dresden, Germany, owns
and operates a newspaper, the property

having been bequeathed to the municipal-
itv.  The annual protits amount now to
about $60,000,
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