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Called Han ; S me Fellow

Rev. E. H. Shanks Writes Juvenile Siory for Statesman Rmd
.ers, Telling of How the Animals Feel Out in the
Weoods in Vaecation Time

Rev. Ernest H. Shanks

Have you ever been out in the big woods, and stayed
You will
soon learn that if you are to be on friendly terms with the
birds, squirrels and other wild things you must be very cau-
tious' and careful not to frighten them. Move slowly and
quiétly, and at the'first sight of any one of them you must
“freeze” at once. That'is, you must stop and stand still.. You
must not move or make a sound or you will drive them all
away.

Bushy Tail was a great grey squirrel. He was young,
and very proud, for he was a handsome fellow. He got his
name from his wonderful tail. It was long, and heavy, and
made a fine showing when he arched it up over his back.

Bushy Tail’s father was an old squirrel called Big' Bluff.
He was always blustering about and scolding and bossing
everybody, threatening to ht and nover doing it, so Big
Bluff was @ good name for him. But Bushy Tail’s mother
was one of the sweetest little squirrels that ever lived. They
called her Pussy Willow because she was so quiet and pretty
and peaceable. Their home was in a great oak tree that
stood in the heart of a-great forest. , There were all sorts of
trees in the forest. The tall stately poplars, the flowering
dog-wood, the black walnut and hickorynut, and quite a good
many beechnut trees.

There were a good many neighbors, too. There was the
numerous Redfur family. <They were a noisy lot, always

guarreling, ‘and sometimes fighting. They were
(than Bushy Tail and his ie.
.who-lived in the big plar

in the Blackbun i
the same Tail whom they called White Sock
because he te foot.. - White Sock and Bushy Tail

c'hnms and always played together. There were
a few er . grey squirrels in the neighborhood. One family
was especully interesting to Bushy Tail for there was a coy
young squirrel - there by the name of Kittikin. | She was
pretty as a picture and stayed near home with her own folks.
But Bushy Tail frequently played in her tree and helped
gather nuts. They were fast friends. -

It was great fun to play hide-and-seek, blind-man’s-buff,
{ag, high jump, and run races from the top of one tree to
another. What great to run out on a limb of one tree,
make a spring to the imb of another, and so on from one

gide of the neighborhood to the other. Some times the Red-
furs would give chase to Bushy Tail' and Black Sock. Then
it was great sport. Big Bluff wonld sit out and scold and
boss and order them about, all to no purpose, for they took
no notice of him. Pussy Willow would beg of Bushy Tail to
come home, and. Kitikin’s heart would almost jump out of
But both

Blackbuns, ln'ge bhct itrels,
near by. 'I'h!!e "3:“1

could jump the farthest of any of the squirrels.
Then when the nuts irere ripe they all turned in and

They kept on fnudls-
‘redson; peﬂhps. Then there was a farily of |”

Traged : Why Men Leave
& Home, Ended in One Act

Florence Smith Vincent Lets Jack and Jill and Mamma Jam'
Demonsirate Here for You in a Natural Little
Scene in Spring

THREE'S A CROWD
(Why Men Leave Home: A Tragedy in One Act)
SCENE

The combination living room of a little love nest in the

early afternoon of a Saturday in spring.
CHARACTERS

Jack—The big, blond, boyish man of the house and hus-
band of

Jill—A slip of a girl who is éarnestly trying to put away
childish things and conduct herself with the dignity demand-
ed of a.matron of three months’ standing.

Mamma Jones—Jill's maternal parent.

Luncheon over, Jack allows himself to be tied to or into the
proverbial apron strings ‘“to help with the ‘dishes.”
Mamma Jones seats herself by the window.

Jack (tripping over a rug, letting slip a platter but agilely
recovering it before it reaches the floor. In the effort
loses his balance and bumps his head against a sharp

: corner of the doory: “D—m!”

Mdmma Jones (stiffening): “Swearing in the presence of
vour little wife and you only married for three months!
I’'m ashamed of you, John!”

Jill (rushing in from the kitchen to cling to her husband):
“Oh, Jackie, dear, did you huft yourself? From the
sound I was afraid you’d broken a leg or something.”

Jack (ignoring Mamma Jones, flinging an arm about Jill's
shoulders) : “Don’t look so frightened, sweetheart. I'm

1 did have to do some tall juggling tosave this platter.”

Jill (with a gasp, taking it from hirh and carefully bearing it
to the dishpan) : ‘Jackie! And your Aunt Nettie com-
ing to supper tomorrow night! How teérrible it you'd
broken it and weld had to tell her! She’d have been
sure to miss it the very first thing—I know she would!”

Jack (nodding): ‘““And, missing it, she’d have asked for it.
Probably think we’d smashed it on purpose or hidden it
from sight because we didn’t like it. That’s Aunt Nettie
—awfully sensitive. I'd hate to hurt her feelings.”

Mamma Jones (scornfully, in the doorway): “Nonsense,
John. Any woman who would send a platter like that
deserves to have her feelings hurt. Every time you sit
down to table the thing rises and hits you in the eye.
There’s a place for everything, and black mourning
bands are out of place on a china dish. To digest your
food you ought to be merry over your meal. And that
black border is depressing! It is ugly and Jill knows it
as well as T do.”

Jill (quickly) : “l never said so, mamma.’

Mamma Jones: “Perhaps not, but I've seen you: scowhng at
the thing and I know what you would hke to say if you
dared.”

Jill: “Dared, mamma 2"

Jack: “Dared?”

lMamma Jones: * “Well, if you weren't too'polite, then, if that

(Continued on paga 4.)
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Ravings Corner
(By Central Preu)
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Nearly All of Oregon’ nqnm nd Soldiers Sleep The
Last Skep"néne:u the su'g the MM

(By Ella McMunn and Cecll Vére AM)

Within the borders of Marion county lie all the &
cemeteries of the state, dlthough here and there one
an old grave elsewhere, and there are a few- 18 :
men and women of past generations’ ﬁho have M"Wl
rest at Lone Fir and River View cemetery at Portland, ?hﬂe
xt.monlynecesurytoreullahtﬂdofthaeovmdm
days to bri picture of the lonely mounds of earth made
along the trqﬂ e long treck westward by the hardy pion-
eers who eir hearts and hid down their lives, but
gave us our ua n.

It is an old story; but one that zntham sweetness and
pathos and power as the years go on—the story of Jason Lee
who came in 1836 with a company of devoted Christians to
bring the gospel that it might replace the tomahawk in the
lands drained by the Willamette. * The 90 summers and win-
ters that have followed each other since that far day have
not dimmed the glory of the achievement, and what they did
shall be told in the 'ages to come when the stones that mark
their resting place shall have crumbled to dust. |

The First Oregon Grave

Within an enclosure of about 50 feet at Lee Mission cemme-
tery lying within theeaatmmn;msot&hn,mm
dozen graves of those who came in the good ship Lausanne,
those soldiers of the Cross whose Heéroism and sacrifice have
never been duplicated in Oregon. When you have stepped
within the gate bearing the inscription, “Methodist Mission-
aries of 1836,” your glance falls upon a lhnple white stone
that reads as follows:

“Beneath this sod, the first ever broken in Oregon for the
reception of white woman and child, lie the remains of ANNA
MARIA PITTMAN, wife of Rev. Jason Lee, and her infant
son. She sailed from New York, 1836; hnded in Oregon,
1837; was married July 16, 1837 and died June 26, 1838, aged
35 years, in the full enjoyment of the love which constrained
her to leave all for Christ and heathen souls.. ‘Lo, we have
left all, and followed Thee. What lhould we have, there-
fore? Matt xix-27."”

In the history of Oregon there is not a udder inddnt
related than the death of Anna Pittman Lee. For two years

her body rested under the fir trees at the dld Mission, ﬂn
(fontinned on page GJ

Tribute to Custer Dead
Planned By Deseendnnh

Half Century Passes Since Signal Fires M!»m
BnrnedLowtoDieinVahydﬂtk )

as Struggle Glmul ' ;;-'

DENVER, May 29.—(By Amchud Pru-)
century -has seen the signal fires of the olice
burn low and die in the valley of the Little
Time has erased the lodge pble trails
the Rosebud and the pasging years hav q
kmdledat#ordofCMsmhins feat. But
f that heroic struggle remains one of Peuscd

'm frontier hlstory.

Next month in the valley of mmh. 3
southern Montana, where on .Iuneﬁ, ‘

Armstronz Custer led five




