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ULD you lii(e to know how : this procession ‘which,
g?ﬁg olm: l;%)lv]s and girtl;:l (;t pooi;igms very late mozenmg to wark
spen eir
: Christmas? Well, Bolly Evans - b S,

will teil you about séme of them,

Qur American Christmas is a speclally
nice ohe, because since we are so many
eoples in one we have the Chkristmas

68 of our German ancestors.

stockings for

anta Claus to fi
of the

Christmas morning for centuries.

Altogether, we are gladder than ever
on Christmas Day that we are American

boys and ‘mrh.

Our English cousins have pretty much
the same kind of g day that we have—

AT CHRLSTMA.S PLAY A

MENS BUT  ONCE

D CHEER:
AYEAR.

FOR CHRISTMAS coO

—

The Po
mas Eve, that he m:
::tt:ud in his dreams t

cuts a str:

ht oun, ey
ing and a 4 R

I’ he crles,

carrying the tree in to where all the

family 'is. gath

Then_ all ‘the cgill.ﬂnn call; “May God

ant both to
ave ricthe, and bg;})r:}']’d mayst thou

With. this, they shower their father

with gorn.

Wher ¢ {5 sajuted with pistol shots.

Little Russians usually have a glorious
timevat Christmas, though this year I'm
afraid it will be rather sad.

The holidey lasts two weeks, many
people stopping regular work all that
time. No one is so poor as not to have
a tree, and beggars have the time of the
year, for no one will refuse them any-

ng. 5

On‘ Christmas Eve the boys disguise
themselves as animals—wolves, bears,
ostriches, foxes, lions and every other

kind of beast—march through the streets *

led by other boys as keepers, and head-
ed by a band of harsh-sounding instru-
ments making a great noise.

They go from house to house, pound-
Ing on each door-till it is ‘opened, and
they are- given something to eat.and
drink and two small pieces of money.

i;1-"olly Bvans cannot tell you how all
the children of the world spend Christ-
mas, for there are too many. There are

i . )
Bringing in the Yule
only they are sure to g0 to church, and
generally . each Christmas eve just at
} t they hear the loveliest Christ-
-~ Inas carols sung by boys who are called
walts, ‘and who g0 from house tg}
singing. ne es, to%. the English
,i"%}{' laqml' rls assist in bringing in the
e log.: A
What fun it must be to go.out into the
woods and out,a great Tx-ﬁ. dra lit
home, throw it'on the great fireplacs,
and, then while it burns, to sit around
the ‘blaze and tell ‘stories, play games
drinking cider and munching apples and
nyts all the time.
e Huoglish are very careful to save
part of the Yule log unburned to bring
thsm good luck through the year,

The Germans have a delightful Christ-
mas. They always havé the most won-
derful trees, arovnd which all the house-
hold gather for a aood time. Besides,
every. bay or girl does something for
the poox:

On Christmes eve Knave Ruprecht—
Claus-—-goes fmfn
uffied. He calls
que:tions thelﬁ.
the year.
‘thay hav =

“somg bt the nices ck, and

cog.mem th ~chi
ut. ag tha a&rﬂa Kriss Kringle al-
ways leaves a bunch of gwitches in cage

they nliaixd ‘t;.:g nlﬁfeaed‘zetgre he 6?22‘
agam,-I'm: 8 8 ’t be as .
natured as o hat

¢
red al ogr Jolly old Banta.

do y6 think
.The ghildren of Holland have a -
titul Christmes. It is &a eat festi-
val of ail the xoeqr, &l éroh- Kri
Kring, wn ' ¢himney with
slg: J es does our S4
Christmas eve, just\at midnight
the rsn da 4 in fancy
costume, maltch t 1 o6 streets in
1 ligbtea ‘ot 1 chantg T
star, chan e
“Gloma 13 f%xoe - B
All the children beg to stay up to see

' “the boys and girls jn Australia and the

Philippines, where, ember is summer,
who spend the day in the open air at
picnics, and the Alaskans, who for three
nights ‘“go around with the star” in a
procession, and are invited into a feast
at each house; and th;‘!‘re%ch children
who have the Bonhomme Noel instead
of Banta Googman _Noel, who all
through the ieax' emgloys many pretty
fairfes to make tags for boys and giris
who are good, Next year you shall hear
how the rest keep Christmas,

Now, what do you think happens to
the little Danes on Christmas Hve if
they have been nl,u’hty'l On that night
the ‘Klappen-bock’’—a wonderful steed,
formed of a long pole covered with a

-

4 ¢

. .. . A Danish Trick

goat skin, with an animal‘s head at one.
end—is - ridden througg the streets.

it enever the Klappen-bock finds a bad
boy or girl he promptly. butts him. 3

_ _In Belglum the children themselves

i the Christmas Hve procession.
sed in bright colors, and

oft a orucifix, or the little

in his manger.
ot be a beautiful sight to
children march, as they wind
through the streets, led by an orchestra,
and all singing carols?
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Pa’s Definition.
‘Johnnle—Pa, what's an ultimatum?
.. Pa—It's when your ma tells me that if T
don’t give her -the money she’ll have

course, makes

lish boy or girl fasts Christ-
P

n ., While
to:: Maga have a very snganxe'cus-
Santa Claus came over with the Duteh The father goes
Jrom Holland, while we hang up the
[} ﬁ because

ench side to us, and say our
“Merrgm ‘Christmas” just as our English
forefathers used to “shout it from the
windows to pGOf)le on the street each

into the forest, and
even-

3 «hen the tree is thrown on
the fire. ‘. burn till Christmas morning, /

Visif_to the Tombs of the Forty-Seven Roning]

Bepos
e s
Cormmr?
Hep-Krrs,
;—.-~- o~ e a——— ; .

asked his auntis one morning.
“‘Oh," let’s visit the tombs of the
Forty-seven Ronins,” suggested Jacky.
“Mr. Smith has been telling” me the
stery, and I am ever sa.interested in it.”

“Very well, I'll wisit the tombs with
you if gou will tell me the story,”
agreed Polly Evans,

acky agreed to the bargain, 80 pres-
ently we boarded a green car, changed
at the Ginza on to a brown car headed
toward Yokohama, and a .half hour's
ride brought us to a corner marked
8 stone. slab. Here :we alighted and
slowly ascended a hill, stopping .here
and there to see the wares in the little
shops on either gide.

“Oh, auntle, what are these queer fish
things?” 'asked Jacky, pointing to a
bunch of objects hanging up in front
of one shop. s

CURIOUS LANTERNS

Polly Evans examined them a mo-
ment in puzzled silence, then she ex-
claimed: 5

““Why Jacky, they are lanterns made
out of the fish skins. Don't you see?
And aren’t they curious?”’

““Oh, let’s buy some to send Home,'*

‘Good; they will be fine for the Christ-
mas tree. But won't they break in
packing?” 2

This question was soon answered by
the shopkeeper, who showed us how the
lanterns could be packed flat, just as
easily as paper lanterns. 8o we pur-
chased a ‘number,.>which " will Soon be
hénging from the home Xmas tree. -

Passing through a gateway, we found
ourselves within a temple inclosure in
the midst of a nest of venerable trees
¢ “Caw-caw-caw!”
leafy, tops.

“I wonder, auntie, if all the crows
in the world have emigrated to Japan,”
remarked Jacky,

“‘One would almost think so, certain-
ly, judging from the vast numbers of
crows that we see and héar everywhere
in Japan. But I have no doubt the other
cguntries still have a great many of
their own.”

Ascending a short flight of rude stone
steps, we came to a small chapel, where
a cross-legged priest sold us tickets of
admittance to the shrine within, and
here, peering through the gloom, Jacky
and his auntie beheld the images of the
Forty-seven Ronins and of the master
whom' they loved so dearly, all’ carved
in wood, the faces colored, and the suits
or armor richly lacquered. Bach was
armed with a spear o» sword, and each
looked wonderfully lifelike. Some were
old men, with thin gray hair, but others
were mere boys of 16. S

“‘Now, what is the story?” asked Polly
Evans.

‘‘Oh!”: and Jacky drew a long’ breath,
“the story means so much more to me
now that I have seen these statues.
Well, it's like this:

*LOST LIFE AND PROPERTY

“About 200 years ago there was a at
Jap called a‘ daimio, T've torgottegre his
?nui%ua.nq one” day the Sheogun here
n o—""

‘“Which was called Yedo in those
da&s," interru‘gted' his auntle, =

*°Yes, Yedo. This Shogun sent for him
to help entertain a big ambassador who
was to come from the Mikado. Well,
the daimio didn’t know exactly how to
treat such a big man, 50 he was told to
learn how from & certain nobleman who
was & miserly old fellow, and when this
no&l‘rmm saw the -presents which, ao-
cording to the custom of -that time, the
daimio br%\;sht him, he thought they
were nat g enough, so he mase fun of
the daimio and of his manners, instead
of doing what he had been asked to do.

‘At first, the dalmio endured his in-
sults patiently.” At lagt the miser went
so far as to say: ‘Here,imy lord, my
sock has come untied; be 80 good as to

: EAR Boys and Girls: . “Where
D shall ‘we go to-day, Jacky?’

came  from - their

L

tie it up for me,’ and even this insult the

daimio endured in silence. But after he
had tied up the ribbon, the nobleman’ex-
clainted: ‘How clumsy you are!’ Why
you cannot even.lace up a‘sock decently.
lAny one can see that you are a country
out.’

‘* ‘Stop!” cried the daimio, who was by
this time fairly beside himself with an-
ger, and, drawing the dirk, he tried to
kill him. But he missed his aim, and
before he could strike again servants of
the miser rushed up, disarmed him, an
placed him under ‘arrest. }

‘“Now, as all this had happened with-
in the Shogun’s.palace, it was consid-
ered an outrage against the Shogun him-
self, so he ordered the daimfo to .do
something or other to himself. What do
they call it?” g

" ‘To commit harazkiri?’ asked Polly
Eyans. ¥

“‘Oh, yes. That means to disembowel
himself, you know, and was considered
«tihe most honorable way for & man to

ie.

“And his property was all taken away

from him, and his family tuined. That
meant that his retainers lost their dai-
mio conneétion, and
were called Ronins.
Y **Now, forty-seven of these Ronins
formed a league, and swore to avenge
their master’s death by killing the miser
who had so insulted him. But the miser
was on his guard, and had y men to
protect him, wherever he went. There-
fore and forty-seven Ronins decided to
wait patiently until the miser would pe
off his guard, then kill him.

STUDIED THE HOUSE

“S8o0 they went about their business
quietly, all except the leader, who
Y thought the best thing: for him .to do
would be to act as if he was nothing
but ‘a miserable old drunkard. All the
time he kept spies on the lookout and
knew all about the miser and his doings,"
but not even his best friends knew that
he was only living like a ‘worthless old
sot in order to fool the enemy and throw
him off his guard. 7

‘It happened one day that one of his
friends saw him lying drunk in a gutter
and he was so disgusted with him that
he stepped on his face and spat on
him, and said, ‘You miserable thing,
you are not fit to be called a Samurail’
‘“Not even the leader's wife under-
stood why he was living such' a shame-
less, miserable lifs, and she scolded him
for it. Then he pretended to be very
angry with her and left her, When the
miser heard about it, he thought to him-
self, ‘Huh! I'm in no danger from any
of those Ronins. Why, the best of the lot
is nothing but a drunken old sot whose

. own wife has no more to d6 with him.’
80° he became less and less watchful
and at last stopped thinking about the
Ronins at all.

“Now wae thein chapce. One by one,
they got employment in the misers
house, studied the arrangement of the
rooms, and became acquainted with the
servants and their habits. All of these
things they reported to their leader, and
when he ew the time come to
do something, he ' joined the opther
Ronins in a hiding place. |

#Then one cold winter night, the For-
ty-seven Ronins stole to the miser’s pal-

.ace. They were in two parties, one
under their leader and the ‘other under
his son,:a boy of sixteen: years. One
party went to the baék gateé, while/the
other broke in through "the porter's
gate,

‘““Then at the beat of the drum they all

rushed into'the palace. There was furi-
ous fighting between the miser's re-
talners and the Ronins, but the Ronins
overcame them and hastened .to the
miser’s bedroom. Three of his retain-

80 became what _

ers stood Rguard -before it, and for a
while they beat back every Ronin who
attacked them. At last, however, the
leader’'s 16-year-old son seized a spear
and rushed at them with such fury that
theic gave way.

‘“The miser meanwhile had ‘fled from
his bedroom and hidden himself in an
outhouse, which was used to store char-
coal and firewood. Here at last some of
the Ronins found him in his white satin

sleeping robe, and they whistled for _

their leader, who hastened to them. >

“When he saw that the enemy had
been found, he fell on his knées and

“““My lord, we have come to avehge
the death of our master, who was sen-
tenced 'to, commit hara-kirl.: Now, my
lord, we beg .you to perform hara-kiri,
and th 1 myself shall cut off your
head and lay it as an offering on my

., master’s grave.”

sald:

THE JUDGE’S SENTENCE
“But the miser ‘crouched gilent: and

“trembling. He was too great a coward

to do the deed, so at last the Ronins had
to knock him down, and cut off his head
like & beast. .

“Then they took the he
it to this hill and washed\it in .a well,
and them laid it on the grave of the
dead daimio. Aftér that they went to a
temple, where they worshiped, and
then gave all their money to the priests,
asking to be decently buried after they
had committed hara-kirl, for they. knew
they would soon be sentenced to do so.

‘““‘Sure enough, presently ,word came
from the judges. !

‘“ ‘For your audacious conduct of last
night -you are hereby sentenced to com-
mit hara-kiri.’ o

‘8o, then, the forty-seven Rénins di-
vided intq four parties, each party going
to a certain palace, and in these four
palaces in the presence of- their friends
and. of the sheriffs they comgxégted
rara-kirf, and after that their ies
were all burne? on this hill. tlNow let's

o and seé their graves, auntie.”
gSo Jacky and his duntie, leaving the
shrine, followed the stone steps up to
the top of the hill and there they saw
the headstones of all the Ronins, ar-
ranged in rows, each decked
green and smoking with incense offered
there for the comfort of their spirits.

‘““The people have burned incense here
for 200 years,’” exclaimed Jacky, “and
it has neve{ been allowed to go out. Just
think of it!”

“But, Jacky, I count forty-eight
graves. I thought you said there were
only forty-seven Ronins.”

STILL. ANOTHER DEATH

“Oh, I forgot to tell you that the man
who had spat on the drunken leader's
face felt so sorry, after he learned the
truth, that he came to the leader's grave
and, having begged his pardon, commit-
ted hara-kirl them and there, ‘and his
body was buried beside the leader’s
grave, making the forty-eighth, you
see.”” .

“Oh, vyes; thahk you,” said Polly
Evans.

After watching groups of Japanese lay
their . offerings . of incense before each
grave, just as millions of the people
have done before them  every day for
200 years, we descendeéd the hill to a
spring which 1s marked: = - ¢

““This is the well in which the head
was washed. ¥You must not wash your
hands or your feet here.””

“You have told a most interesting
story, Jacky,” sald his auntie, “and I
think I have enjoyed this expedition of
ours more than eny we have made be-
fore.”

“So have 1,” said Jacky. >

S POLLY EVANS,

Who is Coming?p
F!.ngo_ first in the Stockings we hang up
My ‘?x\ is All whom those stockings de-

My third 1s In Nuts: also In theé nut picks.
Mymwﬂh is in Toys—tennis, ten pin and.

ol
In es my next that help fill out the toe.
In mney my sixth, where those stock-

g0.
My next 'is the Laughter we hear Christ-
mas m

orn.
My ‘eighth is {n Ark, but is not in a horn.
My ninth’'s in Umbrella that stands by a

My lut'p in the Switch — that, of course,
wasn ere.

M; whole 18 a jolly old elf, {f you will, .«
0 comes ‘round to-night all those stock-
ings to fll.

-

A Riddle.
How is Santa Claus like a boy's legs?

ARERg
Christmas Anagrams,
Christm
the'!n ay Xve little
a8 on his'bed,
terrible ....
7ith

¥ W, ef, made him .....
of:{?;“:?:.,

EN~
letters ‘of the last word.
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The Christmas Tree.
Here isa Christmas tree hung with all

manner of nice things.  There are pres-
ents for mother and father, big brother
and sister and the boys and giris.

one has something to his taste.

these gifts; then put the initials in the
correct order, and you can spell a wel-
come Christmas visitor. :

‘What ie ItP
I'm found in every clime,
I'm balsam, fir oc pine;
Yet, :{wr‘nn to,qsy.
'm 8 =
%Vlth ‘lo..sxn gt‘ea.ndlelight
And many colors bright;
K{ fruit's a wondrous crop

Of can oll; and top,
of un-gf.' falries. popcorn strings, .

0!
Of gay glass balls and golden rings;
I bloom but once a year. -
That season now is here.:

Christmas Charade.
My first is hurled in war
bow or gun.
‘Tgy SIO used dln church

My whole' a - is
'l-hat'l-wu? White. .

Y kissed If caught 'neath it
(Sllf Christmas ML

LAST WEEK'S ANSWERS
. A Charade. ?
Nutmeg )(Nut-l(el')_.-_ o

Anagrams,
Ba’iimore, Boston, Philadelphia.
A Diamond, °
c £

A G e

P o I N
R E M

R

Jumping Matches.
rntio-l.ln_l.lmluﬂlul

and brought °

MSTMAS STR>

PRISE THAT FAILED

*“Hark how the belle on Christmas day,
Ereir old familiaxr carols p! aly
f peace on earth, good Will to Hen.”

ANG all the children outside moth-
er's and father’'s room.

It was early Christrnas morning—

80 early that not one faint streak

of light shone through the darkness of

the December dawn. The sun hadn’t

thought of getting up, in fact, would

not for some hours to come; but that

only showed how lazy the sun was, as

Billy sajd.

Unfortunately, though, mother was
similarly minded. Roused from a sound
slumber, the cold winter night seemed
scarcely begun,

“Merry, merry, merry, merry
Christmas bells.”’
Sang these boys and girls.
‘‘Children,” called mother, sleepily,
80 back to bed this instant; it's not 4
o’clock yét!”

‘"Hark- the herald angels sing,
Glory to the new bomg’K!n‘q’

rang out the sweet voices, N who

could not *“‘turn a tune” and who always

sang a husky bar behind, joining in as

lustily .as all the rest.

‘‘Children, do you hear what I said?
Go back to bed instantly! Scamper off,
now, and don’t dare to get up for two
hours yet!”

Reluctantly - the -crestfallen children

obelyed.
“l didn’t think singing our carols
would be like this!”’ said Harry.

“Huh,” stormed hot-tempered Nan:
‘‘blg people make me so mad! Bvery
time you want to ‘sprise them they
Just alwayg. scold, or s%g ‘Run away,’
or something  mean, ish I hadn't
spent all that time learnin’ those old
hymrs anyway!”

Poor children; it was a great disap-
pointment. For weeks they had been
practicing carols over at grandma’'s
under Aunt Mary’s earéful training, so
as to surprise father and mother

Christmas morning—and this was the.

end.

Instead of the'! expected praise and
pleasire only an ignominious hustling
back to bed just as on any other day
that wasn’'t a great occasion.

Unfortunately, mother had net thought
her little carolers would be such very

earl s, though she might have
remy red that real bir@ies sing thein
sweetest” when day is just at hand, and
probably her ristmas song-bl
would be just wide awake.

‘“Let’s look at our stockings any way,
even if they don’t ’'preeshyate our mua
sic,”” gaid Nan, who spled a ps’rticululi
inviting-looking bundle sticking out

0! %
king that”hung at the .-

[ d.

ay, Nan’s twin cousin, 0
Cyhrlatmaa with his Cla: cousin
and 1ittie Margaset. - ontise
an argar h 180 W
see nuthin’ in th:&ark and if we lit ;hn
gas! Oh, my! wouldn't we catoh it?

“Well, I'll just never .go to
again,” sald Nan. “If I'm crazy b
morning, lying staring
il be all mother's fanicr
w. e all mother’s

But she did go to sleep, and go 4id al}
the rest.

‘When they awoke the sun shone

bﬂ{: into the room..
40 A
all ¢ be
other”,

Once again the white-robed

thged qutside mother's deor to sl

pHy the dear old oarols of

his time mother and fa ‘were
awake, and were lurprlﬁd and’ ple:
enough to content even Nan..

After s - ware nnlnhzd. the
children brought thelr stockings to open
in mother's room. - £ i

Banta Olaus never beeri 50 gen<
e:om. h’;.nd |laﬂekl of delight rang out
at each new discovery. J

“After all, I'm &ut as .glad mother
was'a sleepy-head the first o,

I'd have been :,oll over my 'sprise a
Violet,” satd Nan, hugging

doll,
eard how she hl.d‘
ped ' the ouﬁt-%;s att
Christmas mtt she feit 80! bu
e boys ggé had

by that time
. quite

te forgotten

R Togs ae d e Uit

& g
tmas carols, and their wrath when
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A LETTER TO SANTA CLAUS

HAR SANTA! Please to bring me
Five dollies, big and small,
A trunk of dresses for each one,
And bats and shoes for all;
I'd also like & pair of skates,
A eal
A
And
I

o th 3

Then don't forget some books and games,
And candy—chocolate ¢ 3

And hair ribbons, white, pink and blue,
Black, yellow and sage greens;

And, then, I'd like lace handkerchiefs °
Like those of Sister Jule;

And slippers with bright buckles,

To take to dancing school;

;ou m.lth& ‘:‘u:t in a nice silk bag

foon '8 drell. “'uu. and gold puu,(
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