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A CIRISTMAS STORY
By NINA PIcToN
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ITTLE JINNIE stood before Old
Grimkee's window. "o dark
plates and bronzes, the somber
stuffs and hangings, had disap-

peared. Grimkee's window was in
holiday attire, and Little Jinnie won-
dered why. Some one had spoken of a
day far distant, a day of mirth. and
gladness, of good will and peace; that
the joy bells would ring, the music in
the churches would somnd and that ev-
ery one would smile and greet one an-
other as if great times had come,
Little Jinnie bent forward and lean-
ed her elbows upon the narrow ledge
that jutted out from the window.
What a feast she saw! A tall soldier,
all red and gold, stood in one corner,
his musket at “shoulder arms,” deter-
mination in his eye and in his rigid at-

AN OLD MAN 0AME 0UT OF 41114 SHOP.
titude. Little Jinnie started to say
“Good morning,” but she Qidn’t quite
like his manner.

Below him, seated on a dairy stool,
was a milkmaid with a churn, and the
wonderful dasher kept going up and
down at regular intervals, and the'
milkmaid’s head kept bobbing and bob-
bing till the white linen bows on her
cap flapped like windmills.

A shepherd boy stood next to the
milkmaid, and in his mouth was a
long pipe or musical instrument. From
time to time a loud note rang out.
‘What queer toys! Little Jinnie almost
believed that they were not toys, for
the faces looked so real, and they
moved and bobbed like real live peo-
ple. But Grimkee always had queer
things in his window, different from
any other shopkeeper in Broad street.

There stood a clock with a cuckoo
that flew in and out and chirruped its
note at certain intervals. And the wax
doll in the corner, with a queen’s crown
on her head and a crimson velyet robe!
That was the most real doll Little Jin-
nie had ever seen.

While she stood there, her small, thin
hands and arms on the ledge, her wist-
ful eyes peering within, an old man
came out from the side of the shop and
thrust his head into the window, It
was Old Grimkee, and he wore a fus-
tian ' jacket, very snug and tight, and
a queer little skullcap on his head, He
looked about as if in quest of some-
thing, and his round little eyes squint-
ed here and there as if everything was
a long way off.

Little Jinnie did not move, and if
Old Grimkee saw her he was kind
enough not to object, for he never ounce
looked toward her, but”kept squinting
‘and moving until he saw a long, nar-
row house, painted green, with a small
pealk, which stood in the center of his
window.

“Ah!” he ecried, and from outside
Jinuie heard his grunt of satisfaction.
Iic moved toward the green house, In
his hand he held a key, and, after fum-
bling and feeling about the side of the
structure, he turned it about, Then
he waited for something, Jinnie didn’t
know what, but ghe stared, fascinated
by the old man’s movements and wait-
ing, just as much as he waited, for the
revelation that she felt sure way to
come. ;

The door of the house opened. A

Couple of bears and two spirited look-
ing horses. After that trooped all the
animals that Little Jinnie had ever
seen in her picture book, the old, thumb
eared one that the mission teacher had
given her. Round and round they
walked, and larger and larger grew
Little Jinnie's eyes.

0Old Grimkee looked up. He was
proud of his window, for he had taken
great pains to make it attractive. Not
another man in Broad street knew the
children’s tastes so well. All about the
shelves of his little shop stood Santa
Clauses, railroad cars, tin soldiers and
small guns and dolls that the little
ones liked. Old Grimkee had been in
the business for years, and he expected
great profits this Christmas time.

Suddenly he spied Little Jinnie.. He
did not know whether she was admir-

« him or lis window, for her eyes
kept shifiing from the long green toys
to him, back ~eain, and so on. A gen-
inl smile overspread the face of Old
Grimkee. The little child outside was
certalnly carrfed away with what she
saw. ., Old Grimkee looked eloser.
How thin and pale she was, and quite
a little tot to be alone!

whe old man kept smiling and smil-
ing, -as it e knew her, and Little Jin-
nie advanced 1 rd ‘the door. Old
Grimkee had left bhis window and
stood behind the counter,

“Well, little girl, what can I do fer
you?”’ he asked, bending over the
counter toward the wee figure that
looked appealingly upward.

“If you would tell”— She paused.

“Yes,” said Old Grimkee,

“What that thing is—that house in
your window, Are the animals alive?”

“That—that  green house?” asked
0Old Grimkee, teaning forward to take a
peep at the windsw,

“Yes, sir,” answercd Little Jinnie,

“Why, you don't mean to tell me that
you never saw a Noal's ark, child?”

Little Jinnie looked as ignorant as an

infant.
. “No? Why, then, you've never heard
the story of the flood and Noah and
the ark resting on Ararat? Dear me,
dear me!” Old Grimkee actually looked
worried over the turn of affairs. H¢
thought everybody knew that.

Just then some customers came in,
and Old Grimkee put on a businesslike
air, 3

The child gtolg noiselessly out. Old
Grimkee did ot hear her, for the ladies
were asking him for humming tops,
and he was not quite sure whether he
had them. He turned several things
over as he looked and opened the
wrong boxes and packages. Old Grim-
kkee’s eyes were failing him a bit. And
as he looked a pair of wistful eyes,
blue and heavily lashed, haunted him.
While looking he was wondering where
he had seen them,

“Bless me!” he cried suddenly.
child’s!”

The customers

“That

looked queerly at

“THAT'S THE THING I'VE DREAMED 'BOUT.”,

him, but he had found their toys, and
as they examined them and approved
them they did not pause to mark the
puzzled glances of the shopkeeper,

L] L L3 - . L] .

Little Jinnie was uphappy. In her
small, meager home ghe felt the need
of something. If she had been older
ghe might have known,

“Land o' love,” the mother erled, “the
choild’s a-worritin’ over sumthin’! She’s
thet thin an’ pale as ter be er shad-
der.” The poor woman paused in her
daily task of sewing and looked, un~
easily at the small thin one that played
beside her,

Every morning the child had strayed
out on the next block. The mother had '
watched her and felt no uneasiness,
Whenever she looked in that direction
she saw Little Jinnie standing against

pair of elephants walked out, then a

a window, looking in with all her eyes,

.
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“Bless me!” exclaimed the mother.
“What's it now?”

And Old Grimkee had seen and heard,
for Little Jinnie came iii ¢very day for
a moment, and between times, when
nobody was buying, Old Grimkee took
her on his knee and told her the won-
derful story of the flood. And ques-
tions had been asked and the. Christ-
mas time commented on, and Little
Jinnie's eyes were wonderstruck.

“Where do you live?” he asked. Old
Grimkee had no children of his own.
Iiis son had died a year before.

“Down there, near the alley, in the |

funny little house with red windows.”

It was nearing the time. Ior three
or four days a fine snow had fallen,
and the icicles hung from the window
ledge in Old Grimkee's window. Many
of the toys had disappeared, but the
Noal's ark was still there, Somehow
people thought it “too expensive,” yet
Old Grimkee felt that it was not. He
staked a great deal on that ark, and the
animals were not common animals;
they were made of the finest wood.

All the children had seen it. Day by
day they passed before his window,
and the wondecfu! toy was wound up,
and the eyes outside grew larger and
larger. But now ~f the eyes haunted
0Old Grimkee as muca as little Jinnie's,

“Blegs ‘me!” he suddenly thought.
“I've not seen her for two days. That's
queer, I'll look her up!” i

In a dim little room, upon a couch
whereon the faded coverlet was high
drawn, lay Little Jinnie. The big eyes

thing Old Grimkee saw.
more wisivlthan ever.

were the first
They were
Twn

1l glad to see yer,” said she.
tosed yeran' the ark too?” Her
L eite thin as she said this,

“ls that se?” Old Grimkee asked, a sus-
picion of tears in his eyes.

“Course it's so! I've drenmed bout it at
night till I thonght it was righ¢ by me
An’' I've seen the winder. Oh, it's a
beau-ti-ful window, Mr, Grimkee!”

She always ran her voice up ¢ 1 *he
last syllable with a very eligh ed -c-
cent,

“Glad you Hke it,” Old .- saiiee said,
“I'm prond of the winder -co. I've
taken lots of paing with it, I'm sure—
thought 'bout it at nights, as you have,
and studied how 'to make it attrac-
tive.”

“Well, it's—jest nice. Ev'rybody says
that. Mr, Grimkee”—and her voice al-
most hushed with awe—*is the Noal’s
ar-r-rk there?”.

“Yes, it's there” No one but n
tradesman would have detected disap-
pointment in his tone. “Muaybe not for
long. thangh; maybe not for long!”

“T'm govvy,” gaid she, then dropped
Jbe snugect of the ark.,

«:d «oenr kee thought that very queer.
Bul iatle Tinnie had never seemed like
& sw e wuv en, 8o he dropped the sub-
ject, too, and he asked her when she
would sit up. "

“Oh, soon,”. she cried.: "
ain't I, mar?"' L A

Mrs, Conroy eame in from the inner
room, a smell of 'greases about her

“I'm better,

sleeves and hands and a worn expres-
slon on her face. “You're mendin’,
course ye are! The docther says qsl

yer’ll be up Christmas. * Oi’ll be glad,
sure an’ OI'll pe!” The tired woman
tried to look brighter, Even Old Grim-
kee suw' that.

“Are you glad, Jinnie?”’ asked Old
Grimkee. ‘“Are you glad Michaelmas is
comin’? You'll be up, you know,”

“De-pends,” said she, and Old Grim-
kee wondered where she had heard
that word. |

“If the little Christ Child will come

an’ if I can hear the singin’ an’ see the
fine toys an’ things an’ all you’ve told
me ’bout, Mr, Grimkee, you know’’—
she looked excitedly into his eyes—
“why, I'll be orful glad!”

That was enough for Old Grimkee. He
said goodby in a very sudden manner,
and Little Jinnie smiled sweetly.

‘Wlien he found himself outdoors he
blew his nose several times, and his
glasses were €0 wet he couldn’t see the
gate before him,

L] * * » L] L L

Christmas morning! In Old Grims
kee's window,some change was visible,

Behind the door in Little Jinnie’s
home stood Old Grimkee. Ile was peep-
ing through the crack, and he kept up
a regular pantomime as he looked into
the inner room.

There sat Little Jinnie, a pretty color
in her cheeks, and hugged tight in her
arms was the Noah’s ark.

“That’s the thing I've dreamed
'bout,” said she to her mother. ‘That’s
the ar-r-rk. An’, oh, mar; think it's
been a-restin’ on Rararat an’ now it's
a-restin’ here! Oh, oh!”

Then Old Grimkee rushed out and
kigsed her. Ie forgot just then that
the price mark on the Noah's ark had
\been $5.

JAPANESE, CHINESE
AND KOREAN TOYS
By CHANNII:E:\. BARTOW

HERE is no real
Christmas inthe
fur east, which
is still essen-
tially pagan, but
the small hoys
and girls with
the alinond eyes
have plénty of
other  holidays
on which they
give and re-
ceive  presents
and make ner-
ry in much the
same manner ag
their western
brothers. and
sisters on the
occasion of SBanta Claus’ annual visit.
And In the matter of toys Japanese,
Chinese and Korean ‘babies have little
cause to envy their foreign friends, for
not even the most marvelous mechan-
fcal products of Nureinberg surpass
the products of the yellow toymaker's
ingenuity, Children the world over are
very .much alike in their tastes, how-
ever different; in appearance, and the
playthings of Infant Asia bear a strong
fundamental resemblance to those of
young America, Most popular, of
course, are dolls. The parental Instinet
is universal,

] Cylnn and Korea are great countries

CHINESE GIRT, WITH
HER DOLTL.

for dolls, but in Japan, that paradise
‘of children, the make believe baby 1s
so honorably regarded that it has a
gpecial holiday, the ‘“feast of dolls.”
This comes in February every year at
the time of the Chinese new year. The
dolls are placed on silk covered shelves
in the best room in the house. Often it
takes five or six shelves to hold them
all. The principal participants in the
feast are called the emperor and em-
press of Japan. They are dressed in
court costumes, and the others, named
for famous persons, are arranged
iabout them, Doubtless at the coming
celebration numerous doll Oyamas, To-
gos, Kurokis and Nogis will swell the
crowds at the receptions of the mimic
mikado. Silver bowls are placed be-
fore their majesties, and the child for
whom the festival is kept puts fresh
food in these dishes every day. At the
end of three days the dolls are laid
away for another year, only a few fa-
vorites being kept out for common use,
Of these, one is the “lady with the six
(or more) wigs,” a baldheaded doll whose
many changes of coiffure give her
small owner endless delight.

Though this is primarily a girls’ holi-
day, the amall boy of Japan is not
above playing with dolls and is espe-
cially fond of the doll theater. He is as
much addicted to wooden soldiers and
acrobatic toys as his counterpart In
America. Marionettes are as popular
in China as in Japan. Long before
Punch and Judy began to charm the
hearts of American youth the little
children of China were laughing over
the dilemmas of these two famous
characters. Little booths are set up on
the streets, where traveling companies
present their quaint shows. They have
men on horseback, soldiers, lions, ti-
gers, dragons, snakes and curious act-
ing frogs, all made to go through their
antics by means of strings and sticks
managed by the showmen. Following
the feast of dolls, the Japanese boyh,
too, have a holiday of their own, a dis-
tinctive feature of which is the school
of huge paper fishes floating over ev-
ery house in which there are boys, one
‘fish for each son. The Japamese, being
great MEHEFHICN, "MWMiTFe certain speci-
mens of the fin bearers very much—for
instance, the carp, which swims up-
stream, a sign of courage and perse-
verance. This fish has become with the
Japanese an emblem of the boys, whom
their parents wish to see possessed of
these qualities.

On the boys’ day the toy bazaars of
the city are thronged with children.
Swords, guns, pistols, trumpets, horses
and menageries sell like hot cakes, and
firecrackers fill the air with smoke and
noise. There is in Tokyo one quarter
consisting of three or four streets
which contains nothing but bazaars for
the sale of toys. Here for a few cop-
pers one may buy a handful of bam-
boo rods from the ends of which dance
the funniest imaginable caricatures on
which the potent sake has worked its
charm. The goggle eyed men whose
heads roll on pivots are matched by
jovial foxes and badgers which have
also looked upon the sake when it was
yellow. Toy animals of every sort—
lizards, crickets and spiders—make the
streets of Tokyo look like Broadway
in New York the week before Christ-
mas. A new popular toy is a Russian
soldier with red hair and blue eyeballs,
who performs all kinds of “stunts.”

Tops and kites are always in favor
in the east, and some of them are ver-
itable works of art. The kites assume
every possible form of fish, beast and
bird, while the tops which transform
themselves into butterflies and flowers
as they spin seem to be the work of a
necromancer, There is no distinetion
of age in flying kites and spinning
tops. Old men and children may be
seen together engaged in these time
honored pastimes.

Asiatic bables are blessed with no
end of gods who look out for their
welfare, the Japanese having seven
gods of happiness, one of whom, Hotei
by name, corresponds closely to our St.
Nicholas, Hotel is of a venerable and
amiable appearance, wearing a long
white beard, and carries a sack of gifts
for good little boys and girls. To older
persons he brings long life and is usu-
ally represented in art accompanied by
a stork, which is supposed to live 1,000
years,

It is not all play and no work with
the small Japanese, despite their abun-
dance of enjoyments, A Japanese child
{8 no sooner able to walk than he or
she is called upon to act as nurse for a
smaller brother or sister, if there is
one  IMowever, the “little mothers’” do
no! seem to be troubled at all by their
churges. They carry the babies on

thefr baeks, like papooses, and play
ball, roni races nnd fly kites in spite of
their burdons, Strangest of all, the ba-
bies me perfectly happy and hardly
ever cry, though often banged about in
a way that would make an American
baby howl with rage,

The -husiness spirit of the Chinese

empire is reflected in the sports of the

| The less active Chinese

! TMAS
BY J.A EDEERTON
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HE night 1s falr over Eethlehem
As amid God's lights on high
A strange, new star gleams out like a gem
In a setting of wintry sky.
It shines afar over stream and fleld
To an eastern caravan,
And three are thrilled as they see revealed
The sign of the Son of Man.

INCE that sweetnightthe years have flown
As ripples flow on a stream,
While emplres out of the earth have grown
To pass as a troubled dream,
And weary eyes have searched the skles,
As the ages onward ran,
With the hope once more to recognlze
The sign of the Son of Man.

THE BIGN OF THE SON OF MAN,

UT never and never men saw above
Its magical gleam afar,
Yet ever and ever the light of love
Was shed by the golden star,

For not on the skies do its bright rays burn,
But the hearts of his lovers scan
And there on the heavens within discern

The sign of the Son of Man.

N mercp and peace, In the growing good

That sweeteng the world today,

in the era of freedom and brotherhood
That comes on its shining way,

In the march of Truth and her victories,
With the Christ-soul leading the van,

Behold, ‘tis In these that the spirlt sees
The sigas of the Son of Man.

OR ever the burden of gladness grows,

And ever the sorrow dies,

‘And ever the soul that is quickened knows
A secret of sweet surprise,

And ever In those of the glad new birth
The epes of the spirlt scan,

Revealed In a glorp transcending earth,
The sign of the Son of Man.

£y
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Chinese child, and small imitations of
commerce play a large part in his life.
Owners of toy carts organize mimie
trading expeditions, while the less for-
tunate “keep store.,”” The boys also
play at war with ships and soldiers,
and, as in Japan, one may see bands of
children armed with toy guns or sticks
drilling with true martial ardor. A reg-
ular feature of the game as it is playeq
In China is, it is said, the alarm, “The
Japanese are coming!” at which the
whole pigtailed army runs as if Satan
were after it. The Chinese boy is very
fond of pets and often carries about
with him a canary in a wooden cage
or a cricket similarly imprisoned.

girl hos
many beautiful toys of porcelain, lae-
quer and ivory, dolls and diminutive
household utensils. The girls have their
games also, such as ' battledoor and
shuttlecock and jackstones. They “turn
the mill” and ‘“churn butter” to the ac-
companiment of nursery rhymes cen-
turies old,

s e it

ot Her Explanation.
our honor,” said the lawyer, “m

client acknowledges that she strucl’t

the book agent with a piece of gas

pipe, but she pleads that it was a

°“;’* of mi;taken identity.”

| “How's that?” asked the judge.
“Well, she though

Sasa Y ; vux t it .wa her hus-

b .




