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IN 1915: : LAy
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| o {4 /When the Christmas of 1916 cams Yound, the
3 _guthorities in Franceiwere determined to ensure that
5 & é;a mmuolr}.ao!‘thg previous : year was not re-
i "~ stringent orders were issued;but it is to be doubt-
¥ el whether'the British troops, at:all events, had any
d ghclination 'to:draternise; Since the provious Curist-
ympas, the Germans had forfelted much. of the esteem
{n* which: they were held as fairly chivalrous opponents:

I’ 1In the intervening period that had: introduced
isoned gas and flame throwers. Their navy had
sink the’ Lusitania with a loss of 1,200 lives, ' Thus
there was hardly any occasion for the reminder issued
" by G. H. Q. to the effect that “war is war," even on
Christmas Day.

enough to put hi¢ head above the parapet, he would
quickly have made a sacrifice to his ideal. Guns were
kept going on both sides’ throughout the day, but war-
fare lacked the venom which it possessed on the other
days of the year, There was nothing exceptional to re-
“.port on the western front at the end of the day.

7 'By this time, the war had spread its ugly tenta-
; “itles, and there-was fighting in progress in Egypt, in
f . Macedonia, Mesopotamia, and East Africa,
w4

.~ Thanksto-the unflagging efforts of good friends at

™ home, most, of the troops, even in the distant theatres

of war, were supplled with some of the familiar con-
comitants of the. Christmas season, :

“WITH THE FLEET:

30 _‘ 4

B 2t

At such times, of course, .the sailor is in a better
position than the soldier. . His risks are no less grave,
but he carries his home with him, and is thus able
to enjoy in war much of what is customary in peace
time. f 1y

Thus, Wé find the Grand Fleet having a tolerably

who were doing duty on mine-sweepers and small
craft in north®fn waters, “appear To-Mave found thc
ran rather less stintéd than usual, as a reminder that
alg the daera had some exceptional significance,

N ¢ Internationally, the Christmas of 1916 was the
L 2l 1most embarrassing of the whole war. President. Wilson
8. ..‘;%osé this time to address to the combatant powers a
| 8y riote on the subject of Peace, and Switzerland endors-

\ gg the President’s appeal, The Germans, cleverly ig-
L &1 “'horing the President's request for a statement of terms,
B proposed that peace delegates should be nominated at
~s-qnce. This note was {ssued on Christmas Day.
! . The reply of the British Army was to use the com-

‘& | parative quiet of Christmas Day to take over more
| B trench line from the French,‘while the Allied states-
& men returned an:‘emphatic negative to the German,

v -Penl:e proposals which they described as “empty and
insincere,”

\

&

i} CHRISTMAS ON THE SOMME:

Our reluctance to pursue Peage negotiations was
& - not in any way due to the fact that we were enjoying
§¢ the War, The Christmas of 1916 found us Wwith a
0 casuality list staggering by comparison to the rolls bf
Al the previous years. We had indulged in the Somme
‘- adventure and had sacrificed the flower of the new
X  armies in an effort which was more remarkable for the
o courage displayed, than for any stsategic skill or tac-
| W tical enterprise, The result was that the greater part
-y of our army in France spent the Christmas of 1916 in,
¥ muddy. valleys between the rolling towns of the Somme
Yy country,
i On the Ancre, almost daily, most sanguinary fight-
i ing was proceeding in swampy ground as unfayourable
& for battle as any land about Ypres. Such were the
¢  experiences through which our men had gone in the
& previous month, and such were the prosPects that
¢ still faced them, that the iron had entered into the
® "douls of many of them, and they mocked at Christmas,
A% ‘at its)origin and its significance,
) 4 These_ facts were not stated at the time, but any
' B¢ man who was in that locality about that period knows
.~ they were true. ;

i J + EMOTION DISAPPEARS:

N conditions, and thus the festive season in 1917 found
people in all the combatant countries pursuing the
¥, War in'a somewhat mechanical fashion.  Enthusiasm
¢ for it had gone, even hate was abating. There wad little

& émotion of any kind. 'The luxuries appropriate to
i Christmas time were rare—indeed, the: necessities of

8 life were rationed. Nations plodded on their way as &

{f . tived but determined man troudges listlessly. on a

W journey that must, of necessity, e completed,

g On the Allied side, although  the. Russians had
“i4vithdrawn from the War, there were good grounds for

Jope.; America had come in and had thus more than
xredressed the = balance left :by. retirement of the

i '“NEW HOPE:
ey f

g Further, General Byng, by his offensive at Cam-

“brad,’ fust prior to Ohristmas, had shown that there
were: other ways of wihning' batvies by-the un-
imaginative, ve and = disheartening tactics
hitherto employed. There was a feeling that the sec-
ret of ‘evicting an entrenched enemy, & secret which
had been sought since 1914, had now beeti discovered.

In the’trenches there was little of the Ohristmas

spirlt to le discerned. ' Al it was necessary,
considerable artiilery.fire wis ordered along the whole
front in order to prevent any possible attempt at fra-
ternisation. - ‘those ‘who ' could’ celebrate

Christmas, tiie means of doing so were found

Although ' times were ‘hard 'a

Ohristmas fare whih 3

the fleld was s _

and. M

‘.- some sign of Christmas to display,
ﬁl?&lgl‘n of fare to give cause for
oo s
i o iy witds, and even Hooden
) crevices! | ( P

Had any man, moved by brotherly-love, been bold

_good Christmas and even those weather-beaten men

3 Yet another Christmas was to be passéd under war *

\
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Cbmedyf of a Cookery Glass in an Irish School

By Sexton O'Sullivan

It was a/certain
Thursday in the
month of Decem-
ber, in a certain
golden year when
currants and rals-
ins had not at-
tained their pres-
ent height in the &
Wworld of prices; neither had hutter afid eggs soared so
far out of the reach of little purse-holders, 1In those
days, eatables had not been taught to leap.  In those
days, too, all the world was young (even myself) es-
peclally that Liétember, for we had been allowed to in-
clude a plum pudding in our list of cookery lessons,

The recipe (‘ressep’ s the boys said) had been
written an our best blackboard the week previously.
We had copied it into our books, drawn' a 'Marcelle
xvaved line to separate the ‘“ingredients” from the
method,” and then gloated over the wondrous parts
that went to make a real Christmas pudding, Lastly,
we had committed it to our memories, :

“After the theory comes the practice,” was one of
our many cookery mottoes. The shopping was the
first active step. This necessitated many. journeys up
and down the one.and only village street to the one
and only emporium of all commodities ' from a red
herring or & stamp to a ton of coal, or a Parisian hat.

We watched the currants and raisins and‘Demer-
ara sugar with eager eyes as they were carefully
weighed out. Next we selected the largest eggs and
the freshest suet and the sugariest candy peel, “and a
wee little piecheen just to taste in our mouths.”

HEAVEN ON EARTH:

At last came the actual cookery day.: ‘The chop-
ping of the suet, beating of the eggs, stoning, the rais-
ins, mixing the “dry ingredients,” as the dry old note-
book callously termed them. ‘The delightful feel of
the soft flour as it slipped through our fingers, the
surreptitious tasting and passing ' along of a large
raisin or a weeshy little bit of candy peel when “She”

was not looking--The cookery class was in a little .

heaven on ‘earth.

' /Each one of the senior-girls had a turn at mixing
and stirring, for the recipe sald “mix thoroughly.” One
very large senior girl with a red, round face, a dimple
in her chin, and a queer impediment in her speech,
‘was always “the head cook and bottle washer” (o1
rather dish washer,) She was a good worker, in spite
of the impediment which had the effect of sprinkling
her words profusely with “l1s.” She always had a
soft spot for the infants, _

“What about the illfalts, poor Vill illfalts!
’em a T'lll piece of caldy peel.”

The ‘illfalts’ were gazing with round eyes and round
mouths and envying the great cookery class.

The boys were in a corner doing ‘aliebbra’—a mys-
tic subject to which the ladies had no claim, but alas,
the wondrous ‘aljebbra’ had no charms Just then.

“I say, Mary Anne, give us a raisin.”

“Kate, just a bit of dough?” >

“Bridgie, a’ piecheen of brown sugar?”

Tl give

“SHE": “Quick Hannie, ‘She’ isn't looking. I'll do
all your square roots to-morrow.”
The currants and raisins were gradually disap-

pearing. “She” had heard the “spellings” of thc low-
er classes, now “She” was hearing the infants’ “tables.”

“Twoanwanathree

Twoantwoafour.” . i

“Sure 'tis eyes in my poll I'd want. You big, great,
idle lazy boys! Did I see you, Pad Malone, talking
to the cookery girls?  Bring me your simple equation
this very instant.”

Pad walked slowly and sorrowfully. from his cor-
ner with his equation which he thought anything but

. simple. The rest of the boys were deeply imffférsed in

alegebraic problems. ’ 3
“Well, of all the—just stand there and lsten to
me! ' That's 'what comes of paying. attention to the
girls instead of to your work. Now if X minus——"
“Norah Mary, rose face, the plece of peel—quick.”
Iildeed I wo'lt; I'ill enough left! I'm keeping this
for the I'lll illfalts.” - - ¢
_, “You old pudding face!”" /
The big girl was speechless for a minute.
“I'll tell, Prank Molloy! II'll I'lll. The rest of the
threat was lost in ‘lls,’ as “‘She” approached.
“Well, Norah Mary, have you finished mixing? Get

!

=4}

O
the cloth and tell mé what you do to it.”

Norah Mary was off like a non-stop gramophone.
CURRANTS MYSTERY:

‘“Quite right. Why, those currants seem few and
far between-—-did you get the riglit awount of candy
peel? How much sugar did you put in?"

A chorus shouted:—

*# 1b, Demerara sugar.

1 1b. currants, 3

1 lb. raisins (or sultanas) Ralsins must be care-
{fully stoned.

14 teaspoonful of nutmeg.

1 teaspoonoful of mixed spice.”

“That's quite enough. ' It is very strange indeed.
Perhaps you put too much flour.”

“We measured out two pounds exactly.
the scales go down, Norah Mary.”

“I cannot understand it. Still we must get it iin-
ished. 1s the water boiling? Who are the volunieers
for the first watch—until six o'clock? I'm coming ai
eight and I'll wait till it is done before I look up.”

Soon the water was ready; a dinner plate placed
carefully in and the pudding lowered slowly and rev-
erently into the boiling depths.

“Prayers—there, i thougint you'd do it, Mary,
careless—knocking the whole packet of spice over! No
wonder you'd sneeze with the best mixed spice flying
up your noses!”

The prayer was said, and reluctantly the children
left ‘the warm, spice-laden atmosphere of the school-
oom. SRl

BOOK CHOICE:
.

You saw

The pudding was boiiing merrily, the kettle singing
on the hob ready to discharge its contents and so keep
“the pudding on the boil continuously.” Hannie Shee-
han and Norah Mary were comfortably seated on a low
form in front of the blazing fire.

“I have the peppermilts and the caldles.”

“And’ good job I brought the books, Norah Mary.
Which will you have ‘The Duchéss’s Lovers’ or ‘The
Earl's Will'’? They are both scrumptious, so our new
servant girl says. She has piles of ’em—keeps 'em
under her mattress for fear Mother would see ’em. I
'tlg.ven'b read those two, but our new girl says ‘The

Soloman Sam - - - By Mabel Lucie Attwel

Soloman Sam was & nice little baby,

8o lovely and roundy and pinky and
fair,

Weighed what he ought to, a little
more maybe, N

Ten toes on his tootsies, and gold
on his hair,

He'd only one sorrow to darken his

eye, 3
He couldn’t, although he'd like so
to—fly,

Course! .nobody: knew what went on
in Sam’s ‘mind, ; e
Just lying all day in the meadow
grass there, his
If anyone did, I am sure he would

d,
Our Sammy was longing to fly in

the air i P
Nothing: took place, till one day
came a’bevy
Of fairles who list'd to the plaint
of our lad, L
“Wanting to fly! My! we think

you're too heavy,
we'll teach you—we can’t have a

baby all sad.”
They managed' to raise him, the

“What’s your name, sir?” 2 i

dear little lump,
Although - he came down again,

quick, with a bump. of that?”

Sam had—as you see—ere an hour
They gathered all round and said had gone by D
Our Sammy- was stunting away, in
the sky—Lovely!

When next they got Sammy again
on his fee 22
Oh! Wibbledy Wobbledy! steady m:

things in his ear—
They tapped on his shoulders, .
dimpled and fat.
“It's confidence, really,” they 'sald
/ to the dear—

50

dear!

beat

Lol S
At
“i¢'s confidence, really,” they sald
't the dear:

a word.

“We're w)ondeilng if you have any

Pllice_Constable . X' came. along on

“Ur-humph—what's all this, now
what have we here?”
Which scattered the fairies away,

: 'in a fright,
And left Sam - all lonely, which
doesn't_seem right.

Police. Constable X then took out
his book, yoo

book, .
Proceeding to ask all those ques-
tlons which vex; = "
“Now~-have-you a license to fiy?”
—come let’s 100k, )
“And 'what' is your name, sir?”

sald - Constable’ X.
And many more such, which was
rather absurd, y
Cos' Soloman Sam' couldn’t answer

But.Constable X is as kind as can
“All constables are, as we,/all of us .

know— & ] :
; He carried small. Coloman home: to

ea, -
And Soloman wasn't too sorry to

' go.

With only this = warning—“Sam
don’t fly again, -

Until you've a license-—then fly in
a plane!”

hess's Lovers is about a lovely lady who wanted to
marry. a poor man who loved her, then a rich man
lm;e;l her too and killéd the poor man and she died of
grief.”

“I'll have The Earl's Willl I don't like 'em dying. I
think it better to get married in'the end—don't you,
Hallle?” ;

“Sometimes—but ‘The Earl's Will’ is lovely—about
a rich earl who wanted to marry a poor girl, but he
had to marry a rich lady, so he fett all-his money to
the poor girl he loved. ' I mustn't tell you, though.
Our new girl says it is like eating an egg without saic
when you know what happens. Where will we put
the candles?”

“We'll have a caldle each.”

The fire burned brightly and the candles shed a
soft light over the®old school. Therc was a blissful
silence except. for the merry bubbling of the pudding
and the occasional cracking of - g peppermint,  ‘lue
ml{mtes changed 1nto fnours; all too quickiy it was six
o’'clock, ;

TRAGEDY:

“My goodness, Hallie—there’s the Allgelus ringil!”

“Noran. Mary, did you put any water in?”

*“No—did you?” 3

“Norah Mary, we'll be murdered! Do you smell

‘anything?"

‘“Hallle--the. pudding is burning!’

“The Duchess’s Lovers”. had proved too danger~
ously fascinating. The water had. boiled itself gaily
into nothingress. The poor plum pudding was stuck
to the plate. The plate had divided itself into three
uneven parts, and the large iron pot was almost red
through,

Slowly aild sadly the girls }fted the heavy boller
off the fire, more slowly and more sadly they lifted the
pudding off the broken plate; slowest and saddest os
all were their trembling voices:

“Oh, Norah Mary, we’ll be shot.”

“Oh, Hallle, we’ll be killed—Oh!"

The mocking firelight danced on'Norah Mary’s big
tears, which were rolling down her round, red face.
The candles shone on the empty benches, as the girls
gazed round seeking jor some-unknown help to right
the great wrong. :

“Lock 'the door, Norah Mary—I'll run home now
and I'll gei arother pudding cloth. Our new girl is
good natured. Tl tell ner everything and I'll see it
1 can get a plate ke that. Give me the bits. The
girl will bury them down deep. Turn the key when
I'm gone.” ¢ L

“You I'ill algen!”

THE SOLUTION:

Norah Mary sat down with her sad thoughts. The
deserted schoolroom seemed to close in reproachfully
round her. The pudding, like a pale ghost of some
former jolly plum pudding, stood stiffly on the rostrum.
The pot was cooling itseif: on a large slate. .

“Rat tat tat!”

“Who is it?" g

“Quick—the others—are coming.’

Hannie rushed in panting, speedily unfurled her
pinafore and disclosed a new pudding cloth. and a
plate of the same willow pattern as the broken one.

“You aligel! I'll pray for you. I'Nl—" |

“Like lightning, pour in the boiling water and fill
the kettle again. Burn that old cloth, push it far
into the fire. Good job the others are such slow

hes. Good job, too, the pot isn't busted.”

[T 3 e

“Rat tat tat tat!”
7 “You're in a mighty hutry.”

“So would you be if you were standing out shiver-
ing in the dark cold night.”

“Funny smell, do you notice it, Bridgie? Anything
burning, Norah Mary?"”

“The fire

'"Your face, Norah }dﬁry—looks as it

“Yes, because we thought yoiwerel't coming.”
“Witty--that queer me“le 'ﬁ.w you

plate broken and the pot busted.”
“Yes illdeed, only we waited.” "
“Comée on, Norah Mary, I'm hungry.” .

H

* 2% half-past ten the great Basilica is crowded  with

§ Christmas in
Continued from page 1

Pope borne shoulder high on the sedia gestatoria, the
moveable throne supported by six footmen in - the
crimson livery of the Vatican: *

Then, too, when the Procession has passed, a seat
in the nave well up towards the altar offers the best
ﬁ)csmon from which to see the.ceremonies that fol-
ov.. 4

The Mass commences shortly Berorn midnight, but

Rome

Sasass 4

thousands upon thousands of the Faithful, assembled '/
f_rom all parts of the world to be present. when their
Holy Father celcbrates the great Feast of Christmas.

Indeed, there are representatives from every part
cf the globe, among whom, probably, pilgrims predo-
minate. Our seats are excellently situated, and we
while away the long wait by watching what is around
ui: fo many these sights are new, and not always
rnderstood.

.Prcsmuy marches in the Palatine Guard, that
1egiment of Infantry which keeps clear the way for
the prceession, through the teeming thousands of tha
crowd. ' There are. strong barriers, and it is well that
there are, for the pressure of people is enormous. The
Palatine Guard lines the way between the barriers
and the procession. 4

They are sturdy little fellows, these Palatine
Guards; very different from the gfants of the Gen-
darmerie, who wear the tall bear-skins and bluc uni-
forms similar to those of Napbleon's old Guard.

' 8T. PETER'S GUARDS:

There are two other Regiments which g o
Peter’s. - The Noble Guard, which is the Bod;::;.gdsocf
the Pope, and composed of only sixty members; just
cne squadron as they used to be in the old days when
the Pope rode out into the city of Rome, and the
mounted Noble Guard surrounded his carriage. Their
uniform—their best—for this great Feast of Christ- -
mas, is remarkably like that of our Life Guards; scar-
;fetl t.m:i(‘:. long lj]?cg goots, white breeches. with a_brass

met from which flows a long pl [ horse-
. Wiel 0 g plume of black horse

Then' there {s the Swiss Guard, clothed in the
sixteenth century uniform designed by Michael An-
gelo. These men are all Swiss, recruited from certain
selected cantons. They are fine, reliable body of men,
and exceedingly picturesque in their wonderful unl:
forms, especially when wearing their armour and
carrying their halberds—both beautifully Damas-
ceened—as they do tonight on this Great Festival.

Where else could such a scene be viewed as this?
A man whose power extends to the ends of the earth,
based on Jove! ‘The Pageantries of other European
Courts fade into insignificance—now that the Aus-
trian Court has gone—in comparison to this!

NOTHING TOO GOOD:

But it is very necessary that the reason of all this
sreat splendour, should be well understood.

tﬁn in ithe ’I‘exlzple of 'Old, desigried by God himself,
no B 15 -considered at Rome too good f -
vice of the Almighty. ’ ok

“For the poor you have always with you, but
you have not.always.” b Me

The Pope may sleep in a little truckle iy
small room in the Vatican—and probably di(fiasl,nfggnllx:
is a man of very simple habits—but Christ, His Mas-
ter, must have everything that is beautiful, rich, cost-
1y, and rare devoted to His service. :

Diamonds, gbld, pearls, precious stones—gibts e
the Faithful—are pressed into every S(:ﬁ‘ of ngmgmgf
cent service to glorify God.

But, what is this? Our attention has been divert-
ed, and time has passed.

A fresh detachment of Swiss Guards is breast-
plate and helmet, with their beautifully Damasceened
haberts sloped over their shoulders, march in and
take up position at long intervals between the Pala-
tine Guard and where the Procession will pass.

There is a murmur and a rustle among the crowd
of many thousands; they know that the Pope is not
tar O officers of the Palatine Guard call their men
to attention and slope”arms, ready to salute.

Then, from the end farthest from the altar where
the entrance to the Vatican is, there appears the head

f a Procession.
prn THE PROCESSION:

First, a few of the Swiss Guards; then a long train
of priests and Monsignori; Canons of the Vatican and
the priests in their vestments who are to assist the
Pope in saying Mass; a long procession -of Bishops,
among them a Greek Archbihop in his Greek robes,
wearing the Pallium over them; more Bishops, more
Archbishops.

Then there is a burst of music from high up near
the roof, and that familiar March played by thg 8il-
ver Trumpets. The Pope has entered St. Peter’s.

Then one long, sustained burst of cheering—yes,
cheering in St. Peter's—and the waving of thousands
of handkerchiefs. We see the Pope advancing in. the
sedia gestatoria, borne by crimson-clad footmen, with
the celebrated fans held aloft behind him, with a few
of the scarlet-clad Noble Guard and the officers of the

household around him. The cheers intensify the
waving of handkerchiefs is incessant. d
And what do we see? 5
Not a pale, delicate-looking man, the type so of-

ten connected with the Pope, buf a Pope who is an
athlete, & mountain-climber who is credited with tak-
fng more than a passing interest in boxing; a man
who, strange to say, without.much stretch of the im-
agination, might pass as an English Squire!

The Procession passes up to great nave to the
High Altar of the Basilica, the Pope blessing his
People. He descends from his throne, and, after a
few minutes spént in prayer, with the aid of many
assistants, commences to robe for.
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High Mass of the thu!lty, ‘hu.oon':mqmt_l..

After the fatigue of the Midnight Mass, Chrsitmas

still, we visit the
Coli, for

Day is a day of ease in Rome. It it a day of festivity




