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1 A Christmas on the-
t .Salonika Front

.once agaln. A time
of reminiscence, re
collection and reflec- j
tion. Scenes, assocl-
ations, faces that|#

i,
k e
back into the mem-| himUSvA= T

ory. 'Along the, far- Guarme S _

Y. flung battle line of the war years Christmas
- came to each bringing remembrance of bet-
ter times gone by. To many today it is a
pleasant pastime to peer back through the
years, and recapture; for a moment, a fleet-
Ing glimpse of the weary times when - the
usual herald to the day of peace on earth
and good will towards all men was gunfire
It takes little to carry the memory back. Re-
collcctions of a Christmas born to more plea-
sang sounds. than the bark of guns carry us
to that wild country once known as the Sal-
onika, Front. -Christmas Day was very near.
It was, in fact, the darkest hour before its
dawn. Around, gaunt hills, clothed in satanic
blackness, arose on every hand. Deep bould-
er strewn ravines, impenetrable in the night,
increased the wildness of the scene, and add-
ed mystery. Uncanny silefice brooded over
all, to be made more eerie by the sudden cry
of hungry jackals. Then distant sgunfire
added its note. Slowly the dawn rose. The
hll}s took shape. The gullies filled with
swirling mists that floated ever changing
color in the morning glow. From over the
hills came the strains of mugic, faintly at
first, then louder, and Christmas Day was
born to an old familiar carol, “Hark the Her-
ald Ax}gels sing.” A tune 'so reminiscent
of Christmas Eve at home. The camp awak-
ens. Heads are thrust out of tents. ‘““Hey,
Loy!” shouts a voice, “A Merry Christmas.
1 don't think.” A warm day with little to
remind one of the festive season. All that
could be done to celebrate the occasion is
done, but there is little else than memories.
One wanders from the camp, and, gazing
across to where the guns are hooming, won-
. ders what they are doing at home. Thus,
today, as-Dumas said, do all bitter experi-
ences become pleasant recollections, and
?l:mstmas a fascinating season to recall
¥ them., . -
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SHOPPING

It needs scarcely be said that Her Majest.
does but little of her Christmas shoppix{g i}r,l
perean: - glthough ‘her children and the
younger members of the Royal family gen-
érauy love to gaze at shop-windows and ex-
plore the wonders of shop interiors, choosing
their presents with ‘as much zest and infor-
mality as any, suburban lady.

And the wise shopkeeper is he who affects
to ignore their identity and treats them just
as any of his less exalted customers; for if
he recognizes them and shows it, he may
never see them again.

The Queen by no. means confines her
Christmas patronage to the holders of her
Royal warrant; and many a tradesman sup-
plies her Christmas wants who does not.ex-
hibit the Royal Arms above his door.

Day after day large selections of presents’
are submitted to the Queen by trusted emis-
saries of the favored tradesmen. Thete emis-
saries have to run the gauntlet of a small
army of footmen and Court officials before
they reach the lady-in-waiting who ‘acts as
the Queen's intermediary. The goods are
all arranged in a.special room, where the
Queen examines them at her leisure, and
makes. her selection with the assistance’ of
:;lch of her relatives as are with her at the

me. ‘ 7

These presents are of all kinds and all
prices, from an article of jewellery or a roll
of costly dress-material to a watch and chain
or a costly toy for the yournger generation.

The Queen’s favorite presents are said to
be epergnes, dainty bonbon dishes, richly-
bound books, and silver-photograph frames;
but, whatever form the presents may take,
each is chosen with the utmost care by the
Queen and with a perfect: knowledge of the
taste of the recipient. i

Although no one could conduct her “Christ-
mas shopping” under more favorable or less
adruous conditions than the Queen, not one
of her subjects probably finds the task so
exhausting or takes more conscientious pains
in choosing suitable 'and acceptable gifts.

$10,000,000 FOR A
CHRISTMAS GIFT

When the average Londoner sits down to
his Christmas dinner , he allows no sordid
consideration of cost to,qualify his enjoy-
ment of it; and thus his aggregate banquet is
:ell calculated to open the eyes with won-

er. i
y As in fancy we look at London’s table groan-

WX ing under its mountains of Yuletite ‘delica-
9] cies, we are prepared. to' learn that nothing
¢ less than a chequeé for two million pounds
By Will meet the cost of this one Gargantuan

‘The plum-pudding alone will turn the scale
(if it does not break it) at 1,200 tons.. Its
weight, in fact, is so enormous that a dozen
regiments of brawny-armed soldiers .could
scarcely raise it an inch from the ground;
and it would tax the strength/of a thousand
horses to transport it. To its making go five
million eggs, 400 tons of raisins, and other
ingredients in proportion; while for flour it
demands all the wheat that could be.grown
on :n area at least .as large as St. James's

As prelude to this leviathan “sphere’ of
succulence,” London—with ' her fdmily 'as
numerous as the entire tion of

THE QUEEN'S CHRISTMAS'

“London
‘Calling...”

Continued from page 1
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He had recollected Marion in' the’
whimsy of the moment. He had re-

.called their last meeting; had re-

called the fact that she had not

answered him between those dances,

when he had asked her to be his
wife—~but had flushed and had
stood upright, laughing like a boy;
“Heavens, John, I simply can't mar-
ry the whole family of the Morti-
mers, you know!”"—Only so much;
then a sudden whisking away from
him, away to his brother Anthony,
who claimed her for that nexte-last
—dance.

He had sat and watched them . . .
there had been no doubt left in his
mind. Tony had forestalled him; .
she had already become engaged.

The lilt and the clatter of the
tune to which they danced was in
his failing ears; ' he could  hear
again the ripple of talk and the
singing of light laughter that had
filled the warm and flowersb@vered
room . . . arid could glimpse, with-
in the drab shadows of the hut, the
will-o’-the-wisp light of Marion’s
last roguish smile. She had turned
to him with that gay triumph on
her lips—when she whirled past
again, and looked for him, he had
gone.

And London had not Seen him
again , . . y

Mortimer raised his head and
picked up the pen again, His eyes
dulling, and his heart thundering,
he bent over the will he was mak-
ing.

“Yes, Tony boy, you always did
get the uttermost best out of this
strange world—funny I never did

. . Wonder why? . . . And here I
am, like a damned fool, making
over to you now the very stuff I'm
packing up existence for!
Wonder what sort of a riot you
and little Marjon'll make on a
matter of six thousand a year—eh?
For, even if the fellows who find
me take every bit of ‘black' and
sand in this place, they can’t -touch
that I'vé stowed away inthebank
-—and it's worth a hundred thou-
sand if it's worth a penny.”

‘And in such manner John Mor-
timer, who never got anything out
of life—or so he said—with a cer-
tain grim grace that was heroic.
willed to his brother the huge for-
tune-in. crude platinum that he had
riven from the Arctic shore on
which. it seemed his bones ' would
soon be lain—among the millions he
would, leave behind for luckier men
to find

“Platinum | lad—platinum . . ., .
Ten times more precious than gold
—that for me, and pots of it. A

. millionaire three or four timesover,

old ‘boy, and the whole riot of it
can't gét me a biscuit.the more nor
an ounce of meat! Angd I've got to
leave it, nastily too—leave it to.you
who took: something a thousand
times ‘'more precious than it all from

the . . .:Wonder why it is I can’t

hate you to Hell? I really ought
to, y'’know!”

A blob of scalding water dropped '

on the blueing hand that held the
pen. Another spattered on ‘the
paper. John Mortimer looked at
them stupidly.

“Good Lord—and I thoughtIwas
laughing!” he said.

.+ . . An hour passed, and the
will was concluded. Mortimer wrap-
ped it in oiled silk, and pinned it
to_his undershirt. He banked up
the stove to its fullest capacity, and
lit a little of what remained of his
tobacco. Another hour he let slide
by. Reckless now of consequences,
he sat-and smoked, and dared the

creeping death of the frost fo do its *

worst. ‘The fire gloomed over, once,
redly . . . John Mortimer laughed
and got to his feet. There was &
wildness in his manner as he drag-
ged out more fuel—a madness in
him as' he rammed it down on the
mighty blaze.

“Then he turned.to nis remaining
food.  Yes, he told himself, there
was just safficient for two days
more . . . with trembling hands he
turned the lot out, and heaped it
into onk tempting pile. 3

“I say, Tony,” he talked to the:
silences, “just don’t bother me for
half-an-hour or sp—I'm going to

have supper! . ... Talk to you later,
old man." -
He crumbled up = biscuits and

peinmican.’ He opened up his last
small tin of tea, and, putting a can
of 'lifeless snow water on the red-
hot top of the stove, set about mak-
ing tea and soup. Two cubes” of
sugar lay at his hand. He picked
one up, and crécked it in his mouth.
The flamé of it poured through his
veins and made him sway . . .

“My' God!” he muttered, “I'm
pretty bad! . Didn't know I'd got
80 far on the journey as that”

He looked -at his hands, and saw
their lividity. The fire of the sugar
—the ' marvellous heat giver of the
Arctic—had warned’' him that gen~
eral frostbite from starvation and
h%" had begun with him.

face grew grey and mq,eies ]

stared. Silently now he busied him-

self with his pitiful “soup.”
Slowly he cooked it, getting every
drop of its strength pooled to-
gether for his last meal, - S8lowly, the
while, it cooked, he went over his
remaining possessions . . . 50 he
that the thieving half-caste,
him to death, had
: orth’ -its
| pack which  had  been
s side by the man in his
shape
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“LA BEFANA”

Fndpien

The little Italians who live 'in
Florence have:a wonderfully  long
Christmas celebration. Their Car-
nival time g_;m at Christmas and
lasts' until ove Tuesday! Parties,
entertainments, dances,” and all
sorts of jolly things happen during
Carnival Time, and the children re- ,
ceive toys and sweets galore, Their,
own “special” .day, however, is
“Twelfth Day.” During the even-
ing of this great day the boys and
girls busily clean - their shoes and
put them in a conspicuous = place,

will come and fill them with pre-
sents.” “La Befana” is supposed to
be an old woman who wanders eter-
nally over the earth; but on this
night she always manages to get

the little Italians.

CHRISTMAS DAY
LONG AGO |

In all civilized countries Christ-
mas Day is celebrated with feasting
and merriment; Today 'we have
many new = ways of enjoying (3
festive occasion, but it is interest~
ing to look back to some of the old
customs that were especially popu-
lay in England years and years ago.

A huge log, called a Yule log was
always'a feature of the entertain-
ment. In the homé of the richand
at Court an officer was appointed,
called the Lord of Misrule, and ‘it
was his business to superintend the

. revels. In Scotland he was called
the 'Abbot. of Unreason. Over all
the games, conjuring, music and

. dancing he was King. So popular
was the Laord of Misrule that
preachers had occasion to:complain
that some people paid too much at-
tention to the gay side of the fes-
tival, and not enough to the religi-
ous aspect. t

. Of course, all the houses . an

+churches were decked with ever -
greens and mistletoe, but perhaps
the most famous feature of the re-
joicing was the -boat’s head, with
an hpple or orange in its mouth,
that will always be associated with
the old-fashioned Christmas. -
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THE STAR OF
‘BETHLEHEM

Many, many years ago, as we all
know, a party of poor Shepherds
saw a. brilliant  star that moved
across the sky. It led them to Beth-
lehem, where they found our Lord,
a tiny babe, lying in a manger. In
a very heautiful hymn, which' we
sing at this period of the year, we
celebrate the iguiding of the shep-
herds. Now it is strange that the
man who wrote this hymn was not
a very good man, although he was
the son of a clergyman and became
Poet Laureate of England. He did
not live in a very nice age. It was
not considered disgraceful to drink,
and he was: a drunkard, but he
‘wrote “While Shepherds Watched
Their Flocks by Night,” and is re-
membered ehiefly by his Sacred
writings.

THE DUTCH “SANTA
CLAUS”

Just as we look forward to our
hristmas Day, which we celebrate
n December 25, so the little Dutch
boys and girls look' forward to their
St. Nicholas Day, which they keep
on December 5th. 8t. Nicholas was
a Bishop who was,chosen in the
.Middle Ages to be patron saint of
Amsterdam. .. He was. supposed to
reward good little children for their
.goodness, and to punish bad little
children for their badness! But he
hardly ever had any punishing to
do; everyone was . gpod when Bt.
Nicholas Day eame around. Little
Dutch boys and girls still believe
that ‘the good saint appears every
December 5th in/the evening, and
leaves toys In the shoes which are
set out invitingly to attract his at-
tention as He' passes.

St. Nicholas, Day s very much
like our own Christmas Day. Ev-
eryone gives everyone else presents,
and there is much merry-making

But in Hollapd they give their pre-

caste, “you've left me i:¢nér than
you knew, you hell hound! = Jove,
I ‘thought I'd finished up all this
juice’long ago! Well, well, Civiliza=

tion, I'm going to listen to you once -

again=er? . . . A fine supper, a
good-fire, a better pipe;, and & bit
of music—now what the devil have I
got. to grumble at, all things con-
sidered.”. He affixed the batteries’
leads to the powerful set, and
twirled its dials—a confused scream-
ing'commeénced. ‘It's going tofunc~
tion—it is ., . . damme it is|’’ He
was shouting, but did not know it.
“Come on, world--let's hear -your
voice “once again!” )
He. heard ships snarling and
spattering at one another ' out on
the oceans .

“Hello, old packets—sorry ‘and all
that; you know, but I really can't

stop to ever-hear your pleasant con- -
} you ally
though! Best of luck-—best of luck.
.« « Hello, New, York-short wave ' light.

. - “He, that is London;’ he told his

versations. ~ Good-bye to

station . . . Gad,

what a'racket!
Hello! . . . ”

His' face paled and he staggéred’

back. from the set. He had never
again hoped to hear the words—for

‘the only stations able to reach’ out

to his lonely place among the Arc-
tic snows were Russian and Ameri<

) . . He laughed .and *
screamed and waved His hands.

American_experimenial station, re-
ceiving London clearly, was re-
transmitting its program.

* And there, in the snow wastes, a
man from ‘England heard the voices
.and the laughter and the songs-of

+~England stealing-out- to him to give

him . .. . death! '

For Mortimer gulped up his care-
fully prepared soup, and gave him-
self up wholly to the sounds from
the airy The fire he left unattend-
ed and unheeded . , . His carefully
arranged hut was disordered — he
danged wildly about it to the tune
of an Hhotel band far away. - -

The ‘program ended. He heard a
volce ‘“bidding everyone “Good=
night” . '. . Then was a 'silence.

v “I'm going to London,"” John Mor= |

timer told the set quite seriously.
“Good-night to you; too!"”

A madman walked out to the
Snow.

i, Before him loomed a dark and '".':‘;‘:?

irregular mass in the perpetual twi~

unmittened hands.

IN THE DAYS OF
- MERRIE ENGLAND  parcel with [the

E7 -Coninued-from. page 1 .
BUb x wouie 1easung of the past YoU have to disguise your writing,
was not all of this magnificent ana 8nd you have to fold the presentin
orthod ha X exam)
s Ry b:m O exAmple, & each, until the person for whom it
time included such” novel fare as a !iMes putting a different name ‘on
, & dish of: n fish =
buttered with 6ggs, & rabbit stuffed the 1ast Wrapper of alll’ Then you
with .oysters, and a spinnage tart” send a tiny present, like a small
—all doubtless' excellent fare, es~ brooch or a ring, wrapped instacks
Pecially when accompanied
W!M-;Omtﬂ.v~mk and
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to which Pepys sat d {
mas Day, 1668, which consisted of
“A dish of' marrow-bones; a leg of
mutton .and a loin ‘of ' veal, ‘three
~pullets and a_dozen la
dish. Also &
's tongue, a dish
d cheese,

sents in a very quaint way. It is
not conside: right to send a plain
cipient's name
written cleadly upon it, and your
own, name o little card inside.

lots of different wrappers, some-

is intended finds his. own name on

of paper and ' packed in a band-

by.cock= 4ol 5

on Christ-

HIS MAJESTY THE
" TURKEY

G tart,
'; ’.nch

YULE-TIDE %

for during the night “La Befan °

back in time to plesent her gifts to *
' Christmas Tree? asked 'Holly. “I'll tell you!”

| “girl whose name was/Doris, She had no father

' Christmas Tree |

e aal

ECEMBER the 24th—Christmas Eve|
y_ Bumps had helped his father to
put up the -holly-and mistletoe and all the
little decorations. that go to make a Jolly
Christmas’and now he was/ in bed, trying
\his eyes open g0 that he might
come down, the chimney and
#ind goodies Into his stocking

foot, of his bea,

I wo ‘how many boys and girls have
tried to keep awake like Billy—all of you, I'm
sure, and yet I'm just as sure that none of
you ever did keep am ¢

Billy was . just dozing off when he heard
a funny little wg?&go u:g then he saw, looking
through the' window,’ the Holly Gnome, chiet
of the Christmas Elves. He was'a funny little
fellow and a great friend of Billy's. ‘“Hallo,
Billy, he laughed, “trying to keep awake?
11 pop in ‘and {2l you '@ story.”

‘The: Holly: Cnome popped in and sat on
Billy’s bed. ' ‘Billy 'was wide awake in a sec-
onds . “Have you ever Wwondered why there is
always & fairy dolly placed at the top of the

he said;’ settling Himself down. comfortably. J
< “Nowonce upon'a time, there lived a liftle 2¥°

or mother and.shelived with a wicked old
lady in & little log:hut in the forest. .The oia
woman was very, very cruel to-her, more el
than she had ever been before because it
Christmas“Eve, and the snow lay thick: and
white over the ground. “Gofyou Doris and find
a nice pretty coloured butterfly for:me or you
shall have no Christmas. dinner ‘tomorrow,”
she said, and with blows, and unkind words
she drove pooriboris out of the.house. Doris
knew that it'was only a way of stopping her
having a: Christmas dinner, because -everyone
knows that there are no, butterfiies about
when the snow is-on the ground..

“Out into the snow went poor Doris, How
cold it was, Her-poor little bare legs, feet and
hands looked as it they were frozen like the
eartll, and soon she began to cry:

“Just-then I 'came along with my lamps,
‘Hallo little girl, wliy are you crying?' I said,
‘You'shouid: be very happy at Christmas-time,
for Ohristmas Day is ‘really the. Children's
Day. ‘

* 'The old woman says I must find a butter-
fly or I shall not have any Christmas dinner,
but there are no butterflies at this time of the
year,” answered Dors, peilaees
* ‘Now T'lL see about that in a few minutes,’
o “RE

At the top ‘was Dorls waving the laniern, so

. that Santa conld see his way.

I said, ‘because I've some very important work 2N
to do. t at tnis time Santa Claus is com- 3§
ing down from the sky, He comes down the X&
rainbow really, for the rainbow is always
there although you can't ‘always see it, and
it is my work to show a light with my lan-
\tern so that he can see where he can alight
on the earth. Come on with me to help Santa
and then I'll see what X ¢an do for you.'
‘“‘Poor, little ‘Dorls smiled through her .
tears, and so off we went through the snow,
my lantern making pretty lights as it flashed )
on the white snow, As Wwe went along we talk- 3
ed about her life in the cottage, and oh, Billy, &
I did feél sorry for Doris. Wi
“At last we r: hed the place where I Sy
had to shine my lan! so that Santa Claus i
could see where he was to land, ‘Now we're Ry
ready. Doris,’ I wijsperéd. ‘You are the first
little girl who has ‘ever seen Santa come down B
to earth from Toyland where he lives. 1 &
waited for a while and then something ter- 3i
rible happened. A dark cloud came over the A%
moon, and there was ro light in the sky, s0 ¥
that I was puzzled. how Santa was to see his
way down.' He, would never be able to land ‘§
on Earth; there would he no toys for the boys &
and girls;, , would bé nbthing, no Christ- 3
mag fun ntttl | Bt ot g W wi B
'What can we do Doris,’ I.cried. ]
Dorls didn't know, | 5. - k.
“Then I had an idea, ‘I know, Doris,
I said, ‘You shall shine the light for Santa to
come.down to us here.’ { x
*/But, X can't fly up into the sky, sold #
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“ “%ou gren't going to fy at all said |
IW';;MM z‘g-”i'nni:ﬂx"' es'can do I
Yiigs and I had got to 40




