ew Years
Day in Japan

L]

" of P ERY. very busy was Matsume this
fv morning. Sho must help  her
mothar with the cooking all day,
“for tomuiTew would be the beginning of
ho New Year, which had to be ushered
A with a great feast. She toiled at the
fire and at th= oven, alding in 1he prep-
atation of clam soup, Jlce, beans, salt
galmon. plekiol radish and other dishes
that would ba eaten in order to bring
§ good fortune during the coming year.
Ipdeed. she =was laboring so indua-
frlously that her mother feared she
would get tired before the day ended,
nd, as you know, the Tst of December
s warth ffty days In Japan, and {f you
go 10 bed carly you add that much to
ur age. Thovefore, the told Matsume
visit the temple. Matsume was In

“TOILED AT THE OVEN'"'

& ‘such u hurrr to get the work done, how-
3 ever, that she Jaltly ran to the templa
of Bhinto, passing through the gateway

~ with bardly a glance at the decorations

~ of pine branches hung with straw rings

~mnd stutk with a dried gardine, a leaf of
evergreen, pieves of paper and bits of
edible seaweed. And I'm afrald her devo-
tlong {0 the gods were almost as hasty,

. for soon she was swiftly retracing her

L Hleps, pausing only to decorate the well

: with a few p'ne branches

The dinner that night was a great

- succesn. Just before -he new vear came

L In the littls girl and her father and

5 ‘mother buwod before the gods,

Then
5 {he festival of “Toslfikoshl, or “golng
= over the year,” was Begun. Once they

"  had eaten thea feast one year was added
. 1o thelr ages.

*PABBING THROUGH THE GATE-
, WAy

While the ittle girl was preparing for
bed and was wlmost ready to lay her
head on the Uttle wooden blork so as

lo muss her wonderful headdress—
“eiignon' —in  came Mutsume's
Another bearing in her arms a Jlttle
J’lp‘.nene Junk, equlp with tiny rlg-
‘# and salls, with lttle men for crew
with & cargo of prm fous goods.
Matsume clapyed her hands for joy.
)t wae the Bhip of Dreams. And {o
good dreams al the b*' irmln of
~ the New Year was lucky. e \!:.Tt\‘
be#t dreama, yo', know, are .»r the Fujl
A mountiin, mun cagle, ‘an eggplant, a
. funeral or snakes.
But Matsume dreamed of nelther one
L of these five In

things, fact, sha
couldn't understand it at sll. She was
thinking of throwing it to the “bhaku.*
who lives upon bad dreams, when her

father chided her, saving:
Do not be so reckless as 1o throw

ONALD DBUELOW, a lad sbout
R ears old, Is taken from his home ln

ew York clty to live for a while
with his Upele Hubert, in Nova Scotia,
thers 1o galn heaith and enorgy. He ac-
companies hiz uncle upoh a hunting ana
Ashing excursion into the forest, where
Camp Howling Wolf |a established as thelr
headauarters, llnmd bogins the study of
wooderaft and gnrn trouting lLater. hin
crwrly,. Douglas, sits camp for & couple
of davs, and, tcgether with Uncle Hubert,
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Big Chiel Flowling

ative, the trapper explainad: ‘“"Well, you
* see, [ drive poles deep into ‘the ground:
in the shape of an arc about three-quar-
ters of the way around the circular In-
closure. Inside the circld T set my steel
trap, attaching to it a geod-sized log.
Everything but the balt 1s concealed by
brush and leaves. We've almost reached

THEY WADED THROUGH THE BOGGY OOZE

the thres hunl woodcock and spipe. Not
long after Douglas' return hume Uncle Hu-
bhert and the hoy go on a successful bear
bunt. and Iater they trall @ moo=e on snow-
shoes and shoot It.

(CONCLUDED FROM LAST SUNDAY.)

CHAPTER VIII
WITH TRAPPER FRED,

“I I
eskeéd Uncle Hubert,

The lad responded enthusiastically:
“1'd ba mighty giad of the chance.”

“I've a mind o run over and have a
look at old Fred Gorman, a trapper, who
al this seasor of the year |s to be found
near the headwaters of the Miramichi
river. You'd be interested In him, I'm
sure. If we break camp at once, we'll
have time to spend a few days with
Fred and get back to our homes by the
Christmas holidays,”

When Uncle Hubert made plans he
was never long In carrying them out.
Therefore, the very next day he and his
nephew wera on their way -lo New

OW would you like to take a
trip aver to New Bruns-
wikk with ‘me, Ronald?"

Brunswick, and two days later they
greeted Fred Gorman
Fred was - benign-looking old man,

with kindly eyes which always twinkled
with good humor. The thought that
Uncle Hubert had made the Journey to
see him was ecspeclally pleasing to the
cld fellow, and: he did Pis best to be en-
tertaining. ¥e had an unlimited fund
of anecdotes, 1t all of which Ronald
Iistened with rapt attention. Thus tha
hours of the first evening parsed swiftly,
until U'nele Hubart and Ronald stretched
themeselves pratefully on the beds made
for them upon the tloor of Fred's cabin,

They were ail astir early the next
morning. After the few chores about
tha cabin were finished and breakfust
was over, tr: trapper Invited hila guests
to go the round of his traps with him.

“There's a funny old bear around
here,” =ald he, while they were making
their way through *he forest, “who
doesn’t seem to want (o go Into hia win-

ter quarters, or else he's been disturbed
in his hibernation, He's been rcaming
about for the past three days and 1've
lald a trap for him.
"Ever sea a bear ‘rap,
ssked, turning to Ronald.
As Ronald shook his head in the neg-

-

sonny?" ha

the trap now, so you'll sse [t

“Gorry!" he exclaimed the next In-
stant, “if the bear ain't been caught in
the trap snd Jragged the 'log’ away
with ‘Im!"

It was true. They followed the trap-
ped bear by the easily distinguished
trall he hsa keft, until they came to &
backwater along the river. The last few
days of mild weather had thawed the
ice and the party now had to wade
through boggy voze. Rounding a clump
of tushes, they saw the angry bear, a
huge, black fellow, standing upright in
the skallow water, his leg still fastened
in the trap.

RONALD KILLS THE BEAR

Upon & wink from Uncle Hubert, thes
trapper nudged Ronald, saylng:

“You may put a bullet into him.™

Rongld raised hia rifle, A sharp report
followed, and Bruin fell dead with a
bullet hole a little below the eye,

The trapper Immediately secured the
pelt and carried such meat as he wished
back to the cabin., Then he renewed his
inspeclion of the traps, accompanied
by the others. Y

“Do you trap all the year?’ queried
Ronald, when they were again on the
march.

“Only during the winter,” responded
Fred. "I trap beaver, oller, lynx, er-
mine, marten and mink mostly, although
1 get a few sables, red and yellow foxes
and fishers, and sometimes go after
muskrats, hare and rabblts. Then I
pick up an occaslonal bear early in the
Efason.

*Now, I'm golng to ehiow you a beaver
trap.” said he, when they came to a
stream. “‘Before you set a (rap for
beaver you must be sure thal the signs
are fresh, You will notice recent marks
on the slide and web-footed tracks In
the clay and sand, while the brush wiil
be cut and peeled, with little sticks
floating about i{n the water. Then you
know beavers are here although you've
got to be pretiy clever to catch the
smart {ellows.

“Bome few yards along the bank from
the foot of the slide T dig a hole'about
three or four inches below the surface
of the water and there I fix my trap.
Around it 1 place a few small upright

Bobby sees the New Year

AN wvou really see the New
Yrar coms In7T" exclaimed
Hitle Robert, his eyes blg

“C
with wonder.

**Course,’” responded Tom, who was
all of 6 and who, therefore, cught to
know, “He's a funny ole fellow that
jonks like n rag doll.”

“Oh, 1 do hope mamma wiil let me
stay op o se¢ ths new year,” murmur-
¢d Bobbie.

But Tom orly laughed unfeelingly, as
]!}-;.-'Inqu, “Naw, she won't; you're too
ittle.

In truth, Tom found that he himself
wWas wo little 10 stay up until midnight
on the Iast night of the old yelr or at
least his mother thought =o

In the meantime Bobbie had told his
brother that he wos ing to try to
keep awake to pee Mr T\Tew Year. And
ne had sn far succeeded that when he
heard some dark-looking object batter
sxainst the windowpane he thought at

otice that It must be the New Ypar

ing to get in. Tem. had told him lha‘tn;t

wn’gua lueck to catch the New Year,
bia lesped from his ran to

Thte Now For puinied up the sash.

reach, made a grab for it. He

Bobbie
sbtained a firm hold, but. unfortunately,

i

“
'{il ﬂ
(1 (('

he lost hig balance and when the “New
Year" swayed outward again Bobble
went with jt.

You have already guessed that Tom
was the mllchlermuer 'ho hm lowered
the dummy down from window
1bous He wan nmr thor .

To lvold giving e -a
ollie was

(Y

fall h- h ly let out mu
y B o
“lvin

}2% ﬂ:ddmli ﬂiund i
Suspen
B ma:' m‘ rnton!shmm p‘lx:
the m breath
tha

:%:‘w‘ﬁh!% the New Year,

sticks, so that Mr. Beaver must

over the pan of the trap in
reach the scont, which serves ‘to balt
the trap. The preparation of this scent
is often a secrot among us trappers.”

During his talk Fred was busy taking
out a beaver from the trap and reset-
ting It for another. The boy found an
opportunity to examine the snub nose,
chisel-shaped teeth and great flat tall of
the animal.

A little further on Fred drew a mar-
ten from & trap, which had been made
by cutting & hole in & hollow standing
tree and by having inserted the end of
a pole three inches In diameter and fif-
teen feot long, it belng kept upright by
two small sticks arranged In the form
of a flgure 4. When the marten took the
bait he moved the baltstick, which re~
leased the upright and made the pole
descend upon the animal,

Many other kinds of traps had Fred,
and Ronald learned & great deal about
trapping. Different sorts of deadfalls
were explained to him, where a log or
welght was made to fall upon the ani-
mal. Then there were pens. The vie-
time were made to fall into pits or other
traps from which they could not get out.

The spring-pole, he was told, is merely
a stout sapling bent down and held by
a rough hook driven into the ground.
The trap chain Is also attached to the
bent top of the sapling, so that the
struggle of the victim releases the hook
and causes the sapling to spring up-

right

“I'M PROUD OF MY BOY!"

right, carrying the “fur” along with it
This . method always proleets the catch
from othér anlmals which might destroy
it. Blding-poles are used in connection
with traps for aguatic animals. When
the latter seek to escape by water they
are held under the gurface and drowned
by thess contrivances.

Ronald had occeslon to ohserve that
not only men were skilful hunters, but

to

N

animals as well. W'hllc wnl'.km along

the banks of a stream he saw & mink—
a good-sised. one, measuring at least
twenty Inches In length from the tip of
fta noss fo the tip of its tail, which,
by the way, was seven Inches long.

It's fur was of & dark brown cplor—
the most valuable tint to the trapper.

shirk “'. duty or - hardship.
Removing his eyes from the glow-
llll mll lp t!n m hl tm'lal to

-

FRED ILLUBTRATES THE MAKING OF A BEAVER TRAP

The mink was following the course of
the stream, prying Into every Ilittle
crévice and holiow. Presently the boy
saw it make a leap mlong the bank
just above the surface of the water.
Mr. Mink, he then saw, had caught a
big, fat muskrat. Trapper Fred after-
ward told him that the mink was also
very clever In catching fish, often en-
Joying & fine trout, while it also cap«
tured birda,

There was lttle the boy dld not know
about the Inhabitants of the fgrest and
sfream when his visit to Fred Gorman's
cabin was brought to a cilose. An Im-
mense store of knowledge he had gained
here and at Camp Howling Wolt. He
frequently earmed compliments from
Uncle Hubert upon hls skilful wood-
craft and for the closeness of his ob-
servation.

LAl too eoon Ronald and his uncle
bade good-bye to the pleasant trapper
and began their trip back to Uncle
Hubert's cottage on Lhe ecastern coast
of Nova Scotla,

CHAPTER 1IX
HOMECOMING.

tWhether or not by the Intention of his
aunt and cousin, Ronald at last found
himself in the company of only Uncle
}Hubert. It was late in the evening, but
despite the fact that they had com-
pleted just that afternoon their tiresomse
journey from New Brunswick, Ronald
felt mo weariness. His thoughts were
too busy with the morrow, when he

his uncle, who had been steadfastly
regarding him through clouds of to-
bacco smoke,

“Uncle,” he began, flinging back the
coat (grown much too small), and reso-
lutely squaring his shoulders,

“Well, my lad,” responded TUncle
Hubert, quletly,

1 only want to promise, uncle, that
I'm not going to funk. I—I find I want
to be something more than a savage,
after all, and hanged If I'm going to
let a few gimple lesson books get the
better of me,”

Unels Hubert grasped Ronald’s hand
tigbtly In his ewn. “You'll do, lad,”
sald he. "You'll succeed as well with
those lessons as you have succeeded In
learning what I've tried to teach you
in the forest—and there you've dome
nobly; yes, nobly!"”

Bo it was that when the train sped
safith through New England, bearing
him farther and farther away from the
forests he loved, Ronald's courage was
upheld by his uncle's encouragement and
belief In him. Nor was: Uncle Hubet'
alons in his bellef that Ronald was go-
ing to strive for and mccompllsh ambi-
tlous things, for when hils mother folded
him In her arms, and then, still hold-
ing: her hunds on his shoulders, stepped
back fo get a+look at him, and ex-
claimed fondly, “I'm proud of my big,
fine boy,”” Ronald was sure that no
longer did she consider him a ‘‘perfect
savage.”

THE END.

Tom had the i1j-1 ot et
und SpADKIRE. | _*‘”“‘“’m

All About Dolly

Factories

(CONCLUDED ¥FROM LAST BUNDAY.)
E'VE left Ge-many behind us,
W and now we are in Parla
FPust the dark, gloomy
Church of Salnt Merrli we go, and
then enter a maze of funny little
cross streets for all the world llke a
labyrinth puszie. The air begins to
smell painty, and delightful odors of
varnish and wood come to our nos-
trils. And we know, we [eel, that we
are in Toyland long befors we see Lhs
signs—great wooden sidbars, giant
drums, wooly animals—that swing
from <uaint windows. Each bullding
is a house of mystery, holding many a
pecret for the fashioning of wonder-
ful playthings. With a feeling of awe
we push open the door at the en-
trance of the largest of these uncan-
ny houses.

Here is a real doll factory. The
cejlings hang low over our heads, the
air is =0 misty with steam that. the
electric lights seem to glow feebly.
While with the red and yellow flare
of hungry looking furnmcs mouths
and the rumbling and clanging and
whirring of monster machinery about
us, we can scarcely belleve that cun-
ning, peaceful doll bables are created
in sych turmoil; rather would it seemn
& place for the manufacture of loco-
moetives or some such thing.

WHERE DOLLIES BEGIN

We look over the edge of a great
vat, wherein rags, cardboard and gum
tragacanth are mixed together Into
a greenizsh pulp. Brawny workmen,
protected by leather aprons, stir the
mass wilh vigor, One of them, how-

ever, pauses long enough to . tell us
that of this awful stuff the arms, legs
and bodies of dolls are made.
rors! Surely, this can’t be true!
it 1s; for preity soon we sSee tLhis
green paste poured Into moulds and
the bodles and limba come forth.
There is a special* machine for the
stamping out of tiny hands, which
drop from 1t in a steady stream. It
ija & horrible sight! We can hardly
help but thigk that all the dollles at
the world ve been killed and that
these are the discolored fragments of
thelr bodles, We shudder, But we
feal ever g0 much better when we see
truniks With coDper wire. ARG whes
runks co r wire, nd when
the bodles are stained &
colar and are passed through the
arﬂng room they appear less horri-

7

6 MOMENT, birdie;
A do not flee,”

Whispered

Father Time, P

And poised upon the up-
turned finger

A dove, disdaining long to

linger;
Impatient to be off was he,

clime.

tiers

the words

This messenger to ev
The first of monthly cour-

Sent by Father Time,
Like arrow loosed from bow,
went speeding
Toward earth,
warning heeding
To scatter far and wide

his master’s

And laws decreed for ev‘ry
clime,
' Twelve such messengers
there fiy
Adown throughout the
year:
Twelve, the months from
Father Time
Bestowed on people here,

jriile, the heads are belng made ""‘

score of ¥

ﬂlﬂlblowlnc beautiful
ea from lea of white

the ....lu*“.:':f&'r??{&“gx“'

oy the illhl 'hhl:

!‘lﬂnl’ ln g lh h“taar
Ml_'

I.M‘ﬁ".g’f"" % S

thm that at the ang ot
:n. in the Quar-
bor in-

{he Tane of 1
tier y

oo qhu lﬂ th be~

“N .‘!lutln of the year when we

oughta be makin’ good res-

olutions, wouldn't it be a dandy thing

it we'd try 1o be friends with the

“‘Plrates'? You kno they say we
should love our, ennermics—"

“Gosh, Billle talks like a Bunday
school!” Interrupted. ke Jones. Cap-
fain BllI Mumford, of the *“Bloody
HRobbers," paused an instant, until Ike
" wis propefly smothered by an ava-
lanche of cushions, 'rheu he resumed,
. earnestly: -

“Think o' the uudy nmu we ptould
have together, I wa both played falr
‘*stead of always Bghtin’."

7 " The other “Robbers” Jlooked rather
" Aublously at one another, Somehow they
thought it would seem funny not to
bé warring with thelr old enemies, the
“Piratea.”” But Blllle had' great in-
fluence, and finally it was voted that
the attempt should be made: to paleh
up & year's truce with the “Pirates.”

At the same time this medting was
being held there was another gsthering
of boys in the woodshed attached to
Mike Flannlgan's house. Mike Flan-
nigan, as every one Knows, was cap-
tain of the "Bloody Plrates,' and he

A TREACHEROUS PUSH

it was who was speaking to the “fel-
lers of the gang."

vYou, Reddy; ain’'t you Lthe {feller
that went aroun’ sayin’' it was time
to elec’ a captin? Well, we're hers
fiow an' we're havin' our meetin'.
Who s it yure goin’ to elec'? All I
Eot Lo say is -that whoever else you
want for caplin will have to down
me first before he kin hev the honor!"

Mike waved hig fist throateningly.
wherenpon the logk of deflance upon
Reddy's face disappearsd and he cow-
ed before  the powerful Mike as did

the other “Pirates.” Thers was no
doubt that Mlke would be captaln, all
right.

“Since we're havin' a meestin’" gon-
tinued Mlke, when all question of the
captaincy was settled, "I think wa

might pass a resolooshum to lick the
stuffins out of them "Robbers’ the com-
ing year."

Amid frensied cheering the vole was
made unanimous.

Both meetings were finished at about
the same minute. Thus it happened that
a group of “Plrates” met a silmilar
number of ‘“Robbers” not far from
Mike Flannigan's home.

Capiain Billy, who was among the

MIKE WAS MADE A TARGET

“Robbers,'" saw "hla opportunity, Ad-
vancing toward Captain Mike, he ex-
tended his hand pemceably., Tha latter
was disturbed for the moment. Was
this some trick of the “Robbers"? They
would ses that they couldn't fool HIM.
As this thought passed through his
mind he saw that just behind Billie was
a snowdrift. Tha temptation was too
greal., One sudden, strong push from
Mike and Billle was floundering up to
his neck in the snow.

Robbarny " Forketting thels 004 Fvao:
""Ro % r RO TFso-
lutions my the “P?utu" 50

utterly routed,
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