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1 Halloween
£ as weird
an one V
them full scope on 5. U1
very guaint affair that |1 may
serve as a model.
s S In the first place
most unique t
o] over the ¢z s
- A regard to the appros:
~ acted. Silence,
stave the longest is the every one was veiled, ¢
r, and therefore the # very ghostly crowd
. promptly at the u;;pnm!cu
‘ales or 1- dimly lighted hallway. :
\\a{ r.h;‘fn]g }i‘f,u sound of a bell was heard, fate had given each for the evening there amusement for the rest by trying to get
v member fled, as if it were high up in an was a good deal of merriment t 3| a bite from the apple on the whirling
< tower, and as it struck 9 the ¢ nal from the First Witch a coup kily for a man drew
P 5 thrown open and the young 3 {nto the outer darkness to pull but had burned
. ushered into a veritable den, stalks. Of course they had beer 0 the Fir Witch took
{ Death heads, made from p with beforehand and there was not pped her hands. Over
8 a small lighted candle inside, grinned one in the le lot. After ading into the dining-room a
T from the mantel, the cornices and the had been g through by ¢ ¥y portiere hung and at the sig-
& most unexpected places. H ‘obwebs, decrepit old hag, with a re le rolled under the curtain and
5 tioned by in which were monster s were perched on her shoulder ing over the floor. ‘It was fol-
. Burns but one stretched across the corners er the room On her i nother and then another, until
n £ r kail or mirrors. Immense bats wit spread of nuts. Pa v crowd 8 everybody had one. Knives were then
alk are blind- Wwings were apparently flying gh the gave each and then, standing 3 d ;u'umn‘l and a merry h:ll(~hnnr was
er by the air and great owls glared from every pos- thae mumbled some unir spent in peeling the apples and throwing

fireplace
telligible je
became

unbroken skin over the shoulder in
manner as to form the [nitial of

sible resting place. In the fireplace, the the
i

grate had been remov 1 in its stead such a

H a large caldron was ¢ 1g over a pale the cald the future husband or wife. In one of
green blaze and red f the apples a needle was imbedded in the
£ and her istants were depths. then core, indicating that the finder would
< wit ed in floy black robes room, which again wis enjoy a domestic or wedded life. Another
an . with tall caps. In- disappeared. The nuts, contained a pen, foretelling a literary

nd « a :
visible written career, and in still another a tiny pencil

music of a wei ter added were found to contain a fortune,
to the uncanniness o e scene The on a slip of paper. For example, “You Was buried, signifying a life devoted to
gentlemen were all in an adjacent room will have many trials until the age of 30, art. In a fourth a small plece of wood
and the hostes taking 4 lady by the when good luck wili come to vou.” The was hidden on which the word ‘“music”
hand, would ad 1ce with her and knock nuts for the gentlemen were tied with had been written.

three times on door with the small red ribbons and those for the ladies with A few moments before midnight the
broom she carried. In answer to her blue merry-makers were all taken out the
knock a gentleman would pear, and During the evening all sorts of games, kitchen door and separated into two
4ffering the lady his arm re peculiar to Hallo ‘ere added to the groups, the girls on one side and the
tant part of the room programme. A sti as suspended hori- gentlemen on the other. At the first

the couples had all
off the witches waved
crooned in the most approved witch
manner and the screeching of the violins
outside became truly blood-curdling. Sud-
denly. with a crash and a bang, the noise
ceased and the room was filled h light.
When the light revealed the partners that

CcK
manner, zontally from the ceiling and on one end
was a short plece of lighted candle, whila
an apple was stuck on the I
the whole thing set whirling. sme
basket was then passed around in which
were a number of slips of paper. The
unfortunate who drew the paper with a
skull and cross-bones on it had to furnish

stroke of twelve both groups started and
ran, one going one way and the other in
the opposite direction, all to meet at the
front door. The first couple to reach the
goal would be the first to marry—not each
other, necessarily—and the last to arrive
were doomed to & lonely existence.

When the race was over, the breathless,
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laughing crowd was summoned to supper,
and there another surprise awaited them.
The decorations in the dining-room were
red, even the tablecloth being of the same
brilliant hue! Over the center of the
round table a huge owl, with outspread
wings, was suspended from the ceiling.
In its claws it held the ends of four long
red ribbons, the other ends of which were
held in the corners of the room, near the
celling, by bats, lizards and spiders. The
shade on the lemp was red crepe paper,

on which had been applied owls and bats

FRIMENT WITH.

tricts to bake what are called ‘‘soul
cakes' on that day, which are given to the
poor, who go from door t r begging

The gift of a ca ympar
with a request t
dead. The rec
is generally very
to pray 4nd calls

e house,
jue effect

ong the poorer
classes in England, also, of begging on
Halloween, for what is known there as
**dole bread.” In several districts a fan-
tastic arrangement, called “Old Hob,” is
carried about from house to houss, ac-
companied by a crowd of young peo%le
singing doggerel begeing rhymes. 1d
Hog consists of a skeleton of a horse's
head, meunted on a broomstick, and with
a sheet wrapped about and concealing ths
person who is carrying it

Shaw, in his history of the Province of
Moray, considers the festivities of Hal-
lowéen as a sort of harvest-home rejoic-
ing—a thanksgiving for the safe ingather-
ing of  the produce of the flelds. What-
ever may have been the original motive
for this “gatherlng together of the clans”
on the eve of All Saints, the young peoples

who make merry nowadays have only one

of some black material. The punch was object | view—to discover, If possible,
red, so was the frosting on the cake— their affinity, to find that mysterious he
which, by the way, was crescent-shaped or she for whom we are all of us con-
and surmounted by a tiny doll, dressed all tinually seek Sometimes these ‘“affin-
in red, as a witch. The souvenirs were ities"” are tile careless and don’t pair
also small witch-dolls for the ladies and off just ri so the boys and girls who
owls for the men, both of which, on in- try their fate on this next alloween
vestigation, proved to be bonbon boxes. must not neglect the warnings and

In Ireland, the observance

character. It is a custom in many

of Hallow-
een assumes, in many respects, a reixgt‘;)us
is-

prophecies which that night of mystery
will surely bring.
; MADAME JONATHAN.

feel jaded and worn: but a hot r-eai of
venison stew soon put me right, so that
1 could sleep. As drowsiness came on I
first sprinkled the deck with the tacks
that my old friend Samblich had given
me, and then I turned in.

Now, it is well known that one cannot
#tep on a tack without saying something
about {t. A pretty good Christian will
whistle when he steps on the ‘“‘commercial
end” of a carpet tack; a savage will howl
and claw the air, and that was just what

« CARPET TACKS SAVED THE SHIP.

his

Captain Joshua\Slocum, in solitary at Buenos Ayres, and which I had still was thinking of a good port captain’s ad-

on board, I arranged forward on the look- vice when 1 pulled the trigger, and

V¢ ge arou the sloop
[ y, found : use for ©OUt, dressed as a seaman, attaching a line must have aimed pretty straight; how- happen that night about 12 o'
carpet tacks bes an en. DY Which I could pull it Into motion. ever, a miss was as good as a miie for While [edwas asleep in the cablnovcvll?gll'(e'
ounter with %atives of Tierra del L@t made three of us, and we did not Mr. “Black Pedro,” as he it was, and no the savages thought they *“had me,”
e g . e erra del want to ‘“‘yammerschooner;” but for all other, a leader in several bloody massa- gloop and all. They changed their mings
¥ that the savages came on faster than be- cres. He now directed the course of his however, when they stepped on deck, for
vages from Fortes- fore..I saw that besides four at the pad- canoe for the island and the others fol- then they thought that I or somebody
q The ind fall- dles in the canoe nearest to me, there lowed him. else had them. I had no need of a dog:

I knew by his Spanish lingo
and by his full beard that he was tge
villain I have named, a renegade mongrel,
and the worst murderer in Tierra del
Fuego. The authorities had been in
search of him for two years. The Fue-
gans are not bearded. * * ¢ o

were others in the bottom, and that they
were shifting hands often. At eighty
yards I fired a shot across the bow of the
nearest canoe, at which they all stopped,
but only for a moment. Seeing that they
persisted In coming nearer, fired the
second shot go elose to the chap who
wanted to ‘“yammerschooner’” that he
°""’,5'° his mind quickly enough and bel-
low with fear, ‘“Bueno yo vig Isla,”
and sitting down In his canoe, he rubbed
his starboard cat-bead for some time,

dly till
ceased

1 savage stood
up a to me, \'Yammerschooner!
yammerschooner!” whih {s their begging
term. I sald “No!” MNyw, I was not for
letting them know that\l] was alone, and
so I stepped into the ceébin, and, passing
through the hold, came'pout at rthe fore-
ecuttle, changing my slithes as I went
along. That made two fien. Then the
plece of bowsprit which 1 had sawed off

they howled ke a pack of hounds. [
had hardly use for a gun. They jumped
pell-mell, some into their canoes and
some into the sea, to cool off, I suppose,
and there was a deal of free language
At over it as they went. I fired the mscaﬁs
night, March 8, at anchor In the snug a salute of several guns when I came on
cove at the Turn, every heart-beat deck, to let them know that I was at
counted thanks. Here I pondered on the home, and then I turned in agaln, feeling
events of the last few days, and, strangely sure that I should not be disturbed any
enough, instead of feeling rested from more by people who left in ®o great a
sitting or lying down, I now began to hurry.

+THE BOERS AS THEY REALLY ARE. =

By MISS SANNIE

Continued from Page Twenty-one.

the wedding customs. The suitor takes
the girl of his choice to some lachergoot
(confectionery). If she refuses the gift
that ends the courtship. If not he sits in
the midst of the coffee-drinking family
for an hour or more. Finally he is left
alone with the girl of his choice. But the
wise tant according to custom puts a
limit on the length of his visit. She marks
the wax candle with a needle, meaning
that the visit must only last until the
candle burns to the mark.

I could tell you of many more quaint
customs, but it was not for that I under-
took this task. Rather to convince you
that a Boer girl is not a semi-savage.

e GOTOTORTO

KRUGER, NIECE OF OOM PAUL KRUGER.

My English always surprises people into
True, I speak with less accent
than most Boer girls, having a natural
aptitude for languages and having trav-

comment.

eled so much.

But the rising generation of Boers are
Both English and
Oom
Paul understands English as well as I do
Many times when playing or
dancing for him I would forget and make
some remark in English. He would al-
ways chide me for it, saying, “I could
speak English as well as a rooinek (red
neck—Dutch for Englishman), but I never

all well educated.
Dutch are taught in the schools.

myself.

forget I am a Boer.”

Like all Boer girls I am an excellent
shot and I fervently wish that I were

F'e

defend our land.
gun has been handed
through the generations. When trekihg
on the veldt it fell to the women to keep
the prowling lions away from the wagons.

their husbands, sons and fathers.

San Francisco
t}lﬂ;xgs to my mind—fogs, hills and pretty
girls.

But I know no peace here. My heart
fs full of dread misgiving. Twice have
we conquered these rooineks,
memory of Rorke’s Drift and Majuba Hill
rankles. They ﬁiht to win this time, with
the right of might. .

I pray God that it may not be so, but I
fear that we are doomed to defeat.

back in the Transvaal that I might help
Our cunning with the
down to wus

And in time of war our women stand be-
hind the barricades and load the guns for

will always recall three

but the



