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“VICTIMS,”

% A Play in One Act.

By A. Patrick Wilson.
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g have watched thy beauty fading.
-~ And thy strength sink day by day;
‘Soon, I know, will Want and Fever
Ta,ke thy little life away.
Famine makes thy father reckless,
. Hope has left both him and me;
We could suffer all, my baby,
Had we but a crust for thee.
’ Sleep, my darling, thou art weary,
God is good, but life is dreary.

Adelarde A. Procter.

Dramatis Persone.

“Jack NOLAN. ............ A, Mechanic.
ANNE NOLAN ..iviiiviuenens His wife.
GEORGE PURCELL ............ Al clerk.

. JAMES QUINN ...... A rent-collector.
Scene: —The garret occupied by the

Nolans. - o

The door is at top right, and there is a
emall window high up in the wall at top
left. A door at right gives access to a
small cupboard and on the left is a fire-
_ - place, in which there is no fire. The
. whole aspect of the room gives the impres-
sion of the most abject poverty. A few
huddled rags in a corner denote that the
only place available for sleeping is the
-floor. - - A shaky old table, on which there
" are some scattered  shirts, two broken-

backed chairs; and an old box, rigged up

as a cridle, are the sole furnishings of the
place, . _ .
-The time is late afternoon on a winter’s

“day.

T Curtain.
: (Anne Nolan s discovered. She 13 ap-
- parently about 24, but her rather wild and

- unkempt appearance make her look older.

Bhe is bending over the cradle, gently
rocking it to and fro, crooning softly as
she does s0.) . :
ANNE (singing):
- Bleep and rest, sleep and rest,
> Father will come to thee soon;
Rest, rest, on mother’s breast,
Father will come to thee soon; :

~ Father will come to his babe in the nest,

8ilver sails all out of the west

Under the silver moon; )
8leep, my little one,

Sleep, miy pretty one, sleep. :
(With a slight sigh). Asleep at last!
(Speaking softly and caressingly to the
child), Sleep on my darling, sleep on my
Pretty one, and forget all your suffering
and hunger. Oh God! to think that my

Httle child should be dying with hunger,
and his mother powerless to save him.
My boy, my bov. (4 brief paure during
which she bends ' closer over the cradle,
then starting up more wildly, breaks out):
But you must not.die. You shall not die!

, cannot be so cruel as to take you from
I3 now. Your father will find a job,
Someone will give him work soon, and then
Your mother will get lots of food and nice
things for her little baby. (Relapsing

~%@n anto her former mood.) Oh, how
Wasted and worn he looks, and it is grow-
ing 80 very cold with no fire to warm the
Toom. (She looks round the room, then
T and crosses to the corner where the
¥atlered rags are; and taking one of these
Comes back and tucks it round the child.

“a nice place, too,—I don’t think!

. and Scott.

—

While she s doing so a knock is heard at
the door. She does not heed it, but goes
on with her task. The knock ts repeated
much louder, and Anne turns towards the
door. )

ANNE : Who is there

PurceLL: Can’t you open the damned
door and see!

(Anne crosses to the door and opens 1t.)

PuRrceLL: Is this where Nolan lives?

ANNE : It is.

PURCELL (entering the room without
being invited, ond looking around): And
(Pur-
cell 18 about 20 and has all the arrogance
and insolence usually to be encountered in
the average clerk of that age.)

ANNE: What do you want?

PurceLL: You’re sewing shirts for Scott

~and Scott, aren’t you?

ANNE: Yes!

PorceLr: Well, the old boss, old Scott

himself, sent me up here to ask if you had
that last lot of shirts you got from the

factory done yet?

ANNE (turning to the table and lifting
the shirts up nervously, and laying them
down again): No, I havn’t them quite
finished yet, but I'm trying hard to get
them all finished by to-morrow night.

PurceLL: Oh, that ain’t a bit of use.
Old Scott says that if they wern’t finished

when I called, I had to tell you to bundle

them up and bring them finished or un-
finished back to the factory to-morrow
morning. ’

ANNE: Oh, but Mr. Scott doesn’t know
the circumstances or he wouldn’t take the
work away from me, surely?

PurceLL: Wouldn’t he! You don’t
know old Scott or you wouldn’t say no

such thing. T tell you he’s as mean as the

very devil, he is. His younger brother,
tkat’s the other partner, ain’t half a bad
old skin, but old Scott is absolutely awful.

ANNE: But I have never done shirts
for a factory before, and Mr. Scott would
give me more time if he knew.

PurceLr: Would he! Dorn’t you be-
lieve it. . If he knew you hadn’t done
shirts before, you wouldn’t have got
them at all. He don’t like new hands,
ho doesn’t. He always says as new hands

can make so little money that they get

a bad name to the firm for sweating.
Some regular hands at this shirt sewing
work can do as many as a dozen and a
half a day, or if they have handy kide
they can do two dozen, and that means
twelve bob a week at a shilling a dozen.

. How many have you done.

ANNE (wn a low piteous voice): I have
only done one dozen.

PurceLL (laughing boisterously ) : What !
only one blooming dozen and you’ve had
’em for three days!

ANNE (passionately): Yes, one dozen,
and. I've worked as long as I could at
them. I couldn’t work during the night
at them because I had no candles and no
money to buy them with. My husband
is out of work and my poor baby is dying
of hunger. You laugh at my poor at-
tempt to get these shirts done for Scott
I thought I could help a
little to keep a roof over our heads by
doing this work and I have failed. Even

Hwb——m—_—n—q‘

a shilling for three days work would be

a God-send, but (sweeping up the shirts in
ker arms and throwing them at his feet)
that, too, is to be denied me. Take them
back with you and leave me, leave me!
(At her lust words she bursts into tears and
sinks into one of the chairs.)

PURCELL (taking out a packet of cheap
cigarettes and carefully selecting one
which he lights): Well I like that, I do
indesd! Take them back with me! I
will, T don’t think! Do you take me for
a blooming porter! I'm carrying no
shirts for Scott and Scott. I’'m not! I'm
a clerk, I am, and not a carter. I wouldn’t
have come up here at all, ouly the old
boss asked me himself because I suppose

" he thought you had done a guy with ’em.

You bring them round in the morning
yourself, Missus, and get your blooming
shilling. Scott and Scott don’t take no
notice of dying kids; they've heard all
that yarn before. As for your husband
being out o’ work, well, maybe he is and
may be he isn’t. Maybe you have a
husband and perhaps you ain’t got no
husband. I don’t know, and Scott and
Scott don’t care (kicking the shirts out of
ks way). Here take your blooming shirts
and bring them round in the morning
mind. So leng. (He goes out leaving her
st2ll sitting on the chair, where her head
has gradually sunk almost to her knees.)

ANNE (after a pause gets up slowly and
picks up the shirts which she places on the
table, where she stands looking down at
them. As she is doing so the dvor is opened
and Jack Nolan enters. Jack s about 30,
but anziety and want have made him look
much older tn a short time ).

JACE (dejeciedly coming forward to
table on which he lays down his cap):
Well, Anne, not working?

Axne: No; ’

Jack: Who was that fellow I met on
the stair?

Axnne: He was a clerk from Scott and

© Soott’s.

" JAck: Scott and Scott’s; what did he
want; ? '
AxnNe: He said—he said—(she bursts

. tnto tears).

JACK: (crossing to her and taking her
into his arms): Why, lass, what is the
matter? What did the cad say?

AxNE (trying hard to speak bravely):
Oh, it wasn’t him, Jack. He had just
to do what he was told, and I don’t blame
him. I've tried hard, Jack, I’ve tried
very hard, and I’ve failed. -

Jack: Failed! How failed?

Axnk: I've to take back the shirts,
Jack. They won’t give me any more to
do. I'm too slow at them. They can
get others to do them quicker.

Jack: God, has it come to this nowl -
The bloodsuckers can not only sweat
women, but they must select what women
taking the shirts i:trtc..’ea
they will sweat. (Taking the shirts up
and casting them into a corner.) If they,
must go back, you shall not take them.
Let them send for their rags; surely my
very manhood has been snapped and
taken  away when I allowed you to
attempt such work at all. I felt that I was
beaten. I knew that I was crushed and
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hopeless, but to turn my home into a
sweating den was degradation and I
allowed it—1I allowed it. .

Anns (hopelessly): But the work has
been taken from me, Jack. _

Jack: Taken from you, yes, but why?
Wag it because wour husband hated to
see his wife at sweated labour? No, he
was too great a cad for that. It was taken
from you because the vampires who gave
it were hungry for blood-stained profit,
and your inexperienced hands were of no
use to them.

ANNE: But we must starve, Jack.

Jack: Starve! What are we doing ‘but
starving? Whab have we been doing for
weeks but starving? Suppose we go on
starving it only means death.

AxNE: Don’t, Jack, don’t.

Tack (fiercely): Yes, death. It is the -

one thing left for us to do that can cost
nothing. They have taken away my right
to work, they have taken away our-right
to live. The only things they give us in
exchange are starvation and death.

ANNE (piteously): Think of the child,
Jack, think of the child.

JACE (his whole demeanour turning to
anxiety): The child! Ah, yes, I had al-
most forgotten the poor little chap. (He
crosses while he 18 speaking over to the side
of the cradle where he kneels down.) How
ill he looks, but he seems to be sleeping
peacefully enough—peacefully enough.

"ANNE (crossing to Jack and looking
over his shoulder): Yes, he is sleeping now,
T just got him to sleep a little time ago.
I think the poor mite was tired out with
crying and suffering. He was very bad
all day, and I could do nothing for him,
nothing at all. Mrs. Green brought up
the last drop of milk she had. She told
me her husband was paid off last night
for slack trade, and she won’t have
enough for herself now, and her with a
little infant at the breast. Ome time I
thought my little boy was going to die.
He grew all black and seemed to be in
convulsions, I sent little Bessie Green to
get the doctor (she pauses). '

Jack: Yes, and then!?

Axxe: He sent back word that he
wouldn’t come unless I sent the money

Jack: The brute! The coward. His
fee against the life of my-child. (Bitterly)
‘What does it matter. - (7o the child)
You’re only the poor starved kid of an
out-of-work mechanic. Had you been the
cub of some rich employer you would have
had nurses and doctors, heaps of them
dancing about you, but you don’t count.
Your father is only Jack Nolan, a poor
fool, whose one way, of earning his bread
is by the work of his hands and when
work can’t be got, he and his must starve
and his kid must die.

AxNE: Jack!

JAck (still to the child): Yes, his kid
must die, and why not? You will be
better dead. )

AnNe (pleadingly): Don’t say things
like that, Jack, you musn’t.

JACE (turming round and facing Anne
and speaksng in a low voice with suppressed
feeling): Listen to me, Anne. For ten
weeks now I have been out of work. I
have tried to get any sort of work to do
during that time and have failed. I have
been willing to do anything and have got

nothing to.do at all. I have tried every
place with always the same result, nothing
to be got.

A.NN%!:: Don’t give up heart, Jack,
something will turn up and things will
be better. .

Jack: So I have been telling myself,
Anne, but now I know better. Listen!
Today I went round every place in the

city where I knew mechanics were em-

ployed. I know it is the bad season with
the winter only half over, still, 1 am
known to be a good workman, and in any
case I thought there might be some small
chance. Everywhere I went, however,

the same reply was given. They had paid -

men off, or were going to pay men off,
and no jobs were being given. The last
place I called at was the waggon works.
Old Bill Brown is the foreman there and
he and I have always been pretty good
friends.

Axne: He was at our wedding, wasn’t
he, Jack? -

Jack: Yes, that’s the very man. Well,
he hadn’t a job but he asked me if I had
tried Wheeler’s place. I told him I had
‘and that they were paying off men.
That's very funny, said he, for I know
they have just booked a big contract and
were wanting men. That’s queer, I
said, for they certainly told me they were
paying men off and couldn’t start anyone.

AxNNE: Why did they tell you that
Jack? V

Jack: Hold on, Anne, I’m coming to
that. Old Bill looked straight at me for
a second then he said: They were telling
you a lie, Jack, for they have plenty of
work. But, good heavens! Bill, said I,
what did they want to do that for. Bill
was silent for a little then said he: I'm
thinking they don’t want you Jack.

ANNE (in astonishment): They don’t
want you, Jack! Why, Bill Brown must
be talking nonsense. You were always
punctual and steady, and Tom Green

downstairs always says that a better work=

man couldn’t be got anywhere than you.

'Bill must be ioking, Jack.

Jack: No, Anne, Bill isn’t joking. He

“was quite serious, and he is quite right.

T’ not wanted, Anne, and that’s an

end of it. I wonder I didn’t mee it for

niyself before this.

ANNE: But, Jack, I don’t understand,
why don’t they want you? -

Jack: They don't want me, ‘Anne, be-
cause they think I am a dangerous man.

ANNE (laughing nervously): A danger-
ous man, Jack, what nonsense.

Jack (bitterly): It isn’t nonsense,
Anne. Whern the employers call me a
dangerous man, it is not their lives or
their limbs they are thinking of, but it is
their profits. Two years ago, before you
and T were married, Anne, there was a
strie amongst the mechanics. The
Union, of which I was an active member,
called the men out on a question of wages.
The strike lasted for several weeks, but
ke nearly all sectional strikes it was
doomed to failure. The Union was
smashed, and then the masters, not con-
tent with their victory, sought to teach
the men a lesson by proclaiming a lock-
out. After three months, the men had to
crawl and beg for their jobs back at worse
terms than they had before. All the men

were taken back then, and the masters

" ployers’ hands.

_profit.
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had a greater whip-hand over them thany
ever before, which they wused unrelent.
ingly. The men are growing discontented:
again, and with & little organisation, and
profiting by their last mistake they mighy
in a short time be able to force the em-
_ The masters, however,
are going to take no chances. They have
all combined together, and they are start.
ingd‘ already to nip the next revolt in the
u
AnNe: But how can they do that,
Ja;k? I ‘ i
Ack : It is very easy, Anne, very easy,
They are taking advantage of th:rgte::gﬁ
slack season to get rid of every man wha
‘took even the slightest official part in the
last strike. They are putting them out
and they are going to keep them out.
Do you wunderstand what that means,
Annet
ANNE (in a terrified tone): Does it
r.nzzn, Jack, that you will not get another
jo
Jack: Yes, Anne, that's what it means,
I never thought of it till Bill Browne
told me today. But Bill says that the
Master’s federation have: been just wait-
ing the chance, and now it -has come, and
they are taking it. They have calculated
well—damnably well. They create slack
trade for the purpose of tossing on the
scrap heap the men who they think will
endanger their profits by demanding & -
living wage, and then they will hold up
their hands in pious mockery and cry out
about foreign competition. - The vame
pires! - The blood-suckers!! The mure

" derers!!! (ke has risen to his feet in an

outburst of passion and Anne crosses to
him and puts her arms around him).
ANNE (in pleading tones): Jack, Jack,
I know it is hard, hard. They are cruel, -
but don't give way to despair, Jacke'
Bomething will happen. There will be
a brighter dawn, there will— -

JACK (taking her hands in his and
kolding her slightly from him and speak:
wng nto her face): There will be na
brighter ‘dawn, woman—nothing can haps
pen. It is decreed that I can get nd
work in this town. They have already
left me penniless, so that I cannot move
to another place. Even if I did it would
be the same thing. Workingmen are fools
to combine in small sections, but the
masters combine together everywhere the
same, an employer’s Masonic order for tha
preservation of their one common interest,
f Every man who. makes a mova
against that”god of profit is marked oufi
as their victim, who must be remorses
lessly smashed to atoms.

Don’t Forget LARKIN’S Little Shop
For Good Value in Chandlery, Tobaccos, Cigarettes, &cC., |
36 Wexford St., Dublin. a@ﬁt Irish Goods a Speciality.
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‘AwNE: You must be mistaken, J’ack,
you are overwrought and do not know
~what you are saying. These men are not

~ only employers but they are Christian

en.. . o
,mJAcx (breaking into a wild laugh):
Christian men. God, how mockingly the
Almighty must smile when these profit

 fiends are dubbed followers of the Prince

of Peace. (Crossing suddenly to the side
of the cradle.) Look in there, Amx_e.
There is the child whom we have built
our hearts upon. The child whose future
we planned ‘even before he‘ was born. He
is dying of starvation, being slowly mur-
dered by the master gang whom you call
Christian. Christians! God, how long,
how long will you suffer these things?
Pagan murderers worshipping their one
and only true god, the god of profit, and
offering men, women, and children upon
their altars as victims. L
Axne: Don’t, don’t, Jack, our child
will live, it must live. They shall not
have my boy as one of their victims.
Jack: Alive or dead, he shall be a
victim ; now or later it is all the same,
he cannot escape the system. If they do
not suceed in killing him now, they will
chain and grind him as a chattel all the
days of his life. He will not live, how-
ever. He is sleeping now but it is the
sleep of utter exhaustion before the end.
.1 saw the same thing happen during the
lock-out, children starved to death for the’
sake of profit. It is better to die thus
than live to be a slave. If I thought my

child would live I would take him up in’

my two hands and save him from such a
fate by dashing his brains out.

(Anne sinks into a chair in a huddled

heap weeping hysterically. ).

* ANNE: Jack, Jack, you will break my

heart

Jack (kis whole mood changing as ke
erosses to her and takes her in his arms):

Ah! forgive me, lass, forgive me. God
help me, I hardly know what I am saying.
I was well-nigh hopeless before, but what
I have heard this day has made me reck-
less. It is not my life alone which they
are wrecking, but yours. I blame myself
for that, Anne, you were so happy and
contented before I married you, and all
I have done is to bring you down to want
and misery along with myself. You should
curse the day you married me, Anne, as
the worst day in your life (ke almost sobs
at the last words, and woman-like she at
- once forgets her own misery and tries to

- eomfort him). ' :
- ANNE: No, Jack dear, not to curse it
If T did not know the .

_discomforts of life before I married you,
neither did I know the sweets of life until
that day. :

JAck (half bitterly as he looks up tnto

* her face): Is this miserable garret one of
the sweets, Anne?

ANNE: Ah! you are a manm, Jack, and
don’t understand. It is not comforts or
even happiness that make up- the sweets

or the joys of life, I think sometimes it

‘18 the battle. It is the fighting for tnose
you love. The joys of life are only se-
cured after strenuous fighting. ~ The

greatest joy a woman can know, the joy

of motherhood, is but a victory gained
.after a great struggle. I do not envy
“the people who live in a palace, but T
can pity them. They do not know the
discomforts, but neither can they know
the glorious joy of combat; in fighting a
great battle, even though it may be but
for a little thing, if that little be for those
who are dear to us. That is what made
that message from Scott and Scott so.very,
Jhard. The work may be sweated, as you
say, and I believe you are right, Jack,
but women do not think of these things.
It is not for a firm they are working, but
for those they love. I would have worked
my fingers to the bone with no thought of
anything save you and the child. It is
losing that great joy that made Scott and
8cott’s message so hard.

Jack: Women are funny beings, Anne,
and hard to understand.

ANNE: Yes, Jack, and the great big
strong men are just like liittle children
who never will understand.

(During the long speech of Anne’s, Jack

has sat down on the floor with his cheek

resting against Anne’s knee. They are like
this when a loud knock 4s heard on the
door. }

JACK (rising as he speaks): Who can
this be?

AxNE : I’ll answer the door and see.

Jack: No, you stay where you are and
T’ll answer it. (He crosses to door and
opens it. Standing on the threshold is
James Quinn. Quinn is about 50, and
looks shabby genteel. )

ANNE: The rent-collector, Jack.

QUINN (entering): Aye, the rent-collec-
tor. ' ,

AxNe: But you are a day before your
time.

Quinn: Well, that’s good, man, real
good, indeed. That’s real smart and no
mistake. I got no rent last week and no
rent the week before that and now you tell
me I am a day before my time, that’s
real good now, real good indeed, but you
know, man, its no joking matter now for
I'm three weeks after my time and not
before it, and my boss says that if I don’t
get your money I've got to put you out
to-night and get another tenant to-morrow.

JACK (who has remained standing at
the door, holding it open): We are not

_going out to-night.

QuUINN (taking out his notebook): I’'m

glad to hear that. I never like to put

decent people out into the street, when
they have the money. There will be three
weeks to pay now, that will be——

Jacr: We have no money to give you.

QuiNN (closing his book with an angry
snap): But I don’t understand; you are
not going out to-night, yet you say you
have no money.

Jack: Yes, that is what I said; isn’t
it plain enough. :

Quinn: No, sir, it i3 not plain enough.
I think it is the height of insolence and
ingratitude. For two weeks now I have
saved you from being turned out by ap-
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pealing to my employer, the landlord of
this tenement, on your behalf. Now,
when he refuses to wait any longer, and
in fact threatens to sack me if I don’t get
you to pay up at omce, you reward my
kindness by saying you will neither pay
nor yet will you quit. It is scandalous,
sir, indeed I may say it is infamous,

Jack: I did not say I would not pay
you, I said T had no money to give you
which is a different thing.

Quinn: It is not a different thing to the
landlord, sir! Why, sir, what do you
think would happen if I went to my em-
ployer to-morrow and said: The Nolans
have no money to give you they would
like to pay you but they can’t. What,
8ir, do you think would happen? I would
get the sack, sir, for being a fool, and
what would I do then.

JACK (still speaking quietly as he has
been since the entrance of Quinn, but
gradually getting ezcited as he proceeds):
What you might do if you got the sack,
I do not know. Maybe you would have
to be doing what I have been doing.
Going round day after day looking for a
Job that could not be got. Coming home
night after night to tell your wife how
hopeless was the task of trying to get a
chance of earning your living. Pawning and
selling your furniture little by little to pay
rent until you have to come to a miserable
garret for which you have no longer any,
prospect of paying, and which you may
be told you will be thrown out of. These
are the things that may happen_if you
get the sack, my friend. You will be a
victim as well as me then. We are all
victims and as we cannot fight profit-
mongers we fight one another. One victim
tearing another victim and all done in
the sacred name of profit. Now, I am nob
going to plead with you because you would
only get into trouble if .you listened. At
the same time, I am not going. out of here
to-night. My child is ill, dying, I believe.

(Anne who has been standing below the
table up till now, quietly listening, starts
at this last remark of Jack’s, and bury-
tng her face in her hands, crosses to the
cradle, where she kneels down.

If all the rent existing under heaven
goes unpaid, I will not stir out of thia
house to-night, and have my child dis-
turbed. Go back, then, to your employer
and tell him that I refuse to quit posses-
sion. It will save you from dismissal.

QuiNN (stubbornly): I will not go back
and tell him that, I won’t stir a foot out
of here till you do quit.

Jace: Then by the living God I’ll
throw you down the stairs head first.

QUINN (moving towards the door): T
will have you thrown out to-morrow.

JAack : To-morrow can look after itself,
my friend, (closing the door and locking
st behind Quinn) to-night the place is mine.
(A4s ke says the last words ke turns round
and sees Anne bending over the cradle, as
¢f rubbing the baby’s hands. Crossing
rapz'déy to her.) Has he wakened up,

ne :

1Ammd :: No, Jack, but he has turned very
cold.

JAGk (bending over the cradle and then

¥peaking in a low, broken whisper): Aye,

[

-

my poor lass, he has turned very cold——

he is dead——.
Slow Curtain.
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To clean currants for the Christmas pud-
ding rub them, a portion at a time,
thvugh flour. Washiag them makes
pudding beavy.

To make bread crumbs get a stale loaf ;
tear it apart, and rub one soft side against
the other. It grates very finely, and if
any large piece should fall, it can be

easily picked out. Equal quantities flour

and bresd crumbs are often used; but
g-metimes more bread crumbs and less
flcur is preferred.

Cut pesl very swall, and remova all
sugar from it before doirg so. When
struing ra’sins kesp a saucer of water

sndy. Dipping the finger-tips in it
orcasionally keeps them from becoming
sticky.

Pat pudding in bowl, if possible; if
not, then put plate in bottom of pot. Put
- pudding in cloth wrung out of boiling
zater, and drsdged on the inside with
flour.” Be sure. water is boiling when

pudding is put in, and kept so sll the
time, .

A pudding improves by keeping so.
Make your pudding as soon as possible,

and rebeat on Christmas Day by boiling e

it for a couple of hours, A little spray of
Lolly (with berrirs) on top improves ap-
pearance, and mskes it look * Chris-
masyy.”

‘ The Table.
Mike the table look nice. Have a per-
fevtly clean cloth, with knives, glasses,
etc,, shining. A touch of red brightens
~ aud impraves the appearauce of the table
wonderfully. A smsll serap of red safin,
velvet, or even sateen makes a nice table
_centre; but be sure to scallop the edges.
Lsst Xmas I used a few sprays of red-
berried holly in a tall glass. When it was
.sarrounded by some ivy trails, with a
swall aprig of h:lly at each corner, the
effeot was charming, while the cost was
practically nothing.

Make the Xmas table a b-ight epot in
-rrolity, eo that when you look back to
Xmas goze past you may have a vision
. .{‘ a well-lsid table surrouanded by happy

aces.

' To Boil Turkey.

MaxE stuffing of bread, herbas, salt, pepper,
lemon-peel, a few oysters or sn anchovy,
a *it of butter, mome suei, and an egg;
put this into the crop, fasten up the skin,
snd b»il the turkey in a floured cloth to
1zake it very white. Have ready a fine
cyster-sauce, made rich with butter and
@ little cream, and a spoonful of soy if
=pproved, and pour it over the bird or
liver, and lemon ssucs.

-~ Hen birds are best for boiling, and
ghould be young.

R —WEAR— o &
- MG ’ 5 o
£ 4 ¢| Michael's 3/8 Hats | £ 5
) $| 77 TaLBOT STREET. 2
el 7l6| & &
= vercoats, 21;-, worth 27/61 @ o

To Roast Turkey.

Tax sinews of the leg suould be drawn

whichever way it is dressed; the head

should be tw sted under the wing, and in

drawing it take care not to tear the liver

nor let the gall touch it. .
Put stuffiag of sausage meat, or. if

saueages are to bs served in the dish, -

8 bread stuffing, as this makes s large
addition to the size of the bird. Observe
that the heat of the fire is constsntly to
that part, for the breast is often not done
enough. A little sirip of paper should
be put on the bone to hinder it from
scorching while the other parts roast.
Baate well and froth it up; serve with
gravy in the dish and plenty of bread
sauce in a ssuce tareen; add a few
crambs and beaten egg to tte stufficg of
the sausage meat. :
To Roast Goose.

AriER it is picked, the plugs of the
foathers puiled out, and the bairas care-
fully singed, let it ba well wasbed and
dried, and = seasoning Id;:mt in of onion
sage, pepper ard salt asten it tight at
the nec< snd the rump and then roast.

Pat it firat at a distance from the fire,
and by degrees draw it nearer. A slip of
paper should be skewered on the breast-
bone. Baste it very well when the breast
is rising. Take off the paper, and be
careful to serve it before the bresst falls,
or it will be spoiled by coming flatted to
the table Let a good gravy be sent in the
dish. :

Gravy aud apple sauce; goone
sauce for green goose. :

Giblet Soup.
Scarp -and clean sll giblets. fet them
to atew with a pound or two of gravy beef
or scrag of mutton, three cnions, a bunch
of herbs, a teaspoouful of pepper, a table-
spoonful of salt. Put five pints of water
and simmer until the gizards are tender.
Add an oun-e of butter and & desert
spoonful of flour and a liitle ketchup or
cayenne pepper. '

Christmas Plum Pudding for
.  Children. ‘
TarEE-QUARTEES of 8 pound of beet suet,

a pinch of salt, a pound and a half of
bread crumba, half a psund of fl>ur, three-

quarters of a pound of raisins, three-quar-"

ters of a pound of clean currants, two oas.
of candied peel and half a nutmeg. Mix
thoroughly ; then add four beaten eggs,

That your Pipe, Pouch, Tobacco, Cigars or

STRIKE !

Cigarettes for Xmas Presents be purchased at

P. CONWAY & CO., Iohasconist; = Brejesisgene

« Everybody’s Doing It.” Why Not Yon ?

PLACE YOUR ORDER FOR 4

Good Turkey,Goose or Ham

With us. Qur birds are the same as
last year, and our Hams will be found
small, lean and cheap. o

T.CORCORAN

(Capital T House),

27 North Strand Road.

enough milk to moisten it, not too 'mnch,
or the pudding will be heavy. Tie in g

-pudding cloth well floured. and boil for

six hours; sufficient for eight children,
A little treacle will be an improvement.

Plum Pudding (Rich).
Taxe a stale loaf of bread, rub it

- through a wire sieve until you have three~

quartera of a pou=d ; add & quarter of g
prund of flour, a little salt, three-quarters
of a pound of chopred suet, a pund and s

half of muscatet reisine, half a pound of

currants, half a p-und of candied peel
mixed, s'x bitter almonds blanched and
pounded, and half a pound of moist sugar,
a wine zlassfol of brandy If for teetotal.
lers the brandy may be omitted ; eight
g-od egges well whicked. Mix all well

together ; add a lictle wilk if necessary.
Teke & piece of new calico, dig in boili

water ; wring it dry ; flour it ; tie the pud-
ding securely in it ; leave room to swell ;
plunge iato boiling water ; be sure it is
boiling ; keep boilirg for e’ght hours; if
it is boiling dry add some boiling water,

It is always best to put a plats under all

puddirgs whea boiling. - .
Cottage Pudding.

Taxg all stale bread crusts; put in s
basin ; steep in boiling water ; when soft
gqueeze off as much water as possible;
beat up with & fork. Add two spoon-
fuls of sugar, half a nutmeg grated, s
couple of ounces of suet or unsalted
dripping, three eggs well beaten, a hand-
ful of clean currants; add a little flour,
This pudding can be steamed or baked
—the former one hour, the latter three-
quarters. '

‘Bread and Butter Pudding.”
Qur any left over stalv bread in nice
squares ; have ready a quarter of a pound
of botter warmed; dip squares into it;
put buttered eide next pie dish (this saves
greasing the dish); fill up dish three-
quarters full; beat up four eggs, a tea-
cupfal of sugar and a tablespoonful of

cornflour ; put in the mixture; aid suffi- |

cient milk to cover the bread; bake in
a moderate oven (over meat will do) for

three-quarters of an hour Half-a-pound

of clean carrants may be added if liked

If a secales 18 not to hand, the following
measurements will be found convenient:
Ona breakfast capfu!l flour t- } 1b,; ditto
of crumbs, £ 1b.; of sugar, § 1b.; of
cheeeos, § 1b.; breakfast-cup balf full of
butter to ; 1b. ; breakfast-cupfal of liquid
to 1 pins; 1 tea spoom, § oz.; 1 table
spoon, 1 oz.

Observations on Making Pud-
‘ dings, ete. v
TaE outaide of puddinge often tas'e dis-
e i
properly in adry™
place. It be dipped f: boiling - *




. THE IRISH WORKER, DECEMEER 2lst, 1912, | Y.

-water, squeezed dry, and floured when to
be used. o

. A bread pudding should be tied loose ;
.if batter, very tight. ‘

Water should be boilirg when puddings
sre pat in, and if more water is added it
should also bs briling, or the pudding
will be heavy. Pans and basins must
. slways be but’ered. o
" A pan of cold water should be ready
. when a pudding is lifted. It should then
be dipped in it; then it will not adhere
to the cloth. '

* Eggs (the yolks and whites) should be
beaten soparately, and then mixed; it
makes them lighter.

‘ How to Make Pantakes.

Tixs two pounds of floar, four eggs, a
pinch of salt; best the eggs; add floar
and salt; m:x a little milk into the consis
tency of thick cream ; have a clean pan

hot and well buttered ; pour out a capful

ata time; when fic to turn slip & kni’e
around the edge and tose over; if batter
is made half an hour before it is wanted
“it?wili be much betier. Serve pancake
with suzar and lemon, snd lay a knife
" ang fork for eating.

Dublin Labour Party.

IRELAND'S OWN BAND

will head a Parade of Wood Quay and
Merchant’s Quay Wards in support of the

‘Labour Candidates,

on Siznday, December 22nd, stérting from
Lord Edward Street at 1.15.

®
AMassMeeting
will beheld at New Street, at 2 o'clock,
Prominent Labour Men will speak.

“ Aq injury to One is the conocern of AIL”
s TH Eeneee

Irish Worker,
EDITED BY JIM LARKIN.

TEE IRISH WORKER will be pablished weekly—
price one penny—snd may be had of sy news-
agent. Ask for it and see m{.oggout.' ‘

All ocommunications, whether ting to literary or

. business mstiors, to be addressed to the Editor,

" 18 Beresford Place, Dublin. ' Telephone 3421.

Subacription 6s. 6d. per year; 3a. 34 for six

" _months, payable in advance, ‘

Ve do nciwpubh'nh or take notice of snonymous
econtvibotions, .

'DusLix, SaTurDAY, Dec. 21st, 1912.

 CHRISTMAS.

For one thousand nine hundred and

twelve years the message ‘“Peace on
earth and geood-will to all men” hag
been trumpeted throughout the earth.
From the heights to the depths that
gloricus message has been echoed and
re-echoed. And with what effect? Let
each judge for him -or herself. Yet we
bave a duty to perform: to thcse whom we
‘are responsible to—a reply to be given
on behalf of those for whom we speak of
in this land. Is there peace? Without
hegitation our answer is—No; there is
- Do peace! Nothing but strife, wrong-

doing, aud war! Is there good-will to-

‘all men? Emphatically we reply No'!
On the coatrary, ill-will to all men is

.

Housekeepers ! Study Economy, and buy your XMAS GOODS
—FROM— ' ‘

MURRAY, Sheriff Street.

the gospel of the hour. Not psace, but
the aword; not good-will to all men,

but ill will to all men seems to be the -

watchword and message of the present
un-Christian days. Those who preach
and teach and try to practise good-will
are laughed at and scorned, insuited and
reviled, taunted as dreamers—madmen,
snd treated as crimipals. Euch is the

_ result of one thoussend nine hundred and

twelve y of propaganda, of preachin
“ peace e::(sl npodgvill to men.” Img
where you will, everything seems awry.
In all lands the God of War, of Grab,
snd  Money-msaking seems to have de-
throned the Eternal God in the hearts
of the people. To ta'k of “Priox’’
seems mockery ; and to euggest ** Go D-
witl 1o MEN " & living lie. Massad on
the frontiers of the Btates of Ewrope
and Asia are millions of armed alaves,
who may at the command of unscrupu-
lous heasts, in the guise of Statesmen
and Kings, be lsunched againat each
other to the slaves undoing, And still
worse—these Kings and Statesmen eall
upon the ministers of their various
Churches to Blasphemously implore the
Prizce of Peace to bless their arms
aud graot them victories, Think you,
common people, of the absurdity of it
all. The God Who created men, and
is responsible for our existence,
is implored by these hypocritical scound-
rels to outrage His own Divine teaching,
sud to work sgainst the falfilment of His
own messags of peace aud goodwill to all
men. Such is the condition of the allegsd
civilired werld. Look out across our own

" land, and from pulpit and platform crea-

tures who claim to be Christians are
howling like veritable devils to their poor
ignorant dupes to organize into bands for
the purpose of stirring up strife, blood-
shed, and murder, and the denial of peace
and good-will to others of their fellow-
oounirymen. These ministers of peace
—=s0 they designate themselves—know
they are doing what is manifestly opposed
to the teaching of the Prince of Peace.
Let us quote one of the Raverend Shep-
herds as reported in the daily Press of
Decamber 17th, within eight days of the
Fenst of the Birth of the Prince of Pesce :

Preaching to the Portadown Apprentios Boys on
Supday evenirg, the Rev Cbancelior Hobson re-
ferzed to- the troublous times with which Ireland
was th . He ssid that if the trouble they
foared did come they would need to watch that ex-
vitement did not lead them to wrong lines of astion,
They waated to svoid violence and rioting. If ia
the end, they should have to resort to violence in an
organised way, under the guidance and directions
of their leaders, that would be & different matter.
What he wanted to warn them agaiast waa snorgan-
ized violence ard disturbance by irresponsible
youths, who did not belong to any ar,
Buch cinduct only brought discredit on

.'zstion.
1T CAUSS.
The Rev. Chancellor Hobson wants no
*‘ unorganised” violenoe and murder. He

wants it properly organized, led by
leaders, such lambs as himeelf—a sort

CHRISTMAS.
FOR HAMS AND BACON

CALL TO

JOHN O'DONOHOE,

24 LR. STEPHEN ST,

For Best Value in Provisions

= KEARNS'S,

47 James’s Street.

Xmas Hams a Speciality.

of mature Balkan War. All this foulness, V

blasphemy, and incitement to act against
Gd’s teaching and Divine message, “Peace
ou earth aad good will to all men.” All
for a comfortable mause and steady in-
come. The cowards are afraid to preach
the true message. And not only is that
frue of certain pulpits, but it is trae tha;
thers ie a want of moral courage amongst
those whose daty it is in season and out
of season to point ont man’s duty to maa.
We are becomisg a nation of cowarils,

because we, the people, are taught by

cowards Go where you will through-
out the thirty-two counties of Ireland —in
every parish, townland, village, town, or
city—you can fe:l the unrest that is on
the people The dissatisfaction is making
iteelf manifest in many ways. Certain
peoole are erying peace where ‘here is
no peacs; talking of good-will to men,
kuowing in their hearts that it is ill-will
they practiss Employers look upon their
workera as dumb cstile, to be driven as
machines {5 produce wea!th which they
(the employers) msy waste and abuse.
No consideration is given to the aged and
infirm workmea. Uuring the years of
our manhood we are sweated and over-
worked When the back is stooped and
the step feeble our refuge is the Work

house or desth by starvation Thia week
our attention hss been drawn to the dis-
missal of & carter after forty-one years
slaving for ore of the richest carting
contractors in this Christian city. We
wonder was it good-will to that poor
work-slave which compelled the slave--
driver of an employer to dismiss his
wage-slave on the eve of Christmas?
Can you wonder, reader, that the workers
sesm at times to forget the message? For
it sesma to us that many people think
the application of that message spplies
only to the common prople; and with
that opinion we fuilly concur; for tie
people who, in our opinion, follow out
in their daily Jives the teachings of
the Prince of Peace are - the commn
people. No other class in this country,
with a few brilliant exceptions, have ever
understood the messsge—that only by
men recognizing that they who require
service must give service, and that it is
not by mouthing platitudes nor writing
high-sounding phrases that pesce will ba
brought into the hearts of men and g od-*
will abpund We must LivE up to the
messagd. Daring the past year the work-

lndependc‘mt Labour Party of Ireland.

Lecture by Frederick Ryan.

“ Syndicalism ” is the title of a lecture
to be delivered in the Antient Concert

_ Buildings on Sunday, December 22nd, at

8 p.m., by Mr. Frederick Ryan, Editor
“Egypt.”" Admission free,
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Call to HAMPTON'S, 14 Talbot Street,

For your Christmas Hams, Geese, Turkeys,
Puddings, and Grogceries,

LOW PRICES. - =

= GOOD QUALITY.

ing class bave given expression in no
uncertain msnner to their belief in peace
and gcod-will ; but we must go further—
we must enforce peace amongst and
extend our good-will to all men during
the coming time. Lset us show in cur
own time our belief in the ultima’e hope
that some day the peorles of the earth will
realize there is nothing so neceesary or
worthy of us as PracE oN EARTH AND
GooD-WILL To ALL MEN.

Wk desire to draw ourreaders’ atiention to
the matter contained in this numberef THE
Trisg Worxes. Every line, with the ex-
ception of one article by a citizen of
America, Comrade Bower (who you will
fecl has abscrbed the spirit of Walt Whit-
man) has been contributed, without fee or
reward, by Irishwomen and men. Amongst
the contributors you will notice the names
of three of the ablest literary men of the
day. You bave slso men like Alderman
Tom Kelly giving his unigre knowledge
of Dublin to our readers in his own inim-
jtable manner. - Maeve Kavanagh, whose
little book of verse is now on sale, and can
be hed from Tax Isise Workxss’ Office—
the name title is “A Flame from the
‘Whins,” price 1s. Cathal Lally, a young
but able writer, and others, who contri-
bute to your pleasure and knowledge,
reader, are all women and men whose
idesl is a self-reliant, self contained, self-
governed nation. Each and all of
them extend to you their best
wishes that the coming yeer will
bring to you and yours an abundsnce
of joy, happiness, and hopes folfilled
. Your humble servaunt, the Editor, can
only hope that Nature’s cornucopia of
good things will be showered upon every
reader and those who are nearest and
dearrst to them. We bave to apologise
to all our friends for the delay in the
jesve cof this Xmas Number, which, we
claim, is one of the best. We bave met
with many obstacles in our pilgrimage,
but the getting out of this issue will be
ore of the landmarks in cur chequered
career. Nothing but tronble after trouble
ceme upen us. Thanks to our friends

and the good fellows who do the work—.

printers’ angels we shsll csil them in
future. We a-e on eale or return; and
when we say return we mean it ; for if
any one of our readers ie diseatisfied,
yeturn your copy to the offce and we
return vour 3d. Go-d €’en, merry gentle-
men ; let nothing you dismay. When your
eves are set on the good things of life,
dop’t forget the poor. Merry may your
Xmas be and 1913 free from care.

Jim LaRxin.

Where Can 1 Get Best Value ?

= AT KEARNEY’S,

Tobacconist, Newsagent and Etationer,
59 UprpEr STEPHEN STREET.
A1l Nationalist and Labounr Papers Stocked

IMPORTANT.

Irish Transpoit and Geameral Workers’
- Union

NO. 16 BRANCH.

Nomination of Branch and National
Officials: will take place in Hall, 77
Aungier Street, at Ope o’clcck on Sunday,
December 22nd, 1912. Cards must be
shown at door. Mr P. T. Daly will attend.

Can the Irishman Lick

the Foreigner

In business enterprise and value for money ?

Here’s a good sample, anyhow :—

’ New G d Bicycles. Built .
£2/19/6 ™ henizs snset ramo

genuine B.S.A. freewheel; Perry’s chain ; Phillip’s

handlebar and brakes ; Phillip’s hubs and pedals ;

westwood rims ; gusrantecd tyres.

ACCESSORY DEPARTMENT.

5 Covere from 210 ; tubes, 1/10 ; wheels
] 7/10 pair, chains, 1/10, freewheels,
1/6 ; mudguards, 5d.; lamps, 11d.; brakes, 1/-3
pumps, 8d.; carriers, 63d.; saddles, 2/6 ; pedals,
1/9 pair; outfits, 21d.; valve caps given away ; old
bicycles purchased or exchanged. o

WHO’S WHO ?

« McHUGH HIMSELF,”

38b TALBOT ST. (Electric Theatre
side). This is Important: So please note,
38b has no connection whatever with any
other shop of same name. Make no mistake.
Wishing you many happy returns.

AN XMAS WISH.

This Chrietmss Day I wish you
A cup all brimming o’er -

With love, and health, and happiness,
And Iashios mcre in store.

May never a trouble peep nrar you,
And never a whisper of pain ;

May your presence be always as welcome
Ag the sunshine after the rain

Masy the hearts of the people around you

Beat with joy at the sound of your

tread ; :
May d’::: days go by like a midsummer

m,
And the years sit light on your head.
May all that you love be near you

Till we sing our next Christmas lay,
And then, shure, mavourneen, I'll wish

you
The same as I wish you to dsy.
A M. Scorr.

Support Home Industry, by getting your Pictures and Photos
FRAMED AT

WIGODER?’S, 75 Talbot Street, Dublin.
Large selection of Wall Papers, Glass and Paints, at cheapest prices.

tupsne ¢d'n. oroce. |
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CURTIS,

= Trade 22
Unlon Shop.

inmoansras > PIRINTER,
B - BOOKBINDER AND STATIONER,

IR TEMPLE AANE; DUBLIN.

OFF DAME ETREEY,

- High-Class Work.

Moderate Prices.

Terwrsows 3409.

Ven pictiip, Corwy ré 4p an rzéutl
o’'mmpead i— ' : ,
i curo 4 00. )
“ Do Leim mé p4 V6N “pul na com,”
“Ar ap €unn ni meoprpann cia h-i.”
i veirt ‘na pearath 1 mboicyin thin
. le unn aimpipe eugte amac na ngaeveal
1 1645 buacaill v cailin 0o b'ead 1404,
D'purpupc cabaipcveana go pad 4 Tcporde
Lin 'De TNA0 04 ¢eile. Lam 1 L&im 4 bl
T140 4 1541l Cpamn shoip puinnpedige
00 {'e4r 5O 'D4na o C1onn na Scpann ele
‘4 bi CanT  Timéeall umpyu  ap 1meallad
Dortpin.

Da obinn an L& V611, DI an gpan

a’tsitnesth oppad, 7 54 togdiL Le neapc

4 Teapa cinn na mbliT 1 1meac na sepann,
7 coIp S4c taotb an boitpin. DI an cpurt-
neact ‘54 burdeattiin 5o ppar 1A Soncad.
Ui na puiredsa ‘na cewosd ‘sabiil yo
mérvest, 7 $4 pledrcad a bpibi, vesy
nac, le meafit 4 mappacca..

A¢T ba cuma Ler an 615-bean Sac puo

" 4¢T an buacaill.

D& cuma leir busdailt ga¢ nd acc
4 cporoe 11rTis—b’é 4 cattin 6.

“Buroim cun thupe, a Arodin oia

- FiLrOceactTa, 30 neantiSro 014 54AC reavaipe
00 €oZamn Ruard, | To OTIOCEArD €4 tap
n-a1ip 5o rlén cugam.” : ‘

“ Neancocard S& curhaét ap n-sipm, 4
CaiT, a gnd0; Cuippro Sé paobap an 4p
sCLamtib ;  pe1at A napm, read 4 Adinm
Nsomta; Dpudrro Sé croirde na n-gatt
1 noopn na ngaededl.  DEro agaro an
cperoim abi paoi bpatai§ Hpsin apirc map
bpactad 'na gneine 'n DIArd na peape
teanna.”  Tiop clop an beT Leanndn,

“Fuaim rooain ¢ap Ll Teadrt cuca §0 -

0TI 5O 1atd 1€ rusr Leo.

- Di buscaill 63 4Ap 4 Oft om, 9 peucainc
Taoipiy amp. "Oeapc 1é cuea; ‘Guimit
1€ 4 Lamh 14 1uan, 3Ls0¢ pé 'na deul ap
4n TCop4aLl, T 41 50 bRAT Letp ruar inagard
cnupcin abior & corhaip 5 riop 1e panoio
i 50 'oTi na¢ pad Le peudant 've 4¢T 4an
cntpact cuimge ‘na baippeso a'igaot-
lead Lleir an Zaott. :

“Dé 0o Deapbpitap € appa ciic,

- 50 1mm durdesd,  tcusipm vom pa nac
taitn Leir supn tupa togd reap ‘'vom.”

“Na véun eagcom, a veiv-bean oILpi,

4L an LsorC 1P caolna 1 broodla na neun,” -

7 less ré 4 Ldm To manta apt 4n Geann

Irish Transport amd Gemeral Workers'
Usion. B

BURIAL AND TONTINE SOCIETY.

The Aunual Distribution of Funds wili
take place on Sunday, December 22nd. A

Meoting of all Members of Tontine will’

be held in Liberty Hall on Sunday, Dec.
220d, at 12 o’dﬁ y

Workers, to avoid Consumption, and

qualify for old-age pensions, bring all
your Repairs to

M. SULLIVAN, Bootmaker and Repairer,

Hand made work a speciality. Best
leather and workmanship gunaranteed.

Note Address—62% Lower Sandwith Street.

vonn oy,

“ 1L ndipe vom-ra &,” apma Circ.

P “1p naine,” * breioip sup buat 1ongnad
€ nGaip o Brearac V6 [up bBreapp leat
4n bOR0 Tan bE TA An reavalpie calm A
na Jceuv TcaT.  Ac, ni mon Leip & SaE
4 Cporde read rsore a4 Cipin, 1p beasg
leir 3ac. nuveire tpeacedr 4A it oo
rcdoitead 6n Bap.” '

“ Opeiomn 6,” spra Cait map a opitt
1140 abaile, ,

“ Anoir, 4 Jaeveals catma

Seo, Tagard pata apir;
Leanard 140 7 Leagaro 140,
ir tugard D61 an claroearh | ™
€conna o

“C1a h-140 reo cugamn anotp?

V¢ €osain Ruard pein cuip an

- Dé €ogam Ruard pein cuip an cetpc reo
Ap TA0ITAIS OF, 7 140 N4 rearam ap arodm
‘reucane 4Aft TuaSTI® Teann na nFatl
abi 4’ TeatT ro reolta cuta 1 noeat-
piofT ¢ata 7 54 TCOHIpPUEAD Tunnal méqa
T4 nSleann pior cun mitice Uann Lo,

“Cuip cabap cun Ui feapgatle, a
TCoorrms,” 4 pa Mapcat comh luat 7
Ciunig re rusr Le €ogan Ruad.

“’T& na Sapanais 0o 4 tiomdinc
16mp 4 coip Cpun Jiro.  Connaig teac,
4 Caorpars, n6 bérd 140 Aannreo oppamn
5o rppar.”

“Tero tap naip,” apra Cofamn Ruao,
leip Mapcai§, 7 abap teipr an O Seap
SaLLatg, an pard 1 nd cloircesp rsetu

4 bdipr nad mbérd 1ré o ‘esgla oppainn

$O OTIOCFard na Taill ap An taod clé
oppamn.’” .

For Christmas and New Year -

Presents, don’t forget us.

If You Have Not the Ready
Money Convenient,
there is an Irich Establishment which

supplies goods on Easy Payment System. ;

: IT IS THE
DusLin WORKMEN'S INDUSTRIAL
ASSOCIATION, LTD.,

10 SOUTH WILLIAM ST.

Office Hours—10.30 to 5.30 each day.

Monday, Tuesday and Friday evenings,

7 to 9. Saturday evening, 7 to 10.30.
Manager—A Id. T. Kelly.

—— DON'T FORGET —

CONDRON Bros., 39 Bolton Street,
EOR EXTRAORDINARY VALUE IN
. BUTTERS, = BAGONS, « HAMS,

Dry all Winter.

GeT the right kind of
footwear at the start—
some brand that is known,
Our Boots have earned a
reputation for flexibility,
solidity, and for being
waterproof, which is due
to the superior materials
and workmanship in their
making,

Army Bluchers, nailed or
sprigged, §/-
‘Whole-back Hand-Peg-
ged Bluchers, nailed or
plain soles, 6/-,

Also Men’s and Ladies’
Walking Boots, 4/11, 5/11,
6/11, y/11, 8/11.

BARCLAY & COOK,

104 & 105 TALBOT STREET;
§ STH. GREAT GEORGE'S STREET,
DUBLIN.

“Cad ‘Td onta?” ap perrean apire
leir an Mapcars eile abi 4 panadéc Le
FOt4L Do Cuip cicead.”’

S O’apoutg an Mapcad & L 1 cilonn
4aceann.

4 Csorpis oit, , “cs clann Ui Ruaipe
'S4 ppeabad le oul ipread 4af Burdean
4an Admuitcamas; 4’ Abflocad mé Leo
‘DUl A agard?

“N6 abaip teo pop; ni h-6 bpiredd
Amaitcam actd ve éapam oppamn 4é
bpuread na nJattaile.  Cupprd mé cun
Tubail 140 nuaipn 4 berdear an raiLt
abro,” .

Vo buail Mapcat eite cop 1 ndijroe
cuige ““ Cad 4td ve vit-ra? ’anpa €oZan
Ruao.”

“4 Coorris, 'TA Clann Marg Urom
4" preabad Le out irteat ap Luéc an
Dieronas.  An Abarjocard mé teo outl
éun émnn? >

“Ni he, apra €ofsn Ruavo, bpireat
Féolcoin an bleivnage 4ta ofnamn mowub,
bpuresad na nJall uite. Ni paou zo
LeiSprd mé V61d oul 4’ Leimead opta.”

'O’ran €ozan 5o ciin ann o cromad
4n guan Tap Ofom 4 pdrodpd.

Di  Scaolead unéar 1 n-oiao uncaipt
curs na njaevedl ap pead 4an Lde, ACT
nioI\ mapduriead somnne,

“dnotr,” anpa €ogan Ruao, nusp bi
1107 4ze nac {latd an _Spian a’rrteastlad
4 rolur 1 piilid & aipm—"* dnoip,” an
reire ‘54 tapnams 4 clardearn, “ 'Ta pailt
45ad 4 Taeveala carTugad opagail
aft na sattan.”  Tiomamrd ap agaro;
“ 4 SallogLais, cuipwd Tpe Lip 4 Scioroe
bup picioe |

(To be eontinued next week.)

D

CHRISTMAS.

Into the darkness out of the light,
Out of its brightest ray !
Into the darkness where lay the night,
The long-expected recp]engont bright, -
With bz;lm for the wounded for blindless
_ sight;
Into the darkness out of the light,
The light of Eternal Day.

Out of the darkness into the light,

Into the light of day !
Out of the darkness, fearfal, quiet ;
Spirits freed to & great birthright,
Following the flame now leading bright ;
Out of the darkness into the light,

The Light of Eternal Day.

An Cldipin Oubd,

ORPRRPLCNETE RN
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Mrs. Murphy stood at the gate looking
after her husband as he jauntily sauntered
down the street until he disappeared round
the end of those respectable rows of red-
bricked houses which form a characteristic
feature of suburban Dublin, especially the
southern side. A little dispute over
money matters had arisen, during which
a few volleys of words were discharged
by the irritated wife, and were partly

gl
il

responded to by Paddy, who had hastily -

taken his hat off the hall-stand, and
walked out. As soon as he had his back
turned she was sorry for what she said.
So we discover her at the gate where she
had come with the intention of * making
it up.” Paddy, however, steered clear
ahead and never looked around. Of
course, had he turned his head the evénts
which are to follow might never have
occurred, and the adventures of the
Christmas pudding, as set down _hfere,
would mnot have been worth wnting,
certainly not worth reading.

The domestic wrangle originated in the
tsual way. It was the eve of Christmas
day, and Paddy, who since his marriage
to Molly, nearly five years previous
to the period of which we write, had
always made her a present of a five-pound
note as a Christmas gift, on this occasion
he only gave her three pounds. To make
matters worse he had no satisfactory
explanation <o offer—at least if he had he
did not divulge it. Now Molly had made
all arrangements for spending every penny
of the expected present on different arti-
cles of clothing, etc., for her two children,
as was customary with her at this season
of the year.” She was naturally vexed
when the amount fell short of her expec-
tations; and she could not conceal her
vexation. As the peroration to a fine
flow of abuse she had declared that she
would make no plum pudding, knowing
full well that she might as well have hit
Paddy as say such a thing—and, to be

candid, it hit him in a very tender spot.

_ Sweet-toothed as a child, he loved all
dainties (as he was apt to call his wife's
fancy cakes and pies), particularly pud-
ding. Pudding was Paddy’s weak point.

Indeed, Paddy had said more than
once, that the Christmas pudding reminded
him of the wedding-cake, and in truth
it seemed to have the same wonderful
power over husband and wife as the magic
cake. Mrs. Murphy, as soon as she closed
the street door, commenced preparations
for the making of the pudding, notwith-
standing the declaration to the contrary
which she had delivered to her husband.

Paddy and Molly juniors, who had been
sent into the back-yard (called a garden,
by the landlord) to play, at the outbreak
of the war between their parents, managed
while the tiff between Molly and Paddy
seniors was in progress, to have a slight
sow of their own, now made_their re-
appearance in the kitchen to * help
mother,” as they told her, they did not
specify in what way. In spite of the
fact that Molly was quick-tempered by
times, she was naturally of a loving dis-
position, and, like most people of her
temperament, made atonement for her
brief outbursts of temper, by acts of kind-
mess, if not to the person directly con-

cerned to the next of kin, so to speak..

" Nobody knew or appreciated this trait
in his wife’s character better than Paddy

m]
The Adventures of a Christmas Pudding. g

By JAMES J. BURKE.

.
1
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himself. Hence the children’s offer to

assist her was received as were them-~ -

selves, with open arms.

The mysterious operation of mixing the
raw materials was soon in full swing,
and before a man could have time to light
his pipe, ‘a gigantic pudding was in the
cloth, ready for instant consignment to the
pot on the fire. In conformity with the
adage that says a watchéd pot never
boils, we will leave the pudding to look
after itself, while we look around the house.

Reading Christmas stories nowadays,
one might imagine jthat Christmas was
obsolete ; hopelessly out of date, a thing
of the past! It may be in some house-
holds, but the Murphys did not, and let
us hope will not, let the spirit of Christ-
mas die out. Christmas was written in
every nook and corner of the house.
Holly and ivy, mottoes, etc.,, were dis-

played in Dickensian fashion on every .

side (the work of Paddy), and hidden
from ‘view for the present were toys
and picture books for the children’s
stockings in the morning. However, the
pudding’s the thing. '

It turned out a great success—superior
to the best Molly had ever made, which is
saying a good deal. Mrs. Burkenstein,
who lived next door, and happened to be
in the garden when the pudding was con-
veyed to the window-sill to cool, said it
was a masterpiece, and put down her name
for a share. Molly herself was delighted.
She well knew that Paddy would fall in
love with it at first sight, but she little
guessed in what a strange manner he was
to come across it. Unfortunately, or
rather fortunately, for this tale, she did
not perceive a pair of hungry eyes peeping
over the low wall at the back of the yard.
She did not see a man’s head appear gra-
dually, and disappear again when she
made a movement to go in. However,
the door had no sconer closed, when a
human bundle of rages vaulted into the
yard, and, taking possession of the pud-
ding, as quickly left.

Paddy returned home about half an
hour afterwards, and Molly made amends
in an instant for her hasty words in the

morning, by flinging her arms round his.

neck and kissing him. This spontaneous
act of conciliation had the desired effect.
In passing I would strongly recommend
the prescription to other wives in similar
cases. :
“ Well, did you make the pudding,
Molly dear ? ” queried Paddy, when the
treaty of peace had been signed and sealed
with their lips. :

Molly did not answer, but turned her
head away evasively when he tried to
look into her eyes.

“ Of course, I would prefer you not to
tell me. I like surprises, and by the
way, I have a surprise for you -too, so
we're equal,” he said, pointing to the
package which he had brought in with
him. There it is. Vou'll never guess
what’s in it.” This last remark ‘was
accompanied by a humurous twinkle of
the eyes furthest away from Molly.

“Ob, I don’t want to know what’s
in it,” said Molly, petulantly tossing her
head. “ And you are dying to know if
I made a pudding,” she added smilingly.

“I can manage to wait till I see the
children in the morning, anyhow. They

‘any * Christmas-box.

will know the whole history and geogra:
of it, I'll go bail,” he answered.g & phy

T have something to tell you, Molly,
Vou may have remarked—in fact, as well
as I can remember you made a lot of
remarks . . . .

“ But you should forget them; ‘s
not good for any man to remember all 3
woman says—when she is in a bad hum-
our,”- she interriipted, earnestly.

“ Thanks, Mrs. Bernard Shaw. To get
to business, the fact of the matter is I left
my old place a few weeks ago for a better
position, with the result that I did not get
I made wup the
money I gave you out of the extra pay
T'm getting in the new place, and at the
beginning of the New Year I'm promised
ten bob more 4 week, so that will
make, up for the loss of the Christmas-box-
I was going to explain this morning, but
you nearly jumped down my throat,”

«1 was very sorry for what I said—

in fact I was -orry before I had it all out,”

she said, and- Paddy, like the sensible
man he was, thought the best thing'to do
at the moment was to kiss her, and did so
accordingly.. ‘

« 1 find that there should be no secrets

" between husband and wife,” soliloquised
. Paddy.

*“ No matter how good the inten-
tion, discovery always arouses suspicion,
which is seldom dispelled as easily as in
the present instance.”” When he had
finished speaking, he pulled over the
bundle which he had put on the table,
and resumed: ‘‘ Just to convince you
that I mean what I say I will show you
what I brought home.” .An elaborate
grin overspread his face as he said this.

“ While. you are opening the parcel,”
said Molly, ““I will bring in another sur-
prise,” and at once proceeded to put her
words into action. ‘‘ But be careful, and
don't faint when you see it.”

While Molly was gone Paddy untied
the parcel, and very soon had exposed to
view a large Christmas pudding—which
might have been a twin of the one we had

~ 'the privilege of seeing earlier in the day

on the window-sill, and in -fact—but
wait a minute,

When Molly returned in a few minutes
dejection was writ on her face'in capital
letters. She ran over to Paddy, her face

" covered ‘with her hands, and broke into

tears—a very easy job, which does not
require _the help of a jemmy. ‘‘ The
pudding is gone, Paddy,” she. sobbed.
“‘The finest, biggest, richest, pudding I
ever made.”

* Gone where ? "’ he asked.

‘“ Stolen,” she responded despondently.

All of a sudden he seemed to grasp the
truth, and a smile which had been playing
on his lips developed into a hearty laugh.

“ Look at that beauty,” he said, indi-
cating the pudding which he had brought
in. “ Is that like the one you made? ” .

“ That’s it,” she answered, brightening
up. “ But where in the world did you
get it?” :

In a few words he recounted to  her
his meeting with the tramp on Rathmines
Road.” "This Weary Willie, to give the

.rogue’s own version of the affair, had

received the pudding from a kind-hearted
old lady -who was fond of experimenting
with her cooking on tramps. “These-
ladies must have some craze or they’ll
go crazy.” ‘The philosopher of the road .
had said. ¢ Give me two bob for it,
mister, and I'll pray for you to the end of
my days.” -

“I could not resist the fellows elo-
quence, and besides, it put me in mind
of your puddings, and the fact that you
had issued a proclamation to the effect .
that you would not make one this year-
decided me,” Paddy concluded.

“ Perhaps it was instinet,” replied
Molly, and they both, as the humour of the
situation forced itself on them for the
first time, laughed merrily.
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