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CHAPTER VL
R
The Hcecme of Judge Bcauc

The road we followed appen
be endless, and so rough tnat
climbed down fromm my seat,
p:aned board., uncomfertable
under any conditions, in the swaying,
bumping cart, and stumbled blindly
along behind, tripping over stumps in
the darkness, and wrenching my
ankles painfully in deep ruts.

It was considerably after t-‘n
o'clock when we emerged upon an open
platean,
1wead revealed to me afar off the siiver
thread of the great river. Pete
stopped the straining mruvle, a feat net
at all diffienlt of accomplishment, the

aire,
rod
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enimal’s sides rising and falling as he |

wheezed for breath, and came back
to where I stood, staring about at the
dimly perceived objects in the {fore-
ground.

“Out dar am de Beaucaire place,”
he announced, as soon as he could dis-
tingunish my presence, waving his arm
to Iindicate the direction. “An’
reckon we bettah not ride no further,
fer if Alick shud smell corn. he'd|
nat’larly raise dis whol’ neighborhood
—he's got a powerful voice, sah.”

“Equal to his appetite, no doubt.”

“Yas, sah; that's mostly whut Alick
am.”

“How far away is the house?”

“Likely 'hout a hundred yards Yer
see dat light out yonder; well dat's it,
an’ I reckon de ladies mus’ be up vet,
keepin’ de lamp burnin’.
slave cabins ’‘long de edge ob
woods,. but dey’s all dark. What's yer
a goin’ fer ter do now, Massa Knox?”

I was conscious that my heart was
beating rapidly, and that my mind was
anything but clear. The problem front-
ing me did not appear so easily
solved, now that I was fairly up
against it, and yet there seemed only
one natural method of procedure. 1
must go at my unpleasant task bold-
ly, and in this case only the truth
would serve. I was an officer in the
United States army, and had in my
pocket papers to prove my identity.
These would vouch for me as a gen-
tleman, and yield me a1 measure of au-
thority. And this fact, once estab-
lished. ought to give me sufficient
standing in the eyes of those girls to
compel from them a respectful hear-
inz. I would tell the story exactly as
I knew it, concealing nothing, and add-
ing no unnecessary word, outline my
plan of action, and then leave them to
decide what they thought best to do.
Strange, unbelievable as the situation
was, proof \was not lackinz. Delia
could be compelled to acknowledge

that Rene was her child—she woRld |
scarcely dare deny this truth in face |

of my positive knowledge—and she. at
least, must know that Judge Beau-
caire had never during his lifetime
given her her freedom. This fact
counld be established hewmﬂ question,
and then they must surely all compre-
hend the necessity of unmmlmtu flight
—that there remained no other pos-
sible means of escape from hopeless
slavery. Desperate as the chance ap-
peared, it was the only one.

It dawned upon me now with more
intense force than ever before, the po-
sition in which I stood, £nd I shrank
from the ordeal. A perfect stranger,
not even a chance acquaintance of
those directly involved in this tragedy,
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I would have to drag out from the
closet, where it had been hiddern away |

for years, this oid Beaucaire skeleton.
ar.d rattle the dried bones of dishonor
before the horrified understanding o

these two innocent, unsuspecting girls. |

The conviction came to me that 1 had
hest do this alone; that the presence
of the negro would hinder.
2elp the solution of the problem.

“Pete,” 1T said.

rather than |

measuring my words,

my plan of action shaping itself even |

as I spoke. *“What lies in there
tween us and the house?”

“A truck patch mostly,
‘round it. Den thar comes
beds.”

“No path?”

“Well, I done reckon as how thar
might be a sorter path, sah, but vou'd
hardly find it in de dars. De
way'd be ter sorter feel ‘'long de
fence, ’til yer git sight o’ de front
porch.”

“All right, then.
you here while I scout around. Keep
your eyes open, and have the mule
ready to leave at any minute.”

“’Bout how lon’ yer bc gone, sah?”

“I cannot tell you that. As short a
time as possible. It may require con-
siderable explanation and urging to
get those three women to trust me.
However, all vou have to do is wait,
and be sure that no one sees you.
you should be needed for anything at
the house, T'll get word to vyou some
way; and if I should send Delia and
Rene out here alone, without being
able to come with them myself, load
them into the cart at once, and drive
to the boat. TI'll manage to join you
somewhere, and the imporiant thing is
to get them safely away. Yow under-
stand a'l this?”

som’ tlowe:
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 to induce her to oo to Haines

|
a man spoke gruily,

run up against., There may
i the house, and I might not dare to
e Miss Eloise behind alone with-
I shan endeavor
at once.”

Following impulse 1 shook
hands with him, and then plunged into
the darkness, miyv only guidance at first
tlmt single ray of light streawming
through the unshaded window. As I

Outl some protection,

ST

low structure built of rough rails., and
thus approached more closely to the

 front of the main building, other lights

began to reveal themselves, enabling
me to perceive that the inner hallway
was likewise illuminated. although not
hri]liﬂnth All about me was silence,
' not even the sound of a voice or,the
flap of a wing breaking the intense
stillness of the night. I eame below
the veranda, st.ll in the deep shadow,
utterly unconscious of any other pres-
ence, when suddenly, from just above
me, and certainly not six feet distant,
the unexpected
sound of his strange voice interrupted
by the sharp grate of a chair’s leg on
the porch floor, and a haif-smothered
vawn.

“Say, sheriff, how long are we a!l
goin' ter set ygre, do ver know? This
don’t look much like Saint Louee afore
daylight ter me.”

I stopped still,
heart leaping into
every nerve tingling.

“No, it sure gon’'t, Tiin,” replied an-
other, and the fellow apparently got

my
and

crouching low,
my throat,

down from off his perch on the porch

rail. “Yer see Kirby is bound he'll get
hold o' them two missin’ females furst,
afore he’ll let me round up the nig-
gers. The papers is all straight
'nough, but they've got ter.be served
afore we kin lay hands on a durnegd
thing. The jedge tol’ me fer ter do
everything just as Kirby sed, an’ I aim
ter do it, but just the same [ got ter
keep inside the law. I dunno as it
makes much difference when we strike
the ol' town.”

“"Tain’t so much that, sheriff. I kin !

stan’ it fer ter be up all night, but
Bill wus tellin’ me we might hav’ som’
trouble down ter the Landin’ unless
we finished up our job yere afore
mornin’.”

“Oh, T reckon not: whut was it Bill
said?”

“Quite a rigmarole frum furst ter
last. Giv’ me a light fer the pipe, will
ver®”

There was a flare above me, and
then darkness once more, and then the
slow drawl of the man’'s voice as he re-
sumed. “Some 1eller by the name ov
McAdoo, down ter Saint Louee, who's
just cem’ down from the lead mines,
him thet Joc Kirby go: all this
Kvards on
the boat, an’ thet it wan't no square
game either. I didn’t git it all straight,
I reckon, but accordin’ ter the deal
handed me thar wus two dead men
mixed up in the affair—Beaucaire, an’
a yYoung army ofiicer. Seems ter me
his name was Knox.”

“I didn't hear that.”

“Well, enyhow, that's the way Bill
told it. DBeaucaire he naturally fell
dead—heart, er somethin—an’ the
other feller, this vere army man. he
went out on deek fer ter see Kirby, an’

| Stopped Still, Crouching Low, My
Heart Leaping Into My Throat and
Every Nerve Tingling.

he never cum’ back. McAdoo sorter
reckoned as how likely he was siugged,
an’ throwed overboard. An' then, on
top’ all that, we're sent up vere in the
night like a passel o’ thieves ter take
these niggers down ter Saint Louee.
What do yver make ov it, Jake?”
“*Wal,” said the other slowly, his
mouth evidently loaded with tobaecco.
“1 ain't never asked no questions since
I wus made sheriff. I'm doin’ whut
the court &ays. Kirby's zot the law

"on his side—no doubt "bout that—hb
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the Landin® might act.
tied up ter the shore below
town, in the mouth o' thet erick, an’
then hed ter hoof it up yere
dark. Of course we got the law with
ns, but we wanter pull this job off an’
not stir up no fight—see?”
“Sure,” disgustedly. *1
know all that
how we must do the job.
' in such a sweat ter git all

ddown ter
why we

reckon 1

these IH..'::.::HI--. down ter Saint Louee?”

 they'

he others |
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rit the eash. Onet
re outer the way there won't be
no row, He'll let the land vere
idle fer a vear or two, an’ by that fime
nobody’ll care a whoop how he got it.
- But he's got ter git rid o' them nig-
....t‘l‘.*-i right away.”

“Well, who the h—s goin’ ter pre-
urnt ? Theyv're his'n, ain’t theyv?
ain't no Dlack Abolitionists
 yvere, 1 reckon.”

“Neems sorier queer ter me,” admit-
ted the sheriff, “but 1 did get a little
outer that feller Carver comin' up.
Carver is sorter partner with
"Tain’t the
the trouble—
not the black 'uns. No-|
hody’s likely ter row over them. It
seems that Deaucaire kept a quadroon
housekeeper, a slave, o' course, an’ a
while back she giv’ birth ter a child,
the father o' the infant bein’ Judge

*Toer sell 'em. an’

'rTound

SO

thet are makin’

nigeers

Beaueaire's son, Then the son skipped |
bin heard frum |

ain't never
since—dead most likely,
WUS twenty yvears ago.
child, which wus a girl,
I am—mavbe more so.
set eves on her,
she's good lookin’,

out, an’
fer all this

'Course the
is as white as
I ain't never

Enyhow,

daughter, sent her ter school in Saint
L.Louee, an’ nobody
suspected she wus a nigger.
she didn't know it herself.”

“Yer mean the girl’'s a slave?”

“Yer bet! That's the !aw, ain't it?”

“And Kirby knew about this?”

“l reckon he did. 1 sorter judge,
Tim, frum whut Carver sed, that he
wus more anxious fer ter git thet girl
than all the rest o' the stuff; an’ it's

| her he wants ter git away frum yere

on the dead quiet, afore Haines er
any o’ them others down at the Landin’
kin catch on.”

“They couldn’'t do nuthin'; if thar
ain’'t no papers, then she's his, ac-
cordin’ ter law. I've seen that tried
afore now.”

“Of course; but what's the use o’
runnin’ eny risk? A smart lawyer
like Haines could make a devil ov a lot
0’ trouble just the same, if he took a
notion. That's Kirby's idee—ter cum’
up yere in a boat, unbeknownst to eny-
body, tle up down thar at Saunders’,
an' run the whole bunch o' niggers off
in the night. Then it's done an’ over
with afore the Landin’ even wakes up.
I reckon the jedge told him that wus
the best way.”

There was a moment of silence, the
first man evidently turning the situa-
tion over in his mind. The sheriff bent
across the rail, and spat into the dark-
ness below,

“The joke of it all is,” he continued
with a short Iaugh, as he straightened
up, “this didn't exaetly work out
‘cordin’ ter schedule. When we
dropped in yere we rounded up the
niggers all right, an’ we got the girl
whar there’s no chance fer her ter git

| away—

“Is that the one back in the house?”

“l1 reckon so; leastways she tol’
Kirky her name was Rene Beauca“ire.
an’ that’s how it reads in the papers.
But thar ain’t no trace ov her mother,
ner ov the jedge's daughter. They
ain’t in the house, ner the nigger
abins, Leaves me in a deuce ov a
fix, fer I can’t serve no papers less we
find the daughter. Her name's Eloise:
she’s the heir et law, an’ I ain’t got no
legal right fer ter take them nizgers
away till 1T do. Looks ter me like
they'd skipped out. Thar's Kirby an’
Carver, a comin’ now, an they're
alone; ain't got no trace ov the girl or
her mother, I reckon.”

Where I ¢rouched in the shadows 1

Cecould gain no glimpse of the approach-

CWay,
their feet

:lln"ﬂ.'ll at the

that girl

 won't talk.

and so he's Sorter | these men,
1 tlil‘!

ing figures, bur I heard the erunch of
their boots on the gravel of the drive-
and a moment later the sound of
as they mounted the wooden
steps. Kirby must have perceived the
torms of the other men as soon as he
artained the poreh level, and his nat-
urally disagrecable voice had a snarly
'ing.

“That vou, Donaldson? Have either
of those women come bhack?”

“No,” and 1 thoueht the
ANSWer wis Il:lt‘t*f}' cordial.

What did
Landin™?”
T savagzely.,

sheriff’s
“*We ain't
SO llnlhlui_\.‘. you learn
“Haven't found
except that Haines
hasn't been home since before dark:
some nigger came for him then., Is
<afe inside?”
just as you left her, but she
Tim tried her again, but
she wudn't even answer

“thin*.':.'
(race

-

Sure
it's no use;
him.”

“Well, by Heaven! I'll find a way to
make her open her mouth., She knows
where those two are hiding. They
haven't had no time to get far away,

in the |

I heerd the jedge tell
Dut |

lie _-

Thar .

but Carver he says |
the
jedge he brought her up like his own

'round yere even |
I reckon |

| least

|
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and I'll bring her to her senses before |

Come on, Carver:
‘It who's master here. if
ke a common nig-

I am through.
show the went
I have to lick her
ger.”

The front door opened, and elosed.
leaving the two without standing in
silence, the stillness between
finally broken by a muttered curse,

I drew back hastily, but in silence.
eager to get away before the sherify
and his deputy shouid return to their
«+qts by the poreh rail. My oricinagd

lan of warning the women of
honse of their peril was blocked,
{l]f‘il']}' A Y &
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Thet's | aware of their position—someone had | was unable

reached them before me—and two af
were already in hiding.” Why
the third, the one most deeply in-
volved, had failed to accompany the
others, could not be comprehended.
The mystery only made my present
task more difficult. Why should Delia,
the slave, disappear in company with
Floise, the free, and leave her own
daughter Rene behind to face a situ-
ation more terrible than death? 1
could not answer these questions; but
whatever the cause the result had
been the complete overthrow of the
gambler’'s carefully prepared plans.

Not that T believed he would hesitate

for long, law or no law: but Donald-
son, the sheriff, refused to be a party
to any openly illegal aet, and this
would for the present tie the fellow’s
hands. Not until Miss Eloise was
found and duly served with the evie-
tion papers would Donaldson consent
to take possession of single
This might still give me time for ac-
tion.

I slipped along in the shadow of
the house, without definite plan of ac-
tion bur with a firm purpcse to act.

The side doeor T knew to be securely h

locked, yet first of all it was essen-

Carver Thrust Her Forward, but Re-
mained Himself Blocking the Door-
way.

tial that T attain to the interior. But
one means to this end occurred to
me—the unshaded window through

which the glow of light continued to
£ £  but to know that one may lose one's

stream. I found I could reach the
edge of the balcony with extended fin-
gers, and drew myself slowly up un-
til I clung to the railing, with feet
finding precarious support on the
outer rim. This was accomplished
noiselessly and from the vantage
point thus obtained I was enabled to
survey a large portion of the room.

I clambered over the rail, assured
by the first glance that the room was
empty, and succeeded in lifting the
heavy sash a few inches without any
disturbing noise. Then it stuck. and
even as I ventured to exert my
strength to greater extent to force it
upward, the single door directly oppo-
site, evidently leading into the hall,
was flung violently open and I sank
back out of view, yet instantly aware
that the first party to enter was Joe
Kirby. He strode forward to the table,
striking the wooden top angrily with
his fist and knocking something crash-
ing to the floor.

“You know where she is, don’t you?”
he asked, in the same threatening
tone he had used without.

“Of course I do; didn't T help put
her there?’ It was Carver who re-
plied, standing in the open doorway.

“Then bring the hussy in here.
I will make the wench talk if 1
have to choke it out of her: she’'ll
learn what it means to be a nigger.”

I had but a moment in which to
observe the man, for almost immedi-
ately Carver flung the door of the
room open and Kirby swung impa-
tiently about to face the entrance. Ex-
cept for a possibility of thus attract-
ing the attention of the newcomer I
was in no special danger of being de-
tected by those within. Carver thrust
her forward but remained himself
blocking the doorway. I use the word
thrust, for I noted the grip of his hand
on her arm, yet in truth she instantly
stepped forward herself, her bearing
in no way devoid of pride and dignity,
her head held erect, her eves fearless-
lv seeking the face of Kirby. Their
clances met, and she advanced to the
table, the light of  the swinging lamp
full upon her. The impression she
made is with me vet. Hers was a
refined, patrician face, crowned by a
wealth of dark hair. Indignant eves
of hazel brown, shadowed by long
lashes, brightened a face whitened by
intense emotion, and brought into
agreeable contrast flushed cheeks and
red, scornful lips. A dimpled chin, a
round, full throat, and the fizure of
voung wonmanhood, slender and vet
softly curved, altogether formed a pie-
ture so entgancing as to never again
desert my imagination. With one
bound my heart went out 1o her in
svmpathy, in admiration, in full and
complete surrender, efore T could
change posture, almos!: before I ecould
draw fresh breath, her voice, trem-
bling slightly with an emotion she
unable wholly to suppress,
clear as bell, addressed

sounding a

the man confronting her.

them |

' as his methods are entirely
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Case,
“\Y"”' lie answered.,
his own.

you."

not altogcether.™
| ill!‘l'i‘l_\' ta:lq1 him to oo after

“For what purpoze?”

“So pretty a girl shonld
that., Carver. close
outrside.”

I could mark the guiek rise ;

ot

dndd fall

 fore.

slave. |

ver |
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ranalivzed than desired.—Ilartley

ask |

the door and Wit ! ushers

 sueh positions that they
numbers on e

Cof her bosom and the look of fear she . 8F¢ unoceun.ed,

to disguise.  Yet not a
limb moved as the door closed, nor did
the glanee of those brown eves waver.

“You are not the same man 1 met
before,” she began doubtingly. *“He
said he was connected with the sher-
Ifl’s office. Who are vou?”

“My name is Kirby:
here under my orders.”

“Kirby !—the—the gambler?”

“Well, I play cards oceasionally, and
you have probably heard of me
Even if yvou never had until to-
night it is pretty safe to bet that vou
do now.”

“I know,” she admitted, “that vou
won this property at cards and have
nNow come to take possession. Is that
what you mesn?”

“That, at least, is part of it.,”
he took a step toward her. his
lips twisted into a smile. “But not
Perhaps Donaldson failed to tell you
the rest, and left me to break the
news,  Well, it won't hurt me any
Not only this plantation is mine, but
every nigeger on it as well, You are
Rene Deaucaire?”

"Yes,” she replied, slowly, almost
under her breath, and hesitatine ever
so slightly, “I am Rene Beaucaire.”

"And you don’t know what that
means, I suppose?” he insisted sav-
agely, angered by her coolness. “Per-
haps the sheriff did not explain this.

the sherifl

l]*h_

and
thin
all.

Do vou know who and what vou are?"

She rested one hand on the table in
support, and I could note the nervous
trembling of the fingers, vet her low
voice remained strangely firm.

Knox acts after the fash-
ion of a man in love.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

IF AFFECTION WANES

DIES

Pet Wife of Congo Chief Put to Death

When Fickle Lord Tires cf
Her Charms.

An African chief may possess 1,000

' wives, but the chief who has two pet

wives at the same time or keeps any
two wives in the same house is yet
to be found.

To be the pet wife of the chief. to
know that one is pointed out by the
entire village as a beauty and the
honored one, sounds rather alluring,

head when a more attractive success-
or appears is sufiicient cause for hesi-
tation on the part of the bride when
the chief comes a-wooing.

Jewelry that is worn by the pet of
a Congo chief is interesting. A neck-
piece of beaten and carved brass, per-
haps two and one-half inches thick,
eight inches in diameter and weighing
28 pounds, is shaped like the letter
C. After this ornament is placed
about the neck of the chief’s pet she
lies down with her head on a rock and
the ends are closed with heavy lkam-
mers. Heavy anklets and bracelets
accompany the neckpiece, so that she
daily carries about with her from 36
to 50 pounds of jewelry.

As she walks about the village she
Iz the center of attraction. She may
hold this enviable position for five or
Six years, or at least until the chief
may choose another beauty. When-
ever this occurs her doom is sealed.
Off comes her head for the purponse
of removing the neckpiece. and next
the arms and legs that the bracelets
and anklets may grace the fair suc-
CesSor.
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Dancing in Haiti.

Dancing te the musie of u drum.
saxophone and flute is the chief source
of amusement for Haitians in their lit-
tle villages on Saturday night, accord-
ing to an article by William Almon
Wolff in Collier’s. Beginning at sun-
down every Saturday night, he writes.
one will come to a wine shop, if one
follows the sound of the drum. The
drummer sits outside. His unceasing
drumming marks the rhythm of the
music; what melody there is, is borne
by a flute, and almost always there is
a saxophone. The music is the same
at every dance. It is in common tone;
a single cadence is repeated, over and
over again.

Dancing in Haiti resembles the sat-
urnalia among the Australian aborigi-
nes, Mr. Wolff writes. The dancers
are frank and unashamed and one gets
little or no feeling of a personal note
between the two one sees dancing:
rather they are staging a spectacle.

Origin of Drinking Pledges.

Pledging each other in wine was in
reality nothing more than the survival
of the once universal custom of parties
drinking together in ratification of a
bargain. It is in this sense that some
Jewish and Russian couples drink
wine at their betrothal eceremonies.
The Hebrew, after drinking, dashes
the vessel ‘to the ground, in memory
of the destruction of the Temple:
whereas the Russian tramples the
rlass beneath his feet, with the pious
wish: “May they thus fall under foot

 and be trodden to pieces who shall en-

deavor to sow dissension and discord

hbetween ns.”

Good Taste.
(xood taste is the conscience of the
mind. Lowell's definition is compaet

' of thought and is worth dwelling upon.

trait we all agree in
its meaning as a rule
feit : we urge its enl-
admire its exercise but
itself cenerally  less

.".l{'x

Good daste is a
valuing, though

tivation and
the quality
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Whether as the result of more gen-
eral prosperity or the better education
in styles of the buying publie, coats
and other outer garments for the com-

ing fall and winter are distinguished |

by unusual elegance. That is, the fab- |
rics used for them are appropriate and | |

beautiful, the lines on which they are |
cut are graceful and
they are not overtrimmed or freakish
In any particular.

There are several new cloths,
cluding many pile fabries, used by the
manufacturers of wraps. Each has
its own name and it would be burden-
some to undertake to memorize them
all. But they are soft. with velvet or
suede finish, resembling duvetyn and
Bolivia cloth which have made them-
selves familiar. Besides these there
are the wool-furs and fur fabries that

have become important among m:*te-l

rials for wraps. All of themn are soft

b ]

dignified, and

in-

and rich jooking and of a texture that
accommodates itself to the swinging
lines of the present styles in wraps

The short jacket which has the ef-
fect of a eape, shown in the picture,
is made of a taupe colored fur-fabrie
that resembles ,moleskin and is quite
as warm and rich looking. The jacket
sets closely to the figure and 1s belted
in with a belt of the material that
slips through slides at each side of the
back and front. It fastens at the
front, holding the garment snugly teo
place. To accomplish a graceful wrap
the designer has set in shaped pieces
instead of sleeves to give the cape-
like effect and used a shawl collar,
widened at the back to further his
aims. He has turned out a charming
and cozy wrap that is warm and dan

able, which can be Bought at a price
that is within reason for the woman eof

average means.

ontr:butors to Success in Dress

Some clever and charming women,
experienced globe trotters among them,
Insist that no one needs more than
two suits, a good-looking frock or two,
a separate skirt and a small colleetion
of blouses to dress well enough for al-
most any occasion. They confide that
successfui dressing, with a meager
outfir, depends upon choosing clothes
very carefully to start with and
the possession of smart accessories
dress, more than anything else.
plain, beautifully fitted and
lessly tailored sireet suit may be in-
conspicuous, but it becomes a back-
ground for small and exquisite acces-
sories that lift the costume up to the
plane of distinction. Odd vests, col-
lars and cuffs of lace, chie shoes and
bags, just the right collar or fur neck
piece and, most important of all, a hat
that has the cachet of unusual style,
lend a new air to what might be com-
monplace without them.

In the accompanying picture a col-
lar and vest combination, with a shop-
ping bag of ribbon and a hat to mateh

A

| the bag, challenge any suit to remain

unnoticed in their company. The col-
lar and vest are made of embroidered
net in oa lace edging, bordered with
fine Val lace. Plain net is

on |
of |

fault- |

used as a foundation for this plece.
Accessories of this kind make gifts
that are sure of enthusiastic apprecia-
tion from one's friends. These, and
collar and cuff sets, made of durable
laces, like cluny, Irish crochet and
filet, are not to be omitted when one
is reckoning with a satisfactory outfit
in mind.

he pretty shopping bag is one of
those which entice us to linger at the
ribbon counter. It is made of narrow,
heavy satin ribbon in two shades
sewed together in strips that alternate
the colors. It is lined with plain satin
and sewed to a metal mounting with

handles made of the ribbon. The rows

of ribbon are stitched together with

corded edges overlapping, and the bag

' is bound with the darker shade.
' the

In
drama of rich autumnal ecolors
there are deep purplish reds and glow-
inz nasturtinm shades that will make
wonderful bags of this kind. The hat

| to match has a brim and top crown of

georgette crepe and the side crown

. banded by two ecollars made of satin

ribbon like that in the bag.

P

The Between-Seasons Frock,

It is not at all a safe plan to go into
the matter of the fall wardrobe too
early,
summer wardrobe for the few warm
weeks, The material that answers
hest for the between-seasons  froek.
whether that period is the brief
exXisting between spring and real sume-
mer or summer and real fall, is affeta.
amnd as a matter of fact a tuaffeta dress
nude up now may be worn as an in
door frock all winter with perfeet
Wwsie apd conlort.

leaving only the tag ends of the

That Touch of Color.
As a note of color for hat or girdle
a cluster of nasturtiums in rust red or
flaming orange is the choice of the

' Parisienne. This simple garden flower,

- perfectiy

Ole

imitated, is the chosen com-
for simple linen or volle
With white muslin dresses the

panion
FroCks,

ccorrect thing is a little bunch of deep
Corange nasturtioms tucked away in the

folds of a black velvet ribbon waist
belt, a further bunch of the same flows
nppearing on the brim of the shady

s

I it




