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CHAPTER

“Kirby, stand up! Drop that rifle—
take it, Eloise. Now- raise your hands.

Tim.”
“Whut's up?”

“Is there anything serious going on

outside?”
“No: nuthin’ much—just
wowin'. Yer want me?”
“Search that scoundrel for weapons.
Don't ask questions; do what I say.”
He made short work of it, using no
gentle methods.

“Wal’, the gent wasn't exactly harm- 'sacked the cabin, taking with them, as

pow-

|
]
[ |

question, informed them as 10

them was the rescued boy. They would

attack upon two men, and two womei,
unarmed, except possibly with a pistol
or two. even though barricaded Dbe-

farce. This same gang had already

less,” he reported, grinning cheerfully, | (j,.v pelieved, every weapon it con-
(Lo - - - o L = b ’ P

}““5‘“]9"’“ this yere knife an’ cannon. | ¢.;neq. In their haste they had over-
Now., maybe ve'll tell me whut the |, o o tvo cellar below. They had no

h—'s up?”

thought of its existence, nor that we

hlrh.}' stood  erect, _hls_ dark PF?Sinwnitml them rifles In hand and with
searching our faces, his lips scornful. 'an ample supply of powder and lead.

“And
Knox.”

perhaps, Mr.

he added sarcastically. “You

might condescend to explain to me

also the purpose of this outrage.”

|

“With pleasure,” but without lower- |

ing my rifle. “This boy here belonged
to the company of soldiers massacred

“Kirby, Stand Up! Drop That Rifie!”

vesterday morning. You know where 1
mean. He was the only one to escape
alive, and he saw you there among the
savages—free, and one of them.”

“He tells you that? And you accept
the word of that half-wit?”

“IHe described your appearance to
us exactly twenty-four hours ago. 1
never thought of you at the time, al-
though the description was accurate
enough, because it seemed so Impos-

sible for you to have been there. But |

that isn't all, Kirby. What has become
of the emblem pin you wore in your
tie? It is gone, I see.”

His hand went up involuntarily. It
is possible he had never missed it be-
fore, for a look of indecision came into
the man’s face—the first symptom of
weakness I had ever detected there.

“It must have been lost—mislaid—"

“It was: and I chance to be able to
tell yvou where—in this very room.
Here is your pin, you incarnatce devil.
I found it caught in those blankets
yonder. This is not your first visit to
this cabin; you were here with Indian
murderers.”

“It's a d—d lie—"

But Kennedy had him, locked in a
vise-like grip. It was well he had, for
the fellow had burst into a frantic
rage, yet was bound so utterly helpless
as to appear almost pitiful. The
knowledge of what he had planned, of
his despicable treachery, left us mer-
ciless. In spite of his struggles we
bore him to the floor, and pinned him
there, cursing and snapping like a
wild beast.

“Tear up one of those blankets,” I
called back over my shoulder to Hall.
“Yes, into strips, of course; now bring
them here. Tim, you tie the fellow—
ves, do a good—job; I'll hold him. Lie
still, Kirby, or I shall have to give you
the butt of this gun in the face.”

He made one last effort to break
free, and, as my hand attempted to

close on his throat, the clutching fing- |

ers caught the band of his shirt, and
ripped it wide open. There, directly
before me, a scar across his hairy, ex-
posed chest, was a broad, black mark,
a tribal totem. I stared down at it,
recognizing its significance.

“By Heaven, Tim, look at this!” I
cried. “He is an Indian himself—a
black Sac!”

® @ Y ® # * z

I do not know what delayed the
attack of the savages, unless they were
waiting for some signal which never
came. I passed from loophole to loop-
hole, thus assuring myself not only
that they still remained, but that the
cabin was completely surrounded, al-
though the manner in which the war-
riors had been distributed left the
great mass of them opposite the front.
The others evidently composed a mere
guard to prevent escape. No move-
ment I could observe indicated an im-
mediate assault; they rather appeared
to be awaiting something.

Those I saw were all dismounted,

and had advanced toward the cabin as |

as possible without coming

closely
within the range of guns.

also sheltered themselves as far as

possible behind clumps of brush, or

ridges of rock. so that I found it diffi-
cult to estimate their number. Only
occasionally would a venturesome
warrior appear for a moment in the
open, as he glided stealthily from the
protection of one covert to another.
No doubt some were brought within
range of our rifles, as these efiorts
were usually made to more advanced
positions, but I forbade firing, in the
vague hope that, not hearing from
Kirby, the chiefs might become dis-
couraged and draw off witbout risking
an open attack.

This was more a desperate hope,
rather than any real faith I possessed.

They had

Lieutenant | ywp o tover might be the final result, 2
surprise

of no pleasant nature Wwas
awaiting their advance.

Convinced, as I had become, that
Black Hawk was actually with the
party, although I was unable to obtain
any glimpse of him, I felt there was
small ehance of his departure, without
making at least one effort to capture

the cabin.

reputation—that of a bulldog to hang panels and Elsie's
More, even, this | fright rang out above the unearthly |

din. A slug tore through my loophote, |
in |
tits passage, and imbedded itself in the

on, a tiger to strike.
hand of raiders must be far south of
the main body of the Hawk's follow-
ers. and hence in danger themselves.
They would never remain here long,
facing the possibility of discovery, of
having their retreat cut off. If they
attacked the attepapt would not be
long delaved.

Still there was nothing left to do
but wait. We were already as com-
pletely prepared as possible with our
resources.

The main assault would undoubtediy

'be delivered from the front, directed

Bevond doubt the Indian chief knew, '

or thouzht he knew, our exact strength
before he consent®l to use his war-
riors in this assault.

If the band had trailed us to this

spot, it had been done through the |

LY

against the door, the only point where
they could hope to break in. Here
Tim and myself held our positions, as
reaay as we could be for any emer-

gency, and watchful of the slightest | .

evell |

movement without. Tim had
brought up the half-keg of coarse pow-
der from the cellar, and rolled it into
one corner out of the way.

His only |

' influence of Kirby, and he had, beyond | that the
who | knew it now.

we were., and the conditions under 'at war but a grim, relentless struggle. |
which we had fled from Yellow Banks. | They came en masse, rushing reckless- |
' The only addition to our party since

!‘

have little fear of serious loss in an

|
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Sacs were fighting men.

ly forward across the open
desire to be first, yelling like fiends,
guns brandished in air, or spitting fire,

animated by but one purpose — the

' battering of a way into that cabin. I

hind the log walls of a cabin. And, |
with one of their number within, any |
Euttpmpt at defense would be but a  bounding toward e, long hair streain-
'tering in the light.
the meaning of that fierce rush; the

|

ledd them—all 1 saw
of half-naked bodies

not who
I SS

know
was 10

ing, copper faces aglow, weapons glit-
Yes, I saw more—

instrument of destruction they brought
with them.
of the maelstrom of leaping figures,
protected by the grouped bodies, half
hidden by
huge log,

horne irresistibly

on the shoulders of twenty warriors, |

eripped by other hands, and hurled
toward us as though swept on by a
human sea. Again and again I fired
blindly into the yvelping mob; I heard
the erack of Tim's rifle echoing mine,
and the chug of lead from without
striking the solid logs. Bullets

That was his nature, his | Ploughed ecrashing through the door
shrill screams of

drawing blood from my shoulder
opposite wall. In front of me savages
fell, stageering, screams of anger and

agony mingling as the astonished as-

sailants realized the fight before them.

An instant we held them. startled,

and demoralized. The warriors bear- |

ing the log stumbled over a dead body
and went down, the great timber
crushing out another life as it fell.
Acain we fired, this time straight into

their faces—but there was no stopping |

them.
vond the bigz tree; a guttural voice
shouted, its hoarse note rising above
the hellish uproar, and those demons
were on their feet again, filled with
frenzy. It was a minute—no
With a blow that shook the
cabin, propelled by twenty strong
arms, the great tree butt struck,
splintering the oak wood as though it

more.

eig;i?oﬂ;m?hz::ai'itamgl:lilmhtrellztl?y I:: II::: ! were so much pine, and driving a
;Ix‘md r te:r hav’ round nfnre the frfcu‘q Lj:}ggpd Rile clear (heninh S0 DRRSL.
andy) \ GEHT Kennedy was there, blazing away di-
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wus done.” There was no fear in
Eloise, no shrinking, no evidence of
cowardice. Not once did I feel the
need of giving her word of encour-
agement—even as I glanced toward
her it was to perceive the gleam of a
pistol gripped in her hand. She was
of the old French fighting stock,
which never fails.

Against the log wall a few yards
away, Kirby strained at his blanket
bonds, and had at last succeeded in
lifting himself up far enough so as
to stare about the room. There was
none of the ordinary calm of the
cambler about the fellow now—all the
pitiless hate, and love of revenge
which belonged to his wild Indian
blood blazed in his eyes. He glared
at me in sudden, impotent rage.

“You think you've got me, do you?”
he cried, scowling across; then an ugiy
grin distorted his thin lips. “Not yet
yvou haven't, you soldier dog. I've got
some cards left to play in this game,
you voung fool. What did you butt
in for anyway? This was none of your
affair,
who she is? I mean that white-faced
chit over there—do you know who
she is? She’'s my wife; do you hear?
—my wife! I've got the papers, d—
you! She’s mine!—mine; and I am
going to have her long after you're
dead—yves, and the whole d— Beau-
caire property with her. By G—! you
talk about fighting—why there are fifty
Indians out here. Walit till they find
out what has happened to me. Oh,
I'll watch you die at the stake, you
sneaking white cur, and spit in your
face!”

“Kirby,” I said sternly, but quietly, |

stepping directly across toward him,
“You are a prisoner, and helpless, but
I am going to tell you now to hold
your tongue. Otherwise you will never
see me at the stake, because I shall
blow your brains out where you lie.”

“You dare not do—"

“And why not? It will rid the girl of
you, and that means something to me
—and her. Just try me, and see.”

D— you, Knox, do you know ' p... .iffe butt splintered in my hands,

and fell like a flail.

|
|
|
1'
|
|

|
|

1

struck again and again, stabbed, and |

He must have read the grim mean-
ing in my face, for he fell back against |

the log, muttering incoherently, his
dark eves wells of hate, his face a
picture of malignancy, but utterly
helpless—the lurking coward in him,
unable to face my threat. I left him
and stooped above her.

“We shall be busy presently ; the de-
lay cannot be much longer. 1 am
afraid that fellow may succeed some-
how in doing us harm. He is crazed
enonch to attempt anything. May 1
trust you to guard him?”

Her eyes, absolutely fearless and di- i
reet, looked straight up into mine.

“Yes. he will make no movement 1
shall not see. Tell me; do you believe
there is hope?”

“God knows. We shall do our best.
If the worst comes—what?”

“Do not fear for me; do not let any
memory of me turn you aside from
vour work,” she said quietly. “I know

what vou mean and pledge you I shall |

never fall into his hands. It—it can-
not be wrong, I am sure, and—and I
must tell yvou that. I—I could not,
Steven, for—for I love you.”

My eager hands were upon hers, m’
eyes greedily reading the message re-
vealed so frankly in the depths of her

own. She only was in my thoughts; 'whose fingers were twined in my hair, |

we were there alone—alone.

|
|

rectly into the assailants’ eyes, and 1
joined him.

Again they struck, and again, the
jagged end of their battering ram pro-
truded through the shattered wood.
We killed, but they were too many.

Once more the great butt came crash- |
ing forward, this time caving in the |

entire door, bursting it back upon its
hinges. In through the opening the
red mob hurled itself, reckless of death

'or wounds. mad with the thirst for

vietory ; a jam of naked beasts, crazed
by the smell of blood—a wave of
slanghter, crested with brandished
cuns and gleam of tomahawks.

There is nothing to remember—
nothing but blows, curses, yells, the
crunch of steel on flesh, the horror of
cruel eyes glowering into yours, the
clutching of fingers at your throat, the
spit of fire singeing you, the strain of
combat hand to hand—the knowledge
that it is all over, except to die. I
had no sense of fear; no thought but
to kill and be killed. I felt within me
strength—desperate, insane strength.

but the bent and shapeless barrel rose
I saw it crush
against skulls; I jabbed it straight
into red faces! I brought it down with
all my force on clutching arms. For
an instant Tim was beside me. He
had lost his gun and was fighting with
a knife. It was only a glimpse I had
of him through red mist—the next in-
stant he was gone. A huge fellow
faced me. a Winnebazo, I knew, from
his shaven head. I struck him once,
laying open his cheek to the bone;
then he broke through and gripped me.

The rest is what—a dream; a de-
lirium fever? I know not; it comes to
me in flashes of mad memory. 1 was

flung to the floor. Moccasined feet
trod on me, and some fiend gripped my
hair. bending my head back across a

A Huz> Fellow Faced Me—a Winne-
bago, | Knew.

dead body, until I felt the neck crack.
Above me were naked legs and arms,
a pandemonium of dancing figures, a
horrible chorus of maddened yells. 1
caught a glimpse of Asa Hall flung
high into the air, shot dead in mid-
flight, the whirling body dropping into
the ruck below. I saw the savage,

lift a gleaming tomahawk and eircle it

. L e " - | . .
“They're a comin’, Cap,” yelled Ken- | ahout his head ] I stared into the hate

nedy and his rifle cracked.

"y

they're here:

With one swift spring I was back ai
my deserted post and firing.
hefore had I been in an Indian battle,

Never

“By G—! | of

|

but they had told me at Armstrong | ness, death.

his eyves, and a- swept down—

ore was a glare of red and yellow
me between us, the thunder of an
explosion; the roof above seemed to

burst asunder and fall in—and dark-

I
This was to be no play |

space,
pressing upon each other in headlong |

It was there in the center |

cgesticulating red arms—a |
forward

A red blanket flashed back be- |

S ————.,

CHAPTER XVIL
The Trail to Ottawa.

When my eyes again opened it was
‘to darkness and silence as profound
as that of my former unconscCiousness,
For the moment 1 felt
even that I was actually alive,
slowly, little by little, reality con-
quered, and I became Kkeenly con-
'scious of physieal pain, while memory
also began to blindly reassert itself.

I could see nothing, hear nothing.
All about was impenetrable blackness
‘and the silence of the grave. I found
.myself unable ¢ move my body and
when I desperately attempted to do
so, even the slightest motion brought
'pain. I became conscious also of a
weight erushing down upon me, and
' stifling my breath. One of my arms
' was free; I could move it about within
narrow limits, although it ached
from a serious burn. By use of it 1
" endeavored through the black darkness
to learn the nature of that heavy ob-
jeet lyving across my chest, feeling at
it cautiously. My fingers touched cold,
' dead flesh, from contact with which
they shrank in horror, only
counter a strand of coarse hair. The
first terror of this discovery was over-

yet

as

'whelming, vet I persevered, satisfying
'myself that it was the half-naked body
‘nf an Indian—a very giant of a fellow
—which lay stretched across me, an
immovable weight. Something else,
'perhaps another dead man, held my
feet as though in a vise, and when I
ventured to extend my one free arm
gropingly to one side, the fingers en-
countered a moecasined foot.
daring to breathe, I lay staring up-
ward and, far above, looking
through what might be a jagged, over-
hanging mass of timbers, although
scarcely discernible, my eyes caught
the silver glimmer of a star.

I was alive—alive! Whatever had

flect that murderous tomahawk,
keen edge had failed to reach me. And
what had oeccurred? Then it was that

no certainty |

l
|

1
|
|
|

!
|.

| ——— —

“No: not alone—let me heip you. Dn
vou really think you can stand? Why

vou are hurt, dear; this is a knifc

wound in your side. It looks ugly, but

is not deep and bleeds no longer. Are
there other injuries?”

“My head rings, and this left arm
appears paralyzed, from blows, no
doubt: there are spots on my body
which feel like burns. No, I am not in
bad shape. Now let me stand alone;
that's better. Good God, what a
scene !”

The fire, by this time blazing bright-
lv. gave us a full view of (ne entire
dismantled interfor. The cabin was u

| complete wreek, the roof practically

to en-

all gone and the upper logs of the side
walls elther fallen within or dangling
in threat. Clearly enough it had been
the sudden plunge of heavy timbers
and the dislodgment of those upper
logs, which accounted for this havoc
of death. There were dead there
pierced by bullets and bralned by rifle
stocks, but the many had met their
fate under the avalanche of logs, and
amid the burning glare of exploding
powder.

Only between arched timbers and
sections of fallen roof could we move

‘at all, and beneath the network of

Searcely
out |

It was the boy who shot him.

this entanglement the majority of the
bodies lay. erushed and mangled. 1
saw Kirby, free from his bonds, bu’
dead beneath a heavy beam. His face
was toward us and the flicker of flamo
revealed a dark spot on his forehead
—his life had never been crushed om!
by that plunging timber which pinned
him there; it had been ended by a’ bul-
let. My eves sought hers, in swiii
memory of my last order, and she mus,
have read my thought.

“No,” she said, *“not that, Steven.
Oh.

please, can we not zo? There is licle

already in the sky overhead—see. Take

‘me away from here—anywhere, out-

'the probable truth ecame to me—that

flash and roar; that last impression
imprinted on my brain before uftter
- darkness descended upon me, must
' have meant an explosion, an upheaval
'shattering the cabin, bringing the roof
1dnwn upon the struggling mob within,
' the heavy timbers crushing out their
'lives. And the cause! But one was
. possible—the half-keg of Dblasting
'powder Kennedy had placed in the cor-
'ner as a last resort. Had Tim reached
it in a final, mad effort to destroy. or
" had some accidental flame wrought
the terrible destruction? Perhaps no
~one could ever answer that—but was I
' there alone, the sole survivor? Had
'those others of our little party died
'amid their Indian enemies, and were
'they Ilyvinzg now somewhere in this
'darkness. erushed and mangled in the
'midst of the debris?

Kennedy, Elsie Clark, the half:
witted boy Asa Hall—their faces
seemed to stare at me out of the black-
ness. They must be dead! Why, I had
' seen Kennedy fall, the heedless feet
crunching his face, and Asa Hall
tossed into the air and shot at as he
fell. Eloise! Eloise! 1 covered my
eyes with the free hand, conscious that
I was erving like a child—Eloise. My
God, Eloise! T wonder if I fainted; 1
knew so little after that: so little, ex-
cept that I suffered helplessly. If 1

was a time—God knows howWw long—
when all was blank.

Some slight, searcely distinguishable
noise aroused me. Yes, it was actually

upon hands and knees, seeking a pas-
sage in the darkness. I imagined I
could distinguish breathing. Who, what
could it be? A man: a prowling wild
animal which had scented blood? But

cried out—yet even with the wvain
endeavor, doubt silenced me. Who
could be there—who? Some sneaking,
cowardly thief; some despoiler of the
dead? Some Indian returned through

hoping to thus proclaim himself a
mighty warrior? More likely enemy
than friend. It was better that I lie
and suffer than appeal to such a fiend
for mercy.

The slight sound shifted to the right
of where I lay, no longer reminding
me of the slow vrogress of a moving
body, but rather as though someonc
were attempting blindly to scrape to-
gether ashes in the fireplace. I pressed
my one free hand beneath my neck.
and thus, by an effort, lifted myself

shoulder of the dead Indian. The first
tiny, flickering spark of fire had caught
the dry wood, and was swiftly bursting
into flame. In another moment this
had illumined that stooping figure, and
rested in a blaze of light upon the
lowered face, bringing out the features
as though thev were framed against
'the black wall beyond—a woman’'s
 face, the face of Elolse!

. I gave vent to one startled, inarticu-
‘late ery, and she sprang to her feet,
'the mantling flames girdling her as
'though she were a statue. In that first
frightened glance she failed to see

for my dry, parched lips I would have |

did not faint, then I must have been
upon the verge of insanity, for there

a sound. as though someone moved in .
the room—moved stealthily, as though

occurred in that fateful second to de- | side.”

its |
Cdead,

“In a moment; all these surely are
bevond our aid, and yet we
must not depart foodless, We know
not how far it still may be to Ottawa.
Wait, while I search for the things we
need."”

“Not alone: T must be where I can
touch you. Try to understand. Oh
vou do not know those hours I have
spent in agonyv—I have died a thou-
sand deaths since that sun went
down.”

“You
long?”

“Conscious? Yes, and unhurt, yet
prisoned helpless beneath those two
logs vonder, saved only by that over-
turned bench. Elsie, poor thing, never
knew how death came, it was so swift,
but I lay there, within a foot of her
hody unseratched. I could think only
of vou, Steven, but with never a dream
that vou lived. There were groans at
first and cries. Some Indians crept
in through the door and dragged out 2
few who lived. But with the comingz

were conscious—all  night

And She Clung to Me, Her Voice

Breaking.

of darkness all sound ceased and such
silence was even more dreadful than

' the calls for help. Oh, I cannot tell

'vou,” and she clung to me, her voice

;hreaking.
the night to take his toll of scalps, |
I could

“I—I dared not move for
hours. and then, when I did try, found
not: that T was held fast.

Only for a knife in the hands of a dead

savage, which I managed to secure.

1 could never have freed myself. And
oh. the unspeakable horror of ecreeping<

in the darkness among those bodies.

'I knew where the fireplace must he:

heart.” I urged.
—nothing else holds us here.

s0 as to see more clearly bevond the

'that had

that there might be live coals there
still. T had to have light; I ‘had to

‘know if voun were dead.”

“Don’'t think about it any more, dear
“Yes, we can go now

"

We crept out through the doeor, un-
derneath a mass of debris, into the
gray of the dawn. Beyond a little
grove we found some horses browsinz
in the deep grass; they were those
brought us from Yellow

'Banks. and whinnied a greeting as we

drew near. Two of them were fit to

‘ride and the others followed, limpin:

L f0o A

along behind.

A half mile up the vallew we eame
beaten trail, running straight
across from biu®™ to bluff, and disap-

pearing into the prairie beyond. hosd-

"ing directly toward the sunrise.

We

'stopped and looked back for the first

'me; her whole posture told of fear, of |

“indecision.

“Who was it spoke? Who called? Is
- someone alive here?”

The trembling words
strange, unnatural. 1 could
whisper, vet I did my best.

“1t is Steven, Eloise=—come to me.”
- “Steven! Steven kKnox—alive! Oh,
my God; you have answered my
prayer!”

She found me, heedless of all the
horror in between, as though guided
by some instinet, and dropped on her
knees heside me.
‘my cheek, and then the warm, eager
pressure of her lips to mine. I could
not speak; I could only hold her close
~with my one hand.

“You are suffering,” she eried.
“What can I do? Is it this Indian’s
body ?”’

“Yes.” T breathed, the effort of
speaking an agony. “He lies directly
across my chest, a dead weight.”

it taxed her strength to the utmost,
but. oh, the immediate relief! With
the drawing of a full breath I felt a

sounded
barely

[ felt a tear fall on

 apostle on the handle.

roturn of manhood, a revival of life. |

Another body pinned my limbs to the
floor. but this was more easily
posed of. Then T managed to lift my-
- self, but with the first attempt her
jarm was about my shoulders.

(dis- ;

time. There on the side of the slope
under the shade of the big tree, stoodl
the cabin. Only for the wreck of the
roof it spoke no message of the trag
edy within. The sun’'s rays gilded it
and the smoke from its chimney
seemed 2 beckoning  we.come, !
reached out and took her hand, and
our eves met in understanding. What
I whispered need not be told, and
when: we again rode forvoard, it wa-
upon the trail to Ottawa

[THE END]

Apostle Spoons.

Apostie spoons, also called *"gossip
spoons, ' were gilt spoons giv>n by the
sponsors or “gossips” to a child at its
christening. They were so called be-
cause each spoon had a figure of an
Wealthy peo-
ple gave the whole twelve Apostles;
those of less means and generosity
gave the four Evangelists; while poor-
er persons had to be contenited with
oune, heing generally the figure ¢f the
donor’'s or of the child’s patron sa:ut.

The Happy Ending.
“Marguerite, can vou cook?" “No
Percival; can you afford to Keep 0
limousine?” *“No, dear.” So they did
not marry and they lived happily ever

| afterwazd.

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929_scm3542-0397.jpd

With the beginning of the season the suits interesting.

There are at

suits and dresses were prem*nted in least two advantages in models of this

2 variety of silhouettes, and now that
the midseason is here, the public has
jeclared its preference. Wide-hip, crin-
oline and peg-top outlines captured

and held their devotees, but a high
sercentage of well-dressed people
pinned their faith to lines almost un-
sroken in suits, in dresses, and more
particularly in evening gowns. No
new aspirant has disturbed the stabil-
ity of the straight-line suit, and now
that manufacturers have tested out
the public, that is the one thing they
are entirely sure of. Therefore such
new suits as they are turning out for
present sale are variations of the
straight-line models.

“Straight line” is not to be taken
too literally. It means a silhouette
having little definition at the waist-
line. Such as there {s results from
belts and girdles and not from fitting.
The two suits shown in the picture il-
lustrate this point very clearly, and
also bring out the introduction of new
*oatures that vary the style and make

Christmas Decorations.
Everywhere women and children
are more or less engrossed with prep-
arations for Christmas day, the most
joyous of the year for them. No one
can do too much toward celebrating
the greatest of festivals in the right
spirit, tor it should be a day of re-
joicing. The interchanging of gifts is
all to this end, but this phase ot
Christmas celebratis® seems overdonc,
and to occupy too much time and costs
too much money :n late Yyears;

the good cheer at Christmas time and
extensive giving of high-priced gifts
would much better be curtaiied than
the Christmas dinner with the reunion
of members of families and their
friends, the remembrance of the un
fcrtunate o> poor, and contributions
to institutions that need them.

Some things cannot be omitted at
Christmas time, if it is to retain its
significance., The Christmas greens
that decorate our homes and churches,
Christmas candles and goodies and, of
all the things the Christmas tree, must
be provided for. The high cost of liv-
ing has not made these impossible in
any community, and in many places
where evergreen trees are plentiful,
it is time and effort, more than meney,

it |

crowds out other and equally impor |
tant things. Everyone should share in |

kind—the style may be worn for &
long time, it will pass out slowly and
admits of a great variety of decora-
tions.

In the suit at the left of the picture
under-arm tucks and buttons appear
in an original and attractive arrange-
ment with lines running horizontally
on the body of the coat and lengthwise
below the belt. The coat opens over
a vest and the cloth belt fastens
through a buckle at the front. There
is a small choker collar of fur.

In the figure at the right many but-
tons in two sizes and an original cut
of the back of the body assume the
responsibility of distinguishing this
suit from its predecessors. A very
long and narrow sash of the material
slips twice about the waist and loops
over at the left side. A wide turnoves
collar fastens up snugly about the
throat. The skirts are both plain, one
of them a trifle longer than the other,
The length of skirts is very much a
matter of individual taste at present,
from six to nine inches o the floor.

'red crepe paper with small yellew ceb-

ters also of paper, and these, too, will
last a long time, if cared for. The ex-
nense for all the poinsettia needed by
the average church or home is so very
little that no one is too poor to have
this lovely addition to Christmas
greens. Red must not be used too lav-
ishly among them.

Poinsettia is made by cutting petals
in various sizes from crepe paper, win
ing them along the center with very
fine wire, and winding the petals to a
stem of heavier wire. The whole out-
fit for making them costs next te
nothing. Bright red berries can be
simulated with fine wire and sealing
wax, if holly can’t be obtained, by
shaping the wax on the end of short
lengths of fine wire. Some lovely
Christmas baskets for household and
table decoration are made by filling
wicker, or other baskets, with press-
ed maiden-hair ferns and paper poin-
settia blossoms.

Candle, lamp &nd electric light
shades of red and green paper are
made in much the same way as polm:
settia. Petals of red paper, all in one
size, are stayed with fine wire, which
can be curved to suit the light, and
among these a few smaller green pet-
als to represent the calyx of the flow-
er, are to be placed. They are glued

that is needed. The youngsters will |to a circular disk at the center, with

do a lot toward furnishing Christmas
greens, wreaths, branches and little
trees that make a 2ackground for all
the day's festivities and set off the
bright red of holly or candle-berries,
bitter-sweet and poinsettia.

Nearly all the poinsettia used at
Christmas time is artificial. It is made
by houses that manufacture decorative
plants and flowers, of bright red velvet,
and lasts for years, that is, as long
as it is put away carefully from
Christmas to Christmas. By far great-

er amounts of poinsettia are made of

a hole cut in it to fit over the electrie
light or candle shade supporter or
lamp globe. When the petals have
been glued to place the shade appears
flat like a plate, but the petals can be
curved by means of the wire in them,
in any way desired and the shades
made small or large by varying the
size of the petals.

Ostrich Trimming Due.

The vogue this fall and winter will
be pre-eminently for ostrich trimming,
according to buyers of women’s appar-
el making their purchases at the style
shops in Paris. Dresses and wraps,
as well a® millinery, are ostrich
trimmed and accessories, such as bags,

carfs and girdles, are also trimmed
with these graceful feathers.

Kid Used in Informal Hat.

1

|

thin, so that it may be draped effect-
ively. Little metal designs are fre
quently embroidered on the brims.
This is decidediy an innovation. In
one model black velvet and kid are
gtrikingly combined, the leather form-
ing the underfacing of the brim, while
the upper part of the hat i® of

velvet.

Collar and Cuffs.
Tinsel effects are used -

There are many informal little hats which is made up im0 €0’

o

"of xid. The kid used for them 18 very  sets.




