Yellow Roscs

By DOROTHY DOUGLASS

The Dent Du Mi

ITH an audacity of outline
denfed to them In the polt-,
€r seasons, the Winter |
Alpa rear themselvea aloft |
mors grandly self-revesled
than at any other time—still with |
their brave and ancient pretence of
being unconguerable. The black and
white becomes them best; and they |
know it: the savage, iron black that |
seems pitiless, and that shining, sil-
very white that dazzles so piercingly.
Ther are really not summer things
at all, but creaturea of the winter—
the short, brilllant day of ley keen- |
uvess, an dthe long night of tempest, |
wind and drifting snows. Then, at
least, clothed so simply in their robea
of jot and ermine, they stand ln some-
thing of their old true majeaty,
eolemn, terrible and great. Bummer,
as it wera, over-dresses them almost,
wwith its skirts of emerald-bright mea-
dows and fringe of purple forests, and
ol fts flying scarves of painted alr
£nd miat, The colors are so briliant,
the skles so soft, the flowers climb
g0 high. Then winter comeg, undress- |
ing them slowly, from the head snd |
shoulders downwards, tlll they
rmerge, austers in black apd white,
paked and unashamed to the skies,

The associations of summer, of
coures, help very largely to empha-
<igs the contrast. Those stubborn
iwaks that lie in January beneath
forty feet of packed and driven snow,
o0 many & morning in July and Au-
eust carried twenty tourists prattling
ic one another of the sunrise, suck-
ing thermos flasks, gigegling of the
tiotel dances to come, not a few hav-
Ing been bodily dragged up, probably,
by guldes and porters overburdened
with the lateat appliances for com-
fort and ense, And the mere thought !
of them all somehow makes the Alps |
dwindle a little. But in winter they
becoms free agaln, and held uninter
rupted converse with the winds and
stars.  Thelr preatest éharacteristic
fecomes manifest—thelr silence. Feor
the silence of the Winter Alps s
genuinely overwhelming. One feels
that the whole world of strifs, clam-
our and bustle, and with §t all the
clash of vulgar ambitions among men,
fras fallen away Into some void
whence resurrection is Impossible.
Stand upon ome of the upper slopes
in mid-winter and listen: all sound
whatsoever has fed away Into the re-
fuotest corners of the universe, It

veema a8 though such a thing had

never existed even, the silence is go | B

£normous, yet at the same tlme more |
stimulating than any possible musie, |
Mmore suggestive than the sweetest in- |
eftrument ever heard. It encom- |
pasees the eky and the earth like mn |
fmmensa vacuum,

In summer, there would be bells,
hells of goate and cows; volces, voices
of cllmbers, tourists, shepherds: peo-
ple einging, plpes playing, an oces-
elonal horn, and even the pufling and
whistllng of at least geveral funicu-
falres in the wvaller. But now al]
these mra hughed and gone away—
dead. Only silence relgns. Even
above, among the preciplcea and
rldges, there Is no crack and thunder
of fulllng stenes, for the sun haa
bardly time to melt their fastenings
and send them down; no hiss of glid-
Ing #now, no roar of avalanches. The
very wind, too, whirring over this up-
per world too softly cushioned with
thick snow to permit “noize”—even
the wind 18 muted and afraid to cry
aloud. 1 know nothing more Impres.
glve than the sllence that overwhelms
the world of these high slopes, The
faint "alshing" of the eki as one fijen
over the powdery enow becomes al
most loud in the eara by comparizon,
And with this sllence that holds true
AwWe comes that other characteristic
of the Winter Alps—thelr Immobility;
that Is, I mean, of couree, tha Immo-
billty of the various items that erowd
their surface in summer with move-

“ment. All the engines that produce
movement have withdrawn deep with-
In thair frozen selves, and lis smaoth-
ered and asleep. The waving gragses
are ktill, beneath thres meters of
tnow; the thelves that in July so bus-
lly discliarge their weights of snow
Iato the depths stand rigld and fas-
tened to the cliffs by naila of glant
{ca. Nothing moves, glides, stire or
benda; all 1+ inflexible and flxsd,
The very trees, loaded with piled-wp
mnstes of enow, stand Nke things of
steel pinned motionless agalnst the

di From Villars.

black gky. Above all, the tumbling
watera that fill the hollows of all
these upper valleys with their darce
of foam and spray, and with their
echolng sweet thunder, are silent and
invislble. One canont even guess
the place where they have been. Here
sit Sllence and Immobility, terrifcal.
Iy enthroned and cloes to heaven,

The Alps, tinzed and tainted in
summer with vulgarity; In winter are
get fres; for the hordea of human be-
ings that scuttle abont the flelds at
thelr base are ignored by the upper
reglons. Those few who dare the big
peaks are perforce worthy and the
bold ski-runoers who challenge the
hazards of the long, high courses
are themssives, like the birds, almost
a part of the mounta!n life. The Alps,
a8 a whele, retire into their ancient
splendor. ;

The whole polnt of the Winter
Alps, Indeed, seems that they then
show themeelves with immensities of
splendor and terrer that the famillar-
ity of summer days conceals. The
more gaunt and somber peaks, per-
hapg. change lttle from one season
to another—Ilike the sinister tooth of
the old Matterhorn, for instance, that
ig too steep for snow to gather and
change Its aspect. But the general
run of summits stand aloof In winter
with an afr of inaccessibility that
adda vastly to their essential majes-
ty. The five peaks of the Dent du
Midi, te take a wellknown group,
that smile & welcome to men and wo-
men by the score in Auguet, retreat
with the advent of the short dark
days lnte & remoter heaven, whence
they frown dewn, genuinely terrific,
with an aspect that excites worship
rather than attack. In thelr winter
aeclusion, dressed In Back and white,
they belong to the clouds and tem-
pesta, rather than te the fields and
woods out of which they grow
Wateh them, for instance, on a Jan
uary morning in the dawn, when the
wild winds toss the frozen powdery

After a Bnowstorm,
Enow hundreds of feet into the air
from all their summits, and upot thia

exaggerated ocutline of the many-
toothes ridge, that sunrige strikes In
red and gold and you may sce a
glght that §s not included in the very
fineat of the summer’s repertoire, But
It is at night, beneath the moon, that
the ‘Winter Alps become really eu-
prems. The shudows are pitch black,
the snow dazzling as with a radlance
of ita own, the “battlements that on
their front bear stars" loom awfully
out of the sky. In close-shutterad
chalets the pemrants sleep, there, in
this sllent world of ice and stars, the
‘ enormous mountiins dream solemnly
upon their ancient thrones, unassaible,
alone in the heavens, forgotten. The
Alps, In these hours of the long win-
ter night, come magnificently into
their own, .
ALGERNON BLACKWOOD.

A Sinful Waste,
“Why won't you do pomething for
me? o't 1 always vote your way?"
“gure,” sald the politielan, “and
that's what makes it seem Bo unneces.
eary to do anything for you™

People, ag a rule, hear better with

background of runnlng slope, or blue

the right than with left ear

Bylvia Graham stood befors the
cheval mirror in the small dressing-
room her studic boasted. Sha brushed
her cappery halr rhythmically, keep-
ing tlme to the old Scotch ballad ghe
hummed, }

On the broad studic couch lay a
gown of dull gold ready to adorn the
figure of Sylvia when the copper masa
should have been brought Into sub-
misslon and properly colfed. Toilette
and ballad were In preparation for a
musleals at which the glrl was to
Blng. A steady glow in her eyes fore-
told success,

In the etudio above David Guthrie
sat close to window and listened,
gpellbound, to the wonderful volee, It
wag the song, as much as the volee,
that ehprmed him. 1t took him back
b the moonl!lt nlghts on shipboard,
when the passengers had gathered to-
gether to hear the same song ren-
dered in the melting voice of a rugged
Scot, The quaint, mournful little bal-
lad bad in It an appeal that stole deep
into the heart. ;
And here—thousands of milles from
bis own bonny Seoiland—someone
else loved “Ae Fond Kies." Guthris
was sure the elnger below loved it

each walllug note.

True to his Scotch inatincts, Guth-
rle was not the man to hesltate when
cnce he knew what he wanted., At
present he wanted to mccompany the
girl's volce. He aross and went
stralght to the plano in his own stu-
dio. Hls tonch was flrm and master-
ful and he knew the notes of the
song 80 well, He picked up the ac-
companiment at the very bar the girl
was singing,

For a moment the volee wavered,
then it went steadlly on. BEven the!.
unexpectedness of the music did oot
dlsconcert the girl. Perhaps her tones

same ballad the girl had sung In her
studlo only a few hours bhefore,

wag abie to get to Sylvia, “I have &
Scotehman

David Guthrle,
iz, at my heels.”

Introductions, they were
certain, but that they stood, face to
face,
shall go home with you tonight?”
vid Guthrie half asked, haif declared.
from the way In which she caressed |,

now, for the unigue way in which you
pald me homage.”
roses at her walst,
nlment to your song?"

ghall ask you to play for me often.”

murred, but the ftash from beneath
her lashes belied her words.

other m8 the two stood before her,

haa Appearad to him aftmost a8 & VIS
fon. He found himself reallzing thai
any woman with artistic taste might
wear dull gold with that shade of
hair, and that many of them, even,
might think of tea romes to complete
the scheme; but, somchow those tiny
yellow buds, ‘more especially the one
nestling In the girl’s hair, eeemed
pregnant with meaning. \

When the girl's Arat tone breathed
out through the room Davld Guthrie
knew that the roses were hia, He
knew toop that he must meet ber, He
wanted to clasp the slender hand that
gathered In his roses and to stand near
her. Something within Impelled him
to rise to his fest before Sylvia's en-
core, He gtood there outlned against
the dellcate gray of the wall.

The guests of Mrs, Wildon marveled
at the sudden rush of eolor to the
cheeks of the singer who was go
charming them with her volce and her
beauty. And the little encore with
which she rewarded them drew their
hearts more closely to her. It was the

"Dear,” sald Mre, Waldon when sgha
who can't walt to meed

Come.”  8She turned and faeed
"“Of course! Here he

you,
That the two acknowledged formal
reasonably

“And I
Da~

they knew full well.

“It 11 eonvenlent,” Sylvia achulesced.
*And perbhaps you'll let me thank you,

She touched th#
“They are lovely”
“And you forgive my rude accompas

"It waeg so far from rude that 3§

“How eoon?” man esked, eas
erly.

"I eould plead

the
fatigue,” she de-
David turned toward thelr hostess.

'Coma with me. I'll do the talking.®
Mra. Waldon looked from one to the

“How Sweetl” Into

Shs Murmured
Them.

inereased In volume, perhaps her ex-
pression became more splendidly tell-
ing, but, certalnly, a deeper color

sprang into her cheeks and her eyes L

of the song and plano had floated cut
to mingle with the twillght shades,
8ylvia turned from the mirror with
quivering nerves. She was sure of
only one thing—that she never had
sung the ballad so well,

In the elevater outalde a diminutive
mesgenger boy was being carrled
swiftly up to David Guthrie's studio. In
hlg hand was a box from a florist,
“The boss sald 1f this ain't the kind
You wanted he'd send some more. Ha
couldn't understand by the telephone
what color you meant” The small
boy delivered himself of this epeech
ag poon 48 Guthrle opened the door.
“They're all right,” replied Guthris,
after examining the roses. And the
lad was whizzed down the elevatar
fingering a bill with his grubby hands.
Guthrle cloged the box, tied & plece
of cord around it and, golng to the
window at the rear of his studlo, he
lowered the flowers to the sill below,
He awunag It several times until it
tapped on the glass. A moment later,
two hesitating, elender hands ap-
| peared, detached the box and with-
{drew, Guthrie heard a smothered ex- | !
{ pression of surprise, I

Below, Sylvla buried her flushed
face in a cluster of fragrant tea roses
whose tiny yellow heads sparkled |,
with cooling dew,

“How sweet!” she murmured into
them. “You ghall go with ms tonizht
—ryour fragrance will inspire my best
volce,” For a long moment ehe was
lost In thought; then, suddenly, she
raised her head and began the second
verss of another old song, “A Bowl

i

of Ropes,” Every word rang clear and

dlstinot:

“And the moul ¢f them ross lke = pras-
. anCe,

*Tate me crept and grew,
“And fllled me with something—some-
one—" :

The volce wavered for a second be
| fora the last line reached the man
who listened so intently.

“Oh—was It youl”

For a fleetlng moment the alr was
charged with the electrle union of twe
gouls—infinitely happy in the melody
of song. Then—Guthrie heard the
closing of & window.

When Mrs, Howard Waldon intro-
duced Mise Bylvia Graham to her
guests that night and the girl stood
hefore them, the lights gleaming on
her head, thers was cne among who

ave a sudden start. He was git
i g far back and the young selnger

the world—""

Ing to go his way, persuaded her host
€58 to let her go, too.

your musleala if I slip off mysteriously
aftor—after my triumph,” she added
saucily,

threaded their way from the rooms,

vld took her key and together they
entered the studlo.
done It alwaya,
cloak and, taking it from her shoul
ders, threw [t across a chalr,

sald, laughingly.
mineg."

she asked.

IEEL e e g e
g Resd above. | Theu e Jat nato I'm _::‘.I’nd Annette has  retired. It

would egpoil everything if she hadn’t
Bha won't even let me
rooms when she's about.
strong views about artistic tempera-
ments and foodstuffs going band in
hand.”

glomeration,” replied the man, thrmﬂr—
ing himself Into a chalr from which he
might watch her move.

equipped
dish, percolator and a dozen acces:o-
ries that hewlldered the man.
I help,” he asked, lamely.

above the aleohol lamp she was fill-
with getting supper!”

his eyes.
with the girls on the walls while you

His ayes traveled about the tapesiried
walia. I don't lke the way your Rom-
ney girl smirks st me—There! that
one of Madame le

me here."
pleture that hung ona far wall, “This,”
he gald, studying the face in the frame,

like that."

hia gaze.
Grduze girl—her own favorite——with

her misty, soft eyes.
arms of the girl in the pleture a lamb
nestled contentadly,
for a long time, locking inoto the beau-
titful face and after a survey of the
room, returned to Bylvia. Hs stood
looking down at her as she worked
with a large sllver spoon,

twinkle in his eye. "Ia the concoction
unruly?”’

the portrait girl,” she eald. *“I shall
\take her down.”

was eomething ]
meaning. She stivred at the steaming

food. }
pegan, “don't Hke to be kept walting.”

steadily Into her eyes,
1,” he repeated, polntedly.

in Sylvia's cheek gava him the assum
ance he wanted. \

"“You are up to something,” she sald.
“You laok positively Impish. Has Syl
vin Inyeigled vyou to that studic of
hers—she thinks it's the only place in

“Perhaps ft Is.,” Interrupted Guthrle.

And then he told her a tale of haw
ng to get home early and Sylvia, haw

‘I'll be muech more of a success to

“Then run nlong,” Mrs, Waldon
aunghed, a3 the man and the girl

At the door of Bylvia's studio, Da-
Qulte gs if ha had

he unfastened the

he
than

“I'm Jjealous of your studio”
“It's  cosler

“Even If it doegn't grow tes roses?”
“It insplree them,” the man sald

“And you Inspire tea tables—to do
helr best. I.et me demonstrate my

etir mush-
Annette hag

‘T'm perfectly willing to try the con.

She produced, from the wonderfully
little tea table, a chafing

“May
fShe cast him a scornful glance from
ng. “Any time a Scotchman i3 a help

An appreclative smlle dawned In
*Then, may I amuse myeeld

mitate Tetrazzind at the chafing dish?"

Brun's 18 much
nore Jolly. She—and her blg muff—
ook quite .8 It they were glad to have
" He aroge and went to m

4q my favorite. I could love a girl

8ylvia ralsed her eyes and followed
He was standing before

In the mlender

Guthrie atood,

“Why—do you—pout?” he asked, &
Bhe shook her head, “I'm jhalous of

“Don,'t" the man eald.

Bylvla glanced up at him. Thers
intangible In his
#Chicken—and mushrooms,” ehe

“Neither do I sald Guthrie, looking
"Neither do

And the conscious flame that burned

used in making hats for mid-
summer than for many seasons
paet. They are flne for remodeling
shapes that have been worn but are
avallable for a second or third season,
88 leghorns and milans. If the used
shape 1s diacolored or not in perfect
repairs, ruffles of lace, sewed one row
above another, may easily cover the
upper brim entirely. With & crown of
net draped over a thin silk for the
top, no part of the original shape i3
vislble except the under trim, Such
8 hat {8 shown in Fig. 1. The lace 18
& German val paitern and is knife
plalted, making rufles a little less

l ACES and nets are more generally

‘hat 18 almost wholly concealed.

Y

The wreath of huds and follage
about the ecrown at the base s all that
is needed to complete the hat.

A leghorn in Fig. 2 shows the under
brim eovered to within an inch and a
half of the edge with a dotted net {n
pale blue. A big puffed crown of the
-net ia draped over a wreath of hy-
drangeas, whick grows wider at
the back, where It climba to the top
of the crown, Very littla of the upper
brim ig visible and the ctown of this
On
the crown the net is draped over plain
chiffon a trifle lighter in tone than
iteelf. This is another excellent de-

than two Inches wide. These are alip
ptitched to the brim.

CARE OF THE GIRL’S ROOM

Trlck of Having Apartment Beautiful,
Attractive and Clean Is Simple
and Easily Learned.
A gzirl can learn nothlng more use-
ful than the simple triek of having
her own room heautiful, attractive
and elean. It {a not always posgible
to have the furniture, but ohe can
bave a “homey looking” room. Ono
thing is absolutely necessary, a room
muet be clean, bedepreads, pretty
linen dregser pleces and chair cush-
lons are necessary. Cover the trunk
(If kept in the room) with a cretonne
cover, and have a scrap basket to
hold little odds and ¢nds which must
be burned. On the table have well
solected books and magazines. Keep
g8y poétal cirds in a neat postal card
book. Do not decorate the walls with
them, for pretty as they are they soon
hang creoked and make a room look
untidy.
Have a place for shoes, for if any-
thing makes a room upset it Is a pair
of tan shoee lving, pigeon-toed, under
the bed and another pair of black ones
under the dresser. Keep the closet
in order so that when the door fis
opened you will not be aghamed to
have anyone see how you keep your
clothes. If you put things away as
yon use them you can have a room
llke this. Have one palm or fern
grace your room, and If it dles get a
uew one.

GRACEFUL LINGERIE DRESS.

Peautifully embroldered in pale

plue and white,

Bign for a hat which 1s to be remod:
eled from one that shows slgns of
wear. JULIA BOTTOMLEY.

CLEVER USES OF BASKETS

Make Very Pretty Jardinieres by Uass
of Cheap Matérlals and Little
2 Artistic Skill,

A woman who likes to have he
house full of growing plants in win-
ter has discovered the baskets which
can be bought for 10 cents make very
pretty jardinieres, These baskets, In
ald-fashioned willow-ware, come in
dark green, deep red and brown, and
any of them are effective with the
Ereen of the plants, says the New
York Tribune. 1f the baskets ara
hought in a 10-went store it is maost
Hkely that one will need only to go
to another department to huy for 11
cents the pans that will exactly fit
them. Before being filled by the flor
ist the pans should he painted grasa
green, or to match the basket,

One of these baskets may also, with
a little more manipulation, he made
to 11 the more prosaie sphere of a
work-basket, llned with Perslan eilk
in harmonizing colors. On one side
I8 & pocket of eilk drawn up by nar
row elastle, and small bows holding
In place an emery ball, a bedkin, a
glove mender and a needle book make
a pretty decaoration miong the edgea.
The outer edge I8 trimmed with a
maodest little faney fringo,

Newer In style Is the brown one,
with yellow added for brightness
There 1 & mat in the bottom cut from
cardboard and covered  with hrown
sllk, which is fastened to the under
slde with glue. The littla silk cush-
lon, which 13 of the tomato order,
mensures four and a  half  {nches
across. Roth mat and cushion ara
held in place by two stilehes ¢! strong
gllk that go through the bottom af
the basket, A yard and a half of rib.
bon three and a quarter inches wida
will be required to hold JAhe spoola
and to make the bow., A gquarter of
8 ¥ard of g wider ribbon In the pame
shade will do for the cushion,

s e
8l1p-Over Blouses,

Blougers of sllk or linen or wool ar
Batin or pongee that slip over the head
and requlire no buttening up hack or
front are the latest. They are Yery
dainty in appearance and complete,
needing no gulmpe. There i3 a littla
opening down a few inches in front
and the neck has a tube for B draw-
string of silk, which ties in front and
ende in tassela. Some are finlshed
at the neck with a net frill, The
sleeves are in kimono style and there
1s any variety of plain, striped and
fancy ellks and other materials.

—
Crocheted Cuff Links,

Cuff links for wash waists may bae
made from two crochet buttons, sewed
together like the parts of a dumbball
lnk with a strong thread loop of tha
right length, which i then button-
holed over and over. These Hnks will
wasly are pretty and gre not easily
lost, besides being economlical,

SR
Chamuis Trimmings.

An odd but beautifyl evening gown
is of chamols colored tulle, with em-
broideries worked on real chamois
leather in Japanese style with floss
sllks. The designs ara chryganthe-
mums In lovely shades of vellow, gray
and drab, and here and thers & dra-
gor worked in silver thread,




