
, merely stunned. Once more Ben turn- 

i | 
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He fought like the wolf that was hig 

blood brother—Ilunging, striking down, 

recoiling’ out of harm’s way, and 

springing forward to strike again. 

The old, exhilaration and rapture of 
battle flashed through him as he 

swung his axe, sending home ‘blow 

after blow. § 
He danced about the shaggy, bleed- 

ing form of the bear, escaping the 

smashing blows of the bear with mir- 

aculous agility. But at last the griza- 

ly lunged too far. .Ben sprang aside, 

Just in time. He aimed a terrific blow 

just at the base of the skull 

The silence descended quickly there- 

after. The blow had gone straight 

home, and the last flicker of wahing 
life fled. Ben stood waiting to see if 
another blow was needed. Then the 
axe fell from his hands. 
For ‘a moment he stood as if dazed 

But soon he remembered Fenris and 
walked unsteadily to his side. 

The wolf, however, was already re- 
covering from the blow. He had been 

ed to the mouth of the cavern. 
Sobbing and white as the moonlight 

itself, Beatrice met him at the door- 

Way. 

PART THREE 
The Taming 

CHAPTER XIII 
Fenris is Restless 

Ben rose at daybreak, wonderfully 

refreshed by the night's sleep. 

His first work ‘was to remove the 
skin of last night's invader—the huge 

grizzly’ that lay dead just outside the 

cavern opening. 

The hour was already past ten; but 

Beatrice—worn out by the stress of 

the night before—did not waken until 

she heard the crack of her pistol. She 

lay a while, resting, watching through 

the cavern opening Ben's efforts to 

prepare breakfast. 

Filling one of the two tin plates he 

stole into the cavern. 

Falling into his mood the girl pre- 
tended to be asleep. 

“Wake up, Beatrice,” he command. 

ed, with pretended gruffness. ‘It's af- 

ter ten, and you've got to cook my 

breakfast.” 

She stirred, pretending difficulty in 

opening her eyes. 

She opened her eyes to find him re- 

garding her with boyish glee. Then 

~—as a surprise—he proffered the filled 

plate. 

The days passed quickly for Ben 

and Beatrice. They found plenty of 

work and even of play to pass the 

time. 
With his axe and hunting knife 

Ben .prepared a complete set of fur- 
niture for their little abode. 'And for 
more thin a week, Beatrice was for- 
bidden to enter a certain covert lest 

she should prematurely discover an 

even greater wonder that Ben was 

preparing for a surprise. 

But one morning she missed the fa- 

miliar sounds of his fire-building. 

Present she heard him muttering 

and grunting as he moved some heavy 

‘object to the door of the cave. 

She hurried into her outer garments 

and in a moment appeared. It was a 

hammock, suspended on a stout frame 

to take the place of her tree-bough bed 

on the cave floor. He had used the 

grizzly skin, hanging it with unbreak- 

able sinew, and fashioning it in such 

a manner that folds of the hide could 

be turned over her on cold nights. 

Reading the gratitude in her eyes, 

Ben's lips broke into a radiant smile. 

“I guess you've forgotten what day it 

is,” he said. 

“Of course, I 
month.” ; 

“I've notched each day, you know. 

And maybe you've forgotten—on the 

ride out from Snowy Gulch—we talked 

of birthdays. Today is yours.” 

He walked toward her, and her eyes 

could not leave his. He bent soberly, 

and brushed her lips with his own. 

Lately Fenris had taken to wan- 

dering into the forest at night, and 

once his throat and jowls had been 

stained with dark blood. 
“It's getting too tame for you here, 

old boy, isn't it?”. Ben said to him 

one hushed; breathless night. “But 

wait just a little while more. It won't 
be tame then.” : 

It was true; the hunting party, if 
they had stafted at once,” must be 
nearing their death valley by now. 

Matters reached a crisis between 

CAN'T WEAR 
© BOBBED 

hardly know the 

HAIR 

With« the passing of bobbed hair, 

the elaborate coiffure already in vo- 

gue in Paris is headed this way. 

Besides the high Spanish comb and 

-its modifications so widely popular now, 

new bandeaux are to be worn low over 

Tan 

the forehead, effectively concealing any 

high eyebrow tendencies. 
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for the evening, but for the afternoon 

as well. They are shown in jet, tor- 

toise, .shell, celluloid and the colored 

compositions. Frequently they are 
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Fenris and himself one still, warm 

night in late July. 

“Go ahead if you like,” Ben told 

him. “God knows it's your destiny.” 

The wolf seemed to understand. 
With a glad bark he sped away and 

almost instantly vanished into the 

gloom. 

But Fenris had not broken all ties 
with the cave. The chain was too 

strong for that. Fenris had joined 

his fellows, to be sure; but he still 

kept watch over the cave. 

CHAPTER XIV 
The Poison Plot 

Beatrice had kept only dan approxi- 

mate track of the days; yet she knew 

that an attempt to rescue her must be 

almost at hand. 

The wolf had gone now to join his 

fellows. She was not aware of his al- 

most nightly return. Perhaps the fact 

of his absence gave her an opportun- 
ity to save her father from Ben's am- 

bush. 

The thought was with her, and she 

was desperate one long, warm after- 

noon as she searched for roots and 

berries in the forest. And all at once 

her hand reached toward a little vine 
of black berries, each with a green 

tuft at the end. 

As if by instinct, hardly aware of 

the motion, she withdrew her hand. 

She knew this vine. It was the dead- 

ly nightshade, and a handful of the 

berries spelt death. She started to 
look elsewhere. 

But presently she paused, arrested 

by an idea so engrossing and yet so 

terrible that her heart seemed to 

pause in her breast. - 

Her father’s life was in imminent 
danger. Another day might find him 

stretched lifeless before her. Ben had 
not hesitated to use every weapon in 

his power; she should not hesitate 

now. 
Eagerly her fingers plucked 

black berries. 

In one of the tin cups Beatrice 

pressed the juice from the mnight- 

shade, obtaining perhaps a table. 

spoonful of black liquor. To this she 

added considerable sugar. 

Then she concealed the cup in a 
cluster of vines, ready for the mo- 
ment of need. 

Then she hastened up the ridge to 

meet Ben on his way to the cave. 

She walted a few minutes, then spy- 

ing his stalwart form at the edge of 

the beaver meadow, she tripped down 

to meet him. 

B8he walked to the door of the cave, 

procuring a handful of dried red-root 

leaves that she used for tea. Through | 

the cavern opening he saw her drop 

them into the bucket that served as 
their teapot. 

Then she came back for the oiled, 

cloth bag that contained the last of 

their sugar. He began to eat his 

steak. 

All*that he had told her concern- 
ing his war with her father recurred 

to her in one vivid flash. Could it 

have been that he had ‘told the truth 

—that her father and his followers 

had been the attackers in the begin- 

ning? 

But even as these thoughts came 
to her, she had walked boldly to the 

the 

Millions Ahead 

A trip abroad has brought $5,008, 

000 to Mrs. Ida M. French, above, 

daughter of the late Robert J 

Wynne, former postmaster general. 

London courts awarded her this 

sum from her husband's estate. The 

couple has been reconciled 
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UNCLE DICK’S TALK] 
Dear. Girls and Boys:—If you were 

here today, you would certainly think 

that Christmas was very near. 1 was 

talking to the lady reporter yesterday, 

after I sent your chat and letters 

away, and she told me something that 

seemed to me a good story to hand on 

to you. It is a story about two prin- 

cesses and is just right for Christmas. 

First IT must thank George and Mil. 

dred and Royden for the pretty cards 

that they sent me. I got some of the 
cards away today and will have the 

rest away before night, along with the 

letters, which have been a bit slow in 

getting out, I must confess, but Uncle 

Dick has not been, either, you may well 

believe, for there are forty-five cards 

to send. 

“I wonder the boys and girls 

would not like to hear the first Christ. 

mas story, along with the new one 

that comes every year?’ was the ques- 

tion that the lady reporter asked me, 

and I just told her that as she was 

prabably more up on princesses than 

I was, that she could give it to me, 

and, as I said before, it could be pass. 

ed on. 

She told about the last princess first 

and this is what she asked me to tell 

if 

you: Away over in England, just a 

very little while ago, the Princesg 

Mary, who is the daughter: of King 

George and Queen Mary of the PBrit- 

ish Empire, to which we belong, got 

word that a dear little baby was to 

come to her. You remember that she 

married a ‘rich Viscount 

coming, they set to work to make 

over another of their beautiful homes 

to have it all ready for the baby. All 

over the British Empire everyone is 

waiting to hear about the arrival of 

the baby, when the beautiful home is 

all ready for it. It makes one so hap- 

py to think that a princess of the 

Royal line of England, is to have such 

an honor, and everyone rejoices with 

her, 

A Jolly Christmas 

By Thornton W. Burgess 

The Christmas 

Today the whole wide 

The 

Tt was up at Farmer Brown's house. 

It was in the Old Orchard. It “was 

down on the Green Meadows. 

up in the Old Pasture. It was along 

the Laughing Brook and around the 

Pool. All the little people 

They didn’t know what it was, 

know nothing of 

It was 

Smiling 

felt it. 

for of course they 

man-made holidays. But they felt it. 
fire and emptied the contents of the without knowing why they knew that 

cup into the boiling water in the tea-|i1.¢ gay was different from any other | 
pot. jday. You the Christmas spirit, 

Then she took the pot off the fire) Shich is the spirit of good will, had 
and poured the hot contents into the 

cup that had just-held the potion. She 

brought it steaming to Ben's side. 

“It's pretty strong, I'm afraid,” she 

told him. “The leaves weren't very 

good, and I boiled them too long. “I'm 

afraid you'll find it bitter.” 

“I'll drink it, if it's bitter as gall,” 

he assured her. 
His hand reached and seized the 

handle of the cup. 

Then she seemed to writhe as in a 

convulsion. Her voice rose in a pierc- 

ing scream. ‘‘Ben—Ben—don’t drink 

it!" she cried. ‘‘God have mercy on 

my soul!” 

Bhe reached and knocked the cup 

from his hand; and its black contents, 

like dark blood, stained the sandy floor 

of the cavern. 

“Never mind, Beatrice,” the man 

was saying, his deep, rough voice gen- 

tle as a woman's, ‘Don't cry—just 

forget all about it. Let's go over to 

your hammock and rest awhile.” 

“But ‘you don't understand—you 

don’t know-—what I tried to do—" 

His rugged face lighted as he smil- 

ed, kindly and tolerantly. . But her 

solemn voice arrested him. 

“Wait, Ben. I want you to know 
—80 you won't trust me again. The 

cup—was poisoned.” 
The man looked at her, in infinite 

compassion, then came and sat beside 

her in the hammock. Rather quietly 

he took.one of her hands. Then he 

pressed it to his lips. 

“You'd kiss my hand—after what I 

did?” 
“After what you didn’t do,” he cor- 

rected. 

They would need fuel in plenty to 

keep the fire bright tonight Evident. 

ly raln was impending-—one of those 

cold, steady downpours that 

liked so cordially. 

He went ‘a full two hundred yards 

before he found a tree to his liking. 

It was a tought spruce of medium 

height and just at the edge of the 

stream. He laid his rifle down, lean- 

ing it against a fallen log; then began 

his work. 

His blows struck true from habit. 

Now the tree was half-severed: it was 

time to cut on the opposite side. Sud- 

denly his axe crashed into yielding, 

rotten wood. 

Half of the tree had been rotten, 

changing the direction of its fall and 

crashing it down before its time. 

Ben leaped for his life, instinctively 

aiming for the shelter of the log 

against which he had inclined his rifle; 

but the blow came too soon. 
Ben's rifle, catching the full might 

of the blow, was broken like a match. 

Ben himself was crushed to earth as 

beneath a meteor. The rain clouds 

deepened and spread above his motion- 

less form. 

Beatrice’'s dreams were troubled af- 

ter Ben's departure into the forest. 

She opened her eyes; the cavern 

was deep with shadow. 

She wondered why Ben did not come 

into the cave. Was he embittered 
against her, after all? 

Her uneasiness was swiftly develop- 

ing into panic. 

Jeweled. L (Continued in our next issue} 
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filled every heart. 

Perhaps their stomachs had some- 

thingt o do with that kondly feeling. 

You know there is nothing like a full 

stomach to make one feel kindly to- 

ward others. And the stomach of all 

the little people of the Green Mead- 

ows and the Green Forest were full. 

Farmer Brown's Boy had seen to that. 

Very early this Christmas morning he 

had, started out with a load of good 

things and he had left some of them 

wherever he thought they would be 

most easily found by those for whom 

they were intended. 

So it was that Peter and Mrs. Peter 

had not had to go beyond the edge of 

the dear Old Briar-patch to find‘ such 

many a 

beautiful Christmas was abroad. @ 

spirit of good will 

world should fill. 

—Peter Rabbit. 

“It's a fine day, Peter,” said he; “a 

“jolly fine day.” 
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found a feast almost on his doorstep. 

On his favorite resting place on the 

edge of the Smiling Pool Jerry Musk- 

rat had found carrots enough to last 

him two or three days. It was the 

same way with the little people of the 

Green Forest and the Old Orchard. 

No one had been forgotten. . Bo it was 

that good will filled the hearts of all 

just as the food had filled their stom- 

and has a | 
very fine home, but when she and her 

rich husband heard that‘\the baby was | 

1 

Now the other princess lived 2,000 

Fob ago, a long, long time ago, and 

|she belonged to the Royal: line of 
| David, the great King of Isracl. Her 
| name was Mary, too, and God told her 

| that she was to have a dear little 

{ baby, and that he wus to be ‘a great 

man. Mary was very happy, but she 

was poor, and she had gone to a 

{ crowded town, where the people were 

fall gathered to pay their taxes. The 

hotel was called an Inn, and Mary 

and Jer husband could not get in at 

all—just think of it! A Xing to be 

born, for that was what she was told 

He would be, and where do you sup- 

pose she had to receive Him? It was 

at night when they arrived at Bethle- 

hem, and they were so tired, yes very 

tired, so they ‘went to a stable! Yes, 

actually, and not long after, the dear 

little baby came to Mary, and He was 

put "in a manger ‘right among the 

straw, with dear little lambs bleating 

gently to their mothers, the sheep, 

and the whole stable was all alight. 

There were people In that Inn, near- 

by, who wished that they had shared 

{some of the glory of that night, but 

they lost it, because they were selfish. 

Do you wonder girls and boys, that 

{ Christmas is a time when people are 

{kind and loving, when they know 

[about this wonderful story, of the 

i King of Kings? Xing George bows to 

| Him, Oh, yes, and all the good Kings 
jof the earth, for that Baby is the King 

of Heaven now and of earth, and He 

was born in a manger! He knew 

what it was to be poor, and so He 

| sends the love for the poor into all our 

| hearts, even those who do not bow 

|to Him as they should, 

| Because the people did not ring the 
{bells of Bethlehem and sing His 

| praises, when He came the angels 

|came and sang and the poor shep- 

herds worshipped Him, while the rich 

people would not pay any attention to 

Him, until some great lords arrived 

from a far-off country. And the story 

repeats itself that many in far-off 
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Green Forest, who so possessed of the 

feeling that on this aay there was no 

danger that he didn't even watch out 

for it. So it was that unexpectedly 

he came almost face to face with 

Reddy Fox. Just for a second his 

heart seemed to leap right up in his 
threat. Then Reddy Fox grinned. 

“It's a fine day, Peter,” sald he, “a 

jolly, fine day. I hope you are feel- 

ing as fine as T am.” Reddy grinned 

again, and before Peter could find his 

tongue trotted on. 

When Peter reached the Green For- 

est he heard the voices of Sammy 

Jay, Blacky the Grow, Chatterer the 

Red Squirrel, Happy Jack Squirrel 

and Rusty the Fox Squirrel, and he 

knew by the sound that they were 

greatly and happily excited. Peter 

pricked up his ears. 

“Something going on over there!” 

he exclaimed, and hurried as fast as 

his long legs could take him. 

When he got there he found that 

hig friends were gathered around a 

little hemlock tree. It was the most 

wonderful little hemlock tree in all 

the Green Forest. From the topmost 

branch to the lowest branch every 

branch hore something of which some 

one of the little people gathered was 

specially fond. Bcattered about be- 

neath it were other good things. There 

were nuts and corn for the Squirrel 

cousins, suet and bones with bits of 

meat slinging to them for Drummer 

the Woodpecker, Yank Yank the 

Nuthatch and Tommy Tit the Chicka- 

dee, sunflower seeds for those who 

liked them, an apple or two, and many 

other good things. It was a Christmas 

tres. Farmer Brown's Boy's gift to 

his little friends. 

And how they did enjoy itl All day 

long there was the jolliest time ever 
was around © that tree. Everybody 

was filled with good cheer and good 

will. Not once was there a quarrel. 

The Christmas spirit, the spirit of 
good will, filled every heart. 

(Copyright, 1922, by T. W. Burgess) 

lands worship Him today, while those 

who heard of Him first, pay no atten- 

tion. 

The fact is that some of the rich 

| people tried to kill | the" beautiful 
Baby, but the lovely Princess Mary, 

of long ago, was cared for by God, 

who told her to go away to another 

place, and she did what she was told, 

as mothers always will; to save her 

wonderful Baby. Today, the Princess 

Mary of England will not have any 

{ such trouble, just: because the dear 

little Baby came long ago and made 

the world a safe place for mothers and 

babies. ..Now the right name for the 

Princess Mary of long. ago, is the 

Virgin Mary, and everyone who is 

good, loves Her, because she was the 

beautiful Mother of the Lord of all 
the earth, about Whom we sing at 

Christmas time.” 

I hope that you will thank the Lady 

Reporter .for her assistance, for 

though I know the story so well, I 

think that it needs the woman's touch, 

don't you? .I can add something to it, 

just because I got up early the other 

morning. Something woke me—a 

light, and it seemed very bright. Now 

what do you think it was? A great 

big star right over in the eastern sky! 

I stood and looked at it for several 

minutes and someway I understood 

how the Wise Men felt, when they 

saw the, Star in. the East. Of course, 

this was.not The Star, but it was very 

bright and seemed to shine with a 

message of the Old Story that a King 

was to be born, and so He is this 

year and every year, born in every 
heart that will say ‘Come in!” A 

very few will turn. away, if they just 

think about the stable and the manger 

and the beautiful Baby, for whom 

the angels sing. 

The story has got hold of me and 

I hope that it will please you, as you 

snuggle up in mother's arms, and 

listen to it, and perhaps fall asleep 

to dream about angels, who are very 

near us all, to help us and to care 

for us, but especially the little boys! 
and girls. 

Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas, 

is ringing in my ears and I hear mer- 

ry laughter and on every hand your 

Uncle Dick is greeted with good cheer, 

especially - by the boys and girls of 

the city. 

Lots of love again and again. 

From your friend, 

| UNCLE DICK. 

FOR IMMEDIATE WEAR 

For immediate wear, designers are 

providing us with some effective cos- 

tumes of cloth or silk, with novel 

treatments of the bandanna handker-| 

chief as trimming. The colors are 
apt to be a dark shade of blue, brown 

or. black. 

SHORTER SKIRT 

A sports suit for southern wear has 

a skirt of brown and tan checked ma- 

teerial, and a taut jacket with revers 

of the checks. It has very close, tight- 

fitting sleeves and a skirt shorter than 

we have been seeing for the past few 

months. 

NEWEST EMBROIDERY 

The newest type of embroidery is 

that done with ‘very fine ribbon. Some- 

times this is c¢ombined with long 

stitches in floss. It is used on coats 
and evening wraps as well as gowns, 

TRAGIC 

Seven mothers dle In childbirth, for 
each 1000.live babies that are born in 
America. This is the average for the 
last seven years, as shown by the cen- 

sus. 
It is a terrible toll and should make 

all of us realize keenly and indelibly 

the vast debt we owe to our mothers, 

each of whom went down Into the 

valley of the shadow to usher us into 
the world. 

Better news is this: The mothers’ 

death rate in childbirth is slowly de- 
clining. For which, thank medical 

science. 

“Movies,” says a director ‘‘are a gam. 

ble.” They usually win by a full 

house. 

Oregon boxer fights under the nams 

of Broken Blossom and some day may 

have a nose like a rose. 

MRS. GRACE HISCOX RUNS 
GUESTS REALLY ARE GUESTS. 

By . Marian Hale. 

Stamford, N. Y.—Woman, the home 

maker, woman the hotel keeper. It's 

but a step from one to the other. 

In spite of which comparatively few 

women take upon themselves the bus- 

iness of feeding and looking after the 

welfare of the traveling public. 

Mrs. Grace Hiscox is one of the ex- 

ceptions. 

“When, 18 years ago, I found my- 

self saddled with a hotel,” she re- 

lates, “my first thought was that I 
must put it on a paying basis so that, 

in a year or so, I could sell it at a 

profitable figure. 

Have to Be Fed. 

“With that end In view I went no- 

sing about the kitchen. People have 

to be fed, I told myself, so I'll feed 
them with the same care that I would 

guests in my own home. 

“Accordingly I made it a 'point to 

spend & part of every meal hour in 

the kitchen. 

“Then I strained exery effort to 
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A HOTEL 

MAKES HOTEL A HOME 

INSPECTING 
ICLICHENS 

N 

“GREETING 
GUESTS 

IN CHICAGO €0 THAT 

make. my hotel ‘feel’ -homelike. = 
made it a peint to have fresh flower 

from my own garden in the room of 

a new ‘guest. Arrivals .were called 

upon very shortly, to: assure then 

that I myself would do everything for 

their eomfort, and to find out, discreet- 
ly, ‘their personal. .lkes and dislikes. 

Getting Them Together. 

“On cool days I kept a gay wood 

fire ‘burning, in the foyer amd when 
my guests took advantage. of thai 

and came down. from their roqms 

I -myself would see: to it that . con- 

genial people. were introduced to ene 

another. \ ¥ 

“The guest who rushed out to din 

ner. leaving a room untidied returned 

to find it put-in order, the air fresh- 

ened and. the covers - of ithe bed 

turned neatly back. 

“And it paid. It paid so well that 

after 18 years I am still running it an
d 

more fascinated than. ever. 

“Hotelkeeper? There's nobody 11 

the world better . equipped ‘than & 

woman.” 

Drawings by Bill Holman 

DRAWFUNNIES 

Draw in the missing lines and then color the picture 

Verses By Hal Cochran 

Wf 

THE SUNROOM WHEN WE GET 
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| DONT WANT HIM TO SEE 
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\ SWUCKS! SES’ BECAUSE T 
[| )VENT Mo A MOVIE LAST NIGHT 

MOM MAKES ME WASH TW'.. 3 
DISHES TAGHT-OM, WELL , ) 

AINT GRUMBUN NONE= | 
IT ANT S' HARD AS 
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KEY PUT ME - LUCKY 
THAT OLIVIA SAW HIM 

COMING 

J 
a breakfast as they had not had for |achs. The next story: “Peter Hears a| Reader asks if a bald man has 1 

long day. Reddy Fox had Peter Rabbit, on his * way to the | Familiar Voice.” permanent walve to his hair. Yes. ICH 

DOINGS OF THE DUFFS Helen Picks A Safe Place 4 By ALLMAN 

| |) GOT THIS SMOKING CABINET FOR Tom's dn Or, NELEN, HERE § GERRP IT HERE-MY (on, HELEN OH, HELLO, Tom “I'M oN 

BT LEN HEATEE v COMED TOM. "SECRET ROOM AND WHAT CHA) } COMING RIGHT DOWN! / 
. > DON'T LET HiM UP HERE ! NOBODY. NAS THE DOING ? Ei 

the Platter Clean” 
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