SYNOPSIS.

Fran arrives at Hamllton Oregory's
home In Littieburg, but finds him abwent
conducting the cholr at o camp meeling

o repales  thither In search of  him,
laughes durlng the service and la asked to
leave. Abbott Ashton, superintendent of
achools, escorta Fran from the tent. He
talis her Gregory (s a wealthy man,
deeply Interasted (n charity work, and n
pillar of thw echurch. Aahton becomen
reatly Interested In Fran and while tak-
ng leave of her. holds her hand and is
meen by Bapphira Clinton, sister of Raob-
ert Clinton, chairman of the school board
Fran tells Oregory ahs wants & home
with him. Geace Nolp, Gregory's private
secretary, takes a violent disllke to Fran
and advises her (o a AwAy al onee,
Fran hints at a twenty-yeuar-old secrot,
and Gregory In itation asks Grace (o
leave the room, Fran relates the story
of how Gregory marrled n young girl at
Bpringfleld while attending u\'l.qur' and
then deserted her. Fran Is the child of
that marringe. Gregory had married his

present wife three vears befors the death
of Fran's mother. Fran tnkes a ltking to
Mrs, Gregory. QGregory explnins  that
Fran (s the doughter of a very dear friend
who I8 dead. Fran agrees o the story
Mrs. Gergory inaists on her making her

ith them and takes her 10 her

breach between  Fran and
It ls declded that Fran
wehool Graco shoma porais-

tant Interest in Grogory's story of hia
dend friend and hints that Fran may be
an Imposter 1 threatens to marry Bob
Clinton and leave Gregory's service, much
to the Ilatte digmay, Fran declares that
the setretary must go. Grace begins nag-
ging tacties In an effort to drive 'ran
trom the Gregory home, but M, Greg-

ory remains stanch in her friendship.

CHAPTER X.—Continued.

Miss Sapphira was highly gratified,
“I wish you'd talked this reasonable
at first, It's always what people don't
so6 that the most harm comes of. 1'll
glva a little tea out here on tho ve-
randa, and the worst talkers in town
wlll ba In these chalrs when you bring
Fran away from Abbott's office, And
'l explain it all to ‘em, and they'l
know Abbott Is all right, just as I've
always known."

“Qet Miss Orace to come," Bob sald
shespishly. “She doesn’t ke Fran,
and she'll be glad to know Abbott s

dolng his duty by her, Later, I'll drop
in and have a bite with you."

Thig, then, was Bob's "ldea,” that
no stone might be left unturned to
hide the perfect fnnocence of the su-
perintendent. Heée had known Abbott
Ashton as a barelegged urchin run-
ning on errands for his widowed moth-
er. He had watched him through sto-
dious years, had believed in his fn-
ture career—and no, no bold adventur-
egs, though adopted into Hamilton
sregory's home, should be allowed to
gpoil Abbott'a chances of success.

In his official churacter as chalrman
of the board, Rebert Clinton marched
with dignity into. the superintendent's
office, meaning to bear away the wilt-
od Fran before the eyea of womuan.
Abbott Ashton saw him enter with a
ganse of relief. The young man could
not understand why he had held
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“Did | Get—What?" He Returned With
a Puzzled Frown.

Fran'a hand, that night on the foot-
bridge. Not only had the sentitnent
of thut hour passed away, but the In-

terview Fran had forced upon him at
the eclose of a recent schoolday. hyd
inapired him with netual hostility. It
#eemed the frony of fale that a mere
child, a stranger, should, beciuse of
aonseless gmasip, endenger his chinces
of reappointment—g reappointment

which he felt cerlaili was the best
possible means of advaneement, Why
had he held Fran's little hand? He

bad never dreamed of holding Grige's
- nh there was a band, indeed!

“Has she been sent down?' Bob
asked, In the howarse undertobe of a
fellow-conspirator,

“No" Abbott was eager to prove
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YOUR MIND UN YUUR WURK

Man Who Makes Good ls One Who
Can Shut Out of Mind All but
One 'ﬂg‘!ng._

The man who makes good is the
man who ean shut out of his mind ail
But pue thing. An unsuccessful pri-
| <clpal of & n_chonl ones sald that every

: teacher ought to be able to do three
B thingn_at ' Ot eourss, ho Was
. wrong.. The or who dbes one

i thing At a dons 1t well in

'mu thie | et pousitile ob:
“lepson in  concentration. We

TH

‘noplses, to go forward on & |
mm-lmtﬂvw
mm

.-u. léarn o think alearly amid

bis lunocence. “I haven't seen a sign
| of her, but I'm looking every minute—
glad you're here.”

Confidences were impracticable, be-
cause of a tousled-headed, ink-stained
pupll who gloomed in a corner,

“Why, hello, there, Jakey!" cried
Clinton, disconcerted; he had hoped
that Fran's subjugatlion might take

place without witnesses, “What are
you dolng here, hey?"

“Waitin® to be whipped,” was the de-
flant rejoinder.”

“Tell the professor you're sorry for
what you've done, so you can run
along,” said the chairman of the board
persunsively.

“Naw, I ain't sorry,"” returned Jukey,
hands In pockets. Then bethinking
himself—“But I ain't done nothiu'"

Abbott said regretfully, “He'll have
w he whipped."”

Clinton nodded, and sat down sol
emnly, breathing hard. Abbott was
restlessly pacing the floor, and Bob
wus staring at hlm unwinkingly, when
the door opened and in came Fran,

Fran walked up to Abbott hesitat-
Ingly, and spoke with the indistinet-
ness of awed humility. “You are to
punish me,” she explalged, "by mak-
Ing me work oul this original propo-
gltion"—showing the book—"and you
are to keep me here till 1 get it."

Abbott asked sternly, “Did
Bull send me this mesgage?"

“She {8 named that” Fran mur
mured, her eyes fustened on the open
page,

From the yard camé the shouts of
children, breaking the bonds of learn-
ing for n wider freedom. Abbott, gaz-
ing severely on this =slip of a girl,
found her decldedly commonplace in
appeurance. How the moonlight must
have bewitched him! He rejoleed that
[l{ulwrr Clinton was there to witness
| his indifference.

“Thig |s the problem,” Fran sald,
with exceeding primnees, pronouncing
the word as If It were too large for
her, and holding up the book with a

Miss

slender finger placed upon certnln
Italicized words,
“Let me ses It sald Abbott, with

profesgional dryness. He grasped the
book to read the proposition. Eis
hand was agalnst hers, but she did not
draw awnay, for had she done so, how
could he have found the place?

Fran, with uplifted eyes, spoke In
the plaintive aecents of a five-yonrold

child: “Right there, sir it's
awful hard."”
Robert Clinton cleared his throat

and produeed a sound bursting with
accumulated W's und r's—his warning
passed unheaded,

Never before had Abbott had so
much of Fran. The capillaries of his
fkin, as her hand gquivered wurmly
agalnst hls, seemed dsuwiug her in;
and as she escaped from her splendid
black orbs, she entered his brain by
the avenus of his own thirsty cyes.
What was the usge to tell himself that
she was pommonplace, that his posi
tion was in danger because of her?
Suddenly her hair fell slantwise past
the cornare of her eyes, making a
triangle of smooth white skin to the
roots of the halr, and It seemed good,
just becnuse it was Fran's way and
not after a machineturned fashlon;
Fran was done by hand, there was no
doubt of that.

“Sit there,” Abboit sald, gravely
polating. She obeyed without a word,
leaving the geometry as hostage in the

| teacher's hand, When deated at o dis
| creet distance, she looked over nt Bob

Clinton. He lhastily drew on his spee-
tacles, that he might look old.

Abbott volunteered, "This ia Mr.
Clinton, Presldent of the Board."

“1 know,"

pencil and paper, "he's at the head
of the show, and watches when the
wild animals are tamed.”

Clinton drew forth a newspaper, and
opened it deliberatels

Fran scribbled for some time, then
looked over at him again, "Did you
got 1L?" shé asked, with mild Interest.

“Did | get—what?" he returped, with
puzzled frown,

“Oh, 1 dan't know what 1t 18" said
Pran with humility; "“the name of Ity
‘Religlon',"

i wero you," Clinton returned,
flushing, “I'd be ashamed to refer Lo
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busy systery of o mercantile sstabligh-
ment, and let every othar theught
awdit {ts turn at the edd of ofee
hours. You may have heard a groat
lawyer in action in & crowded court-
room. What was the secrot of his
power? It was that he would nct let
the jury's attedtion or the witness’
tougue wander from the releviot
facts. He kept (nslstéently to the
ght line ‘that 1s {le shortest dis
from polnt to point. He etft-
duﬁunsd all At wak  super-
ﬂuon: fm rial andl ealedlated to
blur tho, saent., (outlined af the mat-
ter  In  cantroversy.—Philndelphin
Ledger. .
—_—
: . _For the Ideal Schoel,. |
'u. ‘Auguntin n.y. A Parslan arehl-
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the night you disgraced yourself by
langhing in the tent.”

“Fran,” Abbott interposed severely,
“attend to your work."

Fran bent her head over the desk,
but was not long silent, “T don't like
#-b¢ and d-ef” she observed with
more energy than she had hitherto dis-
played. “They're equal to each other,
but I don't know why, and I don't care,
because It doesn't seem to mattar.
Nothing Interests me unless it hns
something to do with living. These
angles and lines are nothing to me;
what I cars for s this time I'm wast-
Ing, sitting In a stufty old room, whils
the good blg world {8 enjoying itself
Just outside the window.” She started
up tmpetuousiy.

“8it down!" Abbott commanded.

“"Fran!" exclalmed Robert Clinton.
stamping his foot, “sit down!”

Fran sank back upon the bench,

“lI suspect,”” said Abbott mildly,
“that they have put you in classes too
far advanced. We must try you in
another room—"

"But 1 don't want
rooms,” Fran explained,
tried In acts—deeds.

ta be tried in
“I want to be
Until I came

hera, 1'd never been 1o gchool o day
{n my life,” she went on In a conliden-
tinl tone. “I agreed to attend because

| imagined school ought to have some
connectlon with life—something in it
mixed up with love and friendshlp and
Jugtica and mercy. Wasn't 1 silly! I
even belleved-—Just fancy!—that you
might really teach me something about

religion. But, no! It's all books, noth:
Ing but books."
“Fran,"” Abbott reasoned, “if we put

you In a room where you can under-
atand the things we try to teach, If
we make you thorough—"

"1 don't want to be thorough,” she
explained, “1 want to be happy. 1
guess all that schools were meant to
do 18 to teach folks what's In books,
iand how to stand In a stralght line,
The children in Class A, or Class B
have their minds sheared and pruned
to look alike; but | don't want my
broin after anybody’s patiern.”

“You'll regret this, Miss,” declared
Clinton, In a threatenlng tone, “You
slt down. Do you want the name of
belng expalled ?"

“I don't care vary much about the
names of things,” sald Fran ecoolly;
“there are lots of reapectable names
that hide wlckedness,” Her tone
changed: “But yonder's another wild
animal for you to train; did you come
to goa him beaten?" She darted to the

corner, and geated herself heside
Jakey,
"Say, now,"” Hob remonstratad, pull-

Ing his mustache deprecatingly, “ev-
erybody knows 1 wouldn't see o dog
hurt If It could be helped. I'm Jakey's
friend, and I'd be yours, Fran—hon-
eatly—If 1 could. But how's a school
to be run without authority? You
aln’t reqsonable. All we want of you
is to be biddable.”

“And you!" eried Fran to Abbott,
beginning to give way to high pres-
gure, 1 thought you were a school-
teacher, not just, but also—a somae-
thing very nice, also n teacher, But
not you. Teacher's all you are, juat
rules and regulations and authority
and ehallk and a-b-¢ and d-eL."

Abbott erimsoned. Was she right?
Was he not something very nice plus
his vocation? He found himself des
perately wishing that she might think
B0,

Fran, after one long glowing laok at
' him, turned to the lad In disgrace, and
placed her hand upon his stubborn
arm. “Have you a mother?’ gha
asked wistfully,

“Yeh," mumbled the lad, astonished
at Anding himeelf addressed, not an

sald Fran, stariig at her o inkstained husk of humanity, but

a8 an undarstunding soul.

“1 haven't,” eald Fran softly, talk-
ing to him a8 if unconsclous of the
presence of two listening men, “but-J]
had one, a few years ago—and, oh, it
seema so long aince she died, Jakey—
three years is a pretty long timeso be
without o mother, And you can't think
what a fault-blindest, spollingest, can-
diest mother sha was. I'm giad yours
is living. for you still have the chanoe
to make her proud and happy.

No matter how fine [ may toarn out—
do you reckon I'll ever be admired by
anybody, Jakey? Huh! I Buesa not.
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But if I were, mother woulda't be here
to enjoy it. Won't you tell Professor
Ashton that you are sorry™

“Fran—" Abbott began,

Fran made a mouth at him. *1 don't
belong to your school any more," she
informed him. “Mr. School Diregtor
ean tell you the name of what he can
do to me; hell find It classified under
the E's."

After this explosion, she turned
again to the lad: "1 saw you punch
that boy, Jakey, and 1 heard you say
you didn’t, and yet it was & good
punch. What made you deny It?
Punches aren't bad ldeas. If 1 could
strike out like you did, I'd walt ull I
gaw A man bullyiog a weaker one, and
I'd stand up to him--" Fran Jeaped

| impulsively to her feet, and doubled

her arm—"and 1'd let her land! Punch-
Ing's a good thing, and, oh, how It's
needed. . . . Except at school—you
mustn’'t do_anything humen here, you
must be an oyster at school."

“Aw-right,"” sald Jakey, with a glim-
mering of comprehension. He seemed
toming to life; as if sap were trickling
from winter-congealmant,

Bob Clinton, too, felt the fresh
breeze or early spring In his face. He
reamoved his spectacles,

“The first thing 1 knew,”
resuming her private conversation
with Jakey, "I had a mother, but no {a-
ther—not that he was dead, oh, bless
you, he was #llve enough—but before
my birth he deserted mother. ' Uncle
turned us out of the hounse. Did we
starve, that deserted mother and her
little baby? 1 don't look starved, do I?
Pehaw! If a woman without a cent to
her name, and ten pounds in her arms
can make good, what about a4 big
strong boy lke vou with a mother to
smile every time he hits the mark?
Tell these gentlemen you're sorry for
punching that boy."

“Sorr’,” muttered Jakey
facedly,

“l am glad to hear it,” Abbott ex-
claimed neartily. "You can take your
cap to go, Jakey,"

“Lemma satay,"
budging an Inch.

Fran lifted her face above the
tousled head to look at Abbott; she
sucked in her cheeks and made a
triumphant oval of her mouth. Then
she seemed to forget the Young man's
pregence, '

“But wheén mother died, real trouble
began. It was always hard worlk, while
she llved, but hard work isn't trouble,
la, no, trouble's just an empty heart!
Well, sir, when I read about how good
Mr. Hamilton Gregory ls, and how
much he glves away—to folks he nev.
er gees—hera 1 came, But I don't
seem to belong to anybody, Jakey, I'm
outside of everything. But you have
A home and a mother, Jakey, and &
place In the world, so I say ‘Hurrah!’
beeause you belong to somebody, and,
best of all, you're not a girl, but a boy
to strike out stralght from the shoul
der,”

Jakey was dissolved;
their confines.

One may shout onaself hoarse at the
delivery of a spesch which, If served
upon printed page, would never prompt
the reader to cust his hat to the cell-
ing. No mere print under bold head-
lines did Abbott read, but rather the
changing lights and shadows In great
black eyes.
| Fran could project past experiences
upon the screen of the listener's per-
ception. At her, “When mother died,”
Abbott saw the girl weeplng beside
the death-bed. When she sighed, "1
don't belong to anybody," the school
diregtor felt like erylng: "“Then be-
long to me!"

Fran now completed her work. She
roga from the immovable Jakey and
came over to Abbott Ashton, with
meekly folded hands,

He found the magic of the moon.
light-hour returning, She had mel-
lowed - glowed = softened—woman-
lzed—Abbott could not find the word
for It. She quiversd with an exquisite-
ness not to be defined—a something
in halr, or flesh, or glory of eye, or
softneas of lips, altogether lacking In
his physical being, but sagarly desired,

"Profesgor Ashton,” she spoke sgerl-
ously, “I have been horrid. I might
have known that school is meraly a
place where young people crawi (nto

Fran eald,

shamo-

Jakey pleaded, not

tears  burst

It was marvelous how |

books to worm themselvea fro a Iid to
Ud, awallowing all that comet in the
way, But I'd never been to school, and
I Imagined it a place where a child
was helped to develop iteelf, I thought
teachars wera trying to show the pu-
plin the best way to bé what they were
golng to be. I've been disappolinted.
but that's not your fault; you are just
o system.. If a boy I8 to be a biack-
smith after he's grown, and If a girl
In the same clase la to be a niusle
teacher, or a milliner, both must learn
about a-b-n and def. Bo I'm golog
away for good, becanse, of course, I
couldn't afford to waste my time in
this house."

“But, Fran,"” Abbott exelaimed im-
pulsively, “don't you see that you are
holding up Igndmnce as & virtue? Can
you afford to despiss knowledge In this
elvilized age? You should want to
know facts juat because—well, just be-
cause they are facts.”

“But I don't seem to, at all,” Fran
responded mildly. “No, I'm not ma-
king fun of education when I find fault
with your school, any more than I
show Irreverence to my mother's God
when | question what some people call
‘teligion.” 1It's the connection to life
that makes facts of any value to me;
and it's only In Its connection to life
that I'd give a pin for all the religion
on' earth."

“1 don't understand,” Abbott faltered.

She unfolded her hande and held
thewn up in & quaint lttle gesture of
aspiration. “No, because it lsn't In a
book, I feel l;ut-—«ao out In space, 1
only ask for a place in the universe—
to belong to somebody . ., "

“But," sald Abbott, “you already be.
long to somebody, since Mr, Gregory
has taken you intb his home and he 18
one of the best men that ever—"

"Oh, let's go home," cried Fran im-
patiently, "Let's all of us skip out of
this chalky old basement-smelly jlace,
and breathe the pure alr of life.”

Bhe darted toward the door, then
Iooked back., Sadness had vanished
from her face, to give place to & sud-
den glow, The late afternoon sun
shone full upon her, and she held her
laghes nmpart, gquite unblinded by its
[ntengity. BShe seemed suddenly Il
lumined, not only from without, but
from within.

Abbott selzed his hat. Robart Clin-
ton had already soatched up his. Jakey
sgueezad his cap in an agitated hand.
All four hurried out Into the hall as if
moved by the same epring!

Unluckily, as they passed the hall
window, Fran looked out., Her eyes

|
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“Don't You See That You Are Holding
Up Ignorance as a Virtue?"

ware caught by a group seated on the
veranda of the Clinton bouarding house.
There were Miss BSapphira Clinton,
Miss Grace Noir, and several mothers,
sipping afternoon tea. In an Instant,
Fran had grasped the plot. That clotd
of witnesses wus banked agalnst the
green weather-boarding, to behold her
ignominy.

“Mr, Clinton," sald Fran, all sweet-
ness, all allurement, "1 am golng to
ask of you a firet favor, I left my hat
up In Miss Bull's room and—"

“I will got it,” aald Abbott promptly.

(TO BE CONTINURD,)

Following a Formula,
“People ought to choose their oppo-
sltos when they marry."
“Well, did you do that?"
“Yep, Bhe Uved right mcross the
#treat from me.”

that he had the sunshine first, His
bullding whs so arranged that the
clagses should meot In the east rooms
in tho afternoon, after the morning
sun had thoroughly disinfected them,
and in the west Il the morilng, since
the afternoon sun would have disin.
fected the western rooms on the pravi.
oun day. There should be planty of
ground and plenty of wpand about
nehiool housen. It {8 better to econo-
miee In decorations than in sunlight
and ventilation, He sald that whila
this was his ldoal school hepreferred

the nm alr sehool. 7
Entugh to Make Him Sick,
He . in &t the usual
s, & ual

DISPENSING WITH THE DRUM

Other Couwtriens WIll Follow France In
Discarding It as Part of Military
Equipment.

It war pome time ngo that, acting
upon the recommendations embodied
In & report by a military commisaion,
the French government reached the
conclusion that the drum wae no long:

{or a necessary srticle of military

ofquipment,

The report set forth that the drum
wan a serlous encumbrance in manch-
Ing; that rain impnired Ita unefulness;
that lummmhawm
lnuma{ 5 that It consumed n

hhmnltutl-

its invention to Bacchus, The Spanish
conquéeror Plzarro Ia sald to have found
drums in SBouth American temples. The
snakes of Irelynd, we are told, fied
from the Emernld Isle beforo the drum:
bests of 8L Patrick.—8tray Stories.

Extravagance Rebuked,

Two bachelors live together in '
flat on Enst Nineteenth street. They
kid themselves into thinking that they
savo rent and board and clothes and
uﬂnfrﬂm:ndn lot of other
things by so doing. But the collsctor
mmammmmumnuhedou
to married folk,
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ITH soft lace drapery which forms

their bodices, gowns for evening
or for aflernoon functions are com-
pleted by draped skirts meeting the
bodice with a girdle or sash. Often
the top of the skirt extends itself into
the walst line drapery, and often &
separate girdle In a contrasting color
is employed.

But whatever the finfah at the walst
line, for these gowns for high occa-
sions, the splendid corsage rose is
rarely left out. This Is a ross made
of ribbon or velvet, mounted with or
without millinery follage and having
a ribbon-wrapped stem.

Buch a rose |s posed at the front of
the gown, usually a little toward the
left alde and just under the bust. It
15 a splendid factor In the costume;
it Is In faot “featured,” given the star
part in the composition of the pic-
ture.

The roses of satin or velvet are
made In all the fashionable new col-
ors, Certaln yellow and strong light
green shades, also deap orange and
black, have been favorites, These
corsage rosep—Iin passing—will trans-
form & piain skirt and dressy blouse
Into quite formal dress. They are
large and are made of ribbon about
three Inches wide, or wider. The rib-
bon la cut Into lengths to form the
petals, each length being twice that
of required petal plus an inch extra
for plaiting In at the bage of the pet-
al and winding In at the stem.

A wire provides the stem. A little
ball of cotton 18 wound about one end,
the size of a thimble, and over this
a bit of ribbon I8 placed and fastened
to the stem by winding It with a
thread or tle-wire. About this center
8 short length of ribbon (folded
lengthwise) ia wrapped to imitate the
small petals, still unopened, at the
heart of the rose,

After the center has been made in
this way, the petals are made., Each

short length is doubled and plalted in

at the raw edges. The plaits are
sewed down. After the petuls—say
ten or eleven in all—have been muade,
they are fastened about the center of
the rose already formed, tled to the
stem with thread or tie-wire. Finally
the corners are curled back on some
of the petals and blind-stitched down.
Shape the petals, cupping them with
the fingers. Wind the stem with nar-
row green ribbon, winding in a spray
or two of millinery rose follage.
These roses made of velvet ribbon
about two inches wide In a deep gold
color are mounted with velvet folinge.

heavier gauze ribbons are used, and
the gold and silver tissue. Roses of
this sort are expensive bits of Mxury
when bought resdy made—from about
two to five dollars each. The value g
placed upon the time consumed In
making them, and the workmanship,
far more than in the material used.
For less dressup times, the little
rosegay of rosebuds made of several
differant oolore of narrow satin ribbon,
is 8till a great favorite. These emall
roses are made of a length of satin
ribbon (folded lengthwise along the
center) or of separate petals made of
narrow ribhon, They are mounted on
ittle atems of small green covered
wire, Bprays of fine millinery follage
of maldenhair fern usually are used
with them by way of variaty. Narrow
velvat ribbon In green or purple winds
}he stems together, and finish the
nosegay with a little bow. These
small nosegays are scented, and form
the daintiest of accessgries worn on
the coat or furs for the street. Small
bits of ribbon or silk will make them,
They are always appreciated, bound
to pleage those who possess a sense
of the value of such finishing touches
to the tollet. 1t would be difficult to
think up a better Christmas glift for
one's friends. JULIA BOTTOMLEY.

AFTERNOON GOWN
A TRIUMPH OF
FRENCH DESIGN

ERE is an unusual and attractive

gown from the salon of a notable
French deslgner. It has the grage of
simplicity and 1t embodles several of
the best style features of the present
season. Among thege there are the
loose and comfortable management of
tha sleeve, the tunie, the girdle, the
easy adjustment of the bodice and a
gkirt a little shorter at the front than
at the back and hanging In about the
feat.

Theroe I8 a little under bodice of em-
broidered chiffon with elbow sleeves,
finished with a wired ruching of mal-
ine. A bnnd of beaded embroldery
adorna the material of the bhodice,
which I8 draped in the fashion of the
Chinese collar.

1t is not always easy to solve the in-

other development of the always pres-
ent girdle shows silk in three colora
Inld In pleats, making a three-toned
girdle. Cartaln it is that, in the man-
agement of the walst line, our present
modes are the most artistle, the most
eagy and graceful of any that lie with-
in the- memory of the women of our
country.

The study of & gown of as great ar-
tistle value as thia one should involve
that of the dressing of the feet and
the arrangement of the collfure, be-
cause both these matters should enter
into the consideration of a dressy cos-
tume at any time.. Satin slippers in
blick with rhinestone buckles, and
sl'k hoslery of the color of the gown
take care of the clothing of the feet
appropriately.

The colffure 18 one of those deaigns
clagsified as the ‘“casque” atyle, in
which all the halr {8 waved, It ls ar
ranged over the head like a turban.
There is no chignon at the back. The
ends of the hair are lurned under the
waves and spread about in such n way
a8 to digpense with a coll

In cutting n gown of this character
wide goods are more easily managed
than narrow, Skirts, overlapping at
the front, while narrow, give room for
ensy walking because the front seam
18 not joined down to the bottom. The
under petticoat must be soft; the most
clinging of fabrics, as c¢hiffon or crepe
do chine, or lace. An inserted flounce
will take the place of a petiicoat.
Anything heavy enough to interfere
with the falling of the skirt In close
and clinging lnes would destroy an
fmportant item in the bewuty of the
design. 1t is the hang and not fit of
garments which is of paramount im-
portance now. The figure, without dis
tortion of any gort, without restraint,
but ‘in the lovely, natural silhouetts,
Is glorified in present day styles,
which really amount to cleverly ar
ranged drapery. Garments must not
shape the figure today; they must be
shaped by it, or appear to be, anyway.
Hence #0 many gowns seem to bo de
slgned for the corsetless figure,

JULIA BOTTOMLEY,

To Freshen Velvet Hatas,

During the velvet hat senson, whick
I8 now with those having stalned,
spotted and shabby Jooking velved
bats can freghen them up nlcely by
heating -an fron, then placing & wal
cloth over {t, and holding the iron up
slde down In the Inside of the haf
When the entite surface I3 molst
hung the hat without touching It
Whan dry brush well, and it will look
bright and new.

It may also be held over the steam
ing apout of a bolling kettla unth
molat, If the fingers como Into touch
with the wet nap, It will press it dow
and dry in that ﬂ_m X

Walki walt Faminina,
! "Tis hers! "

Besides satin and velvet ribbon the
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