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Beginning Tomoy

¢ “Whiriwind’ Is this full Tace veil with a coronet of orangablossoms; gray chitfon, lace and saitw
by lda’ Darling in "V_Vhleperl," makes a gown for the bride’s mother. -

By CORA MOORE,

ork's Fashion Authority.

“ille poet wrote “What is £0
ilay in June?" he must have

ting ‘of a wedding  day.
rides and roses—they all ‘go

th'a, wedding goes the wed-
i with all its dainty acces-
d gowns for the bride's

“anfl the maid of honor.

iBride’s Veil and Bouguet.
ta7{s the bride who has a
e iy S
es n in s

s old-time atgnlﬂc&co.

s always: 50
falls well around the bride
iithe beauty of the lace to
gdvantage. This point is clear-
htiout in the bridal gown

“The Whirlwind.”, -

[é" bride “chooses to

pof lace or one that is
lace, &

med  with tulle
ed a8 2 better foil to the

ped arrangement with

f orange blogsoms, as 1n
twind” costume, is effec-
e torban style with the
5 has been much in°

E{iﬂuce lately at fashfonable wed-
nES. s

As for the bridal bouquet, one bride
recently carried an elongated” bunch
of calla lilles ‘and Empress. ferns
with many yards of broad white satia
ribbon loops.

Gray, for Bride's Mather. |

Soft gray satin, chiffon  and
lace dred to mat %-:;:udr make
up a gown, which Ida Darl wears
in’ the 'Selznick picture rs,”
and no  beiter suggestion for a
mother's gown at & wedding could be
offered. ’

Elhow length sleeves are of lace
and then a cross-over jacket effect

4 of the satin edgéd with cord encloses

2 [ttude vest In front, and a V-shaped
section fi. back, while over a skirt
of tae gray chiffon falls & redingote
of the lace. ;

A "t 2ray Teaiher-Tan com

- Maid of Honor.

Could a dressmaker's cleverness
evolve & more intrigulng’ frock for a
maid of honor to wear at her dearest
irends wedding? It iz worp’ in
“rene,”  that play of beantiful

.malids gar|

3 pietes’ just the Selywh
the costume which is really most dig- Jut the, thi
ang; charming. 3 iult 8

clothes, and it is of rosecolorad tal-
feta.

AR a matter of actual fact, it is &
coat dress opening at the' sidefront
over a lacy frock underneath, and for
a church wedding what could be more
interesting than to have the brides-
in such fascipating tal-
feta’ coais a8 this at the wedding, re-
moving them fo disclose the lace
frock at thé reception. As; 2 dress,
hewever, it is quite as charming.

The embroldery is done: in silver .

and rore and the cuff and collar fac-
ings are of creamy satin. It is really
a perfect love of a frock. ]

" Cap of Duchesse Lace.

Crinkled silk crape in the softest of
rose pinks with lace rippling over the
e aliins Spelizss atlchoproty
up the g W, (ty
Virginis 0'Brien wears~ fn YBuddfes"
Theatre and which is
for 2 bride’s troussean.

has & . gracefully shaped
vest inset its whole length, the vest
caught with & smashing bow at the
top. :

Then there is the cap, such an ex-
quisite thing ‘of“Bu lace and
ribbon. It fits the head quite snugly
without any frills and by way of

of honor. )

From Irene’ comes this rosecolo red tafefa coat dress for the mald

PSP

CLARISSA MACKIE.

1820, by.the McClure
spaper Syndicate)

D watched the girl with |

g eyes. He had loved the
‘of’ Anne Rose and she
(denipd him, bﬁ; when lﬁe
lovely, young daughter he
‘reparation would be made
=life.” He #as very rich
“had' brought him prom-

ythe financial world and much
iction. | He was still hand-
ifine eyes and slighty
‘he was tall and straigit

a boy. Anne Rose was
and she was wondrously
“‘poor protege of a friv-

 dear, 1sn't she, Roddy?”
gd Mrs. Chaffee, with a nod to-
: 1n[see. *Looks a lot like
‘iz Nannje,” returned Cortland
pamy eyes on Anne Rose
Yslow red 'crept into his faca
Yinished, leaving him white
‘with' suppressed feeling.
old Roddy,~ smiled Mrs.
‘patting his' coat sleeve, then
'mhchi'evonslr: “Why mnot

Rose?
t2” he retorted lightly; bat
lses leap. -
Mrs.
e had kpown her of old,
theming  woman, but with
g manner that was
riland found . himself

me s bit pf advice.”
alvays at' your service,” he
gusly. but' he was an-
hzd wanted fo go to Anne
a8 s00n''gs he could get away.
: ' 4 blazing

W, R*
.5 s e e g
&ir eng &) to him, “It's,

. “nephew™Hal Braylon—he's
2 church ‘mouse but the

bling. She seemed like a'dewy, breeze

| | blown rosebud,

“You starlled me, Roderick.” she
lcl-xplqined liftlag her flower face to

18

He did not kiss her. He held-her
head toward the dim windows.

“Yon never told' me that you knew
Hal Brayton,” he said in a strained
voice. It svemed to him that he
waited ages for her answer; her
hands grew cold In his grasp, and the
chill seemed to creep up his arms
and grip bis heart.

“You never asked me.” She gave
the age-old apswer of women in a
small, weary voice. ° (

“1' heard—to-night—that you were
engaged—before you met me. You
are not marrying me from pity, dear?”

“And—if I"were?”

“You coald not—I would not fet

m!” pe grimly.

She sluwly released her hands from
his grasp and stepped back until che
leaneqd against a table.  “And sup-
pose—] teard—that you only loved
mo Lecause I was the shadow of an
old love of yours—that you were
tnaking obligations to sentiment” Her
voiced waversd uncertainly.

“Wcll, 2nd suppose I did?” he de-
fied her,

“Ah'" Litile guests of sobs shook
her slim skoulder and a rain of tears
sprinkled the roseof her cheeks. She
drew off the encagement ring and
furced it into his reluctant hand.

She ‘brought oat-d lovars' mot: of
platinum and’ gold' and put it on her
third finger :

Now.” he sald bitterly. “you are
frea.” What was it Olive Wayne had
sald—"they are young and Yyoung
things should be happy.” He wonder-
ed If fust being young was not happi-
ness enoogh—and middle age and
old age should not in the mag-
ic'pction? | . 1

“Anpe Rose,” he said suddenly, “I
love you—-no matter how much—it
will take the rest of my life to tell
it: but if you love Hal m I

hands tightly and looked over her|

free you and—I will help you all |
can™
The girl lifted: questioning eyes.

1 do/nnt love Hal Brayton,” she de-
nied; “but there always has been—

it was a sort of inherited love, I
think—fostered by an old miniature
that' belonged to my -mother and
which contained your picture—I be-
came & hero worshipper and meas-
ured men by that standard—and
that is"'why,” her voice dropped. de-
Iielously and. her trembl[ush hands
went oul to him, “that'is why it is
80 easy to love you—now!”

The telephone bell impa-
tiently and swgmmm sheer wea-
riness. Mrs. ee trafling. her
draperies “into thi Troom, paused
moment and then nofselessly disap-
peared.,, A maid came in to replen-
ish the fire but scuttered away.

Cortland had his Anne Rose at lasy:

— |

I CONFESSIONS
OF A BRIDE

L (Copyrignt, N.E. &) |

‘do with it? “The detectives

+| 1 tried to lose it. I couldn’t - L'left it

“Here's the key or the bath, house
compartment.”

Ann drew from her bag & huge iron
key, attached to a numbered uﬁ ‘It
was the same as' the ordinary hotel
combination of-key and tag, made of
& siza which no ons willingly
carry aroand.
“Fou take it, Jane” Amn
it .onto a lovely gink satin sofa plillow
where it “Tooked shockingly” out of
place‘and, cons $50

“Oh Ann!" ANN! How conld you
bring that awfol thing here!™ I cried
as 1 picked up an pillow and
flung it on top of'the'key. -

T don't know!™" Ann answered.. “I

wi!!mwm’ried,_'lgnpu.lqdh;_sucha-

il ing the thing around
= | like 2 criminal

you

. s

hurry to get away from.the beach,
Jane, I was ﬁl;wl frantic, T think.
1-wanted to hide where Tres couldn't
find me. And I'm not accustomed to
such places, anyway. 1 just locked
the door of the litlle room and
crammed the key into my bag withom
thinking at all!™

“Maybe you'd better think a litle
nor%huy—wﬂ.&'r are we going fo
will miss

it—you may be sura. HOW are we
snlnf to get rid of {t2”

“You—you hide it somewhere,
Jage! I—I wouldn't know how!"

“You can't hide it anywhere!” I ex-
claimed.  “It's worse than—a-razor
blade to dispose of!” %

“[ guess 1 know!" This from Anm
“Once’ I had a hook; mother forbade
me to read: T finished it and then

on & street car andi an obliging man
ot off and ran a block to return it to
me.. [ crossed the river and tried to
toss it over the bridge but I didn't
dare, for fifty Dersons seemed to be
watching ‘me. ~ Jane! counldn't we
bur{,l.ye key—tonight—in the Lorimer
park? o

» “And have all the servants wonder-
ing why we had gone out there in the
dark? 1 should say we cannot. Har:
makes me
o ik ha i Bmecpgd ngt
going to ris ying it conn ;
any chance with the Lorimer me.?
At this Ann whimpered:
“I'know you hate ma! You've hated
mo_a.sh'um the first!” Dot
your crying! n FOUr
eymms’;:t red!™ [;sald, ‘snd without
g further attention
wWent on: .
"ng-édga 'ihgemil situetion t:atgd:r. 1t
name &.00urt
room, daddy will’have another brain
leslon—and’ die. Tell me the rest-of
vour story! . That s, as ‘much as you
wish ma to know." :
“Pm {elling " you the " truth, Jane.
Just as it-happened. ‘T'ran away from
Clande Ives this afternoon. II hated

‘bleyele,”

him' and his flattering’ ue, I
myself, and 1 didn't wonder you aud

bated | I roar like a_ lion?"—Boston

Chrys have always hated me. I saw
miselr 15 [ thought you must see me.
T kept telling myseif that if T could
get home without being found oat, I'd
never get trapped by a philander—

never again!”
leave - the bath

“How did” you
houso!"

“At{her exit, opposits where
I wentin. Tleft with a.crowd of girls,
I harried up the hill from the beach
with' them, hoping Ives wounldn't Do
tice me fn the bunch. But he did!
I"coulin’t help looking back from the
Iatform half way up the bank. Isaw
ves on the h{mlf walk. He was
Jooking straight'at'me.” He was start-
ing to motion to me, 1 thought, as it
to let me Jmow he was waiting. I
gaw him stagger—I heard the: sound
of a shot. T stood etill and saw him
turn half around. Then he went
down." :

“You poor child!” T nmrmured.

“The whole world seemed awfully
still after that single shot. I couldn’t
talie my eves from the figure stretch-
ed on Lga walk. ' Then people crowded
around'it and hid it from me. All
the pesple on earth seemed 10 coma
from the water and from behind trees,
and out of autos; and from under the
umrbrellss on' the sand. T discovered

that ['was’ standing: quite alone ‘on
feel q tratd. Be-

the hillside. And I was,
canse'] was the only person in the
crowd who*had an appointment with
Ives, [ was afraid. 1 seemed to ma
everyiody knew T hadn't kept the
E;Intmm. They seemed’ to'be

g that it T had ‘Ives wouldn't
been kiled!™ .

the smy

Lo

"I von't count: will 1t papa, if
- Trtus-

tfrim.: g, - N

DOINGS OF THE DUFFS—(WILBUR IS CERTAINLY THE LIBERAL

‘HEREYou, AR, HeLed
ARDITS STILL “—

- | vty kupL OFFERED TO._ || COLDNET !

which wil feature®
35 selected modelS®

A LL regular stock, regular Osgood

garments made of serge, tricofime
twill and wool-jersey in navy blue, bl
few lighter colors. Most excellently®
course, in styles you like becanse they
and'yet suifable for plenty. of ‘sers
Suits have been chosen from our st
posely reduced to half price as a fe
tion only for a fey days.

A Suit for Fﬁll—
at Half-Price!

. In téaﬁfythﬁeSﬁitsareaw'
which vill appearin the Fall st

e ool Summet ays or early
- Former §3500
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