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No other possesses the exquisite flavor of the genuine MONSOON

Ceylon Black Tea.

The Coming of Gillian:

A Pretty Irish Romancs.

“Consideration and money, as you
very frequently remind me, my dear
aunt,” he says, speaking In a very
@mooth, deliberate tone, nls eyes glit-
tering, and his hand nervously caress-
Ing his moustache. ‘I beg your par-
don for the slang ; I consider it most
expressive, and it saves s0o many
worde. What I meant to say was, [
have hot had the faintest chance of
maklng an impression on Mlss Deane's
heart, a@ ¥ [lrmly belleve George Ar-

cher was In possession of that valu- | yvite him **
: | e him ?' Lacy asgks, amazedly.
able and easlly lost article from the | d

flrst moment she met him at the Im-
perial H tel In Ballylford. That wase
a brilllant flank movement ol
George’s, I must say [ any sorry for
my own sake that it may mean the
#pecdy surrender of _so rich a prize.
But It waes n masterly dodge, and no
mistake, That little, unexpected vislt,
amnl the unexpected ordering of the
dinmer, and the rest of the petits
#olns; I shonldn't have given George
eredit for it, [ confessy [ deserve de-
feat. I underrated absurdly the re-
#ources of the enemy. It was to be ‘a
falr Meld and no favor’ etween us,we
agreed, and it was—and he has won,
and that i# the end of it."”

“Not quite,” Lady Jeannette says,
amlling with a smile which s not
good to see. "It Is a fortunate
thing for you that you ean accept
your defeat with so good a grace,
with almost Indifference, I supposs.
1 feel more keenly for vou than you
do for yoursell, it is very evident.
Might I ask how ¥yon are 8o scecure
aud satisfied In vour belief that Mr.
George Archer has won and yon have
—loatl"

And she sinks the naila of her
clinched fingers into the palms as she
nska the question.

“Well, 1 don't want to play spy, or
Judas, or- traitor, or any other of
these unpleasant persons,” he says,
rather sullenly, remembering Anne's
words ‘But the faect (s, I know
George Archer and Gillilan Deane are
lovers avowed—mutual—and all the
redt of 1t. 1 have had ocular demon-
#tration to that efleet, and I am
gquite satlsfied In my beliel that I
have lost a hundred thousand pounils,
and ho has won 1it, and a very nice
rellection it is for & man in my po-
#ition, with the taunts of my kind
friends in addition.”

“"How loag have von known this i
Lady Damer asks shortly.

“SBines an very short time ago—
slnece yesterday, if you wish to Know
particularly,” he says, curtly.

“Ah—vyeaterday evening? Alter I
left I Lady Damer asks, quicklys.
“XYea, 1 ogren with You. Your
antagonist deserves to succeed,
and vou to lose. He determined to
win from the flest, and you deter-
mined to drift on purposelessly, as
you do in all things!"

*Aunt Jeaanette,” Lacy BAYS,

quietly as ever, but with a certain
alteration and resolution in his face

aml voiee, “to> what purpose am I
belng  browbeatem by you In this
manner? I am degraded enough, I

should think, already.”

*Will you be amenable to me, and
act with me U I try, for the last
time, to retrieve your wretched posi-

tion, and glve you one more chance
of the best success that will ever
come In your way ?"' she demanids,
wlith someth!ng like passion In lhier
cold, hard volee, and her cold, high-

bred face, now flushed and !ivid with
FAEFTNEHS,

“*What Is your ‘last chance’' 7" he
asks, coldly. " I have ceased to have
much bellef in dishonest poiley. That
Iellow George has won the glirl's love,
and won it honestly, I believe, on
my honor, and he lovea her In retarn,
for hersell na well as her money-
bags."”

=

' temptuously.

eatisfied,” Lady Jeannette says, con-
“ Gillian returns to-
morrow ; that I have decided on.
And the following evening we shall
have a small dinner party to welcome
her back, and to congratulate her
on her eseape, and so forth: and
Mr. George Archer will receive an
Invitation as a matter of course, an
invitation so cordial that he cannot
but accept it.”

“George Archer! Why will you In-

“ Becanse he rescued the dear girl
when she met with the accident,
and when you unluckily were quite
disabled,” Lady Jeannette says, with
that smile whieli s not good to see,
“* Mr. Archer has been so kind, 8o
thovghtful, in kindly surrendering his
honse to us, and in all manner of
ways, that surely the very least
we can do I8 to extend a littie
ecourteons hospltality to him! So
we shall Invite him to dinner, and
tell our friends he is coming, and
pralse him and laud him behind
his back, as he is ~ather modest, I
belleve, and let our guests and
friends see in what esteem we hold
this worthy young man, and even
keep dinner walting for him,
keep Sir James Damer waiting Tor
him, and keep Miss Deane waiting in
full expsctation, until sh> has quite
time to reallze the slight her rustic

admirer has put on her by his non-
appearance.” ;
“*His non-appearance ! reprats

Lacy, staring; “then he won't come,
vou think? I can't guite see Your
meaning. He never does come here,
I know : but now—" K
“Now he will have no eXCUSSE,

Lady Jeannette says, smiling still
“He will have so cordial and [flat.
tering an Invitation, gliven
Miss Deane also, that he will be quite
willlng anl glad to accept; but—al.
ter all, he will not come; he will
never enter Mouat Ossory again.™

“Why, what the deuce do you
mean ?° Lacy asks, growing pale
with sarprise and indefinable ap-

prehensions. I can’t nnderstand you
in the least, on my word I cdn't.”
“l do not intend that you shall”
she rejoins, coolly. It is not neces-
eary. Indeed, it |8 necessary that
von know nothing, and expect him
as fully and spsak of him as freely
as anvone. But I assure you—and I

through |

and |

|

the present moment, and man-Frwt_ln' her somewhat

esces and endures, until some blesséd
chance of fortune makes him [ree.

“I haven't a minute to stay with
{Uﬂ. my dearest chlld!” she says,

Issing Gilllan effuslvely. “"How are
you, dearest? You are Just like a

e little rose! I could not go on to
hill, the Prestons' place, you
know—Bingham and I are golog to
a qulet little dinner—without rununing
In for a peep at yon.”

“* Won't Capt Lacy come In?"
Gillian asks, glancing out at the car-
rlage in some surprise. * He la with
¥ou, you gay

“ No—o, thanks, dear,” Lady Damer
Eays, with a sort of hesltancy In her
manner, and a puzzled, Inquiring
look. * He doesn’'t seem very well,
poor boy. T had to lnslst on his com-
ing out with me this evening:; I
thought it might brighten him up and
do him good. 1 don't quite know
what can all him, he seems very low-
spirited and looks quite Ill!"

There is a certaln significance even
in the affectation she makes of belng
ignorant of any cause for Captaln
Lacy's low spirits and in her delicately
hurrying over the sublect; and Gil-
llan, without quite knowing why she
ls blushing, does blush deeply, and
Lady Damer sighs softly, and smliles
a little, quick, sad smile, and lets her
eyellds [all,

“But you haven't told me how you
are, dear 7' she resumes, as il shels
embarrassed and glad to echange
the subject. “Getilng nice and
getronz, I do hope, love, because [
am cofdcocting a little plot, or a
little plan, rather, and you must
help me to carry it out, and If you
cag't help me—are not well en-
ough, I mean—my little scheme all
falls to pleces! Good-bye now, dear
child ; take all sorts of care of your-
sell, I shall come over early to-
morrow to you. Lynch is here, isn't
she ? Oh, yes, there jFou are,
Lynch!" as If her keen eyes have
not scrutinized every objeet In the
room In the first few glances,

“Because it does cdlslress me B8O
dreadfully,” her ladyship says en
passant, with her lace-mittened,
Joweled hand on Gillian's head, “the
way You are deserted and lelt here
by yoursell in such a gypsy.lorlorn.ane
conventional fashion! You must think
wo are a hall-clvilized set, we Irish,
my darling girl!” with a shrill, gay
laugh., “Not but what I am quite
sure'—this with the sweet, ma-
trouly air assumed to perlection—
“that dear little Gillian has dig-
nity and prudence enough to ena-
ble her to live anywheére, or under
any circumstances, without forget-
ting an iota of what is due to her
na a young gentlewoman."

This ia her ladyship's secret In-
naendo, and for the second time it
tells,

Gillian makes no reply, and that
her slence is the sllence of confusion
Lady Damer can percelve, as the
“pale rose” face flushes and pales,
and she turns her head aside, her
[ingers restlessly twitching at a vel-
vet bow on her dress while she
speaks.

“Mr. Archer called to ace me this |

alternoon just about 4 o'clock,” she
says, In a formal, unsteady volce,
which does not seem to belong to her.
“And yesterday evening he called to
ask how I was. He sald, too, that
ha had called every evening to ask
for me., Did you know, Lady Damer?
I understood he had never called at
all. It seems 80 odd that I was never
told.”

There 18 a light of anger In the
timid, fawn-like eyes, which seem
darker and deeper, with a sort of
fire in their liquid depths; the color

peldom assure in vain—that George | oo wer cheeks and lips is richer and

Archer will not eome to our litﬂf‘i'.h.ﬂﬂ.r. and ebbs and flows

friendly dinner-party aft-r my co™-
dial invitation. And only at  the
eleventh hour, or after It, Indeed,

with
rach change of emotion: she looks

i taller, prouder, fairer, stronger as

his scant, brief apology for his ab-|

gence arrive. It wi'l be very ill-bred | Damer sees, too, that tho

of m. perhaps, but what can one

expect 7

if the “pale rose” of the *“rosebud
f irls,” has suddenly bloss-
laxuriant bloom. Lady
invalid
ghawls and wrappings have beon all
discarded, and that Gillilan 1s wear-

omed in fall

 And '.'l'l!i'i-' won't he come i I..ﬂr'}‘ : E“E a Il:lil'lt-,'l" white BOTE ™, with blark

nsks, half-shocked, half-sublued by
gtrategy which he cannot even guess
at. " You'rn Very clever, Aunt Jean-

velvet trimming, and knotted around
her throat is a scarl of rich valen-
clennes, fastened with a little dia-

| nette, but T can’t believe you can | mand elasp, which also holds a spray
conjure away difficulties In that fash- | of fresh pink heather.

i

Lady Damer puts up her plnce-nez |

and smiles a wintery smile,

“l think you have beew imblhing
some touching theories of  gener-
oua love and sell-sacr.dlecing devotion
and ita deserved reward, my dear
Bingham." sho says, with her thin,
red lips just showing her teeth. *1
can guess at vour teach r. It I8 no
wonder that poor little Miss Gilllan’s
tender h art went anappropriated
wh'lst you were beneath the Inflluence
of ruch lofty and such disinterested
gent!ments.”’

Lacy stand=s up at once with a lMush
on his [ace, n sparkle ol manly re-
solve in hla eyes.

“Yon will exense my leaving you,
Aunt Jeannett-" he says, movieg to
the door. “I told you bafore I should
never allow an lonsult, elther open
or covert, In my prescnee, against
the girl whom you know as well as I
do. s only too good for me, and
worthy of all tha honor and esteem
I could glve her. 1 was willing to give
her up and play tar and traltor at
your bidding,
not help mysell—boundd and ham-
pores] a3 [ am: I am wlilling now, to
go any lengihs, In common falrness
anl justice, to struggle out of my
difficultins, but I will
a eneer or & word of blame against
h”-lw
“Bingham,” Lady Jeannette says,
through her teeth, “if you leave the
room after that speech to me. I
never wish to sce you enter it again.
&it fown, and answer me. Will you
win this girl anl marry hee, if 1 give
you on¢ more chanes of winning her?

“Yes, If T can,” he says, curtly. “I

told you I would IJong Aago,
before she came here. 1
hav not Fone back from

my omise becanse she has chosen
to take every chance of succesq[rom
--..i

“Change your °‘Yes,
yea, T will' and 1 shall be better

if T ean’ Int-ui

| fon."

*No; Tean only conjure your rival

out of your way, Cantain Lacy," she |

retorts, with the edge of a sneering
emile, "since vou are too supine to
do It for yourself. I will put him out
of yvour way for evermore, I tell you.
Don't look so horror-stricken. I am
not in league with the Invincibies, and
that nice young man Isn't to be
gtabbed, or shot, or thrown Into a
bog-hole after the fashion of those
blood-thirsty Irl=h. He will slmply
eease to play marplot, and will, I
trmet, makea his last appearance on
any stage in our lives, He will, doubt-

legs, [ind one at the Antipodes or the |

North Pole, which will suit him much
better."

“8Bs>nd himy ogt of the
Lacy asks, eagerly,
increasing rather than diminlshing.
“*Why, Aunt Jeannette? George
never dabbles the least bit In poli-
tles, though he 13 a thorough Irish-
mar.. How on earth ean wvon send
him ont of the country? What will
you do to make him go 7

Lady Jeannette takes off her eye-
glasses and folds them up carefully,
and looks at her nephew with her
cold, merciless face quite bright with
smiles.

‘S0 much you may ask, but no
mote, my dear Lingham,” she says,
smoothly. “1 am dolng this [or you.
I mweould not. do v for any
living creaturc. Remember that! 1
will answer your last gunestion, but
by neither word nor deed will I af-
ford you any moro informatilon. Be
grateful to me, i you can, for the
effects, but leave the cause un-
questioned. And the cause will be
that—I sha!l say to him Jjust hall a
dozen words.”

CHAPTER XXII

country 7
his nmazement

1
]. On that same evening, late as It

never sufler

and because I could Is, Lady Damer drives over to Dar-

ragh Castle on her way to the din-
ner-party at Snowhill, looking very
handsome and elegant in the black
gilk and lace-draped dress, fresh
from poor Anne’s deft fingers. Cap-
tain Lacy is in the brougham with
her, but she herself only goes in to
see Glllian,

“] dont intemnd you shall see her
until the evening of our dinner-
party - I have a reason for it,” her
ladyship  says, decisively, and
Lacy acquiesces in silence.

What else is there left for him to
do? He belongs to the abounding
class of men who are either some
womal's tyrant or some woman's
slave,

s at

He kpows what he
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 word of explanation

other |

' this emergency, but the

“Fresh heather, gathered to-day.,”
her ladyship ecomments. “He brought
it to her, fastened it there himsell,
Il ean see—it Is awkwardly done, just
ase i man wonld do it—ploned In with
ng many kissrz ns there are blossoms,
I dare gay. Our little innoeent is pro-
gressing very fast, na that horrid old
Mrs. Blake sald, We havé quite the
alr of nne bien-aimee thle evening!
Little ldiot ! 8he won't be #o proud of
her eonquest In a day or two!”

“It does seem odd, certainly, dear,”
she says coldly, with the knife-like
sdre of a smile, which never rises
higher than her long, thin, red lips.
““And it seems odder still, that Mr.
Areher gshould make ecalls in such a
my&terious fashion when I plainly in-
vitel him to eall in the afternoons
whety I was with vou, H= might have
come every day and taken tea with
us Iif he liked ! But he mustn't come
whenya T am not here, my dear,” she

| says, laughing earelesaly, and patting
' Gilllan’s head ; ““that is very naughty

of Mr. Archer, though he I8 a privi-
leged person, and does all sorts of odd
things ! Good-bye agnin, dearest ! No,
[ ean't gtop another instant, my dear;
as It 1s Mr. Preston will ba scowling,
and the flsh will be spoiled.”

She hurrles out of the room with-
out giving G!llian time to utter a
or confession
regarding George Archer's visits,
which Indeed the poor child I8
nerving herself, with a fluttering
heart and tingling pulses, to give, in
some measare, at least.

“Good-bye! 1 shall be over very
early, dear,” Lady Damor calls back
as she hurrles out of the room.

“And I eha!l be,” she mutters to
hersell. “For 1 see plainly enough,
without any of that old gossiping
Mre. Blake's warnings, that there 18
no time to be lost, and no cholce In
—last re-
source."”

And Lady Damer is as good, or a8
bad, as her word, and on the follow-
ing morning she drives over to Dar-
ragh Castle about 10 o'clock, and un-
folde her little scheme to Gillian, In
her ladyship’s most confiding and
artless manner.

“I have asked a few friends for
to-morrow evening, dear, to meet
you on your return to us,” she says,
with an alr of delighted hopefulness,
“for Dr. Coghlan says you are quite
well enough to come back to us to-
day. I have just seen him and he ll.h!;
‘Yes, If we take great care of you,
m "w
r"ﬂ'ltl,:ﬁ does he?” Gilllan says, slow-
ly, there and then discarding Dr.
Coghlan from her favor for ever-
more. “Very well, Lady Damer,”
and then, seelng the keen, steel-blue
eyes fixed on her with apparently
amazed ecrutiny, Gilllan hastens %o

o

ungracious

acq
“It s time I gave over

invalld, I confess,” she says, ing
softly, and smiling, as she thinke In
her glad little heart how she
lhlﬂmloe over that broken arm
of hers all the dayd of herf life. “‘But
know X a

it in a sling for ‘weeks, Dr. Cogh-
lan says. What time am I to go back
to Mount Ossory ?"

“She wante to have the chance of
ancther draught of the stolen wat-
I.'.-rll," Lady Damer thinks, I'I.tnhl:E
Gilllan with eruel amusement, *
as it will suit my plans, she shall

Poor little lovesick fool, 1t will be the
last.” .

“This afternoon or late this even-

Ing ; about seven or elght, whichever
you llke, dear,” she says, sweetly.

“Oh ! This evening, then, about
elght or nine,” Gllllan says, hurriedly,
putting up her hand with am Invol-
untary gesture to the heather spray
she 1s wearing still,

““His visit Is to ba late, Iy ‘the ten-
der gloaming,'™ Lady Damer smeers,
Inwardly. *“Pretty well for an in-
genue,” :

Aloud, she continues, with her car-
essing Tingers daintlly petting Gil-
Man's reloctant little rosy palm, and
the moet tender and trustful confl-
dence expressed In attitude, face and
volee : -

“But this isn't all I have to say.
Gllllan, Jove! I want to ask Mr.
Archer to dinner, and I don't quite
know how to suceceed.”

Gilllan's soft little cheek nearest
her ladyship's keen eye deepens into
the tender “malden blush™ tint.

A light of eagerness, surprise, de-
light, flaghes with the sunlight of
gladness Into the pure, childlike eyes,
which, however, virginal pride vell
with calm repression the next In-
gtant.

“Yeg ? Ask him to dinner'? she
queetions, cooly, with a little care-
lems surprise.

“Yew, dearest,”” Lady Damer reé-
jolns, with a great assumption of
impartial earnestness. “We owe him
every courtesy and every tokem of
gratitude, I am sure, for his kind-
neas, to you, and you see, unfortun-
ately”—her ladvsehip toys with her
rings, and smiles her cold, arrogant
gmile—"he and I never get on well
together. 1 fear I offended him In
gome way, or did not consider hils
porition sufficlently, or something of
that kind, and o I am afrald that he
will refuse to come, even If I write
him the most cordial Invitation In the
world | Perhaps, if I glve him a per-
sonal invitation this evening, or leave
a note at Murphy's in the village now
as I pass, and if he comes in this

afternpon. and il yYou were 1o
coax him, Gillian. What do
you think, darling? He has
not any quarrel with you,

and besides, he conldn't refuse you!
You dear little white mouse, no man
living could refuse you anything 1
vou nfked it as a favor!”

And her Gillian is raptaronsly
touched by the tip of her ladyship's
bony mose and her cold, thin lips.

“Now could you, pet i’ she says,
geriously, resuming her business-like
earnestness. “He is o most worthy
yvoung man, I believe, for his sta-
tion in life, and most useful to Mr.
Damer ;: and begides, I really feel un-
der a, deep obligation to him for his
conduect just at this time. So good-
natured and considerate. And so-I
would not elight him for the world—
I put my caste prejudices out of the
question altogether.”

“Is Mr. Archer, then, not a gen-
tleman by birth " Gillinn asks, in a
tone she vainly tries to steady, and
the big, velvety, dark-frimged eyes
blaze out of the delicate, rose-pale
face.

“She is capable of defying me on
the epot, and glorying in her lover
and her love-affair,” thinks the as-
tute woman. “A gentlemanf? By
birth " she repeats, slowly, as |if
rather confounded by the qu# iian.
And then she looks out of the win-
dow and conghs, and seems as if try-
ing to evade a direct answer.

“No—o—not exactly,” she says, hur-
riedly, in o low voice, and playing
with her eveglasses; “that is to say,
he 12 not one of us you know. Bat he
has been most reaspectably educated
and brought up, and is quite—quite
clever, they tell me. S0 you see now
what my difficulty is, pet.”

Gillian'# breast Is  heaving, her
cheek# are burning, her passlionate,
loyal heart In a flame. For all her
youthfulness, her innocence, her In-
experisnce In the world's “dounble
dealings,” she reads her clever rela-
tive far more accuvately than that

astute lady imagines ; and, although |

she |8 not really coneclous of the
“diffieulty” which overwhelms Lady
Damer in her anxiety to do honor
to George Archer, she yet knows that
her ladyehip Is playing a part in
which she, Gillian, must necessarily
appear, whether to her disadvantage
or otherwise,

“I see that you do not want to |
him,” she says, In a |

publicly elight
low, hard tone ; “but you do not care
to condescend so much as to ask him
to your houre. He saved my Iife, I
belleve ; so, If you wish, Lady Damer,
I will ark him: to do moe the favor of
dining with us.™

“Well, that s rather harshly put,
dear,"” her ladyship retorts, with her
frigld smile. “I ean see you are rath-
er shocked at my exclusiveness, be-
cause I cannot quite recognize my
husband's land-agent as my equal!
I acknowledge his merits and hils
respeactability.”

She makes this attribute as hope-
lees o barrier in the way of his
social prospects as ever were the
miserable “Bradley Headstones™ “re-
spectable” character and belongings
when ranked ngainst the aristocratic
lover of “Lizzie Hexam.”

\ (To bo continued.)

Her Fruzalliy.

A well-known English woman who
i@ famous for her tasta in dress was
regently asked by a young aspirant
not very well acquainted withh her
London how much pin money was re-
quired by a woman who “went about
a good deal, but wasn't really ex-
travagant.” She replied:

“If you're very careful you can
manage to dress on $2,000 a year,"”
and after a slight pause she added,
with modest pride: :

“] uecd to somrchow, when Bobble
and 1 were [iret married and hadn™t

slxpence.” .
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Thanksglving, as well as Christmas,

has long been a period for wedding
bells in New York, and thls year wili
be no exception to the rule, say the
smart dress-makers. As a prool of it
they reveal a few of the wonderful
things that are to burst upon ihe
worid at Yuletide;, and aiter You

and “Ab,' you go home and realize
that there isn't so0 much céhange in
wedding clothes after all

That is, as far as the bride's gown
itsell is concerned, which continues
t» ba the high-necked, long-sleeved,
long-talled model of decorum it has
been these many years. Detalls vary
of course, and tnere are some charm-
ing new materials in the market, but
ivory satin is still the iron require-
ment the swagger modiste, and
not only does she show a wicked
penchant for lace, but certain of her
class demand the real thing.

The lesser lights are more modest,
contenting themselves with the beau-
tiful imitation dentelles
hang on every tree, and turning oul

bewilderingly lovely (frocks [rom
comparatively inexpensive  silks.
These silks, along with exquisite

novelty gauzes, which are also used
for wedding frocks, can be had at

lowing heads:

Argentine (stripe), which has a deli-
cate frostiness in the foiding ; palais
da sole, llke the old-time merveilleux;
satin duchesse, a lace patterned bro-
cade and plisse Loalsine.

Thié last has a light crinkle, in
squares and stripes, and because of
this novelty look it is perhaps less
desirable than the plalner and more
solld silks. Tho striped Louisines are
delightful, the fragile
ing with much grace and showing the
frosty lights of the other Argentines.
Indeed, under these, the striping,
which 18 at no time heavily defined,
is sometimes lost. For this fairy-like
texture, which wsells from 80 cents
| 4o a dollar and a quarter a Yyard,

nitare.

A striped Louisine bridal gown
lately scen showed on skirt flounces
and bodice-bertha attached heme of
moueseline put on with brier or eat
gtiteli., The bertha, which rovered
the high bodice at the usual bust
point, was in diamonds of tuckad
Loulsine between others of
plain muslin, The hem edglng gave
the bottom rather a [rilly look,
and at the front there were long
tucked scarfs of the wuslin that fell
almost to the skirt hem.

Thcese bertha effects are almost
traditional detalls o! wedding bod-
ices, and like the vell and wreath
of orange blogssoms, they are likely
to hold their own till the end of
time. For those who can afford
them there are exquisite berthas of
ducliesse lace, falling In points,

=

gliops offer as acccssories for plain
gatin gowne, With these cull pieces
and shaped collars sometimes go,
the eet selling from $30 up.

A regal bridal gown shows decor-
ations of imitation duchesse, which
i# neither so unworthy nor so cheap
as It may sound, for to get good
imitation lace nowadays you must
pay for it. In fact, so much s this
understood that the curse is now
almost lifted from the imitation,
and when one sees a beautiful gown
with filmy insets and royal lovking
flounces she no longer stops 1o
ask: “Is it real 7" Tae ticketed prices
of the shop have banished the odi-
pm—and you may buy and wear and
be o “lady"” etlll

| gown follows one of fashion’s lat-
est caprices, in that it shows one
of the new cuirass bodice elfacta.
1o accomplish this a bolero of the
duchess=—unlined, and worn over a
tucked echiffon bodice—meets a deep
pringess skirt yoke of the same, a
soft scar! of Ilvory eatin outlining
it botitom curve. The sleeves are
also of the chiffon, held at two
pointe with lace that they may pulf
at shoulder and elbow. Over a de-
tached petticoat of satin a tucked
and flounced skirt front of the same
gauzy material shows superb in-
crustations of the duchesse.

The square courl traln, whose
floor eweep ls about three quart-
era ol a yard—the usual length —l=
glightly wadded, that it may hang in
the heavy folds desired for wedding
tralle. Except for an under dust rul-
fle of taffeta edged with coarser
duclhiesse it 1s untrimmed ; and, of
course, no hem shows—which, with
the massive fall, is a point to be
remembered In the court trn.in.i The
veil drope slightly on the “tall” and
is of raw-edged tulle caught at the
top of the head with a knot of
orange blossoms. PBouquet, lilies ol
the valley and moss fern, tied with
vory satin ribbon. :
lTlﬂa costumeé the little maid of
honor wears s of white gros grain
with coral and pale green embroi-
deries

The second bridal toilette, though
charming In Its own way, Jloses
somewhat through a too energetic
striving for novelty. Simple lines
are always more becoming than fus-
sy effects, and nowhere is this fact
more striking than in wedding fin-
ery, which to possess the dignity its
office ealls for cannot be too farbe-

have gaped and gasped and said “Ob,”

that now

any of the good sbops under the fol- ]

All stores or by mail for the price. Sample far the postage, 3c.
HALL & RUCKEL, MONTREAL.

RIGH ATTIRE OF
BRIDES OF THANKSGIVING.

WHAT TO WEAR AND HOW TO WEAR
IT TO LOOK BEST.

texture fall-!

plain mousscline is an exquisite gar:

!
|

|

-~ #  25c.

vices for all types, and perhaps the
designer had a very thio girl in
mind—the sort whose young bones
must be hidden at any ceost—when
thi® creation was evolved. At any
rate, it seems admirably suited Lo
saclh a wearer, and those who care
lor tunic effects will find in the lace
upper part a drapery muclh' alfected
by dressy French gowns.

There Is always talk agalost It,
but all the signs and omems polot
toward a revival of the overskirt.
Where there i» no tunic, some olher
skirt will show a hip yoke of lace
or rich embroldery, pointing down
into a well-defined little apron at
the front, If short at the baock. And
what is thls but the overskirt lm
the germ ? Well, we shalk see what
we shall see. \ - -

Meanwhile let us return to the
tuniec gown, whose ground ncipla
i n, white taffeta princess slip, open-
ing at the back and cut en traln.
Striped Loulsine forms the finelp
kilted skirt flounce, which s edged
with a, tiny roching of white ehiffon,
and over a tucked bodice of Louising
the princess upperdress is placed, the
coreet portion being silk-covered
whalebone, It is of point applique,
one of thoge delicate brald sewn nets,
which are as beautiful as inexpen-
sive. as laces go, and a bertha of
the same s eaught at the bust with
n diamond and pearl brooch. A knot-
ted girdle of chiffon with slldes of
the same stones gracefully drapes
the hips and falls at one gde. The
veil i of tulle, but unlike the nimbue
that hangs about tha other bride, It
showe an inch-wide hem.

The bridesmald’s ecstume is what
i# known as a “costume russe”—at
longt it was called n Russlan dress
by the obliging lady who furnished
the design. It is of eloth in a blua
that touches on turquoise with the
hardness of that eolor left out, and
trimmings of brown sable fox. The
model I8 a sort of redingote, demb-
trained and worn over a high, Jong-
sleeved slip of white gros-grain,

The beeemiog hat s also blue, and
white, ecloth forming the puffed
erown, and a white cstrich feather
and a bins of biue panne, slipped
through a handeome buckle, orna-
menting the front. And now the
fotching detall of the bridesmald’s
get-up—the bridegroom’s glft, which

the | #he wears near the left shoulder | no

more than a very commonplace duck
in tiny diamonds set in aluminum, for
barnyard creatures, you must know,
are the latest things in jewelry,
cents direet to us and we will foor=
A word more on wedding vells and

| slipper and wateh one of these falr
| theen we will throw the rice and the

pquares and diamonds, which the |

brides go away in the smart coat that
follows. The wedding veil need not
necessarily be of tulle. Lace ones are
worn as well and some seen o polnt
applique are possessions to be de-
pired and cherished forever, the
dainty borders running to embroider-
ed orange blossoms, jossamine, doves
and love-kmot. One yard and a half
in width and three and one quarter

|1n length are the proper dimensions,

and $17 will buy a perfect love.

The wedding handserchief, which e
sometimes carried by its centre—just
a pinch of two lingers, you know, ub-
der the prayerbook—should, of course,
have a border of lace, even i none
i# worn elsewhere. Monogramed me-
dallione In transparenl corpers are
modish deelgns for these.

For the golng-away gown pale tan
zibeline ie a stylish and beaotiful
material. One of such a stufl haw
trimmings of black soutache brald,
white guipure and black velvet rib-

I;hnn. The cut shows the disposition

The disposition of the lace on this

of these, the dapper coat that tops
the smart gown being of light-weight
kersey In the same faint brown, with
a heavy stitched border. A lining and
collar of sable fox are elegant [ea-
tures which make the bride almost
forgel the new husband.

AMary Dean.

In a Word or Twao.

There can be no perfect love withs
out perfect sympathy.

— —— — i

Moralists seem to bear a  specilal
grudge to pretty laces

One is apt to love more the first
time, but better the second time,

It 1 the nnusual man who I8 sat-
igfied with his fortune and dissatis-
fled with his intellect.

A secret love defends the heart of
a woman better than her moral
BENEE.

Woman is the salvation or destrup-
tion of the family.

A woman may give ner soul fer a
man, and in nine cases oat of ten Re
won't think as much of her as If
ghe had jilted him for some one else.

Love is #slrongest
friendship in possession.

il '..‘ .

After all is said and done it would

he a cold day for women if there

in pursalt,

were oot men to poke the fire for
them.

In Sydney, Australia, spitting In

the etreets §s forbidden on peoalty

lowed. However, there must be de- | of §5
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