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You can make this
*35 dress for

only $9.84
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By Elizabeth Biddle
Hlustration by Alice Seipp

OULDN'T you like to have the

beautiful crepe satin dress shown
on the right?

Can’t you just picture yourself wearing

it to a party, an informal dance, or when

visitors call of an evening? How proud

you would be—how happy! It would seem
almost like a dream come true.

No—no! Don't say “you can't afford it.”
For this time—you can! There is an easy,
fascinating way for you to have not only
this dress, but many others just as pretty,
for one-third or one-fourth of what you
have been accustomed to paying.

Take this single dress as an example.
It would cost at least $35 in the shops.
Yet you can make it yourself for only

$9.84. Here is the exact cost of the ma-
terials :—
3 yards of brown crepe satin at $2.25............ $6.75

1 yard of brown georgette crepe....
Beads, thread and fasteners.....
1 yard spider silk lining....

Oh, I know you are going to say you
never could do it. But that is only because
you do not know about the simply wonder-
ful method of teaching dressmaking and
millinery developed by the Woman’s Insti-
tute. It is different from any other method
you have ever seen or heard of. No matter /4
how little experience you may have had,
even though you know nothing at all about
sewing, you can qui_ckl}.' learn to ma!\'e
blouses, dresses, skirts, suits, coats, lingerie,
hats, children’s clothes—everything you de-
sire for yourself, your family and others.

Not only that, but in a few short months Send for Handsome 64-page Booklet
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the success of the Institute’s methods.
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WITHOUT THE LAW

(Continued from bage 39)

“Isn’t he going the wrong way? The
Chateau is straight ahead!”

“Dear Miss Simplicity!” he laughed.
“You forget to-morrow is election day,
and [ am naturally suspicious by nature.
Even with your promise I must ask—.
‘How if our friend the Commissionaire
should happen to be commissioned to
tip off your husband’s agents, and they
should follow and disturb our little
party?’ No—there is a little place I know
where we will be undisturbed—but it lies
the other way!”

Gwennyth Price leaned back in the
corner, as though his very presence were
a contamination. He realized that he
had been a little previous in playing his
hand so strongly, but a singular exultation
dominated him—an anticipatory sense
of triumph and power.

Lights gleamed in the blackness of a
rather lonely countryside.

“Here we are,” said Jerry McGinnis.

He helped her out. She went mechanic-
ally, hardly noticing that the headwaiter
who showed them to a private room,
seemed not only cringingly obsequious
but had something of the air of a frighten-
ed rabbit. :

“Will you step in here, please, a mo-
ment?”’ The man held aside a drapery
that covered the entrance to a small
apartment which a brass sign proclaimed
to be the “Ladies’ Reception Room.”

“Isn't our room and the meal ready,
Gaspard?” asked Jerry, frowning. I
'phoned long enough in advance!” Never-
theless, he stepped within, taking Gwen-
nyth Price's arm in a possessive way.
He started to make further protest at a
delay little to his liking, but stopped short.

HE room was not brightly lighted, but
its dim_illumination was aided by a
flickering fire in the hearth. Two figures
sat, facing the fire, very cosily, very com-
fortably. At first, in the half light, one
might take them for two old men, white
haired; but closer inspection revealed
them as two cherubic persons of opposite
sexes !
. "'Confound it!” whispered Jerry in the
girl's ear, and not yet understanding.
“Let's get out of here, We're interrupt-
ing a family fireside!”
But Gwennyth Price disengaged herself
f}'om his grasp, and ran forward, with a
little cry of “Mr., Courtenay!"

The cherub rose and greeted her with
courtly grace; and, turning, acknowledged
Jerry’s presence.

"‘I}Iy wife,j' said Lawyer Courtenay
smxlvl‘r_lg happily. “Mrs. Price, and My,
'I\/IC(JH:IH.IS, ]Ix)' You don’t mind, 'do yoy
if we join you at dinner? In fact we've
gone to some pains to get here!" He
raised his voice, “Gaspard!”

The headwaiter appeared,

“You may conduct us to the table
now. I am sure we shall enjoy whatever
you have for us! May I offer yoy m
arm, Mrs. Price? Perhaps Mr. Mc(j.inni);
w1lJl escort my wife!”

erry, stupefied, did so, byt wi
bad grace. At the entrance to thelth very
guung;r?l(.)m, ho}:vever, he slipped back

O vent his wrath on Gaspard: 1
exP‘lémations. ' pard; to demand

ut, m'sieu!” stammered ¢

“How should I know? Somégﬁe mt‘il:%
afternoon telephones to say: ‘You have
not f_org_otten the arrangements for My
McG}npns for to-night?’" | think, m’siey
tl(lizlit it ]llS at yogr ?rder, and reply:' :
edly, all is ready!” How

And then, besid}és—" s i

Jerry interrupted, cursing,
presently, in self-communion :
little old devil—I'll bet he "pho
places he knows I havye my hand op
until he struck it right!”’ Iyle grinned :
in spite of all his chagrin some element
of hgmox: came to him. Well, there wa
noth.mg for it but to see it through nowS
making a bold face of it. 0-morroyw.

the “Clarion” would give him
venge at least. Patiare

He said,
“Clever
ned the

And then, with a fuller realization of

his shattered plans, his amorous intrigue,
came snarling wrath. Why did not
Gaspard warn him even when they enter-
ed; why bow so submissively to ‘Old
Courtenay? He turned, cursing the lltt.le
Frenchman, but another figure stood in
the place of the headwaiter. Sl

“Easy, son!” said the elder McGinnis.
“Just a minute before we go any f“".ther
with this little comedy! You dn‘ty;
low-down skunk! You blackguard, you’
So this is what I gave to the world in the
guise of a man! I've stood for a lot from
you, but when it comes to playing tricks
with an innocent, trustful young womar,
I'm through! Did you really intend to
give her that picture? Oh, I know aboﬁt
it-Courtenay sized it all up pretty well,
and came direct to me, like a man: e
knew I'd not stand for that. We deter-
mined to give you enough rope—but not
too much! Tell me, son, and tell me
straight—which did you mean to do:
fool this girl or betray your father’s
interests by giving up the cut—e
Answer me that, sir?” : ‘

Eyes met eyes; the son’s shifted b.e ore
the old man’s steely glance. McGinnis,
Sr., turned away. :

‘‘Go" said the elder McGinnis, at la_sF-
“Get out of my sight! I could foljgiV_E
you for betraying me—but this gir
No, stay—give me that picture first an
the cut! Is that the lot now?

“Yes, sir!"” Jerry's e);e's were sullen.

“Now get out—quick!’

The elc%er McGignis, the fateful “Cam-
paign ammunition’ in his shaking han i
watched his son go; listened to his fina
footfalls; heard the honking of the 1110;0,;
as it pulled from the curb. Then é

eavy head shook once, he sighed, anh.
straightening himself, he went vylthm the
room to join the cherub and his party.

ANIEL P. had somehow kept ths

conversation in channels that quolre ¢
of ordinary dinner-table talk., He ind uce
ed Gwennyth to try the rich cream-0
celery soup set before her. They wou '
not wait, he said, for the others. B}'j:
his eye roved from time to time to tye
doorway, in which, presently, the heavy
figure of the elder McGinnis was fram_(lf £
The little lawyer rose, said courteously’

“You will join us now, Mr. McGinnis!

“Thank you, Mr. Courtenay, but
fear I must decline that pleasure. :)_.
morrow, you see—" he smiled a little "
'is the day of days. And I may be jus
in time for the end of the meeting I de-
serted to come here. Our frien P‘f‘cle
will by this time be handing our cajol-
eries to his west-enders; 1 fear my le;)st
words of admonition must go largely by
default!” ;

The cherub’s eyes twinkled.

“Mr. McGinnis,” he said, “when you
proved willing to sacrifice this much &
save a nasty situation for your nvalg
wife, I felt it was only fair you both shou
share alike. I ’phoned Mr. Price that his
wife had fallen into a nast trap, and that
he would be well advised to get to this
place as quickly as he could! That was
Just over an hour ago. He was just
about to go to his meeting. 1 thought it
only fair to you, Mr. McGinnis!”

The politician shrugged his shoulders.

“It seems,” he said, drily, “that I have
come and he hasn't! I beg your pardon;
Mrs. Price, I didn’t mean to hurt you!
Let me go before my hasty tongue betray?
& campaign spirit again! But, first, Wil
you accept from the father, a sllght
atonement for the faults of the son?”’

He smiled at her, that famous smile
that won him more votes than honeye
words could do. g

“These are the only proofs, I believe,
Mrs. Price. May 1 suggest that you
destroy them?”

. He was gone before she could even thank
im, 5

THEY sat, after that, in comparative
silence, eating but little. Gwennyt
could hardly touch a thing, for all that

the cuisine was excellent.



