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866 PARIS NIGHTS
brougham stood a chauffeur, and by the chauffeur
stood a girl under a feathered hat. They were
exchanging confidences, these two. I strolled non-
chalantly past. The girl was saying:-—
"Look at this skirt as I've got on now. Me

and her went 'alves in it. She was to have it one
Sunday, and me the other. But do you suppose
as I could get it when it come to my turn? Not
me! Whenever I called for it she was always—"

I heard no more. I could not decently wait.
But I was glad the wearer had ultimately got the
skirt. The fact was immensely significant.


