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 The Colonel’s Lady and Judy

AUGUST,

‘the newspaper.

O

«Jack1”

Ana still no response, after a reason-
able interval of waiting. -
7 aJack"—insistently this time.
«gh”—reluctantly came a grunt, at

] need & new hat.” :
«Pve simply got to have one for Mrs.

Climber’s tea!”
«Whassat ?

and alerty Jack asked, peering round
‘the sporting page. ) :
t, I said,” persisted the —after all, I think I'll try on the cream

_ “A.pew ha
Angel, stirring

very fetchin’ in & rose negligee.

«My soul!

The Angel looked aggrieved.

“What do you mean—another ?” she
demanded, taking a third lump of sugar.

«A new hat, eh?
‘with .the old one?”

«What old ome? They’re all old”

“That last one with the bunch of
whadda-yuh-call ‘ems on the side.”.

«Oh ‘that. I've had it four months, ¢
Jack! And you ask me what’s wrong back ?”-

with it.” “«Ig’s gone quarter-past”. cren 3
“You look mighty good in it.” «Jack! Would you rather the roses ﬁ&%
«It clashes with my suit.  Mrs. New- were on the left?” ) : | ? s S,

“Those red things? Are they roses ?” | s yours. - -

man next door has just bought one the .
same shape, anyway, so I can’t

wear it again. I wish y

the perfect dream Lil

Tts—"

“perfect scream is right. I saw her

to-day.”

“Dream, I said. She paid ninety-five
for it. It’s made of —”

“All right.

hold me up for?”
“That’s a dear!
Oh, I couldn’t say off hand. 0! course,

{ wouldn’t go

yowd come down town with me dear,

and help me

“Not on your life!”
«_T always dress to please you—o

try to. Please,”
coaxingest voice.

Jack made

page, threw the paper aside and p
out his wallet. -

“Fifty do?”

“For a start.”

«If that’s a start what in hominy
do yeu call a finish?” e

“Don’t be

I want till I try a few hats on, can WILD .
I? Oh I saw such a darling in Hol- undred-doHar bill. ‘He looks sur-

brook’s—all
And in Mills

model, a white satin shape with a single

rose on the

“Hully, Mackerel!

eight 1™

“\Vait. Don’t go for a minute,” the
Angel pleaded as he rose abruptly after

pulling out

the fifty now and I'll meet you at thr

and we’ll go

“This is my busy day.”
“You always have an excuse!

remember.”

“That means four,” grinned Jack,

ing for his

right, chicken.
lcmon in the garden of love, but 1 pick-

ed a peach.
rcason.”

And four-forty it was after all. The
Angel fluttered into Jack’s office with
profuse apologies at that hour and bore
him away on the tide of late afternoo ., s ;1o foine stew too let me tell ye,

shoppers.

on millinery shops, Jack standing some-
v hat discomsolately in the offing as the
\neel “tried on” and

tried on!”

“ved to linger longer, flitting from one Jud
:7s to another—examining, disparag- ney
exclaiming—while the gales girls

+ od about_and awaited her pleasure, .5 o al intohim t
nut in diffeential remarks, Jeaving ©f his meat i o r

¢ customers to wait on the c0

CK,
Angel

- rising
g\ There was. no immediate re-
sponse from the ‘being behind
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dear?” observed: the lady. To Jack’s ears i i

behind the urn,  with ofdyl;atter came thfs.rs is & ey Sa
reflection in her tone. “Pleatings of satin under the brim—
crown raised a little here—yes it was
pretty, perfectly sweet in fact, bub
somehow it didn’t seem to be . becom-
ing—T'll try the Prince of Wales blue
1 think—you have such lovely hair—oh
no, the brown isn’t being worn as much
this season—brim of a-contrasting shade
Isobel—youw’ll find it in the“second draw-
er—Mrs. Van Lorne took such a fancy
to it yesterday, but she chose the burnt
ochre model instead—bspreys are so chic
Mrs. Alison—Isobel get the black lace
New what?” suddenly model—oh no certainly not, you could
wear young girl’s things yet—something
high on the side seems to be necessary
lace one—we could take out the roses
and put in & bunch of—Jack, dear, do
ou like me in this 2"

And the last remark occurred  fre-
quently ,the Angel seated in a little den
of triplicate mirrors and viewing herself
Whassa matter . with ‘a bonnet mirror as well .
: “How does this look, dear?” cried the
Angel for the twentieth time. . .

“Fine. | Say! When are you going to
break away?”

“Do you think I've got 'it .too far

her coffee and looking

Another!”

«Don’t be silly. This is & bargain.”
ou - could "see “Eighty-five-fifty reduced from ‘nine-
Deaver has. ty-five,” glibly: pub in Isobel, the tall,
thin sales girl. =% -

‘«All right. Get it and let’s beat it.
There . goes - a bell.” o

“First geng,” said the shorf, plump
_sales’ girl,” as she tapped an impatient

dot-on" the thiek green rug.

Duty Free
The Government, ve=;

-

How much you going to foot on" t!
“I hayen’t decided about the roses.”
‘“Try a spray of lilac Mrs. Allison.”
- ¢ believe I:will.” -y
Tsobel 'gaes ‘to: seek the spray, and
there’s another waif. ( When she comes
Pack the-Angel thihks the shade ‘is &
little deep. It mightymake her look
r I sillow you know. -~ ends finally -by
said the Angel in her her sticking to the roses. Another gong
sounds and covers magically begin to-
‘g face at the sporting spread themselves- over .counters and -
ulled tables. ~The Angel sighs and begins
to collect gloves,; purse and parcels.
«Qhall we send it in the morning ?”
asks the girl; burriedly. ~ o
«Qh, I love to take it!”
Another five minutes--and ‘at last
I can’t tell what they’re all ready. The girl rushes back
;ith~the box end Jack’s change from &

I knew you would.
as high as Lil, but I wish

choose. You know—"

horrid!

two-h

prised ‘at finding fourteen-fifty only.
«This all?” he demands. - -
«Oh.Jack? I forgot to tell _you the

gide and a row of—” hat’ was .one-Hundred and eighty-five--

It’s ten pasb fifty!” said the Angel, placidly. “We
: read the ticket wrong.” ~
«yyell, T'll be—".J ack commences, but

the: elevator-boy takes the rest of his

his watch. “Yes, I'll take breath away in & swift descent to the

ee ground floor. .
Mrs. O’Grady was busily engaged in

right over to Holbrook’s.” A 1gag
the interesting oceupation of dishing up
mulligan stew. Six little O’Grady’s

Three, ittle
were ranged round the big kitchen table
dart- noisily demanding “grub,” the baby
«All hammering on his high-chair with a
spoon. Mike was drying his face and
hands on the roller-towel.
You can have anything in «Sling on the maynoo, Judy,” he said

as he hastily parted his hair at the
cracked mirror above the sink. “Sure
it’s twelve-fifteen alroixdy!”

* *

pansies and tissue!
and Gill’s there’s a. French

shipments.

coat, hat and gloves.
Some men have picked &

«f will that,” Judy said agreeably.
Sit in, do.”

ous glance at her
and attacked din-

. ‘d
Then came a series of raids Mike 0'Grady! ¢
Mike cast @ suspicl

PR ) as he drew in a chair
and s .
fred o ner. He hadn’t been married eight

9 in- . 2
At Holbrook's ehe o i rears without learning a few things.
was ut to ‘“make a touch.”
And he was right. for no sooner had

‘or better-half <toked the greater part
lian she opened up.
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