
guest. He would enfold her in his arms. 
She would be glad for them at last; such 
love as his made the closest kin in the world. 
He took a stop toward her, but no one saw
him.
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Hie hungry eyes devoured Berthe?a'beauty.
The eyes of the two women met Their 

wills met and struggled for the mastery in 
that moment Undisguised hate was in one 
face, lofty contempt in the other. There had 
been one gentle, wistful expression in Bertha's 
face as she first alighted, but there was no 
trace of it now. She had drawn herself up 
to her full height, so that the other woman 
seemed like a child before her, and her hand, 
as it fell to her side, opened outward in a 
gesture of disdain for the creature her father 
had chosen for his wife. It was hardly a 
second before her rare lips parted. They at 
least had not changed. Jane winced for fear 
of some bitter taunt She had learned how 
terrible a blow well trained tongues can give; 
but the words were only some polite common
place; the tone—well, it caused Mr. Ellings- 
worth to glance critically at his wife. She 
seemed vulgar in his eyes for the first time. 
Jane4ped to brazen it out, but her face only 
took on an expression of pugnacious insignifi
cance.

“What was it you were saying?” resumed 
Mr. Philbrick as Philip overtook him.

“I bad forgotten."
“Speaking of business?’ suggested the 

Other, and then continued himself, not dis
pleased at an extra turn. “Business, I say, 
is heartless and cruel as death. It is pitiless, 
and pity is the noblest of emotions; it is un
generous, it is unfair, we have had enough of 
it when it grinds so terribly.’’

Mr. Philbrick thought his tirade would 
surely fetch an enthusiastic retort. But 
Philip only walked on by his side in silence; 
he seemed intent on some beautiful masses of 
cloud just behind the sun,1 as he sped on his 
way to the west.

“Can’t afford it, can’t afford it," went on 
the old gentleman, gesticulating with his 
forefinger, “that is what you would say, I 
presume; of course you can’t if the upper 
classes waste the wealth they do. I tell you 
.there is no sense or excuse for a man spend
ing ten and twenty and fifty thousand dol
lars a year. Why, it is a good workman in 
your mill who earns ten thousand dollars in a 
lifetime, adding all his days’ wages together. 
There ought to be more fairness about these 
things. Such men as you, Philip Breton, get 
too much—more than any reasonable creature 
could want. Now, you ought to go right to 
work and distribute your surplus—I mean 
your real surplus—back where it came from, 
among the poor. It takes but very little 
money to buy what can make a life comfort
able and complete. The rich are always com
plaining that they don’t enjoy life more them 
the middle classes, but they manage to waste 
what would make a thousand wretched homes 
happy withdfft one pang of conscience."

“But what do you want me to do?’ asked 
Philip in astonishment.

The old gentleman’s face was flushed with 
enthusiasms

“Why I want you to take hold, and begin 
to make things equal, by paying back your 
surplus in one form or another. Give them 
better homee to live in. Shorten their hours 
so they can have a little existence besides 
drudgery; pay them better wages."

Philip looked distressed and doubtful. 
He had thought the subject over carefully 
and believed he had done a great deal already 
tor his pom-. His philanthropic friend would 
turn the whole world topsey turvey.

“Why, you know what the books say— 
that giving so much would spoil all the spirit 
and patience of the working classes.”

“Mere arguments devised to soothe the 
consciences of the rich,” explained Mr. Phil
brick with a grand air. “Though there is 
such a thing as unwise benevolence, en
couraging paupers and beggars; but a man 
who works every day of his life isn’t a beg
gar. Your father made a good investment 
that brings yon in say a quarter million a 
year. That is rather above what you pay 
your best workman; but it doesn’t hurt your 
manliness any, my boy. The poorest I mid 
hand in your factory works a great deal 
harder than yon; you needn’t be afraid of 
degrading his manhood until he gets a quarter 
million."

“But wouldn’t they hang off on their oars 
unless they had to struggle for a livelihood?’

“My dear Philip, you wouldn’t think it 
necessary to starve a horse, and hang a bag 
of oats just before his noee to make him go. 
Better feed him the oats, and a healthy ani
mal likes to go. Do you lie off on your oars? 
You could afford it a thousand times better 
than they. Give them a chance for hope and 
ambition, and it will produce the best work 
ever known. Who likes here?’

He stopped in front of a graceful little cot
tage, through whose open windows one could 
see into cheerful, well furnished rooms. A row 
of maple saplings had been lately set in front, 
and plenty of green shrubs and ample vines 
gave the place a most charming air.

“John Graves, one of my workmen. His 
daughter married rich, and it is her hus
band’s money which has worked the remark
able transformation." Philip was very glad to 
change the subject “John’s wife was sick— 
supposed to be an invalid. See that ladylike 
woman watering the hanging pot? that is she. 
Ellingsworth’s money made the change. As 
for Graves himself, he used to be bowed al
most like a cripple. He was as melancholy as 
an undertaker, and he had good reason to be, 
poor fellow. He used to pull a great slouch 
hat down over his face to hide as much as ho 
could of himself. Well, you wouldn’t know 
him now; he is ns respectable a looking man 
as one often sees, and they say he works ail 
hard as ever."

“He isn’t degraded any, then?” asked Mr. 
Philbrick slyly, as they walked on again, “by 
his good fortune."

“I cannot carry out your proposal, it isn’t 
business man and mustIn my line. I am a 

work in character. I actually feel as if I fcad 
made quite a step, for me."

“A step!" cried his companion, eagerly 
reaching out to elasp his hand. “A stride, 
only I want you to go clear to the goal.”

“I am too slow for you,” smiled Philip, 
sadly, as he shook his head. “What I have 
attempted seems enough for one life work. 
I don’t want’to risk it all by a new experi
ment. Here we are at my house, won’t you 
come in i”

They stood at the gate. The front door 
stood iimtingly open, showing the broad 
oaken staircase, and still beyond, the table 
set fdr the evening meal.

“Not to-night, thank you." Mr. Philbrick

eat silent tmd tearless, looking at her bruised 
wrists and at the wounds her nails had made, 
that she heard a familiar, delicate tread in 
the hall. It was as well Mr. Ellingsworth 
did not catch the expression on her set, weary 
face as his tall form appeared in the doorway. 
He seemed to her fancy that moment the 
most terrible monster in the world, this ele
gant flgnre of a man, whose disposition was 
the very essence of refinement, and she 
dropped her eyes to the carpet as he came 
toward her with his eternal smile.

41 All alone, Jennie? Why you have dropped 
your chain, here ifc is on the floor.”

“Oh, thank you,” but she shuddered in spite 
of herself as he seated himself near her and 
warmed her hands fondly between his own 
soft, white palms.

“My little girl,” he began.
Yes, she was his, his and no other’s, his 

every day and hour of her life, for hadn’t 
he bought her, and what better title was there 
t,ha.w that by purchase? She raised her eyes 
and made them rest on his fine, smooth 
shaven face. She had never noticed before 
a certain cold and cruel light in his eyes, as 
if he could enjoy keenly the torture of a 
living soul, or that beside the sensual lines 
of bi« finely chiseled mouth there was a 
suggestion of an exquisite brutality on the 
thin lips. She trembled before him.

“I have a favor to ask of you.” He looked 
admiringly at her as he spoke. Mr. Ellings- 

never tired of the rich, oriental type 
Eife’s beauty. If Bertha’s mqther had 

been like her there need never have joeen any 
unpleasant stories in the community on her 

And Jane was lovelier than ever to-

wo
of

score.
day, with this peculiar brilliancy in her eyes 
and the bright red spot on either dark cheek. 
She didn’t know how to furnish her parlor 
very well, but he had never yet been sorry 
he married her. She seemed to understand 
so well how to manage him, never too fond, 
alwrevg » little on her guard, like a judicious 
artiSu, who will not let even the most ardent 
admirer come too near his canvas.

“It is about Bertha,” he continued, not 
seeming to notice her start, 
that fellow. I haven’t troubled you before, 
but she has been alone up in Vineboro for a 
good many months. I think best she should 
come home now. It will be in better taste”-----

Mr. Ellingsworth rose to his feet at a rum
bling noise and stepped to the window. When 
he came back the color had faded from Jane’s 
cheeks and her small mouth closed very tight 
Her hands were trembling violently, but she 
had hid them in the folds of her dress, so her 
husband could not see her intense excitement. 
Her heart was beating loudly; her old mad
ness seemed coming upon her again, but this 
man's cold, smiling face subdued her.

“When is she coming?”
“I didn’t know but that was the carriage; 

well, I suppose she may be here,” he glanced 
at his gold faced watch, “perhaps in an hour 
or two.”

The girl’s lips quivered; she almost broke 
into a passion of angry words; the hate that 
seethed in her heart for that woman was al
most bubbling forth its bitterness. But the 
cool assurance on her husband’s face, as his 
keen, pitiless eyes seemed to search out all 
the secrets of her soul, cowed the woman. 
She rose and moved, as one in a dream, to
ward the door.

“I must get things ready then.” And so 
this was whàt her gentle voiced husband 
called asking a favor of her. She did not 
love him, but she feared him, now, as she re
membered her secret. She would obey his 
nod as if she were his dog, she would study 
the signs on his placid face. He had never 
anything but smiles and kind speeches for 
her, but she would have sunk into the very 
earth at his feet rather than that he should 
open his mysterious armory of instruments 
of deadly torture for the soul.

“Well, well, I thought she would make 
more fuss.”

The afternoon sun was well down on his 
last stretch when Philip Breton came back 
from his factory, and up the street toward 
Mr. Ellingsworth’s house. There was some 
one with him, a man so tall and slight that 
the" weight of his head, which was quite 
large, seemed to bow him. It was an old 
gentleman, to judge from the wrinkles on 
his face, but he had hardly enough hair to 
show whether it was grayor only flaxen.

“You have done splendidly, my boy!” It 
old acquaintance of Philip’s, whom 

he had used to talk philosophy with at col
lege, one of those benevolent minded gen
tlemen who are so optimistic that they have 
to go to boys for sympathy. “Splendidly,” 
he rented, “only why stop just where you 
arc? If every mill owner would do in his 
mill what you have done, it would be a grand 
thing for this world. But they won’t Now 
yon have started beautifully, but there is 
too much business to your plan.”

Philip smiled argumentatively. It was 
like his boyhood returned to hear the old 
man’s mellow tones.

‘‘But, Mr. Philbrick, an honest business 
man can do more good than a dozen imprac
ticable philanthropists like you.”

“But think of the things that business 
principles never can regard. Your help 
work ten weary hours a day, all ther poor 
lives; business demands that, doesn’t it? 
Well, I say that is where benevolence must 
come in. It is terrible to be shut up as they 
are; it kills body, mind and soul. Business 
principles never can save them,” said the old 
gentleman, turning his kindly eyes on the 
young mill owner; “philanthropy, I don’t 
care what you call it, some gentle spirit of 
love ought to lift the burden thal crushes the 
life and ho>e out of them, contrary to busi
ness principles, higher than business prin-

“She has left

was an

r. Philbrick finished, a close carriage 
rolled by them and stopped a little beyond, 
where a gentleman and lady stood to welcome 
the visitor.

“Your reforms,” answered Philip, after a 
moment’s thought, “should bo founded op 
business principles. Then the .force „of the 
business instinct win carry them out Ottf- 
erwiso”— he lifted his Hat to Mrs. Ellings- 
wortb, but she did not seem to notice him; 
her eye* were fixed on her husband, who was 
in the act pf handing a lady out of the car
riage. TRe tody wore a traveling suit of a 

Her face was hid as she steppedblue s
down, showing a white feather in the back 
of her hat, and a few strands of golden hair 
below. Then she raised her face as toe car
riage rolled away, and a wild, sweet thrill of 
pain shot through Philip's heart, while every 

in his body tingled like finely tunednerve
stringed instruments, trembling in sympathy 
with u resounding chord. His feet refused 
to take him away, while his hungry eyes de
voured Bertha’s beauty, for it was no other 
than she come back—his lost darling found 
again. His heart warmed, as lie looked, into 
a divine glow; how cold it had been,"and so 
long. A great burden of weariness seemed 
lifted from him. It was as if, after a dreary 
old age, the sweet peace of childhood was 
born in him again.

For the moment he forgot everything that 
had come between them, as hi the bright, 
perfumed morning a child forgets the dreary 
night just past. But the long night had 
changed her ; the exquisite roundness of her 
#%ce and form had gone ; even her grand blue 

~^rlo-soemed faded like her cheeks, ouce so 
^elPfiitilieir sunset glow. And he only 

to glorifXlier the more tenderly—the new 
to rush toh'S.’seem-yl only wanting beforo 
had no a religion. Belonged
was darting « 7V away her father, who 

% nasheîx _ ond his wife, who 
Xe at the unwelcome
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deeply, more tenderly, he thought, than of 
old, but she had not turned. He saw the path 
of careworn lines across her forehead that 
had been as smooth as marble. There was a 
faded look on her cheeks, less full than they 
used to be, and their exquisite color less 
evenly spread. Her hand was whiter and 
showed its blue veins almost painfully. His 
heart ached over her, his proud Bertha. Why 
could not God have spared her! He would 
rather have died and saved her the care and 
suffering that had stricken her loveliness.
Then she turned at the sound of footsteps, 
and a great wave of tenderness swept over 
his soul. He looked at her so eagerly, so 
gently that it seemed her face might soften a 
little, but it did not, nor was there any mark 
of startled surprise at his coming so suddenly 
upon her.

“It is you Philip?” Even her voice was 
changed, there was a new hardness in it. She 
reached out her cold white hand to him.

For a moment he did not speak. It seemed 
as if his heart would break, there was such a 
stress upon it. And then he was afraid she 
might be ashamed before him, ashamed of 
the terrible injustice she had done him,

.ashamed of the blot that had touched her 
name. But whatever she might have felt, 
there was no sign of any emotion on her im
passive faee.

“And you arc the miU owner now,” she 
said. “How odd it seems.” She smiled 
graciously, but still he could not spéak. He 
could only look down at the thin, blue 
veined hand he held, and keep back the sob 
that trembled on his lips for his lost love.

And that smile and such words as those 
were all she had for him at last. He had to
loôk away for strength to speak. He must _ .
think of some commonplaidb that would not vxeorge Peabody, the great American 
startle her repose. Ah! there was the door- philanthropist, gave £500,000 to amelior- 
way where she had given him the first ardent th#. condition of the London poor,
caress of his life the last time he had talked 
with her, the night she forsook him. Did 
she remember, he wondered? He looked 
back at the cold, beautiful eyes, and the 
amused smile yet lingered on her lips.

“Yes, it does seem very odd.”

shook his hand for parting, but did not seem 
quite ready to go.

“Tea is all ready,” urged Philip, “and I am 
quite alone.”

“Oh no, my train leaves,” he made an ex
cuse to look at his watch, “in half an hour.” 
Still he hesitated.

At last he laid his hand gently on Philip’s 
arm.

“You arc young and have probably a long 
life of usefulness before you. But a man 
can never tell.” Philip looked in surprise at 
him. “You may change your mind, or give 
up your work; if you should want to, just let 
roe know, I would like to buy you out and 
run things on my plan.”

“But you are not rich enough. You proba
bly know the valuation of the Breton Mills,” 
answered Philip, a little proudly.

“I could pay you something, and you 
wouldn’t drive too hard a bargain. You 
would be glad, perhaps, to contribute in that 
way.”

Philip burst into a hearty laugh; his hon
est old friend was losing his wits. Give up 
his factory, and his own scheme that was his 
only hope in life! But Mr. Philbrick did not 
smile. He seemed actually serious and 
awaiting an answer.

“Well, I will give you the first chance when 
I want to sell.”

The old gentleman’s earnestness sobered 
Philip in spite of himself. He was sorry ho 
had laughed. Perhaps he had been mocking 
his own destiny. The philanthropist’s pro
posal began to affect him as a death’s head tit 
a feast. He was afraid he could not forget 
it Did his friend know him better than he 
knew himself f Did he see elements of weak
ness in his character that would be sure to 
wreck his beautiful hopes?

Philip walked slowly up to his door. Once 
he turned and looked after the bent but still 
vigorous figure of the bad prophet No doubt 
he was already planning how to revolutionize 
the whole management of the mill.

“I will never speak with him again,” he 
muttered.

Then he looked back at his house again. It 
was in that very doorway, open as it was 
now, that Bertha had stood and kissed her 
hand to him the last time she had been at his 
home. That was when his chief thoughts of 
life were as a wedding journey—that was be
fore the first cloud had dimmed his sunlight. 
And now she had returned. She had shamed 
her father’s house and her mother’s pure 
memory. She had shamed him who bad 
been her lover since childhood, and all for a 
man she did not love enough to stay with 
him. Still he could not help that first 
tumultuous throb of his heart, the unreason • 
ing wave of joy that had swept over him at 
the very sight of her changed, tired face. 
She had done her worst to spoil his life, to 
drive peace and happiness from his soul, bat 
that pure, steady glow in his heart, ah, it 
was love yet.

Philip’s heart was very full of bitterness, 
the fruit of his love instead' of peace. He 
stopped midway to his door, and plucked a 
rose, slowly tore out its blushing petals and 
let the summer breeze carry them away.

The great work for the poor he had com
menced would have made him the happiest 
man- in the world if she could have shared 
his enthusiasm with him. His was the dis
position even and sweet, just the one to get 
the most contentment out of his life, but lone
liness was terrible to him.

“Perhaps it is better so,” he said aloud, as 
he crushed the fragment of the flower in his 
hand. No’doubt he was light and weak, and 
it was only under the pressure of a great bur
den that he could accomplish anything. That 
gave him intensity. And then Bertha might 
have weakened his purpose if he formed one, 
not sympathizing with him, and it not 
been her wont to sympathize with him, His 
very devotion to her might have made him 
waver, or for very happiness he might not 
have thought of anything but his bride. If a 
man has a great work to do it is better to be 
alone. Two souls never can have but a single 
thought, and the least friction might delay 
his progress ; the least discouragement might 
hinder his footsteps on the mountain bringing 
glad tidings to the wretched.

All that peril had been saved him, Curran 
had proved a better friend to the people than 
he thought, even when he deserted them, in 
breaking in upon Philip Breton’s idle dream 
of love.

Perhaps it was from Bertha’s shame had 
sprung all tl^e good that blessed a thousand 
hopeless lives.

Philip shuddered as he went up the broad 
stone steps to his silent house. It seemed in
famous to associate the thought of shame 
with the woman whose beautiful, high bred 
face he had looked into again today. And 
Bertha was in the very village with him ; the 
great outside world had given her back safe. 
He need not tremble for her any more, for 
her father’s arm protected her.

He looked across the fields, where he could 
see one gable of the house that held her, al
most hidden by overshadowing trees. Per
haps she was in her room this moment weep
ing bitter tears for the sweet, rare life she 
had lost by her madness.

He passed his hand over his eyes.
“Must she suffer forever—for what she has 

repented of, and the streams of despair flow 
always through her heart, washed whiter 
than snow?”

He walked into his home, and through the 
echoing hall and stood in the door of his din
ing room. There were sideboards and chairs 
enough to provide for a party—the table glit
tered with its massive plate, and glistened 
with exquisite china, but only one seat was 
placed.

THE—as they say in England—for out-of-door 
sports. She rows, she rides, she walks, 
and she wields the lawn-tennis racquet. 
She talks more about these amusements 
than she does about moonlight, love, and 
flowers. She is almost as fond of animals 
as she is of men, and, in short, she can 
amuse herselt without men, which the 
clinger can not. She is not afraid of be
ing an old maid ; the clinger is ; and she 
—the "tailor-made”—is quite as loath to 
marry as the atheletic young man, hut 
when she meets her fate she accepts it 
gracefully,, and makes as good a wife and 
mother as does the clinger. ' _
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CHAPTER XXL
OUT, DAMNED SPOT.

Philip dipped his pen in the inkstand. He 
was sitting in his study at home, later in the 
afternoon than usual. Nothing unimportant 
could have detained him so long from his fac
tory, and, besides, there was a look of unusual 
solemnity on his face. Philip Breton had just 
written his will It was a very elaborate in
strument, prepared from memoranda of the 
ablest lawyer in the state. A moment ago be 
h«4 signed it, and toe names of the witnesses 
were not dry yet. He had been uneasy for a 
long time that the destiny of toe thousand 
creatures who worked in his mill, and of their 
successors forever, should hang on so feeble a 
thread as a human life, which might, snap be
fore he could give spontaneous energy to the 
plans that now only lived in.his brain. He 
wrote in large, plain letter across the back of 
the paper, “The Last Will and Testament of 
Philip Breton." Then he read the whole in
strument over again—toe - magna charts, 
of Bretonville. How glad the village 
would be when his will came to be 
known—when it was found that the 
mill owner had not been satisfied with 
what he could do in his lifetime, but had 
placed his benevolence on a perpetual foot
ing, had reached back his hand from his 
grave to shower blessings op the laboring 
poor God had committed to his charge. 
Borne men had wives and children to work 
for, to defend, to hope for. If he had beep 
happy, and blessed with love and kisses, he 
might have been like the rest, never listening 
to too groans of his poor under burdens too 
heavy for them to bear. His heart would, 
perhaps, have been full of toe little wants 
and trivial discomforts of his own circle, his 
mind busy with plans for the future of his 
sons, while a thousand dreary hopeless lives 
wore themselves out in the struggle for their 
scant bread, with never one pitiful thought 
from him.

The first normal school for the instruc
tion of teachers was established at Paris, 
by a law, Oct. 30, 1794, and opened Jan. 
20,1795. This school was the first of its 
class, and this design has since been fol
lowed' in other countries, especially in 
the United States.
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neck. It lays peacefully upon his manly 
bosom all day. In some suits of under
clothing a little pocket is made in the 
breast of the undershirt for the perfumed 
powder-bag to repose in. Over this is 
worn a plain or fancy shirt This will 
cost from four to twelve dollars, accord
ing to the inclination and the pocket- 
book of the wearer. Some are plain. 
Others are embroidered with silk and 
floss in floral wreaths down the centre of 
the shirt. They have holes for one or 
three studs. Others have hand-embroid
ered work down the centre. This is done 
in the convents in Paris, and tke shirts 
are expensive, about fifteen dollars each. 
When the young man has arrayed him- 
self in his costly shirt, he pats on a pair 
of striped trousers. These are cut very 
wide. They cost him from ten to twenty 
dollars per pair. They are held in place 
by moire silk suspenders, embroidered 
with floral wreaths, moss-roses, and lily 
of the valley, with crewel silks. They 
have silk or kid ends, and are lined with 
satin. They come in all colors, and cost 
from eight to ten dollars per pair.. Some 
young men have the buckles made of sil
ver or gold, and this increases the ccst to 
at least twenty-five dollars per pair. The 
young man completes his toilet by putr 
ting on a high collar with turned-over 
edges. Turned-over collars are very gen
erally worn, but they are not the correct 
style. In neck-ties he has a variety to 
select from, but the four-in-hand is the 
most popular. All sorts of shades are 
worn, and no one color or combination of 
colors can be said to be more popular 
than another.

Also Solid Leather, Inner 
Soles and Counters.
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CHAPTER XX

FREDERICTON.VERY ODD.
It was au horn- later than usaal toe next 

afternoon that Philip pushed back his chair 
from the office table preparatory to going 
home. He did not acknowledge to himself a 
certain sweet excitement that affected him 
as he rose to his feet, much less the cause of 
it; and he laid it to ordinary masculine van
ity that he paused a moment before a mirror 
before he went out.

It was not toe same face ho used to see in 
the glass. His black moustache had grown 
heavy and completely hid his rather unar- 
tistic upper lip, but it was not that had 
changed him so much. His forehead had 
some new lines in it and there was, somehow, 
a firmer look about the corners of his mouth; 
toe youth and freshness that had lasted for 
twenty-six summers had given place on the 
tweaty-sovonth. There was a self poise and 
suggestion of reserved force in him now that 
stood for some very rapid development of 
character.

As Philip went up the hill, his quick eyes 
caught a glimpse of a woman’s dress by Mr. 
Ellingsworth’s gate, and in a few steps more 
he could see it was the shade of blue Bertha 
loved. Why might it not be Bertha, why 
not, except that he was so eager it should 
be? He hurried as muehas he dared—hdw 
strongly liis heart was beating. She might 
turn any moment and go into the house. He 
tried to think of what he could say to her if 
it was she.

Yes, it" was Bertha. Her face was turned 
away, showing him only the perfect Greek 
profile and the uncovered coils of her wonder
ful golden hair. Her hand rested on the gate 
as she looked off on the hills. How grand her 
thqngtits must bo to harmonize with the su
perb dignity'of her face. Philip felt guilty 
at disturbing her, but i* had been so long. 
He cache quite near, so near that the mag
netic thrill of her presence touched him more
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T. L. CHAPPELLWANTED!I Lave not spoken of the “tailor-made 
girl" yet writes Brunswick in the Boston 
Gazette. This notundescriptive title has 
been given to the somewhat independent 
girl who dresses in plain-cut gowns with 
little or no trimming, in contradistinction 
to the clinging young woman whose 
gowns are Jiung with ruffles and lace. 
There are some men who prefer the 
“tailor-made," while there are others who 
prefer the clinger. The “tailor-made" is 
not necessarily the least bit masculine, 
neither is she lmshand-hunting. She is 
fond of walking, and so she wears shoes 
that do not pinch her feet. She “goes in”
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