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It- did not look like a good invest-

ment that Hilda Caruthers had, made.

No, Hilda had not taken-a flier la

copper, oil or motor*. She had simply
bought a dress. >u '5

Clothes being a necessity, the pur-

chase of a dress when one Is heeded

Is an Investment. But Hilda was fairly

well supplied with wearing apparel
that was pretty enough, but suited

only to, everyday wear.

The reason the dress in question
did not look like a good investment

was that she wanted it for one special
occasion, and It, cost $58.50 of the S6O

she had in the bank. —

It seemed like downright foolishness

but she just had to go to Anne’s wed-

ding, and as Anne’s wedding was to

be dn event of stellhr social impor-

tance common clothes would be out

of place. > '

Anne was the best girl friend Hilda

ever had. They had been chums In

school and had been together so much

they were taken for sisters, and even

began to feel that way themselves.

In their senior year at high school

the two girls became separated when

Anne’s parents moved with her to a

near-by city. However, the two girls

corresponded regularly and were as

good friends as ever, spending most

of their vacation periods together.

Hilda was graduated from high

school, took a business course and be

came a bookkeeper in a- department
store. Anne took a position as ste-

nographer In a broker's office.

Three years later came the surpris-

ing news from Anne:

‘Tm going to marry a millionaire!”

It seemed that Anne’s employer fell

in love with her and she with him, and

could be only one natural result.

In the midst of preparations for the

wedding the Moorehouse home burned

to the ground, and plans were upset

for a short time. —

Then Anne got the Idea she would

like to he married in the little church

she used to attend in her old home

town; so the two families most con-

cerned motored thither.

It was to be an elaborate function,

and consequently when Hilda received

an invitation she knew It behooved her

to adorn herself suitably for the oc-

casion. x

The wedding was set for eleven

o’clock in the morning, and at nine

Hilda set ou| afoot for the church. It

had been raining hard, but had cleared

off, and the sun was shining brightly.

Two blocks from the church she

stopped a!t a corner to let a big coupe

roll past. The machine was closer to

her than she had calculated as she

stood on the walk, and the rear wheel

churned up a sea of mud and hurled

a tidal wave at Hilda.

As the auto vanished round a cor-

net a block away the girl stood and

with her fists rubbed wet dirt out of

her eyes and looked down at her dress

to see that it was ruined.

Hilda realized that as far as her

presence was concerned the wedding

might have been on Mars. She simply

could not attend in that mud-bespat-

tered costume. There was only one

thing to do—retrace her steps, take off

the $58.50 worth of ruined goods and

spend the day in misery' in her room.

As she walked dolefully toward her.

home, trying vainly to brush the cling-

ing mud from "her, a feeling of rage

gradually rose within her. She re-

membered how she had seen a young

man driving the coupe, and she re-

called that he had smiled at her as

he drenched her with mud.

For a moment the smiling face had

attracted her and she had wished that

she might know the/ young man. Now

she had the same longing, but for a

different reason. She won,ld like to

present him with a slice of her mind.

Fretting and fuming, Hilda wended

her way homeward, while the wedding

guests crowded the church, and the

bride-to-be, with the assistance of a

maid, got into her gown iri her room

at the hotel, and the groom-to-be sat

In his room with his father and smoked

black cigars to steady his nerves.

In the midst of these preparations

the telephone in Anne’s room sum-

moned her, and when.she turned from

the Instrument she displayed excite-

ment •

“Get mother," she ordered the maid.

“Gwendolln has had . a nervous col-

lapse and can’t act as bridesmaid.

Anybody would think she was going

to be married, Instead of her cousin.

I was afraid she’d do something like

that, she’s so hlgh-strting. Mother In-

sisted on having her, though. Now

maybe she’ll consent to Hilda Caruth-

ers, if it’s possible to get word to Hilda

this late, and if she’ll consent to play-

ing second fiddle.”

¦ So Mrs. Moorehouse fluttered onto

the scene, and when'she had been

made acquainted with the situation

she fluttered to the young man who

was about to become her son-in-law.

JThe latter’s brother, who waq to act

. as best man, bad just driven up in his

machine.

. “Fred;” directed the prospective

groom, “take a run up to the ehurch

-and yank Hilda Caruthers out of the

audience and. bring her here. She can

wear one of Anne’s dresses.”

“Idon’t know her," Fred objected.
Mrs. Moorehouse fluttered back to

her daughter and returned with a pic-

ture of Hilda. Fred’s face took on a

queer, elated expression as he stud-

ied it v; r

Z-That’s funny," he remarked. -I

passed that girl just a little while ago

on a corner a. few blocks, from here.”

He went away, muttering.

“The real funny part of it is, though,
that she struck my eye and I dearly
ran over an ice wagon, because I was

looking back at her.”

.Fred was unable to find Hilda among

the guests assembled at the fhugch.

He asked the church ushers and they

stated positively that Miss Caruthers

had not arrived. So he got her- ad-

dress and went to her home.

Hilda had entered her room

was on the point of taking off the mud-

ruined dress when her aunt called her.

Hilda’s parents had died within a year

of each other shortly, after Anne

moved from the city, and she was liv-

ing with her uncle and aunt<

“There’s a young man here to see

you on important business,” said .the

aunt. “He wants you for bridesmaid

at the wedding. He’s the brother of

the groom.”
Hilda began to unfasten her dress.

“I won’t change,” she decided sud-

denly. “I’lljust show them that I did

have a good dress, even if it is ruined

now.”

When she saw Fred her feeling of

anger returned, but the smile with

which he greeted her made it impos-

sible for her to harbor her wrath. So

she smiled in return and said:

“You’re to blame for this mud. Your

old car did it, and that’s the reason

I’m not at the Church now.”

“Never mind,” he returned. “Come

along in the car, and Fil apologize on

the way. They’ll fix you up at the

hotel.”

But Fred did not take the shortest

way. Instead he drove several blocks

in the wrong direction. The truth is

he was captivated by Hilda—well, you

can’t get around it. There is such a

thing as love at first sight, and mud

can’t alter it.

At the hotel the bridal party waited

in vain for the bridesmaid and best

man.

Mrs. Moorehouse was all aflutter

and was for telephoning the police and

the hospitals to ascertain whether

there had been an accident. The moth-

er of the prospective groom was little

more composed, While the two fathers

held an excited conference and the

young man who was to become a hus-

band smoked black cigars and dug

his finger nails into the palms of his

hands.

For half an hour the bridal party

waited, and the assemblage at the

church grew restless, ayd some of It

left. The tension at the hotel ended

when Anne was called to the phone.

“This is Fred,” said the voice on

the wire. “Say, I forgot all about

your wedding, I was so interested in

your friend Hilda. You’ll pardon me,

but I couldn’t help taking her for a

ride, and we had a mishap. Oh, we

didn’t get hurt, but we got pretty

acquainted. We’ll be right up to the

hotel. Better get those clothes ready

for Hilda, because she’s going to be

your attendant, all right; but what’s

more interesting to me—there’s going

to be a double wedding.”

HISTORIC RELICS IN BOSTON

Painters’ Arms and the Boston Stone

Have Been Preserved In Building

. Erected in 1652.

Two mementoes of the colonial peri-

od, the Painters' arms and the Boston

stone, are set in the wall of an old

building In the north end of Boston,

a historic quarter which has changed

little with passing time. This build-

ing, erected in 1652 by Thomas Mar-

shall, became, in 1692, the property of

Thomas Child, the painter, who erect-

ed his arms over the doorway nine

years later, testifying to a partnership
in business between the painter and

his wife, for the initials which em-

bellish the carved board, “C. T. K.,

are Interpreted as standing for “Child,

Thomas and Katherine.” The date,

1701, appears finely graven in wood,

and showing the striking design which

was conceived to advertise the talents

of the “painter stainer,” as Child was

referred to. The Painters' arms has

an artistic as well as a historic value.

Thomas Child and his wife were

also responsible for the Boston ston&

The round grinding stone was found

In 1737 by Joseph Howe, who bought

the site of the colonial paint shop,

while he was cleaning up the yard.
The stone was covered with painty and

a little inquiry proved conclusively

that It was the means Thomas Child

has used to grind his colors.

James Davis, who bpught the prop-

erty in 1835, set both the Boston stone

and the Painters’ arms into the wall

tit his new building. His heirs have

the same regard for these relics that

he had, and have seen to It that both

stone and sign are protected as sym-

bols of the Industry which flourished

on the site 200 years ago.

Considerable Pelting.

While motoring with a party of

friends in the far West our car crashed

through a wooden railing on a high
embankment along a drive near the

Oregon river.
‘

The car ran 50 feet down the bank

and landed In the midst of a piCnlc

party which was just beginning to

have a feast The big car dashed

among the picnickers, made them

scatter, and demolished the spread.

We congratulated ourselves that the

car had not turned over and tried to

explain matters, offering to pay for aU

damages, but the picnickers, none of

whom understood English, assaulted

us with the mangled remains of their

banquet.
We hurried away and found our-

selves considerably disfigured by the

pies, cakes, pickles, jelly, chicken and

broken dishes with which wo were

pelted.—Exchange. ¦'
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The Charm

of Toulouse

A
WANDERER coming from

Provence, westward, the

historic capital of Languedoc,
and looking for the first

time"upon the ancient towers of

Toulouse, may well wonder whether

they are Indeed old, so modern Is

the appearance of the red brick, after

the gray-gold stones of the Roman

Provence. Old, nevertheless, they are,

though differing in style, as in color,

from any thing to be seen in other

parts of Paris.

The Toulousaln gothic has a char-

acter all its own; for the true spirit
of northern architecture —that of the

soaring Une—never became indige-

nous here, says a writer in the Christian

Science Monitor. These southerners

accepted it only as a fashion of the

day, to which concessions must be

made; that granted, they proceeded at

cnee 'to modify the style, to suit the

local traditions of a people that at

heart loved a horizontal line better

than an aspiring bne. So they de-

clined to build interior- vertical pil-
lars—which, moreover, needed large
stones and were very expensive—and
Instead they threw great vaults over

wide spaces, broke up- their towers

into bays, z generally mingled. In «

vefy curious fashion, the-spirit of the

gothic and the Romanesque. These

are points that strike one about the

great cathedral of St Sernin in Tou-

louse, the largest and finest building

of the southern style that is to be seen

In France today.

Cathedral'of St, Bernln.

As usual In churches hereabouts,

the building Is dark, being lighted by

windows behind the triforium, and not

from a clerestory above. The Roman-

esaue manner did not relieve Its main

walls by distributing part of the

weight along flying buttresses to the

aisles; therefore it dared not build

them very high, nor weaken them by
piercing large windows. Toulousaln

congregations, however, never cared

for much light within their churches.

There was already more than enough,
without

(
,

Very Interesting was my walk round

the church, with the sacristan beside

me, a handsome, kindly man, gentle

and courteous, yet with a certain dig-

nity In his manner, as of one who,

though in a humble station, knew well

how to command.. I liked the quiet
firmness with which he rebuked the

old women who would chatter too

loudly In the transport

As we did the round of the church

.we talked together. He told me how

deeply he cared for knowledge and

learning, how much he regretted that

such things meant so little to so many

people of his country. “They are liz-

ards who love to lie In the sun; and

It is the sun we must blame”—be

smiled at his jest—“if my fellow-

townsmen are neither savants nor

workers, and are too idle to follow up

the idea that their minds seize upon

so quickly. That is why when we

have energy we do so well. I say

often that some of our best presidents
have come —Mr. Fallieres among them

—from the left bank of the Garonne.”

And with a bow the sacristan left me,

to continue "my studies.” He was the

most eloquent of the many who have

deplored to me the meridional dis-

inclination to hard work. There is a

proverb extant: “The men of the Midi

use what the men of the north pro-

duce." The men of the north, I sup-

pose, produced that proverb.
Houses are Fascinating.

After the churches—perhaps even

before the churches—her renaissance

hotels are the greatest charm of

Toulouse. Abd by "hotels" I mean

houses, not hostela Certainly they
are most fascinating, both as iiperi
mens of architecture of their time,
and as affording an idea of the mag-

nificence in which the merchant
princes of that day lived. Almost all

styles of renaissance are to be Been,

from that of the Hotel Barony—transi-

tional from Gothic to the lightest and

most graceful designs of the new man-

ner—to the Hotel d’Asseat, when the

architects had already lost some of

the first pure enthusiasm with which

they ylewed Italian art in the days

of Francis L and onward Into the less

refined, though rich and luxuriant

style of the Maison de Pierre, built in

the days of Louis XIII.

The Hotel %e Vieux Raisin, I think,

gave me the greatest pleasure, so per-

fectly felicit.ous It is, as seen from the

courtyard; The 1 little loggia, daintily

(decorated, the windows all variously

adorned, and showing upon every sill,

pilaster, and headstohe, a new device

of scroll, garland, or festoon; .Here

two maidens, bearing proudly and

gladly their light lintel border; here

full-cheeked, soft-winged cherubs who

have fluttered down, to rest awhile in

these pleasant places. Beside them

are baskets of fruit, hanging bunches

of grapes and wreaths of flowers—-

frail and exquisite little fancies,

carved like love-lyrics that nymphs of

the fountain write- with milk-white

fingers upon the walls of their water-

grottoes. Elsewhere leaf-words are

written In leaveh so naturelike as al-

most to tremble in the breeze, and to

keep the courtyard fresh and cool be-

neath the torrid southern sun. Every-

where you will find in Toulouse, set

down in stone among her palaces, such

aery gossamer trifles as Joachim du

Bellay and Remy de Belleau were fash-

ionlng, during those same years, -in

song.

Sitting here I can look out upon the

Place Lafayette, where—because it is

raining heavily—-the cabmen sit,

hunched upon the boxes of their blue

cabs with bright red wheels. With

heads sunk down into their shoulders,

like? the anthropophagi of Othello’s

story, these Jehus of TouiouSe sleep

the Idle hours away. One of them has

spread a great faded blue umbrella

so far over himself and over his box

that only 'his feet are visible. Those

feet recall Tweedledum —or\Tweedle-
dee, was It—sheltering from the

storm; But there will be no need for

long shelter, here. Before an hour has

passed the sun will be warm again

upon the shining pave.

In the Museum Courtyard, Toulouse.

MONEY MADE IN ODD IDEAS

Practically No Limitto Inventions That

Have Been Granted Patents In

/ United States.

-J* 'A

to enumerating some of the strange

patents sanctioned by the patent of-

fice an attorney mentions a tornado-

proof house, the Invention of a New

England man. It is built on a pivot

so that every breeze turns It With its

head to the wind.

Among other Inventions Is a “pedal
caloriflcatbr " withwhich one can blow

upon one’s toes to warm them. It Is

a tube, worn under the clothes, with a

branch leading to each foot a

mouthpiece at the top. Then there

are a polisher for false teeth—merely

the end of a corncob stuck on a stick;

a sanitary pocket for carrying chew-

ing gum, a wooden bit for preventing

snoring, a noiseless alarm clock that

yanks the sleeper’s arm instead of

ringing, another that starts a mechan-

ism that throws him out of bed, and a

machine for counting eggs as they are

laid.
" /O'
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Up-to-Date Riches.

“Jones has secured his pile, all

right" .

“Plenty of the long green, has her

“Long green, nothing! I was refer-

ring to his coal pile”—Boston Tran-

script i...'
v

A Leap-Year Revenge.

; "That rich girl the fellows are all

after has a mean disposition.”
“What’s she dolngT’
“She says she fa going to propose

to all the men in her set”

One-Piece Gown

Is Still in Favor

Perhaps there Is no type of dress

which has ever given more comfort

and general satisfaction to women of

all degress than the one-piece dress.

This, observes a prominent core-
spondent, is undoubtedly a truism and

yet It cannot be dwelt upon too often

by its beneficiaries for fear that if

they do,not recognize their blessings
on some evil day the useful littleone-

piece frock may be snatched away

from them.

Fashion Is proverbially a fickle

dame, but after centuries of high
handed and capricous proceedings
with her votaries it was a merciful

dispensation on her part to decree the

reign of the one-piece frock at a time

In the affairs of women when life

moved for them in a swift and almost

overwhelming flood of public and

private activities.

It was, and Is, a time in which a

type of dress was needed which re-

duced nerve strain to the minimum

and which combined ease of adjust-

ment, comfort, smart and youthful ap-

pearance, all around wearableness and

sufficient variety. If such a thing

were possible In an uneasy and imper-

fect world, one would be inclined to

say that the one-piece frock would go

on forever, no matter what .other

styles might corile and go.

Predictions are unsafe and one only
knows that at present this desirable

type of garment rounds the cycle of

the year In an endless procession of

models developed In fabrics suitable

for the season,' bridging the chasm

from chiffon to vtelvet

Just, now the only sort of one-piece
frocks' to which any woman’s mind

will give house room are the mid-

season and early spring models of

gabardine, tricolette, shtin, crepe de

chine and taffeta, of which there is

an interesting variety in the advanced

showings.

Ever Faithful Type Remains.

The ever faithful and desirable

frock of navy blue serge, polret twill,

tricotine or gabardine is, as a rule, as

straight and simple of silhouette as it

has been for several seasons past,

either on the rather attenuated Unes

of the French coat dress or with the

youthful blousing bodice and narrow

gathered skirt with a moderately wide

waistband. There are striking chemise

models in peasant style which slip on

over the head and have but little fas-

tening.

, At the same time there Is observed

a bold and rather interesting effort

to Introduce broken and widened lines

in the skirt by means of plaited frills,

tunics of irregular shape, folds and

flounces. Such models stand out con-

spicuously among so many which have

a willowy, unbroken slimness as their

chief characteristic. ‘

Simple and 1 practically unadorned

bine serge frocks appear to be in Just

as good standing as blue serge frocks

which are elaborately embroidered of

trimmed with oustahdlng Md

plaited frills. However, trimmings of

various kinds are rather prominently
in evidence in any inventory of the

charms of the 1920 blue serge frock.

Embroidery on Two Wide Bands.

In one especially striking and hand-

some frock of navy blue gabardine
the embroidery In ecru silk is entirely

concentrated on two wide, loose bands

of the fabric which extend from the

narrow girdle straight downward at

each side until they are fastened up

under the edge of the slim skirt. The

straight bodice with long sleeves is

cut in a deep square at the neck and

filled in with a gathered tucker of

cream batiste. At the back on either

side, where the embroidered bands

meet the girdle, there are long and

stately tassels of ecru silk.

An interesting decoration from the

peasant source is in the form of ob-

long perforations of good size out-

lined with green,silk. Lines of these

perforations set on end run up and

down on the blouse and round about

the skirt. There are <lso narrow

bands of embroidery which outline

the simulated eton coats of certain

frocks, and lines of wool chain stitch

embroiderey in rose wool break the

monotonous length 6f a blue serge

chemise frock. Besides these there

are frocks embroidered In navy blue

silk, with only an accent of color.

Straw embroidery on blue serge is

not half as bizarre as It sounds. How-

ever. It Is scarcely likely to Interest

the woman who takes her clothes se-

riously. Bat tail braid bindings of

black or striped silk and upstanding!

plaitings of satin cire ribbon are con-

servative and smart trimmings, as are

black moire ribbons.

Frills to Edge Apron Draperies.

Fine plaitings of blue serge are

used as frills to edge apron

as tunic draperies and as the better

part of a frock. One model has a flat

back and front panel, but the sides

of the dress from under the arms fall

in straight, narrow plaits to the skirt

hem, confined at the waist by a belt

of braided cords and is sure to havo

a little vestee and collar of batiste or

handkerchief linen or organdie, usual-

ly showing through a narrow slit iu

the frock.

The woman who is horrified at the

thought of a blue serge frock with

abort sleeves should take heart Ifshe|

has either a long pocketbook or pretty

elbows. In the first case she willba

able to afford long gloves, and in the!

second she will soon be pleased with

jer exceptional possession as Katisha.

vas with that famous shoulder blada

rs hers, and, after all, a wool frodo

short sleeves Is many degree*
auuri mwTw w **"****
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There is, however, a.

enea in a most a wy

Two Frocks of Blue Gabardine, One Embroidered With Castor Silk, Afford-

ing an Idea of Pleasing Construction.
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