
cape I She's had itsince the year one. She
doesn'tdare wear it whenshe goes out with
you;she just shivers.''Hush, hush, Josephine,'said her mother,
embarrassed, yet laughing, as her hupband
lifted hia shaggy eyebrows at her in mock
severity.

'
Younee>lu\. say any more, either

ofyou. I'll take the money.' Shepaused
impressively, and then gently pushed the
girl aside and went over and kissed her
husband.'

IfIwere only as good amanager a->some
people! Idon't know what ia the matter
withme. Itry,andItry, but

'
'Yes, yes,Iknow,' said thehusband.

'
All

Iask now is that you spend the money on
yourself.''Yes, Iwill,' said Mrs Atwood, with the
guilty thrill of the perjured at the very
moment of her promise. She knew very
well that some of it wouldhave to be ppent
for otherneeds. She had but 50 cents left
of her allowance to last heruntil theend of
the month, five long days away. No one
but the mother of a family on moderate
means realises what the demand for pads,
pencils,shoe-strings, lunches,postage-stamps,
hair ribbons, medicines, mended shoes, and
such likecanamount to in that short time.
She had meant to ask Edward toadvance
her a little more on the next month's
allowance

—
already largely anticipated

—
but she had not the face to. after his
generosity to her now. A couple of dollars
out of the fifty would make very little
difference, and she did not need itall, any-
way. She almost wept as she thought of
Josephine's championship of her and her
husband's thoughtfulnesp.

Mrs Atwood adored her husband and her
threechildren. She firmly believed them to
besuperior inevery way toall othermortals ;
sacrificing service for them was her joy of
joys, her keenest affl'ction the fear that she
did not appreciatethem half enough. It is
certain thatthechildre-i,truthful,loving and
obedient as they had been trained to be,
would havebeen spoilt beyond tolerance if
it were not that the very strength of her
admirationmade it innocuous, They were
so used to being told that they were the
loveliest and dearest thinga on earth that
the words were not even heard. As they
grewolder the extravaganceof her devotion
was beginning to rouse the protective
element in them, to her wonler and
humility.

Mrs Atwood, at twenty, the time of her
■marriage,hadbeen a wftrm-hearted,fervent,
loquacious, impulsive child. At thirty-
eight she was still in many ways thegirl
her husbandhad married, even toher looks,
whilehe appeared much older than his real
age,in reality but a couple years ahead of
hers. She was always longing to be a
silent, noble, and finely-balanced character,
quite oblivious of the fact that she suited
him, a humorous but self-contained man,
exactlya8she was, and that he would have
been very lonesome with anything more
perfect. Perhaps, after all, there are few
things that arebetter to bring into a house-
hold than an uncalculated and abounding
love, even if the manifestations of it are
not alwayß of the wisest. The extra money
cast a rich glow over Mrs Atwood's horizou.
In the effulgence of it ehe received a bill
for twelve dollars presented to her just
after breakfast the next morning by the
waitress, with the word that thn man wait-
ing outside the door hadalready brought it
onoe before, when they were out of town.
Could Mrs Atwoodpay itnow / He needed
the money.'

Why, certainly,' said Mrs Atwood, with
affluent promptness. The bill was for work
on the lawnduring the summer, something
her husbandalwayspaid for;but itseemed
a pity to have theman go away again when
the money was there at hand. She would
not in the least mind askingEdward to re-
fundit to her. But she felt the well-known
drop into her usual condition of calculating
economy.

'
Howmuch will a new auit cost, Jo? ' Mr.

Atwoodheld hia fingers reflectively on the
rubber band of his pocketbook ashe asked
the question,andglanced ashe did soat the
ronnd brunette face of hia wife, which had
suddenly become all flush andsparkle.

♥Oh Edward!
"

1Well f
'

1Yououghtn't to give me themoney for
itnow

—
you really oughtn't. Thereare so

manycalls on youat this seasonof the year,
Idon't see how we can meet them as it is
The second quarter of Josephine's music
lessons begins next month, and the dancing-
school bill cornea in, too

—
besides the ooal.

Everything just piles in before Christmas.
Imeant to have saved themoney for a coat,
at any rate, this anmmer, out of my
allowance,butIwas obliged tofit Josephine
out from head to foot, she grows so fast;
she takes as much for a drees asIdo. But
it doesn't make any difference. Ican do
very well for a while with whatIhaye

—
really1

''How about the Washington trip with me
next month? Ithought you paid you
couldn't go anywhere withouta newsuit ? ''Well,Ican't,but

'
♥That settles it.'
Mr Atwood pulled off the rubber band

from the pocket book, and laid it on the
tablebefore him, as he extracted a roll of
bills and begun to count them. It was a
shabby article, worn brown at the edges,
bnt ithad been made of handsome leather
tobegin on, andstill held together in spite
of many years of service. Mrs Atwood
would hardly have known her husband
withoutthatpocketbook. Itrepresentedin
ite way theheartof akindandgenerousman,
always ready to do his utmost in help of
thefamily needs, withoutcomplaint or cavil-
ing.
frHis wife always experienced mingled
f"clings whentheleatherreceptacleappeared—

a quick and blessed relief and a sharp
wince,aaif it were really his heart's blood
that she wastaking. Her ferventimagination
waaperennially ready to picture unknown
depths of stress.

Hepaidnoattention now toher inarticu-
late murmur of protest ; but asked in a
business-like way :—:

—
♥How much will it take1 ''
Icould get the material for a dollar a

yard'
—

Mrs Atwood sat with her hands
elapsed,and her eyeslooking off into space,
feeling the words wrung from her

— 'I
could get it for a dollar a yard ; bat I
BUppose it ought to be heavier weight for
thewinter.''

Haveit warm enough, whatever else you
do,' interruptedher husband.
'It would take seven yards orImight get

along with bix andahalf;it dependson the
width. It's the linings>hat make it mount
np to somuch, and the making. You can
get a suit made for six dollars

— Cynthia
llallender did, and hers looks well, but
Mrs Nicholas went to the same place,
and

'
'Will 30 dollars be enough ?

'
asked Mr

Atwood with masculine directness, seeking
for sometangible fact.

1Oh, yes, I'm sureit will be;I
''Then here's 50,' said Mr Atwood. He

countedout five tens and pushed them over
toher.

'
Get a goodsuit while youareabout

it,Jo.1'Oh, Edward! Idon't want
''

Make her take it,1 said a girl of Hi,
rising from the corner where she hadbeen
sitting with a book in "h^r hand, a very tall
and thin and pretty girl, brunette like her
mother, witha long, black braid that hung
down her back. She came forward and
threw her arms around her mother's neck,
binding proteotingly over her.

1Makeher take it,papa. She buys every-
thing for me and the boys,and goes with-
out herself,bo that I'm ashamed to walk out
in the street with her;it makes me look so
horrid to be all dressed up whenshe wears
thatold spring jacket. When it's cold Bhe
puts a cape over it. Iwish you'd see that
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Her husband oamehomethat sight with
a bad headache, and, the night after, thehadanother bill waiting for him for repairson the furnace. It was unexpectedly andvillainously large,and Mrs Atwoodwascon-stitutionally incapable of adding, anotherstraw to hia burden, while Bhe stood by
consenting sympathetically unto tiis right*
eoua wrath. A day later, when the spoke
of going to town tobuy thematerial forhernew costume, with outward buoyancy,batinward panioat the rapidshrinkage of herfunds, Bam, aboy of twelve,announoed thefact thathe must havea newsuit of olothesat once. Aa it was Saturday he wouldaccompany her." What ia thematter with those youhareon? They are not in the least wornout,*
said his mother.'Mamma, they'rebo thinthatI'm freezing
all the time I'm in school. Youought to
have heardme coughing yesterday.'

'You have the old blue suit. I'm surathat'a thick enough,''The blue suit ! Yes, and it hurts me;it's sotightIoan hardlywalk init. Ican'tait down in it at all. Itmakes ridges all
round my legs.'

Mrs Atwood looked at her son with rare
exasperation. It was wellknown that whenSam took a dislike to his olothes for anyreason,they always hurt him. His coats,
hia trousers, hia caps, his shoes, even hisneoktiea, developed hitherto unsuspected
attributesof t rture. And there wasalways
a haunting feeling with the outraged du-penaer of these articles that it might betrue.

A penetrativeand roomful remark fromthe passing Josephine at once rmphasited
this view of the case to the anxious mother,
remorseful already at her own laok of
sympathy.'I'mastonishedat youJosephine. If theolothea hurt him '

but the girlhaddis-appearedbeyond hearing.
Bam came from town thatevening jubi-

lant in warmy and roomy jacket andtrousers, and,0 weakness of woman!with
a new footballbesides. Mrs Atwoodcarriedwith her a box of lead soldiers forEddy,
anda sweet little fluffy thing in neokwearfor Josephine,such aa she saw other girls
displaying. After all, what was her owndreaa in comparison with the darling chil-dren's happiness ? She would get somecheapstuff and make it upherself. Noonewould know the difference.'

How about your suit, Jo ?
'

asked herhusband one evening aa the sat round thefire. 'Is italmost finished1
''Not— exactly,' said Mrs Atwood.'The Club goes to Washington on the15thof the month; it was decided to-day.

Nearly all the men are going to take theirwives with them. I'm looking forward to
showing off mine.''My mamma will look prettier thanany
one of them,'aaid Eddy, belligerently.'And lots younger,' addedSam.

■ Have you ordered the suit yetf
'

asked
the voiceof Josephine. Oh, howher motherdreaded it.'No, Ihaven't— yet,' shefeltherself foroedinto saying.'Idon'tbelievethereis anymoneyleft forit,' pursued thepitiless one.

" She spends it
for other things, papa. She pays bills anddoesn't tell, becauseshe hates to botheryou.
Andshe buys things for us. And shepaid asubscription to the Orphans' Home yester-day,andshe got a new wash-boiler forKaty.
And

' '
,

1Hush, huah, Josephine,'said her father,
severely.

'
Ifound that receipted billofPatriok's lying around the other day, Jo. Ishould havepaid you back at once. Howmuchmoney haveyou left ?

'
" Oh, Edward, I'm so foolish,I '
" Haveyou thirty dollars ? ''

I—lI
—
Idon't think so.'

1Haveyou twenty 1
'

"Ihaven't more than that.' She had, asshe well knew, the cum of nine dollars and
sixty-sevencents in the purse in her dres-sing table drawer.'

Will this help you out1
'

His tone had
thebusinese-like quality in it as natural as
breathing to a man when he speaks ofmoney matter", and which a woman feelsalmost aa a personal condemnation, in itschill removal from sentiment.
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