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The Storyteller

MRS. ATWOOD’'S COSTUME.

‘ How much will a new sait cost, Jo ' Mr,
Atwood held his fingers reflestively on the
rubber band of hie pocketbook as he asked
the guestion, and glanced ae he did so at the
round branette face of his wife, which had
suddenly becomse all flush and sparkle.

‘Oh Edward !~

IWell??

*Yon onghtn't to give me the money for
it now—you really cughtn’t. There are 8o
many calls on you at this season of the year,
I don't eee how we can meet them am it is
The mecond qguarter of Josephine’s music
lessone beging next month, and the dancing-
school bill comes in, too—besides the coal,
Everythiog just piles in before Christmas,
I meant to have saved the maney for a coat,
at any rate, this summer, out of my
allowance, but I was obliged to fit Josephine
ont from head to foot, she grows ro fast;
she takes an much for & dresa ns I do, But
it doesn't make any difference. 1 can do
very well for a while with what I have—
really !’

‘How about the Washington trip with me
next month! I thought you eaid you
couldn't go anywhere without a new suit !’

* Well, I can't, but——

{ That settlea it.’

Mr Atwood pulled off the rubber band

from the pocket book, and laid it on the
table befora him, as he extracted a roll of
billa and began to connt them. It was a
shabby article, worn brown at the edges,
bat it had been made of handsome leather
to begin on, and still held together in spite
of many years of service, Mrs Aiwood
would hardly have known her hueband
without that pocketbook. It represented in
ita way the heart of a kind and generons man,
always resdy to do his uémost in help of
the family needs, withont complaint or cavil-
ing.
"'..-/g'.l‘Iiu wile always experienced mingled
feclings when the leather receptacle appeared
—a qguick and blessed relief and a sharp
winos, as if it were really his heart’a blood
thatshe was taking, Her fervent imagination
was perennially ready to picture unknown
depths of atreas.

He paid no attention now to ker inarticu-
late marmur of protest; but asked in a
business-like way :—

‘How much will it take?’

‘1 eonld get the material for a dollar a
yard '-—Mrs Atwool esat with her hands
clapeed, aud her eyes looking off into space,
feeling the words wrang from her—*1I
could get it for a dollar a yard ; bat [
suppore it onght to be heavier weight for
the winter.'

‘ Have it warm enough, whatever olac you
do,’ interrupted her husband,

‘It would take seven yarde or I might get
along with six and a half ; it depends on the
width, Il's the liringstbat make it mount
np tv #o much, and the making, Yon can
get a anit made for pix dollars—Cynthia
Callender did, and hers looks well, but
Mrs Nicholas went (o the same place,
and —-’

Wil 30 dollars be emoungh 7’ asked Mr
Atwood with masculine directness, seeking
for some tangible fact,

*Oh, yes, I'm sure it will be ; [-——'

*Then here's 30, said Mr Atwood. He
counted ont five tens and pushed them aver
to her, ‘Get agood suit while you are abount
it, Jo.’

'Oh, Edward! 1 don't want——'

‘Make her take it,'’ said a girl of 14,
rising from the corner where she had been
sitting with a book in her hand, a very tall
snd thin and pretty girl, brunette like her
mother, with a long, black braid that haog
down her back, Bhe came forward and
threw her arms atound bher mother’s neck,
b-nding protectingly over her.

‘ Make her take it, papa. She buys every-
thing for me and the boys, and goes wiih-
out herself, so that I'm ashamed to walk out
in the street with her; it makes me look so
horrid to be all dredssed up when she wears
that old spring jacket. When it's cold ehe
puts a cape over it, I wish you'd see that

capa! Bhe's had it since the year ane. She
doesn't dare wear it when she gocs out with
you ; she just shivers.'

*Hush, hush, Josephine,' said her mother,
ewbarrassed, yot laughiog, as her husband
lifted his shaggy eyebrows at ber in moock
severity, ' You meeln'. say any more, either
of you, Tl take the money,” She paused
impressively, and then gently pushed the
girl aside and went over and kissed her
huehand.

‘11 I were only as good a manager a:gome
peoplel I don’t know what is the matter
with me, Itry, and I try, but——'

*Yes, yes, I know,’ said the husband, ¢ All
I ask now is that you spend the money on
yourself.’

‘Yes, T will,” eaid Mrs Atwood, with the
guilty thrill of the perjured at the very
moment of her promise. BShe knew very
well that some of it would have to be rpent
for other needs, She had but 50 cents left
of her allowance to last her until the end of
the month, five long days sway. No one
but the motber of a family on moderate
means realises what the demand for pads,
pencils, shoe-gtrings, lunches, postage-stamps,
hair ribbons, medicines, mended sboes, and
such like can amonnt to in that short time,
She had meant to ask Edward to advance
her a little more onm the next mooth’s
allowance—already largely anticipated—
but she had not the face to, after his
generosity to her now. A comple of dollara
out of the fifty would make very little
difference, and she did not need it all, any-
way. She almost wept as she thonght of
Josgphine's championship of her and her
husband's thoughtfulness.

Mrs Atwood adored her husband and her
three children. She firmly believed them ta
besuperior in every way to all other mortals ;
sacrificing service for them was her joy of
joye. her keenest affl'ction the fear that she
did not appreciate them half enongh. It is
certain thatthe children, trathfut, loving and
obedient as they had been trained to be,
would have becn spoilt beyond tolerance if
it were not that the very strength of her
asdmiration made it innocnous, They wera
80 used to being told that they wers the
loveliest and dearest things on earth that
the words wers not even heard. As they
grew older the extravagance of her devotion
was beginning to rouse the protective
element in them, to her wonler and
humility.

Mrs Atwood, at twenty, the tiwe of her
marriage, had been a warw-hearted, fervent,
loquacious, impulsive child, At thirty-
eight she was still in many ways the girl
ber husband had married, even ta her looks,
while he appeared much older than hig real
age, in reality but a couple years ahead of
bers. She was always lenging to be a
silent, noble. and finely-balanced charaster,
quite oblivious of the fact that she suited
him, a humorous but self-contained man,
exactly as she was, and that he would have
been very lonesome with anything more
perfect. Perhaps, after all, there are few
things that are better to bring into a house-
hold than an uncaiculated and abounding
love, even if the manifestations of it are
not always of the wisest. The extra money
cast a rich glow over Mrs Atwood's horizon.
In the effulgence of it ehe received a bill
for twelve dollars prescated to her juat
after breakfast the next morning by the
waitress, with the word that the man wait-
ing outside the door had already brought it
onoe before, when they were out of town.
Could Mrs Atweod pay it now ! He needed
the moncy.

‘Why, certainly,’ said Mrs Atwood, with
afflzent promptness, The bill was for work
on the lawn during the summer, something
her husband always paid for; but it seemed
a pity to have the man po away again when
the money was there at hand, Shae would
not in the least mind asking Edward to re-
fond it to her. But she felt the well-known
drop into her usnal coundition of onlenlating
esonomy,

Her husband came home that night with
& bad headache, and, the night after, she
bad another bill waiting for him for repairs
on the furnace, It was unexpeotedly and
villainously large, and Mra Atwood was on-
stitutiovally incapable of adding another
straw to his burden, while she etood by
cougenting sympathetically nnto his right-
ecus wrath, A day later, when she mpoke
of going to town ta buy the material for her
new costume, with outward buoyaney, but
inward panio at the rapid shrinkage of har
{funds, Bam, a boy of twelve, announoed the
faot that he must have a new auit of olothes
st once. As it was Saturday he wonid
accompany her,

* What is the matter with those you have
on? They are not iu the lesst worn cut,’
said his mother.

* Mamma, they're so thin that I'm freexing
all the time 1'm in school. You ought to
have heard me cougbing yeuterday.'

‘You have the 0ld blue mit. I'm sure
that's thick enongh,’

‘The blus suit! Yes, and it hurts ms ;
it's so tight I can hardly walk in it, I can't
sit down in it at all, It maken ridges all
round my legs.’

Mrs Atwood looked at her son with rare
exasperation. It was wall known that when
Bam took a dislikke to his clothes for any
resann, they always hurt him. His coats,
his trousers, his caps, hia shoes, even his
neckties, developed hitherto unsuspected
attributes of t-rture. And there was alwaya
& haunting feeling with the cutraged dis-
fenaer of these articles that it might be

rua,

A penetrative and roornful remsrk from
the passing Josephine at once ¢mphmained
this view of the case to the anxfous mother,
remoréeful already at her own lack of
sympathy,

' 'm astonisted at you Josephine, If the
clothes hurt him-~-—but the girl had dis-
appesred beyond hearing,

Bam came from town that svening jubi.
lant in warmy and roomy jacket mnd
trousers, and, O weakness of woman ! with
a new football besides. Mra Atwood carrisd
with her a box of lend soldiers for Eddy,
and a aweet little fluffy thing in neokwaar
for Josephine, such as she saw other girls
displaying. After all, what was her own
dress in comparison with the darling chil-
dren's happiness! She would get some
cheap stuff and vanke it up herself. No one
would know the difference,

‘How about your enit, Jo!' asked her
bushand one evening ws the sat round the
fire, ‘Is it almost finished 1’

‘ Not-—oxactly,” suid Mrs Atwood.

‘ The Club goes to Washington on the 15668
of the month; it wes decided to-day,
Nearly all the men are going to take their
wives with them. I'm looking forward to
showing off mine,’

‘My mamma will look prettier than any
one of them,' said Eddy, belligerently.

‘And lota younger,’ added Sam,

*Have you orvdered the suit yet!' asked
the voice of Jogephine, Oh, how her mother
dreaded it,

! No, I haven't—yet,’ she felt hersolf foroed
into saying.

‘I don’t believe there isany money left for
it," pursaed the pitiless one. * She spends it
tor other thinge, papa. She pays bills and
doesn’t tell, becanse she hates to bother you,
And she buys things for us. And she paid a
subscription to the Orphans' Home yestor-
iay& ard e}he got & new wash-boiler for Katy,

n . .

* Hush, hush, Jesephine,’ said her fathaer,
severely. ‘I found that receipted bill of
Patriok's lying around the otber day, Jo, 1
should have paid you back at once. How
much money hava yon left 7’

‘ Oh, Liward, I'm so foolish, T—'

" Have you thirty dollars(’

‘I—1 don't think so.

‘Huve you twenty [’

"I haven's more than that' Bhe had, ss
she well knew, the sum of nine dollars snd
sixty-seven cents in the purss in her dres-
siag table drawer.

* Will this help you out!' His tone had
the businees-like quality in it as natural ms
breathing to a man when he speaks of
money matters, and which a woman feela
almost 88 a personal condemnation, in its
chill removal from sentiment,
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