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6000 thoughts are blest guests and should be

heartily welcomed and much sought after; like

rose leaves they give out a sweet smell if laid up in
the jar of memory.— Spurgeon.
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look like lighted
commented daughter
looking approvingly at
her mother, as that perscnage moved
with rather more emphasis than her
homely tasks seemed to warramt
around the family domain

Pa Talbot looked up uneasily. There
had been times when those “‘lamps"
had Lurst suddenly into scorching fire
and consuming flame, and he wender-
od if his critical comments of the pre-
vious hour had been responsible for
the scintillations that, now his atten-
Yion was directed to them, held am
ominous threat of pessible trouble

“It's easier to run than fight,” he
thought, and aloud remarked : ““Guess
I'll go down to Alvin's for a while; I
hear he has a colt he wants to sell.”

No one replied This was a sure
sign eof brewing storms, without
more delay he continued his journey

The moment he was out of the house
Isabel beg ‘Oh, Mumsie dear,
can’t I have a new dress for the con-
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cert? I'm ten years old next Tue
day, and 1 never, no never, have had
a mew dress in my whole life. The

girls, some of them anyway, say mean
things about you and papa, and they
lock at each other and smile whenever
I wear one of my made-over rigs. I
don’t mind wearing them every day
much, but all the class but me are
going to have new suits for exhibition,
and I'll be the only one that will be
different. That hateful Maud Ander-
son will be sure to ask me if I'm ge-
ing to have a new dress from your
second Lest, or something just as
mean. I do wish I could have a new
dress for the exhibition day.”

Mother’s eyes lcst their fierce glare
v grew, instead, dewy and misty,
“ma’" turned away hastily, wi
out replying to her daughter's ples.

“I'd like a new suit, too,” chimed

in the twelve-yearold boy, who had
been an eager listener to his sister's
remarks. “If Uncle Tom hadn’t giv-
en me a suit on my birthday, I could
say the same as sis: that I'd never
had a new rig-out. Fred Fuller says
that pa is the biggest taxpayer in
tewn. Is he? Then why doesn’t he
let us have some new duds once in &
while? What's the matter with him
anyway "'
Somehow, despite the fact that ne-
cessity did not demand it, pa had so
imbibed the idea that some things
that his mother had done his wife
ought also to do, that he had laid
down the rule and made it a law that
his children’s garments must be made
from these cast off by his wife and
himself.

He excepted shoes, but he was wont
to say in the most honest and blun-
dering judgment: “If my dear mother
could clothe six children from partly
worn material, why can’t my wife
have gumption enough to fix up for
two?  Anyway, she's got to,”” he'd

time of trouble and recrimination, if,
as cnice or twice had happened, ma
had declared war on such useless and
penurious sentiments. Pa didn't like
to fight, but that was the one subject
on which he had not dodged warfare
and so far he had come off victor
Isabel came home full of news. The
Burford twins were to have Llue
8 to matoh their eyes. She had never
had a blue dress Her eyos were

'].u\“mn of his lips that mean a long
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blue, too, like Daddy Talbot’s for all|
the world. and why couldn't she have |
a blue dress? Her father listened |
uneasily

‘“'Pears as if women folks didn't
think of nothing but dress,”” he com-
mented, but her brother broke that
criticism by rushing in with a demand
for a blue serge suit to match Ben
Tilden’s, and pa with a muttered sem-
timent that they would all ultimately
die in the poorhouse with such
travagant notions, went off to
post office.

Next day ma went to town She
needed a new dress, she said, and pa
was willing,

‘‘Get a good suit, mother,” he said,
“while you're about it.” His wife,
with & queer look, half scared, half
amused, answered that she certainly
would.  Pa Talbot approved of her
buying gocd garments, ne they left
more and better material for his pet
“‘made-overs.”

“or a week after her journey to
town ma was very Lusy sewing. ‘No
new duds,” had been her hushand’s
injunction when she made one last
appeal to him. ‘“You have plenty of
clothes, and 1 don't begrudge them,
either You've surely got plenty of
things to cut down, amd if the boy
needs a suit, take one of my old cnes
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finish doggedly and with that com:

and fix it up for him.”
“Very well,” said ma, Ler face calm

How Many Back Yards are as Neat

this farm does not stop with the

and smiling : “I will; I will eut down
onr clothes for them until you te
to stop

“That they're

won't be til!

born man, much rejoiced, however
to his wise and thrifty way of think-
ing

“May be sooner than you think
murmured his wife; ‘‘sou poor mis
taken creaturo !’

Graduaticn day came. he Ibot
children looked very sprice and nice.

sagacity and his wifo's dexterity and
chedience. He recalled Isabel’s
mark about the “‘lighted lamps" with
r feeling of pride, that he had not
allowed her anger to override his good
jndgment Then, suddenly, a hor-
rible fear occurred to him
had ma obtained that blug
that his small
She had
| his recel

material
daughter was wearing?
never had a
eotion. She
wore light
N no dyeing had bee:

]1,‘,”“. since last fall. Could it be pos

blue dress to
was very dark

and never blue Dyed?

sible that she had disobeyed and triced
to deceive him? He was so perturbed
that he missed all the speech that the
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Visiting minister was making. Going
home he scarcely spoke, theugh ma’s
sharp eyes saw him take surrepti
tiously & corner of Isabel’s dress be-
tween forefinger and thumb and test
ite texture,

She sniffed audibly
of the “Jamp”
brown eyes.

As soon as the children were
used her of her duplicity

““That's brand new wleth in Isa’s
dress,” he said; “you oan't fool me."

Ma Talbot smiled grimly

““Come here,” she said, leading the
way to the sewing room. She opened
@ drawer. The remnants of a light
blue suit were there “J made Isa-
bol's dress from a suit of mine,” ahe
said calmly; “there is what is lefy of
it.!

and something
flame came into her big

od

pa

“Yeu never had a blue suit,” he
declared, lifting as he spoke the
mangled pieces of what had surely
once been a woman’s Llue finen suit

“‘I bought it," she anawe red, ‘“the

last time I went to town." Light
burst upon the bewildered man's
mind

“Do you mean to tell me,” he de-
manded, “that you bought a linen
suit and then cut it up for that
child,”

‘‘That's exactly what I did,” his
wife answered with a calmness she did
not really feel in the uncertainty of

1l me

lots
bigger'n they are new,” said the stub-

that at last his wife had come around

sabel in a pretty blue dress and rib-
bons, and Harold arrayed in a spot-
less Llue se as much like the
other boys' garbs as peas in a pod

’a Talbot at firet accepted their
geod looks as a tribute to his own

Where

bow her hushand would take her
stratagem

He was apparently so amazed as to
2 speechless for a season during
which e fingered bly the pieces of
the cut-up suit. Then recovering his
sensos he asked: “What did the suit
cost

“‘Fifteen dol'ars,’ replied ma; “you
teld me to get a good one, you know."

Pa gasped. Ho looked up angrily,
but ma’s danger signals were out. Pa
had mever seen her eyes so bright be-
fore, for ma was determined to win
this time at all costs, renlizing that
their children’s happincss depended
on_her courage .

Pa’s mouth opemed once or twice,
but no words came. At last he turn-
od suddenly and left the room. Ma
saw him striding down the road to
ward the village, and she wondered
where he could be going and what his
chject could be. She felt very uneasy
ind haun'ted the front window until,
an hour later, she saw him returning
Then she sought the sitting-room and
was placidly mending socks when he
came in

She would have smiled if she had
known where he went Straight to
the villag where with affected

done at the | indifference, he inquired the price of

blue linen

the very best he said,
ind then how many yards a ten ¥
| ¢id girl wou'd need for an outfit.” The
knowledge gained, he had occupied
some time in computing the difference

between this cost ard that of his
wife's garment.
The  perspiration poured from his

forehead as he realized that a good
‘ten-dollar bill had been sacrificed in
the ruse his wife had adepted to se-
wure hor way, and at irst he had in
tended saying somoe sovere things

“But what's the use,” his good
angel interposed: “she knew you'd
find it out And say, wouldn't overy-

e
Better swa the dose like a man
and act so you won’t need ancther

He obeyed the advice When he
walked in ma knew her troubles were
over, and she almost wished she did
not have to inflit another blow. She
ering how to de it and give
suffering, when pa himself
gave her the chance

‘It's & wonder,” he said, somewhat
bitterly, “that you didn't got a new
suit for me and cut it up for Harald.”

“1 didn't need to,” sg wifey,
sweetly, though with inward qualms
of remorse. “I tock your best suit
It was s0 nearly mew that he was
quite satisfied.”

‘My best suit,” grouned the forlorn
man Why, it was good for two
years yet, lithle ns I wear it, and 1
gave thirty-five dollars for it.”

Ves, it was protty goed,” replied
Ma, wilfully misunderstanding him
“If it hadn’t Leem, I might have had
to buy a new one, I'm fully convert-
ed to your ideas now, Benjamin I
thought the children looked us nice
as any of their mates to-day.”

“They ought to,” wailed the desper-
ate man, “‘with a geod fifty dollars on
their backs. Say, if you ever tell ‘this
to a living creature I'll light out for
Alaska or some such place! And
hereaftor you buy stuff for those
youngsters, do you hear "

Ma peacefully replied that she did
and had mo idea of telling anycne,
but meekly added that she had just as
soon keeping on “cutting down and
making over” if Benjamin preferred

To which bit of submission he only
roplied by a glare and a snort, and
then stalked off to bed, while his wife,
like mest of her sex, relieved her foel-
ings by throwing down the unoffend-
ing socks and bursting into tears

one laugh at you if they knew

“Ob, T know it was dreadful of
me,” she wept, “but I was in the
right and I just had to do it. Poor

Benjamin! A fifty<dollar lesson was
oheap—I could have made it & hun-
dred, if I'd wanted to.”
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