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T ceo JROJOBSON awoke with a
i %0 b, Sundayish  feeling, probably

S ; . 4 4 due to the fact that it was
% v.21 ' Bank Holiday. He had been
»aware, in a dim fashion,
of the rising of Mrs. Jobson
some time before, and in a
scmi-conscious condition had taken over a
largze slice of unoccupied territory, He
stretched himself and yawned, and then, by
an effort of will, threw off the clothes and,
springing out of bed, reached for his trousers.
He was an orderly man, and had hung
them every night for over twenty years on
the brass knob on his side of the bed. He
had hung them there the night before, and
now they had absconded with a pair of red
braces just entering their teens.  Instead, on
a chair at the foot of the bed was a collection
of garments that made him shudder. With
trembling fingers he turned over a black
tail-coat, a white waistcoat, and a pair of
light check trousers. A white shirt, a collar,
and tie kept them company, and, greatest
outrage of all, a tall silk hat stood on its own
band-box beside the chair.  Mr. Jobson,
fingering his bristly chin, stood regarding the
collection with a wan smile.

“So that’s their little game, is it?” he
muttered. “ Want to make a toff of me.
Where’s my clothes got to, I wonder?”

A hasty scarch satisfied him that they were
not in the room, and, pausing only to drape
himself in the counterpane, he made his way
into the next. He passed on to the others,
and then, with a growing sensce of alarm, stole
softly downstairs, and, making his way to the
shop, continued the search.  With the shutters
up the place was almost in darkness, and in
spite of his utmost care apples and potatoes
rolled on to the floor and travelled across, it
in a succession of bumps. - Then asadden
turn brought the scales clattering down.,
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“Good gractous, Alf!” said a voice.
“ Whatever are you a-doing of ?”

Mr. Jobson turned and eyed his wife, who
was standing at the door.

“I'm looking for my clothes, mother,” he
replied, briefly.

“Clothes!” said Mrs. Jobson, with an
obvious attempt at uncencerned speech.
“ Clothes! Why, they're on the chair.”

“I mean clothes fit for a Christian to wear
—fit for a greengrocer to wear,” said Mr.
Jobson, raising his voice.

“It was a little surprise for you, dear,” said
his wife. “Me and Bert and Gladys and
Dorothy ’ave all been saving up for it for
ever so long.”

“It’s very kind of you all,” said Mr.
Jobson, feebly—* very, but——"

“‘I'hey’ve all been doing without things
themselves to do it,” interjected his wife.
“ As for Gladys, I'm sure nobody knows what
she's given up.”

“Well, if nobody knows, it don’t matter,”
said Mr. Jobson. “As I was saying, it's
very kind of you all, but I can’t wear ’em.
Where’s my others?”

Mrs. Jobson hesitated.

“Where’s my others?”
husband.

“They’re being took care of,” replied his
wife, with spirit. “ Aunt Emma’s minding 'em
for you—and you know what she is. A’sh/
Alf! Ay T'm surprised at you!”

Mr. jobson coughed. ‘“It’s the collar,
mother,” he said at last.  “[ ain’t wore a
collar for over twenty years; not since we
was walking out together.  And then I didn’t
hike it.”

“More shame for you,” said his wife. “I'm
sure there's no other respectable tradesman
goes about with a handkerchief knotted round
his neck,”

“Praps 'their'skins ain't-as {ender as what

rcpeated her
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FINE FEATHERS.

Mr. Jobson took a book from his pocket,
and opening it at a certain page, handed it
over to-her.

“If I'm going to do the thing at all I must
do it properly,” he said, gravely. “I don’t
suppose Bill Foley ever 'ad a cold tub in his
life ; he don’t know no better. Gladys!”

‘“ Halloa!” said that young lady with a start.

‘ Are you—are you eating that kipper with
your fingers?”

Gladys turned and eyed her
appealingly.

“ Page—page one hundred and something,
I think it is,” said her father, with his mouth
full.  “*Manners at the Dinner Table.” It's
near the end of the book, I know.”

“If I never do no worse than that I sha’'n’t
come to no harm,” said his daughter.

Mr. Jobson shook his head at her, and
after eating his breakfast with great care,
wiped his mouth on his handkerchief and
went into the shop.

“T suppose it’s all right,” said Mrs. Jobson,
looking after him, “but he’s taking it very
scrious-—very.”

“He washed his hands five times yester-
day morning,” said Dorothy, who had just
come in from the shop to her breakfast;
“and kept customers waiting while he did it,
too.”

“It’s the cold-tub business I can’t get
over,” said her mother. “I'm sure 1U’s
more trouble to empty them than what it
is to fill them. There’s quite enough work
in the ’ouse as it 1s.”

“Too much,” said Bert, with unwonted
consideration.

“I wish he’d leave me alone,” said Gladys.
“ My food don’t do me no good when he’s
watching every mouthful T cat.”

Of murmurings such as these Mr. Jobson
heard nothing, and in view of the great
improvement in his dress and manners, a
strong resolution was passed to avoid the
faintest appearance of discontent.  Even
when, satisfied with his own appearance, he
set to work to improve that of Mrs. Jobson,
that admirable woman made no complaint.

litherto the brightness of her attire and the
ize of her hats had been held to atone for
wer lack of figcure and the roomy comfort of
er boots, but Mr. Jobson, infected with new
deas, refused to listen 1o such sophistry.
1¢ went shopping with Dorothyv: and the
sunday after, when Mrs. Jobson went for an
uiring with him, she walked in boots with
wels two inches bigh and woes that ended  in

point. A waist that ‘had disapprared some
zars before was recaptured and placed in

mother
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durance vile; and a hat which called for a
new style of hairdressing completed the
effect.

“You look splendid, ma!” said Gladys, as
she watched their departure. * Splendid !”

“1 don’t feel splendid,” sighed Mrs. Jobson
to her husband. “These ’ere boots feel
red-'ot.”

“Your usual size,” said Mr. Jobson, looking
across the road.

“And the clothes seem just a teeny-weeny
bit tight, p’r'aps,” continued his wife.

Mr. Jobson regarded her critically. “P’raps
they might have been let out a quarter of an
inch,” he said, thoughtfully. *They're the
best fit you've ’ad for a long time, mother.
I only’ope the gals'll ’ave such good figgers.”

His wife smiled faintly, but, with little
breath for conversation, walked on for some
time in silence. A growing redness of face
testified to her distress.

“I—1I feel awful,” she said at last, pressing
her hand to her side.

“You'll soon get used to it,” said Mr.
Jobson, gently. “Look at me!l 1 felt like
you do at first, and now I wouldn’t go back
to old clothes—and comfort—for anything.
You'll get to love them boots.”

“If T could only take ’em off I should
love ’em better,” said his wife, panting ; “and
I can’t breathe properly—I can't breathe.”

“You look ripping, mother,” said her
husband, simply.

His wife essayed another smile, but failed.
She set her lips together and plodded on,
Mr. Jobson chatting cheerily and taking no
notice of the fact that she kept lurching
against him.  Two miles from home she
stopped and eyed him fixedly.

“If T don’t get these boots off, Alf, I shall
be a ’cipless cripple for the rest of my days,”
she murmured. * My ankle’s gone over
three times.”

“But you can’t take’em off here,” said
Mr. Jobson, hastly. “Think 'ow it would
look.”

“I must "ave a cab or something,” said his
wife, hysterically.  “If T don’t get ’em off
soon I shall scrcam.”

She leaned against the iron palings of a
house for support, while Mr. Jobson, standing
on the kerb, looked up and down the road
for a cab. A four-wheeler appeared just in
time to prevent the seandal of Mrs. Jobson
removing her boots in the street.

“Thank goodness,” she gasped, as she
climbed inCr#i Nevermind  about untying
em, My FoutTthier lsocsjapd get e off
quick.”
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