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“ 1t ig too bad to have our Jolly vaeation spoiled by
thiz provoking stor THI o't mind it yesterday, bo-
panze we could enl all the {ime; bt Lere we am
eooped np for o week, perhaps, ant 150 like to kuow
what wa are to do,™ mrowled Goetl, s ha siood st the
window lovking gloomily af the bleek seene without.,
It certainly wna lizeonrsgivg; for the nerth wind
hiowled, the alr woe dark with falling snow, and drifts
were Tizing over fenees, roudls, and fields, ns af fo
barricade the Christroaz: pariy in the greab conntry
hionse.

“Wu ean bear it plessantly, since & can't he
helped,” apid gentle sister Mary, with o kind hoand on
his shoulder, end a fice full of sympathy for s ddis-
appointment,  ** I'm zorvy for the eoastingy, skating, and
gletghing frolics we bave lost; buot if we must he ghat
up, T'm anre we could n't have o pleasanter prison or a
Einder jailer, Ton't let grandms hear us complain,
for she has wmale gront exerbion: to have our visit a
merry one, and it will trouble her if we are not g
and eontentsd.”
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* That *s easy foe a parcel of girls, who only want to
mull over the fire, and chatter, and dnnk tea; but it's
rough on us fellowz, whe come for the cutaide fun.
Hounae is well epough ; but when you 've seen it once,
thera's an and.  Latiog is jolly, but vou can't stull
forever.  We might dig, or snowball, if 15 did o't blow a
gale,  Neversaw such o beast of a storm | "' — aml Geotl
attened his nose against the window-pene and seowled
at the elemenis.

A lwugn wade Iam fn aroand, and foroet his woes
to siare at the quaint little figore that stood cortseying
in the deor-way of the lkeeping-roown, whers a dozen
young prople were pennal while the maids eleared up
the remains of yesterdny’s feast in the kitchen, the
mothers were busy with the babies npstaics, and the
fathers read vapers in the best parlor; for this was o
fomily pathering under the voof of the old homestend.

A rosy, dark-eyed face looked out from the fuded
grecn enlash, a gavly ilowered gown was looped up
over a hine quilted petticoat, and & red camlet elonk
hung down behimd. A bigp reticnle and a fonny
umbrella were helid in either hand, gnd red hose and
very high-hesled, poinied ghoes covered a tnm pair of
feet.

¥ o] Bless veas, morry oentlemen
Alny nothing vou dismay ;

Here's vour ancient granny come
To cali, this Christmas duy,™

sang Minnio, the lively memler of the flock, as she
hobbed little cartzeys ol swiled so infectionsly that
even crosa Geofl chesred wp.
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“Where did you geb that rigeing?"™ “Ian't it
becoming®" * What queer atuffl™ “Did grandma
ever look so, | wonder®™

These and many other questions mined npon the
wearer of the old costume, and she answered them as
fast as she conld,

o T went rummaging np garret for something to read,
anil found two chests of eld doda  Theoght 1'd dress
up and see how you liked me.  Grawdma said 1 might,
and told mo I looked like her when she was young.
She waz a heauty, you lnow ; so 1 feel ps proud as a
peacock.”  And Min danced away to stand hefors the
portrait of a blooming zivl in & shovbwaisted, white-
matin gown and a pearl nocklaee, which hong opposite
blie companion portesil of an offieer in an old-fashioned

nniform.

8o yorr do. Wonder if T shoubd look like
grandpa it T got into his old foggery 1™ ssid Geoff,
locking up ai the handsome man with the quene aod
the high coat-eollar.

“(lo and try; the unpiferm is in the ehest, and not
mch moth-eaten.  Lat's have a jolly rommage, amd
see what we can find,  We didn’t cat omaelves sick,
g0 we will amuse these lazy invalida;™ and Min
glaneed pityingly ab several cousinz who lay about on
sofaz or in easy chuirs, pretending to read, but evi-
dently suffering from teo great devotion to the houn-
tiful dinner and evening feast of yestenlay.

Away went Min and Lotty, Geoff and Walt, glad of
anything to beguile the stormy aflenoon.  Grandma
gmiled as she heard the tramp of fect overhead, the
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pealz of langhter, and the bang of chestlids, well
knowing that a scene of dire confusion awaited her
when the noisy frolie was done, but thunkful for the
stores of ancient fnery which would keep the restless
children heppy for a day.

It was traly a nobls garret, for 3t extendsd the
whale length of the great sqnam honse, with windows
at aither end, and divided in the mididle by o solid
chimuney.  All around stom] vews of chestz, dilapidated
furnituro, and ward=ohas full of old relies, while the
walls were hung with many things for which modern
tompiees can find mo names.  Tu one corner was a book-
gase full of musty looks amd yapers ; in ancther,
kitehen niansils and rmsty weaponaz ; the third wasz de-
voted to guilts bung en lines, and in 1he fourth stood a
loom with & zpinning-wheel beside il, both seamingly
well eared for, as the dpat !,ﬁ:,r ]ight.i}' on them, and
Hax wos still cpou the distafT,

A plorions remmwage followed the frruption of the
Goths and Vandals into this guiet epot, and soon Geoff
gaite fargoet the storm es he pranes] about 1o the Ludl-
and-blue coat, with a cocked hot on hiz head, amd
grandfather's sworl at his side,  Lotty arryed herself
in a pompkin hood and qoilted cloak for warmth,
while Wault, the book-worm, went straight to the an-
clent libmary, and bsowwe absorlasd in fisled souvenirs,
yellow newapapers, and almanacs of & contury age.

Having dispinyed themselves helow and romped all
over the housa, the masguerndors grew tived at last,
and early bwilight warned them fo laave before ghostly
shadows began to haunt the gamet,
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@] mean fo take thisn Jdown god eek geewlma fo
show ma how it's dene.  [ve heand Ler tell about
gpinning and wenving when she was ¢ gl, amd T kuow
1 ean learn," said Minnis, who bad filen in love with
tha little wheel, and vainly tried to twist the Hix ko
as amoolh a thread az the oue hanging from the didali,
nz if shadowy fmgers hod lately spun it

“ (npen Vietoria gel the fashion in England, and we
might do it here.  Wanld n't it be fun to have a wheel
in the purlor at lome, aud eally vae it not keep it
tied up with blue ribbons, az the other gids de!™
criedd Lotiy, charmed with the new bl

“ome, Qeoff, take it down for ue.  You ouglt to
do it out of gratitude for my cheering yon up so
nicely,” said Miu, loading the way.

“So I will Were, Walt, give it a hoist, and come
behind fo pick up the piccos, for the oll machine wusk
b about a hendmed, T guess,™

Shouldering the wheel, Geoll canied it down ; mb
no bits fell by the way, for the stout libtle wheel was
all in order, kept ao by loving hawds that for mors
than eighty vears had heen spioning the mingled
thread of a lemg awd usedul lifs,

Glovious fires were roaring up the wide chimneys in
parlor and keeping-room, and old and yonng were
gathering around them, while the storm beat on the
window-panes, snd the wiotey wind bowled as if angry
af being shat ont.

“Hen whal we've stolen, prandma ™ crvied Min, as
the procession emme in, rogy, dusty, guy, and eager,

“ Fless the child | What possessed you to log fhet
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old thing down 1" seked Madam Shivley, much amused
as the prize was placed before her, where she zab in her
high-backed chair, —a right aplendid old lady in her
stately cap, black silk gown, and muslin epron, with o
bunch of kevs ot her side, like a model honaekesper, as
ghe was.

“ You don't mind our playiog with it, do you ? And
will you teach me to spnt I think it%s such a pretiy
little thimg, and I want {0 be like you in all ways,
erandma dear,” answapsl Min, sidting on the arm of
the great chair, with her fresh cheek closs to the
wrinkled one whers winter rosee 2till blocmed,

“You wheedling pypay [ I'Il teach wyou with all
nty heart, for it iz pretty work, and I ofien wonder
ladies don't keep it up. L did till I was too bhusy, and
now I often take a tarn st 36 when 1'm tived of kott-
ting,  Tha hem s very soothing, ced te thrend mach
slronger than any we gst nowaduys,”

Az she spoke, the old ledy dosted the wheel, and
siva it a skilful tuen or twe, (1l the soft whir made
pleasant musie in the roum,

“1y it really o humedred yesrs old ¥ gsked Geotf
drawing nearer with e ofler: to watch the new
wonlk,

“ Just aboust. 1% was one of my mellier’s welding
preseuts, and she gave b to me when [ was fifleen,
deary me, how well I remember thot doy (™ aod
1.:l'll.tl.l]!.'.lﬂ EﬁUlLL-EId. ta 119[1 I:I.-LiIL'L'I.]JJ]I:IlH H S 1I;HI' Eyed EI_'EE.IJI.].
oo ibe lstters E. K. M. rodely cobt o the wood, and
below these were three others with sowething meant
for u true lover's knot Letween.
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“Whosa initials aro thesa?" asked Min, scenting a
romance with gilish quickness, for grandma  was
smiling as if her eyes read the title to some little story
in those worn leitors,

¢ Elizaheth  Tlachel Morgan, ond Josl Manlius
Shirley. Your blossed grandfather cut our mumes
there the doy I was sixteen, and put the founsh
between to show what he wented,” slded the old dady,
lnughing as she made the wheel hum sgain,

“Tall about i, pleaso Jdo,' begeed Min, remem-
bering  that grandwa had been a besuty and a
belle.

“It's a long tale, my darling, amd T could o't tell it
now. Somefime when [ 'm teaching vou to spin T
do it, mayhe."

But the giri was determined to have her story ; and
after tea, when the little ones were in bed, the elders
playing whist in the parlor, and the young iulks de-
ciding what gamo to begin, Minnie sat down and tried
to spin, sure that the familiar sound would Jure
grandma to give the lesson and tell the tale,

She was right, for the wheel had not gone avonmd
many fimes, when the tap of the cane was heard, and
the old lady came rostling in, quite ready for a chat,
now that thres eups of her own good tes and a nap in
the chimney eoroer had refreshed ber.

W No, dear, that's not the way; yon need & dish of
rater to webt your fingers 1o, and you must draw the
flax out slow and steady, else if runs to waste, and
makes & poor thread, Fetch me that chair, and 1’1
show you how, since you are hent on learning™



