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EBtabluhing herself in the itnighi-backed eett, »
dtilful tap of the foot set the wheel in swift and easy

motion, and the gray thread twisted fine and evenly

from the distaE

*<lBn't it a pretty picture 1" said Min to Lotty, aa

they watched the old lady work.

" Not 80 pretty as the one I used to see when my
dear mother sat here, and I, a little child, at her knee.

Ah, my dears, she coold have told you stories all night

long, and well worth hearing. I was never tired of

them."

"Please tell one now, grandma. We don't know
what to play, and it would be so nice to sit around the

fire and hear it this stormy night," suggested Min,
artfully seizing the hint

" Do ! Do ! We aU love stories, and we '11 be as stiU

as mice," added Geoff, beckoning to the others as he
took the big arm-chair, being the oldest grandson and
leader of the flock.

Camping on the rug, or nestling in the sofa comer,

the boys and girls all turned expectant faces toward

grandma, who settled her cap-strings and smoothed
her spotless apron, with an indulgent smile at her little

audience.

" I don't know which one to tell first."

"The ghost story ; that 'a a splendid one, and most
of the children never heard it," said Walt.

"Have Indians and fighting in it. I like that

kind," added Geoff.

"No; tell a love story. They are so interesting,"

said Lotty.


