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GOINO TO GRANDIIOTIER'S.
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and active finzers, and lîstening ta childisli
voîces sweetly sinizing. After a time ane of the
teachersdistributed boxes of simili blocks ta the
cbildren iin bier class, with the request that eacli
child make somnetliîng witb tbem. Àmiong Uth
rnany %vondrous creatiojinadefi-rn a few blocks
%vas a railroad train. On the teachier asking
wbiere the train Nvas going a happy face xvas up-
turned ta biers, and the reply quiclcly camne, "-ta
grrandia's ta spend Easter h;olidlays." On bear-
ing tue Magîcal Word ''gratnma" a golden
lbaired dot iii the baby class xw'lo hiad attracteci
our attention by lier seeilîgi unconsciausness ai
antingiii but thie xvork iii lier biauds, quickly
looked up, siiook lier curly marie, and excited-
Iv cried, "'me too doing ta granidma's." A de-
Mure littie inail shvly pilling liertcacber's siceve
wiiispered, ''me and Tonm's going tl- grandnîa's
Good Friday, and we are gaing ta stay ail
day."'

Tbe deli-gbt of tliese littie anies lit the mnere
thou-lbt ai a visit ta grandinadîer's sent
tboulît travelling backward ta happy baurs
long ag'yo. Memnory, irani the sbadawy recesses
of' the braiitîs picture galiery, braugbit i orderly
array picture aiiter picture of tie past, niking
iihemi appear as otie barmeniaus wvbole. Gaziîîg
w itlî ni v mental v'ision upon these briglit i-
mînders of the past, tic roam witb its happy
littie faces iaded awvay, the present wvas forg-ot-
non, and I wvas again a chîld o11 my way ta
grandinîotber s.

There are five ai us. Father, mother, brother
J ae, sister Aliice, and nivself, tbe eldest of tbe
tii-c. Yes, there are six of us for father is
driving aid Fan, aur gentie and trust-wvortby
frîcîîd and piaymate. We are neariy tiiere, aud
«Elipses of the bouse can be cauglit througli the
trecs. W'e cbildrcn are pointing out familiar
abjects, and ail cliattcring(: at once. ''Tbere's
tbe harvest apple tree,",cried Joe, "aiid tbere's
the sniow apple tree, and lookc motber tbere's tue
Iimh on thle grouiid yet tiiat brokze wlieîi i fell
anîd spramîed i\ wrîst. Oli! the chierries are ripe,'
anid w~hat lat'î of tlieni." XVe cati na langer sit
stili, hut stand cliingiing to tue back ai the seant
in iront, danciig, anid iairly bubbling over wvitii
cxcitcmniut. LEen Fan shares in aur excite-
nienlt, anîd lias, ai lier own accord, increased lier
speed, uintil ilie dust is flying iii ciauds far be-
lîind. V'isions ai formier ieasts af sweet claver,
anid extra nicasures ai oats, no doubt, rise be-
fore lier as sue secmis almost ta tiy over tue
groknid. ' i saw the diniiîg-roomn winidov

fsthiouts Alice, anid we ail strain aur eyes
ta see if grandmTotiier is sitting iii ber raclcing-
chair knittiiîg thiere. 1 ' Hello!1 liello grand-
mother ! hiello Bell! we're caming, liello !"
A sbriii baric, andi Rov'cr darts around tue coi-
lier ai the iiouse, and ruslies ta nîcet us.
IRover, Rover, liere Rover,' wve cali, just as

if Rover wvcre iot camniug as iast as Ilis legs can
carry liir. XVc pass the quaint oid bouse cov-
cred %vithl vines and rases, and surrounded with

THE LADIES' JOURNAL

trees and flowers. Pass the front entrance with
ils broad walk bordered an each side by a long
prim bed of swveet, old-fashioned flowers, and
drive througbi the side gate wbich stands bospi.
tabiy open, as if waiting to welcome us. "Alih
there's grandimotber standing on the verandahi,
and tliere's Bell. We're coming grandmother,
good morning! good morning! good niornini"
ive ail shout, and jump and tunible out of the
carniage anyway, wbether we aliglit on hands,
feet, or hotli, it matters not ;f we but reacli the
ground and grandmother. Such a happy, noisy,
Land-siîakiîîg, kissing time. Grandmother.
father, miother and childi-en, ail laughing and
talking together. Rover leaping, barking, and
wvagging blis stubbv' tail, and startled chickens
scudding noisily away.

Accornpanied by Bell (who is only three years
my senior) and Rover, we start on a tour oi in-
spection. To the orchard first, for it lias a
threefoid attraction. A pet iamb, îvhkbl cornes
to meet us, and aiter being petted and adinired
follows us around ; a colt witbl funny long legs
and big soft eyes, too tirnid to be petted ; and
ten dowvny, vellow cbicks we dare miat touch, as
the mother hIen ruffles up lier feathers sud darts
ivratbiully at us.

under the barns, and many a nest full aI eggs do
wve find. Hats do service as baskets, and in
triumph we carry our treasures ta the bouse.

Grandm other is just about ta blow the big
dinner horn for U.icle Richard who was wvork-
ing fair back in tbe fields, but on aur approach
surrenders it to us. We take turns at blowing,
and hiow we shriek and laugb ast the noises we
make.; Sucb wbeezy moars and resounding
blasts wvere surely neyer heard before. No one
would ever dreami the aid horik was capable af
making sucb diabolical sounds. Uncle Richard
always declares the first time tbe oId horn bad a
spell, lie thougbt eitber grandmaotber or the horn
bad gotie crazy. Mlother endures the noise ju st
as long as she can, iben takes the born an d
bangs it on its hook behind tbe kitchen door,
and away we scamiper ta meet Uncle Richard,
wvba is coming up the lane with bis team af
beautiful bai-ses. Eacb horse is made ta bear a
double burden, and into the stables we ride in
bigb glee.

Dinnier is ready. How good it smells. How
hungry we are. We take aur places at the
table, and bow aur heads wbile grandmotber,
in a Iow, sweet vaice, asks a blessing. "O h
God, bless the foodi wbich tbou hast given unto

SHOES AND STOCKINc.S ARE SOON OFF ANI) ALL FOUR ARE PADDLING.

Grandmotlîer is standing iii the door beekon-
ing. Il l'Il run you a race," cries Joe, off ive ail
start, withaut waititig for Word ta go, and in a
leîv minutes four pantitîg, lauglîiug littie figures
stand ranged in iront ai tbe door.. "If some-
body ivili only pick samne cherries i wiil make
cherry pies for dinner" irrandmotlîer is saying.
We ail eagerly volunteer, and are soan pravid-
ed îvitb baskets and pails, and busîiy at wsork.
Tue cherries that do nat find their way itîto aur
moutbs are dropped inta the pails, but under
this disadvantage four sets ai busy fingers soon
finish the task. Naw what shail we do ilext ?
Bell suggests a game ai hide-and-seek iii the
barns. Anathci race. Wc neyer îvaik it tal(es
taa long. Such gioriaus biding places as we
find, and secret, unheard ai ways, ai gentiîîg
home fres-." We climb the ladders ta the lofts,
bury ourseives in tue bay, ciamber into tbe dark
grain bins and creep behind barrels.

The siglit ai a hien proudly cackling diverts
aur attention fi-rn bîde-and-seek ta biens' nests.
A searcli is at once made fai eggs wbich sly
liens may have hidden away. We peep into ail
manner oC out-oi-the-way places, and crawl

us, and wvbile we cst of tlîis wlîicb nourisiies the
body may ive nat forget ta partakçe also ai tue
food wbiclî nourisiies tue spirit. Amien. "

We are sei-ved witb meaiy patataes and
boileci eggs (some oi those we gatlîered caoked
specially for us), tlîick suices ai hanie-nade
bread and butter, milk liait cream, and finally a
lîuge piece af clerry pie. How gaod everytbiing
tastes, and we eat, and eat, utîtil we really can-
not est any mare.

Dinînuer is over, and we go with Uncle Richard
ta wînncb Iiim liarniess tue bai-ses, anîd have a
ride in tue great lunîber waggon back ta tue
waods. Wlîat a jaily ride it is. Tue springs
ai-e stiff, and the rosd rougbh, and ive go bump-
ety bunip, over tue stanes and raugb places. As
ive near tue woacls the happy braok greets us
%vith low gurgies of deiigbn. Siîoes and stock-
ings are %oon off, and Rover, and ail, are
paddiinîg and spiasbing in the wai-m sparkling
ivater. Witb sticks, stones, and sads, we make
dams and rairy isiands. The islands are carpet-
ed xvitli soit green mass a,îd bright yellow but-
tercups, auîd îvîth pretty pebbles gan.hered from
the bed of the stream, chairs and tables are


