
SPINNIMO-WHEEL STORIB&

old thing down t " asked Madam Shirley, much amused

as the prize was placed before her, where she sat in her

I-.igh-backed chair,— a right splendid old lady in her

stately cap, black silk gown, and muslin apron, with a

bunch of keys at her side, like a model housekeeper, as

she was.

" You don't mind our playing with it, do you 1 And
will you toach me to spin 1 I think it 's such a pretty

little thin^', and I want to be like you in all ways,

grandma dear," answered Min, sitting on the arm of

tlie great chair, with her fresh cheek close to the

wrinkled one where winter roses still bloomed.

" You wheedling gypsy ! I '11 teach you with all

my heart, for it is pretty work, and I often wonder

liidies don't keep it up. I did till I was too busy, and

now I often take a turn at it when I 'm tired of knit-

ting. The hum is very soothing, and the thread much
stronger than any we get nowadays."

As she spoke, the old lady dusted the whe<-^ and

gave it a skilful turn or two, till the soft whir made

pleasant music in the room.

"Is it really a hundred years old?" asked Geoff,

drawing nearer with the others to watch the now
work.

" Just about. It was one of my mother's wedding

presents, and she gave it to me when I was fifteen.

Deary me, how well I remember that day!" and

grandma seemed to fall a-dreaming as her eyes rested

on the letters E. B. M. rudely cut in the wood, and

beiow these were three others with something meant

for a true lover's knot between.


