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MR. FAtUMEà.:

We want your cream, and are prepq.red to pay Oàb
for it as soon as it is tested-at Ëiighý'st PrSe,ý -

Is this offer flot better than makink* ýtur
butter and trading it at the stores,.>*'

Don't, delay. Write for particulars. It will p

nigt-afld sbe 's -bqen pretty nervous
latel>'. You wait hezp, and l'il' see if
1 can get' in myself.ý

I a few minutes they heard him slip
the 'boit in the front door, and then
he came out to them with a ver>' dim-
ly burnîng lantern.."Somehow or 'nother I can't make
it seem at aU natural, here," said Un-
ce Nathan, when they were on-the

,ground. "Miles bas be'n talking so
interesting about that mining coun-
try' that I'd no idee we'd corne any-
where near so far, and IVve let my-
tedf get turned 'round completely."

"No wonder, vith the fog so thick
you can't sec your haud before your
face," laughed Aunt Mary. "I was
thinking there was a littie more of a
risc up to Ellen's front door," she
added meditatively.
1Miles uttered an exclamation. Some-

thing had just happened to the ian-
tern aud'it bad gone out j ust as the
door was reached.

"Neyer mind," whispered Aunt
Mary. "You jest lead the way and
we'IlIfollow."

So in the dark he conducted them
to0 their room, where he presenti>'
brought them a lighted lamp and left
them.

"Why, Nathan Caswell !" his wife
cried, as she gazed about ber. "JesI
see wbat Ellen Torrey has donel She's
gone and fixed this room up exactl>'
as ours used to be."

"Why, so she bas!" said Uncle Na-
than. "That old cbest of drawers-
and the high-post bed-and the look-
ing-glass; they be the very image of
our'n." P

"But the wall-paper, Nathan-and
the chairs and straw mattingi Ellen
miust have done it a-purpose. 'Twas
dretful kind of ber, I think."

It seemed as if they couldn't gloat
over it and exclaim over il enough.
"We can purtend ýfor one night that
we're in the old bouse, and il never
burned down," Aunt Mary said..

"Feather bed, too," Uncle Nathan
said, as he settled down into it with
a sigb of content. "I s'pose tbem
liard old mattresses are more bealtbv
-Fannie says tbey be-but I'm blest
if 1 ever could think the>' was comf'-
table."

A Sabbatb quiet brooded over the
bouse wben they awoke in the morn-
ing. Ouside the>' could hear the.
birds singing-chickadees, bluebirds, a
robin, a nuthatch.

They talked for awhile in wbispers,
then Uncle Nathan said, "Dont you
s'pose we could get up real still and
Slip out and over to the old place?
.Seerns 'sif 'twould make it seemn more
like Sunday somebow."

"I don't see wby we couldn't,"
Aunt Mary answered. "I wonder if
we can see it front here."

She got up and wentto look ont of
one of the front windows.

"Wby!" Sbe held the curtain far-
ther aside and looked harder. "Whv.
I can't make il seem-rigbt. Why,
"the suni is rising over across the
road in the west, or else inm losing
mn>' ind!"

Uncle Nathan sprang out of bed
and stared out over ber shoulder. "It
ain't the Torre>' place," he said slow-
1>. "Miles bas been playing some

joke on us. If I didn't know it could--
n't be, 1 should tiink-"
Natban!"-as the sun burst forth-

He went to a window on the other
side.

'*'Mary-come qtt4k!" he cried ex-
citedi>'. "It's our elrn tree, and our
barn; the Torrey place is over tltere,
and their bouse is gone!"

Aunt Mary sank into a chair. "Wbat
does it mean?" sbe asked weaklv.

"I don't know," he, answered, begin-
ning 10 dress in feverish baste. "Hur-
r>' up and we'li go somewbere and
fnd out."

Tbey were both dressed, when a
large piece of paper, haîf under the
door, caught their attention. As
Uncle Nathan's name appeared on it,
he opened and read it.'

"They moved the Torre>' bouse
over here and fitted it ail un) for us."
said Uncle Nathan in an awed. voice.

They looked at each other as if
stunned for a moment, then Aunt
Mary tbrew berself mbt Uncle Na-
than's arms and tbey cried together.

He was first to recover. "How
ridickerlous for us bo stand here a-
weepinl" be said. "Come-let's ex-
plore."

Aunt Mary wiped ber eyes and fol-
lowed bim outi nto the kitchen.

"Just like our old one, for ail the
world!" said Uncle Nathan. "And
the woodbox fuit of kindlings, al
i eady to start a fire."

In a vase on the sittiug-room table
was a buncb of beautiful Easter Miies.
Aunt Mary's eyes filled again as she
bent over tbem. "We mustn't foroeet
'lis Easter, Nathan," she said. -"ic guess there ain't no danger," he
answered soberly. "I feel 'sif I un-
('crstood.,bow tbemn two Marys and
the disciples felt, bebber'u I ever did
before, from knowing how I feel just
to have our old home corne to life
again."

Tbey went over the bouse together..11 see how 'twas," said Aunt Mary
tbougbtfully. "As long as the bouse
itself was like tbe old one, tbey
thougbt they'd make the rooms as
near like as tbey could, and everybody
belped. The grandfather dlock must
bave corne from Jed Wasbburn-you
know bis and our'n was jest alike; the
sitting-room carpet is the one Susan
Wetherell bhad in ber spare room-we
bougbt 'emn off the same piece; the
paper is some Siuas Crant bad left on
bis bands wben be failed up five years
ago; Dr. Burrell gave that old desk-
%vby! I can tell wbere 'most every
Eingle tbing corne fromi"

Tbey visited the pantr>' last. There,
in tbe usual place, on the shelf in
front of! b window, was a Pot Of
beans and a loaf of brownbread. Wbile
tbese were warming for breakfast,
Uncle Nathan and Aunt Mary discov-.
ered their own old cow, Brindle, out
in tbe barn.

"I don't see bow we can be anv
happier wben we get. b beaven than
we be to get back bere," Uncle Na-
tban said, two bours later, as be. bid
tbe doorkey in tbe old familiar place
under the corner o! the doorstone.

Tben witb grateful bearts the>' walk-
ed along tbe road tbey had traveled
so many times before, to meet their
old neigbbors and loin tbem in tbe
Easter service at the new chavel.
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removable tub. whloh la.a greet .. nv.nI.noe.

The Choice
AIl the folks in otir bouse bad to tell one day
In wbicb one o! aIl the rooms they like best to

stay.
Mother chose the living 'room wliere we mostly

sit;
Sister likes bthe parlor nigbîs with the big lamp

lit;
.Granny said ber ownty roonl's better'n ail thre

rest;
Jack (he's always stirdying), likes thre lib*ry best:
1 just love tbe attic where there's room to swirlçy,
Or roller-skate, or spin a top, or plav 'most any-

tbing;
]But wben I asked my father, he-laughed and said

that he
Guessed he'd choose Nvhatever place Mptber

cbanced tb be!
-Hannah G. Fernald.

Il

you.


