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and IV» only six o’clock. 1 think we’ve 
done pretty well. Dont you I”

Brother Jacob# little baby proved to 
be a very »iok child, and it was several 
days before his Aunt Amanda felt jue 
titled in leaving him to other care than 
her own. “ Do exactly an the doctor 
telle you, Myra, and don’t take any 
liberties," was her parting injunction.
•• I don’t want to lie sent for to undo 
anybody elses carelessness. Oh, you re 
welcome, ae far as that’» concerned. 
Only I’m going to make my mince meat 
to morrow, if the whole tribe gets eiok." 
But Myra, who would never forget the 
gentleness of her baby’s nurse, and 
Brother Jacob, who remembered that 
he owed his child’s life to his sister in 
law, kissed her good bye affectionately 
and thanked her from full hearts.

" Let’s stop in Westminster and get 
that order tilled,” eaid Mrs. Perkins as 
they neared that village.

“ It’s pretty late, Amandy," her hus­
band reminded her.

" I don’t care if it's pitch dark. Obed. 
I’m going to have those things before I 

to-night."
Won’t Cap Dennis think strange of 

us trading in Westminster, instead of 
at our own town store f"

•' It don’t make any difference what 
Cap Dennis thinks. Hie store’s three 
miles the other side of our house, and 

1 wouldn’t get my order home before 
noon to-morrow, i 

pxi bably

stay at home if it’s necessary, though 
1 would hate to miss all the good times 
Aunt Mary has planned."

" ho need of it. Your father’ll stay at 
Jacob's. His rheumatism is so bad he 
cau't do much, and he needs a rest 

Your Uncle Josh can do the

MRS. PERKINS' MINCE-MEAT.
By JhLsabelb Price.

1 They want you, Auiandy, over at 
Broun-r Jacob's. Y be int»e baby » 1er 
nble low and it's mutuel s auuut give 
out.’’ Mr. Perkins loosed uueasiiy over 
his epeeiaclea aa he slowly loided the 
alieek ol paper he held, aUUiug, "its a 
telegraph, Amandy. It must ne pretty 
bad."

ills wife laid down hex lead pencil and 
frowued. " ll that aiu t enough to try 

patience threadbare 1” she exclaim 
«d. " 1 ve juet got done wruing out
my list lot my mince meat th.ugs. 1 

to drive over anu 
1 could

anyway.
chores and take the milk home. The 
only thing that's rushing is the mince 
meat, and you couldn’t do that if it 
never got made."

•• Why couldn't I, mother I I've help 
ed you lots of t.meel”

*• Because you haven’t got judgment 
enough. There*d be chunks in it the 
sise of a walnut and it wouldn't be tit 
to eat. To be sure 1 could have done 
it at your age, but girls ain't capable 
like they used to be—more’s the pity. 
Just lock up good and tight and leave 
the keys at your Aunt Maggie's."

" Oh, Hattie, put away uiy mince meat 
I've left it laying out, and 1 

wouldn't loee it for ten dollars, though 
it dues look like I'm laved not to get 
to use it th.s year."

Hattie watched her parents eet out on 
their four hour drive. " It’s Uio bad," 
she murmured. " Mother’s heart was 
just set ou making her mince meat to 
morrow. As if all the pies in the world 
were equal U> the dear little baby's life. 
But 1 bate to have lier disappointed so 
often." title picked up the precious re 
cipe and looked it over. " 1 don’t eee 
why 1 couldn’t make it," she said 
aloud. " It never see me so difficult 
when mother does it. Slic’d be eo sur­
prised and pleased, too, after it's all 
done. 1 could go Thursday as well aS 
Wednesday, and send a card to Aunt 
Mary not to meet me till then. What 

• if 1 do have to mise a little of the good 
Mother's always giving up

Juu'g

was going to a»a you 
get mo in this *1 
maxe it early to morrow.

a.uug another interruption."
it wail a Liue longer,

leruouu, so
And nere

comes 
" CuuiUu t

Amandy I"
" 1 suppose it could, eeeiug it’s likely 

lu all uio years 1 ve ueeuto have to.
Housekeeping 1 ve never tailed belore 

m.uoc meal lUe Utst weekto maxe my 
m November, and here it is tieuembet 
already, aud naeiy to be Uunsliuas, if 
not Aew lear e, no lure this lam uy gets 
a uts.e ol luiucc pie. lou ccrvaiuty have
got sickly relations, Uued."

•• i uuuuo a» uiey can help it, Auiau 
dy. May tuey uugUUi l to ne biaïueü."
Mr. Perams spoke apologetically. Hie 
wue picked up pencil kud paper aud 
laid tueui a* ay as she aa.d, " Well, it 

to me tual as mauy ol

and by that time some 
have siWall pox and 

It’s now or
body'll
want me to nurse ’em. 
never, Obed."

It was hardly dawn of 
morning when the work began. Mrs. 
Verkins frowned a little when she saw 
lier " rule ” still pinned to the clock- 
shelf. "If that's Hattie's idea of tak 
ing care of things, she didn't learn it 
from me," she remarked severely.

Her husband looked up from the ap­
ples be was paring. " She’s young yet, 
Amandy. she’s young." lie reminded 
her. " Now the thing I’m thinking 
about ie, how could I have been mis­
taken about the apples in that south 
bint I was sure it was even full, but it 
ain’t—not by considerable."

" Don’t be a goose, Obed," Mrs. Per 
kins admonished him. " It’s bound to 
l>e as full as you left it. There’s been 
nobody around to meddle.

A little later she came up the cellar 
stairs with a big stone jar in her hands. 
" Some things do seem curious. Obed," 
she said. " I never keep that gray stone 

in one place when

Mxmit queer
uiem as mere 1», nobody but me

Just home from a siege 
typhoid, aud now out 

Oh, yes, I'll go, 
be human to let

the next
iiurs# uiem. 
with Maria's
agam to Jacob's buoy.

"Iwouldn lI ut course.
the child die lor lack ot eeuaible uuro 
ing, winch is likeiy half mat ails it 
already. Put mis list m your wallet, 

If so be me baby isu't much

things elle wants to do because some­
body needs her help.

“ I’ll do it I can make the list of 
things I’d need from this recipe, and 
get Nellie Gresham to drive me down 
to the store this afternoon. I’ll make 
it to morrow—Xellie’ll help, 1 know."

Full of excitement, Hattie proceeded 
to carry out her plans. The Greshams 

neighbor# and intimité friends, 
aud Nellie lent willing assistance to 
Hattie’s undertaking, 
cashed the check which was to covr 
the expense of Hattie's little trip, "aud 
there’s enough to epare for the mince 
things," declared Hattie. “ I’ll pay for 
them myself, then if I should make a 
failure-which I shan’t—nobody else will 
l>e the loser.”

At dusk the two girls returned from 
the village etoret the bed of the buggy 
well filled with a savory heap of "sugar ehang€, after 
and spice and all things nice," as Hat 
tie sang, while they unloaded and stow­
ed away their purchases.

They were at it bright and early tin- 
next morning, two youthful but earnest 
cooks, paring, chopping, measuring and 
weighing, with frequent references to 
the time yellowed " rule," which they 
had pinned out of harm's way on the 
shelf-paper under the clock.

“ I don't want one human lie ing to 
know it," declared Hattie gleefully, as 
ehe stirred. " I wouldn’t have mother’s 
surprise spoiled for anything, tilie al 
ways puts it in one particular j 
sjtecial shelf in the cellar. T 
up that jar before she liegins her mince 
meat, and suns it while she works. T1 
time when she goes down for her jar 
she'll find it full, and won’t she be 
pleased I"

" I’d love to be a fly 
hear what she says."
•I’U watch as close as I can, and wnte 
you all about it. Hattie, this is «imply 
perfect. I never tasted better."

"It is good, isn’t It, for a first at­
tempt I Now it’s ready to be put away,

sick we may get back ru k day or two, 
aud we can get the things on our way 
home.”

" Did you count in an extry pou 
or two lor Maggie * folks!" Mr. l'erk 
asked aa ho showed away the bit of 
paper. His wife replied sharply, " In 
deed 1 didn’t. If Maggie wants mince 
meat let her get it the eaine way as 1 
do. If she was capable, like she ought 
to be, she could do mine this time 
on shares. But do you suppose I’d 
truet her I Never, 
over it fur » week end likely «poll it 
in the end. No. I can do and do for 
others, but when 1 need help it «in t 
there."

" But, Maudy, she ain’t strong, and 
there's all the children, and—"

" obed, it’» no use arguing. We 
could get rid of every penny we've jot 
if we wanted to. Good mince meat ain’t 
to be made for nothing, and we posi1 
lively cau't afford to buy expensive ma- 

ials and give them away, 
on the county if things were left for you 
to dispose of."

Mr. Perkins wisely changed the sub 
ject, aud shortly left the room, an­
nouncing his intention to " hook up."

His wife stepped into the hall and 
called briskly, " Hattie, coin® down.” A 
young girl answered the summon# 
!•: .nptly, aud Mrs. Perkins’ snapping 
"ûaek eyes softened as they rested on 
her only daughter’s sweet face. " What 
ie it, mother I"

"Same old story. Your Uncle Jacob’s 
sent for me to nurse the baby back to 
life. No telling when I’M be home 
again. It needn’t make any difference 
with your visit, though. Your things 
are all ready. Stay with Nellie to­
night, and don’t mis* your train to­
morrow."

“ But who’ll take x>are of father t" 
asked Hattie, adding slowly, " I can

Mr. Gresham

She'd be fussing I

mince meat jar only 
it's empty, and it ain’t there. I’m cer 
tain sure I saw it the day we went aw ay 
No—it don’t matter, only I hat# to make 

I get used to a thi 
apples? Here’s another pan 
ain’t liable to interruptioi 

day, thank goodness. l»ecause none of the 
neighbors know we’re home, only Josh 
and Maggie. They won't he over before 
evening likely, and IT get Josh to carry 

lince-meat down -ellar for me" 
h and Maggie were 
night. The big kitchen was spot 

sign of the day’s occupation

i

ing.
full.Out of

" We

We'd beW
the ii

a litle lateI '-Ii
that
less and no 
was visible except the big brown jar.

down for me.left it for you to carry
Mrs. Perkins explained. "OBed’s 
t la stiff yet from that spell of

Josh."
ehoulder is stiff yet from that spell of 
rheumatism ht- had. Put it on that 
three cornered shelf in the northeast 
corner of the celllr—the one with the 
iron braces. There’s the candle."

"Ye

me out some. Then to day I’ve made 
mince meat."

"You have!” exclaimed her sister in 
law. " Why, I never supposed you'd get 
at it eo soon. I—"
" When

jar
Silt-

s. I am tired. Maggie. Nursing's 
than housework, and it’s played

on the wall and 
laughed Nellie.

I have anything to do, Mag 
g:e, I don’t loiter over it," eaid Mrs. 
Perkins, severely. " What’s that, Josh!


