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MRS. PERKINS' MINCE-MEAT.
By klzabeth Vrice.

“They waut you, Awmaudy, over al
Brother Jacob's. The lile baby's ter
rible low and it's wolaer's about give
out.’” Mr, Perkins louked uneasily over
lis speclacles as he siowly loided Lhe
sheet ot paper he held, addiug, IUs
telegrapl, Amandy. 1t must be prelly
His wife laid down her lead-pencil and
frowned. * 1 that ain't envugh W Ly
Jou's patience threadoarel” she exclaiw-
ed. " 1lve jusi got done wriung oul
wy Lst for uy mince-ueat thugs. 1
Wwas goiug W #sk you L drive over ana
gel e this  alieruoon, s0 1 could
uake it early to-morrow. And here
colnes along another luterruption.”

“louldn b it walt a liue  longer,
Awmandy '

1 suppose it could, seeing it's likely
w have to. lu all tne years l've veen
housekceping 1've mnever lalled belore
(0 Liake luy MuuCe-lueal lbe urst Week
i Novewer, and here it 18 becewber
already, and lkeiy w be Christiuas, it
not New lears, belore Uus lawly gets
4 tasie of munce pie,  1ou cerialnly buave
Ul slckly reiations, Ubed.”

“1 duuno as they cau help iy, Aman
dy. Maybe they oughio't w be biatued."”
Mr, Perkins spoke apoiogeuicaly. His
Wile plked up peuci aud paper aud
laid toem away as she sad, well, it
seelus queer Lo lne that as mauy of
thew as there is, nobody but we can
nurse tbem. Just howe from a siege
with Marna's  typhoid, aud now out
again to Jacob's bavy. UL, yes, 1'll go,
o1 course. 'lwouldu’'t be human w let
the chud die for lack of sensibie nurs
ing, walch is likeiy bhalf tuai als
already. Put wais list i your wallet,
Obed. 1f 50 be the baby isn't much
sick we may get back in a day or iwo,
and we can get the things on our way
home.”

“Did you count in au exury pound
or two for Maggie's folks?” Mr. Perkius
asked as he swwed away the bit of
paper. His wife replied sharply, “lIn
deed I dido't. If Maggle wanls mince
meat let her get it the same way as 1
do. 1f she was capable, like she ought
to be, she could do mine this time
on shares. But do you suppose 1'd
truet her? Never. BShe'd be fussing
over it for a week and likely spoil it
in the end. No. I can do and do for
others, but when I need help it ain't
there.”

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

“QObed, ite no use arguing. We
could get rid of every penny we've got
if we wanted to. Good mince-meat ain't
to be made for nothing, and we posi’
tively can’t afford to buy expensive wa-
terials and give them away. We'd be
on the county if things were left for you
to dispose of.”

Mr. Perkins wisely changed the sub
ject, and ehortly left the room, an-
nouncing his intention to ‘ hook u;

His wife stepped into the hall and
called briskly, ** Hattie, come down.” A
young girl answered the summons
v _mptly, and Mrs, Perkins' snapping
isck eyes softened as they rested on
her only daughter's sweet face. * What
ie it, mother?”

“ Same old story. Your Uncle Jacob's
sent for me to nurse the baby back to
life. No telling when I'!l 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 miss your train to-
morrow."”

“But who'll take care of father?”
asked Hattie, adding elowly, “I can

stay at howe if it's necessary, though
1 would hate to miss all the good times
Aunt Mary has plauned.”

“ No 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
anyway. Your Uncle Josh can do the
chores and take the milk home. The
only thing that's rushing is the mince
meat, and you couldn't do that if it
uever got made.”

* Why couldn’t I, mothert I've help-
ed you lots of times?"”

* Because you haven't got judgment
enough. There'd be chunks in it the
size of a walnut and it wouldn’t be fit
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.”

* Qh, Hattie, put away wmy mince meat
rule. I've left it laying out, and 1
wouldn't loee it for ten dollars, though
it does look like I'm fated not to get
to use it this year.”

Hattie watched her parents eet out on
their four hour drive. ' It's wo bad,”
she murmured. * Mother's heart was
just set on making her mince meat to
morrow, As if all the pies in the world
were equal to the dear little baby's life.
But I hate to have her disappointed so
often.” She picked up the precious re
cipe and looked it over. *I don't eee
why I couldn't make it,” she said
aloud, It never seems so difficult
when mother does it. She'd be so sur-
prised and pleased, too, after it's all
done. 1 could go Thursday as well a8
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

time?  Mother's always giving up
things ehe wants to do because some
body needs her help.

“T1 do it! I can make the list of
things 1'd need from this recipe, and
get Nellie Gresham to drive me dowu
to the store this afternoon. I'll make
it to-morrow—Nellie'll help, I know.”

Full of i Hattie pr 1
to carry out her plans. The Greshams
were ueighbors and intimate friends,
and Nellie lent willing aseistance to
Hattie's undertaking, Mr. Gresham
cashed the check which was to covir
the expense of Hattie's little trip, “‘and
there’s enough to epare for the mince
things,” declared Hattie. *“T'll pay for
them myself, then if I should make a
failure—which 1 shan't—nobody else will
be the loser.”

At dusk the two girls returned from
the village store( the bed of the buggy
well filled with a savory heap of “'sugar
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 the

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.
1 don't want one human being to
know it,” declared Hattie gleefully, as
eho stirred. “ 1 wouldn’t have mother's
surprise spoiled for anything. She al-
ways puts it in one particular jar on one
special shelf in the cellar. She brings
up that jar before she begins her mince
meat, and suns it while she works, Th
time when she goes down for her jar
she'll find it full, and won't she be
pleased 1"

“1'd love to be a fly on the wall and
hear what she says,” laughed Nellie.
“T'll watch-as close as T can, and write
you all about it. Hattie, this is simply
perfect. I never tasted better.”

“1t is good, isn't it, for a first at-
tempt? Now it's ready to be put away,

and it's only six o'clock. I think we've
done pretty well. Dont youl”

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

“Let's stop in Westmineter and get
that order filled,” eaid Mrs. Perkins as
they neared that village.

“It's pretty late, Amandy,” her hus
band reminded her.

“1 don't care if it's pitch dark, Obed.
I'm going to have those things before 1
sleep to-night.”

“ Won't Cap Dennis think strange of
us trading in Westminster, instead of
at our own town store?”

“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, and by that time some
body'll probably have sall-pox and
want me to nurse ‘em. It's now or
never, Obed.”

It was hardly dawu of the next
morning when the work began. Mrs,
Perkins frowned a little when she saw
her *rule” still pinned to the eclock-
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 he was paring. * She's young yet,
Amandy, she’s young,” he reminded
her. “Now the thing I'm thinking
about ie, how could 1 have been mis
taken about the apples in that south
bin? I was eure it was even full, but it
ain't—not by considerable.”

“Don’t be a goose, Obed,” Mrs. Per
kins admonished him. *1It's bound to
be 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 etone jar in her hands.
“S8ome things do seem curious, Obed,”
she said. “T never keep that gray stone
mince-meat jar only in one place when
it's empty, and it ain't thers. I'm cer
tain sure 1 saw it the day we went away.
No-it don’t matter, only I hate to make
changes after T get used to a thing.
Out of apples? Here's another pan full.

“We ain't liable to interruptions to
day, thank goodnese, because none of the
neighbors know we're home, only Joeh
and Maggie. They won't be over before
evening likely, and T'l' get Josh to carry
the mince-meat down cellar for me

Josh and Maggie were a litle late
that night. The big kitchen was spot
less and no sign of the day's occupation
was visible except the big brown jar.
“T left it for you to carry down for me.
Josh,” Mrs. Perkins explained. “Obed’s
shoulder is etiff yet from that spell of
rheumatism he had. Put it on that
threecornered  shelf in the northeast
corner of the cellar—the one with the
iron braces. There's the candle.”

“Yes, T am tired, Maggie. Nursing's
harder than housework, and it's played
me out some. Then to-day I've made
mince-meat.”

“You have!" exclaimed her sisterin-
law. “ Why, T never supposed you'd get
at it eo soon. I-" <

“When I have anything to do, Mag-
gle, T don't loiter over it,” eaid Mrs.
Perkins, severely. “ What's that, Josh?




