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The Autobiography of a
Country Spinster.

By Aunt Jane.

little brown cottage stands on top
hill that slopes downward pretty

for half a mile all the way to

Seneca, New York, so that 1 can
ver the trees and see the lake 1in

ts~ various moods—and that makes it

company.

f people say that Seneca Lake is

¢

v good to look at. They say that the

1t are sulky and won’'t bite. It's

cold for bathing, and yet 1l never

over—or so seldom that it might
he never. 1t is so treacherous,

with its sudden squalls, that folks
afrard to sail on it, and it’s so deep
no one has ever been able to find
bottom in the middle And men drowned
are never found. 1 have heard a

say that the cold springs in
make it too chilly for bathing—

how could they hinder its freezing in

9

other respects, it is heautiful to look at,
and I don't believe that anyw here in all
world one could see better sunsets

get sitting on my front stoop
i« three miles broad opposite my
<o 1t spreads out right from my

and on a clear evening [ can see far
and douwn the water and the rising
on the other side, with the farms

e1r huildings, and the people going

the roads

though T am seventyv-six years of

myv eves are pretty good yet, and I
tell what the farmers across the lake
have planted and how the crops are get-
along That's now in the summer-

In the winter, of course, the
country is white, but that makes

houses across the lake stand out all
clearer. and the teams going along
roads are company then

seasons are good for me here, but

mer best,

+ haze prevents me from seeinyg
I'he Indian summer is soft and

and mild and friendly and still—as

lake and the woods—evervthing—
v *hinkKing—like me I am in the
immer of my life, but I'm not

the trees. jor thev wear their bright-

olors while T wear grav and my
has turned white
hie now :makes me think of an

swiimer sunset, it is so calm, and

suppose that, like a sunset, it will go
SO0 hut mavhe not so very soon,

becatise [ come of people who lived to

One of my father’'s brothers

chiv-five when he died and an
lned even longer I am only

N
not do any work now Not what
used to call work in my day Of

I keep my house, and if people

find anv dust in any of the six rooms
mu~t have sharper eyes than mine.
myv cooking, baking, ironing, wash

nding, dressmaking and gardening,

i the fall I put up preserves; but

v only play I have plenty

me 1o read and to sit out in front

ne with the neighbors and watch

thing go by

W on a farm, all alone, I sup-

[ bould bhe verv lonely, though 1

farnier’'s daughter and brought up
arm But here I am on the main
with the post office only a hundred

Anway and three stores near the

office. and a blacksmith shop down
cross <treet that leads to the lake,

the Methodist church fifty yards

the street from me

there are plentv of people coming

going. and when I sit out in front
neightiors stop and talk to me. Then
re’s onlv the garden hetween myv house

uv hrother's. and he is very good

much vounger than I. and married
string <tretching from house

ouse. and i anything happened to
when T was alone, T could pull that

and they would come to me

VN my haouse and furmture and

a littie money laid by in the bank

*ple in the ity might think it a small
bt it i~ enough, because 1 can
m o 1ttle It I mentioned what

COSt me a week Tor provisions folks

laugh—girls nowadays think they

spend two or three dollars a week

hoard and I have heard that in the

people who rake boarders charge
as much as seven dollars a week
vrdde helps waonderfully 1 grow
pPotatoes heets onions cahbages

THE FARMER'S

radishes, peas. beans, melons, pumpkins,
caulifflowers, apples, pears and plums —
and n the bargain 1 have a flock of
chickens Maybe 1711 have bees next
vear

My father’s folk were from New Jersey
and mother came from Dutchess (County,
and they moved to this part of the coun-
tryv when it was very new and when 1
was only six yvears of age My father
had gone on ahead to prepare a place
for us—he had bought 160 acres of land
in the woods—but he wasn't ready in
time, and mother got impatient waiting
at last, and said that she’d join him
anvhow, no matter what
So mother and I and my sister and
grandmother and an old doctor who had
joined the party, came along in a wagon
that had no springs, and that bounced
and Younced us for three days, till we
were nearly dead The roads were so
rough Sometimes there was a mile of
corduroy, as it was called—just logs laid
side bv side stretching across a swamp—
and that sort of a road will make any
wagon bounce Jike all possessed

At the end of a hot day we came upon
father, and he was hali dead, too—work-
ing awayv in the hole that he had made
in the woods. He was black from the
smoke of the simnudge fires that he lit to
burn the brush and drive the mosquitoes
away

Father had been working all alone in
his clearing—except for a team of oxen—
cutting down the trees and digging up
the roots. burning the brush, plowing
and planting He had only about four
acres cleared when we arrived, and they
were not really cleared, either, as the
big stumps were standing. But he had
a crop planted—corn, potatoes, turnips
and hay Fnough to support us and
the oxen through the winter.

Father was living in a lean-to—just a
high trestle with boards cloping down
from it And there was where mother
and grandmother went to housekeeping
The doctor staved with us and things
wers rough, but what we didn't have we
could do without

That first night, mother said, we were
all so tired that we just ate some bread
and had a drink of tea, and then all
went to hed I and my sister slept in
the wagon

Next dav we went®to work in the
clearing—inther, mother, the doctor andg
1 We hauled brush and the doctor tried
to chop, but he was a bad hand at it
Grandmother Kkept house, and, as my
sister was gnly three vears old, she could
rot do anyvthing.

FFather set about making a root-house,
in order to save our crop from frost.
He dug into the side of a hill and lined
the hole with logs. putting a strong door
on it and covering the roof with two
feet of earth This took a week

Next thing was a log stable for the
oxen We all helped at making that
Father was quite a carpenter, and he

rigged up a machine for making the oxen

hoist the logs into place The doctor
drove. the oxen hoisted, and father eased
the logs down into position But the
stable was a small affair, with a very
low roof—just a shed Father lent the
horses *'o  our nearest neighbor, three
miles away, and he had the use of them
throngh the winter for their Kkeep The

oxen were better for our rough work

As soon as the stable was roofed father
began to get the crop n for 1t was
Sentember and the corn and potatoes
were ripe We were hungryv enough to
eat raw turnips, and we did very well
without milk or butter or meat

We helped at getting the crop in. and
as soon as that was done we began to
build the log honse We knew that win-
ter would hegin earlv in November, and
we wou'd freeze to death if we had no
shelter All through October we worked
awayv, and by the end of the month had
the walls up readyv for the raising

Q0. then. we had a raising bee. There
was a mill Gve miles from us. and father
wrote an invitation to the people and
posted it in the mll The neighbors came
from ten miles away on every side We
had as many as twentv men helping us

A raising bee g¢ls a new settler ac-
quainted with evervbodv. and the people
who give it make a <ort of feast for the
workers Father traded some potatoes
for cider and applelack, and <uch stuff
We never wanted those things for our-
celves—I've alwavs heen teetotal—bhut

father thought that it wouldn't do to g0

were
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The Secret of Good Pies

IE CRUST, more than any other
delicacy of the oven, ought to be
tempting and appealing to the taste.

Yo do not eat pie as a nerve tonic
or to strengthen your appctitc. You eat it
for pleasure mostly.

You want it, of course, to taste good,
at the same time you want the crust to be
light, flaky, wholesome. Now, pie crust
propcrly made from

Royal Household Flour

is always good food, the 1is more satisfying than
absolute unitormity of ordinary flour, comes out
this best of a irs elimin-  of the oven flakier, more
ates failure entirely.  You tender and more digestible.
get the same delightful Be sure to try “ROYAL
results every time and your HOUSEHOLD” when next
pies are more healthful and  you make pies. It is the
nourishing than if madc  finest flour in the world not
from ordinary flour. only for Pastry but for

The reason is that Breadand a//family baking.
“ROYAL HOUSEHOLD”  -ogitvies Book For A
having a larger percentage oo’ condinne s

pages of tried and tested

of high quality gluten, reciveswillbesentiresto
v i s any user of Royal House-
assimilates more readily,  hold Flourwhoasks for it.
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THE OGILVIE FLOUR MILLS CO. LIMITED.

THOROUGHNESS

IN

CONSTRUCTION

INSURES

against the custon seeng  that we

strangers.

Gowelay Jlianos

Against Loss of Tone, and tone is the
most important factor in any piano. In
every Gourlay Piano the expert knowledge
of its builders and the deter?ination to use
NOTHING BUT THE BEST
either in labor or material, produces a
sympathetic richness of tone that is un-
matchable among Canadian pian()s.
WRITE FOR CATALOGUE AND PRICES

Gourlay, Winter & Leeming

188 Yonge Stree®’ Toronto, Ont.




