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1o xay that the stage coach was drifted in in the
hollow, just above Uncle Jacol's, and the passen-
ges wanted to bo shoveled out and to come in
and get brenkfast. Uncle JJacob and his hired
man wentout with shovels and cleared the road
so0 the three passengers could get to the house.
There were two men and a woman with a baby.
Itell you,T was glad to see that baby and I was
allowed to take care of it while its mother ate her
breakfast.  The lady said the baby had a sister
my age, and so it took to me atonee. 1 did not
feel that lump in my throat any more, because 1
was making that baby happy. Aunt Lydia had
saved all her spools and strang them on a string
to ammse the babies the neighbors brought in
sometimes. There were red cpools and yellow
spools, black spools. big spools and little ones.
strung on that string and it was a source of great
detight to all the babies.

«The snow came down all that day and there
wits 1o use to try to clear the rowds for the wind
blew the snow in just as fast us it was shoveled
out ; the travellers and I had to stay all night. 1
dreaded the big spare-room again, but tomy
delight, my Aunt said that the mother and baby
wonld have to sleep in that 1oum, because it was
the wurmest sleeping rvoom she had, and she
would make me 2 bed on the floor.

** To sleep on the floor, for some reason, was a
chid's delight in those far-off days. Many a
time when the house was full, mother made up a
bed for us ctuldren on the fluor.  Aunt Lydin put
two flufly feather beds in one corner, with wool-
len blankets, and a thick comforterand I cuddled
in and <lept as snug as a buginarug. It was
such « comfort to have that mother and baby =o
near me.

*‘The next morning the farmers turned out
with their ox teams and hob sleds and broke the
roads. The stage conch proceeded to its destina-
tion and at dinner time my dear father’s sleigh
bellsx made music for me as he drove into the
yard. I remember what an extra fine dinner
Aunt Lydia had and how good it tasted.  You
see T was sitting right next to my dear. dear
father, and it made me very hungry. Strange,
wasn't it? The road down my throat was cleared
of all the drifts, too. Uncle Jacob said he was
glad to see me eat, that 1 had not had much
appetite before, and he guessed I did not like
Aunt Lydin’s cooking, but father understood it
all.

#Wo had a fine sleigh ride home together, and
mother came to the door and tovk me right in
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her strong, loving arms. 1t was so good to get
home again. T have travelled hundreds of miles
fromn that old home, and those who made it so
happy have passed into the skies. But, children,
even now sometimes I feel just as that little girl
did the first timo she went away, seasick for home
and mother again.—Svsax TEALL PEgRy,
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MISS ELSA’'S VISIT.

~  OME, Fred, and let me wash
that dreadfully dirty littlo
face.”

¢Oh, mother,”” whined Fred,
«1 don’ want to be washed. I
don’t see ,why boys have to be
clean all the time.”

Fred’s mather was about to tell
him something but she stopped
and only said: * Very well, Fred;

if you would rather be dirty, you may.”?

So Fred played out in the front yard, and tried
to feel glad that his hands were black, and that
he wore a soiled waist. After a while he was a-
shamed to have people look at him, so he went
around into the back yard.

His mother came to the door and called him.
He followed her into the sitting-room, and there
ent Miss Elsa, his Sunday-school teacher. Now
when Fred went to Sunday-school he was always
clean and tidy, but to-day he looked like a little
tramp. He sat down on the edge of a chair, and
tried to answer Miss Elsa’s questions.

If he could only get those black hands out of
sight. But there was the whole front of his
waist of a similar hue, and although he could not
see it, his faco was no better. Miss Elsa stayed
quite a long time, and if Fred had been clean he
would have cnjoyed the visit very much, but as
he was, he was really glad when she arose to go.

“(iood-bye, Fred,’? she said, holding out her
white hand. Fred started to shake hands, and
then he mumbled, *“ My hands are too dirty,”
and felt as if he were quite disgraced.

¢ Mother, will you come and wash me,” he
said, humbly, a few minutes later.

«Don’c you like to be dirty, dear??? said his
mother, rising.

“No,” said Fred, thoughtfully, «I guess I
don’. Anything that you’re ashamed of before
company isn’t nice, so I think I’d better be clean
all the time I can.  Besides, the minister might
come this afternoon; then, I guess everyone
would think I was & pig.”'~—Chrisfian Standard.
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