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Aunt Matilda’s Off=Days

(By Susan Teall Perry, in “The Standard.’)

‘It's one of your Aunt Matilda’s off<days,
Phemie. Don’t mind her, child,’ said Uncle
Jacob, who was cutting corn in the field.

The stalks of corn were two or three feet
higher than the little ginl's head, as sh§
stcod with a small tin pail full of cold water
from the spring. ;

“You came just in the nick of time. 1
was so thirsty I thought I'd have to leave
my work and go for water.’

Uncle Jacob had what Phemie called ‘a
lovelight look’ on his face when he put the
pail to his lips and drank of the clear, cold
water.

Phemie had been crying, and Uncle Jacob
knew it as soon as he looked at her face.

‘You see, Phemie, that Aunt Matilia’s crab
apples did not jelly as stiff as she wanted
them to yesterday, and she had to boil all
that stuff over again. That's what's upset
her. It's a big job to pour all that jelly
out of the glasses, and boil it over twice,
all those glasses to wash and dry.’

‘1 wached the glasses, uncle, and dried
them. I didn’t mind—only—only—1 wish
Aunt Matilda was always pleasant, as she is
gometimes. I love her so much when she
speaks in her kind way. She's so very kind
when she is kind.

‘Folks will have their off-days, Phemie,
the best of them.’

‘But you don’t have any off-days, Uncle
Jacob.” .

‘Maybe things do not go criss-cross with
me as they do with most of folks, child.’

‘Well, your cows broke into the oat lot,

you know,.a.nd the bay colt was lost for a.

week, and then the army worms came, and
such a lot of potato bugs, ani just ‘such
sort of doings as those make oft-days, don’t
they? But you never talked cross, or look-
od cross about these troubles, Uncle Jacob.’

‘Maybe the Lord gives me a lamge mea-
sure of grace, Phemie. We ean’t keep our
tempers without his grace, child. And, be-
pides, if I had been upset and made off-days
for myself, what good would it have done?
Your aunt does well by you; she gives you
plenty to eat, and she makes you as nice
clothes to wear as any of the other, girls
bave.’ 2 .

‘Oh, yes, Uncle Jacob, I know it, but—-.’

Uncle Jacoh took the little girl in his
strong arms, and hugged her close to his
loving heart, and then gave her about a
dozen kisses on both cheeks.

Phemie was the only child of his dead
sister. Her father died before her mother
did, and Uncle Jacob went out to the far
West and brought the little orphan ginl home
to live with him. He knew it was love that
Phemie wanted that morning, as she stood

with such a lonely look on her face among -

the tall cornstalks. Love is the greatest
thing in the world for us all. - -
There had never been any children in the
house where Uncle Jacob and Aunt Matilda
lived, until Phemie came there. They had

lived twenw m wmam in the

never been any little busy hands to put

anything out of place. And Aunt Matilda
' Matilda was putting her jelly away in the

did her own work, and not being strong, she
got very tired often, and Phemie had heard
her tell how she seemed to have her nerves
all on the outside of her body. She spoke
kindly at times to Phemie, but there were
a great many off-days in Aunt Matilda’s life,
and the little girl tried to be very patient
mu do everything she could in the way that

: m are te me'
Unocle Jacob loves me; he never has off-

would please her aunt. Aunt Matilda had
even been so kind as to buy Phemie a large
doll, and she had made pretty clothes for
her, and it was the little girl’s great com-
fort.

She- went back to the house, leaving the
little tin pail of water in the corn-field with
Uncle Jacob. It was her work, and of course
the pleasantest kind of work, that of carry-
ing a pail of fresh water to Uncle Jacob,
when he was working far away from the
well. It saved him from walking back and
forth and losing his time from his work,
and then Uncle Jacob was always so lov-
ing and kind when she brought hiin the
water.

‘When Phemie went into the kitchen there
was a pan of potatoes on the table to pare
and some sweet corn to husk for dinner.
She sat down by the big table and began
to pare the potatoes. Aunt Matilda was
straining her jelly and putting it into the
plasses; she had a troubled look on her
face, and when Phemie asked how many
potatoes she should pare, she spoke up in
a sharp way and said, ‘I should think you’d
pared the potatoes long enough here to
know without asking.’ So the little girl put
what she thought would be the right num-
ber in the kettle.

‘Such a bothering time as I've had with
the jelly,’ Aunt Matilda spoke out, ‘it
enough to try the temper of a saint. I
never had such a job of it before in my
whole life.

Somehow Phemie thought Aunt  Matilda
meant that she was to blame for it in some
way, because it was the first time she had
ever been there at the jelly making.

Uncle Jacob came in, but he did not say
much. Phemie had noticed that he never
@id when Aunt Matilda had off-days.

After the dinner work was done up, Phe-

mie went to her little hedroom, over the

kitchen, and got her doll. She had named
the doll Sarah, after her mother. :

‘Sarah,” she said, ‘we will go out together
and sit down under the lilac bushes by the
panlor window. You've been shut up here
all day. I was busy with the work, or I
should have taken you down before. Aunt
Matilda is in awful trouble about her jelly.’

It was a sunshiny place under the lilac
bushes; the lilac blossoms had gomne long
before, but there were some yellow arti-
chokes in blossom, and at the right hand
side Aunt Matilda’s gay bed of phlox made
the place very bright.

‘I'm very lonely, Sarah,” spoke Phemie, in

a low tone of voice, ‘6o very lomely to-da.y.
It's one of Aunt Matilda’s off-days, Uncle '

Jacob says, and I mustn’t mind it. T tried
to do everything I could to please her, be-
cause off-days, I suppose, is some kind of
sickness, and folks can’t help sickness. I'm
glad Uncle Jacob don’t have that kind of a
disease, though; if he had it, too, I couldn’t
bear it here, Sarah, I know I couldn’t. It
dor’t seem to be a catching disease, and
I'm glad of it. I wouldn't like to get it.
Aunt Matilda seems so unhappy when they

come, those off-days. But we’ll do the best:

we can, Sarah, for this is the only home we
have on earth now. You know Aunt Matilda
made us both such nice clothes to wear, and

gdves me enough to eat, but you don’'t have

to eat, Sarah.’
'rhonmmmehmedstmhclosetoher

'mft as she buried her face in the doll’s

andu&d ‘Oh, what a comfort
!loveyoufustamuchu

days?
‘While Phemie was talking to her doll,Aunt

china closet near the window. The blinds

were closed, but the window was open and °

as she stood by the closet shelf she heard
what Phemie said.

Aunt Matilda was really kin.d of heart, but
shemmotthosepersonswhounfor-
tunately keep their best feelings in reserve.
xthadlz:tmmed_ to her that she had off-
days; she knew when upsetting things came
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she felt much {rritated. It was true, she
acknowledged to herself, that the upsetting
things overcame her, inetead of her over-
coming them. She sat down in the large
easy chair by the fireplace. Living so quiet-
ly she had not given out love as she ought
to have done; she had lived too mmch with-
in herself. She began to realize Phemie’s
loneliness, her sweet obediemce and patient
work in her new home. It is love the child
wants, love that shows itself, and Aunt Ma-
tilda quickly went out of the parlor and
opened the back kltchen idoor, and. called,
‘Phemie, Phemie, dear!” Where are you?

Phemie jumped up in surprise, ‘Phemie,
dear!” She had never called her in that
way before, and she spoke the ‘Phemie,
dear,’ in such a kind, loving tone.

The little girl came as quickly as she
could, but before she stepped across the.
threshold of the door, Aun{ Matilda caught
Phemie in her arms, kissed her, and smiled
in such a loving way. Aunt Matilda never
had any more off-days. Phemie wondered
if she had taken some medicine that had
cured ‘her.

When Phemie was riding on the wood sled
up the mountain side, one cold winter’s day,
with Uncle Jacob, she said, ‘Aunt Matilda is
just as good to me as—as you are, now,
Uncle Jacob, and I really think she loves
me#, and oh, I am so very very happy!’-a
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Any one of the many articles in ‘World
Wide' will give two cents’ worth of pleasure.
Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such articles
during the course of a year are well worth a
dollar.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-
titled to the special price of seventy-five
cents.

‘World Wide.’

A weekly reprint of articles frown lead-
ing journals and reviews reflecting the
current thought of both hemispheres.

~So many men, so many minds. Every
man in his own way.—Terence.
The following are the contents of the issue
of August 2, of ‘ World Wide':
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