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All these delightful things I knew as
well as that provoking husband of mine,
who described them, as I put on a roar-
ing fire in the already hot kitchen, pre-
paratory 'to “Saturday’s scrub.” :

“Fancy my leaving a house like this
on e Saturday to go picnicking, and

maybe have Someone come 'H0-MOTTOW—

Bunday.” .

.“Well, we'il have 'to have another pic-
vie to-morrow, and you won't be at
bome if anyone does come. We men
will be working down at the river quar-
fer to-day anyway, and we'll have to
have'a lunch, and you may as well come
along, and we'll cook it outside and en-
Joy ourselves—and go tto-morrow too.”

The two little boys added their plead-

, as: “it wouldn’t be any fun without
mother,” so behold me damping up my
fire and preparing to go a-picknicking on
Saturday morning. Shades of my
housewifely grandmothers!—but then
my grandmothers @id not live fourteen
miles from town, on a homestead, with
mostly hills. and trees for neighbors—

the greatest excitement a bunch of buffa- -

loes on the Heant Hill, in the Park, or a
rainbow ending up on the near side of
Ol4 Baldy.

Well, while the husband, his ofather
and the boys were loading up shovels,
Scraper, axe, ete., in the wagon, for their
work at the river, and saddling up the
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Anyway, I plucked the oh
drove along in the wago: ‘morni
breeze ‘carrying the feathers away.
would wash it in the river,

_As we rumbled along, the air so frag-
rant with dying leaves and sweet grass,
the eky eo.clear and wind-swept, the
nearby hills so bumnished and brown,
like old copper, the ones far off so clean-
iy blue, I thought, how spotless . is Dame
Nature's house! Her servants, the
‘Wind, the Rain, the Sun and the Frost,
forever sweeping and scrubbing dusting
and purifying this great mansion of hers
renovating it, recarpeting, draping and
perfuming it! Our primitive little home-
steader’s dwellings, with heir: little

brooms, their stoves, and little: fixings, -

how mean they are? But in her house
are many mansions, and we, out in this
great open, can enjoy them to the full.

We jolt along, the boys wildly glad
over Saturday and a picnie, jumping in
and out of the wagon, giving the cattle
@ run, or scaring up prairie chickens and
partridges.  Their voices echo from
the great hills.

‘We go down the hillside trail, and are
in the valley. The grandfather decides
that he will drive the wagon along the
river to the place which they intend to
scrape down for a crossing—but, the rest
resolve, . after picketing the cow pony,
to go down the river in our boat, and
enjoy the fun of shooting the rapids,
which are between the landing-place and
the crossing. The ten-year-old annonn-
ces that-ke has his .22 loaded to “shoot”
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