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(R GRAN DM A l]wu! the old nursery rhymes, * Ol Mo,
_— ther Hubibard,” “ The Woman Who Lived
I wish 1 eonld paint her for you, just as | in Her Stoe,” = The Honse That Juck
she appeared to wmy  ehildish eyes, 1| Built 7 ad all those talos so marvelous to
know you would say she was one oF the pehildish anderstandings. From her we
handsomest women yon ever saw.  Hamds | learned the swest wonds of * Hock ot
some?  Yes, although the sensons of geve | Ages ™ and *The Lond iz wy Shepherd.”
ently years had passed her on hier jowrney. | They say all grandmas are indalgent:
Ier have was o dirk anbarn, and netwithe | ours was iinnsually =0,
standing the yoears she had told, but fTew | Ope smmmer mamma had gone from
groy hades silvered s vichness, She alwiays home for several weeks sl the eare of
wore it ina Freneh twist, with finger pufls Lsistor Eleanor and myself: naturaily fell to
nt the sides of her fuce 3 nocap ever hid | Grandma, 1 think now with some mis.
the beantiful covering with which nature givings of the anxiety we cansed her du-
had adorned her head, Her eves were ring that time,  We were wicked enough

dark brown; complexion fair.  She stood 1o ke advantage of her patience,
about medinm height, well proportioned, | Our hedtime was at dark, snd from the

and mwoved with oo stately mien well befit-
ting one ol her age.

But deace=t of all to me was the gentle,
patient smile which ever wresthed her
Tipas the masdeal tone ol her volee us she
cnlled my name,

Do yon see her?  TF you do, place her
i o low arm eludr, with twoe Hitle ones al
her feer, looking up earnestly as she 1edls
them stories of other elimes thian this, pad
you have the picture that comes to o omy
mind every time L hear the sweel name,
Gl

She had crossed the ocean five times,

this grandma of ours; she had scen it

sleeping peacefully; she had seen it when
il the eloments seemed arousad tothe one
mad purpose of destraction;  when the
angry waters seemed desirons o leap from
the bed, too narrow for their vastuess,

Her life huul not been devoid of sorrow.
She hind burried threee bright liule ehil.
dren, and mourned the loss ol a husband,
at whose dying bedside she had not been
permitted to stand: whose grave was Lo
her forever unknown,

She never grew tired of talking to us,
or hearing us talk.,  She tanght us to re

time we swere up in the morning uniil that
thae we playved witle all the wmight in our
imd=chifevons little badies, and when even.
ing came we wore so fired thal weariness
avercame our devorional spivits, and we
[ willingly retived with only a hasty recita.
tion of onr evening pryer,  One evening
being wnuasaally tired we beepel 1w Le
allowed to say our prayers in bed, and
Girandmn selilom denied us, so this favor
L wis _u'l'{mh'd. She listened 1o me first. 1
claspoed my hands, elosed my eyves, trying
Ctoanake amends for bndolence by being
very reverent.  Then she listened to Elen.
nor, watching her voay intewtly. 1 dis
covered that her eyes were open, T felt
this 1o be an ontrage, and whispered, © Tl
canor, shut your eyes.”  She was just re.
peating * And lorgive us our Ircspiasses a8
we forgive those who trespass ngainst us”
but my whispered words hrought her to o
close with the exclamation, * 1 won't"
Then she began again, eyes open as be.
fore. This was too much, and 1 enlled
out, “Grandma, Eleanor won't shut her
eyves.” I see again the almost angelic ex.
pression of that sweet faee as she sald,
“Tudeesn’t make much difference, Possicy




