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1 wns 12 years old three weeks be-
fore that Christinuy, but 1 was small

for my age aud looked no moure than |

There woere four of us. 1 was
the eldext. Theh there were n girl of
10. one of 8% and a boy of 7. In O«
tober we had moved to the house on
the shore of Lonesome lake, which was
very lonesome judeed, It was a soll-
tary Ilttle sheet of water on the top of
a V1L almost o weuntaine Theve were
no netghbiors neaver than o mile.  Fa.
ther had moved to this farm on Lone-
snue Inke beenuse his father bad dled
that fall. and the property had to be
divided between him and his Lrother,
Uncle Willlam. Unele Willlam was
not warried, though he was older than
father, and he and father and grand.
tather Lad always llved together and
worliy) the home f(arm, sharing the
prof

After grandfather’s death father aud
Tnele Willlam bad some difference. 1
pever knew what It was about. Oue
night after § had gorne to bed 1 heard
them talkiog loud. and the next morn:
fng father 1nd Uonele WiHam looked
very sober at breskfast, and motber
had been crying.
Wi us that we were polug o wmove
Leeause thie praperty was to be divid-
«d, and we were to bave the farm on
lovesome lake, unear Lebanen,  Lel-
ation Is a llttle village abcut ten mlles
fromm Wareville, where we were llving
then.  Motber sald shie was sorry to g£o
away because she bad llved there so
loug. and skhe was afrald she would bhe
pretty louesote in the gew bowme, but
she snld e must make the best of It
Uncle WHllam was the eldest son and
bad & right to the tirst cholce of the
proprerty, and of course xiunce hie was a
bachelor 1t would be very baré for
tlm to go to ilve at Lonesome Iake.

We childsen ratuer tked the tdea of
moving and began packing at once
Flory and Janey tad their dols and
thelr wandrobwes all packed within an
bour. IFlory was the sister next to
uie, and ! thoongbt Ler rather old to0
play with dollx. | had given up dolls
tong Lefore ! was as ol is she.

Two weeks after grandfather dlsd
We were all moved and tearly settled
{n our new home. The v bad been no
oL living I the house for several
Feary, except when father and Cucle
Willlam went up there every year 1o
Laying thue to cut and make tay. BEv
erything seetied pretty dawp aud dis
Al at firct, but when we got our
furniture set up and the fires started 1t
looked more chicerful. The Louse was
targe, with (wo front roows looking
on the lake, which was only about 2
foet distant. One of these rootns was
our sitting room: the other wus our
parlor. Back of these rootis was a
very large ouc. whiell was our kltchen
aud dlnlng room. There were a dark
bedroow I the middle of the Louse, 8
bedroom out of the kitclien, ote where
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‘fatber and mother slept, out of the
. sltting room, and four chambers.
Thanksgiving came about a week
after we bad woved, and we had a
rather forlorn day. We all wizsed
grandfather and Uncle Willlam. 1 am
sure mother cried a lttle before we sat

down to the table, and fathier looked |

sober.

When Thanksglving was over. we
rgzan to think about Christmas.
Motlhier bad promised us a Chrlstimas
tree. The year before we had all had
the measles and been disappointed
about going to the tree at the Sunday
school. and mother had sald, “Next
year you shall have a tice of your
own If nothing Lappens.” Of course
something haud bappeued. Poor grand-
father bad died, aud we btad moved,
and we wondered if that would put a
stop to the tree. Mother looked a lit-
tle troubled at firset when we spoke of
It. Then she suld If we would not be
dirappointed If we did not have many
presents and the tree did not have
much on It except popcorn and apples
she would sce what she could do.

Then we children began to be full ot
tlttde secrccles.  Mysterious bhits of
wool and silk and colored paper and
cairlboar” were scattered about the
house, and we were always shutting
doors and jumpliog and hiding things
when a door was opened.  Each of us
was making something for father and
mother, even Charles Henry. He was
warking a worsted motto, “God Bless
Our Home.” Tlen, of course, we were
all making presents for one another.

It was a week and one day before
Cliristmas.  We bad our presents al

most donc. and mother had prowised !
! house caught fire and In case the rob- !

10 take two of us the very next day
and o down to the village to do sowe

_shopplug—we had been saving moucy

all the year for some hougliten pres
¢nts—when the news about Uncle Wii-
llam came. A wan rode over from
Wareville quite late at alght aod

brought word that Uncle Williamn was f

dangerously zick and fathier and moth
or must come at once if they wanted
to sce him alive. Mother said there
was nothing for it but they must go.
She sald if they had not come away
Just as they had, with hard words e
tween father and Uuacle Willlam, she
would have let father go alone and
stald with us children: but, as it was,
she felt that she must go too. She

“and father, though ! can underxtand

now that they felt auxious while try-

. 1ing to concveal It from us Al not Wink

there was any real danger 1o our stay-
They reasoned that nobody
exeept the people in the village would
know we were alouc, and there was
rot probably one NI dizxposed person
there, rertalyly not one who would do
ux harm. Then, too, It was winter,
and we were off the maln traveled
road, and tramps scemed very lm-

‘probable. We Lad enough provisions

in the house to last us for weeks, and
there was & great stock of firewood in
the shed. Luckily the barn was con-
pected with the house, so 1 did not
have to go out of doors to milk—it was
fortuuate that I knew how—and we
had ouly one cow.

Mother stald up all that night and
baked, and father split up kindling
wood and got everything ready to
leave.
fng, repeating all thelr instructions
over and over. We felt pretty lone-
some when they had gone, 1 especial.
ly. not only because 1 was the cldest
and felt a respousibility for the rest,
but because father had given me a
particular charge. I was the only one

money which father had from the sale
of 2 wood lot in Wareville a month
after we bad moved and Lad kept in
the house ever nince, locked up in the
secret drawer in the chest In the dark
bedroom.

Fatker had been Intending to drive
cver to Wilton, where there was a
"rank. and deposit the money. but had
put it off from oue week to another,
snd now Wilton was too far out of his
way for him to go there before golug
to see poor Uancle Wllliam.

Father called me into the parlor the
morning they started, told me about
the money and charged me to say
nothing concerning it to the others.
“It is always best when there §8 mon-
ey to be taken care of to keep your
own counsel,” sald father. He show-
ed me the secret drawer in the chest in
tke dark bedroom, the existence of
which t had never suspected before,
though 1 was 12 years old. and he
tauglit me how to open and shut it. If
the house caught fire, 1 was to get the

the wecrey drawer and suve the mouey.
{f thers bad Mren no piousibility of fire,
{ doubt if father would have told me
Jbout the money at all, aud 1 would
bave becen saved a great deal of worry.

The money was on my mind con-
stantly after father and mother were
gone. 1 kept thioking, “Suppose any-
thing should happen to that money
while | bave the charge of it.” 1 Zoew
what a scrious matter it would be, be-
sause father had not much money and
was saving this to buy cows in the
spring, when he expicted to open a
milk voute. 1 was all the tlme plan-.
ning what I shculd do In case the

| bers came. The first night after fa-
| ther and mother went 1 did not sleep
i much, though the others did. We three

! girls alept 1 one room, with Charley |

;in a little one out of it, and we were
i all locked {0,
The next night I slept a little better
innd did not feel so much afraid. aud
,the uext day Samuel J. Wetherhed
;came, aud we all felt perfectly safe
after that. He came about 10 o’clock
"In the morning and kne~ked on the
south door, and we all Jumped. [ don't
3uppose anybody tiad knocked on that
door three times since we had llved
there., it was such & lonesome place.
We were scared and did not dare to go
to the door, but when he kpocked the
sccond time 1 mustered up enough
courage. 1 told Flory, who was as
large as 1 and stronger, to take the
carving knife, hide it under ber apron
and staud behind me. Of course 1}
thought at once of the money and that
this miglt be a robber. Then 1 opened
the door & crack and pecped out. The
winute 1 saw the man who stood there
1 d1d uot fecl afraid at all, and Flory
, Sald afterward that she felt awful
‘asbamed of the carving knife and

They started carly gert moru- |

who knew that there was $583, some |

chiidren out first, then go straight to |

afrald that he might see (t and be hurt
| In his feellnge.

i He stood there, smiling with such a
| pleasant smile. He did not look very
! old, not near as old as father, and he
i was quite well dr‘.exsed. He was very

good looking, aud that, with lLis pleas-
aut smile, won our lhiearts at once. He
more than smiled—bhe falrly laughed In
such a good natursd way when he saw
 how we were all peehing, Jor the youn-
| ger children were behlnd Flory, aod 1
{ found afterward that Charley, who
: had great notions of bLeing stnart and
| brave, though he was so little, because

‘I he was a boy, hud the poker. shaking

i it at the stranger. The wan laughed
i and sald In such a pleasant volce,
. pleasanter than his smile even: **Now,
don't you be scared, children. 1. em
S8amuel J. Wetherhed”

The man said that as if It settied ev-
erything, and we all felt that it did,
though wo had never heard of Samuel
J. Wetherhew ‘o our livess We felt
that we ought tu now all about him,
and Janey sitld that L.zbt that she was
. sure she had seen his tame {n The
Missionary Herald, and he uiust be a
deacon who gave a great deal to mis-
- glons,

! Sawmnuel J. Wetheried went on to tell
; us more about himself, though | am
1nure we should have been satisfied
: with the name. *l1 bave & marrled sls.
!
¥
1

ter who lives In Wareville. She mar
rled & man of the name of Stackpole,”
sald he, and we all nodded wisely at

that and felt that it was an introduc-
don. We knew Mr. Stackpole. He

i was the 1an to whom father had sold
ais woodiand. “l1 went to visit my
sister last week,” said the man. “l
| haven't got uny settled work. Yester
' day my sister's husband saw your fa.
ther, and e told him bow he had left
you all alone up here and felt sort of
worried, and I thought as long as 1
was just lcafing around and no use to
| auybody 1 might just as well come up
here and look after you a little and
stay till your folks got back and look
out there didn’t any wolves or robbers
or anything get you."” The man laugh-
cd again In such a plensant, merry
way when be »ald that, aud then he
went on to tell us that his sfater’s hus-
band said Uncle Willlam was better
and the doctor thought he would get
well, but he guessed father and moth-
er would dave to stay there for awhile.
We asked the man (o, aud he mude
bimself at home at once.

It seemed to me 1 bad never seen a
man 30 very kind as he was, and he
was 80 quick to see things that uneeded
to be done. He went out of his own
accord and drew a pail of water, and
i be brought in wood for the sitting
; room fire. We cbildren all agreed
when we went up stairs to bed that
night that there never was a man so
good, except father. We had told
him our plams for Christmas, and he
y Was 30 much Interested. He sald of
| course we could have a tree. He
would cut a fice tree, and if Uncle
Willlam was not well enough for fa-
ther and wmother to leave him oa
Christmas day he would go to Ware
| ville himself and stay with Uncle Wil
i liam, s0 they could come home. He
. said, too, that he could go down to the
| village on foot, and if we would make
| out & list of the things we wanted he
; would go down and buy them for us.
' He went the very next day. We gave
» him all our movey, and be brought
; back everything we wanted. We de-
; ¢ided to make him some presents, too,
: and 1 began a littie wash leather mon-
| ey bag, like the one 1 bad made for fa-

ther. Flory wmade a peawiper and




