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| jay. The duy before Christmas it was
Al piled, 1e dy for the old white horse
w0 haul, e had been to Becky's once
i the meantime, and +he bad sent Lhim
(o Ining 1 some broken boards from
(e fonce, They wererotten old thinge,
aud be wondered how she could keep
herself from freczing with such u fire
ae they could make He spl.t themup
| (or her, und he left them, and she was
ho cross that day that he almost re-
Hn‘llt(‘d of his generosily, and yet he
| wondered what she would say if shs
| knew how hard he had been working
jor her. 1 might die in my bed, for
all any of my neghbows would lift a
tnger to help me,” she said, and he
Jad halt a mind to tell her it was no-
body's fault but her own,

1t was very haid to know what to do
for the rest of the people whose Christ-
mas Jack wished to meke pleasant.
ile tnd to spend money for two
jcople, Mra. Patten and Aunt Susanp,
and he fortunately had two dollars,
wiich he bad made by driving cows
that summer for their next neighbour,
He bad meant to save this toward
buying some books which he wanted
very much—for Jack’s had a great
wish to be a good scholar, and he had
a geat hking for books. But he
bought Mis. Patten & spectacle case,
for she was always mourning over
heis, which she had somehow lost. And
one day he saw & blue and black silk
handkeichief hanging in on« of thestore
windows, and with much fear and
tiembling he went in to ask the price.
It was seventy-five cents, and he
thought it would te beautiful for Aunt
Susan to tie round her neck. She
always wore a hanekerchief, for she was
apt to feel a draught. He could pay
for it easily, and he felt as if he were
spending a great deal of money, and
put the little bundle deep in his pocket,
and felt very grand as he carried it
home,

Then there was Miss Duncan, whom
e cared miost to please, but he re-
mem‘ered that the year before she had
said that she found it very hard to get
enough of a certain kind of evergreea
which she liked. She always made
wreaths to put in her windows, and
tiimmed the rooms for Christrus,
and he found one or two places where a
great deal of that evergreen grew. 8o
a day or two befors OChristmas day
iteelf hie knocked at her door with two
big Laskets full. She was aot ab home,
but the next day he met her in the
village, she was on horseback, and
stopped when she saw him, and you do
not know how pleased she was T was
going to drive out to Mr. Patten's to
s¢0 you and thank you, Jack,” said
she.” «T don't believe you know what
s kindness you have deune we in bring-
ing that evergreen. I never can make
sny other kind serve me half so well,
and only knew one place where I could
find much of it, and yesterdsy I went
to pick some and fonnd that all that
| piece of woodland had been cleared
und burned over. I was cold and dis-
| #ppointed when I came home, and the
G s thicgs I saw were thcse great
| backets, I couldn’t imagine who had

been so thoughtful and kind.”

Jack looked up at her and smi'ed,
and tried to say something in return,
but se could mot tLink of anything.
“D’ll take the baskets as I go back,” said
he. # Mr, Patten and 1 oame down
with the team,” and he added shyly,
“T've been trying to make somebody

| bave a good Christmas. T brought
down some walnuts I bed for the

|
i
!

fellown in the class—they’re acarce this
year, end 1've got a pile of wood +p'it
for thut old Becky Nath—it was her
wood, Lut the's 5o ugly—she wouldn’t
get anybody to haul it. And Iam
going to lhaul it for her eatly in the
morning, I bought some thizge for
Aunt Susan and Mis. Patten over at
our house, it sin’t much, but then they
won't be looking for anything. I don't
have arybody belonging to me like the
rest of the Loys.” '

Miss Duncan's eyes filled with tears,
but Juck did not notice it, and in a
few minutes she said good-bye, and rode
away, and John went up the street to
do an errand for Mrs, Paiten. Mr.
Patten was very apt to forget such
little things as sewing cotton or a darn-
ing needle. Mies Duncan saw him
stunding on the post cflice steps, louk-
ing very much puzsled as he read a
letter. * Hore's my sister down in
Maine says she wishes I would take
one of her sons that wants to live out.
They've had a hard sciatch to get
along. I've always had to help them
gome, I declare I don’t know what
to do about John, I suppcse you
don't know of anybody that wants a
boy 1"

“ [ can’t think of any one just now,”
paid Miss Duncan. “He's a good
boy; I hope he will find a ocom-
fortable home.” She thought about
him a good deal as she rode elowly
away down the road, and suddenly she
said to herself, « Thut's & cupital plan.
I wish that father would comne home to-
pight.”

Jack came up the street presently,
hiding something behind kLim, which
he put out of wight under the oart,
and fustened there with some string.
It was a new ox-goad, which be had
happily remembeied that Mr. Patten
waated, and he hud promised the shop-
keeper to pay for it in walouts the next
day.

Oliristmas day dawned bright and
clear, and Jack was ready to get up as
soon a8 he waked and thought what day
it was. It was very cold, and the
kitchen was like an ice-house, but he
started the fire as soon as he could.
«That ain't you, is it, Jobn? How
came you up so early this cold morn-
ing?” said Mr. Patten, for Jack liked
to lie in bed as late as he could.

«Merry Chiistmas,” said Juck. “Did
you know it was Chiistmas Day 1” and
Mis. Patten, who jest then made her
appearsnce, said : * Why, so iti= | but
then I never heard anything about
Chiistmas in my day.”

«1 thought I'd get you some pre-
gents,” said Jack, feeling very much
embarrassed and doubtful if be were
doing the right thing. ¢ All the boys
were going Lo get them for their folks,”
and he brought the ox-goad. and the
spectacle cuse, and Mr. and Mra. Pat-
ten looked at each other and thanked
him, at first without much enthusiasm,
tbut Mrs. Patten recovered herself
firat, )

« T declareit was very pretty of him,
I'm sure. I wish we had something to
give you, Joho, but you see it wa'n'v
the custom when we were young folks.
We're much obliged to you. I bave
been ia & great strait for & speotacle
ocane, t00,”

« This is as good a goad as 1 eculd
have picked out myself,” said Mr. Pat-
tep. * We shall remember it of you,
my boy ;" and he went out to feed !.ho
cattle, and Jobn followed, after giving

the handkerchief 0 Mrs. Patten for
Aant Susar,

They were as p'essed as children, but
Jack could not help noticing that thers
was somthing stiange about the old
people.  Mr. Patten was unusually
silent,and when they came in from the
barn the boy noticed they lovked at
each other in & queer way, He won-
dered if it could be about him or his
presents. Aunt Susan had dressed
herself and come down into the
kitchen much earlier than usual, and
she had put on her new handkerchief,
which seemed to give great pleasure,
thongh she suid she should keep it after
that for company. Somehow they ail
seemed very fcnd of Juck thut morn-
ing ; they tilled bis plate with the best
that was on the table; they couldn’t
have tieated him better if he had been
the minister.

“ It ceems pleasant to have some-
bedy remember us, seeing we haven't
got any young folks of our own. 1
shall tell everybody coming out of
meeting to morvow that we had Christ-
mas presents as well as anybody,” said
Mis, Patten. .

Me. Patten was sitting by the stove
warming his hands, and John went
in and out filling the great wood-boz-——
it was Saturday and Mra, Patter was
going to do the baking, and the wood
must be selected with care, '

T declare T don't know what to sy
to the boy,” sasid Mr. Patten, while
our friend was out of the room. It
seems as if we ought to keep him ; he's
& clever boy as ever was, though he is
heedlerss sometimes. But then we have
got & duty to our own folks. T suppose
Jane thinks likely I'll give the farm to
Simuel when T got through—she always
had au eys to the windward, Janehad ;
but I don’t know but what she’s right,
and perhaps 8sm will work in first
rate. He was a good strong fellow
when I sa# him and could do as gxd
as 2 man's work then. I ain't near
as smart as I used to be. John
means well, but he’s nothing but s
boy and small of his age anyway, but
I do hate to turn him off right in the
winter weather. I guess I'll keep him
over till spring anyway. He don't
seem to have anybody to lookto. But
then, he may get a place where he can
get better achooling—he takes to his
book.”

Mrs. Patten was in the pantry, and
neither of them notioed that Jack was
standing inside the door. He heart
enough of what Mr. Patten said to
meke him certain that he had lost his
home, and for a little while his heard
was heavy. He had tried so hard to
do uncommonly well on that Christmas
day that he had been gure that some-
thing he wculd like very much must bs
going to bappen to him. In & minute
Mr. Patten turned round and saw him,
and looked confused and worried. He
was a little deaf.

« Well, I may’s well teil you, John,"
said he, “ my sister’s son’s coming to
live with me, I suppose, and X do’
knows we shall want ye both. You
needn’t be no ways afraid. I shan't
let you go until you've got a good
place.”

And poor Jack said “ All right,” bat
he felt as if the world had suddenly
turned upside down, and went back to
the woodshed fo: another armful of
pie stiocks. He was afraid for a fow
moments that he was going to ery. but
he d to keep back the tears.
When he went into the kitchen again
Mr. Patten had disappeared and Mre.
Patten bebaved aa if uothing had bep-

pened.

She had been knitting some mittens
for Jack, and she said she should hurry
to finish them that day and put some
bright coloured taps on them ; and
when rbe showed them to him,she said
she wished she had a better present.
And Aunt Busan said she would give
him & new hat if he would pick out
such a one as he liked at the atore,
which pleased him very much.

Ansoon as he could he hurried away
with the old horse aod staited for
Becky Nash's with the load of wood,
and it was not long before he wus
taking it up the Jane. Bhe did not up-
pear until he had begun to throw it
off, and then she suddenly opened the
door,

« What are you a-doing of1” said
she, as if she had caught him stealing,”
and she stood there scowling av him.

“ It is your own wood,” said Juck,
laughing. “1 thought I'd bring s>me
of it over for you, you seemed to be
shout out. I thought I'd get it here for
& Christmss present. It's Christmus
day.”

“ My sakes alive!” said old Becky,
# What kind of a boy be ye? Didn’t
nobody send ye 1 But I suppose you're
expucting great pay.”

«1 don't want any pay,”’ said Juck,
angrily. Anybody would think I did
it to spite you. I thought you'd be
pleased and—well it was Christmas
Day and T wanted to make folks have
a good time " —and he went on throw-
ing down the wood.

# Well, T believe ye,” said old Becky,
presently,in a different tone al together,
“and you're the best boy I ever ses,
and I'm going to make it up to ye
sometime or other.  You are the first
one that's done me a kindoess in many
a long year, and I daresay it's as much
my fault as anytody's, too. T didn’t
know where to turn to get anybody to
baul that wood, and I have been burn-
jng them rotten fences.” ‘I've got
another load ready to bring,” and that's
all there is.

« T ain’t going to starve und freeze
wyself any longer,” said Becky. * I
guess you kind of thawed me out a-
thinking of me with your Christmas
presents. I cin’t stop herein the door
no longer. I'm dreadful bad in my
joints to-day, but I shan’t forget ye.”

Toward noon when our friend had
Gnished his last load, he took a big
armful and knockea at the door and
went in. The old woman was wrapped
in shawls and blankets and looked
forlorn. Jack thought she had been
orying, but he did not dare to look at
her again, and went over to the wood
box.

« Here's something for you,” mid
she, reaching out her hand, “and I
should take it kind if you'd split me
a few kindlings before you go away.
It won't take you but a few minute,
and I aifi’s able to touch an axe my-
self, and it it’s so that the Pattens can
spare ye this afternoon, I wished you'd

o over to my nieoe, Sophia Turner,
«nd tell her to come and see me, and
if she oan I wish ske would atop fora
spell until I get better, and I want her
to go to Jhe store and bring up scme

rovisions. I'm abont ous of every-
thing. Il treat her as well aa 1 oan,”
said Bocky, smiling grimly. *We
ain't spoke these twelve years. 1 guess
you thawed me out,” she said agsin to
Jack.

And what was our friend's surprise
% find when he was out of the door
that she bad given bim a five-dollar




