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boldly and I had a6t ouf I our spring
buggy with the family umbrella—a
faded but sacred lLoplement, always
earvefully dried, after using, and hung
in the clothes press. We were drenched
to the skin io spite of the umbrells,
It was still mining when we arrived
al the famllur door In Ashery lane
Unele Peabody wouldn't stop.
Ho tneeied away. We ploneers rare-
Iy stopped or even furned out for the
wenthier.
“Coiw " sald the volee of the
sooblmaster at the door, “There’s
gond weather under this roof,”
He saw my plight ns | entered.
“I'm lke n shogey dog that's been
Ui swimming 1 sald,
“Upon my word, voy, we're In luck,"
romarioed the sehoolmnster.

! louked up at hlm,

“MMichael  Henry's  clothes —sure,
they're Just the thing for you!™
1 followed him upstuirs, wondering
how It had happeneéd that Michacl
Henry bad clothes,

brought some landeome, oft clothe:
- ont of a press with shirl, socks an
beats to match,

*There, my laddle buck” enld he
"yt them on”

Phese will soon dry on me” T sald.
Pug them on—ye loggurd ! Michne)
Henry told me to give them to yom
It's thd birthduy night o' Uille Ruth,
my boy, There's a big ¢oke with can-
diea and chicken ple sud jollied cook-
fes und all (he ke o that, Pul them
oo A wel boy ot the fenst would
dnmpen the whole proceedings”

1 put tiem on nnd with a great
pense of rellef and comfort.  They
were sn ndmirable fit- oo perfect for
an avcldent, althow 'l ut the Ume 1
thought only of tlelr grandeur an I
stoad surveyloe ysell o the looklng-
glnss. They weee of bige cloth and 1
gaw that they woent well with my
Wond hair and Heht gkine T wos put-
ting on my colar nnd neckile when
Moo Hncket wéturned.

We went below gyl the inhle was
vory grand with lis grénl frosted calee
and 1ta candles, tn whiny hrass sticks,
nnd its Jollles and preserves with the
gleam of poliahéd pewter nmong them,
BMes. Haoket and all the children, save
Ttuth, werde walting for us In the din-
ing room.

"Now =it down here, g1l o' ye, with
Michicl Henrg” sald the schoolmas
ter, "5 el dady will be linpitient,
I go ond got her god God hielp us to
ke e reme e e doy”

He wis goue a mouent, only, when
he enme baek with Ruth in lovely
whitie deess und wlippers nnd gay with
vibhonk, and the silver heads of Mury
on her neck. We clapped onr hands
nnd cheored and, [0 (hie excitoment of
the woment, Jolin Upped over his
drinking gloss snd shattered It on
the floor,

“Never mind, my brave lnd—no glots
ever perished Inoa botter cause. God
bioss youl™

We ute and Jostod and telked, and
the sound of our laughter drowned
the ory of the wind lo the chlitney
nnd the deomming of the rain upon
{he windows,

Next moralog my clothes, which had
boun hung by tho kitchen stove, were
dump nnd weinkiod, Ae. Hackot eame
Lo my room before 1 hid rlen,
“Michael Henry wonld rather soe
his clothes hanging on o good boy
than oa o nall lp the closet sull Lo
“SBure they glve no comfort to the
oall at all”

“I guess mine are dry now,” I an-
awered.

“They're wet nand heavy, boy. No
noh o' Baldur could keep o Hght heart
i them. Bure #o'd be us much oot
o plaice a8 a soobeam o o eave o
bute, If yo enre not for your awn
vomfort think o' the poor Il in the
green chalr.  Hd's thnt proud und
pleasad to seo thetnoon ye it wounld he
i shame to rejeet his offer. Buve, If
fhey were dry yer own gorments
would be good eaough, Ood knows,
bt Michoet Heary lovea the look o
¥o o these togs, and then the presl-
dent 15 In town.”

Mhat evening he discovered a big
- sinln, black as ink, on ay coat sud
Prousers,  Me. Hlacket exprossed the
“opinfon thal It might have come (rom
1'% n&! i qulte sure that
id spottei] Lhem (o save me Trom
Chomennde sult T ever wore,
I rotgh work, and keep Michgel
on my biek. In noy eveut

no. more subatanee than
-n-u,u.m. although T
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EXEN HOLDEN, D'Fl AND |, DARREL OF THE BLESSED ISLES, ]
KECPING UP WITTH LIZZIE, ETC, ETC !

o took me Into his room and |

COETEANT MMITER TYDOTEN, Al hO'ELE
fHir OF theé Shisamed snop. o) o8
river shore, watching them, ss I
passed, on my woy 1o the mill on an |
errand.  The two afntesmen were in |
broadeloth and white linen and beaver |
hats. They stopped as I spproached
them. !

| “Well, partner, we shall be leaviag
In an hour or so0," sald Mr. Wright as |
he gave me his hand. “You may look
for me herve soon after the close of the
| sesslon, Taoke care of yourself and go
[often to see Mrs. Wright and obey
| your eaptain und remember me to your
tupt and uancle,”

“Bee that you keep coming, my good
boy,” said the president as he guve me
his hand, with playful referedce, no
doubt, to Mr, Wright's remark that |
wis 0 coming man.

“Bart, ‘I'e some wheat to Le
thrnshed In the barn on the back lot”
#ald the senator as I was leaving
them, *You can do it Snturduys, i
yob enre to, at o shilling an hour,
Stack the steaw out of doors unlil
you've fintshod, then put it back In the
bay. Winnow the whent enrefully and
ek 1t and bring It down Lo the gran-
ary and U settle with you when 1
return.'

I remember tht a number of men
who worked In Grimshaw's snwmill
were passing a% be spoke,

“You, sir,” 1 unswered, much elnted
by the prospect of enrnlng money.

The exnminotion of Amos wis set
down for Mondny und the people of
the village were stieeed pod shaken
hy wildest romors regurdisg the evi
denee to be adiduced, Every day men
nml women stopped me in the stresg
to nslk what 1 kiew of the munder, 1
followed the advice of Bishop Per:
king and kept my knowledge to myself. !

Suttrdny cume, and when the chopes |

wore done T went alone to the grain!
born in the baek lot of the sonator's:
farm with flall and measure and broom
ond fork and shovel nnd sacks and my
himcheon, In n puslieart, with all of
which Mes, Wright had provided me
Tt was a lonely plice with woods

on three sides of the fleld and a rond
on the othor, 1 kept lnying down
beds of wheat on the bara floor and
beating them out with the flnil until)
the sun was woll over the roof, when
I it down to eat my luncheon. Then!
I swept up the gealn and winnowed
out the chwff and flled one of my,
sicks. That dooe, 1 covered the floor|
ngnin and the thomp of the Mall msed|
my lonellness untll (o the middle of!
the afternoon two of my schoolmptes '
enme and asked me to go swimming
with them, The river wns not forty
rodg away and a good trall ted to the
swinioing hole, It wos a wari, bright
ity nnd T was bot and thiesty,  The
thonght of cool waters ond friendly
tempanionship was too much for me.
I went with then aod styed with
them' longer than 1 lotended. T re-
member saying as 1 dvessed that 1
should huve to work tate and go with-
oul my supper In order to Hnish my
stint.

It wik almost dark when T was put-
ting tho lnst sack of whent into my
| enrt, In the gloomy barn and getting
ready to go,

A rusthing In the straw where I
stood stopped me suddenty.  © heard
steulthy footsteps In the dorkness, 1
Ktood my grouod ppd demnpuded §

“Who's theret"

I saw o form approaching In the
gloomw with feet s nolseless ns o cut's,
I we' o step backword nnd, seelng
that 1t wis » woman, stopped.

“It's Kate,” ctime In o honrse whis
por ug 1 recognized hor form nnd staf,

“Run, boy—they have Just come ont
o' the woods, Tsaw them. They will
toke you away. Run*

She hod pleked up the flul), and pow
she put It in my hands and gave me
n push townrd the door, 1 ran, and
none too quickly, for L had nol gote
Afty feet Trom the buen In the stubble
when 1 heord them coming after me,
whoever they were, 1 suw Ut they
were paiplng and turned quickly. 1

had time to ril<e my Aatl and bring it
down upon the hoead of the Jeader,
who fell ns | had seen a beef fall uns
dorihe ox. Another man stopped be-
yend the rench of my Mol and, sfter
f kecond’s heshintion, turned and mn
away In (he durkness.

1 eonld hewr or see no other motlon
In the fedd. 1 torned and run on
down the stope toward the village. In
N moment T saw someons coming out
of the maple grove at the Oeld's end,
Just ahend, with a lantern,

Then T heard the voles of the school:
wnsber soying:

“In 1t you, my lad?

“¥ea" 1 nuswered, na 1 came up to
Wm and Mory, la s condition of
breathless exclitement,

I told ez of the eurlous ndventure
L bad had,

“Coma " sid the schoolmas-
ter. *Let's po and find the man

T remesubered that I bad struck the

path Ja my flight Just before stopping

| Had Time to Raise My Flail and |
Bring It Down Upon the Head of |

the Leader. |
I

talien Yery méar [ SUeT W STuoo
where be hod beer Iying and drops of |
frosh Wood on the stubble,

“TTosh,” sanld th. schoolmaster, i

We Hstened ool Leurd 8 wogon rat-
tling ot a wild pace down tue round
toward the river,

“I'bere e zoos™ sald Mr, Hacket. |
Iy componbic 58 have earried hlm
uwny. Ye'd be riding In that wagon
wow, yoersell, riy brave lnd, If ye hadn't
o' made n Dy iy hit with the fiatl—
Cod bless ye!"

Whnt wor:d
et 1 asked, :

“Oh. T reclkon they'd "' took o off,
lud, and kep' ye for n vear or 2o untll
Amos was out o danwer” sald Mre.
Hucket. . *Maybe thy'd drosined ye tn
the river down lore an® left yer
clothes on the bank 1o muke it ook
like an howest drowning. The devll
knows what they'd "a' done with ya,
‘aldie buck. We'll huve to keop na

they "' done with

eye on ye now, evory duy unill (he. :,

trinl i over—sure wo will, Conie, we'll
go up to the barn and see I Kale (s |
there,” |

Just then we heoard the recodine
whgon go rouring over the hreldse on |
Litte viver, Mury shuddered with
fright. The schoolmnsier reissured us
by saylng:

“Lwin's be afrald
In case we'd meel n paloter. But the
dunger 18 past.” |

He drew n long pistol from his cont |
pocket and held It In the light of the |
lantoern,

The loaded cart stood ln the middie

of the barn floor, where T had lefr A,/
but old Kuate bad gone. We closed

the barn, drawing the eart nlong with |
us. When we came lnto the edge of
the villnge 1 begun to reflect upon the

strange peril out of which 1 had #o |
luckily escoped. It gave me n heavy |
sense of responsibllity and of the |
wickedness of men,

I thought of old Kate and her broken '
sllence, Tor once T had keard her
speal, 1 econld feel my fesh tngle
when T thonght of her quoick words
onid her boarse, passionate whisper.

I knew, or thought 1 knew, why she
took such care of me. She was In
league with the gillows und could not
bene to gee It chedted of Its proy. For
some reason she hated the Geims s,
I Wnd #een the hate o her eyes the
iny she dogged nlong behind the old
waney lender through the strepts of
the vHinge whon her pointing Qnger
had seemed to say to me: “There,
there Is thy man who hgs brought me
fo thix, He haa put these rigs npon
my Baek, this fire In my heart, this
wild Jook In my eves, Walt and you
Wil see-what I will put upon him.*

I knew that ol Kate wns nol the
Irresponsible,  witless  creature  thnt
people thoughl her to be, 1 hnd begun
(> think of her with a kind of nwe as
one gifted shove all others. One by
one the things she hnd sold of the
fature seemed to be coming true,

As we were going Into the house the
schoolmuster suld:

“Now, Mnry, you tike (his lanutern
ond go across the street to the house
o' Deacon Bloks, the constable, You'll
find him asleep by the kitchen stove.
Arroat his slumbers, bat not rudely,
wisl, when he has céome to, tell him
thut I have pews o tho devil®

Doscon Binks areived, a fut man
with a Wg roond body and a very
wise and Lerlous countenuhoe betwoen
Flde whiskers bending from his temple
to his neck and suggosting parenthoses
of hulir, ng If his head and It acees-
gorles were In the nature of a slde
Isse, He and the schoolmnastor went
ant of doors aund must have inlked to-
pether while | was eating o bowl of
bread and milk which Mrs, Hucket had
brought to me,

When I went to bhed, by and by, I
heard somebody snoring on the Mttle
porch under my window, The first
sound  that renched my enr at the
break of duwn was the snoring of
sne glpeper. T dressed and went be-
low and found the cousiuble In his
coonskin overcoat asleep on the poreh
with a long-barreled gun at his side
While I steod there the schoolmaster
e around the corner of the house
from the garden. He put lis hand on
the dencon's shovlder and gave him
a Ihtle shake,

“Awnke, yo limb o' tho Inw,™ he de
wmided,  “Prayer s better than
slevp”

The descon arose and stretched
bilself and cleared his throst and as-
siiest nn air of nlertness and sald it
S o —opstes which ft was not,

1Fe Sky DEIDE vecrcust ABY G WF

i dark and chiliy. DNir. Hacket removed

his greéhteoat and threw (t on the stoop
snying:

“Descon. you lay there. From now
on I'is constable and resdy for sny nct
that may be necessary to malntain the
law, T can be as severs as Nepoleon
Bonaparte and as cunning as Satan, if
I have to be."

While I wae milking the deacon sat
on & bucket in the doorway of the
stable and snored until 1 had fnished.
He awoke when I loosed the cow and
the constable went back to the pasture
with me, yawning with hi= hand over
kis mouth muach of the way, The dea-
con leaned his elbow en the top of
the pen and snored again, lightly,
while I mixed the feed for the plgs.

Mr. Hacket met ns at the kitchen
door, where Deacon Dinks sald te him:

“If you'll look after the boy today
Il go howe and get a little rest”

“God bless yer soul, ye had a busy
night,” sald the schoolwaster with a
smlle,

He ndded as he went into the house:

“] dever kunew o mau to rest with
mote energy and persistence, It was
a perfect flood o' rest. It kept me
swake untl leng after midnight,"

CHAPTER XL
The Spirit of Michael Henry and
Othars,

At the examingition of Amos Grim-
ghaw my knowledge was commitied to
the reconds and ceased to Be n sonrce
of donger to me. Grimsliaw came to
the village that day. On my wey to
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T brought my gun | i

“Awake, Yo Limb o' the Law”

the courtroom 1 saw hm walking
slowly, with beat head as I had seen
him before, followed by old Kate. She
carried ber stull In her left hand while
the forefinger of her right hand was
pointing him out, Silent as a ghost
and as ‘unheeded—one would say—sho
followed his steps,

I observed that old Kate sat on a
front seal with her haod to her ear
nnd Grimshnw beside hig lawyer at o
big tuble and thuyl when she looked at
him her lps moved In & strange un-
uttered whisper of her spirit. Her
foce filled with joy as one damnlng
detatl nfter snother came out in the
evidence.

The facis herelnbefore alleged, and
olhers, were proved, for the tracks fit-
ted the shoes of Amos. The young
min was held and preseatly Indicted,
The tlwe of his trisl whs not deter
minedd

I wrote n good hand those duys and
the lending merchint of the villnge
engneed me to post his books every
Siturdoy at ton conts un hour. Thence-
forward untll Chrigitons 1 gave my
free duys o that task, - T estimated
the sum that 1 shonld earn and
plitined o divide it o equal parts and
proudly present It to my aont and
tnele on Christinas day.

One Buturdny while I was at work
en the blg ledger of the merchunt I
ran upon this ftem: ‘

Oittober -8, Wright—"To one sult
of cloihes for Michnel Henry from
measures furnished by 8 Robin-
M ... .

Bhirta to matsh ....... — |
I inew then the history of the suilt

of elothen whieh 1 had worn sinee that
roiny October night, for I remembered
that- Sam Robinson, the tallor, had
mensneed me ot our house and made
up the cloth of Aunt Doeel's weaving,

I ohserved, atso, that wumerons ar-
ticles—a lond of wood, two encks of
flour, three poirs of hoots, one ooat,
ten pounds of sult pork and four
hughela of polatoss—all for “Michael
Henry™—hnd been eharged to Silas
Wright.

S0 by the merest chanee T learned
that the invisibie *Michacl Henry” was
the almoner of the modest stutésman
and reslly the spirit of Bilas Wright
feeding the hungry and clothing the
unked and warming the cold house,
In the absence of Ifs owner.
the heart of Wright jolacd to that of
the schoolmaster, which sat in the
Ereen chalr,

T fear that my work suffored o mo-
ment’s ioterruption, for just then I
began to know the groat henrt of the
senator, Its warnith was In the ¢loth-
fng that coverediny baek, Its delleacy
tn the fgonoranee of those who had
shared its benefnctions,

T connt this one of the great events
of my youth. DBut ¢here was a grenter
ane, although it seenfed not so at the
time of I, A traveler on the rond to
Ballsheen had dropped his pockethook
contalning a large nmount of money—
£2,700 wis the sum, i 1_remember

It was"

fisiily. Tt W08 & Wau Foo
Justly suspleloas of the banks,
withdrawn his money. Posters
nounced the loss and the offer of
large reward. The village was
{ foundly stirred by them. Searchl
“parties went up the yoad stirring its
{ dust and groping in M= grase and bri
|‘ ors far the great prize which was sup-
'md‘blw.- Iying there. It was gald,
| however, that the quest bad been un-
suceessful. 8o the lost pocketbook
became a treasured mystery of the
village and of all the hills and val-
leys townrd Ballybeen—a tople of old
wives and gabhling husbands at the
Ereside for unnnmbored years.

By and by the fall term of school
ended, Uncle T'eubody came down to
get me the day before Christmas. I
had enjoyed my work and my life at
the Hackets', on the whole, but I was
glad to be golng home agaln. My
onele was In high spirits and there
were muny packages in the slelgh.

“A moefry Ohristmas to ye both an'
-may the Lord love wye!” sald Mr.
Hacket as he bade ns goodby, “Every
day our thoughts will be going up the
bills to your house™

The bells rong merrily as we hur-
ried through the swamp in the hard
snow paths.

“We're goln' to move" sald my
uncle presently, “We've agreed to ge
out by the middle o' May."” 3

“How does that happen?” I asked,

“Isettled with Grirashaw and ngreed
to go. If It hadn't "2’ been for Wright
and Baldwin swe wouldnt 'a' got a
cent. They threatened to bld agnlost
him at the sale. So he settled. We're
goln' to have a now home. We've
bought a hundred an' 8ty aeres from
Abe Leonard, Goln' “to bulld a new
house In the spring. - It will be nearer
the village

He playfully nudged my ribs with
his elbow.

“We've hind o lttle good luck, Bart”
he went on.  “TH tell ye what it 1s 1
you won't sny anyt*ing about it

I promised,

“1 dunno as it would matter moch,®
e continued, “but I don't want to do
uny braggin', It oin't anybody's Lnsi-
tess, anywuy. An old unecle over In
vVermont died three weeks sgo and
left us thirty-eight hundred dollars.
It was old Unecle E=zrn Baynes o
Hinesburg, Died without u chick or
chlid. Yoor nunt and me slipped down
to Potsdnm an® took the stage an'
went over an got the money. Tt was
morg money than I ever eee hefore
fu oy lfe, We put it in the bank In
Paotsdam to keep It out o' Grimshaw'a
bnuds. T wonhhi’t trust that man as
fu. ns you could throw a bull by the
i

It was o oold, clear nlght, and when
we I'Ell.l':ll‘tl "ll)lll& the new stove wWus
snnpping with the heat In Its Arehox
and the pudding puffing In the pel
and otd Shep dreaming in the ¢himney
corner. Auot Deéel gave me a bug at
the door. Shep barked and leaped to
my shoulders,

“Why, Burt!
weed—ain't

A

You're growin® e o
ye?—ayea ye bhe) my

mwe. “Het right down here nn' wirm
Yyie—ayes!—I've done all the chores—
ayes!"

How warm and comfortnble was the
dear old room with those beloved faces
in it. I wonder If puradise tself can
seem more pleasant to me, I have had
the best food this world can proviide,
in my time, but never anything that

ter and cheese und pumpkin pie which
Aunt Deel gave us that night,
Supper over, © wiped the dishes for

we st down In the genlal warmth
while 1T told the story of my Hfe in
“the busy town,” as they enlled it
Whut pride and attention they
me then !

My fine clothes and the story of how
I bad come by themn taxed wy loge
nully somewhat, although oot lmprops
erly. I hud to be careful not to let
them knaw that T hod been ashamed
of the homemade suit, They someliow
felt the truth gbout It and o Htte
sllence followed (he story. Then Aunt
Deel drew her chole npear wme and
touched my hair very gently and
looked into my face without speaking.

“Ayes! 1 know," she sald presently,
In a kind of curessing tone, with a
touch of sadness in it.  “They ain't
uged o course homespun siuff down
there In the villnge. They made fun
o' ye—didn't they, Bart?

“1 don't care phout that” I assurcd
thom, *“"The mind's the measurs of
the man,"" I quoted, remembering the
lines the Senator hnd repented to me,
| “That's sound ¥ Uncle Peabody ex-
| eluimed with entluslesm,
| Aunt Deel took my hand in hers and
surveyed it thoughtfully for a moment
without speaking.

*You nin't golp® to have to suffer
thut way no more, she sald In « low
tone. We're goln’ to be more comi'ta-
ble—ayes. Yor uncle thought we better
go West, but I couldn’t bear to go off
20 fur an' leave mother an' father an'
sigter Susan an' all the folks we loved
layin' here in the ground nlone—I
winnt to lny down with "em by an' by
an' walt for the sound o' the trum-
pet—ayes!'—mebbe 'l be for thou-
sands o' years—ayeal”

suve

To our nstonishment the clock
struck twelve.
“Hurrah! It's merry Christmas |

suld Unclie Peabody as he jumped to
| his feet snd began to sing of the little
Lord Jesus.

We Jolned him while he stood beate
Ing time “with s right hand after the
fashlon of a singing master.

O with yer boots, friend!” he ex-
elalmed when the stanza was finlshed.
“We don't have to set up and watch
like the shepherds”

We drew our boots on the chair
round with bapds clasped cver the

|

= -~
Ente—how Dmlliar § (i Process, &g
yet | haven't seen It in more than hall
a century! 1 lighted a cundle and

midst of our skylarklug

tumbled to the floor and I had to go
buck to the stove and relight it
How good it seemed to be back In

the old room under the shingles! The
hent of the stovepipe had warmed Its
hospltality.

“It's been kind o' lonesome here”
sald Uncle Peabody as he opened the
window. “I always let the wind come
In to keep me company—it gits so
wurm,"

“Ye can't look at yer stockin® yit”
suld Aunt Deel when I came down-
stalrs about eight o'clock, having slept
through chore time, I remember It
was the delicious aroma of frying ham
and buckwhent cakes which awoke me;
and who wouldn't rise and shake off
the cloak of slumber on a bright,
cold winter morning with such provo-
eatlon?y

“This ain't no common Chris'mas—
I tell ye," Aunt Deel went on. “Saota
Claus won't git here short o' poon 1
wouldn't wonder—ayes!"”

About eleven o'¢lock Unecle Hiram
and Aont Eliza and their five children
arrived with loud ynd werry greetings.
Then came other nunts and unecles and
colsing,  With what noisy good cheer
the wen entered the hovse after they
lud put up thelr horses! I remember
bow they lald thelr hard, Deavy hands
o my bead and shook it o little as

|they spoke of my “stretchin' up" or
tpuve me o playiul slep on the ghoulder

—un nocient tokeu of good will—the
first form of the aecolade, I fancy.
What jeyful good humor there was in
those simple wen gnd women—enough

| to temper the wooes of o ¢ty if it could

hnve beean applied to

eir rellel. They
stood thick around the stove warming
themselves and taking off [z griddles
ond opening Its doors amd surveying it
lnside and ont with much curiosity,

“Now for the Chrictns tree," sald
Unele Peabody us be led the way lato
our best room, whiere a fire wos burp-
ing in the old Franklin grate. “Come
oa, hoys nn’ girle."

What a wenderfn!l sight was the

'Christmas tree—the first we hnd had

aunt sald ns she stood and looked at |

I ate with a keener relish than the |
pudding pnd milk and bread and buts |

my wunt while Uncle Peabody went !
out to feed and water the horses. Then

A\

In our house——n fine sprending balsam
londed with presents!  Unele Hirnm
Jumped into the ale and elapped his
oot together and shouted : “Hold me,
somebody, or T grab the hLuil tree
o' ron away with 1"

Unele Jabez held one foot In hoth
hande before him nnd joyfully hopped
around the tree.

These relatives had brought thelr
family gifts, soiee doys helore, to be
hung oo its branches. The thing that
enught My eye was a hig silver watoh
linnging by a long golden chain to ong

&unt's Fedroom @nd Ubcie Binua and
Uncle Jabex were pulling sticks in a
eorner while the other men sat tipped
sguinst the wull watching and muking
playful comments—all suve my Uncle
Peabody, who was irying to touch his
bead to the foor snd then struighten
up with the aid of the broomstick.

In the midst of It Aunt Deel opeoed
the front door and old Kate, the Silent
‘Woman, entered. To my surprise, sho
wore a decent-looking dress of gray
domespun cloth and u white cloud
looped over Mer head and ears and tied
sround her neck and a good pair of
boots,

“Merry Chris'mas|” we all shouted.

She smiled snd nodded her head and
sat down in the chalr which Uncle Pea~
body had placed for her at the stove
gide. Aunt Deel took the cloud off
her head while Kute drew her mittens
—newly knitted of the best yurn, Then
my aunt brought some stockings and a
shawl from the tree and lald them on
the lap of old Eate, What a silence
fell upon us as we saw tears coursing
down the cheeks of this lonely old
woman of the countryslde—tears of
Jjoy, doubtiess, for God knows how long
it had been since the poor, abandoned
soul had seen & merry Christmas and
shored Its kindness, I did pot fall to
ebserve how clean her face and hands
looked! She wus greatly changed.

She took my hand as I went.to her
side and tenderly caressed it. A gen-
tler smile came to her face than ever
I had seen upon it. The old gtern look
returned for a moment as she held one
finger aloft in a gesture which only I
and my Aunt Deel understood. We
knew it signalized a perll and a mys-
tery. That I should have to meet It,
scmewhere up the hidden pathway, I
had no doubt whatever.

"Dinner's ready!" exclalmed the
cheerful volee of Aunt Deel,

Then what u stirring of chairs and
feet a8 we sat down at the table. Old
Kate sat by the side of my sunt and
wi were all surprised at her good man-
ners,

We jested and laughed and drank
elder nnd reviowed the yenr's history
und ate as only they may eat who bave
big hones and muscles and the vitality
af ozen, T never taste the favor of
anze and enrrant jelly or hear a hearty
tavelh without thinking of those holi-
cay dinters In the old lsg howse on
Rattlerond.

That Christmas brought me nothiog
hetter than those words, the memory
of which i one of the tallost towers In
that long nvenune of my st down
which I have been looking these many
days. About all yon cun do for o boy,
worth while, 18 to glve him something
good to remember.

The day hod turned dark. The fem-
pernture had risen and the aplr way
dank nnd ehilly. The men began to
hiteh up thelr horses,

8o, one by one, the sleighloads left
us with cheery good-bys and a grind.

of the houghs, Uncle Peabody took it

down and held It aloft by the cham,

80 that none should miss the sight, say- |

ing:
"From Santa Clovs for Bact "
A murmur of admiration ran throngh
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“From Santa Claus for Bart!"

the compuny which gathered aronnd
me as I held the trensure In my trem-
bling hands,

“This 1% for Bart, too,” Uncle Pen-
body shouted as be took down a bolt
of soft blue cloth and lafd It In my
nrins, “Now there's somethin' that's
Jest about as sllck a8 a kltten's ear.
Feel of i. It's for n sult o clothes:
Come all the wey from Burlington.
Now get-up there, You've got your
lowd.”

I moved out'of the way In o hurri-
cane of merriment. It was lis oge
great duy of pride and vanity., He did
not try to conceal iliem.

The other presents floated for 4 mo-
ment In this frreslstible tide of laugh-
ing good will und found thelr owners.
1 have never forgoiten bow Uncle Ja-
bez chased Aunt Minervan around the
house with & wooden suake cunningly
emrved nod colored. I observed there
were many thinge on the tree which
bad pot been taken down when we
younger ones gathered up our wenlth
and repaired to Aunt Deel's room to
feast our eyea upon It and compare
our good fortune,

The women and the big girls rolled
up their sleeves and went to work with

Lig orf runners and a jingling of bella
When the last had gone Uncle Pea-
body and T went into the honse. Aunt
Deel zal by the stove, old Kote by the
window lonking aut at (the Miling dusk.
How still the house seemed!

“T'here’s one thing T forgot,” 1 sald
a8 I prondly took out of my wallet the
slx one-dollar bitls which T had earned
by working Saturdays and handed
three of them to my aunt and three to
my uncle, saying:

*“That 1s my Christimns present to
| you. I enrned it wysell,"

I remember so0 well their astonish-
ment aud (he trembling of thelr hands
| and the look of thelr faces.

“It's grand—ayes!" Aunt Deel sald
in a low tone.

8he rose In a moment and heckoned
to me and my yncle. We followed her
through the vpen door to the other
room.

“T'I tell ye what T'd do," she whis-

perad,  “I'd give ‘em to ol' Kate—
nyes! Bhe's goin® to sthy with us till
toinor 44

“Good ldee!” sold Uncle Penbody.

80 1 took the money out of thelr
hands and went In und gave it to the
Silent Woman.

“That's your present from me” I
enld.

How can 1 forpet how she held my
arm agnlnst her with that loving, fn-
miliar, forking motion of o woman
who Is soothing o haby nt hor breast
and kissed my cont sleeve? She re-
leased my arm npd, turning to the win-
dow, leaned her hedd upon s sill and
ehook with sobs, The dusk had thick-
ened. As 1 returned to iny seat by the
stove 1 could dlmly see her form
ngninst the lght of the window. We
eat lo stlenee for o Hitle while,

Then Unele Peabudy rose and got a
ennte and lghted it st the hearth,

I held the lontern while Uncle Pea-
body fed the sheep and the two cows
aud mitked—a slicht chore these win-
tet days.

“You and I are to go off to bed purty
early,” he gald us we were golug hack
to the house, “Yor Aunt Ded! wonts
10 ere Knte alone and git her to talk
if she can.

“I dunno bat she'll swing back Into
this world ng'ln.” sald Uncle Penbody
when we had gome up to our little
room, I guess all she needs s to be
trented ke o human beln'. Yer Aunt
Deel un' 1 couldn't git over thinkin' o
what she done for you that night in
the ol' barn. 8o 1 took some o yer
sunt’s good clothes to her an' n pale
o' beots an' asked her to come to
Chris'mns. She lives In & little room
over the blacksmith shop down to But-
terfiel’s mill, I told her I'd come
ufter her with the cutter but she shook
ber hend. I knew she'd rather walk™

He was yawning us he spoke and
soon we were both asleep under the
shingles,

CHAPTER XIL

The Thing and Other Things.
L retumed_in Mr. Hockets houss

(Continued tomorrow)




