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Chapter 1
You said you want to know about this house?  Ok, but you might 

want to sit down a bit; it’s a long story.  It all happened about thirty years 
ago.  No, no, I should start at the beginning.  It all started when I was just 
a young lad, like yourself.   I remember it clearly now, it’s all coming 
back.  My mom and I, Brunswick (for that is my real name), arrived at 
the Moorsely house early one summer morning.  I remember being 
impressed with how big the house was and wondering what sort of 
people the Moorselys were.  I knew they were rich, owning several large 
houses and a lot of land.  I was only nine years old when we moved.  

The “Moorsely House,” or so it was called by the townsfolk was 
more like a mansion than a “house.”  The Moorselys were rarely ever 
there- you see they had a number of “houses” as well as 2 proper 
mansions.  They spent most of their time in the mansions- one up in the 
mountains where they could enjoy a rather cool summer, and the other 
(which undoubtedly was their favorite) where they passed the winters 
away.  The Moorsely House that my mom and I moved into was just a 
vacation home to them.  I’ve heard that when they were come, you have 
to be careful not to call it the “Moorsely House” because they prefer it to 
be called “Rosefield” for the rose garden that surrounded the back of the 
house.  If truth be told, Rosefield is it’s proper name.

The house itself was a rather large, impressive, 3 floor house, 
built in the shape of a horseshoe.  On the first floor were the kitchen, 
dining room, a grand front entrance and foyer, a few sitting rooms, and a 
library.  The second floor was mostly bedrooms (a guest bedroom or two 
as well as the bedrooms the Moorsely’s stayed in when they came) and a 
great big room (with hardly any furniture; you see they loved hosting big 
banquets and dances so they would use this room as a dance hall).  The 
third floor had a few more guest bedrooms and a few of the higher up 
servant’s quarters.  You see, the Moorselys themselves didn’t want to 
stay on the third floor because they hated climbing up that many stairs 
every day, so they preferred the second floor.  The rest of us servants 
lived in the basement, which was nice and cool in the summer, but 
dreadfully cold in the winter.

When my mom and I arrived, the head house servant, a rather 
short lady named Harrieta, came out to meet us.  She seemed rather nice 
at first, but later I realized she was always a bit preoccupied and busy 
with matters of the house to really take time to listen to people like me. 
Nevertheless, my mom said she was a good boss to work for.

“Now get your bags and follow me.  You’ll be living with the 
rest of the servants in the basement.  The only way to get into the 
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basement is the backside of the right side of the house.” Harrieta said.  
“Are there any other kids around here?”  I asked.
“Yeah, now let’s see…there’s a lad a little older than you- his 

name is Henry.  There’s also a young girl here, Alexandra, and her twin 
sister, Alyssay.  Then there’s Michael.  I think that’s it.  I don’t know 
where they’ve all run off to now.  You’ll see them soon enough, you can 
be sure of that.”

“Are the Moorsely’s home?” I asked in ignorance.
“No, you see they are hardly ever home.”  She said in a matter of 

fact voice.  “We haven’t seen them in the past half year or so.”  
I remember thinking to myself, “Why would they have a house 

and not live in it?”  I started to think about who these Moorselys might 
be, but my daydream was interrupted as we came to the door of the 
basement.  As she opened it I remember thinking how dark it looked. 
Sure, there were windows from the bedrooms, but it was still 
significantly darker than the bright outdoors.  There was just one long 
hallway with rooms on both sides.

“Now you’re room will be the third door on the left.  The first 
few rooms you see here are for servants, the latter rooms are for storage.” 
She informed us. 

The room itself wasn’t much; it was plain and simple compared 
to the place we lived before.  There was a window with curtains, which 
added a pleasant touch to the place, along with a bed, bookstand, and 
wardrobe.  

Chapter 2
Soon my mom was busy working away at the Moorsely House. 

Meanwhile, I spent most of my time outdoors.  Sometimes I’d help the 
gardener or hang around the stables helping comb and clean the horses. 
The stable man, Richard, was really nice and taught me all about taking 
care of horses.  It was really fun- sometimes he’d let me or Michael (his 
son) ride one of the horses.  It seemed like a true summer vacation- no 
school, lots of time to play, and new things to do.  The one thing that I 
kept wondering was where were the other kids?  Harrieta said there were 
three other kids around, yet I rarely saw them playing outside or 
anything.  The one I saw the most was Michael because he often helped 
his dad with the horses.  When the other kids played outside, I felt like an 
outsider, watching from a distance.  We did sometimes eat meals 
together, all of us servants, but the kids seemed to just keep to 
themselves.

I was surprised when one day Alyssay came up to me and said, 
2



“Hey, today’s Ribbon day.  Do you want to play?”
“What is Ribbon Day?” I asked her.
“Oh, we do it every year, when the summer’s starting to end.”
“Yeah, but what exactly is it- what do you do for it?  I’ve never 

heard of it before.”
“You’ll just have to wait and see.  You’ll figure it out.” She said 

and ran off.
I was always a bit skeptical of the servant kids.  Alyssay and 

Alexandra were sisters and seemingly best friends- well, they were after 
all twins (fraternal, not the identical kind).  Alyssay was outspoken while 
Alexandra was a bit shy.  They both had dark blond, almost light brown, 
wavy hair and were a little shorter than me.  They were eight years old 
when I came to the Moorsely House.  Their mom was the baker and their 
father the butcher.  They’re mom had grown up on the estate as well and 
met their father when he came to work as the butcher.  The whole family 
had a sort of mystery about them.  

Then there was Henry, the oldest of the kids, whose dad was the 
butler of the estate.  He was tall and looked very strong; I was always 
thankful I never raced him in a running match (undoubtedly he would’ve 
won).  He wasn’t as outgoing as the others; truth to say, I hardly knew 
him.  He had a certain air about him, like he might be a born leader.  He 
was four years my senior.  

Then there was the youngest of the kids, Michael, who had a 
very bubbly spirit and always seemed happy.  Although he was two years 
older than me he was only an inch taller.  He had auborn hair and a 
freckled face.  His father was a stable hand and his mom a servant in the 
house.  Of all the kids, he was the friendliest.

Later that day I bumped into Michael in the hallway.  He seemed 
really happy, but maybe it was all because it was “Ribbon Day,” 
whatever that meant.

“Hey Michael.  What have you been up to lately?”  I asked him.
“Not much, and you?”
“Not a whole lot.  Hey, I have a question for you, what is Ribbon 

Day?” I ventured to ask.
“Who told you it was Ribbon Day?”  
“Oh, I ran into Alyssay outside and she said it was Ribbon Day 

and asked if I wanted to play.  So what exactly is it?” 
“Well, it’s a day that comes towards the end of summer; we 

think of it as ‘the day that marks the end of summer.’”
“Yeah, but that still doesn’t answer my question- what is it? 

What do you do for it?”
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“It’s not much- just something us kids do to remember our 
summer holiday.”

“What holiday?  It’s not like you go to school- you stay here all 
the time, so it can’t possibly be a holiday!  What do you mean?” I asked, 
although I had a feeling he wasn’t going to tell me what it really meant.

“Oh, I just remembered I was supposed to help Henry with 
something.  Bye!” he said and whipped off in a hurry, leaving me 
dumbfounded.  All the kids were like that- mysterious about certain 
things as if they had something to hide.

Chapter 3
Before I knew it my birthday came up.  I was so happy, another 

year older, another year more “like an adult” as my mom put it.  “Maybe 
this year they won’t look down on me so much for being a kid” I thought 
to myself.  Sometimes I felt like I could do nothing since I was a kid. 
Even Richard who kept the horses and stables wouldn’t let me do some 
of the things saying I was too young.  In any case, that was me- in a 
hurry to grow up.

I woke up early that morning, excited for my big birthday.  “I 
wonder what mom will get me this year.  I don’t think she has a whole 
lot of money, so it’ll probably be something small.  Hmm…” I thought to 
myself. 

When I got up my mom was already gone; she let me sleep in for 
my birthday while she headed off to do some of the daily chores around 
the house.  It wasn’t until breakfast that I saw her.  Most of us servants 
ate meals together on a crude looking table they set up in the kitchen for 
mealtimes.

“Happy Birthday Brunswick!” she said excitedly.  “Did you 
sleep well?”

“Yeah, thanks for letting me sleep in.”
“I got you something for your birthday, but it’ll have to wait 

until later, maybe after dinner, is that ok?”
“Yeah, sure.”
We had the usual breakfast- a few eggs, some biscuits and fresh 

bread the baker made, along with some milk.  I was a bit disappointed 
actually, I thought I’d be able to have two eggs instead of the one I 
usually got but not even on my birthday did I get two.  

Later that day when I was walking in the hallway, Harrieta came 
up to me. 

“I hear it’s your birthday.  Happy birthday.” She said.  I was 
surprised she talked to me because she usually doesn’t take much notice 
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or care of the servant’s kids.  I was even surprised she remembered it 
was my birthday; maybe she overheard my mom tell me happy birthday. 
“Now that you’re a year older, perhaps you should start taking on some 
of the chores around here.  For now the chore you’ll start doing is 
lighting all the lamps and candles every evening before it turns dark.  I’ll 
talk to Michael about this; you’ll take the job over from him.  He’ll show 
you the ropes.”

“But, ma’am…” I started to say, but before I could say anything 
more she turned away and left.  You see, she was always a busy lady- 
looking back on it I’d expect she was busy with trying to keep the house 
running.  

The next day Michael came up to me.  “I hear you’re taking over 
my job as “wicktrimmer.”  He said.  

“Wicktrimmer?”  I said, in a quizzical manner.  “I thought I was 
just supposed to light the candles in the evening.”

“No, that’s just part of the job.  You see, sometimes you’ll notice 
that the wicks get too long, that’s when you have to trim them a little. 
You see like this one.” He said as he pointed to a candle in a stand 
mounted to the mall.  “I must’ve missed this one.  If you want this job 
you’ll be like me and always keep a pair of small scissors on hand for 
cases like this.”

“Want this job?  Whoever said I wanted this job?  It was thrust 
upon me!”

“No matter.  You should be honored; it’s an important job 
around here.  Before I had it Henry had it and before him, Malchus, a 
fellow who used to live here.  Ok, I’ll come and find you around 5 
tonight so you can make the rounds with me to light up all the candles.”

Before I could protest, he was on his way out.  So I went about 
my business the rest of the day and before I knew it Michael came to 
meet me.

“Are you ready?” he asked.
“Well, what is there to get ready for?  Aren’t I just following you 

for today?  When am I supposed to do this by myself?”
“I’ll help you the first three days; after that you’re on your own, 

got that Swick?”
“Swick?” I gasped, what was that supposed to mean- first 

“Wicktrimmer” and now “Swick?”
“Oh, do you like it?”
“Like it, what’s it supposed to mean?  Is it supposed to be a 

shorter version of ‘wicktrimmer?’”
“No, silly.  That is your name after all, isn’t it- Brunswick?  
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Well, I thought, since it was your birthday and you becoming 
Wicktrimmer and all, that you’d need a nickname, so Swick it is!  We've 
all agreed on it anyway.” he said with a smile across his face.  

“We?  Who’s we?”
“Oh, me and the other kids.”
“Hope you don’t mind.  Hey, I’ve gotta run…see you tomorrow 

for lighting all the candles.”
“Tomorrow- how am supposed I to find you?”
“Oh, I’ll find you, don’t worry Swick.”
Before I had to time to say anything more, he turned around and 

left.  I was starting to think this job was more than it appeared to be- all I 
knew was it should be simple: make sure the wicks on the candles and 
lanterns don’t get too long; refill the oil in the lanterns as they needed, 
and light the candles about an hour before it got dark.  How hard could 
the job be after all?

Chapter 4
The next day, promptly at 5pm, Michael found me taking a bit of 

rest under the shade of a rather nice tree outside.  
“Resting a bit, are you?  Had a long day?” he asked, without 

even saying “hello” or any other greeting.
“Not really, it’s just that it was so hot today; it’s nice to be in the 

shade though.”
“Well, resting time’s over Swick.  When evening calls, so comes 

work.”  
“Yeah, no rest for the weary, eh?” I asked as I started to get up.  
We walked toward the house, but instead of going into the 

house, we went to the basement.  I was a bit puzzled, because I thought 
we should start lighting the candles in the kitchen or hallway, you know 
the more important rooms than the servant quarters.  

Apparently he saw my puzzled look because he said, “Oh, we 
have to stop by here first to pick up our things- always travel with an 
extra candle (in case you need to replace one that’s a bit low), a small jug 
of oil, and scissors to cut the wicks off the candles when they’re too long. 
Oh, I almost forgot this, a small fold up stool to stand on to reach the 
candles that are too high for us kids to reach by ourselves.”

I helped him grab the stuff and we headed back outside to go 
through the back door of the house. 

“Where do we start first?”
“The rooms that typically get darker first- the kitchen, dining 

room, hallways, etc.” 
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We started out in the kitchen, which was busy and rather warm 
with everyone getting dinner ready; it was hard not to be in the way of 
the cooks as we reached up to light some of the candles on the walls. 
Next we went into the dining room and some of the hallways.  It didn’t 
seem like that hard of a job, I’m not sure why they made such a big fuss 
out of it.  We were almost done, when I voiced my opinion to Michael.

“Is this it?  It doesn’t seem like that hard of a job- the hardest 
thing is to remember which ones to light and which to let be.”

“Oh, this is just for when the Moorsely’s aren’t here.  When they 
are here… beware… when they are… there’s a lot more candles to be lit. 
When they’re here, they prefer the dining room and big large room 
chandeliers to be lit- but don’t worry- that’s not our job.  However, there 
are more candles to be lit when they’re around; you have to go around to 
all the bedrooms on the second and third floors.  It takes a lot longer; I’ll 
help you out when they come; you might need the help after all.”

“What kind of people exactly are the Moorsely’s anyway and 
when will they come?”

“They’re very rich folk (if you hadn’t guessed that already), 
probably inherited the wealth from some relative from way back who 
knows when.  The one who knows them the closest of us servants is 
Harrieta- after all, they left her in charge of the house while they’re 
away.  No, they never really give that much of warning before they 
come; it’s usually just a day or two and then they’re here.  So, we always 
have to make sure the house is clean and the grounds kept up so when 
they do come it’s all ready for them.- that’s also why there’s so many of 
us servants around even when they’re not here.”

“Hmm, I wonder what it’d be like to be rich.”
“Oh, don’t worry, Swick, you won’t like it; always having to go 

to this and that and being told what to do and having to act prim and 
proper all the time.  No, you’d better enjoy the life that’s been given you. 
Well, I have some things to do.  See you around.”

“Yeah, I guess I’ll see you later.”

Chapter 5
Well, after a few days I was starting to get the gist of the job.  It 

wasn’t really too hard, I just needed to remember which candles to light 
first and which ones not to light at all.  It was a bit odd, only certain 
rooms and hallways were to be lit; it almost seemed like they (whoever 
“they” is- maybe the Moorsely’s themselves) didn’t want people 
wandering around certain parts of the house at night or maybe it was just 
practical reasons (after all, it was more economical to only light the 
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candles where it was needed the most).  Also, in some hallways only 
every other candle was lit, so it was rather dim (really only enough light 
to see where you were going, not to notice much else)…I guess this was 
just for economical reasons.  

I remember a few weeks after I started this candle job I was 
lighting one of the candles in one of the hallways and had forgotten that 
it wasn’t supposed to be lit- I was supposed to light every other one in 
this hallway, not every one as I had started doing.  “No one’s perfect” I 
thought to myself as I started to blow it out.  However, I accidentally 
bumped the candle while trying to blow it out and heard a small creak 
(just barely above the sound of a whisper) and was rather nearly 
frightened to death.  At first I thought someone had seen me light the 
candle that wasn’t supposed to be lit, and looked frantically around. 
After a minute or two in dreadful silence, I was curious about that 
strange creak I heard.  I showed my candle against the walls on the 
hallways and didn’t see anything at first…but then I noticed a small door 
(which must’ve camouflaged into the wallpaper in the hallway) which 
opened into a passageway.  Even though I was dreadfully curious, I 
decided upon my better judgment and waited until later to try again.  

As it turns out the next day was busy and the day after…I was 
getting anxious to try out the passageway but couldn’t find the right time 
when no one was around or when I wasn’t busy.  Thankfully later that 
week I had time to go back into the hallway to look around for the 
passageway.  This time it was daylight, so I was cautiously looking back 
and forth to make sure no one saw me fidgeting around with the candles. 
I didn’t want people to think of me being completely strange after all.  I 
wanted desperately to avoid trying to explain what I was trying to do.

“Now let’s see, which candle was it?” I thought to myself as I 
started playing with some of the candles.  “I remember it being one of 
the first few candles I lit…hmm...not this one…maybe that one…no, 
wrong again.”  Eventually I found it and heard a faint squeaking noise.  I 
looked around, didn’t see anyone, and then entered the passageway.  It 
was a bit darker than the hallway, but it seemed to have some kind of 
window to let light in (although I didn’t see it- I just saw the light 
coming from above).  Soon it came into a spiral staircase which lead 
down to a small hallway.  There appeared to be a few rooms-  it looked 
like four total.

Strangely enough I thought I heard voices.  Fear gripped me. 
The voices came from the only door that was opened.  “Who could be 
down here?” I wondered to myself, but curiosity got the best of me. 
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After listening a little bit I heard some laughing and then started to 
recognize the voices I heard- it sounded oddly enough like Michael and 
Henry.  I slowly walked to where I heard the sound.  

“Michael, Henry?  What are you doing down here?”  I asked 
them.  The room they were in looked more like a library; all the walls 
were lined with bookshelves, books, and little knickknacks.  There was a 
table and a few chairs in the middle- two of which were occupied with 
Michael and Henry playing chess.  

“Oh, hey Swick!”  said Michael.  “We were wondering how long 
it’d take.  I said it’d take at least 2-3 weeks, but you surprised me.”

“What do you mean, how long it would take?”
“Till you found this place, of course!  Well, you found it, so 

welcome to the group- congratulations!  You are officially a 
Wicktrimmer.”

“Wicktrimmer?” I questioned.
“Yeah,” said Henry, acting all smart.  “It’s all of us who have 

(one by one, might I say…none of were ever told about this place until 
we found it for ourselves) discovered this place- we’ve formed a sort of 
club you could say.”

“Do the girls know about this place?”
“Of course they do.  However, they never had the job of being a 

wicktrimmer, so it took them longer than you to find this place out…by 
the way, how did they find out about that candle switch?  I forget now, 
it’s been so long.”  Said Henry, his mind now seemed to be full of 
memories.

“What place is this exactly?”
“Oh, this is a library of course.” Said Michael.  “But let me give 

you the grand tour.  The place isn’t too big, but there’s a lot here.”  
“But how…?” I started to ask but my question sort of trailed off 

as I gasped in amazement with how much was here in these little rooms.
“How did this stuff get here you mean?” said Michael.  “It came 

here a while ago, let me tell you all I know about it.
“The architect who built the house, Mr. Albertsy, had built these 

secret passageways and rooms without the Moorsely’s knowledge of 
them.  You see, the Moorsley’s told him the gist of what they wanted in 
the house- 3 floors, a big room for dances, plenty of guest bedrooms for 
visitors, and a rose garden in the back- the exact layout was up to him. 
They never saw the house being built; they just saw the property before 
they started building it and the finished product- so they had no 
knowledge of these hidden rooms.  

“Mr. Albertsy himself grew up relatively poor, the son of the 
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butler of a big house.  His mom also worked in the house as the baker, so 
he always enjoyed the lovely treats his mom would give him from time 
to time.  He didn’t attend school until later in life; for the most part he 
educated himself.  His father taught him to read at an early age, which 
started his hunger for reading.  When no one was looking he’d sneak into 
the library and take a book out to read.  When he was old enough to be 
on his own, a cousin of his father’s decided to take him under his wing 
and teach him something about carpentry and architecture.  Soon he was 
building things by himself and eventually came to design and build the 
Moorsely House.

“Of all the houses Mr. Albertsy built, the Moorsely House was 
his largest, grandest house (also his favorite).  So, he put these secret 
rooms in the house, and filled them with things he collected over time.”  

I was amazed at the size and what was in the rooms.  One room, 
the library, was neatly shelved and lined with some of Mr. Albertsy's 
favorite books (some that he had bought from the house he grew up in 
when they auctioned off the things of the house after the family died). 
The room next to it had all sorts of children’s books and toys.  There was 
also a small sitting room and another room with tables, chairs, and a wall 
full of games (chessboards and the like).  

“These were all things that Mr. Albertsy wished he had growing 
up- the chance to play all sorts of games, the books to read, etc…  He 
decided  he would buy things like these to put in these secret rooms, in 
hopes that the kids of the servants would find and enjoy them.  This is 
where we spend most of our time.”  Michael said as he finished his 
historical narrative on Mr. Albertsy and the secret rooms.  

Chapter 6
I didn't have much time to enjoy the rooms when I heard the 

words “The Moorsely’s are coming next week” from my mom’s lips.  I 
was in utter shock at first because I had already been there over half a 
year without even a glimpse of them.  

The week was really busy- mom and all the servants were busy 
with all the washing, dusting, cleaning, and getting things ready for their 
big arrival.  I hardly saw my mom at all and when I did she looked so 
tired and worn out.  I felt sorry for her and kept wondering to myself how 
these people would be.  From what I heard of them, my mind conjured an 
older couple, well dressed, prim and proper- the sort of people who are a 
bit snobbish.  

Not only were all the adults really busy, us kids were too.  The 
adults found lots of things for us to help them with: “Sweetie, can you 
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help me finish hanging this laundry, there’s just so much to do.”  “Hey, 
you there- are you doing anything?  Yeah, well that can wait I need help 
with this.”  “Oh, you need to also make sure the cabinet is cleaned out- 
it’s really dusty.”  

We were also given lots of advice: “Now, remember, when they 
come all the candles need to be lit- and you’ll have to go around twice to 
make sure they’re well lit and everything.”  “Don’t, under any 
circumstance address the Moorsely’s- if they want to talk with you or tell 
you something, let them talk first.”  “If you run into the Moorsely’s 
remember to give them a quick bow or nod of the head and silently leave 
the room they’re entering.”  

The day finally came, their big arrival.  It was a sunny day, 
which was a surprise because it had rained just the day before.  Everyone 
was so anxious about things being just as the family wanted them to be. 
There were so many last minute “Oh, I need to…”  or  “Be a good dear 
and…”  

Their carriage came up with their luggage behind them, I 
remember it being a rather big carriage with fine horses.  Then the 
carriage door’s man opened the door for them and to my surprise out 
came a white Persian cat!  Apparently the family always traveled with 
their pet cat, Sissy.  Mrs. Moorsely, Mr. Moorsely and two other people 
soon followed.  We were all standing outside the house by the doors to 
greet them (for that is how they liked it- to see all their servants waiting 
for them).  The first one to greet them was, of course, Harrieta.  

“Welcome to the Rose Estate, ma’am, sir.” She said giving them 
a quick bow.  “You’ll find things as you like them and we’ll have tea 
brought up to your sitting room momentarily.”  

“Thank you, Harrieta.  Good to see you again.” The missus said. 
I was rather surprised that she remembered Harrieta’s name, and figured 
she was the only servant’s name she knew (after all, Harrieta was in 
charge of the house while they were away).  

They went promptly in the house for their tea and quickly 
informed Harrieta that a party of 6 was coming after them, to arrive 
tomorrow.  It was to be one of their usual parties, probably to include a 
ball.  I remember hearing how they usually always came with people, 
and almost always included a ball in their visit.  Us servants, of course, 
were expecting this and already had all the guest bedrooms cleaned and 
the linens washed.  

That night us kids stole away to the secret rooms of the 
Wicktrimmers to talk over the first day of the Moorsely’s visit.  

“So, what did you think of them?”  Henry asked me.
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“Um, I don’t know.  I thought they’d be really stuck up, but they 
weren’t.  They looked more tired from the journey than anything.  My 
mom helped serve them dinner tonight and she said they hardly said 
anything over dinner and didn’t eat much either.” I said.

“I don’t know, they look more worn out this time than usual.  Do 
you think they’re going to hold a ball like they usually do?”  Alyssay 
asked.  “I always like it when they host a ball; it’s so fun to see them all 
dressed up and everything.”

“Yeah, sometimes I wish I could attend them.  They look like so 
much fun.” commented Alexandra.

“I really don’t know.  I suppose they might wait a few days and 
then hold a ball.  Perhaps they’re too exhausted and came for a bit of 
vacation.”  Henry said.  “My dad mumbled something about not having 
that much luggage with them; maybe they’re just staying a few days. 
Usually when they come they only stay one to two weeks; maybe they 
decided to shorten their visit this time.”

Over the next few days I got to know more about the Moorsely 
family; granted, it was mostly from what the other Wicktrimmers told 
me.  The eldest of the family was Stephen, who was married and had a 
son.  He seldom came to the Moorsely House, choosing to spend most of 
his time in their house up north (close to his wife’s family).  Then there 
was the eldest Miss Moorsely, I believe her name is Vera, who they said 
is soon to be married to a Mr. John White.  The youngest two were only 
a year age in difference- Patrick and Ruth, neither of which were married 
or had any prospects at the moment.  Their parents, Mr. and Mrs. 
Moorsely, were older and didn’t enjoy traveling much anymore.  The 
only traveling they did was to their summer and winter homes.  

This visit only Vera (the eldest Miss Moorsely), Patrick, and 
Ruth came.  Along with them came two of their friends.   Another group 
of people came to visit them as well, but only stayed two days.  I kept 
waiting for the day when a whole bunch of people would come for one of 
their balls, but it never came.  I was actually quite surprised when on the 
fifth day they started to pack up and leave.  All of us servants were there 
to see them off, of course.  As they were leaving they kept giving orders 
about this and that to Harrietta, who kept reassuring them that everything 
would be done just as they said.

That night us Wicktrimmers met again to discuss what we 
thought of their peculiar visit.  “Why are we meeting here- in the library? 
We always meet in the sitting room.”  I asked Henry, who, since being 
the oldest, was the leader of our little group.

“Because I think I have something very important to say, but we 
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must wait for Alyssay and Alexandra to come.”  
“How long are we going to wait?” I asked, with a little 

impatience in my voice.
“However long it takes.”  Henry said.  About five minutes later I 

was glad to finally hear footsteps and see the girls step inside the room.
“Sorry we’re late.  Our mom wanted us to help her with 

something.  She seemed so busy today with the family leaving and 
everything.”  Alexandra said.  

“Why are we meeting in here?” Alyssay asked.
“Because I have something important to say.”  Henry said, 

almost annoyed.  “As most of you are already wondering why the 
Moorsely’s visit was so peculiar in that it didn’t include a huge ball or a 
lot of people, I will start to explain.  It seems as if the eldest Miss 
Moorsely is soon to be married.”

“But we already knew that.”  I interjected.
“Yes, well, that is common knowledge by now.  After all, she 

has been engaged these past few months and it has long since been 
suspected that the two of them were to be married.  The big news, and 
the reason why we’re meeting in here (and not the sitting room), is that 
she has decided to get married here- in the Rosefield estate!”

“Wwwhat?” stammered Alyssay, “I thought they were going to 
get married in the church close to their summer house?”

“Yes, that is what I suspected too.  However, it turns out that it 
didn’t work out for some reason or another and she has decided to hold 
the wedding here.  Now, as we all know, there will be a lot of 
preparations to be made.”

“Yeah, but why are we meeting here tonight- the library of all 
places?” Michael asked.

“I thought it best, considering that none of us have ever attended 
or even seen a wedding before- that we ought to see if there are any 
books on weddings here.  It might be good to know what we’re getting 
into before all the chaos ensue.  So, I suggest we start looking for books 
on the subject.”  After a long pause in which he hoped one of us would 
start looking for books but were in deep thought, he prompted us, “Now 
would be nice.”

We looked all along the shelves.  Alyssay was the first to find a 
book.  “Here, it looks like it’s for weddings.  It has all sorts of drawings 
of dresses and things.”  

“Here’s a book on proper etiquette; it might have something on 
wedding etiquette.” Michael said.  

Meanwhile, I was looking on one of the bottom shelves.  This 
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shelf seemed to have all sorts of novels, but they were pretty thick and 
intimidated me a lot.  However, as I started to pull out one book, I heard 
a “creak.”

“What was that?” Michael asked.
“Uh…I don’t know.  Do you suppose…one of the adults found 

the secret rooms?” I asked.  
Quickly Henry took one of the candles with him and checked the 

hallway.  “No, I don't know see anyone.  I don’t know what that was.” 
I thought it was nothing, so I kept trying to get the book out, but 

the more I did, the more creaking noises I heard.  Then I felt the back of 
the shelf and it appeared to have a small hole in it.  “Hey, Henry, there’s 
a hole back here.”  

“A…what?  Let me see.”  Henry came and felt and then started 
to take some of the books off the shelf only to discover that the whole 
was pretty small.  However, it looked like there was something else 
through the wall, not just dirt as you’d expect for an underground room. 
“Hey, everyone, let’s take the books off this shelf, to see what’s going 
on.  There’s definitely something behind here, and it’s not just dirt.  It 
feels rather open, like perhaps another room or something.”

It took a minute or two for us to get all the books off, then we 
each took turns trying to figure out what was behind the wall.  “I don’t 
suppose we can knock the wall down to see what’s behind it.  Hmm, let 
me take a look at it for a minute.”  Michael said.  He felt through the 
whole again and felt something almost like a doorknob.  

“There seems to be a doorknob here.  Let’s take off all the books 
from these shelves by this side of the wall and see if it’s a door.”  

It took us a few minutes to get all the books on the ground, 
neatly in piles according to their shelf (at Alexandra’s insistence).  Henry 
was the first to put his hand through the opening in the wall again and 
felt the knob again.  He pulled it and pushed at the wall which started to 
move a little.  “Quick, help me, it seems like this door’s been stuck shut 
like this for a long time.”

After a few minutes we were able to get the door opened.  Henry 
was the brave one- he was the first to enter with his candlestick, while 
the rest of us, huddled together, followed.  I really didn’t know what 
we’d find back there.  However, to my surprise it seemed like another 
hallway.  Soon we came to another set of rooms, almost in the same 
layout as the first rooms.  

There were four rooms, just like the others- but each had 
different things in it.  One had musical instruments, including a very 
small pianoforte!  On the left of it was a room with a few books and all 
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sorts of yarns, embroidery stuff, and fancy things with a table in the 
middle.  There was also a room with all sorts of tools and wood, like a 
carpenter’s workshop.  Towards the middle of these rooms was another 
sitting room, the same size as the earlier one, but this time there seemed 
to be almost a door on the other end.  

“Where do you suppose that door goes to?” Michael asked.
“Let’s see.” I said, trying to be brave.  I slowly opened the door 

and to my surprise it opened up to the other sitting room!  “How come 
we never saw this door before?  It’s really small and low to the ground, 
you have to crawl through.”

“Hmm, let’s see.  We’ll need everyone to come in so we can 
partially close the door to see where the door is.”  Henry said.  Quickly 
everyone came in and he started closing the door.  “Ah, the small shelf 
above the door hid the top of the door while the sides of the door were 
hidden with the way the room was painted.  That’s really clever.” after a 
pause he continued.  “Now, I know we all want to explore the new rooms 
further, but I advise that we go back to our rooms before our parents start 
wondering about us.  Besides, we have a lot of work to do, researching 
this forthcoming wedding.”

Chapter 7
The next month or two were really busy with all the preparations 

for the wedding.  It seemed like people were always coming and going- 
the family, friends of the family, servants, and many, many others.  It 
sure kept all of us busy- so busy we barely had time to explore all the 
new rooms we found.  However, Henry wanted to make sure we knew 
everything about how a wedding ought to be, so once a week he called 
together a meeting of the Wicktrimmers to discuss all the preparations 
that were being made for the wedding.  He gave each of us reading 
assignments about weddings, but we hardly had time to read them.  

About a month into all the wedding preparations we were 
holding one of our regular Wicktrimmers’ meetings and started 
discussing what we thought might happen after the big wedding.  Would 
they move here or would life continue as usual?

“I think life will continue as usual, why shouldn’t it?” Michael 
remarked.

“Oh, I want the wedding to be here right now- I want to see the 
bride all dressed up and see how a real wedding ought to be.” Alyssay 
said.

“Now, now, order.” Henry directed.  “What I would like to 
discuss today is what will happen after the wedding.  As you know, there 
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have been many rumors flying around here…but I wanted to tell you this 
first before you hear it from someone else.  I have it on good word that 
they chose to get married here because they want to live here afterward. 
Obviously, if this happens (as I’m sure it probably will), changes will 
have to be made around the House.  They will undoubtedly hire new 
servants and bring some servants from the other estates.  If this happens, 
these servants will probably have families- including kids.  Should we 
tell these kids about this place and the Wicktrimmers or just let them find 
it on their own…that is, if they ever  find it?  I think it’ll be hard for them 
to find it on their own.”

“No, they should find it on their own.” Commented Michael. 
“Good old Swick here had to find it on his own.  Besides, if we tell them 
about it, they might tell their parents and then it wouldn’t be ours 
anymore.”

 “Does everyone else agree?” Henry asked.  “Very well then.  If 
no one else has anything to say, this meeting is over.”

Henry was right about it all…about a week after the meeting 
there was talk among the servants that after the wedding, they’d be 
moving into the Moorseley House.  Even my mom started talking about 
it (that is, the few times I saw her since she was so busy now with all the 
extra chores).  We started seeing carriages arriving with all sorts of 
parcels and luggage- undoubtedly their belongings.  I never imagined 
someone could own so much; I wondered if there was room for it all in 
the house!

Sure enough, there were a few additions to the household 
servants: Miss Felp (the bride’s      personal servant who always was 
known as Miss Felp, even by the bride herself), the Bayman’s (servants 
from the Moorsely’s winter palace, they had two kids, Louisa, fifteen 
years old, and her brother Paul, ten years old), and the Flemings 
(servants from the groom’s estate, Pentley; they had only one daughter, 
Cassandra, sixteen years old).   

The Bayman siblings, Louisa and Paul, were always happy. 
Louisa was known for her kindness and generosity.  If you ever had any 
problem you could go to her for a sympathetic ear.  She was tall with 
shoulder- length blond hair and was always singing either to herself or 
whoever would listen.  Her brother, Paul, was a little younger than me.  It 
wasn’t that much of an age gap, but enough to make a difference.   Like 
his sister, he was somewhat tall and had dirty blond hair.  I quickly 
learned he enjoyed whistling and whistled about as much as his sister 
sung.  Then there was Cassandra- she was somewhat short and had dark 
wavy hair.  She was very sweet and always willing to lend a helping 
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hand.  She was also very creative and smart.
It wasn’t long before the new servants started moving in… but 

they were mostly given rooms on the third floor since the basement was 
already full.   Some of the extra bedrooms in the basement were 
transformed into storage rooms to house all the extra decorations and 
things for the wedding.  I never realized doing a wedding was such a big 
thing.  

Chapter 8
The time passed quickly because we were all so busy.  Before 

we knew it the wedding was upon us; it was a day to be remembered. 
All of us servants were extremely busy, but also very excited.  Us kids 
were told and reminded again and again to be on our best behavior and 
out of the way.  However, we were all secretly hoping to run outside and 
hide out in the bushes in order to see the wedding procession.  Alyssay 
and Alexandra especially wanted to see the bride.

In the last Wicktrimmer’s meeting we had planned it all out- 
Michael would sound a bird call and that would notify us that he had 
seen the bridal procession coming.  Since his dad was in charge of the 
stables and most likely be driving one of the carriages, it was easy for 
him to make some kind of excuse to see when they were coming.  When 
we heard the bird call, we all snuck away to get behind the bushes to 
watch the procession coming. 

The bride, Vera Moorsely, was so beautiful.  She wore a 
beautiful white dress and carried a bouquet of roses.   The groom, John 
White, was beaming with joy.  The wedding took place outside in the 
rose garden with a fancy dinner reception inside.  After watching the 
wedding procession entered, all of us Wicktrimmers left to get back to 
our jobs…knowing we’d be needed to get things ready for the big dinner. 
Although I was helping out in the kitchen scrubbing and cleaning the 
dishes as they came in, I got to see the food that was going out to be 
served.  It was going to be a big feast, with roasted goose and chicken, 
platters of rolls and fancy breads, green beans and almonds, buttered 
carrots, herbed potatoes, and much more.  For dessert there were platters 
of fruit, a few chocolate danties, 2 or 3 fancy cakes, and even sweet rolls 
with cream!  Seeing it all made my mouth water, but I knew I couldn’t 
eat any of it.   I’d have to wait and have the leftovers if there were any.

The couple soon were off on their honeymoon, a month long 
vacation to a number of places…which meant all of us servants had some 
extra time to get things cleaned up after the wedding and put in order 
before their return.  It was nice to be not so busy as before; my mom 
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started loosing the always-tired look on her face.  
“Mom, what do you think will happen now that the big 

wedding’s over?   Do you think things will be as they were before or will 
they be busier now that they’re actually living here?  Will they hold balls 
every month or so – that’d keep us really busy!” I asked her one night.

“Oh, I wouldn’t worry about it that much.  In the meantime, I’d 
suggest we enjoy this month while they’re away and get some much 
needed rest and refreshment.  All of us servants are so worn out, 
Harrietta especially.  So much was on her shoulders, being the main 
servant of the House and all.  She told us that after we get everything 
sorted out from the wedding we could all get some days off.”

“Really?  Does that mean we could do some fun things like go 
on picnics?  We haven’t had one in ages- lately you haven’t had any real 
days off, only a few hours here and there since things have been so busy 
around here.”

“Yes, we can do a picnic.”
“Can Michael come along this time?   He’s become my best 

friend here.”
“Sure, no problem.”
True to her word, Harrietta gave us all a few days off.  The new 

servants never really had time to settle down completely since they’d 
moved here, so they took the time to settle down and enjoyed walks into 
the city to see what was there.  My mom, Michael, and I had our picnic 
and we really enjoyed it.  I remember telling Michael about the school I 
had attended before coming to the Moorsely house and asking mom 
when I’d be going back.  

“I don’t have the money to send you to school this year, sorry 
Brunswick.  I can try to teach you the little I know though.  If you want 
to come along and learn a bit you’re more than welcome, Michael.”  She 
said.  But she rarely had energy after a long hard days’ work to sit and 
teach me.  She loved me (that I knew) but she seemed so tired and busy 
all the time.  I was so thankful that we had a few days off so she could 
get back her energy.  Usually she was allowed one day off a week; I 
cherished those days.  It was on those days my mom and I went for walks 
into town, had picnics, and enjoyed each others company.  It was like the 
good old days.  

You see, before we came to the Moorsely House my mom, dad, 
and I lived very happily in a small rented house in a town about an 
hour’s ride away from the Moorsely House.  However, one day, without 
any warning at all, my dad said he had to go and finish some business at 
work.  It was rather late at night and I remember thinking to myself, “It’s 
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rather late to be going to the office.”  But I didn’t say anything about it.  
My mom and I waited for him to come back that night; she let 

me stay up an hour or two past my bed time.  It seemed like we waited an 
eternity, but he never came back.  My mom went the next day to his 
work and asked about him, but they said they didn’t know, that the office 
was closed last night so he couldn’t have been there working.  We were 
all baffled at this mystery and hoped it would soon be solved- that my 
dad would come back.  However, a few days passed, then a week or two, 
but still no sign of him.  

My mom said she had to start looking for work soon, that she 
was running out of money and had barely enough to pay rent that month. 
So she started looking for jobs around town- working as shopkeeper, 
librarian, anything she could find.  Then someone told her about the 
Moorsely House not too far away- that they might need some more house 
servants.  So, she inquired further and it turned out that one of their 
house servants left so they needed another one to replace her.  

Chapter 9
When we came back from the picnic Henry met us.  He looked a 

bit agitated.
“We have to call a Wicktrimmer’s meeting now…the girls are 

already there waiting for us.” He said.
“Mom, can I go and play with the other kids?” I asked.
“Sure, I’ll put the things away from the picnic.” She answered.
We were quickly walking through the hallways of the house to 

the secret candlestick lever.  Henry pulled it, causing the door to come 
open and we soon saw the girls already waiting for us in the sitting room. 

“Finally.  Where were you?  We’ve been waiting here half an 
hour!” Alyssay exclaimed.

“Sorry- my mom and I went on a picnic, Michael came along.” I 
answered.

“Ok, ok.  We have called this emergency meeting to order to 
discuss something of great urgency.  We believe someone else knows 
about these rooms.”  Henry started saying.

“Yeah, Alexandra and I found one of the books from the library 
here on the table in the sitting room- with a bookmark and everything, as 
if someone had started reading it!” Alyssay interjected.

“Who could it be?  What could this mean?” I asked.
“Well, obviously it couldn’t have been one of us since we do all 

our reading in the library and never leave books lying about on tables 
like this.  I might suggest that perhaps one of the new servants found this 

19



place- whether an adult or child I do not know.” Henry said. 
“Undoubtedly they will be back since they have clearly started reading 
the book left on the table.  I think we should leave the book where it is as 
if nothing happened and wait to see who it is.  Now, if there are no 
further comments, I call this Wicktrimmer’s meeting to a close.”

 
Chapter 10

The next few weeks we all tried to spend more time in the 
rooms.  I took up the hobby of carpentry and started making a little chair. 
The girls were fascinated with all the many colors and textures of the 
yarns in one of the rooms and started teaching themselves how to 
crochet.  Michael also took up carpentry, but he tried to make a small 
stool instead of a chair.  Henry spent most of his time in the music room, 
learning to play the flute from some of the music books on the shelves.  

Although we kept waiting for the person to come back to the 
rooms, they never came.  It seemed like maybe it wasn’t something at 
all…maybe there was nothing to worry about.  Soon the Moorsley’s, or 
should I say the White’s (now that they’re married), came back and life 
started getting busy again.  They held a ball about once every month or 
two and quite often had dinner parties.  Although there was now a lot 
more work to be done, it helped having the new servants and we all soon 
started getting back into our daily routines.

About a month later Michael and I were in the Wicktrimmer’s 
rooms, practicing our carpentry skills when we thought we heard 
something.  By this time we had completely forgotten about our rooms 
possibly being discovered.

“Wait, did you hear that?” I said.  “Stop and listen a minute.” 
“Yeah, I think I hear it too.  It’s probably just the girls or Henry 

coming.  Let’s get back to work.” Michael said and we thought nothing 
more of it.

As we were leaving we walked passed the other rooms to say 
bye to Henry or the girls- whoever it was that came, but were surprised at 
who we found.

“Cassandra?  How did you get in here?  When did you find this 
place?” Michael asked dumfoundedly.

“Me?  Oh, I’ve known about these rooms the past month or so 
but have been so busy lately that I haven’t had time to come back.” She 
said.

“But how did you find them?   You’ve only been here a little 
over a month and it took me two or three months to find this place- and I 
even had the wicktrimmer’s job!” I exclaimed.
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“Oh, well I…uh…” she stumbled on.  “I…uh…well, you see…
uh…at the last place my family lived, Pentley, the estate of John White 
and his family, there were also some…well, uh…some rooms like these. 
They also only opened up with the twist of the candlestick like these do. 
So, when I first moved here I thought I’d explore the house a little, and 
well, sooner or later  came across these rooms.”

“So you were the one reading the book that was left in here.” I 
accused.

“We’ll have to call together a meeting of the Wicktrimmers, 
right away,” Michael said.  Then pointing to Cassandra, he said, “Be here 
tomorrow after lunch.”  

“Ok, no problem.” Cassandra said.  “I sure hope I didn’t do 
anything wrong.”

The next day we all gathered in the original sitting room to talk 
with Cassandra about how she discovered the rooms.

“Now we're all here to  hear directly from Cassandra how she 
found these rooms.” Henry said.  “You can start now.” 

“Well, I, uh, you see…the estate my family and I worked at 
before, Pentley, was very grand, larger even than this house.  It was the 
home of Mr. John Smith’s family, who as of late has married Miss Vera 
Moorsely.  The estate’s architect, Mr. Robert Pentley (for whom the 
estate was named), was one a close family friend so they decided he 
should be the one to build them their house.  However, he died a few 
years after the house was completed, so they named the estate after him- 
the Pentley estate.  Mr. Pentley had built secret rooms in the house, 
thinking that after he died his belongings could be stored in them for the 
servants' use.  He had informed the eldest Mr. White about his plans and 
swore him to secrecy.  He didn’t want anyone else to know about these 
rooms, for fear that if the family knew they’d take everything out as their 
own.  He was very distrusting of certain members of the White family.

“Well, this was well over 50 years ago, probably even before 
then.  The rooms lay as they were for about 20 years until my mother had 
come across them quite by accident.  She was a child and quickly told 
the other kids about them; they formed a little secret society.  They never 
told their parents or anyone else about the rooms, for fear that all the 
wonderful things (books, toys, and things similar to these rooms) would 
be taken out and given to the family who owned the place.  Soon the kids 
started getting older and older; most of them moved away or were sent to 
other places to find work.  

“The rooms were then forgotten again until my mom had told me 
about them when I was 5 years old.  I went to see them for myself and 
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was overjoyed.  I quickly told the other kids about it.  We quickly formed 
the “Society of the Rooms” as we called it.  There’s about 15 children on 
the Pentley estate and all of them know about the secret rooms.  So when 
I moved here I thought I’d explore a little and look for any secret rooms. 
I think perhaps every big house like this has secret rooms.” 

“Hmm…very interesting.  Why do you suppose the rooms are so 
similar?  It sounds like they were put there by the same architect- but that 
cannot be since the houses have different architects.   You say Pentley 
was built by a Mr. Robert Pentley, and we all know that the Moorsely 
House was built by Mr. Albertsy.  Yet both of these houses have secret 
rooms- that open up to the twist of the candlestick.  Very interesting.” 
Henry commented.

“Hey, do you also have Ribbon Day?” Alexandra asked 
Cassandra.  

“How did you know about Ribbon Day?” she asked.
“My mom was the one who told me about Ribbon Day- she also 

grew up in this house and had discovered the rooms as a child and then 
told us about them.” Answered Alexandra.  “In the rooms she found a 
letter from the architect, Mr. Albertsy, saying that he had left these 
rooms and all their belongings to the servants’ children.  He wanted to 
give them books to read and hobbies to enrich their lives.  He also had 
hopes that some of them might get above a servant’s status and hold a 
job and position of their own like him (an architect).  He rose from being 
a son of a mere servant to a well established carpenter and architect.  

“So, in the letter Mr. Albertsy left, he mentioned something he 
called ‘Ribbon Day,’ a day to try something new.  He wanted the 
children who’d come along and use the toys and books to try new things, 
to expand their horizons.  Furthermore, he wanted them to try their new 
hobby (whatever it might be) for a month.  Each year in the summer we 
celebrate Ribbon Day by trying something new.  This year I tried 
teaching myself how to crochet from a book in the library.”

“And I worked on painting flowers.” Inputed Alyssay.
“Yes, but why is it called Ribbon Day?” I asked, still wondering 

why it got such a peculiar name.
“Oh, yes.  Well, you see, sometimes when a store opens up for 

the first time or something big starts, there’s a ribbon that has to be cut to 
make the start “official.”  So, he wanted the day to symbolize that we 
should be starting something new, turning a new page in our lives.  Well, 
that’s what my mom told me anyway.” Said Alexandra.

“How come I’ve never seen this supposed  letter from Mr. 
Albertsy?  Where is it now- can I see it?” Michael asked.  “I’ve known
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 about these rooms for a few years now, but never knew about this letter- 
who has it?”

“Oh, my mom has it now; she showed it to me once.” Answered 
Alexandra.

“Hmm, I’ll have to ask my mom about this as well; maybe we 
had a similar letter back in Pentley that I don't know about.  I’ll let you 
know what I find out tomorrow.” Cassandra said.

The next day Michael and I were talking a few things over.
“Hey, I’ve been thinking again about Ribbon Day.  I know I was 

too late to try something new this year, but in a way I feel like I already 
have- learning carpentry.  What  was your new thing this year?” I asked 
Michael.

“Oh, uh, let’s see…it was learning to play chess.  Actually, both 
Henry and I took up chess this year so we tried playing each other, but 
he’s much better at it than me.  I lost interest.  I guess I could also count 
carpentry- but I started that after Ribbon Day.”

“I think for my first Ribbon Day I'll try writing a short story.  I 
know, I know, I still have a while until the next Ribbon Day, but I figure 
there’s no harm in thinking about it now.”

“Yeah, hey- it’s time to get going…the others might already be 
waiting for us.”

We arrived a few minutes late, but everyone was happily 
chatting away. 

“Ok, as leader of us Wicktrimmer’s, I’d like to declare the start 
to this meeting.  The main agenda is to hear from Cassandra about what 
her mom said about the architects.” Henry started off.  “Cassandra, go 
on.”

“Yes, well, last night I asked my mom about it and she started 
telling me again how she discovered the rooms when she was a kid.  I 
asked about the architect and she said she knew of no other place with 
rooms like them.  I also asked her how she knew about Ribbon Day and 
she said they had found a similar letter explaining what it was.  I asked 
her if she knew anything more about the architect.  There was nothing 
she hadn’t already told me that I haven’t already told you.” Cassandra 
answered.

“Hey, I have an idea.” Said Michael.  “What if we start writing 
and sharing ideas with the Wicktrimmer’s at Pentley?  I can send letters 
along with my dad whenever he drives the carriage.  You, Cassandra, 
know the kids and can write the first letter.”

“Yeah, we should write them and see what kind of hobbies they 
are interested in now.  It’s fun to know there are other kids just like us.  
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We should also find out more about this Mr. Pentley,” I said.
“Cassandra, can you get the letter ready by next week?  I heard 

the family will be going back to Pentley next week for a few days.” 
Henry said.  Henry always seemed to know a lot about what was going 
on in the house, maybe it was because he was the oldest of us kids.

“Yes, I will work on it right away.”
Cassandra was very prompt and finished writing the letter the 

following day.  Meanwhile the next few weeks were busy because the 
entire Moorsely family was coming to visit and planned to hold a big 
ball.  We were very happy, because balls were always exciting. 
However, it was really busy.  We got the letter sent off to Pentley, but 
didn’t receive any reply.  Furthermore, the White’s were so busy getting 
ready for the big ball that they didn't make their usual biweekly trip to 
Pentley.  Thankfully the ball was coming soon and then everything 
would return back to normal.

“Do you suppose the whole Moorsely family will be coming? 
Do you think they will bring other people with them?” I asked my mom 
one evening.  

“I don’t know.  Harrietta expects they will all come, but they 
never inform us how many people will come until the day before they 
arrive.  She has kept us all busy lately and says things will stay that way 
for a while.”

The next day Harrietta came up to me after the noon meal; she 
was very busy and made a passing comment: “Oh, Brunswick, dear, 
you’ll have to start teaching young Paul how to do the candles…I have 
other jobs for you to do now that things are getting busier around here.”

“But I…l…I like this job, do I have to give it up?” I asked.
“Yes, I’m afraid you will.  I will be sending you to help in the 

stables.  With so many people coming we’ll need extra hands to help care 
for the horses.”

I was sad to give up the wicktrimmer’s job, but glad to be able to 
help Michael and his father tend the horses.  The next day I found Paul 
and told him about the job.

“Oh, Paul, Harrietta told me yesterday that I’m to show you the 
job of wicktrimmer.  As things are getting busy around here she has 
given me other things to do so I will no longer have  the job.”

Apparently, she also told Paul about it, for he said, “Yeah, I 
know.  She told me this morning.  It can’t be that hard, right?”

“Yeah, it's not that bad.  Meet me in the basement hallway at 4 
this afternoon and I’ll show you the ropes.”

I started to go to the stables to tell Michael about it, but ran into 
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Henry on the way.  
“Oh, Henry, I’ve to give up the job as wicktrimmer.  Harrietta 

said Paul’s to have it next while I’m to help in the stables.  How long do 
you think it’ll take him to find the rooms?” I asked Henry.

“Hmm…I would say a month and a half.”
“Ok, I’ll say a month.  I’m on my way to find Michael, do you 

know where he is?”
“Oh, I think he’s with his father at the stables.”
“Thanks.” I said as I walked on toward the stables.  I found 

Michael helping his dad brush down one of the horses.
“Oh, hello there,” his father said as he saw me coming in.  “I 

hear you are to be helping us out from now on.”
“Yes, sir.” I said.
“Papa, you never told me about it.  Swick is going to be helping 

us?  That’s great.  Welcome to the stables.” Michael said, reaching out 
his hand to give it a big firm congratulations' shake.  

“Yes, well, I am glad, but I have to give up the wicktrimmer’s 
job.”

“Oh, I see.  Who’s to have it next?”
“Paul.  Hey, how long do you think it’ll take for him to find it?  I 

think it’ll be about a month.”
“Oh, I think he’s a pretty clever lad.  I’d say two weeks.”
“Two weeks!” I exclaimed.  “I don’t think he’s that smart.”
“Yes, well, we’ll have to see.”
The next day I was busy showing him all the candles that are lit 

regularly and the times to light them.  I told him to be careful lighting 
them, but he said it seemed easy.  

Chapter 11
The ball was soon upon us.  The entire Moorsely family and 

many of their friends came  making it a very full house.  There were so 
many carriages coming and going that Michael and I were kept busy 
brushing the horses, cleaning the stables, and making sure there was 
fresh hay and water.  

About two days after the ball the Moorsely's left to go to their 
winter estate.  Things started to get back to normal again, except for the 
rumor flying around that Mrs. Vera Moorsely Smith was expecting.  This 
was cause for another Wicktrimmer’s meeting.

“My mom told me that the missus is expecting.” Alyssay started 
saying.

“Yes, I think it is true and no longer a rumor.” Henry said.
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“I heard my dad saying that he was taking the Smiths back to 
Pentley for a few days- leaving tomorrow if I remember right.” Michael 
said.

“Oh, I do hope we'll get a letter from the other kids there.” 
Cassandra said.  
 “Yes,” said Alexendra, “I want to find out more about the 
architects and why both houses have the secret rooms.” 

“I’m sure we all do.  Now, there was something else…” Henry 
started saying, but he was interrupted by the door opening.  We were all 
surprised to see Paul come in. “Paul, why, welcome.  Please, please, 
come on in.  How did you find this place?” 

“Oh, I found it the night of the big ball.  I knew I had to light 
extra candles but wasn’t sure which ones.  My arm bumped into the 
candlestick while I was trying to light it and the door started opening up. 
I told myself I would come back later to explore.  However, as I was 
coming I started seeing Brunswick and Michael walking in the same 
direction.  So I stood by and watched, waiting a few minutes before 
coming in.” Paul said.

“Yes, well welcome.” Michael said, giving him a warm 
handshake.  “Please, sit down and welcome to the Wicktrimmer’s. Let 
me give you the grand tour.”

We were all glad to have Paul join us and had a small discussion 
to see if he should be allowed to tell his sister, Louisa, about it or if she 
should have to find it on her own like the others.

“Oh, do please tell her- we need more women around here!” 
Alyssay exclaimed.

“Very well, then, tell her about it and bring her with you for the 
next Wicktrimmer’s meeting next week.”

Paul was fascinated with all the things in the rooms and 
took up learning Chess.  Henry agreed to teach him when he had time. 
The next week we were very glad to have Louisa join us.  When Paul 
showed his sister the secret rooms she was overwhelmed.

“How could all these things be here- and why?  Who are they 
for?” she exclaimed.

“Why, they're for us servant kids.” He said and he started 
explaining about the how the architect put in the secret rooms.  He also 
told her about Ribbon Day and the Pentley Estate.  She was so happy.

“Wow- this is just all so good.  Is it ok if I play the piano?”
“Yes, don’t be silly, go ahead!.”
“Do you remember how Miss Ruth Moorsely used to always 

play the piano when we were back at the Moorseley’s winter estate?  
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Sometimes I’d try to sneak into one of the rooms close by and listen to 
her play.  I’ve always dreamed of being able to play myself, but never 
thought it possible.”

Cassandra was so glad Louisa was introduced to the rooms and 
they became good friends.  In fact, Cassandra was learning to play the 
piano as well before her family moved, so she started teaching her the 
little she knew.  Now, all the children on the estate were official 
Wicktrimmers.  We also received a letter from Pentley, which Cassandra 
read aloud to us all:

Dear Cassandra and Wicktrimmers,
We are overjoyed to hear about the secret rooms at Rosefield and 

are glad to hear how similar they are.  We would like to keep 
corresponding to see what new things you are planning for Ribbon Day 
(now only a few months away).  As for the matter you wrote about, I 
asked around about Mr. Robert Pentley, the architect.  He came from a 
poor family.  His parents were servants in a large estate, but his mother 
got sick and died when he was eight years old.  The other children and 
servants of the house helped his father care for him- they really became 
an extended family for him.  When he was eighteen his father sent him 
away to live with his uncle to work in the construction business.   It was 
there he became interested in architecture and started helping design 
some of the buildings his uncle built.  

He soon started designing and building houses by himself and in 
a few years’ time grew a reputation for his creativity and hard work.  He 
traveled to many places to see different styles of architecture; it was on 
one of these trips that he met Miss Betty White.  A year later they got 
engaged, but she died a few months later from a serious bout of 
pneumonia.  However, he still kept in touch with her family and became 
good friends with her brother, Quincy.  A number of years later Quincy 
got married and Mr. Pentley built them this house (the Pentley Estate). 
When he built the house, he had the secret rooms built in- but they were 
empty.  The construction workers thought they’d be used for storage, but 
before Mr. Pentley died he had them filled with a collection of his 
belongings.  

As far as Rosefield is concerned, we don’t know how or why 
you have these secret rooms as well.  Clearly it wasn’t the same 
architect, because you say your house was built by Mr. Albertsy and 
ours, as we all know, by Mr. Pentley.  However, there must be some kind 
of connection.  Both houses have the secret rooms and a letter from the 
architect about the rooms and Ribbon Day.  Sorry we have no more
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 information about these peculiarities, but would like to keep in contact. 
Please write when you can.
Sincerely,
Victoria, on behalf of all the Wicktrimmers in Pentley (yes, after 
receiving your letter we have decided to change our name from the 
“Society of Rooms” to the “Wicktrimmers.”  We hope you don’t mind).

“Thank you for reading, Cassandra.  Clearly we must do some 
more research to figure out this mystery.  Alyssay and Alexandra, your 
mom has lived at the Moorsely House for a long time, can you tell her 
about Pentley and ask if she knows if there’s any connection between the 
architects?” Henry asked.

“Yes, I’ll ask her as soon as I can.” Alexandra said.
True to her word, Alexandra asked her mom about the mystery 

behind the architects, but she knew nothing.  

Chapter 12
They had almost forgotten about the matter entirely because they 

were increasingly more and more busy due to Mrs. Vera White’s 
pregnancy.   There seemed to be an endless list of tasks to be done in 
regard to the baby’s nursery, finding a good nursemaid, and preparing 
food to fancy every whim of Mrs. White.  Lately she had a craving for 
butter rolls and baked goods, which kept Alexandra and Alyssay’s 
mother busy. 

The months went by quickly; soon it was only a month until the 
baby was due to be born.  Henry called together a Wicktrimmer’s 
meeting to talk about how things might change after the baby's born.

“Undoubtedly, the only change is that we’d be even busier than 
we are now!” Alyssay complained.  In the past few weeks they were so 
busy helping their mom baking that it seemed like the kitchen had 
swallowed them whole.

“Yes, we’ll all be busier from now on.” Henry said.
“Henry, I got another letter from Victoria at the Pentley House.” 

  “Yes, please read it to us all then.”

Dear Cassandra and fellow Wicktrimmers,
We wanted to write more about the matter of the architects.   The 

White family have decided to transform one of the rooms of the estate 
into a nursery for the baby.  Although Mr. John and Mrs. Vera don’t live 
at Pentley anymore, they visit quite often which seemed to be enough of 
an excuse to build a baby nursery here as well.  The room they were
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 transforming was an old storage room, filled with old furniture, papers, 
and the like.

 As the servants were carrying the furniture, one of the drawers 
to a desk came open and revealed a collection of letters.  They took them 
out and brought them to the family.  They opened one of the letters and, 
seeing it was from the architect, Mr. Pentley, gave it back to the servant 
saying they don’t need to keep them anymore.  Well, we had earlier 
asked all the servants if they knew anything about Mr. Pentley, so they 
gave it to us kids.  We have enjoyed reading them since.  

From reading the letters, we learned that Mr. Pentley and your 
architect were acquaintances.  It appears they were actually cousins, your 
architect being the son of Mr. Robert Pentley’s uncle.  Mr. Robert’s 
father was the one who trained your Mr. Albertsy to be an architect. 
They became good friends and often exchanged letters.  They had both 
decided to put the secret rooms in these two houses to give servant’s 
children a chance at trying some of the  things only the wealthier kids 
have a chance to try.  They wanted to give them a library, musical 
instruments, toys, etc… This was to be their legacy, known only to the 
few servants who knew of the rooms.

The letters we found were friendly letters between the two, 
discussing the buildings they were working on or different hobbies they 
both shared.  One letter in particular mentioned the Rosefield estate a 
great deal and said how your architect was designing the house so the 
secret rooms would be concealed by the candlestick lever.

We hope you are all doing well; we are sure you must be busy 
now that Mrs. White’ baby can come any day.  
 -Victoria (on behalf of the Wicktrimmers at Pentley)
PS: Louisa and Paul- welcome to the Wicktrimmers; we are glad you 
discovered the rooms.
 

“I guess that solves the mystery behind the architects.” Alyssay 
blurted out.

“It’s very interesting- the connection between the architects.  I 
figured there must’ve been some kind of connection.” commented 
Henry.

“We should be going, my dad said there’s some people coming 
tomorrow so we have to get the stables ready for all the extra horses.” 
Michael said.

“ Yes, we all have much to do.  I guess that’s all for now.” Henry 
said.
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Chapter 13
The baby’s due date came and went; she was born a week late. 

However, now that the baby was born, the family took fewer trips to 
Pentley, but each time they went they stayed longer.  Because of this, the 
letters between the Wicktrimmers were fewer and far between. 
However, they were all busy, especially at the Moorsely House (there 
always seemed to be people coming to see the baby).  The Moorsely 
family came more often as well, which always added to the stress since 
things had to be even more perfect when they were there.

 One day Michael and I were helping his dad, Richard, with the 
horses.  I remember talking to Michael about Ribbon Day, which was 
coming up soon. I had a hard time deciding what to do for it, so I thought 
I’d ask him about it.

“Hey, Michael, I’m thinking about trying my hand at writing 
short stories for Ribbon Day this year.  Have you decided what you’re 
going to do yet?”

“No, not yet.  I might try learning another language; wouldn’t 
that be something- to speak another language?”

 “Yeah.  Hey, I was wondering if you wouldn’t mind reading 
some of the stories as I finish them?”  

“Sure.  No problem.” 
As we were talking, Michael’s dad come up to us.
“I hope I’m not interrupting anything but today I have to take the 

family to Pentley for a two day visit.  Would one of you like to come 
with me- one of you has to stay behind to help care for the stables while 
we’re gone, but the other can come with me.  You can choose which of 
you wants to come.”
  “I think you should go,” Michael said. 

“No, I think you should go…you’ve helped your dad for so long 
and have barely been off the grounds.  Besides I have some other stuff to 
do around here.” Brunswick said. 

“Are you sure?”
“Yes, of course!”
“So it’s settled- Michael will go.  You’d better get your things 

together; the family wants to leave early this afternoon.” Richard said.
“Ok, well, I…I, guess I should be going then.” Michael said.
Michael left with his father that afternoon.  The trip was rather 

short, only a two to three hour drive.  When they first arrived they were 
busy unloading the luggage and taking care of the horses.  However, they 
got to enjoy dinner with the other servants of the Pentley Estate.  It was 
here that Michael first got to see all the kids they had been writing to the
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 past few months.  After all the introductions were made, they started
 talking about the latest news in both houses.  Michael felt right at home, 
like an extended family.  The next day he had some chores helping his 
father with the horses in the morning, but spent the rest of the day with 
the Wicktrimmers of Pentley.  Later in the morning they all met together 
to talk more.

“Michael, we are so glad you could come, after writing back and 
forth so long.” Victoria started.  Victoria had fairly long red hair, usually 
tied back or put in a braid.  “How do the Wicktrimmer rooms compare 
with those at the Moorsely House?  How are you all?  It’s been a few 
weeks since we had any letters.  When we heard Mr. John, Vera, and 
their baby were coming to visit we were hoping that we might get a letter 
from you, but having you here in person is much better.”

“Yes, well, I am equally as delighted to be here.   The rooms at 
the Moorsely House are about the same, but you have two extra rooms 
than we do.  However, the things in the rooms are the same, except you 
have a bit more.  It’s all quite amazing.”

“And how is everyone there at the Moorsely House?  What kind 
of hobbies are you doing over there?  Is Cassandra still teaching Louisa 
the piano?  And did you finish the stool you were working on?  You 
know I also took up carpentry and have been busy working on a small 
chess table for the sitting room.” Mark, one of the older kids said.  Mark 
was a rather short fellow for his age, 12 years old, but seemed much 
older.  

“Yes, I am still working on the stool- but am not doing that well 
on it.  Maybe this afternoon you could help teach me some carpentry 
skills if you have time.  Brunswick is also working on carpentry, but 
hasn’t finished the piece he’s working on yet.  And yes, Cassandra is still 
teaching Louisa how to play the piano; they are both enjoying it.  Henry 
has been teaching Paul how to play chess.  Alyssay and Alexandra have 
both started learning to crochet.  However, sometimes we don’t have 
much time to work on all our hobbies, as I’m sure you all understand.”
 “Yes, well.  Ribbon Day is coming up- what are some of the 
things you are all doing?” Mark asked.

“Hmm, let’s see.  I think Brunswick mentioned writing a short 
story.  Henry said he might try his hand at carpentry.  I should tell him 
how you are building a chess table- he might be interested since he’s 
been teaching Paul how to play chess.  Cassandra and Louisa mentioned 
learning how to paint portraits.  The others I’m not sure; I don’t think 
they really decided yet.  What things are you doing?”

They finished exchanging ideas for Ribbon day and talked until 
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lunch.  Michael spent the afternoon with Mark, learning some carpentry 
techniques.  The next day Michael was so busy he barely had time to say 
good-bye to them.  The family wanted to leave in the late morning 
instead of the afternoon as they had earlier planned.  

When he got back to the Moorsely House, I was waiting for him 
at the stables.  “How was it?  Did you see the others there?” I asked.

“Yes, I got to see their rooms and everything.  It was so nice- 
just like ours.  Hey, one of them, Mark, is also learning carpentry so he 
showed me some new techniques.  We’ll have to call together a meeting 
tonight so I can tell the others about my trip.” Michael answered.

That night Michael told us about Pentley and the Wicktrimmer’s 
there.  There were six rooms in Pentley- two sitting rooms, a carpentry 
room, two rooms for toys (one for boys (including a large train set) and 
another for girls (including a large play house)), a library, a girls' room 
(with all sorts of ribbons, yarn, etc…), a music room, a game room, and a 
small art studio.
 “Very interesting.” Henry said thoughtfully.

“Yes, isn’t it wonderful!” exclaimed Alyssay.
“Hey, Michael, you’ll have to teach me some of those new 

carpentry techniques tomorrow.” I said.
“Yeah, sure.” 

Chapter 14
The next few months came and went without much consequence. 

However, one evening a letter came from the Pentley to the family.  As 
soon as it was read, Mr. John White stood up and stared out of the 
window for a long time while Mrs. Vera burst into tears and left the 
room immediately.  The eldest Mr. White, the oldest son of Quincy 
White who was good friends with Mr. Robert Pentley (the architect) died 
in an accident.  

Mr John and Mrs. Vera were wrenched with grief and shock. 
The next day they went to Pentley to be with and comfort John’s family. 
It seemed the eldest Mr. White was riding his horse when it got spooked 
and threw him off.  He had a hard fall and lived only a few hours in an 
unconscious state.  The funeral was set for two days’ time.  As soon as 
the word spread among the servants, the Wicktrimmer’s gathered 
together.  

“Now, we have all heard about the death of the eldest Mr. 
White.” Henry started out.  “I suggest we write a letter to the 
Wicktrimmer’s in Pentley to see how they are coping with all that’s been 
going on- the sooner the better.  I suspect the family here will want to 
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leave as soon as possible for Pentley.  I am sure the Wicktrimmers and 
servants there are busy with all everyone coming to pay their final 
respects.  However, it would be good to get a letter to them and hopefully 
hear from them soon.”

 “I will start working on the letter right away.  Let’s see…” 
Cassandra said as she started writing: 

Dear fellow Wicktrimmers:
We were sorry to hear about the eldest Mr. White’s death today. 

We realize it must be a busy time for you, with so many people coming 
and a funeral to prepare.  We are all doing well here.  I suspect it’ll be 
pretty quiet here for a while, until Mr. John, Mrs. Vera, and their baby 
return.  Please write back soon.
-Cassandra and the Wicktrimmers of Moorsely

   The family stayed in Pentley a few weeks; there seemed to be a 
lot to do.  When they returned, Michael’s father carried a letter for 
Michael.  As soon as Michael received it, he knew it was from the 
Wicktrimmers of Pentley and told Henry about it and called everyone 
together to read it.

“Michael, I think you should read the letter since you were the 
first to receive it.” Henry said.  

“Yes, well, I haven’t read the letter yet, I was waiting to read it 
in front of you all.” Michael started:

Dear Wicktrimmers of the Moorsely House,
Yes, we are all doing well, although the whole house has been a 

bit gloomy lately.  We have all been busy with the funeral and the many 
visitors.  The big news is that the family has decided to move.  It appears 
they want to move back to where they originally came from; maybe there 
are too many sad memories here with the eldest Mr. White’s death.  Mr. 
Frank White was the son of the older Quincy White, for whom this house 
was built.  Mr. Frank White had 3 children- James, Jessica, and Johh, 
John being the same one who married your Vera Moorsely.  Jessica is 
married and lives a days’ journey from here.  

After Mr. Frank Quincy’s death, the estate fell to James, who has 
decided to move back to where the family originally came from.  He has 
put the house up for sale.  None of us know what will become of us- if 
we are to move or if we'll simply be passed down to the next owners of 
the house.  However, none of us kids want to leave because we know we 
will miss being a part of the Wicktrimmer’s.  In spite of all the recent
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 events, we hope you are doing well.  Until next time, this must be good-
bye.
-Victoria, on behalf of the Wicktrimmer’s of Pentley

            “What do you think will happen to them?” Alyssay blurted out. 
“It’s hard to say.” Henry said.
“I’m really shocked to hear all of this.  After all I grew up in the 

Pentley Estate  until I moved here.  I hope some of the servants will be 
sent here instead of being sent away, but I don’t know.”  Cassandra said.

“We’ll have to wait and see.” Henry said.

Chapter 15
Once the news was made public that the Pentley House was up 

for sale, everyone expected the White family to leave immediately. 
However, they waited almost a half a year, looking for the right buyer for 
the estate.  When it seemed like no one would buy (or the right person 
should I say; they wanted to make sure it would be well looked after by 
the next owners), they gave up and moved back to where they came 
from, leaving the house as it was.  As for the servants, they were all sent 
away.  Some were taken to the Moorsefield House, including Victoria, 
her brother Patrick, and their parents.  Others were sent to nearby estates 
while a few were taken with the Whites to the place they were moving 
to.  

The Wicktrimmer’s gladly welcomed the newcomers.
“Victoria and Stephen, we are so glad you and your family 

moved here.” Michael said.  “Although for you it must be bittersweet to 
have to leave Pentley.  The Wicktrimmer rooms at Pentley were really 
nice, as far as I remember.  I especially liked the big train set in one of 
the rooms and all the tools in the carpentry room.”

“Yes, we do miss all the rooms and the other Wicktrimmers of 
course.  It seems as if we’ve been scattered all over the place, but I am 
glad my brother and I got to come here.  It’s so good to see all of you for 
myself after having heard so much about you.” Victoria continued.

“And I think I will be able to continue my carpentry project I 
started this past Ribbon Day,” Patrick input.
  “I will miss having the Pentley Wicktrimmer’s to write to 
though,” Cassandra said.  “I don’t think any of us will receive any letters 
now.”

 

34



Chapter 16
The following year went by very quietly.  The biggest news was 

that Mrs. Vera Smith was expecting again. Their daughter was now two 
years old.  As for the Wicktrimmers- we continued to keep ourselves 
busy.  I had recently starting writing a long story and showed part of it to 
Michael, who seemed to enjoy reading it.  I decided to read it aloud at 
the next Wicktrimmer meeting.

“Well, as we all know by now, Mrs. Vera Smith is going to have 
another baby.  So, we can be expecting a number of people to visit in the 
next few months.” Henry began. 

“Ooh, how fun.” Alyssay said sarcastically.  She was tired of all 
the extra work everyone had whenever visitors came.

“I think it’ll be a busy time.” Paul said.
“Hey, I was wondering if I could read something- I started 

writing a long story for Ribbon Day and just finished the first chapter.” I 
said. 

“Yeah, sure,” Henry said.
  “Wait, I have something to say- of greater importance than the 
story, sorry Michael,” Cassandra said hesitantly.  “It appears that I…  I… 
I am to be sent away for I don’t know how long.”

“What for?” asked Henry.  
“To help my aunt and uncle.  They have a few children and are 

looking for a governess.  My parents think this might be a good 
opportunity for me.”

“How soon do you have to leave?” I asked.
“Next week.  I am sad to have to leave you all but it appears I 

have no choice in the matter.” 
The week went so fast and before we knew it we were saying 

goodbye to Cassandra.  It was bittersweet for all of us.

Chapter 17
The next few months went by fairly fast.  Cassandra sent a few 

letters from her new home, telling us about her aunt and uncle and their 
children.  From what she wrote, she seemed to enjoy it.  One time when 
Henry started writing a letter back to her, I asked if I could send her one 
of my short stories to see if the children might enjoy it.  A month later 
Henry received a letter from her with a note, saying how the children 
enjoyed the story.  In fact, they enjoyed it so much that they told their 
father about it.  Cassandra’s Uncle was wondering if he could send a 
copy of it to the local newspaper for publication.  I was elated!  Me- a 
real author?  It was hard to believe.  I know it was just a newspaper, but 
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still very big for me.
I was so excited and looked for Michael immediately.
“Michael, I have something exciting to tell you!” I exclaimed.
“What is it, Swick?  I am all ears.” 
“Do you remember how I sent one of my short stories to 

Cassandra to read to the children?  Well, they told their father, 
Cassandra’s uncle, about it and he took a great deal of interest in it.  He 
wants to put it in the newspaper!”

“Really?  How exciting- you, a real author!”
“Well, not yet.  To be honest, I don’t think much will become of 

it.”
“Silly nonsense.  Hey, what story was it- the one about the 

map?”
“No, it was the one about the boy and his favorite horse.”
“Yeah, now I remember.  That was a good one.”
 I told Henry to mention in his next letter to Cassandra that it’d 

be ok for her uncle to publish the story.  It seemed that Henry and 
Cassandra were writing longer and longer letters back and forth; I 
wondered what it could mean.  A short while later there were some 
changes in the servants at the Moorsely House, which, as usual, we 
discussed in the Wicktrimmer’s meeting.

“I hear the baby is to be born next month already.  Time has 
come and gone so fast.” Michael said.

“Yes, well, beware, because soon we’ll have another screaming, 
little baby around.” Victoria said, sarcastically.

“I thought you liked babies though?” Alyssay asked.
“Well, I do- except when they cry and everything.”
“Oh, I see.”
“Ok, enough, enough.  I have some news.  I have received 

another letter from Cassandra.  Brunswick,” Henry said, directing 
everyone’s attention to him.  “I hope you don’t mind me mentioning this 
to everyone instead of telling you first, but she said her uncle published 
one of your stories and it was a big success.  The newspaper has asked 
for more short stories.”

“Wow, that’s great Swick!” Michael said.
“Yeah, I’ll get you another story right away.”  
 “I also have some news.” Louisa began. “Since Mrs. Vera’s 

baby is to be born soon, my mom has been chosen to be the baby’s 
nursemaid.  This means that I will have to take on all her regular 
responsibilities which will leave me very little time to come here.”

“Are you ok with it all?” Victoria asked.
36



“Well, yes- I am just glad I can stay here instead of being sent 
away.  As I get older, I know I would have to start working sooner or 
later. I was actually afraid I’d be sent away to be a governess like 
Cassandra was, but am glad I can stay here instead.”

“Yes, we are all glad you can stay here.  I was going to wait to 
mention this, but it seems like it might be a good time to mention it since 
we are on the topic.” Henry said.  “As you all know, Cassandra and I 
have been writing each other lately and, well, … I am thinking of 
marrying her and want to know what you all think of it.”

“What?” we all exclaimed.  
It appears only I was the one who had an inkling of this, so I 

said, “Yes, I think it's a good idea.”
“Yes, well in her letter to me, Cassandra mentioned to me how 

she thinks the governess business ok, but she doesn’t love it that much. 
She always mentions how she misses everyone here, me the most.  Ever 
since she came to live here I had a liking for her which has grown over 
the past year or two.   I am going to talk to her parents about it today or 
tomorrow, then write her a letter of proposal.”

“Wow, does that mean she would move back here then?” Louisa 
asked.

“Yes, I do believe that’s what will happen.”
 “It’ll be nice to have her back.  I miss playing the piano with 

her.”
We didn’t hear from Cassandra for a while, but Mrs. Vera 

White’s baby was born, which meant a busy time for us all of us.  Louisa 
was busy with her full load of household chores since her mom had 
become the baby’s nursemaid. 

A month or two went by and we still heard nothing more from 
Cassandra, but then a letter came, oddly enough for me.  I wasn’t 
expecting any letter and wondered who it could be from.  It appeared it 
was from the editor of the newspaper who published a few of my short 
stories earlier.  He said he was interested in publishing a longer story and 
would put a little bit of the story in the newspaper each week so that by 
the end of the year the whole story would be published.  I was so excited 
that I wrote back immediately and told the Wicktrimmers about it.

“Hey, I have some exciting news.” I exclaimed.
“What is it Swick?” Michael asked.
“Well, I got a letter from the newspaper asking me to write a 

long story so they could publish it little by little every week in the 
newspaper!”

“Wow, that’s great!” Michael exclaimed.
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“Yes, I was wondering if I could read it all to you before I send it 
in.  I am supposed to send a small chunk each month, so maybe just once 
a month I’ll read what I’ve got and you can tell me if it’s good or not.”

“Sure, no problem.” Victoria said.  “I remember the short stories 
you wrote; they were really good.”

“Have you heard anything from Cassandra?” Alexandra asked.
“No, not yet, but I hope to soon.  I will let you know when I do. 

Cassandra’s parents already consented to the marriage and have talked to 
Mr. John White about bringing Cassandra back.   He said they were glad 
to have another servant around the house, especially with the new baby 
and everything.  I think she’s going to work in the kitchen or the main 
house, I’m not sure though” Henry said.

“That’s great.  It’ll be good to have her back.” Victoria said.
A week later a letter came for Henry from Cassandra.  She was 

glad to hear of the proposal and wanted to accept, but had a few 
concerns: would the family allow her to come back to the Moorsely 
House?  What would her aunt and uncle do with their children- would 
they find another governess to replace her?

It was soon all worked out and they planned to have a late 
summer wedding.  Cassandra’s aunt and uncle found someone else to 
replace her as governess and she was assured that there a place for her at 
the Moorsely House.  Actually, Mr. John said that the cook was 
complaining of having too many mouths to feed- that she needed extra 
help around the kitchen.  So this seemed like a good solution.  It was also 
decided that Henry should start working full time around the estate, 
working in the gardens. 

The time of the wedding soon approached.  It was to be a small, 
simple outdoor wedding, all that could be afforded for a servant’s 
wedding.  I remember the day well.  Cassandra looked so happy.  Her 
mother had crocheted a lace vale and she wore her favorite lavender 
dress since there was not enough money to buy a new dress for the 
occasion .   Since Henry was working in the gardens, he picked a small 
bouquet of flowers for her.  

Most of the servants were given the day off for the wedding, 
which was really generous of the family.  In the morning, Louisa had 
Cassandra sit with her veil and flowers so she could paint a portrait as a 
small wedding gift.  I wrote them a short poem for a wedding gift, which 
I read at dinner for them.  The wedding itself was held in the late 
afternoon followed by a simple dinner and a small cake Alexandra and 
Alyssay’s mother baked for them. 
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Chapter 18
It was cold that winter.  The family’s baby, who had poor health 

from the beginning, wasn’t doing that well.  With the changing of 
seasons, it was easy for the baby to catch pneumonia.   Doctor after 
doctor was called in, but it seemed not much could be done.  When the 
Moorsely family heard about the baby, they sent their regards with Miss 
Ruth Moorsely, the only one who seemed to be able to get away at the 
time.

The baby’s health lasted only a week; Mr. John and Vera were 
devastated.  They still had their older daughter, who was now almost 
three years old, but it was still a very harsh blow.  The rest of the 
Moorsely family and many friends came pouring in.  Some of the White 
family also came, those who were able to make the long distance.  The 
funeral was held a few days after the baby’s death.

“I of all people hate preparing for a funeral.  I remember the 
funeral of Mr. White before I had to move here.  It was so sad and 
everyone had such gloomy faces all day.  The sting of death was very 
strong.” Victoria said.

“My mom has been so sad and tired lately.  She stayed up many 
nights trying to calm the baby.  It’s been so hard on her.” Louisa said.

“I hear the family might be moving. The Moorsely family is 
pressuring them to move back to their winter estate, saying that the 
winter here is too harsh and they have no family nearby.  It was fine 
when the White family was still living in Pentley, but now that they have 
moved, there is no reason for them to stay here.” Alexandra said.

“I wonder if this is true or not.  If so, what will happen to us 
servants?  I’m sure they won’t keep all of us to care for an empty house.” 
Mark said. 

“Will it just be left as a vacation home like it was before they 
moved in?” I asked.

 We all found out soon enough.  The family stayed another 
month and then moved to the winter estate.  As we suspected, not all the 
servants were kept to care for the house.  The Bayman’s (Paul, Louisa, 
and their parents) were sent back to the winter estate, Mark and his 
family were sent to another estate, and Miss Felp ( Mrs. Vera’s personal 
servant) and the nursemaid were taken with them to winter estate.  

I was also told that my mom and I would have to go.  At first I 
was in shock; how could they make us leave like this- this was our home 
too after all?  However, my mom said we had no choice.  When the 
Pentley estate closed, many new servants were added to the staff of the 
Moorsely House.  Now that the Family was moving, having so many 
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servants simply was not necessary anymore.  
The first person I had to tell was Michael.  He was my best 

friend, after all.  It was easy to find him; I knew he’d be helping his 
father with the horses.  

 “Michael, I, uh, just was told that my mom and I have to leave.”
“Swick, no, this can’t be!”
“Yes, well it appears they can’t keep all the servants now that 

they’re moving.”
“What will you do?  Where will you go?”
“I don’t know yet.  My mom said there’s a carpentry shop in 

town and hopes I can get work there as an apprentice.  It won’t be much, 
but it should provide for us.”

“Wow.  This is all so hard to believe.  I knew some of the other 
families have to leave, but not you.”

“Yeah, I know, it’s going to be hard for me too.  I’m going to 
miss everyone.  This place has been my home the past several years.  It’ll 
be hard to leave, but you must promise to write and tell me how 
everyone is doing- and visit often.  The town isn’t too far away and now 
that the family won’t be here maybe your dad could spare you for a few 
days to come and visit me.”

“Yes, definitely.”
It was very sad to say goodbye to so many people all at once, but 

I knew it had to be done.  It seemed the only good thing about the move 
was that I could spend some more time with my mom.  The past few 
months have been so busy she didn’t get any of her regular days off.  I 
missed the picnics and long walks we had together.  

I found a job as an apprentice to a carpenter in a town not far 
from Rosefield.  Although the work was enjoyable, it was still hard.  The 
master carpenter lent us one of the rooms in his house to live in.  It was 
small, but my mom and I managed.  I know she missed Rosefield too- I 
could see the sadness in her eyes.  She made many friends at Rosefield 
and so far hadn’t made any new ones in here.

About a year went by and I was getting better at carpentry.  The 
master carpenter said in a few more months I’d be good enough to start 
working on my own, which made me very happy.  Michael and I kept 
exchanging letters about every other week; he told me all the latest news 
with the Wicktrimmer’s and the Rosefield estate.  Henry and Cassandra 
were now expecting their first baby- it was hard to believe!  He also told 
me of his feelings for Victoria.  It appears that he started liking her ever 
since he first went to Pentley a few years ago.  

The next letter I received from Michael said that he’s getting 
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married!  At first I was in shock, but then so happy.  I told my mom we 
must go to the wedding; this would be our first time going back to 
Rosefield since moving away.  The wedding was set for the following 
month.  

I decided to make them a fancy table with lots of designs and 
inlaid pieces of wood for a wedding gift, which kept me busy the next 
two or three weeks.  Before I knew it my mom and I were leaving to go 
to Rosefield for a few days.  It was almost like going home; all the 
servants came out to greet us.  I was surprised at how much everyone had 
grown up.  Michael helped me take the few things we brought with us to 
the rooms we were to stay in.

“Oh, it’s so good to be back.  I’m so happy for you and 
Victoria.”

“Yes, I am so glad you could come for the wedding.  Hey, a 
letter arrived for you last week, but I postponed sending it to you since I 
knew you were coming.   I don’t have it with me now, but will bring it 
later today.”

“Hmm, I wonder who it could be from.  Most of the people I 
know are all here.”

 “It looked pretty official.”
Later Michael gave me the letter and as I read it I was overjoyed. 

I read it aloud to Michael:

 Mr. Brunswick:
The story you wrote in the Fields County Gazette has come to 

my attention recently.  Someone had collected the entire story- saving the 
bits and pieces from each week to put  altogether.  They enjoyed the 
story and sent it to me to read.  After reading it, I have decided to publish 
it in book form, that is, with your permission.  Please write me with your 
consent soon.
Peter Matthews
Matthews Publishers

 “This is so exciting; I’ll have to tell the others about this, and my 
mom too!” I exclaimed.  I was so happy- hearing about my book and 
being able to attend my best friend’s wedding.  I took some time that 
night to write  my consent to publish the book.

The wedding went very well.  It was actually a little similar to 
Henry and Cassandra’s; but then again, maybe all servant’s wedding are 
similar since not much can be afforded by way of decoration and fancy 
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food.  However, it was a joyous occasion.  Michael continued helping his 
father at the stables and Victoria started working in the kitchen to 
provide extra help since Cassandra was expecting a baby.

It was soon time for my mom and I to leave again.  Although the 
time was short, both of our hearts were lightened a great deal.  The 
carpentry work seemed to be easier and lighter as well.  Soon I was told I 
could start a shop of my own if I wanted, or I could just keep working 
alongside the master carpenter.  I decided to stay and work alongside 
him.  I also heard back from the publisher about the book; he said it was 
in the process of being published.  In a few weeks it would be available 
for sale in the shops. 

The next few months passed rather slow.  I thought since my 
book was now available in the shops, it would sell fast and I could start 
making some extra money.  I wanted to buy a house for my mom and I to 
live in instead of renting the small room from the carpenter.  However, 
the book earned me only a few dollars here and there.  I resolved to put it 
behind me and plunged into carpentry.  

In the meantime, I received a few letters from Michael.  He and 
Victoria were doing very well; Victoria was enjoying the work in the 
kitchen.  The Moorsely family hadn’t come back to the house since they 
moved, but were supposed to be coming soon for a four day visit. 
Cassandra had her baby- a little boy they named Luke.  Both mother and 
baby were in good health; they said he was one of the cutest little babies 
and hardly ever cries.     

Chapter 19
 Another year went by and I was preparing to start up a carpentry 
shop of my own.  Business seemed to be good so it was a good time. 
However, a week before the grand opening, I received a letter.  It was, 
strangely enough, from a teacher at the school I attended before moving 
to Rosefield.  

Dear Brunswick,
 I know it has been a long time, and I don’t know if you 

remember me.  I am a teacher at the Shelburn Grammar school.  I was 
recently at the book shop looking through some of the new arrivals and 
found a book with your name as the author.  I was surprised and 
wondered if it could be the same person, so I bought a copy and read it.  I 
could hardly put it down; it was well written and held my interest.  I 
would like to use your book at the school as part of the curriculum, if 
that’s ok with you.  The bookstore only has a few copies of your book, so 
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I will notify the publisher of how many I will need.  If you have time 
would you be willing to come and speak to the students at the end of the 
term?  It was hard to find you at first, but the people at Rosefield were 
good enough to point me in the write direction to get your address. 
Please write back when you have the time.
With regards,
Mrs. Richards

I was shocked and surprised.  I had never thought to receive a 
letter from Mrs. Richards; I didn’t even like her class when I attended 
that school!  However, she liked my book and that was what mattered the 
most.  I told my mom immediately and wrote to Michael about the news. 

Soon I found out that since Mrs. Richards was using the book for 
her class, the other teachers thought it might be worth reading as well. 
They liked it and decided to add it to their curriculum.  Word of mouth 
spread and the book was becoming popular.  The revenues from the book 
sales started increasing rapidly!  

However, I wasn’t sure how long the book would sell, so I kept 
up with my carpentry shop, which was doing well.  Although I enjoyed 
the work, I preferred writing.  With the success of my first book, I 
decided to start writing a second when I had the time.  I also received a 
letter from Michael saying that Victoria was expecting a baby.  “Wow- 
my best friend being a father!” I thought.  

He also said that Alexandra was being sent away to be a 
governess while Alyssay was to stay and work in the kitchen.  I thought 
this must be so hard on the girls; they were best friends, as twins usually 
are.  However, I was glad it was Alexandra who was going away; being 
the more responsible one than her sister.  I thought I’d send a letter to 
cheer her up since it must be hard leaving family, friends, and home.  I 
didn’t know where she was living, so I just sent it along with my letter to 
Michael at Rosefield.  

   A few weeks later I received a letter back from Alexandra 
thanking me and saying how hard the work of governess was.  She was 
supposed to take care for and teach five children, who had lots of energy 
and often misbehaved.  She desperately missed everyone at Rosefield. 
Although we were all grown up, we were still good friends who shared 
the common thread of being Wicktrimmers.   

Looking back on my childhood, moving to Rosefield was the 
best thing that could’ve happened to me because of the Wicktrimmers. 
Not only did they give me friendship, but they also encouraged me to 
keep on writing- and gave me access to all sorts of books I wouldn’t have 
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had otherwise.  I had always thought that if I ever meet Mr. Albertsy (or 
even Mr. Pentley) I’d want to tell them a huge thank you for putting the 
Wicktrimmer’s rooms in the houses they built.   

Alexandra and I continued exchanging letters.  I wanted to help 
her if I could so she wouldn’t have to be a governess anymore. 
However, I first needed to save up the money I earned from the book 
proceeds and carpentry shop to buy a small house for my mother and I. 
We were still renting the small room in the master carpenter’s house.  He 
seemed to not mind, but I was itching for a place of my own. 

After a few more months I received a letter from Michael saying 
that he was now a proud father!  Victoria gave birth to a daughter, Lydia. 
I was so happy and said I would come and visit in three weeks’ time.  I 
wanted to first look into buying a house for my mother and I since I 
saved up enough money to buy one.  When I went to the real estate shop 
I noticed a familiar house for sale.  

“Yes, uh,.. that house.” The man hesitated.  “That house, the 
Pentley estate, was put on the market several years ago by the White 
family, but hasn’t been able to sell.  It’s been on the market so long now. 
It's a shame to see it in shambles with no one living in it. It might be in 
your price range, let me see.”

In a few minutes he came back again and said the house was a 
little more than I was willing to pay.  After a few days of thinking about 
it and asking my mom what she thought, I decided to buy it.  I would no 
longer keep the carpentry shop, but would devote my time to fixing up 
the house and writing (a prospect I was more than happy about). With the 
money from the carpentry shop along with the profits from the book I 
was able to buy the Pentley estate.  

 I never thought I’d be able to own a house, even a small house! 
Yet here I was now the master of a big house like Pentley.  I decided to 
go to Rosefield and tell Michael and the others in person.  It also 
occurred to me that I could help Alexandra out- she could leave the 
governess business and help me fix and repair Pentley.  I couldn’t give 
her much by means of pay, but I could supply her food and a roof over 
her head.  I wrote to her immediately and then proceeded to get ready to 
leave for Rosefield.
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Chapter 20
Michael was the first one to greet me at Rosefield.  
“Michael, wow- congratulations on the birth of your daughter. 

It’s hard to believe you’re a father now!  Where’s Victoria and the baby? 
I’d like to see them.”

“All in due time.  Welcome back friend.  Hey, there’s also some 
news I forgot to mention in my last letter: Cassandra’s expecting again!”

“Wow- Luke must be so old by now.  I know children grow up 
so fast.”

“Yes, well you’ll see them soon enough.  In the meantime, let’s 
get you and your mother inside.  Dinner’s almost ready, then you’ll be 
able to see everyone.”

It was so good to see everyone at dinner.  All the servants still 
ate together, just like old times.  They saved the best chunk of beef for 
dinner, as well as rolls, cooked spinach, and boiled carrots.  Alyssay and 
her mother made a small cake for dessert- to welcome us back.  I decided 
to tell everyone the news after dinner, while we were enjoying the cake 
and some tea.

“I have some good news to tell everyone.  I have decided to sell 
the carpentry shop.” I started.

“Oh, how is that good- what are you going to do now?” Michael 
asked.  “Do you have another job in…”

“Don’t be silly, he’ll come back here.” Alyssay interrupted. 
“Harrietta has been looking for another gardener.  The gardener Henry is 
working with is unable to work in the gardens anymore.  Something 
about a broken leg I think,” Alyssay said.

“Well, I used the proceeds from selling the shop and saved 
enough money from the profits from the book that I have…bought 
Pentley!”

“What?” everyone exclaimed.  
“I didn’t think it was still for sale.”  Michael said. 
“Wow- that’s really good.” Said Henry.  “Is it just going to be 

you and your mom though?  The house is so big and probably needs 
some fixing up since it's been vacant so long.”

 “Well, they do say the house is in need of repair so I wanted to 
know if some of you would be willing to help me fix it?  It’ll be a lot of 
work and I can’t pay much- just a roof over your head and some food.”

“Yeah, but I have to think of the little one now.” Michael said.
“That’s fine.  I don’t want any answers now.  Besides I won’t be 

moving for another week or two; I still have a lot to do in selling the 
carpentry shop and some projects to finish up.”
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The big news was out and everyone seemed happy, but almost 
too caught up in their own lives to come and help (or so it appeared to 
be).  I was a little disappointed and decided to leave earlier than planned 
to finish up the few things at the carpentry shop and think this decision 
through.    

A week later I received a letter from Alexandra saying that she 
would be more than glad to move to Pentley; she might not be able to do 
much but bake and do a few things here and there but would be happy 
for the opportunity- any opportunity- to be out from being a governess. 
After receiving the letter I was much encouraged and in two days’ time 
my mom and I moved to Pentley.

Chapter 21
Upon arriving, I was surprised to see Michael waiting for me.  
“What are you doing here?”  
“Why, to help take care of your stables of course, and whatever 

else you might need help with.”
“But…, I…I thought you weren’t interested in coming to 

Pentley.  What about your baby?”
“All in due time, they are waiting inside for us.”
“They?”
“Yes, you’ll see.  Come on.”
As I walked into the foyer, I was surprised to see not only 

Victoria and Lydia, but also Alexandra, Alyssay, Louisa, Paul, Henry, 
Cassandra (who came to help even though she was pregnant.  She later 
said she came along to help take care of all the children so everyone else 
could work), and Luke.  

“What are you all doing here?”
 “To help you of course.” Alexandra said.
“But what of…Rosefield?  How will they manage,… and you, 

Louisa and Paul- from the winter estate?  W-w-what?  H-h-how?”
“Oh, when I heard the news that Pentley was finally being 

bought, I asked from whom and they said a fellow named Brunswick. 
You see, you have become well known now- not only as the new owner 
of Pentley, but also for rising up from being a mere servant to owning a 
fairly large estate.  I asked right away if my brother and I could get away 
for a few weeks and they gave us the permission, so here we are- ready 
to help.  What can we do?” Louisa answered.

 “Wow.  And how about all of you- don’t they still need servants 
at Rosefield?”  

 “Yes, well after you left I talked with Harrietta about it.” 
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Michael continued. “She said they didn’t expect the family for another 
months so she has given us all a month off to help you.  She remembered 
how good of a help you and your mom were, so she was more than glad 
to do this.”

“Wow, this is all, so good.  I can hardly believe it.” I said, 
overwhelmed.

They had even brought some food with them from Rosefield for 
a picnic lunch.  Since all the rooms in Pentley were so dusty and in great 
need of repair, we ate all our meals outside for the first few days.  It 
brought back memories of my picnics with my mom on her days off 
when she worked at Rosefield; I was glad to start making some new 
good memories.  Harrietta was so good as to let us all come back to 
Rosefield each evening to sleep since we couldn’t stay in Pentley.  It 
took about two weeks to do the basic repairs and make a few rooms 
livable, but with everyone’s help it got finished.  The training and all the 
work I had done in the carpentry shop helped a lot.  Michael was also a 
big help, since he had done some carpentry in the Wicktrimmer’s rooms. 

After another week the first floor sitting room, foyer, kitchen, 
and library were repaired.  Louisa and Paul went back to the winter 
estate.  Alyssay, Henry, Cassandra, and Luke also went back to 
Rosefield.  After being away from Rosefield for so long I was really 
surprised at how much everyone changed- they seemed much older, but 
at the heart they were still the same.  

It was a year or two since I had seen Alexandra- I guess the last 
time was at Michael and Victoria’s wedding.  Now she seemed much 
wiser and even more beautiful.  While Alyssay was still outspoken and 
often spoke whatever came to mind, Alexandra was reserved and 
preferred to listen first.  When she mentioned she might start looking for 
another job as governess, I suggested maybe she stay and live at Pentley 
once it was all fixed up.  That night I talked with my mom about the 
possibility of marrying her.  She was very happy about it, so I went the 
next day to Rosefield (with the excuse of bringing one of Henry’s sons’ 
toys he left behind) to ask permission to marry her.  Her parents were 
equally as happy as my mom was so I talked with Alexandra later that 
night when I came back to Pentley.  

Alexandra gladly consented to the marriage.  In another two 
months we finished fixing up the house and were married.  Michael, 
Victoria, and Lydia also decided to move to Pentley- “You could always 
use a good stablehand” Michael said.  They later had three more 
children- Robert, Erica, and Swick (named after yours truly).  Henry and 
Cassandra, although unable to move to Pentley (since Henry became the 
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butler of Rosefield), came to visit often- with their two children, Luke 
and Emily.  Mark continued living in Pentley to help care for the 
gardens.  He and Alyssay were later married and had three children. 
Me?  Alexandra and I lived for many years in Pentley- the rest of our 
lives, actually.  We had five children (Robert,  Marianne, Quincy, Mike, 
and Ruth) who all enjoyed the Wicktrimmer’s rooms.  We kept the 
Wicktrimmer rooms as they were, but only allowed the children to use 
them.  We thought it unfair to use the things in the Wicktrimmer’s rooms 
when we had the whole house!                           

Oh, I almost forgot.  In all the repair work, we found a few more 
letters from Mr. Robert Pentley, the architect, and discovered that he 
married and had seven children.  When I told my mom about it, she was 
surprised and said she wanted to read the letters for herself.   As she read 
them, she was more and more certain that Mr. Robert’s youngest 
daughter, Patricia, was the one and the same- her Aunt Patricia 
Longbourn (she married my grandmother’s brother and took on his 
name- Longbourn).  Aunt Patricia sometimes would mention how her 
father was building different estates, but my mom never thought to make 
the connection between the Mr. Pentley and her Aunt Patricia. 

Is there anything else you wish to know about Pentley?  I hope 
this will satisfy all your questions and curiosities.  I have often thought to 
write a book about the history of this house, but never found time, so I 
am glad you have chosen to write it.  From the bottom of my heart- thank 
you.  I will gladly write the introduction and anything else you may need. 
You know, over the years, many people have asked if I would ever be 
interested in writing my autobiography, but I think this is much better; 
and who would be better to write it than my grandson?

Epilogue:
Michael and Brunswick started their own carpentry business directly 
from the Pentley estate.  They became famous for the good quality of 
wood and techniques shown in their furniture.  Brunswick kept writing 
his books.  Although he never made a lot of money, he made enough to 
sustain him and his family.  Mark and Alyssay moved to France for two 
years for a high job offer Mark was given; however, they both missed 
everyone and their life at Pentley and soon came back.  They had four 
children.  Henry and Cassandra stayed in Rosefield, although their son, 
Luke, later moved to Pentley to help run the carpentry business.  Michael 
and Victoria never strayed farther than Rosefield- and then only to visit 
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Henry and Cassandra.  Although none of the Wicktrimmers ever made a 
name for themselves, save Michael and Brunswick, most of their 
children and grandchildren held positions of leadership, and scholarship.




