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TRUTKH.

KITTY.

The Story of a Christuins Eve  and After,

** Uh, mothor, 1t 18 suuwiny fast mn_:
thore 18 nothing to losh at but snuw |
grumbled Kitty O'Hara,

** And what ‘else should yuu Juoh at at
Chustmas-tunel  Foruy part, 1like to
wolcumo the tras old-fashioned weather,

“ But it’s rathor dreary to bo buried
for weehs belund thoso by ulls. Don't
you wish wo werv neat the towsn,
mothor?”

“No Lda't,aud you vught to by
ashiuned to stand thero and chatter su
foulishily, Kity,  Come aud projste yoti
father's tea” ) .

Befuro Kty lad finished butteriug the
Tust thickh ruund of tuast, o wuftled noise
of wheels echued thieugh the still air,
sueceeded by o loud shrill whintle at the
front gate, Down fll the tuast aud huife
on b of it.

“*Mother, mother, hero's fathet !
od Kitty.

Without o second’s dolay, Mis. O'TTarn
slrude from the dainy and hasteucd to un-
bult tho deur ; and Tilly, the hard work
ed maid-of-all-work, suddenly ceased her
vivlent cattering of caus and followed iu
the rear.

“What a Leauatiful winter uight  like

shout

T the goud oW-fashionad times when we

used to sit on grandfather’s knee and lis-
ten to his ghust-storics I thuught Mrs,
O'Hara, as sho glanced at the white hills
and dazzling valleys.

An eatm-merry cusy meal was the jolly
substautial tea in  the farm kitclen.
O'Hara sat in his wide arm-chair in the
chimney- curner, and with immense relish
sipped his cucua and ate his big slices of
home-cured beef and  pickled tongue;
and Kitty made ao pretense of apprecia-
tion as she munched the crisp buttered
toast, and brown ginger-cakes hor mother
made so well.  How full of fun and
bustle was the remainder of that happy
ovening! There wero the lufty hall, best
parlor, and kitchen to finish with final
sprays hiere and there of hally and mistle-
toe ; there were the numervus varied pro-
sents to be given to the hiredhandsun the
morrow waiting to bo arranged in order
to-night. Everything, before they laid
their Leads on their pallows, must be
done ** decently and inorder,” said farmer
O'Har.

Steadily the hours sped on, and soon
the largo round moun brehe through the
rolling clouds and loohed dewn uictly
upen the sleeping world. 1t was a glori-
ous wght, an exquisite scene, viewed frum
the sweet shelter of homo—a picture to
<dmire, gazed at by those stauding in
warm well-lit rooms, “Jack Frost” at a
respectablo distanco un tho other sido of
the window—but, alas, thero was very
littlo beauty in it to the half-frozen tra-
veller, the hungry, the foutsore, the
stranger who had lost ]xi:; way ?

* *

4 What's that ! Hark? Surcly I heard
somcthing ! What can it be 1"

Kitty O'Hara started from sleop, and
satup m bed, listening.  Againcnme that
strange murmuring sonnd in the dead of
night—half cry, half call.  An awful si
lenco onsucd ; then something was thrown
at tho window. Kitty’s heart went pit-a-
pat so violently that it scemed as if it
must.stop beating.  She did not believe
in hobgoblins or ghosts ; sho was necither
superstitious nor timid ;yct, when a sce-
ond pebble struck the glass pano and roll-
ed down upon tho zill, sho felt terribly
:x]]:trmcd, yct could not have explained
why.

Xl’llsmotbcrmyself under the clothes!”
moaned bowildered Kitty

Beforo sho could get to her father or
mother, sho must emss a harrible dark
passago; beforo she cnuld get to Tilly,
gho must mount winding creaking stairs.
For ono minuto sho Iay very still, think-
ing. At last an idea struck her. Por
haps semo one had lost their way.  She
would open the window and shout.

ICitty's littlo spirit ]um}) was burning
brightly un the twilot table; perhaps the
glimmer of the light had attracted somo
one outside. Yet who would como on
Christmas Lvo to such a lunoly little
farm behind the hilla?

Kitty threw a shawl over her head,
braced hevsolf up not to be afraid, pulled
back the curtain, oponed tho window,
and then shouted ina vuice of assumed
sternncess

“‘Any cno here "

Thoe words sounded harsh and.unnatu-
ral, and ccho answered them far away.

“Shelter this bitter night, if only ina
barn, I pray you !”

“Whaare you ?”

“A traveller who has lost his way.”

“How am 1 to knew you are speaning
tho truth "

“Have pity wn me!
dead I”

“You must wait a bit longer. 1 will call
my father.”

Kitty's loving heart ached as she lis
toned to the strangoer's voico, sv weak
from expogure and pain.  Shoe hastened
with fearless steps and knocked at her
mother’s dvor, never doubting for one
moment that they would lot the poor
creature in,

Kitty had no easy task to rouse her
father ; he had had a long day in the mar-
ket, and was snoring now as loudly as—
yes, Kitty could not help saying it- as
the old sow in the yard. o could not
be brought to his senses or induced to be-
licve that there was really a miserable
being outside pleading for shelter- for
admittance even into the barn. Oh, no!
Heknew all about it ; he knew —ho was
not such a fool - what the rogue wanted.
H~ had heard of such capers before—he
was not born yesterday, 1f ho were to
give car to the mad fancies of mankind,
they would be murdered in their beds
and the whole jlace ransacked beforo
dawn that was all. Kitty had better go
back to her bed and dream.

But Kitty stood quite still, making no
attempt to move. And sucha queer ob-
ject sho looked—her quilted petticoat
trailing on the floor, a course gray shawl
thrown anyhow about her shoulders and
head, the littlo spirit-lamp flickering and
glimmering in hor hand.

“Oh, father and mother, I didn't think

you were so cruel and hard-hearted 1" she
said passivnately and indignantly. **And
it’s actually Christmas Eve "
The farmer was suddenly attacked with
a violent fit of coughing. When it ceased,
he onlered Kitty to leave the roem ; and
the instant she disappeared he hastened
out of bed, thrust his fect into his mun-
ster slippers, wound round his budy a
blanket huge envugh to cover a mudern
Goliath, told Mrs, O'Hara to mind her
own business when she inquired what he
intended to du, putun his spectacles care-
fully, armed himself with a thick stick
and a clumsy lantern, and stalked down-
stairs, sending such a ghost-liko creak-
ing sound through tho silent house that
honest Tilly, slecping tho decp hard sleep
of afaithful sorvant, turned on hor side
and uttered a feeble scream.

‘Tho Jautern held by O'Hara shone full
on tho atranger’s faco 10r o long hal-
minute.

“Humph, humph,” muttered tho far
mer, *‘yo look mighty wretched, bo yoa
fricnd or foe! Why ‘can’t yo walk in,
when ye sco mo standing a martyr to the
cast wind, and just out of my warm bed
too? Ain’t yo got any lega?”

Tho pale-faced traveller muinbled some-
thing, which O'ara scemed not to hear,
about kindness and gmtitude—all the
sound ho could forco between his poor
chatiering tecth —asthe heavy door swung
back shutlaing out tho keen cold air.

“Mother, Kitty, you're wanted? Bo
quict, sir, can't you? Be quict ! If you
are enntemplating cutting cur thrats by
and by, perhaps you be good enough to
sparo ,my daughter Kitty. If it hadn't
been for her soft heart, you might have
been out there, although although it's
Christmns Eve, and it weuld sort of g
agin me {o sceyou stiff and stark and cald

1 am almost

on my door-stvne. I'm dashed it I should
cat any Christmas dinnor !"
* * * *

“Wo will not wakon him yot ; ho must
bo vory tired, pour folluw 1" said Mis.
O'Hara, bustling about and dirccting
Lilly what tu arrango on tho breakfast-
board.

“Not tired, ma'am, in the lcast,
though my oyes have not clused fur
twonty-four hours, but so stiff and aching
- 8o woofully stift! 1 thought I'd nover
manago to crawl down-stairs 1"

Mg, O'Hara turned rutnd sharply, and
saw standing cluso by her olbuw, « tall,
rather slonder, pale-faced gentleman,
neither }mt‘ﬁcul:n‘ly handsutus nor partie-
ularly plain, but a human being of quite
an ordinary typu  of the same stunp as
ano passes ina crowded city scurcs of
times cuch day.  Yet ICitty, at that -
ment crossing the hall from the little par-
lor, almost smothered with holly and
ovorgreens, thought him in her own
mind “porfectly splendid.” Poor Kitty
had scen _so few people, hod led such a
secluded lifo in that vut of-the-way littls
farm enlivened now and then only Ly a
flying visit from some vulgar frcck{cd
cousin, whose sighs wero loud and lung
becauso ho had failed to turn her small
brain.  Itwas no wonder that she cun-
sidered this stranger “beautiful,” and de-
clared later on that his smooth whito
hands _were simply “magnificent.” And
then Kitty glanced despaivmgly at her

own plump brown ones, her mother's
long bony fingers, Tilly’s crimsun wrists

—with a cut here and there by way of
ornament  and her fathor’s {hard huge
palms. How strange that she had neyver
thought of noticing these things before ¢
It was odd—very.

“And but for you a corpse might bo
lying yonder?” Tho strange gentloman
looked at Kitty very carnestly with his
fine dark cycs, and pointed with his finger
towards the garden.

Kitty's lips moved.  Shé was about to
attempt somo sort of roply, when O'Hara
called out in his gruft honest voico:—

‘To bo sure. to be sure, your life's duc
to my Kitty ; and - and I must say 1 had
my fears as to whether we'd all be to-
aethor to welcomo the Christmas morn !
Humph, humph 1"

“You suspected me 3"

“Well, you sce, sir, wo're but lunely
mortals who bide in theso dull parts ; and
'tis extramnely unusual fura persun tv ask
admittance in the dead of pight. But
there—there, sir ! lere's my hand. Ac-
cept the huspitality of a poor hard-work-
ing man and wolcome”

**Your guud-natured offer T accept with
much thankfulness. I feel tuo weak and
footsore to turn out this murning and
continuc my journcy, and shall be ovnly
too glad if you will sparc me a slico of
your Christmas beef and tasto of plum-
pudding.”

““That we will do right heartily,” put in
Mrs. O'Hara.

“‘Thero is gold in my valisc—moro than
I shall nced for my wanderings, I will re-
pay you.”

‘Sir,'said O'Haraindignantly, “‘though
wo live behind tho muuntains, we aro not
behind tho peoplein tho town in decds
of merey.”

So the stranger took his scat amongst
them, and made himself as aflable and
merry as he could in the circumstances—
his poor limbs were so painful—and the
simplo farm-folk huew not that they wero
g\:ﬁrkﬁnihg rich Squire Dylton of Dylton

* * * *

““If that poor wrelch isn't laid on his
bed to morrow  with rheumatic fover, my
namo isn't Jemima O'Hara 1”

“L must confess he looks queer,” re-
turned her husbard.

““And thero'll be & handful of work fur
sae «ne. I'm sure I'm nut cyual to
trotting fifty times a day up them stairs,
with ovoxx'tlling to bo carricd up and
down ;s and he, boing a gent, ‘Il expect
such a Juad o' attention.  Oh, dear, oh,
dear, t think that ho should cumo to vut

house on purpose to bo ill 1"

“I don't suppuse ho can_ lelp it,
mothor, I dare say ho'd be glad to bo
woll, if he could,” said Kitty quietly.

1 don’t supposo you know anything
about it, child}” answered Mrs. O'Hawm
sharply. .

Tho farmor's wifo's predictions proved
too truo.“Reginald Dylton was unable tho
next momning, and wany mornings fol-
lowing, to rise frum his bed, or even to
move a limb, Tho short, fussy littlo
middle-aged ductor frum Snaresloigh had
to pay avisit to OQ’Hara’s farm overy day;
and unco, when lis light blue oyes wore
vory watory amd the tip of his nusc of o
reddish purple tingo - - oceasioned of
course by such fruyent eapusure tw the
weathor -ho had rubbed hLis hands a
peculinr Labit of Lis wlion it was lis is-
fortuno to have to say something unplea-
sant  and annvunced that thy gentleman
was ‘“‘vory bad indecd.”

The pour felluw’s mind scemed gono
cntirely.  He had noknuwledgy of whore
he was or who were tending him; he
would talk to hisfavorite horses and dogs,
rush miles across the country on his mare
Saxon, with Tiger and "Tip tearing at his
heels, and call loudly and repeatedly for
some one named ‘‘Maude,” who Kitty
thought must bo his sister.

“I'll bo with you suon, datling vory
soon,” he said une afternoun, staring in-
tently at the ceiling.  ““Irolled down a
steep mecuntain, and it was nearly over
with me. My limbsache abit. I'm bet-
ter- I'm almost well, I'Il be with you
soon, dearest. Oh, my love, what would
you have dono if I had died 1

As the sufferer uttered this last sentence
he smoothed Kitty’s hand andgazed anai
ously into hor faco. Thero was no recog
nition in that stare, only alook of extrome
bowildenment.

“Answer me. Maude, shis instant !
You're glad to sce mo?”

Kitty, feeling very nervous, and searce
ly conscious of what she was saying, an-
swored—

“YCS, \'Ory-"

“How fond and foolish! That's my
own Maude; and I was doubting and I
was doubting—— 1 think 1'll sleep a bit
now, dear, if you dont mind. You'll lct
me hold your hand so? 'Tis such a tiny
hand—so soft, so—"

Ho fell asleep, and Kitty stirred not,
was alimost afraid to beathe even. Mo
had not rested fur several nights, and
Mrs. O'Hara was getting wan and hag-
gard with watching him.  An undisturb-
cd goud sleop might provo u tuming-puint
for the better.  Oh, how favently Kitty
hoped and prayed it might bo so ¢

Tilly crept cautivusly on tip-tve into
the reum, bruught INtty a steaming cup
of tea, put “a little moure fuel suftly upon
the fire, aud then glided vut to her work
again.

A whole hour fled by, and still Kitty
sat patiently in the samoe position, afraid
to disengage her hand lest sho might
awaken the poaccful sleeper to his sad
wanderings and pain.  But about a
quarter oﬁn hour later ho moaned slight-
ly, stirred, sighed, and then opencd his
oyes—how gravely they looked at Kitty !
How they roamed round and round tho
Toom |
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“With fricnds,” Kitty answered softly.

“What is your name, child ?""—**Katha-
rino O'Hara.”

“O'Hora, O'Hara! I hiavo heard that
name svinewhere before, What is tho day
of tho month "

“Itis the31st of December—XNew Year's
Evo.”

“Ah, yes, I remember! Itisn'ta dream
atall.  You are tho farmer’s daughter
Kitty.”

Tho simple littlo name fell from hislips
so casily, so naturally ; ho never onco
thought of calling her'Katharine,

** Illjust pourout the medicine mother
said you wero to tako when you awoke.™

“I'm a great plague to you all,” tho
patient murmured ina weary tone.

It has been an anxious week for overy-
budy , but you'rs wending now, and I'm
sure muther’ll neverromeinber the troublo



