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IRISH KATHLEEN ;
o,
TRUSTED AND TRUR

Karnueey, is it possible that you are
crving again?  Did L not tell you that
would discharge you it 1 found you
indulging in thit foolish whimpering
any more

Poor Kathleen O'aAcil had been dust-
ing the clegantly  furnished drawing-
room, and she stood betore an exquisite
painting of one of - the blue, sparkling
frish lakes set in "()l(l-mwn shores—
with a sky heyond like hquul amber—
stood \\11]1 herapron to hereyesand her
r mh\\ checks deluged \\ilh Lu‘lh

“ 1 couldw't help i, ma'am,” she sobl-
ed, ““hut it puts me in wind of home,

“Home!” scornfully cchoed Mrs. A
nott. “Your home! A shany in n
bog,  1¢isn't tilkely you ever saw such
wspot us that.”

< Deed did T, then ma'am,” answerel
Kathleen, ‘and many a time.  Foe we
lived beyant them same green shores
when—"

“Ihere, that: will - do,” said Mres., Ar-

tott, L,Oldh ;4L don t care to hear about
any reminiseences,”
- ICathleen did not understand the five-
syliabled word, but her “quick nature
comprehonded the savcastic tone. The
tears were ‘dried ‘in their fount—the
scarlet spot glowed on her cheek.

“She looks down on me as if 1 was a
dog!”  Kathleen thonght to herself.
“An" sure it's the same flesh and blood
God has givon us both, Iow ‘would
she like i, 1 wonder, to be in a strange
land, and niver a kind word spoken t0?
Oh, but if I counld see mother, and litile
Honor'l, and Teddy, that's but a baby
vet; but it's the blue sea volls between
us, and it's all alone that Tam 1" ¢

Poor KKathleen [ the sénse of desola-
tion came upon her with sickening
power just then as she stood before the
sweet Irish lalke, with wet splashes on
her cheele; and Mrs. Arnott’s cold, hard
voice gounding in her cars.

“It’s a gront pity to be oblmcd to'do
with these wild, antutored T vish.”

Kathleon was jnst bringing up tho
tray, and Mys, Arnott’s words sounded
dlstmctly in her oars: asshe paused on
the top step for breath. '

“Of course, my dear,” said Mrs, And-
or sympathotienally, “they are bad,
thoronghly bad, the whole lot of them.
L'd send them all back to . their native
country if it lay in my power.”

“f wish they were at the hottom of
the sea,” said  Mps,  Arnott, “and then
perhaps we would have u chance to em-
ploy Swedes, or Chinese, or somebody
thatt wonld av least carn their bread. Ts
that you Kathleen? Why don't you
bring in  the icewater at once, instead
of standing there 27

Kathleen obeyed; but the dreary
homesick (\Lhn«r that thrilled thro' her
pulse ean h \ldl\ be deseribed:

“I1 L was at home again, she thought,
Hwhere the poorest and meanest have
a kind word for each other! They
scorn and hate here; amd sure, I have
tried to do.my hest, but: the lady has a
heart of  stone, and  even the liltle
childven in the  nuvsery, with their
French maid, make tun of Irish Kath-
leen.” :

And the lone exile wept herself to
sleep on her solitary pillow that night.
It was a mere closet of & room, thhoub
light or ventilation; that she occupled
Mrs. Avnott thought itwas good enough
for Kathleen! "The bed was hard, fn-
sufticiently provided with clothing, "but
as Mrs. “Arnott carclossly observed,
"twas no doubt n greatdeal better than
she was nccustomed to at home. And she
had just paid® a large sum. for draping
her diawing . room  windows with lace
and broceatelle—so, of course, there was
nothing left for such atrific as the com-
fort of her servants,

“1s  Kathleen “sick, mama?’ little
Tulin Arnott asked one day. “She eries
so much -and looks so white.”

Mr. Arnott, a stout built, good
natured man of forty or thereabouts,
glanced up from his papor.

“What does the child mean,Luctetin ?”
he asked. “I hope-you look a little after
your girls.”

“Qf course X do,” she said, shmply

“Kathleon is a silent, sullen Lhmq and T
shall discharge her next month. Natalia :

has a sister who wants the place.’
“Has she any friends in the country
—Kathleen I mean ?” ‘
«“Not that I know of.” i
“Seems to- me I wouldn't - dischargo




