! Kathleen.

The Story of an leish Girl.
BY AMY RANDOLPH.
‘"'Kathleen, is it possible that you are crying again?

Did I not tell you that I should discharge you if I found
_ you indulging in this foolish whimpering any more? "
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ing around the world, - Are you going down town now ? '’
“ Yes."
I wish you'd stop and agk Dr. Hart to stop bere this
morning, Little Clarence is feverish."”
“ Anything serious ? "'
1 hope not,”’ the mother answered ;
like to take these things in time."
Dr. Hart looked grave over Clafence’s little crib; he

“but 1 always

Poor Kathleen O'Neill bad been dusting the elegantly
furnished drawing-room, and she stood before an exquis-
ite little painting of one of the biue sparkling Irish lakes,

. set in gold-green shores, with a sky beyond like liquid
: amber—stood, with lyer apron to her r\‘on_nnd her ruddy
cheeks deluged in tears,

‘1 cogldn't help it, ma'am,'
me in mind of home | '

“Home! " scornfully echoed Mrs, Arnott. ** Your
hotive ! A shanty in a bog. It jsn’t likely that you ever
saw such a spot as that ! "

“Deed did 1, then, ma'am,’” answered Kathleen,
““and many a time, For'we lived just beyant them same
greeu shores, when—'"'

* There, then, that will do,"’ said Mrs. Arsiott, coldly.
‘1 do not eare about any reminiscences. '’

Kathileen did not understand the five-syllabled word,
but ber quick nature comprehended the bitter, sarcastic
toné. The tears were froven in thelr fount--the scarlet
spots glowed in either cheek

* $hse looks down on me us if | wereadog !’ Kath-
leen thought to hersell. ' And sure it's the same flesh
and blood God has glven to both of us, How should she
like it, | wonder, if it was her in & strange land, and
never & kind word spoketi to her | Oh, if 1 could but
see the old mother, and little Honora, and Teddy, that's
but & baby yet |  But the wide blue sea rolls between us,
and it's wil alone T am !

Poor Kathleen | The sense of desolation’ came upon
ber with a sickening power just then, as she stood before
the pleture of the swoet Trish Take, with the wet splash:

she sobbed, '

but ft puts .

in ily uttered the name of a maligoant type of
fever just then raging in the city.

“1 wish you had sent for me before,”’ said he ; *' but I
fear it is too late to secure the exemption of your two
other little ones.  Put with constant éare 1 think we may
save the little fellow, You have a good nurse? '’

‘* An excellent one. -1 can trust Natalie as I would
mysell,"

** You are fortunate,'’ said the doctor.

He had scarcely closed the door bchmrl him, when
Natalie came to her mistress,

My month expires to-morrow, madame-—will you pay
me my wages, and let me take my departure st once? '’

‘ But, Natalie, the baby is sick—"'

Natalie shrugged her shoulders.

“One's firdt duty is to one's sell, madame.
not risk the infection for twice you pay me.” .

And Natalie packed her trunk and departed without even
ing into the nursery to bid little Clarence good-by.

1 would
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al Supply. He had read in the religious papers occasional
appeals in behalf of that imstitution, and he thought it
would pay to tegt its possibilities. It being Saturday, he
had to wait quite a long time for his turn while a lengthy
procession of men arrayed in Prince Alberts and carrying
grip-sacks passed in and out of the room. He gathered
from fragments of the conversation, which he could not
help overhearing, that opp ities for the r
preaching of the gospel in and around the New England
capital were. in inverse proportion to the number of
applicants. . He had a chance also to admire the coolness
and tact with which the Man in Charge handled the
various applicants when they manifested a little irritation
at belog obliged to adjust their twenty-dollar ambitions
to their ten-dollar chances, and his sober eye almost
twinkled when it was suggested to two or three men, for
whom nothing could  be provided, that there was plenty.
of room on the Common, and that they were sture of an
audience at any hour of the afternoon, The deacon did
not propose to commit to the institution, whose presiding
genius he finally met face to face, the important trust of
selecting a minister for Fastfield, but he d to get
some suggestions, and he wound up his description of the
ideal desired with this most emphatic declaration, ** We
must have an organizer.”

8o it came about that Nettleton began his work with
the impression strong in the community that he was
golug to make his church members work, and he himeelf

The cook was the next to give warning, Matilds, the
Inundress, took hersell off without any such preliminary
ceremony,

1 know what the fever is,’’ said she, '' And missus

can't expect we're going to losé our lives for a bit of
money."’

“1'm going, 100,"’ said the seamstress, ‘' Mrs, Arnott
wouldn't have lifted her finger if we'd all been dyiog,
and I believe in doing to others as they do to me,"’

And almost before she knew it, the stricken mother
was left all alone by the bedeide of her suffering babe,

on her cheek, and Mrs, Arnott’s cold, hard volce yet
sounding in her ears

“I's & great trial to be obliged to do with these wild,
untutored Irish,"

Kathleen was just hringing up the tray, and Mrs, Ar-
nott's words sounded distinetly in her eaie, as she paused
on the op step to get breath,

"Of course, my dear,’’ sald Mrs, Tudor Apdley, sym-
pathetioally, ' They're bad-—thoroughly and systemati-
enlly bad, the whole lot of 'em, 1'd send them all back
to thelr native country if it Iay in my power,"

“1 wish they were all at the bottom of the sea.'’ ssid
Mrs. Arnott, sharply, ** and then perbaps we should have
4 chance 1o employ Bwedish'or Chinese, or somsbody
that would at least earn thelr bresd, Is that you, Kath-
deen? Why don't you bring the ice-waterin at once,
instead of standing dawdling there ? "'

Kathleen obeyed, but the dresry, homesick feeling that
thrilled through all her pulses can scarcely be described,

I 1 was only at home agein,'' _she thought, *' in
homnny Ireland, where the poorest and the meanest have s
kind word for each other! They scorti and bate me

P here ; and sure 1've tried to do my best, but the lady has
got u heart of stone, and even the little ehildher in the
nursery, with thefr Fremch maid, make game of Irish
Kathleen,"

And the lonely exile wept hersell 1o slept upon her
solitary piilow that night, It was & mere closet of a room,
without either light or ventilation, that she occupied,
Mrs, Arnott thought amy place was good enough for
Kathleen O'Neill ;| the bed was bard and insufficiently
provided with clothing, but as Mrs, Arnott carelessly
observed, it was, no douht, a great deal better than what
she had been used to at home, And she had just peid
Mesers. Isaacson & Co. a thousand dollars & piece for
draping her drawing-room windows with lace and bro-
cated—g0, of course, there was nothing left for such
trifie as the comfort of her servants,

**Is Kathleen sick, mamma?" little Julian Amoit
asked one day; ‘'she cries so much, and she looks s
white ! '

Mr, Amott, a stout-built, good-hearted man, of forty or
thereabouts, glanced up from his newspaper.

' What does the child mean, Lucretia? "' he asked of
his wife. *' I hope you look a little after your girls,”

M Of course, T wo," said Mrs, Arnott, sharply, ** Kath-
leen is only moping. She's a silent, sullen thing, at best,
and I shall discharge her next month Natalie bas a
cousin who wants the place,”

* ilas she any friends in this counuy-—xnhlun.l
mean 7"

“ Not that I know of." |

““Beems to me 1 wouldn't discharge her, then, It
would be rather hird, unjess she has actually been guilty
of some fault,”

Mrs, Arnott bit her lip,
 Oentlesien undefstand sothing of the nisfdgement
of 8 household,” ssid she, tastly, ' These girls haven't

our sensitive natures either; they are quite used toi-dr

Nelght d on the other side of the street, like
prlm snd Lavité of old ; friends contented themselves
by sending to Inquire ; even bired nurses avoided the
malignant fever, .

‘* I8 there no one to help me " she mosned, wringing
tier white jeweled hands together, * Have sll pity snd
charity and womanly sympathy died out of the world 7'

She turned at some fancied sound-~Kathleen O'Neill
was at her side, busied in arrsnging the table,

/1 thought you,too,had gone, Kathleen,' she cried out,

““Bure, ma'sm, what should I be going for?"’ asked
Kathleen, simply, ' and the bits of childher sick, and
you in the sore trouble? 1 nursed the little brothers and
sisters through the faver at home, and I kuow just what
needs to be done.”

And she took little Clarence in har arms, with & soft
tenderness that went to the mother's heart,

* Are you not afraid;, Kathleen? "

 What would I be afraid of, ma'am? Isn't the good
God's sky over us all, whether it's the green banks of
Ireland or the church steeples in this great confusin’
city?  Oh, ma'sm, don't fesr, He'll not take the bonny
baby from us,”’

All Mrs, Arnot\ # children had the fever—last of all she
was p it d Kathleen watciied over every
one, Mthlul, true and tender,

‘' Kathleen,” Mrs, Arnott said, hwobamm{ the first

y

day that she sat up, with the Irish girl carefully arravg-
ing pillows sbout her wasted form, ' oh, Kathleen, T

don't deserve this,"
* Bure, ma'am, if we all hnd our deserts in this world
, I'm thinkin', ” huM

it's # sorry place it would be
Kathleen,
4 But, Kathleen, I wasso cruel to you-so0 heartless | '
l We won't talk of it, ma'am, dear,”” sald Kathleen,
evasively,
* But say just once that you forgive me? "' pleaded the
Iul( once 8o haughty,
I forgive you, ma’am-—as free as the sunshine!"
Kathleen snswered, softly,
* Aud you'll stay with me always and be my friend,
Kathleen,”
And Mrs, Amatt pnt up her lips to kiss Irish Kath-
leen’s fresh, cool
The years tlut hnn mnud since then have made men
and wousén of the little people that Kathleen nursed
through the fever ; and strangers who. visit in Mrs,
Arnott's house, scarcely know what to make of the
{;!ump, comely, middle-aged woman who moves about
he houn, apparently as much at home in it as the mis-
1f~-who is lways consulted about everything
Alld tnutad with all i

O'Neill ! "——]ou¥|u1 and Messenger.
i T
Nettleton’s First Parish,
The Wreestle With the Organization.
BY ALLEN CHRESTERVIRLD,

Before Nettleton's coming to Bastfield, when the

thurch was looking around for & pastor, Deacon Bisbee
Wmnmuummwdm

. -ml bont m: lully ‘m
A/

was bank{ iderably on bis talent in this direction,
He had Dplm one of his wl!qc vacations clerking in a
White Mountain hotel, and during his senior year in the
inary bhe was president of a tennis club, and success-
fully conducted a tour t, the 5 of which
required some nice planning, He had read Parish
Problems aud one or two other books on the practical
side of a minister's work, and so he was prepared to look
upon his church as s ' force and not as s field,” What
satisfaction he would take plowing up virgin soil, in
finding for each person his work and in unifying the
varlous activities when they were fairly in running order.
Among the notices handed to him on the first Bunday
after his installation was one relating to the Womane,
Foreign Missl Societ her about the Jusior
Endeavor and s thlrd unnounclng 4 sale by the Beek-No-
Further Clrcle of the King's Daughters. His eyes widened
n Imk wm: surprise. He knew alread lhout the Senior
y and the Pm orkers and the
9.

odrew nm but he was not till

uun aware ol lhc ! in the
church,. * They nu nll ood thhml, -nyny. he said
ldrop ioto them all and see

that v Bunday found him
tlouﬂ boys and girle in their early teens
usie Dresser was trylu to imbue wit prog:
hhu ‘ﬂny were pot any more frolicsome than
-m:r youth of thelr years; and they sald their verses
b Apandthchourwu devited to busi-
ness, ud fromn the proceed Nettleton gothered that
the Junior Rm!um had iu ull quota of officers and wis
tolerably well supplied with o-uooh social, lower and
other committees, Bomet! was said about sendin
delegates to the luu Lonv and Nettleton inferre
that there wis no desrth ndidates for the honor, On
ednesday afternoon ol but same week occurred the
Mmﬂ;ﬁu; meeting of lln Woman's Voreign Misslonary
Boclety, whose com title Nettleton | uhuﬂmuy
dbcovcud included the additional words, * lary (v
the Middleshire Branch of the Woman's Board of Foreign
Misslons,”” About twenty women were present, ndt
recognised at onece m(’- Dresser, Mrs, Deacon Bis
snd the Spi ,  It-was s good r—-Mv
Dresser M it tmulh Greenleal read extracts from u:.
and Light, and -ul'l&llum pastor was called upo
for a few remarks, leton expressed his .mlﬁatkm
at seeing so many present that the numbers would
increase, and then said that, ly 4 a8 he was
in foreign missions, he believed that in order Lo save the
we must first save Amdu, and that hé felt that
now and then this woman's x ought 1o look out
upon the field of home missions, After the meeting he
was at once informed that there was already in the church
s Woman's Home M y Boclety, equipped with »

president, -rul secr snd treasurer, and
meeting once a fortnight through

winter.
** Do on”ummhu,ofdoyou ever exchange
grmln*l 7' he
ied Susie Dresser.

“ Wha belongs to it 7"’
‘ Mostly the sume women you ses bert, though of
course they have a different set of officers,”’
Nettleton mused a momeut tnd then observed, ' I don't
see any of the youn‘ ludiu or ochocl ;i: s here,” -
0, well,” rejoined Bhﬁu 'y never come,
They have their own lod:ﬂu. m’o thu Junior Aux-
iliary for the rhonuimcuandm Mission Band for

tbc n,
M ‘“ !.(mu?" pursued Nettleton,
sitoation,

r own oﬁm’ of course,” answéted
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hopeful disposition led
in somehow, 80 he reg
the ladies good-by, ** T
Nettleton's diagnosis
Seek-No-Further Cire
$1.40, and he thought |
y, cogsidering what
usually are. The girls
cvening gowns. The
in considerable num!
society tone, while th
spinnet sisters, who o1
took place under the
matter what hour of ti
the occasion from bece
outcome of the eveni
12id aside for the Will
Destitute Negroes in
King's Daughters eire
ook Out Cirele, was
tion into which it ha
that they would have
month, and so totally
performance,
As the weeks wen!
wering ' some new ¢
paleontological rema
e, or the radiments
o the work that the
was, therefore, hardly
cvening, when he and
ham were having one
Ireak forth with thes
what Deacon Bisbee ¢
wanted an organizer,
:g-niur ora dnr'l
0, he meant all ¢
ere lon'cr than ye
leacon pretty well, &
(e machinery set in
he churc'i dida't a
foree in this town,

hut the men are

lirotherbood and the
e Retghnel Bng
the Ko ‘
" And the worst of
| more we ze th
stend of ing the
they thivk it
combination will do

wethods
‘ Come

urch member In l
will take
W r]..t I:d“ﬂr.ﬂ tl
Lu lun 1}
Chri t:z udm:
you think the
‘T shall
intensity, ‘T shal
favor to me, for m;
and T'hsive
" Well,”" said Dus
ously, **well
So did the'
Enstfield
meetings,

I' N
ngs,
€o nwm




