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if you onl pot woll. Very good-hearted
is mothor,” added plain-spoken Kitty,

“I wondor if I shall over bo able to
walk about again without erutches 7 he
moaned in & most mournful tone, and
with an expression of intenso melancholy
in_his dork oyes.. Ho was ovidently
thinking of something faraway frommedi-
cine or Iitty. .

*%o not worry your head about tho
future. Try, whon you've swnllowoed
this, tc got to sleop again,” smd Kitty
calmly. .

Ho looked half wonderingly at tho al-
most pretty andatruly pleasant face,
drank the draught without a word, and
then lay back silontly on the mllows, Ho
fell asleep again, and this time dreamed
—dreamed that Kitty O'Hara, the Irsh
farmer's doughter, had fallon in love with
him, that somechow he hnd discovered
tho gecret and plunged goor Kitty into
tho deopest dispress, and that he couldr
hardly sco hor foco for tho tears that
woro blinding his eyes—and why he cried
was a mystory—when ho told her that he
was ongaged to murry a_beautiful youn,
lady with long golden hair, who coul
play exquisitely on the piano, the harp,
and the organ, could speak flupntly four
languages, could paint lovely picturesn
water-colors and oil, and dance—okh, just
hkoa fairy ! 1t scemed such a difticult
task to mako Kitty understand, that this
dwino creaturo,was his promised wifo—
tho futuro mistress of Dylton Hall
Would not Kitty be content to be his and
Maudo’s best,friend? Oh, how ho hated
her to kneel at his fect and cryso! Sho
ought not to mind—she really ought not.
Ho thought that he went out in 510 ve
early morning andgathered a sweet bunch
of violets to giveto Kitty when ho should
say farowell—that when he placed them
in her hand she smd, **For ever—for all
timo will 1 keop theso flowers in memory
of you”—that he answered wildly and de-
spairingly, “Nay, nay, ‘twould not bo
right for you to remembermeo! I belong
to some one else—some one clse, Theso
violots will soon perish; so must your
thoughts of me.” *“‘Flowers and momory
shall livo for evor; I say that neither shail
die I” Kitty screamed ; and her voico was |
50 gaden with horror, soloud and terrible,
:h:];t ’I'[’chmald began to shout, “Help,

holp
- With that cry ho awoke. Mrs, O'Hara
was smoothing the tumbled blanikets, and
Kitty was not in tho roomn at all. How
pleasantitwasto awakeffomsucha wretch-
ed dream !

“It’s my qpinion, Mrs. O'Hara,” said
the short, fat medicakadwviser, spreading
his thick fingers before tl'c comfortable
kitchen fire, *‘that our’patient’s going on
remarkably well—yes, reriarkably well.
You're a wonderful woman, Mrs. O'Bara
—wonderful. By-the-by, do you know
what part of the country ho cume_from,
this guest of yours—his name, profossion,
and so onI 1 .

*‘Only his name-—Reginald Dylton.”

“Ah, yes! Well, more in g))od timo ;
I'll not 1dle here. Good morning Afiss
Kitty. Good-byo Mrs. 0'Hara,” ->*

It really was surprising how rapidly,
now that the cntical pomnt was turned,
the patient scemed to improve ; each day
added now strength, new vigor.

**Very soon I shall bo able to join my
fricndsin England,” he said smiling ono
morning to Kitty. .

“How terribly they must have missed
you! How anxious they must bo?”’ she
rainarked quietly, with eyes drooped.,

Dylton laughed,

ST have a tolerablo number of fricnds
who, I daresay, have troubled themsolves
once or twico to wonder what's becomo of
mo all this time; but of near kin—rela-
tives—I possess not one.”

“What! No father, no mother$"

*No; and nether sister nor brother.”

Kitty’s ontire faco was beaming with
compassion and hor voico full of gentle-
ness as shn said slowly :—

‘“How vory lonoly you must bo 1"

Dylton mado no answer. Ho was
watching hor curiously ; but tho girl did

i8 Maude—Mnude that he has raved
about 11 lus sad dolinnum 3* Kty know
now that'it was no favorito sistor. **\Why
doca my heart beat with such mad rapid-
ity 1 What is itto mo 1"

Sho rpised her oych. just as theno
thoughta wore chusing epch other through|
hor brain, and met Me- Dylton’s dark
ones fixed upon hor. 4

“Katty, will you find me ink and pa-
port can walk s0 woll now, I think
I could manage to get as far a8 the post-
ofti%o.” .

“It is & long way. I will post your
lettor ; my mothor wants one or two
things from tho villago.”

*Will you 7 What a doar hittlo soul you
are, Kitty 1"

She ran away, laughing and blushig,
found the necessary articles, and left
him to attond to hor houschold duties
and make hersolf ready fox her little jour-
ney.

y‘Como hore a minute, Kitty?"” Dylton
whas holding a large square envelopo in
his hand, and, as he bockoned to Kitty,
ho pointed to tho dircction, *‘I told you
the other doy that Ihad no rolatives;
well,sthis lettor is to a Indy who, I hope,
will soon bo my wife. Sho 1s very beauti-
ful, very—the youngest daughter of an
Earl—and 1 am afraid she will have been
worrying herself about me. But she tra-
vels o good deal, and mixes9n high and
brilliant society, so that she has very littlo
timo for despondency or melancholy. I
havo told her in this note how a certain
little grl, under Providence, has saved
my life, and how I hope, if all goes well,
to be with them next weok.”

**Yes," smd Kitty; and she tried to
ook indifferont and make herself believo
that this gentleman’s coming and going
did not matter to her in tho least.

“It's nothing to me—nothing at all,”
sho said again and again, tripping ata
dangerous paco through the slippery snow,
‘clutchin, ulrnost with a fiecrce grasp that
‘detestable letter in her hand. *‘He will
go back to his people, and we shall for-
ﬁoﬁ him, and the did life will go onasit

id before—that's all.” And Kitty began
to sing a snatch of some morry air, as if
sho had ono of tho happiest, lightest
hearts i the world.

* . * * *

“Good-bye, Kitty, good-bye ! I'll not
forget my promiss,” said Reginald Dylton
gaily. They were all grouped in the door-
way and bidding their guest farewell.
He had shaken %mnds with every one,
and O'Hara had politely hinted that there
was only bare time to meet tho train;
but the young man persisted in lingoring
:l[){y; Kitty. *“‘Romember, next summer,

itty, Jand my wife hope to pay you a
visit,” ho went on, and then, turning to
Mrs, O'Hara, he added, “and you will
’.'m.wia todsParc Kitty for a return visit to

England.”

(§no wave of tho hand, a Jast nod to
Kitty, who was staring with & fixed dazed
look till the littlo vchicle was lost to sight
round the hills, and then—

“Bless tho girl,” said Mrs. O'Hara,
“‘how solemn you look ! Hero—come and
vhurn tho butter 1

* * » *

*So you won't have me, Katharine 1
“No, thank you,” answered Kitty
promptly. R .

She was siiting in ono of the out-houscs
of tho farm, shelling broad beans, and
oposito to her, or rather in thoe farthest
ot tho four corners, a bashful young man
was standing, twirling his wide straw hat
ata mad rato, and looking very miserablo
indecd.

Ho was & most porsgvering young man,
this Donald M’Nab. Ho had beon known,
when a boy at school, to forego the do-
lightful pleasuro of a wholo Saturday
ternoon’s fishing becauso a difficult sum
would not **prove.” Very hard-working,
very steady, very oarnest in dvoxything
ho undertook was honest, red-heade
Donald M'Nab.

The perspiration pouring down his red
checks—cortainly it was a warm Juno

not know it. Shewas thinkmyg, “Who

morning, Jcloso upon twelvo o'dlock, and

laway to pottis

a Jarge specklod puoket-handhorehiof and
wiped his furchead—wiped it furiously,
and mado his face more fiery than over.

Kitty declared, with great vehomonce,
that il she lived to tho age of Mothuselah
sho would never change hor mind.

The poor follow felt uttorly *‘cut up”
and low.spirited, for, as long as ho could
remembor, he had adored Kitty. Ho
know that he was not handsome, ho had
folt keenly, and ofton how littlo thero
was about his porsenal appearance to ro-
comyend him, but that pat answer,
cuming sv unvxpeotedly, had givon him a
shock. He could not™ “pull himself to-
rother* again all in a moment , Lo was
%urced to twvirl his hat around  few times
muro in the desperato offurt to collect his
thoughts and rotive.

“Buthyour father and mothioks yor*.o
behaved very shabbily to that young man.
A steadier, more painstaking follow jsnit
ta be found in all Ireland,” said Mrs,
O’Hara coming ip soun aftorwards.

*He's o gooi young farmer, and saves
a deal of monoy ; byt—but—I'm net go-
ing to bo his wife ; so there i"—and Kitty
dashed tho last bean into tho dish and
pud into the backet, and luvked up half
pleadingly at her mother.

“You are very strange in your manner
Iately. Icannot tell what's cume to you,”
saidilrs. O'Hara.

“Don't let _any one bother mo again ;
just let me live quictly with you and
f8ther ) .

“Snaresleigh isn't overerowded with
Donald M'Nabs. .Rest contented, my
dear; I'll answer that no one will worry
you again;” and, though Mrs. O'Hara
smiled” as she made this remark to hor
daughter, sho felt really uneasy about her
in her mind.  Kitty was changed sadly,
scomed unhapr and restless, and gave

\ temper. N

“Wants a change, ma'am, beliove mo;
Miss Katharine wants a change,” saidtthe
‘village doctor.

But, when this idea was suggesteﬁ to
Kitty, sho held up her hands in dismay,
declared that there was nothing the mat-
ter, and insisted that she was woll, So
tho roses bloomed and feded, and rich
fruits ripened and dropped into the gar-
den.  The busy hay-making time came
and went, and autumn crept on, stealing
theleaves from the forest trees and sigh-
ing in asad plamntive strain around the
mountain paths,. The harvesting wags all
done, and the corn gathered in the barn.

“Tilly, go and throw the striped rug
over Miss Kitty.”

Tilly did as sho was bidden; but she
could not help stanng in a regretful
fashion at the sleeping face, and wonder-
ing for tho hundredth time what i the
world ailed her young mistress.

“She'll go off quite quiet-likeo, after the
manner of my cousin Jand—that's my
ides," thought Tilly. N

Four o'clock—four loud clear strokes—
sounded from the tall timepige®®n the
kitchen. Still Kitty slept on. ’

**You said you'd come m tho summer,
and tho snmmer's gone,"” she muttered.

—— She will forg.zl\'o mMo—yOour—your-—~
when I’'m—dead 1 Theslecper shudder-
cd, and a alight amilo played round her
mouth, i -

Some one who had noisclessly entered
tho parlor and was sitting by tho head of
tho couch. looked at her intently.

*And I never gucssed that she cared
for me—poor little Kitty!” and tho
apeaker stooped. overttho still face and
kissed tho whito forchoad.

With that kiss tho girl awoko and gazed
straight into tho darilrbuutiful oyes sho
had just been dreaming of, and heard in
reality and truth the dear voice.

“T have come back to you, my Kitty 1"

Hig Kitty ? How darcd ho called her
80 when—whon~—— In bewildorinent she
stared round the room.

“Whero is Lady Maudo?” wastho first
sontenco sho uttered.

“Lady Maude, now tho Countcss of
Altonleigh, is, I bolieve, in Romo at the

his positivn was very trying—he took out ¥

“I'd hke to sce you once again before . 1

“What do youmean? Y thought you
woro S;omg to marry Lady Muude .

“I did_contemplute theidéa of sucl) an
allinnco boing furmed oneo, Kitty, but
Lady Maude made & mistake, Like many
other young ladics huvo dono befure,
Shoe told mo candidly otiv day that she
would never bs happy if she marvied mo
—that X had not beon te sce hor for se
long, and that during my absencs she
had loarned " to  Juve sums wno butter,
‘There waa alse anuthor rorsun. Kitty lovk
at mo1”

Reginald Dylten stoud up, aud, as
Xitty lovked at him, alio san o crutyh tus-
dor his loft arm and his leg amputated to
tho kneo. Hor wholo facs flushed o vivid
scarlot.” Sho tried to say sumething, Lut
her lips scemod luched A nust woa
gathoving ovor her oyes, and big tenrs
wero roady to fall.

“Don’t you suel” said Reginald play-
fully,  *An Earl's dwughtor couldn't
possibly marry a man with ono lef; bu
a farmers daughter nught—en, Kty ¢

But Kitty did not angwer.  How pro.
voking ho was! How lttlo ho scomd to
care oithor for tho loss of lus Jove or the
loss of hig limb §

“Yes; woll have a quet httlo wed-
ding, and then travel’ about for n whola
year, and sco somo of tho finest sights of
tho world ; and afwr that, when wo ve
put the final polish to our education,
wo'll go to England and settle down, a
steady old couplo at Dylton Hall, Ab,
thogood old placo sadly needs n mnstress,
Katty! Don't you thunk 1've planned 1
all beautafully ¥

“Splendidly,” answered Kitty ; but m
her heart sho dotested the lucky farmera
daughter, and felt that hfe was unbear-
able.

*“You don't inquire how I lost my leg
you have become wonderfully sitent,

“How did it happen ? Tell mo ; mdeed
1 want to know {”

“Well, I was. terribly hurt in a il
way accident ; but your mothor told me
that you had been ill, therefore I'll not
excite you now, but give you particulars
another time. I'd bettor bo going.” - 1

Ho rose, lifted his cruteh, :mﬁ held
out hishand. Kitty touched it lightly,~
and looking at him shyly, said :—

“I hope tho young lady you are going
to marry will bo aimable and good and
not go fickle as Lady Mauda.® . ‘

I rather think that I shall not marry
at all, Kitty. I shall probably scttle
abroad, and let the old home.”

Kitty's oyes wero wide with astonish.
ment. o, ’

“Buk what will the farmer’s daughter
say to your changing your mind?  Her
friends will makea fuss, won't thay ¢

“Oh,no! The fricnds wen'tdo any
thing ; and tho girl  she was pleasan,
unce, but Iately she'’s awfully mopish.”

“Did you meot her in England {”

“Qh, no - Ireland !

“What .i® her .anme{"— ¢‘Katharin
O'Hara.” .

Kitty hung down her head ; for~ very
shame sho could hot raise.it,

Zomo, Kitty, don’t louk so0 woe-be-
Jone, Kiss mo just onco beforo I go
away. Iknow youcared for moa wee-
bit—never mind how 1 found it out—he-
foro my leg was broken, It isn’t your
your fault, child, if you can’t entertain”
tho same fecling towarda mo now, Yam
only & wretched cripple.”

“Do not go far from Ircland for evor," -
pleaded Kitty.

“Child, is it anything to youwhether)
go or stay 3"

“Itisoverythingto me " sobbed wrotch-
od Kitty. *

“Theny darling, if you aro in earnest,
come with me.” )

* * * *

“Reginald,” said Kitty threo years
later, watching her husband playing with
their baby-boy, ““1luok upun your lame.
ness a3 a special blessing.’

‘“Why, my dear?”

e you tho freo use of both your
limbs, you would nover have been so dos
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present moment, "
1

voted to your homo and fawily.”
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