
borne excited Parisiansare proposingLynch law'as a tmra #««anarchy. The remedy is as sure and asheroiVas tharreUSdedby Horace Greeley to the correspondent who peBteredh^?,ri2£*£Z :
"CUt y°urheadofi.y-blamedVr1repldVe

Myebs and Co., Dentists, Octagon, corner of Georee streetThe guarantee highest class work at moderate fees. Their artificialteeth give generalsatisfaction,and the fact of them supplying a ternporary denture while thegums arehealing does away with theincoT-vemence of being months without teeth. They manufactureaBin*l«artificial tooth for Ten Shillings, and sets equally moderate Thladministrationof nitrousoxide ga8 is also a great boon to those needing theextractionof a tooth. Read-[ADVT.

akles and standing in the light of the doorway,might wellhave been
mistaken for a Christmasangel.

The poorold creaturecame ingladly mingling Irishand English
inprayers for her benefactress. Blancheclosed the door against the
cold and snow, lighted a candle, and gave her guest a chair;pro-
vided her with supper, andput milk to warm;waiting onher with
a sweetness that for onepoor human heart made that country-house
kitchen luxurious as a palace.

11 Arrah,my jewel,'tis Ithat amglad tobe with you this night,',
■aidthe wanderer, "God love your face,and that you may have an
angel about you for every hair of your head whereveryou go. Is it
cooking for me, yeare. TheLordlove you,my darling;andIknew
yer mother when she was just the eize o'you. Sure Iknew you'd
ever forget your poor Kitty Keenan. Yes I'm Kitty Keenan, my
precious. Come andkiss me now, for you werea long timi away
and the house wasdatk without the light o' yer eyes."

Blanchedid notquite understand. The oldwoman was ghastly
pale. Sitting there by the turf fire she looked gaunt and tall, and
the child shrank from the welcomeof herskinny bands.

There is abeautiful storyof QueenBertha'scharity that tells how
one day in distributing alms, the lovely queen badcomore left for
the last of thepoor, and havingnothing else togive, out of the sym-
pathy of her heart she gav3 a kisa. Perhaps Blanche had never
heard the legend;but the samespirit wasin her. How could she
hurt thebeggar woman's heart by a refusal. She did shrink, but aha
overcame the shrinking, and laid her fresh,soft cheek for a moment
against the withered face.

To her dismay the strange visitor grasped her hair.
11My jewel,giveme a lock of ittocarrynextmeheart. Sure I'va

been wishingIhadit;and Miss Sarah's hair too,and Master Jack's*
all these years and years I'vebeen wishing for it. Give me now"
I'llcut itoft asnate as thrimming a handful o' flax."

Blanche screamed aloud. Itwasall very well to try to make
supper for an old woman,and todoher best togive her a kiss;but
when this very strange person held her by the hair and brandisheda
pair of 6cissors it was time to call out,and Blanche screamed with
Buch effect thather voice rang through the house.

Theold womanlether go, but already a lock hadbeen snipped
off. "Whist IMiss Nelly, mavourneen. Sure Iwouldn'thurt a hair
o' yerhead for all the diamona that areunder the say."

For all that, old Kitty Keenan was taking abunch of the fair
hair out of the scissors."Oh 1Idon'tmind you having a lock of my hair," answered
the child;"'but my name is not Nelly, and— and

—
Ithink I'll goand

tellmother you arehere." Andshe went timidly towards tbe door," 'Sour mother's in the grave,an' hersowl in heaven, Miss Nelly
astbore,"began the old woman.

The child fixedon her a terrified,bewilderedgaze. What could
this strange old womanmean ?"Forty years ago— forty years," Baid the poor creature with a
shake of her withered face and frilled cap. "'Forty ytars, my pre-
cious, your mother ia in the grave; the heavens ba her bed this
night!''

Quick as a flash the child realised that the old woman's memory
wasmingling present and past in a half-witted way. Blanche was
rushing out of the kitchen, when her father met her in the doorway.
At the sound of the scream he had gone to thenursery and thencame
down to search for his missing daughter.

MFather,she is such a queer old woman," whispered the child;
411let her iv out of the snow."

There before him quite at home in the kitchen of his house— in
fact catching up the saucepan in ahuman and practical manner lest
the milk might boil over

—
there was the tall and gaunt stranger,

whom he and his household had mistaken for "Nan Haggarty's
ghost."

The "ghost" made a deepcurtsey,saucepan inhand.
11 Godbless all here this night, Bir. It's only me, poor Kitty

Keenan! Ah IMisther Colligan, you're greatly changed. Ididn't
know you,sir, when you came into the bedroom a while ago. I
wentdown and out theback door, for Icouldn't believe it was you,
Bir. An' when Icome home from themidnight Mass, 'twas all shut
up. May your shadow never grow less, sir;you're looking quite
young for your sge."

Robert May saw the solution of the mystery;it had been
explainedby the charity ofhis child.

The"ghoßt" wasevidently another of those wandering beggar-
women, sometimes half-witted,sometimes over-shrewd, who are not
yet anextinct race in Ireland. He gently took Blanche away,and
calledone of themaid-sei rants, and ordered food and Bhelter to be
given tothe homelessstranger.

When the children woke in themorning the experience of the
night to one of them seemed like a dream. While all three were
emptying their stockings of the gifts of Santa Claus,Blanche told
how a Btrauge womanhid como in the snow, and calledher Miss
Nelly,and spokenof Sarah andJack, and cut off a lock of herhair.
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The parish priestadded che necessary link to theexplanationof the
haunting of the house. He hadalwaysheard thatMrs Colligan ga?e
money to twoservants,and wished them to look to the place, dustiog
itand lighting fires in winter daringher husband'sabsence— for he
had told her he wouldnot be able to look on the rooms again for
many a year. After he had taken the twogirls and the littleboy
away,Nan Haggarty went round thecountry, sleeping in any out-
house or barn,and mending to pay for her meals. Theother woman—poor Kitty Keenan— was half -erased and becameabeggar-woman
with her money sewnsomewhere inher dress, whileNan Haggarty'f
hadbeen buried as a hoard, and no one could ever find it now.
These two, separately and at long intervals,had gone through the
deserted house during all the years of its desolation;and as they
wereboth tall, straight,and thin, the new generation in the village
mostly believed them tobebut one,and called themboth"NanHag-
garty." Perhaps in thatparticular spotnooneknew of tht beggar's
dual existence except the family at onecountry house near, wherefoodandshelter weregiven for anight, and whereone beggarmendedwhen she came,and theother only talkedcrazily of the Colligana and
the returncf the children some day— always childrento her unrea-
soningmind,

Nan Haggarty's ghost spent Christmas Day at " TheColligans,"
butbecame restless on themorrow and insisted on going the next
stageof her journey.

At the next farmhouse where she nsnally stayed, the talkedtriumphantly about the children, told how they had all come to see
her io the kitchen and given her a feast, andshowed her their toya
on Christmas morning. She was immensely proud of this littleattention from the unknownyoung trio, whomshe believedshe hadknown forty yearsago."Ihear our poor old visitor died suddenly at the farmhouseyon-der,"saidRobert May a few days after.

11 Poor woman," said Blanche withawe, while Pinkie'seyes were
round with wonder, andeven the boy stopped inbis Bongof "GoodKing Arthur." "Iamglad Ilet her in. She might have diedout-side in the snow. IamgladIgave her a kiss, too;she asked me,
andshe got a lock of my hair, She wasquits happy ;andnext day
she wouldn't stay any more. Is everyoneyoungia Heaven,papa f '" It would take an awful lot to make her young," said the*
thoughtless Pinkie."Mother, may we go toher fewnizzle? George andIlike few-nizzles.""Blanchemight be timidafterwards," themother suggested." Oh,no, mother;Ipromise Iwont. She would like us threeto go to her grave; and weshall put flowers on itin the spring."

"We shan't be here in the spring," argued Pinkie. "Mothersays it's not a healthy house;and we are not going tosleepin onrroomany more.""Ihavechanged my mind about all that," said their mother."Ilike the house now ;Ilike itsinceIhavebeard howmylittlegirllet that poor strangerin on ChristmasEve."
Blanche was beginning already co outgrowher childish fears "

nor was there anything sadin the churchyard scene, when anothermound wasmade beside Nan Haggarty's.
The children covered it with evergreen leaves, red berries, andwinter flowers. The birds were chirping in frosty sunshine.Crowds all around, were talking, prayerfully of the departedsoul. "She knows we are not children forty yearsold,now," saidBlanche. "lamso glad she isyoung again."
11How youngarepeople in heaven?" the matter-of-fact Pinkieasked. "If they stopgrowing they can't have any birthdays""The small boy interrupted:"Come along,do, Pinkie.

'
Cornywasgoing round to the stable;Iwant to seeGinger beinggotup

"
As they passed Mikeand the sexton,old Pat wassaying ""

There's the two graves now, side by side, as comfortable ascould be.
theg^^n'rotrr11"8 ""*'U^E^^* wan,and

both'waTknow r BeXt°D' feiVentl7'"'** *"b°Ped ** "n't
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