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Daisy on the lookout for Katy.
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 CHAPTER I.



ALONE IN THE WORLD.









IT was a very dismal old house, and it stood in a narrow alley in the
great city. The doors were broken, and the windows were broken, and
many of them stuffed with old garments to keep out the cold.


In one of the gloomiest rooms, a little girl, about seven years old,
was sitting on a straw bed on the floor. The street lamps had just been
lighted, and shone into the room and brightened it up a little. But
Katy Hunter still sat with her face buried in the old quilt, crying
bitterly and saying, "Oh, mamma, come back! Oh, don't leave me alone!"


Her dear mother had died two days before. They had just taken her away
to lay her in the grave. Nobody had noticed the poor child, so she was
left by herself.


When Katy was about four years old, she lost her father. They used to
live in a pleasant village in New England, in a pretty little cottage.
Mr. Hunter owned a small vessel that plied back and forth between the
busy ports. They were a very happy little family. But in a wild storm
the vessel was lost, and Katy's papa went down with it. Then Mrs.
Hunter had to set herself to work in earnest, to earn a living for
herself and baby. She struggled along for a time, not finding much to
do, although she understood the dress-maker's trade.


At last, she heard that dress-makers were paid very high wages in the
city. She was young and did not understand the world very well, and she
thought if she might but get there, everything else would come easy. So
as quickly as she could, she sold their little home, and bade good-bye
to her native town. She had no relatives living, so there was no one to
look to for help and advice.


We will not try to follow her all through the long, sad time, but she
could not find the establishment that paid such high wages, and she
found she must take very small pay or none. She managed at first, with
the help of the little money she brought with her, to do very well,
always hoping for better days; but the good days did not come to her.
The times grew worse, the pay smaller, and she was obliged to leave the
pleasant attic room where she lived, and go down to the worst part of
the city, where rents were cheaper. But she found a room that was not
quite so bad as some of them, where she hoped to keep her little girl
from the swarms of bad children about them.


She worked beyond her strength and was taken sick. It was terrible to
her to live in such a place, for she had been brought up in a tidy New
England home. And as she lay on her bed burning with fever, she would
groan and cry out, "Poor little Katy! Mamma will hurry and get well,
then we will go away from this bad place. We'll go back to the green
fields and sweet air."


Katy was a happy little thing, even in her dark, gloomy home, and sat
for hours on her mother's bed, playing with her rag dolly or brushing
her mother's hair, taking care of her, she said. Soon the dear Lord
Jesus sent for the poor tired mother to come out of the dark into the
light, to greener fields and sweeter air than she had ever dreamed of.


After the funeral, one of the neighbor women came in and found Katy
asleep, worn out with crying. She took her up and carried her into her
own room and put her in bed with her own children.


In the morning, when Katy awoke, she looked all about her in great
surprise. She looked as if she did not belong to the same race as
the Maloney children, with her fair face, and the short brown curls
clustering about it, and the clear brown eyes that looked so sad now.
The Maloneys awoke, too, and stared at her.


"Who be you, and where did you come from?" said Sally, a stout girl of
ten.


"I know," said her sister Ann. "It's that little Hunter young one,
that her mother has kept shut up in her room, for fear she should get
a chance to speak to the like of us. Stuck up thing! I'm glad she is
dead!"


By this time, Katy was crying and sobbing as if her heart would break.


"Stop that noise!" roared the father, who had, even so early as this,
got whisky enough to make him cross.


So Katy sat scared and trembling, and watched the ragged children, with
clothes half on, with unwashed faces, and uncombed hair, stand around
the table and snatch bits of bread and bones from each other.


They called this breakfast. The mother was off to a day's work. If she
had let drink alone, she would have been an industrious woman. As it
was, she did a day's work now and then, enough, as she said, "to keep a
roof over their heads."


After a little, there came a knock, and Peter Hanks shuffled in to make
a morning call. To have a little talk, he said.


With their old pipes in their mouths, making clouds of smoke in the
room, they sat over the miserable fire, and smoked and drank, for John
Maloney brought out a jug of whisky to entertain his visitor.


While old Peter smoked and drank and talked, he kept casting glances at
Katy, sitting on the bed.


He was saying to himself something like this:


"I tell you what it is, she's a pretty little tyke! What bright eyes
she's got. Now she wouldn't make a bad picture at the corner of the
street. Guess she'd get the dimes. I'm bound to have that little gal
for mine, to bring up. She is smart, too, I know she is. I declare she
looks jest like an angel lit down amongst this Maloney pack. But I bet
she'll do well in that business, and it's time I stopped work and took
it a little easier."


Though when he began work, or when he took it anything but easy, it
would have been hard to tell; although he did have a sign over his door
which read—





PETER HANKS, SHOEMAKER.






If people had depended on him to make shoes for them, they would have
been badly off indeed.


Taking out his pipe and knocking out the ashes, he said:


"See here, old fellow, give that 'ere young-un' to me. You have more
mouths now than you can fill; give her to me, and I'll bring her up
right."


"Yes, you're a fit one to do that job, ain't you? But take her along,
it's little I care what becomes of her."


So when Peter got up to go, he went toward Katy and said: "Come, little
gal, come along o' me."


At first, Katy drew back.


But he really looked kindly at her and said: "Come, come along with me
and get some dinner."


Katy was very hungry; she had had no breakfast, so she slipped her hand
in his, and trotted along by his side.


They passed through the alley and turned up a narrow street, stopped
before a miserable-looking house, went down two or three steps, and
opened the door of a cellar. Now, I suppose you will think of your
mother's cellar—clean and dry, with cement floors and whitewashed
walls, and clean shelves full of good things, and the fresh air passing
through, and such a good, sweet smell in it that you never feel like
hurrying out.


It was no such cellar as that. It was dark, and dirty, and damp, so
dark that a lantern had to be hung up in the daytime, to make it
light enough to see anything clearly. There was nothing in the room
but an old table, a bed, a couple of chairs and a broken stove. There
certainly was no appearance of the promised dinner; for Peter's wife,
a stout, red-faced woman, was busy at the wash-tub, splashing the suds
about in a most uncomfortable way.


Peter said:


"Here, Nancy, I've brought this little gal home to work for us." As he
said this, he gave a sly wink.


Nancy knew what he meant, for they had often talked it over how it
would be a good plan to get a child somewhere and train her up to beg
for them. But Nancy was cross to-day, so she only said "Humph!" and
went on with her work.


After awhile, she brought out a few old dishes and some broken bits of
bread and meat, and putting them on the table announced that dinner was
ready. Katy was far too hungry to be dainty, and she ate her part with
a keen appetite.


After dinner, Peter went out, and his wife soon followed. Before she
went out, she threw an old straw bed down on the floor of a little
closet, and, putting an old quilt on it, told Katy there was her bed,
and she could go to it as soon as she liked, for all she cared.


Katy was glad enough to be left alone, so that she might have a chance
to cry, and think about "dear mamma." Her poor little heart was almost
broken, and she said aloud many times:


"Oh, mamma! Mamma! Why didn't you take me with you? I can't stay here
in this dreadful place. What shall I do?"


When she was tired out, she said her little prayer and went to her
lonely bed.







The first sound Katy heard in the morning was the coarse voice of Nancy
Hanks, saying:


"Come, you young one, turn out of that as quick as you can!"


Katy, trembling with fear and cold, put on her clothes. Her mother
had trained her to habits of neatness, and when she was dressed, she
began to look about for some means of washing her face and hands, and
smoothing her hair. But finding none, she ventured to say, "Please will
you tell me where the wash-basin is?"


"Get away with you! Wash-basin indeed! You needn't go to putting on
airs of that kind, miss, I tell you. Let's see what you are good for to
do errands. Take this pail and get a pint of whisky at the grocery, at
the end of the street; and mind you don't drink any of it."


Katy opened her eyes in astonishment; she had never tasted whisky in
all her life, and thought that none but bad people ever did. But she
took the pail and did as she was told.


There was the same pack of rude, ragged children in the streets as
usual. She managed to slip along, without much notice from them when
she went. But as she was coming back, one of the largest of the rough
boys caught hold of her, and said: "Hurrah! What has little Snippie got
in her pail, I wonder? Something good, maybe."


Katy ran as swiftly as she could, but he overtook her, and, snatching
the pail away, drank half of the contents.


"Oh! 'Do' let me have it; do 'give' it to me," begged Katy, but the bad
boy passed it around among the others, till the whole was gone. Then
they threw the pail on the ground, and ran off, yelling and hooting.


Katy picked up the empty pail and started on. But what should she do?
She was afraid to go in without the whisky. She wandered up and down
a long time in the cold, until she saw Mrs. Hanks with a very red and
angry face, standing in the door looking for her.


As soon as she got up to her, she snatched the pail and shouted, "Where
is it? Say, where is it?"


Poor Katy sobbed out the story. But Nancy seized hold of her arm, and
brought her in with such violence that she fell headlong on the floor.
But the angry woman jerked her up, and shook her so that she could
scarcely breathe.


"I'll teach you," she said, as she brought down her heavy hand on
Katy's shoulders; "I'll teach you to go and steal from me. You drank it
yourself, you know you did, or sold it for something else, as likely as
not."
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 CHAPTER II.



A HARD DAY.









KATY'S trials had only just begun.


After breakfast, Peter began to think about starting her in business,
as he called it. So he took a look at her to see if she was "rigged
right."


After quite a survey, he made up his mind that she was not, that she
looked quite too well. Her shoes and stockings, though coarse, looked
warm and comfortable; and her delaine dress, a dark brown, with red
berries on it, Katy said, was not in the least like a beggar; neither
was the little red hood nor the well-wadded scarlet cape, for mamma had
turned and washed and colored and made over, and strained every nerve
to keep her darling looking nice. No, in that dress Katy would look
more like a sweet little Red-Riding-Hood, going to take something for
her grandmother's supper, and Peter knew it.


So he called his wife into his counsels, and told her his plans for
Katy, and that he wanted her fixed up right.


Nancy was more than willing to do this, for Katy's clothes would sell
for quite a sum, and she meant that for her own private purse. Besides
she should enjoy dressing the little minx in rags, she thought. So she
took an old dress-skirt of her own that was ragged around the bottom,
and tearing off a skirt long enough for Katy, made it up in a very few
minutes, leaving the rags at the bottom as they were. Then she cut out
a rude sort of waist, and basted, rather than sowed it together, and
Katy's dress was done. Then she told Katy to take off her clothes, and
she did not dare disobey.


Then Nancy dressed her in the rags, put an old hood of her own on the
brown head, and wrapped her in a ragged shawl.


"I look just like a beggar," thought Katy.


Peter came in just then, and said:


"So you are ready, are you? Come on then."


Katy wonderingly followed Peter, who, with basket on his arm, went the
whole length of the alley till he came to a short street that turned
into a wide fine one with handsome houses each side of it. Here he
stopped and said: "Now, little gal, you must take this basket and go
into every house on this street. Tell them yer mother is sick, and
you've got three little sisters, and they haven't got nothing in the
house to eat, and ask 'em to give you some cold pieces; go to the
basement door and pull the bell, and mind you stay till somebody comes;
ring and knock till you bring somebody. Then you must hold out your
hand to every one you meet on the street and ask for pennies, and tell
them the same story about yer sick mother and yer three little sisters."


Katy was a timid little thing, but the idea of being a beggar indeed,
and of being told that she must tell so many naughty lies, put courage
in her, so she looked up in Peter's face and said:


"Oh, no, Mr. Peter, I can't do that. I never begged in my life, and my
mamma told me never to tell a lie. She said God would hear me right off
if I told a lie, and she said he didn't love liars, and he couldn't
take them to heaven, and that's where she said she was going, and I
want to go there so much. Please don't make me do it."


But the old man's face was dark with rage. He took hold of her arm and
gave her a hard shaking, and bald her she should do it. "What do you
s'pose I took you for but to work?" he said.


"Oh, I will work," said Katy, with tears rolling down her cheeks.
"I will work, Mr. Peter, pick up chips, or I'll run errands and do
anything you tell me, but I can't be a beggar and tell lies."


"Now, stop that stuff. I say you 'shall,' and you just take this basket
and do as I tell you, and when you have gone all through this street
bring it home. Are you going to do as I tell you?"


Peter was holding out the basket, but Katy did not take it.


"No," said Katy, "I won't be a beggar and a liar, I 'won't.'"


"We'll see about that," said Peter. "I guess you would rather do it
than take a good sound whipping. Come, go along, and you will get some
real nice things to eat, and maybe they'll give you lots of money, then
you shall have a penny for your own. Come, go 'long, that's a good
gal," said Peter, thinking a little coaxing was what was needed.


"No! I can't. I never will," sobbed Katy.


"Come along home then," said Peter, seeing they were attracting the
attention of the passers-by.


Peter was very angry, and he shuffled off home in less time than he
came, dragging Katy with a pale sad face after him. As soon as they get
there, he whipped her most cruelly, then he gave her the basket and
told her to go and do as he bid her, but she could not stand up when
she tried, and fell over on the floor in a fainting fit.


"There, now," said Peter's wife, "better kill her and be done with it."


And Peter almost thought he had killed her, for he splashed cold water
in her face till she came to, then he lifted her up and put her on her
bed, when he left her in peace for the rest of that day. Poor little
lamb! Lying there in her loneliness and sorrow, with no one to comfort
her, unless maybe the angels came and comforted her, for very soon the
sobs ceased, and she fell into a sweet sleep which lasted till the next
morning.


When Katy awoke the next morning, nobody else was stirring, so she lay
still and thought it all over—all the hard things she went through
yesterday, it seemed a good many days in one. Then she went back to the
other days, when mamma and she lived in the pleasant attic room, before
they got so very poor.


How brightly the sun peeped in there mornings, and how nice their
little room looked when she opened her eyes and saw mamma setting the
table for breakfast, and the fire burning brightly and the tea-kettle
singing, and the coffee boiling, and the potatoes roasting; how good
they did smell. Then pretty soon mamma's voice would say—


"Where is my little dautie? Don't she want to be dressed and eat
breakfast with mamma?"


Oh, why didn't that nice time stay? Was that warm happy Katy and this
poor hungry cold Katy the same? But what should she do about the
begging? For she knew old Peter would send her as soon as he got up.
The poor little body shrank from the thought, of any more dreadful
blows, but then to put on those horrid clothes and be a beggar, such as
she had often watched from the window.


"Oh dear! Oh dear!" she sobbed. "I suppose I've got to be a beggar, but
I won't tell lies, anyhow.


"I wonder where my own clothes are, and if I have got to wear the dirty
rags all the time. She's a naughty, bad woman to take away my clothes
that my own mamma made me."


Just then Nancy told her to get up.


"I want my clothes," said Katy, but the only answer she received was a
blow, and a command to put on the clothes she gave her, as that was all
she would get.


Peter took the command now and told Katy to dress herself pretty fast
and take her basket and start,—that she would get no breakfast until
she begged it, and if she didn't find something to bring home for their
dinners, she would get such a "thrashing" as she never heard of.


So out into the cold frosty air she went, without breakfast, with her
bare feet and her thin clothes, letting in snow and wet. She did not
tell the story that Peter told her to, though, she simply asked for
pieces, and at many a place she fared well. Some seemed touched by the
modest, half-ashamed way in which she asked. Then, for all she was
dressed in rags, her little pale face, so sweet and sad, was different
from the other beggars that came about.


The basket was getting nearly full, but Katy had the hardest part to do
yet; she had not asked anybody for pennies. That was so hard to do, but
she was afraid to go back without any; so with her head down, and her
eyes on the ground, she held out her little hand to the first person
she met.


She was such a wee little girl that the people in their hurry hardly
saw her, and came near throwing her over, but many noticed the bright
eyes far back in the hood and threw their pennies to her. One old
gentleman gave her five cents, and said: "Bless me, what a baby that is
to send out this cold day!"


She thought now she might venture to go back, for she was so tired and
cold.


Peter and his wife were well satisfied with her first day's work.


"Didn't I tell you," said Peter, "that she could earn her own and ours,
too?"


That day was a sample of a great many other long days and months that
followed. Katy was started off every morning; be it cold, or wet, or
stormy, no weather was allowed to keep her in. Sometimes she felt
too weak and tired to walk any farther, and she would creep away in
some sheltered place and lie down. The cold and thin clothes made her
look very unlike the round-faced little girl she used to be. But she
would drag herself about, all through the weary day, sometimes treated
coldly, and told that she was a "nuisance," to "Get out! And not come
there any more."


Often the people said, "nothing to-day." Then Katy had to go father
into the other streets, and look till she found something to take home,
for once or twice she had brought home an empty basket, and Peter had
nearly killed her, he was so angry with her.


He and his wife both drank harder than before, and Katy was glad when
she came home tired and shivering with cold to crawl into her poor
little bed and wrap the old quilt about her, as often that was all
the warmth she could get, for the miserable couple would both be in
a drunken sleep, and the fire all out. If they were awake, they were
usually quarreling, so she was glad to get away from them as quickly as
she could.


For a while she used to say her prayer, but after a time she thought,
"What's the use? I guess God has forgot all about me; I don't suppose
he cares much for folks that live down in cellars anyhow."


So the poor little girl ran away from the only One that could help or
comfort her.


Sometimes she had trouble with the bad boys in the alley. They would
snatch her basket and steal everything she had in it. Then she must go
back and get something more, or go home and be pounded and kicked as if
she were a little animal.


But Peter, if he were sober enough, kept a sharp lookout after such
times, although he always told Katy he didn't "believe a word of it."
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 CHAPTER III.



FRIENDS.









ONE night when Katy was coming home, she met a girl by the name of
Sally Dike, who lived in the same alley. Sally was a red-haired girl
about ten years old, with a freckled face and a very big mouth. It
seemed to be able to do more work than most mouths, for Sally managed
in one way and another to keep it employed in eating the greater part
of the time. As Katy passed along, Sally caught sight of a bit of mince
pie. Now mince pie was what Sally hungered after more than almost
anything else. She was afraid to snatch it out, because Peter had
taught her a lesson on that point by means of kicks and cuffs. So she
looked very smilingly at Katy, and said:


"Say, Katy Hanks! Don't you want to come into my house and see my
little cat?"


"My name isn't Katy Hanks; it's Katy Hunter."


"Well, what's the odds; I say, don't you want to see my cat? If you do,
come along in here."


And the door of Sally's home was stretched invitingly open.


A kitty! Oh, she had not seen or touched a kitty in such a long time,
and she remembered a dear little white one she used to have, so Katy
looked before and behind to see if she could see anything of Peter, and
then slipped softly in at Sally's door. There, curled up in a chair,
was a forlorn-looking gray kitten.


Katy forgot everything else; she put down her basket and took the kitty
and smothered it and hugged it and kissed it. In the meantime, Sallie
helped herself to the mince pie and whatever else she could find that
suited her in Katy's basket.


"See here, Katy," said Sally, "whenever you bring me home something
real good to eat, some pie and such, you may come in here nights and
see this cat."


Katy hesitated; Nancy and Peter were fond of nice things, too, and
people did not give of dainties plentifully to beggars. They always
scolded her when she had not a good share of them, and charged her with
eating them herself. But she promised she would when she could, for she
wanted to come and see the kitty so much.


So it happened after that, that Katy, instead of going to bed when she
got home, went in to play with kitty, if sitting in a corner with kitty
in her lap could be called playing, calling it pet names and hushing
it to sleep. She always carefully treasured up some nice bit for kitty
from the basket, and it was something to look forward to all day.
Doubtless kitty looked forward to it with pleasure as well, for she was
a poor, half-starved thing.


Katy had found something to love. If it had been kitty's company only
that Katy found at the Dikes', but she began to be quite intimate with
Sally and Jane Dike, and they were bad, coarse girls, and often had a
company of boys and girls ruder and wickeder than themselves gathered
there. So Katy mingled in scenes that she never had before. They
counted her in, and tried to make her drink some beer, but she never
did that, although she was beginning to be poisoned. She used to be
afraid of telling a lie, but now it did not seem so bad to her, neither
did the coarse language and the rude oaths seem as bad as they did at
first, and she would often laugh with the rest over things that, young
as she was, her conscience told her were very wicked.


The little heart was forgetting all about "Jesus, tender Shepherd,"
that she used to pray to. The little lamb was so far away from the
Shepherd that she did not hear his voice any more.


One morning as it drew near spring, Katy went as usual to a large
handsome house to ask for cold pieces. It was a warm, bright morning,
and the front windows were wide open. The lace curtains were blown
about by the soft air, but it was something besides curtains that made
Katy stop and stare so. A little girl about her own age stood looking
down the street. She did not see Katy, so that poor little thing
had time to look at her. She had wavy golden hair hanging over her
shoulders. Her skin was so white and her cheeks so rosy that Katy said
to herself, "She looks just like candy." Her dress was of soft blue
cashmere, and she had a pretty little white ruffled apron on.


As she stood there, she sang a line of a hymn two or three times over,—





"Jesus loves me, this I know."






"Yes," thought Katy, "I guess he does love her, so pretty, and such
nice clothes, and lives in such a big house. He loved me a little when
I had good clothes and was clean. Then I s'pose the bigger house they
live in and the nicer clothes they have, the more He likes them."


And Katy stood and looked at the handsome house and wished so much that
she could live in such a place. As she went slowly on her way, she kept
thinking about it and wondering why that little girl lived in a nice
house and had pretty clothes, and she lived in a cellar and wore, oh,
such dirty rags.


"How warm and nice the sun shines to-day," she said. "I s'pose He made
the sun for the rich folks, too, but I'm glad there is so much of it
they can't use it all up."


And the little one sat down on the edge of the curb-stone, and spread
out her hands in the sun, and enjoyed it like a poor, half-frozen
little pussy that she was.







For many days she watched to get another glimpse of the little girl who
stood in the window, and she began to be afraid she would never see her
again, when one morning, just as she was turning away, the same little
girl came skipping down the broad stone steps dressed for a walk. It
made Katy breathe very fast to be so close to her.


Daisy Grant looked at Katy and said:


"What is your name?"


"Katy."


"What are you going to do with all those pieces in your basket?"


This made Katy blush, for she had not yet become used to being a
beggar, so she said, with her eyes on the ground:


"Take them home for dinner."


"Don't you have anything but them for dinner? I'll ask my papa to send
you some roast beef. Why don't your papa buy you nice dinners?"


"I haven't got a papa."


"Well, your mamma, then."


"My mamma is dead, too."


"Oh, dear! No papa and no mamma. I should think you would die yourself.
Don't the cold come in bad, in the holes in your shoes? And I do
declare! You haven't got any stockings on. I mean to ask my mamma if
you can't have some of my clothes, I have so many."


Just then a handsomely dressed lady came down the steps and took Daisy
by the hand and they walked away.


One more brightness had come into Katy's life. She was eager to get out
in the morning now to see if she might get a look at the little girl
that she thought of by day and dreamed of by night.


And Daisy, too, was on the lookout for Katy. She had told her mother an
eager story about the little Katy with "such pretty eyes," and begged
to be allowed to give her some clothes. But Mrs. Grant was accustomed
to hear just such stories every day, so she did not pay much attention
to Daisy's request. But Daisy herself did not forget to do what she
could. Sometimes she would come to the basement door and slip a little
cake into Katy's hand; sometimes two or three little flowers from the
conservatory, and once she put into her hands a mysterious little
parcel done up in paper.


Katy hurried away to a place where she might sit down and undo her
treasure. Oh! Could she believe her eyes? It was a little doll with a
pink dress. True, it had lost a foot and its nose was almost worn off;
it had seen hard service, but its eyes were left, and they were blue
like Daisy's, and it had some tangled locks of curly yellow hair left,
too. Katy hugged and kissed it, and wrapped it up carefully and went on
her way, a very happy little girl.


As she went along, her little head was planning how she should get
dolly in without Nancy and Peter finding it out, for she had learned to
know that anything they could lay their hands on was sold. If only they
would be out or asleep!


So Katy went softly in with her prize under her shawl. Sure enough they
were both out, and she uncovered her dolly and feasted her eyes upon
it. It was almost as good as having a kitty, and this was her very own,
too, and she should sleep with her every night. So dolly was safely
tucked away in her bed. Then Katy sat down by her and patted her and
sung a little low song to her. She had not felt so happy in a long
time. She did not go over to see the Dikes at all that night, but soon
lay down to sleep with dolly in her arms.
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 CHAPTER IV.



SIN AND SORROW.









ONE morning Daisy Grant was out in the yard back of her father's house.
It was a small spot covered with green grass. It was not large enough
to run about and play in, but Daisy's papa had bought a little tent
for her, and set it up out there. She had two little chairs in it, and
when the days were warm enough she brought out her dolls and toys, and
played there. She was humming her little hymn,—





"Jesus loves me, this I know,"






as she rocked her dolly in its little willow cradle, when suddenly
looking up, she saw Katy, with her eyes very huge with wonder and
delight.


"Come and see my dolly," said Daisy.


Katy had never seen so many pretty things before, and she could hardly
speak, so great was her delight.


Daisy went on rocking her baby, and occasionally she would hum a few
words of her hymn.


The words "Jesus loves me," caught Katy's ear, and she said:


"How do you know Jesus loves you?"


"'Cause I do—mamma said so; and my verse last Sunday said, 'Suffer
little children to come unto me,' and it was Jesus that said it, and He
called them to come to Him, and He took them up in his lap."


"I wish I had been there then," said Katy.


"Why, that is just what the hymn says. Don't you know it?" and Daisy's
clear voice caroled out:





"'Oh, I wish that His hands had been placed on my head.

  That His arms had been thrown around me.'"






"Yes, I do wish so," said Katy, and the words ended in a sob, and two
big tears rolled down her cheeks.


This bright spring morning with its singing birds and fresh green on
the grass and trees, and Daisy's pretty things, and Daisy herself, so
clean and sweet, made Katy see just how dirty and forlorn she was, and
what a great thing it would be to have some one to care for her.


Daisy was at her side in an instant, saying:


"Don't cry, Katy; mamma says He loves me just the same as He did them,
and He will love you too, I know He will."


"Oh, no; He don't love such ragged, dirty children as I am, I know,
'cause nobody does. The other day there was such a pretty little girl
going along just before me. She had on a blue silk dress, and a white
fur cloak, and a pretty little fur hat with a feather, and long hair
just like yours. A nice gentleman came by us; he looked so pleasant,
and he was tall and handsome, and had a cane with a gold head, too.


"When he got up to her, he stopped and smiled at her, and put his hand
under her chin and said, 'Well, little darling, where are you going?'


"He said a good many nice things to her, but he didn't say a word to
me. I had to run away, I felt so bad; I was afraid I would cry right
out loud. I s'pose Jesus would act that same way to me if he came
along."


"I'm sure He wouldn't," said Daisy, "because he loves everybody; my
teacher said so. But I must go in now; I hear mamma tapping on the
window for me. Good-by, Katy; don't feel bad any more."


Oh, if somebody could only have made the poor little one believe how
very much Jesus loves all such homeless, sad children as she, and that
He does not care for fine clothes or a pretty face, if He only sees
love in the heart for Him. But after all, she felt comforted a little
because Daisy was so sure he loved everybody. And that night, when she
went to bed, she tried to remember her little prayer beginning,—





   "'Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me.'"









One day, Mrs. Grant was looking over a trunk-full of Daisy's clothes,
so as to determine what she needed new for spring. She put those that
Daisy could not wear any more in a pile on a chair. There were a good
many of them.


"After all," she thought, "why may I not please the child by letting
her give some of these half-worn things to that little Katy that she
thinks so much of? Perhaps they will be as good as thrown away, but we
can try it, at least."


So she selected a dark print dress and long-sleeved gingham apron, some
brown and white stockings, and a pair of boots that were still very
good. With these, she put some under-clothes, a wide-brimmed brown
straw hat, and a little woolen shawl of gay plaids. She called Daisy
and told her that, when Katy came, she might come into the kitchen, and
that Jane, the nursemaid, would help her put on the clothes.


"Oh, that is splendid," said Daisy; "that is better than to give me
some nice thing, you good, good mamma. There she comes now!"


And the little girl, almost beside herself with delight, ran to call
Katy, and tell her the good news. The clothes were brought down, but
Katy said, after they had all been examined and admired:


"I can't put on such nice clothes; my hands and face are too dirty, and
I never have a chance to wash them much now."


Jane was a kind-hearted girl, and felt sorry for Katy, so she said,
"Well, come and take a wash, then."


She took her into the servant's bath-room and gave her a nice bath and
combed her hair; it was still in short curls around her head. Nancy
occasionally took the shears and chopped off the brown hair close to
her head, but the little curls would soon come out again in spite of
anything.


Then Katy was dressed in the nice clothes, and Daisy looked on dancing
and clapping her hands, and saying:


"Why, they just fit you. Why, Katy, you look real pretty."


Katy looked at herself and then at Daisy, and when she began to say,
"Oh, it is so nice," something choked her so that she didn't say
anything.


"Now you take good care of your nice clothes," said Jane.


"Yes, I will," said Katy, "certain true, if old Nancy lets me keep
them; I'm 'most afraid she won't, though."


She gathered up her old ones into a bundle, and went as fast as she
could to a spot that she remembered passing the day before.


It was a vacant lot where a house had been burned down, and the
blackened ruins still remained there. She went to the edge, and threw
her bundle into the deep, dark place that had been the cellar. Then she
almost laughed outright as she said,—


"Nobody 'll ever see the old duds again."


Then Katy took up her basket and went on with her begging, for it was
getting near noon, and she had not gathered up much yet.


But she soon found that, for some reason, she did not get as much as
usual. At one place the cook said:


"Oh, you look pretty well off in your fine clothes, I guess I'll save
the pieces for them as needs it more."


And when she asked for pennies, as usual, one lady said:


"Why, my little girl, you look rather comfortable; I don't think there
can be any need of your begging."


But it was getting dark, and she must go home even though she had but
a scanty supply in her basket. But how could she meet Peter with so
little? He would whip her almost to death.


"Oh, dear," sighed Katy. "I wish I didn't have to go back at all. If I
could only go off somewhere and live with some nice folks now since I
have got these nice clothes."


But where could she go in the dark, in the big city?


"Oh, what shall I do?" said Katy, to herself.


She was standing near a baker's shop, and the baker's boy was going
back and forth with the warm loaves. He stepped to the back part of the
shop for a moment.


"Nobody is looking," said Katy, and quick as thought she slipped one of
the loaves into her basket, and darted round the corner out of sight.


The boy came back, jumped on his cart and drove away. He did not know
that any one had taken a loaf from him, but there was an Eye that
looked down through the darkness and saw it. Katy ran along as fast as
she could go, thinking at every step that somebody would run after her
and call her a thief, but nobody did. Then she began to breathe more
freely and walk a little slower, but the Eye that saw her take it,
followed her through the long street, and looked right down into her
heart, and then Katy cried out:


"Oh dear! What did make me do it? Oh, I wish I hadn't! He'll never love
me now, I know He won't. I guess I'll go and take it back, but I'm
afraid, for maybe that man will put me in jail."


So she went slowly and opened the door into the cellar.


Peter and Nancy stared. They thought for an instant it was some
stranger little girl, and were about to ask her who she was, and what
she wanted, for really the little girl in the brown hat and bright
shawl and pretty dress, did not look much like the Katy that they were
used to seeing.


They were well pleased with the warm loaf, although they suspected how
Katy came by it, and they gave her an unusually large piece of bread
with molasses on it, and sent her to bed.


They did not say much about the clothes, but they had their own plans
about them.


Katy went to bed, but she did not take her clothes off. She feared if
she did that she would never see them again. She took her dolly in her
arms, and tried to go to sleep, but she could nut. She did not say her
prayers,—she was afraid to pray. She had never stolen anything before.


Although she had been among bad people a great while, her conscience
told her that she had been guilty of a great sin. She had not forgotten
her dear mamma yet and her teachings. So, instead of falling asleep
very soon, as she was in the habit of doing, she cried, and tossed
about, and when she did sleep, she dreamed that a man was taking her to
jail.


In the morning, the first thing she saw when she opened her eyes was
Nancy sewing on an old dress. This was an unusual thing, for Nancy did
not use her needle much. Katy began to tremble, for she thought at once
that Nancy was sewing together some more rags for her.


Sure enough! For pretty soon Nancy said:


"Now you can get up, and get out o' them good clothes just as quick
as you can, and put these on. Do you s'pose anybody will give you any
pieces or money when you're dresses like a lady?"


Katy scrambled out of bed in a great passion. She forgot that she was
only a very little girl, and that Nancy was strong and rough.


"No, I won't," she screamed. "These are my clothes. Daisy gave them to
me, and she told me to keep them, and I will, and you shan't take them,
and you're a mean old thing. So!"


Nancy was in a rage herself by this time, and she flew at Katy and
pounded her with her great fists, and stripped the clothes from her,
shaking her till Katy's breath was nearly gone, then she threw the
clothes at her and said:


"Now, put them on, and don't you have any more such tantrums, or I'll
break every bone in your body. If you make away with them clothes,
you'll go without, I can tell you. We got you to earn our living, and
you 'bain't' goin' to rig yourself up like a lady."


Katy was almost broken-hearted. She threw herself down on her bed again
and cried as if she would never stop. To go out again in such old rags,
when she had been dressed up so nice yesterday. It was too bad! Too
bad! And what would Daisy say, and how could she ever meet her again?
She felt very sick and sore from the blows she had received, but the
hard-hearted woman made her get up and go out as usual. She was passing
listlessly along one of the principal streets, not caring where she
went except to keep away from the street that Daisy lived on, when a
voice said:


"Why, Katy! Is that you?"


Sure enough, there was Daisy standing in the door of a store.


"O Katy!" said Daisy. "Where are your nice clothes? Why, you look worse
than ever."


Then Katy threw down her basket, and threw herself down on the
pavement, and cried until Daisy was almost frightened. She did not know
that any one could cry so.


"O Katy! Don't cry! Don't cry! Tell me all about it. I 'know' about
it! The wicked old things! Took the clothes away that mamma gave you,
didn't they? Never mind,—maybe you can get away from them some day, and
live with some nice people. We are going to the country pretty soon.
Maybe I can find somebody there that hasn't any little girl and wants
one,—some good, pleasant folks, and they'll send for you; won't that be
nice?"


"Mamma used to talk about the country," said Katy. "What kind of a
place is it?"


"Why, don't you know? It's a b-e-a-u-tiful place. The grass is so
green—great, big fields of it, too,—and the trees are full of white
flowers, and it always smells so sweet, and the birds sing, and we go
berrying, and get pretty mosses and wintergreens. It's just nice, I
tell you."


Daisy's mamma called her just at this point, and Katy went on her way,
wandering up and down.


She had a sore little heart; partly on account of the clothes being
taken from her, and partly because her conscience troubled her about
the bread. She tried to forget it, but she could not, every naughty
thing seemed so much naughtier since she had heard more about Jesus.
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 CHAPTER V.



A NEW HOME.









THE day was nearly done when Katy felt as if she could not go any
farther, and she sat down on a stone step to rest herself.


A man stopped just in front of her to fill and light his pipe. As he
saw Katy, he seemed to recollect something, for he said half aloud: "I
declare if I didn't forget all about it."


Then he stood still and thought a few minutes, puffed away at his pipe
and looked at Katy. It ended by his asking her name and where her
father and mother lived.


"Haven't got any," said Katy.


"Well, who do you belong to, then?"


"Guess I don't much belong to anybody now," was the answer.


"Well, s'pose'n you go long o' me and belong to us. My wife wanted
me to bring home a little girl to help her. Don't know as you're big
enough, but then, you'll be getting bigger every day. Will you go?"


"Yes, I will," said Katy, jumping up with energy. "I never will go back
to that bad old place again."


"Well, hurry up then, I'm afraid I shall miss the train."


So they walked along quite fast, Katy occasionally glancing up to see
what sort of a person she was going off with.


He was short and stout and had rather a pleasant look, but he gave all
his attention to his pipe, and took no further notice of Katy.


His name was Jacob Scram, and he lived a good many miles away in a
smaller city, a manufacturing place, where he furnished beer enough
to the men and boys who worked in the factories to make a great many
unhappy families and miserable homes.


It was too dark by this time to see much of anything about her, but
Katy's heart gave a great bound as she thought, "Maybe, I'm going to
the country."


Mr. Scram soon settled himself for a nap, but Katy sat up wide awake,
looking about her in great wonderment.


Jacob Scram had come to the city the day before on business, and his
wife had told him to go to the "Home for the Friendless," and see if he
could not get a little girl to help her. He forgot his errand until he
happened to see Katy. Then he thought, "What's the use of botherin' and
stayin' another day, I expect this one will do just as well as any of
'em, anyhow, she's friendless enough, if she didn't come from there."


It was morning when they reached the end of their journey. The Scrams
lived in a narrow street, in two dark little rooms back of the saloon.
There was a building within two feet of them on each side, so the rooms
were very gloomy indeed. Mrs. Scram was getting breakfast, and the air
of the room was suffocating with the smoke from the frying pork. Katy
thought it wasn't a pleasant place to come to, not a bit. Mrs. Scram
had on a soiled wrapper, and her light hair was twisted into hair pins
about her forehead. She did not look pleasant, Katy thought; her mouth
was drawn down at the corners, and her eyes were sharp.


"Well, here's your little girl," said Mr. Scram.


Mrs. Scram gave one look at Katy and then she said:


"Well, Jacob Scram! That's just exactly like you. That's just about as
much as I'd think you'd know. To go and bring me home a little dud of a
girl like that, and she's nothing but a bundle of rags, anyhow you can
fix it."


Poor Katy! It was not a bright prospect. The baby, too, did his share
toward making things uncomfortable, for he roused up and cried at time
top of his lungs, and when Katy smiled at him, he only cried harder.


"Well, come along to breakfast," said Mrs. Scram. "Now she's here, I
s'pose she's got to stay a spell, but I wish she was back where she
came from."


After breakfast, Mrs. Scram told Katy to wash up the dishes, and she
took her baby and a yellow-covered novel and sat down to rock and read.
Of course it could not be expected that a little girl only nine years
old could wash up the dishes, unless she had been taught by a careful
mother or some one else, and a little girl who had spent a good deal of
her life on the street as a beggar would not be likely to be very handy
at little jobs of housework that other children could do with great
ease. So Katy felt at a great loss to know just how to go to work.


"Come, don't stand gaping there," said Mrs. Scram, looking up from her
book. "Scrape up the dishes and get the pan and put them in it, and put
some hot water on them."


So Katy did it as well as she could, though in a very awkward way,
putting a great share of the dish-water on herself, and on the floor.
It took a long time to do it, and when Mrs. Scram finally laid down her
book and came to see what fault to find with her, she gave Katy a sharp
box on the ear for spilling so much water and bade her wipe it up.


After scolding a great deal, she seated herself once more, and Katy
slipped out into the little back-yard to see if she had really come
to the country. Alas! There was nothing green to be seen except some
straggling spires of grass and a few weeds. It was a filthy little
spot, and all around was dust and smoke and tall black chimneys.


"Come in," screamed Mrs. Scram, "and make a fire and pare some potatoes
for dinner."


Make a fire! Now this was something Katy had never done in all her
life. There were some wood and shavings lying there, and Katy put in
two or three sticks, and put a few shavings on the top and lighted
them. Of course, it went out as soon as the shavings were burned out.


After repeating this two or three times, Katy ventured to say, "The
fire won't burn."


Mrs. Scram was in a very exciting part of the novel she was reading,
and she felt very cross at being interrupted. She flew up in a rage,
and boxing Katy's ears, told her to bring a bit of pine board and a
knife. She cut kindlings and made the fire herself, and then Katy made
bungling attempts to pare the potatoes.


That was a hard day. Mrs. Scram seemed to have great skill in boxing
ears. Katy had been kicked, pounded, and shaken, but this was a new
mode of punishment, and not much more agreeable than the others. She
began to wonder if all the people in the world were so cross, and if
they all drank beer or whisky. Mr. and Mrs. Scram drank beer instead of
whisky, but that or something else made them out of humor much of the
time. Then Mrs. Scram's novels did not sweeten her disposition. Those
who give themselves up to novel reading are almost as bad as drunkards
in one way, they do not try to make home happy.







Those were dreary days to Katy. The two dark rooms were like a prison.
It was worse on some accounts than being with Peter and Nancy, for she
was away from them all day, and so did not have some one finding fault
with her all the time. Nobody can be happy who is continually scolded
and blamed, and Katy began to get very cross too, and to answer back
when she was scolded in a way that made it harder than ever for her.
She had never learned to go to Jesus with her troubles and get help
from him to bear them, so she had to fight her battles all alone.


She began to have a little pleasure in the baby, for he was getting
fond of her, but he cried a great deal and it was hard work to tend
him, and Katy often went to bed with her little arms and back aching.


Poor little baby Scram! He had a hard lot of it too. He did not know
there was any more world than those two ugly dark rooms. Nobody ever
carried him to a green spot, and let him pull dandelions and daisies
and buttercups. He didn't have a brimming mug of warm milk every night
fresh from the cow, only occasionally a little blue thin stuff they
called milk from the milkman's cart.


Then he had the toothache most of the time, and his mother did not know
how, or wouldn't take the trouble, to soothe him with a low sweet song
or pretty play and make him forget his troubles. He never had heard
of the little pigs that went to market, or had a ride to Boston on
grandma's knee. Ah! That was almost the worst of it. He had no grandma.
All that his mother seemed to do for him was to feed him with soothing
syrup to keep him quiet, so when he was awake he was either very stupid
or very cross.


You would have found at Mr. Scram's no plump fair little darling, full
of fun and frolic, toddling about in white dresses and red shoes,
for he had none of those pretty things, but instead, a poor thin
hollow-eyed sad-faced baby, in dark dresses and soiled face and hands.
Yet Katy was beginning to love him, for he was better than a kitten
or a doll, besides she felt very sorry for him. Perhaps the dear Lord
gives his most loving smiles to the child who tries to brighten the
life of a poor sorrowful baby like this one.
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 CHAPTER VI.



GLEAMS OF SUNSHINE.









IT was a beautiful Sabbath morning, and the bells were ringing for
church. Katy had now been several months in her new home. Things did
not improve in the least, but grew worse if anything. She had never
asked if she might go to church. She had never been in a church since
she went with her mother. She had not forgotten it, and now, as she
stood in the back-yard and heard the bells ringing, the thought came
over her that it would be nice to go to church.


"But then—" she sighed—"how can I go with such clothes?"


She had seen the well-dressed people on their way to church, and often
met Daisy going or returning, and as she recalled their dress, she
thought:


"No, I guess they don't let folks come to church looking like this."


Not that Katy was dressed in rags as she used to be, but Mrs. Scram
thought the less she spent upon Katy the better. Color and material
and shape were of no consequence, if she were but covered, so her
clothes were old and faded and ill-fitting, always made from cast-off
garments, and they were not clean now, either, for Katy had not become
very skilful in housework yet, and she was sure to spill dish-water or
something else all over herself.


The more she thought about it, the more she wanted to get away in the
direction of the bells. She did not like to ask Mrs. Scram, though, to
let her go.


"I might just go and sit on the steps and hear them sing, and I mean
to, if she'll let me," was the conclusion she arrived at before long.
She did not mention church to Mrs. Scram,—she had a feeling that she
would surely say "No" if she did, so she asked if she might go out a
little while. Things were in as good a state as they could be in, in
that family, for asking a favor. The baby was asleep, and Mrs. Scram
had just commenced a fresh novel, so she said "Yes."


Katy covered herself as well as she could in a large, faded shawl; her
hat was an old one of Mrs. Scram's, very odd-looking indeed. A queer
little figure she was, as she set out to find a church. She did not
have to walk far before coming to a stone church, covered with vines.
The bell was ringing, and the people were hastening along.


Katy thought they all looked happy, bowing and smiling to each other.
She did not go into the church-yard, but loitered by the fence. Just
then a pretty carriage, drawn by two little gray ponies, stopped before
the gate, and a lady and gentleman got out. The lady passed on into the
church-yard, and stood waiting for her husband.


Katy was charmed. She thought, "Here is the very prettiest lady I ever
saw."


But the lady's face was not remarkable, except that she had soft,
loving eyes, and a pleasant mouth, that looked as if it smiled easily.
And it could not have been the splendor of her dress that made Katy
think so, for that was of soft, gray material, and except the few moss
rose-buds in her gray hat, she wore little or no ornament.


People need not take so much trouble to appear what they are not, for
they carry the whole story in their faces. If they are selfish and
cross and proud, or unselfish and sweet-tempered and humble, it is
usually all written out, and even a little child may read it.


The lady stood where she did not see Katy, her husband soon came, and
they passed on into the church. The people had all arrived and taken
their places, so Katy stole softly along, and seated herself in the
doorway up in the corner.


It was very pleasant to sit there that lovely morning, and hear the
grand organ, and the sweet singing. Then came the preacher's voice,
and Katy leaned her head back, and gazed up into the blue sky. The
green branches overhead waved in the breeze, the bees hummed, and the
crickets chirped, and the minister's voice sounded farther and father
off, and—Katy was asleep.


The next she knew anything about was hearing a soft voice say, "Why,
here is a poor little chick fast asleep!"


Katy opened her eyes, and there was the pretty lady with the gray dress
and pleasant face, looking right at her.


Katy was ashamed—she jumped up quickly. She had not meant to be there
at all when church was out.


Mrs. Lynn—for that was her name—said: "Poor little girl! Were you all
tired out? And did you have a nice nap?"


Katy hardly knew what she said, she felt so confused, with the people
all about her.


"Won't you come into the Sabbath-school?" said the lady. "You may come
into my class if you wish to."


Katy managed to murmur out: "I don't look fit."


"Oh, never mind that to-day, you'll do very well."


So Katy followed her new friend into the Sabbath-school room, and was
soon seated in Mrs. Lynn's class of little girls, about her own age.
You will think, perhaps, that Katy felt uncomfortable at once because
of the cold looks given her by the other girls, or else drawing off to
the other end of the seat away from her, as you may have seen girls do
when a new scholar that was poorly dressed came into the class.


But these little girls were many of them poor. Mrs. Lynn had gathered
up her class herself from the by-ways and back streets, poor, straying
little ones, whose mothers did not know or care how they spent their
Sabbaths.


She loved best to work among the neglected ones. The lesson for that
day was about Jesus being the Good Shepherd. Mrs. Lynn told them
all about sheep and the shepherds, then she hung up a large colored
picture, and pointed out the happy little lambs frisking about in the
green fields, and the shepherd standing near watching them. She told
them how the lambs were not all contented in the pleasant pasture, and
sometimes some of them wanted to get away from the shepherd and take
care of themselves.


Then she brought out another picture of a little lamb that had gotten
away from the fold, and was hurrying along as fast as it could go, over
rough fields and through briars and brambles that tore the little feet.
Deep, dark holes were all around it, and it was in danger of falling
into them, but on it went, up the steep mountains, and the cold storm
came on, then plunged into the dark woods where the howling of the
wolves could be heard.


"Oh, dear," said Tiny Mills, "oh, do get him out of that quick, please
do."


And Mrs. Lynn brought out the last picture, where the Shepherd had
found the little lamb almost dead with fright and cold, and was
bringing it back, the poor little thing lying in his bosom, wrapped in
his warm cloak. Then Mrs. Lynn told them how "they" were little lambs,
and Jesus was the Good Shepherd, and little children that loved to
stay in the fold,—children that loved Jesus and obeyed their parents,
and gave up sin, were happy, and the Good Shepherd kept close by them.
But when children wanted to get away from Jesus, and go off among the
briers and thorns of sins, they were in great danger. Satan was the
wolf that was always lurking about to destroy them.


Then she told how Jesus goes after poor lost children who are sinning
against him, how He calls them to come to Him, and be His lambs, and
how much He loves them.


Katy listened eagerly, with eyes very large and earnest, to every word
her teacher said. At last she ventured to ask:


"Does He love folks that haven't any nice dresses and money?"


"Yes, indeed He does, my dear child. When He lived here on the earth,
He was poor Himself, and poor people were His friends, and He loved
them. Yes, nobody need stay away from Jesus for want of money or nice
clothes. Jesus is just as glad to see the poorest and meanest and
wickedest people that ever lived coming to Him as He is to see the rich
and great."


"Does he love folks that have done something very bad?"


Katy asked this question while the color came and went on her face, for
the recollection that she had once stolen something, that she had once
been a thief, had never left her and had often troubled her very much.


"Oh, yes, Katy. If one gives up doing the naughty thing, and asks Jesus
to forgive, He forgives them and loves them all the same."


At the close of school, Mrs. Lynn got Katy's promise to come the
next Sabbath if she could. She gave her a little picture of the Good
Shepherd carrying a lamb in His bosom. And she whispered a few loving
words to her that nobody else could hear, telling her that Jesus would
love her if she would come to Him and be His little lamb, that she must
pray to Him every day, and ask Him to give her a new heart, and that
she might tell Him all her troubles, and ask His help, just as she
would go to her mamma if she were living.


Katy went home with a lighter heart than when she came. When she got
there, she found Mrs. Scram in bad humor, because she had stayed away
so long. She tried not to be angry and slam the doors as she was in the
habit of doing when she received the usual cuffing of her ears.


"The next time you get out, you'll know it," said Mrs. Scram. "Here
I've been three mortal hours taking care of this cross baby, and I'm
'most tired to death."







The weeks passed away, and Mrs. Scram read just as many novels as ever,
and scolded and cuffed Katy just as usual, and the baby cried as much,
and the days were long and hot, and Katy sometimes remembered the words
of her teacher and sometimes she did not, although she was taking some
slow, short steps toward Jesus. She loved to get away by herself and
study the little picture Mrs. Lynn gave her, and tried to remember all
she said about being Jesus' lamb. She would have so loved to go to
Sabbath-school every Sabbath, but she did not get there very often, and
she did not always bear it well when Mrs. Scram said she could not go.
Sometimes she would get very angry, and forget all about trying to be
good.


It was a hard life she lived, and Mrs. Lynn was the only brightness in
it. To tell the truth Katy had a good many troubles of her own making.
She had a quick temper and a strong will, and sometimes showed them out
in a way that made Mrs. Scram treat her still more harshly.
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 CHAPTER VII.



A VISITOR.









ONE day as Katy was coming in from an errand, she saw a little gray
pony with a low carriage tied in front of the door, and when she went
in, who should sit talking with Mrs. Scram but Mrs. Lynn! Katy's
delight was so great that she could hardly answer when Mrs. Lynn spoke
to her.


Mrs. Lynn had been asking Mrs. Scram all about Katy and getting a
promise that she should attend Sabbath-School regularly. However
ungracious Mrs. Scram might be to others, this gentle lady who was so
polite and pleasant, and had given an orange to the baby, got no short
or surly answers, although she did think when Mrs. Lynn first came in,
that "she had better be tending to her own business."


When the lady went away, she gave Katy a little book filled with
pictures, and told her she would teach her some of the hymns that were
in it at Sabbath-School. Katy went with her to the door, and watched
her get into the carriage and drive away.


"Oh," sighed Katy, "how happy she must be, to ride off this nice
morning in that pretty carriage; I wish I was her."


And then she went back to the little dark room that looked darker
than ever after the bright lady had gone out of it, back to the work
that she hated, and it wasn't nice work a bit as she was doing it,
washing dishes in some very greasy water that was almost cold. It is a
different affair to wash dishes in the way some of you will learn to do
it, and may be really pleasant work, to take a pan of hot water with a
little soap in it, and as fast as you wash the dishes, rinse them in
clean hot water in another pan; then after they are nicely drained, you
will enjoy wiping them on a clean soft towel, and setting the shining
rows of cups and plates on the shelf. Work is almost as nice as play
sometimes, but poor Katy had no one to teach her.


Mrs. Lynn rode homeward in deep thought, and pony Gray had it all his
own way, trotting along at a gait that pleased himself, and if he
thought at all, he thought his mistress was asleep, but she was not.
She was wide awake and thinking hard, and if she had thought aloud, one
might have heard something like this:


"It is a great pity that Katy should be brought up under such
influences, I wonder if they would part with her. What a dear little
face she has, and her eyes followed me so wistfully. Could I undertake
the task of training a child that has lived on the street so long? But
I would like to put a little pleasure into her life. What if we take
her and train her up as our own dear daughter? I know it will cost a
good deal of self-denial and sacrifice, and perhaps I shall fail and
she will only be a trouble to me instead of a pleasure."


Just then something seemed to whisper this little thought into Mrs.
Lynn's ear. "What if you should undertake this work for the 'Master's'
sake, and not think anything about your own pleasure?"


At this point, she seemed to have decided upon something, for she
gathered up the reins briskly and bade Gray hurry himself. And very
soon after, she drove in between the tall trees and up a broad
carriage-way that led to her home.


Her husband was on the piazza watching for her. And he said as he
helped her out:


"What a women of business my wife is getting to be, when she cannot be
home at the dinner hour. You have some new schemes in your head now, I
know by your looks; tell it quickly."


"Yes, I have," said his wife, "and you shall hear all about it pretty
soon."







"Now," said Mrs. Lynn, when she and her husband were seated in their
pleasant dining-room, "Don't you want to hear about my new scheme as
you call it?"


So Mr. Lynn listened to the history of Katy, and an account of Mrs.
Lynn's visit to the Scram's, which ended with:


"Now I want that dear little Katy for my own, I want to adopt her as
our daughter. You will be sure to say yes, won't you? For I have quite
set my heart upon it."


After thinking a little while, Mr. Lynn said:


"But my dear wife, have you counted the cost? Just think what a tax the
training of one who has been a street child will be to your time and
patience, why not take one who has not so much evil to unlearn as she
probably has?"


"That is just it," said Mrs. Lynn, "I want to save her, she seems so
bright and promising, and besides I love her a little already."


"Ah, I thought that had something to do with it. Well, I suppose if
one is going to undertake such a thing, it is better to have a little
stock of love to start with. As you are always right, you must be
now, so I am sure you have my cheerful consent to do whatever you
please, although I fear this will be a hard task that you have set for
yourself."


But Mrs. Lynn did not look in the last as if she were about to
undertake a hard task. Her eyes looked very bright and her smile very
happy as she said:


"Won't it be delightful to have a dear little girl skipping about this
very quiet house?"


But then, how could she be at all sure that the Scrams would give Katy
up? It was very likely they would not wish to, for she was growing
stronger and older, and of course would be more useful every day. The
more she thought about it, the less prospect did there seem to be of
carrying out her plans, and she resolved to go into the city again
early the next morning and see Mrs. Scram. But she did not go, for the
evening train brought company to remain several days, and Mrs. Lynn's
time and attention were all taken up.







In the meanwhile, Mrs. Scram received a letter from a cousin who lived
at the West, saying that she was coming to make them a visit.


"There, now," said Mrs. Scram to her husband. "If 'twasn't for that
little plague you picked up in the streets and brought home, I might
have Mary Jane stay all winter and help me. I just wish we could get
rid of her, and will too, some way or other. There'll be enough of us
in this tucked up hole without her, and she's nothing but a torment,
anyhow."


So it came to pass that while Mrs. Lynn could scarcely sleep nights,
so great was her anxiety lest she should fail of getting possession
of Katy, that Mrs. Scram was full of frettings and scoldings lest she
could not get rid of her.


After she had scolded about it several days, Mr. Scram said: "Well,
well! Put her on the cars and send her back, she can live just as she
did afore, I'm sure."
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 CHAPTER VIII.



SUNSHINE.









THE next Monday morning, Mrs. Lynn was up early. She stepped briskly
about, attending to some little household duties. She was impatient to
be off to the city, that she might set her mind at rest about Katy,
and in a short time, she and her husband were on their way. She left
him at his office, and very soon after the gray pony was tied in front
of Jacob Scram's saloon. The door was joyfully opened by Katy herself.
Mrs. Scram soon came in, and Katy was sent out in the yard with the
baby.


"I called," said Mrs. Lynn, "to know what you intend to do about Katy.
Are you anxious to keep her?"


"Well; I rather guess we ain't. If we can get rid of her, we shall be
glad enough."


"Then you would be willing to give up all claim upon her if I should
take her?"


"Now you don't say," said Mrs. Scram, "that you want a 'young one' like
that. I s'pose maybe you think you can make her good for something
running errands and scouring knives, but I can tell you she's more
bother than she's worth."


If Mrs. Scram had known that one of Mrs. Lynn's reasons for taking Katy
was love for her, she would have been still more astonished.


"You may call Katy," said Mrs. Lynn, "and I will take her with me now,
and you need not send any clothes with her."


"Well, if that don't beat all!" said Mrs. Scram to herself as she went
to call Katy.


"Katy," said Mrs. Lynn, "put on your hat and shawl and come with me,
won't you? Mrs. Scram says you may, and you would like a ride this fine
morning, I'm sure."


Katy waited for no second invitation, and was soon seated by Mrs.
Lynn's side in the little carriage.


Gray trotted briskly off, and Katy—why, Katy wondered if she were
dreaming—if it were truly herself or some other little girl. She did
not speak—she forgot to speak—she looked and enjoyed. And when they
came out into the open country, all she said was, "Oh, I didn't think
it would be so pretty!"


There were the fields that Daisy had told her of, and the woods.
Birds sang, and squirrels chattered, as they rode under the drooping
branches. Mrs. Lynn did not talk much, either. It was pleasure enough
to watch Katy's face, that expressed so much wonder and joy.


"Katy," said Mrs. Lynn, after a little, "how do you think you would
like living with me?"


"Oh, Mrs. Lynn!" said Katy. "I should like it so much. Could I? Will
you let me? I will be so good and work so hard for you."


"Katy," said Mrs. Lynn, "you are on your way to my house now, and if
you are a good girl, you shall always stay with us."


"Needn't I never go back to Mrs. Scram's any more?" said Katy.


"Never any more," said Mrs. Lynn. "You shall be our own dear little
daughter."


Katy gave a little scream of delight, then the tears came to her
eyes, and rolled down her cheeks. She would have enjoyed throwing her
arms about Mrs. Lynn's neck, and kissing her, but she was too shy for
that. And then, besides, she had a feeling that it was not fitting for
such a ragged, forlorn-looking little beggar girl to come quite so
close to the delicate lady by her side, with her pretty white cambric
morning-dress.


But she managed to say at last, in a choked little voice, "Oh! I will
try to be so good. I am 'so' glad!"


And now little Gray turned into the gate-way he knew so well, and up
the-winding road to his mistress' door.


It was a lovely spot they were coming to. On one side of the graveled
carriage-drive was a large, green lawn filled with tall trees, and
seats were scattered here and there under them. The fountain in the
centre made pleasant music, and farther up on the hill the white tent
glimmered through the trees. On the other side, a flower garden was gay
with blossoms. The gothic house had broad piazzas. One on the sunny
side where Mrs. Lynn came with her book or work on cool mornings,—one
on the north side, a cool retreat covered with vines.
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A lovely spot.









The first work, of course, on getting home, was to give Katy a good
bath and change her clothes. And where were the clothes to come from?
Mrs. Lynn was like Dorcas, the woman it tells of in the Bible, who made
garments for the poor.


Katy was not the only little girl she had searched out and fed and
clothed. When her own clothes were ready to be laid aside, she would
cut from them a garment large enough for a child, and give it to a poor
woman in the neighborhood to make.


So it happened that there was an old trunk up-stairs, half full of
clothes of all sizes. Some for little toddlers, and some for ten and
twelve year old children. It had been filled and emptied many times;
for many a bundle of clothes went from that house to the poor in the
city.


It was not long before a little girl in a pink dress and white apron
might have been seen in the garden with Mrs. Lynn. It did not look much
like Katy at a distance, but it was, only such a very clean, happy Katy
that she hardly knew herself.


Early the next day, Mrs. Lynn went to the city. She spent the whole
morning making purchases for Katy. It was wonderful how much one little
girl seemed to need. There were dark ginghams for play and work, and
pretty light cambrics and white dresses for other occasions. Nothing
was forgotten, from the sash and pretty boots to the broad-brimmed hat
and thick shoes for gardening.


One summer, Mrs. Lynn, expecting a little niece to spend a few weeks
with her, had amused herself in fitting up a room in the way which she
thought would please a child. It was called the pink room. It was a
pretty little chamber with a large window looking off on to purple and
blue hills. The paper on the wall had the faintest tinge of pink,—the
little bedstead and bureau and washstand were pink, with small bouquets
of flowers on them. The carpet was a light ground, with red and pink
and white roses on it. The window had a white muslin curtain looped
back with pink ribbon. Pretty pictures hung on the walls, and some
shelves filled with choice little books.


This room was given to Katy,—this bright, beautiful room. It always
looked, even on dark days, as if the sun were setting and shone into
it. There is no use in trying to tell you how she felt when she was
taken into it for the first time, but something as we shall, I suppose,
when we see for the first time the beautiful heaven that God has
prepared for us. This world will seem to us then just like the dark
cellar and gloomy saloon that Katy had lived in so long.


She found courage now that she was clean and neatly dressed to throw
her arms around Mrs. Lynn's neck and kiss her and thank her. And that
dear lady took her in her arms and kissed her many times.


"Now, my new little daughter," said Mrs. Lynn, "I am going to teach
you to be a very orderly little girl." And opening the door of a large
closet, she showed to Katy hooks just high enough for her to reach, to
hang her clothes on.


"Here in this little drawer put your gloves, in this one your
handkerchiefs, in this one your aprons; and I feel sure that my Katy
will try to please me in this, and that I shall never come up here and
find all your drawers in confusion."


I t was a great pleasure to Katy to hang her dresses on the hooks and
place the neatly-folded clothes in her drawers. And a great many times
in the day, she tripped softly up-stairs and opened the door of her
closet and took one more look at her dresses,—took down her white sack
and tried it on, then peeped into every drawer in the bureau as if to
make sure that the snowy little piles had not run away.


Then the little drawer that held her gloves and handkerchiefs—how
precious it was! The little brown kid gloves for best, and a lisle
thread pair for every day. She, Katy, with gloves on! Just like Daisy.
Then all these things were her very own. It was too good; what a
strange life it was.


Everything was different. In this house, there was no beer or whisky,
no cuffs on the ear, no sharp words or wrangling. But instead, there
was peace and good-will, even down to Susan and Mike; there were
prayers and hymns of praise, and loving words and deeds filled up the
whole day.


Mrs. Lynn began to give Katy regular lessons, for the poor child had
never been taught to read. As this was the long summer vacation, she
could not go to school yet, and Mrs. Lynn was glad it was so, for now
she could teach her a little before she commenced school.


It was not only in reading and spelling and writing that Katy took
lessons, but in many useful things besides. She succeeded finely in
keeping her room in order. One secret of that was that Mrs. Lynn made a
rule that everything must be put back in its place just as soon as she
had done wearing or using it. She was getting to be quite a gardener,
too, and spent many pleasant hours in the garden learning the names of
plants, helping to tie up stray vines, pulling weeds, or gathering and
arranging flowers.


Then, seated under a tree, perhaps she took a lesson in sewing. How
many times she pricked her fingers, and what funny looking stitches she
made!


Then when the work was all done, she and her new mamma took long rides
over the hills, the green fields stretching away before them as far as
they could see, then a bit of woods with squirrels chippering and birds
singing. What a sweet smell, and how still it was when they stopped to
rest a few minutes! No sounds but the squirrels and birds, and crickets
chirping, and the music of the tall trees as they bowed and waved to
each other in the little breeze. What beds of moss, and the red berries
hiding away in it, and the white violets peeping up pretty heads, and
the golden sunshine here and there making patches of light and shade.
This was the country at last! No wonder her own mamma was always
wanting to get back to it.


Katy was always disappointed when the horse's head was turned toward
the city for a ride. There was where her old life was lived, and she
did not love it.


Mr. Lynn had opened his heart to Katy from the first, and he soon grew
very fond of the little maiden who was sure to come to the gate to meet
him when he came home, and many a frolic they had through the grounds,
Katy running and shouting in high glee, or she was in the swing, and he
sent her far up among the green branches.


Katy had a play-house, too, under the trees, and her mother had bought
her a doll, and a cradle, and some little chairs and a table, and
dishes to play tea, for she said, "The poor child shall not be cheated
out of every bit of her childhood, after all."


It was hard to tell who was happier, Katy or her new father and mother.
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 CHAPTER IX.



"SHALL GIVE ACCOUNT."









BUT was it always happy times with Katy? Did I hear somebody ask? What
will you say if I tell you that sometimes she did not want to do as her
mamma said she must, that she wanted to have her own way, and pouted
and was cross, because she could not have it? What! A little girl that
had had such kindness heaped upon her, dare to be so ungrateful as that!


But it was true, and I am not surprised at it, because I have been
little girls do the same thing that had never known anything all their
lives but love and kindness, and had been carefully trained by the
best of mothers. And then it is very much as we all act toward Jesus.
He sees us in the rags and filth of sin and takes us for his children,
and loves us and gives us the clean robes of his righteousness, and
promises us a beautiful home, and don't we often sit down and fret, or
go about all covered with gloom because he does not make things go to
suit us?


Sometimes Mrs. Lynn was filled with sorrow when Katy showed a great
deal of self-will, but she had great patience with her, because she
remembered Katy had had no one to teach her until now. And she prayed
for her earnestly, and hoped that it would not be long before she would
belong to Jesus indeed, for she had as yet got no farther than trying
to be good.


She had improved, but she had not yet come to Jesus, and given her
heart to him, and asked for the new heart. She was trying to make
herself good, and began to feel that she was pretty good and did not
need any help from Jesus. Didn't she go to church and Sunday-school
every Sunday, and learn her verses and give her pennies and say her
prayers? And she didn't tell lies, or break the Sabbath, or say bad
words, as Sally Dike and those girls used to. Now that she had got into
such a beautiful home, and had so many nice things and so many to love
her, she seemed to forget how she had wished for Jesus to love her.


The summer was gone, the earth had put on her winter clothing, and so
had Katy. Every morning, pleasant or stormy, you might have seen a
little girl, dressed in warm bright merino and muffled in furs, her
brown curls down on her shoulders now, moving briskly by Mr. Lynn's
side on their way to the street-car, that should take them to the city,
Katy to her school, Mr. Lynn to his office. You would hardly know Katy
now, she has improved so much. She is a bright faithful scholar and a
favorite with all.


Such a winter Katy had never known. It was quite a new thing to face
the cold blast, so warmly clad that the cold could not creep in
anywhere. Then how delightful to come to such a home at night. The warm
fires glowing in the grates, the cheerful tea-table spread, bright
carpets and curtains and warmth and beauty everywhere, best of all a
gentle loving mother waiting for her. It was just one pleasure after
another, whether she slid down hill, or rode swiftly over the snowy
ground tucked in the warmest of robes, sleigh-bells jingling merry
music, or, by the evening fire, cracked nuts and ate apples.


Whenever Katy saw some poor little waif all blue and cold, standing at
the corner of the street, the wind blowing her rags, just as she used
to look, it made her unhappy. If she had anything in her purse, she
wanted to empty it, and would have taken off some of her garments to
give, if Mr. Lynn had allowed it. She always remembered in her prayer,
"Poor little cold hungry children without any homes."







One Sabbath after dinner, Katy established herself in a corner of
the sofa to have a nice time with her Sabbath-school book. Something
appeared to be the matter, she did not look happy. The minister had
preached that day from the text, "So then every one of us shall give
account of himself to God," and her mind was running on what he had
said instead of being on the story she was reading. The words of the
text kept coming before her.


"Give account," she repeated to herself. "I can't! I never shall, oh
dear, oh dear," she said half aloud.


Mrs. Lynn looking up, said:


"Why, what is the matter with our little girl to-day? She does not seem
to be much interested in her book; what has gone wrong, my dear?"


"Oh, mamma, the minister said that everybody must stand up all alone
before God and tell all about themselves. Does it mean little girls
too?"


"The Bible says, 'every one.'"


"But I can't! I'm afraid, I won't go up there by him, I'll hide."


"But God can see even through the darkness."


"I can't, I can't! I've been such a naughty girl." Katy buried her face
in her hands and sobbed aloud, "Oh, must I? Isn't there ally way to get
clear of it?"


"No, dear, the same Bible says the books will be open, the dead, small
and great, shall stand before God."


"Oh, oh! How dreadful it is, I wish I never had been made. Aren't you
afraid, mamma? But you are so good you needn't be."


"No," said Mrs. Lynn, with a smile, "I'm not afraid, not because I am
good, but because when God calls me to come up before him, I can say
I belong to Jesus, then it will be all right. If I am asked about my
sins, I can say Jesus took them and suffered for me; or if I am asked
about being pure and holy, I can say the Lord is my righteousness, or
whatever I may be asked, I can say I love the Lord Jesus, then God will
smile upon me, and bid me come into the beautiful city.


"Don't you see, my dear, how easy it will be in that day, if we only
belong to Jesus? That is the great thing. To every one He says, 'Come,
and I will give you a heart to love me, and everything else you need,
and take you to live with me when you die.' Go to Him, darling, and tell
Him all about it, how you are afraid of that day that will surely come,
how you want to hide yourself in Him, and have a new heart."


"Oh, I can't, I don't know how."


"Don't you know how to come to me and ask my forgiveness when you have
displeased me?"


"But I've tried, I 'can't,' I can't be a Christian."


"My poor little Katy, you can't be anything else, unless you belong
to Satan. Every one serves Jesus or Satan. God commands every one to
repent. To repent means to be sorry that you have sinned against God
and stop sinning. If I command you to do anything, am I pleased with
you until you obey me? When one comes to Jesus, he must come meaning
with all his heart to give up every sin and try to please Him."


"I said the prayer you told me; it didn't do any good; I said it every
night, too."


"Katy, do you remember how you wanted to go up on the hill with the
girls after beech-nuts, and I was afraid the walk would be too long for
you, how you came into my room and begged to go, and said you would
stop every little while and rest? You were willing to promise anything,
if I would only let you go. Did you ask Jesus that way when you knelt
down before him."


"No," said Katy, blushing. "I guess I was thinking of something else,
and I was so tired and sleepy."


"If you had come to me when you wanted to go after beech-nuts and asked
in a stupid, sleepy way, if you might go, looking as if you didn't
care whether I said yes or no, would I have taken much notice of it? I
should have thought, 'Katy does not seem to care much about going; it
is just as well that she should not.' You must be wide awake and mean
what you say, when you pray."


"But I can't be 'good,' I've tried ever so hard."


"No, you never can make yourself good. You must tell Jesus so, and
ask Him to take you just as you are, and make you His child. He says,
'Come to me and I will save you.' You must believe Him and come. That
is being a Christian, believing what He says, and trusting Him to save
you."


"Is that all? Haven't I got to be good?"


"You will try with all your heart to please Jesus when you really love
Him. That is being good. He will keep you from being naughty if you ask
Him and trust Him to do it."


"Oh, mamma, won't you ask Him to give me a new heart now?"


"Yes, I will my dear, but you must ask for yourself, and try to give
up all your will to Jesus, and feel toward Him as I have told you, you
must feel toward me. Be willing that he should plan and choose for you,
and obey Him cheerfully."


They knelt together, and Mrs. Lynn asked most earnestly that Katy might
now be taken by the Lord Jesus for His child, to be His forever. Then
Katy asked Him too, and gave herself away as she never had before.


These prayers were answered. From that time, Katy was a true little
disciple of the Lord, often making mistakes it is true, but always
going with a grieved heart to her Savior for forgiveness. She felt from
that time as if she belonged to the Lord. It was a great help when
tempted to think, "What would please Jesus best?" or "If He were here
looking at me, would I do so?"
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 CHAPTER X.



CHRISTMAS PRESENTS.









"MAMMA," said Katy a few days before Christmas, "do you mean that I am
to spend the money you gave me for Christmas exactly as I please?"


"Exactly as you please."


"Would you have any objection to my taking a little Christmas present
to Mrs. Scram's baby? The poor little fellow hasn't any playthings, nor
anything to make him happy."


"No, indeed. I am glad you thought of it, and will send something too;
Mike shall drive in with you Christmas morning, and you can make a call
all by yourself."


Katy had been thinking what to do with her money, after the presents
for mamma and papa, and Mike and Susan, were all ready, and her
thoughts turned to poor, unhappy baby Scram, for she had always kept a
warm place in her heart for him. So the next day, after school, Katy
went down-town and selected a dozen large sweet oranges, a blue scarf,
and a pair of blue mittens, besides a little tin horse and wagon, and a
box of blocks. This was after much looking about and study. It gave her
great pleasure to go alone and buy these her first Christmas presents,
to make a poor child happy.


On Christmas morning, Mrs. Lynn added to Katy's packages, a scarlet
flannel dress for the baby, and Katy was soon on her way.


"Who in the world can that be," said Mrs. Scram, as a sleigh with gay
robes and prancing ponies drew up before the door, and Katy was helped
out. She bustled about to pick up things a little before the stranger
should appear.


When she opened the door and saw Katy, she hadn't the least idea it was
anyone she had ever seen before, for although it was not a year since
Katy had left, she was very much changed. The round rosy face did not
look like the pale sorrowful one Mrs. Scram used to know, nor did the
trim little figure. No trace of the former Katy could be seen, from the
white plume in her hat to the toe of her kid boot.


Katy seemed to forget that she was expected to speak. She just sat and
looked. There was the same dish-pan standing on the table that she used
to wash from, and there were the dishes, much the worse for wear, and
the faded carpet, and the old broom standing behind the door, and the
little dusty windows looking into the alley.


When Mrs. Scram remarked that it was a pleasant morning, Katy gave a
start, for she almost expected Mrs. Scram to box her ears and tell
her to wash up the dishes and sweep up the floor. But she came to her
senses now, and said:


"Don't you know me? I'm Katy!"


"My stars!" said Mrs. Scram. "Now you don't say so. Got to be a fine
lady I s'pose you think—don't do anything, I dare say, but fold your
hands from morning till night."


"Oh, yes," said Katy, "I go to school every day and have to study hard."


"Study!" said Mrs. Scram with a sniff. "Well, I s'pose you're round
to-day showing off your new clothes, most likely."


Katy's face flushed a little at this, for to tell the truth, she had
felt a good deal of pleasure in letting Mrs. Scram see how well she
dressed.


But she only said, "Oh, I came to bring the baby some little things for
Christmas."


And she began to take the oranges out of her satchel. Baby could walk
now, and he came toddling up to Katy, holding out his hand for one.


"You will give him one every day as long as they last, won't you Mrs.
Scram? I remember how much he used to like them. And here is a little
warm dress that mamma sent him, but these other things are my presents."


And she wound the soft tippet about his neck, and put the bits of
mittens on his hands, and sent the little horse and wagon rolling
across the room, and the baby laughed and jabbered and looked as happy
as any baby.


Now Mrs. Scram had a feeling come over her that was rather new to her,
she felt very much ashamed that she had spoken so roughly to Katy,
and she made the baby kiss her hand and say "Thank you," and spoke
pleasantly when Katy was going away. I shouldn't wonder if these little
gifts made Mrs. Scram a better woman.


It was the very first Christmas that Mr. and Mrs. Lynn had ever had a
little girl of their own to give presents to, and they hardly knew when
to stop. There were books, and games, and pictures, and much to Katy's
astonishment, a tiny gold watch and chain. She had not thought much
about receiving gifts, for it seemed as if she had everything she could
want already.


But it was a happy day to Katy, and none the less so because she had
carried a little sunshine into the dismal home of the Scrams.
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 CHAPTER XI.



CONSCIENCE AND THE KATY-DIDS.









THE winter passed away full of busy cares and pleasures. Katy was
losing her self-will, and growing more obedient and loving each day,
and her mother had great comfort in her, and Katy was very happy
herself, although one thing troubled her very much. Ever since she had
become a Christian, the thought that she had once stolen a loaf of
bread, and never repaid it in any way, had been a great grief to her.
Sometimes she almost made up her mind to tell Mrs. Lynn about it, then
Satan told her she needn't, that it was a long time ago and that of
course she didn't intend to steal any more, and a loaf or bread wasn't
any great affair, anyhow.


But Katy's conscience was growing tender the more closely she got to
Jesus, and she did not feel at all satisfied with disposing of it in
this way.


It was a warm evening in spring. Katy and her mamma sat on the piazza.
The air was full of sweet smells from apple and lilac trees, the birds
were singing soft little good-night songs, and the golden sun lit up
everything with his last rays.


Mrs. Lynn was drinking it all in, with her eyes on the distant hills.
She did not notice that Katy was not enjoying it with her, and that she
was fidgeting about in a very uneasy way. The lesson in Sabbath-school
the day before had been about the man who came to Jesus, and said if he
had taken anything from any man, he restored it fourfold.


The teacher had talked a good deal about honesty, honesty in small
things—if any one had been tempted into taking even a small thing from
another, it was duty to make it good in some way.


So the old trouble was upon Katy. It had worried her all day in school,
and had followed her home. How could she restore that loaf of bread?


It couldn't be done, at least it could not without telling somebody,
and she never wanted to do that. Just here some little voices came from
the tree overhead, and what did they say that made Katy start so, and
that brought such a bright color into her face.


"Katy did!" "Katy 'didn't!'"


"Katy did!"


"Katy 'didn't!'"


On they went as fast and sharp as possible. What could it all mean?
Did even the birds know all about it? Her troubled conscience made her
ready to believe almost anything, and she had never heard a katy-did
before.


The dispute went on:


"Katy did!" "Katy 'didn't!'"


Katy glanced at her mamma, wondering if she did not notice, but her
face looked as serene as ever. Katy could stand it no longer, and she
burst into tears, crying out:


"Yes, I did do it—I 'did!'"


"Why, Katy!" said her mamma. "What are you talking about? What is it,
my dear?"


"Oh, mamma," said Katy, "what kind of birds are these that know all
about me? I can't stand it. I did something real naughty once, that I
never told you about. But how do they know about it?"


Then Katy poured all her troubles into her mamma's ear, just where she
should have put them long ago.


And Mrs. Lynn comforted her by assuring her that it should all be made
right if she could remember the place where the bakery was.


"Oh, yes," said Katy, eagerly. "I'm sure I know. I can see it now. It
was on Canal Street. The man's name was Mr. Barton."


"Well, put it all away now, and never be troubled any more about it.
And let me tell you a little about the katy-dids. They are not birds at
all as you supposed, but tiny green insects, that you might think were
little grasshoppers. They belong to the locust family, and the noise
that you hear is made with their wings instead of their mouths. Now
you must enjoy hearing the little creatures after this, and you must
feel that they have forgotten all about this affair, and that they are
saying,—


"'Katy did learn her lessons.' 'Katy didn't disobey.' 'Katy "did" grow
up to be a good woman.'"
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 CHAPTER XII.



FOURFOLD.









DURING the next few weeks, there was a great deal to be done at Mrs.
Lynn's. The sewing-machine and the seamstress were not idle, for there
were a great many stitches to be taken to put the wardrobe of the
family in order for the summer, and just as soon as all was done, they
were to start on their journey, spending a little time in New York on
their way to the sea-side.


Katy could hardly wait for the day to come. It would be so strange to
go back to the great city where she used to live, when everything was
so different with her now. She wondered if she should see Daisy again,
and if Peter and Nancy were there,—if a certain bakery was where it
used to be.


Katy had her own trunk and packed it herself, and it took a great many
packings to get it to her mind. But the time came at last for them to
start, and the morning train carried them swiftly on their way.


Toward evening, they arrived in the city. Taking a coach, they went
to Mrs. Lynn's sister's, who lived in a handsome house up town. The
travelers were shown into the brightly-lighted parlor, where they
received a warm welcome from a lady and gentleman and little girl who
sat around the table reading.


"And this is your little girl that you have adopted? My dear, this is
your new auntie," said the lady, as she kissed Katy; "and it seems as
if I had seen those eyes before, but that must be all fancy, of course."


In the commotion, nobody had thought to make the two little girls
acquainted, and all were surprised when Katy exclaimed:


"It's 'Daisy,' mamma! I do believe it 'is' Daisy!"


Sure enough, there were the golden curls and the fair face and the
sweet blue eyes. Nobody could forget her very well that had ever seen
her.


"Yes, I'm Daisy," said the little girl, "but I don't know who you are."


"Why, don't you know? I'm Katy."


"Katy? Why—why—you're not the Katy that used to come here beg—with a
basket, are you?"


"Yes," said Katy, blushing at the remembrance.


"Why, I never should have known you! Where have you been this long
time? I was so sorry you didn't come any more," and the long-lost
friends gave each other a warm greeting, while the older ones looked
on, a good deal puzzled at all this.


"Now help us to understand this mystery," said Mrs. Grant to her
sister. "How came Katy to stray off to you?"


So Katy's history was told and talked over with a great deal of
wondering at the strange way in which things had turned out. And it
was late before the pleasant party around the tea-table broke up and
settled themselves for the night.


Perhaps you think that now Mr. and Mrs. Grant, since they knew all
about Katy, felt as if they did not want a child who had once been
a beggar to be a visitor in their house, and that Daisy, too, gave
herself airs, and drew off from Katy, and tried to show her how far
beneath her she was. But it was not so at all. They were a dear,
Christian family, and were delighted to find that even one poor lamb
had been snatched away from a life of misery.


Daisy and Katy were up with the first peep of day, and their tongues
running very fast.


"O Daisy!" said Katy. "You can't think how much good that poor little
dolly did me, that you gave to me."


"I remember it," said Daisy, "it had its legs or arms off, didn't
it? How much I missed you, Katy, when you didn't come any more. I
was afraid that old man had killed you,—and now you've come. It's so
nice—it's just like a story-book; and we are cousins too, now, and can
see each other real often."


And the two happy little girls wound their arms about each other, and
skipped off to the garden, as Daisy called it. But it was the same
little spot where Daisy had sat with her dolls the day Katy saw her.
Now it was all gay with flowers.


Daisy spent a good deal of her time here at work, for she had planted
the seeds and bulbs herself, and weeded and hoed and watered with great
patience, as the pretty little garden plainly showed.







"Katy," said her mother one day, "you may come out with me a little
while to do an errand."


When they were out by themselves, Mrs. Lynn said:


"Now we will attend to that business of ours about the bakery, you
know."


"Oh, mamma!" said Katy. "Doesn't papa know?"


"No, indeed! This is our secret—yours and mine and the katy-dids. Now
I want to see if we can find the place, and if the same man is there."


By means of street-car and omnibus they found themselves on the very
corner that Katy had described. It was a bakery, and the sign read:





J. BARTON & SON.






"That is it," said Katy, "that is it!" And she would have rushed right
in, if her Mother had not held her back.


"No, Katy, I will show you a better way. We will go now, and you may
write to Mr. Barton enclosing as much money as you think you ought, and
we will send it to him. That will be less embarrassing to you, and will
answer the purpose just as well."


Before many hours had passed, Katy, after a good deal of study, brought
the note to her mother, who said it was all right, and sent it to the
post-office.







"Come with me," said Mr. Lynn to his wife and Katy, one day, as they
were passing down Broadway. "Let us take this down-town omnibus, and
see if Katy can find her way to where that old Peter used to live."


When they were once more in the neighborhood of the bakery, Katy soon
found her way to the alley that she had traveled over so much.


"I should have supposed," said her mamma, "that you would have
forgotten where to turn, by this time."


"Oh," said Katy, "I remembered that after I passed the bakery, I turned
down by this big building with tall chimneys."


After walking a long distance down the alley, they came upon the old
sign swinging in the wind,—





PETER HANKS, SHOEMAKER






And there, sunning himself in the doorway, sat old Peter himself. He
was sound asleep, so they had a good chance to peep through the broken
window, and see the home that Katy had left. The remains of the dinner
were still on the table, and there was the whisky jug that accounted
for the deep sleep of the master and mistress. For over on the bed in
the corner, Nancy, too, was snoring, her mouth wide open. Her wash-tub
stood in its usual place near the middle of the room—a large pond of
suds under it, and the room was as dark and damp and mouldy-smelling as
it used to be.


Katy noticed with a shudder the door of the closet standing open, where
she had slept so many times on a heap of filthy rags.


Mr. and Mrs. Lynn turned away from the sickening sight with swelling
hearts, and Katy grasped a hand of each, as if she feared that old
Peter would wake and claim her even now. None of them spoke as they
walked away, but each was in deep thought.


Katy was thinking:


"Oh, how good God was to let me get away from those bad old folks and
that dreadful, 'dreadful' place, and then to give me such a home as He
has. I must be very good all my life."







In Mr. Barton's bakery the lights were turned low. The business was
done for the day, and Mr. Barton, a gray-haired man past sixty, with
his face full of worldly care, seated himself by the fire to read some
letters that had just been brought in.


"What does all this mean?" he said, as he opened one letter and some
money dropped at his feet. Then he read it, and this is what it said:





   "MR. BARTON: When I was a wicked little girl, I stole a loaf of bread
from you. You never knew it, I guess. It was more than two years ago.
Now I have learned how dreadful sin is, for I belong to Jesus, and I
want to make it all right with you. I send you fifty cents. I know the
loaf didn't cost so much, but I want to do as the man in the Bible
did,—pay back four times as much. Please forgive me.



"KATY."






When Mr. Barton had read it, he said:


"What in the world is all this about, anyway, and who is Katy?"


Then he took off his spectacles and wiped them, and read it again. Then
he wiped his eyes and looked all about, as if there was any one there
to see him, and leaned his head on his hand, and thought a long time.
He thought how many times he had done things that were worse than this;
and here was a little girl who thought she had committed a great sin in
taking one loaf of bread.


Then one little sentence in the letter, "I belong to Jesus, now,"
kept itself before him. To whom did "he" belong? He had never stopped
thinking about his business long enough to ask himself that question.
He sat a long time and thought about these things, more seriously than
he had in many years.







The next week, the two families started for the sea-shore, and for many
happy weeks after, Daisy and Katy enjoyed being together. They bathed
and searched for shells, and played in the sand.


And there we will leave them, only saying that Katy "did" grow up to
be a noble, Christian woman, and worked hard for the Master, and had a
warm heart for all little homeless children.












THE END.















*** END OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK KATY HUNTER'S HOMES ***



    

Updated editions will replace the previous one—the old editions will
be renamed.


Creating the works from print editions not protected by U.S. copyright
law means that no one owns a United States copyright in these works,
so the Foundation (and you!) can copy and distribute it in the United
States without permission and without paying copyright
royalties. Special rules, set forth in the General Terms of Use part
of this license, apply to copying and distributing Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works to protect the PROJECT GUTENBERG™
concept and trademark. Project Gutenberg is a registered trademark,
and may not be used if you charge for an eBook, except by following
the terms of the trademark license, including paying royalties for use
of the Project Gutenberg trademark. If you do not charge anything for
copies of this eBook, complying with the trademark license is very
easy. You may use this eBook for nearly any purpose such as creation
of derivative works, reports, performances and research. Project
Gutenberg eBooks may be modified and printed and given away—you may
do practically ANYTHING in the United States with eBooks not protected
by U.S. copyright law. Redistribution is subject to the trademark
license, especially commercial redistribution.



START: FULL LICENSE


THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG™ LICENSE


PLEASE READ THIS BEFORE YOU DISTRIBUTE OR USE THIS WORK


To protect the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting the free
distribution of electronic works, by using or distributing this work
(or any other work associated in any way with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg”), you agree to comply with all the terms of the Full
Project Gutenberg License available with this file or online at
www.gutenberg.org/license.


Section 1. General Terms of Use and Redistributing Project Gutenberg
electronic works


1.A. By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg
electronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to
and accept all the terms of this license and intellectual property
(trademark/copyright) agreement. If you do not agree to abide by all
the terms of this agreement, you must cease using and return or
destroy all copies of Project Gutenberg electronic works in your
possession. If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a
Project Gutenberg electronic work and you do not agree to be bound
by the terms of this agreement, you may obtain a refund from the person
or entity to whom you paid the fee as set forth in paragraph 1.E.8.


1.B. “Project Gutenberg” is a registered trademark. It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an electronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terms of this agreement. There are a few
things that you can do with most Project Gutenberg electronic works
even without complying with the full terms of this agreement. See
paragraph 1.C below. There are a lot of things you can do with Project
Gutenberg electronic works if you follow the terms of this
agreement and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg
electronic works. See paragraph 1.E below.


1.C. The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation (“the
Foundation” or PGLAF), owns a compilation copyright in the collection
of Project Gutenberg electronic works. Nearly all the individual
works in the collection are in the public domain in the United
States. If an individual work is unprotected by copyright law in the
United States and you are located in the United States, we do not
claim a right to prevent you from copying, distributing, performing,
displaying or creating derivative works based on the work as long as
all references to Project Gutenberg are removed. Of course, we hope
that you will support the Project Gutenberg mission of promoting
free access to electronic works by freely sharing Project Gutenberg
works in compliance with the terms of this agreement for keeping the
Project Gutenberg name associated with the work. You can easily
comply with the terms of this agreement by keeping this work in the
same format with its attached full Project Gutenberg License when
you share it without charge with others.


1.D. The copyright laws of the place where you are located also govern
what you can do with this work. Copyright laws in most countries are
in a constant state of change. If you are outside the United States,
check the laws of your country in addition to the terms of this
agreement before downloading, copying, displaying, performing,
distributing or creating derivative works based on this work or any
other Project Gutenberg work. The Foundation makes no
representations concerning the copyright status of any work in any
country other than the United States.


1.E. Unless you have removed all references to Project Gutenberg:


1.E.1. The following sentence, with active links to, or other
immediate access to, the full Project Gutenberg License must appear
prominently whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg work (any work
on which the phrase “Project Gutenberg” appears, or with which the
phrase “Project Gutenberg” is associated) is accessed, displayed,
performed, viewed, copied or distributed:


    This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere in the United States and most
    other parts of the world at no cost and with almost no restrictions
    whatsoever. You may copy it, give it away or re-use it under the terms
    of the Project Gutenberg™ License included with this eBook or online
    at www.gutenberg.org. If you
    are not located in the United States, you will have to check the laws
    of the country where you are located before using this eBook.
  


1.E.2. If an individual Project Gutenberg electronic work is
derived from texts not protected by U.S. copyright law (does not
contain a notice indicating that it is posted with permission of the
copyright holder), the work can be copied and distributed to anyone in
the United States without paying any fees or charges. If you are
redistributing or providing access to a work with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg” associated with or appearing on the work, you must comply
either with the requirements of paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 or
obtain permission for the use of the work and the Project Gutenberg
trademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.3. If an individual Project Gutenberg electronic work is posted
with the permission of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
must comply with both paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 and any
additional terms imposed by the copyright holder. Additional terms
will be linked to the Project Gutenberg License for all works
posted with the permission of the copyright holder found at the
beginning of this work.


1.E.4. Do not unlink or detach or remove the full Project Gutenberg
License terms from this work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Gutenberg.


1.E.5. Do not copy, display, perform, distribute or redistribute this
electronic work, or any part of this electronic work, without
prominently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E.1 with
active links or immediate access to the full terms of the Project
Gutenberg License.


1.E.6. You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
compressed, marked up, nonproprietary or proprietary form, including
any word processing or hypertext form. However, if you provide access
to or distribute copies of a Project Gutenberg work in a format
other than “Plain Vanilla ASCII” or other format used in the official
version posted on the official Project Gutenberg website
(www.gutenberg.org), you must, at no additional cost, fee or expense
to the user, provide a copy, a means of exporting a copy, or a means
of obtaining a copy upon request, of the work in its original “Plain
Vanilla ASCII” or other form. Any alternate format must include the
full Project Gutenberg License as specified in paragraph 1.E.1.


1.E.7. Do not charge a fee for access to, viewing, displaying,
performing, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg works
unless you comply with paragraph 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.8. You may charge a reasonable fee for copies of or providing
access to or distributing Project Gutenberg electronic works
provided that:


    	• You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
        the use of Project Gutenberg works calculated using the method
        you already use to calculate your applicable taxes. The fee is owed
        to the owner of the Project Gutenberg trademark, but he has
        agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation. Royalty payments must be paid
        within 60 days following each date on which you prepare (or are
        legally required to prepare) your periodic tax returns. Royalty
        payments should be clearly marked as such and sent to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation at the address specified in
        Section 4, “Information about donations to the Project Gutenberg
        Literary Archive Foundation.”
    

    	• You provide a full refund of any money paid by a user who notifies
        you in writing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
        does not agree to the terms of the full Project Gutenberg™
        License. You must require such a user to return or destroy all
        copies of the works possessed in a physical medium and discontinue
        all use of and all access to other copies of Project Gutenberg™
        works.
    

    	• You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of
        any money paid for a work or a replacement copy, if a defect in the
        electronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days of
        receipt of the work.
    

    	• You comply with all other terms of this agreement for free
        distribution of Project Gutenberg™ works.
    



1.E.9. If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work or group of works on different terms than
are set forth in this agreement, you must obtain permission in writing
from the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the manager of
the Project Gutenberg™ trademark. Contact the Foundation as set
forth in Section 3 below.


1.F.


1.F.1. Project Gutenberg volunteers and employees expend considerable
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
works not protected by U.S. copyright law in creating the Project
Gutenberg™ collection. Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, and the medium on which they may be stored, may
contain “Defects,” such as, but not limited to, incomplete, inaccurate
or corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other
intellectual property infringement, a defective or damaged disk or
other medium, a computer virus, or computer codes that damage or
cannot be read by your equipment.


1.F.2. LIMITED WARRANTY, DISCLAIMER OF DAMAGES - Except for the “Right
of Replacement or Refund” described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project
Gutenberg™ trademark, and any other party distributing a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work under this agreement, disclaim all
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including legal
fees. YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDIES FOR NEGLIGENCE, STRICT
LIABILITY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE
PROVIDED IN PARAGRAPH 1.F.3. YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATION, THE
TRADEMARK OWNER, AND ANY DISTRIBUTOR UNDER THIS AGREEMENT WILL NOT BE
LIABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR
INCIDENTAL DAMAGES EVEN IF YOU GIVE NOTICE OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH
DAMAGE.


1.F.3. LIMITED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - If you discover a
defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the money (if any) you paid for it by sending a
written explanation to the person you received the work from. If you
received the work on a physical medium, you must return the medium
with your written explanation. The person or entity that provided you
with the defective work may elect to provide a replacement copy in
lieu of a refund. If you received the work electronically, the person
or entity providing it to you may choose to give you a second
opportunity to receive the work electronically in lieu of a refund. If
the second copy is also defective, you may demand a refund in writing
without further opportunities to fix the problem.


1.F.4. Except for the limited right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F.3, this work is provided to you ‘AS-IS’, WITH NO
OTHER WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT
LIMITED TO WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY OR FITNESS FOR ANY PURPOSE.


1.F.5. Some states do not allow disclaimers of certain implied
warranties or the exclusion or limitation of certain types of
damages. If any disclaimer or limitation set forth in this agreement
violates the law of the state applicable to this agreement, the
agreement shall be interpreted to make the maximum disclaimer or
limitation permitted by the applicable state law. The invalidity or
unenforceability of any provision of this agreement shall not void the
remaining provisions.


1.F.6. INDEMNITY - You agree to indemnify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or employee of the Foundation, anyone
providing copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in
accordance with this agreement, and any volunteers associated with the
production, promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, harmless from all liability, costs and expenses,
including legal fees, that arise directly or indirectly from any of
the following which you do or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this
or any Project Gutenberg work, (b) alteration, modification, or
additions or deletions to any Project Gutenberg work, and (c) any
Defect you cause.


Section 2. Information about the Mission of Project Gutenberg


Project Gutenberg is synonymous with the free distribution of
electronic works in formats readable by the widest variety of
computers including obsolete, old, middle-aged and new computers. It
exists because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations
from people in all walks of life.


Volunteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the
assistance they need are critical to reaching Project Gutenberg’s
goals and ensuring that the Project Gutenberg collection will
remain freely available for generations to come. In 2001, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and permanent future for Project Gutenberg and future
generations. To learn more about the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation and how your efforts and donations can help, see
Sections 3 and 4 and the Foundation information page at www.gutenberg.org.


Section 3. Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation


The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non-profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of Mississippi and granted tax exempt status by the Internal
Revenue Service. The Foundation’s EIN or federal tax identification
number is 64-6221541. Contributions to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent permitted by
U.S. federal laws and your state’s laws.


The Foundation’s business office is located at 41 Watchung Plaza #516,
Montclair NJ 07042, USA, +1 (862) 621-9288. Email contact links and up
to date contact information can be found at the Foundation’s website
and official page at www.gutenberg.org/contact


Section 4. Information about Donations to the Project Gutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation


Project Gutenberg™ depends upon and cannot survive without widespread
public support and donations to carry out its mission of
increasing the number of public domain and licensed works that can be
freely distributed in machine-readable form accessible by the widest
array of equipment including outdated equipment. Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly important to maintaining tax exempt
status with the IRS.


The Foundation is committed to complying with the laws regulating
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States. Compliance requirements are not uniform and it takes a
considerable effort, much paperwork and many fees to meet and keep up
with these requirements. We do not solicit donations in locations
where we have not received written confirmation of compliance. To SEND
DONATIONS or determine the status of compliance for any particular state
visit www.gutenberg.org/donate.


While we cannot and do not solicit contributions from states where we
have not met the solicitation requirements, we know of no prohibition
against accepting unsolicited donations from donors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.


International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statements concerning tax treatment of donations received from
outside the United States. U.S. laws alone swamp our small staff.


Please check the Project Gutenberg web pages for current donation
methods and addresses. Donations are accepted in a number of other
ways including checks, online payments and credit card donations. To
donate, please visit: www.gutenberg.org/donate.


Section 5. General Information About Project Gutenberg electronic works


Professor Michael S. Hart was the originator of the Project
Gutenberg concept of a library of electronic works that could be
freely shared with anyone. For forty years, he produced and
distributed Project Gutenberg eBooks with only a loose network of
volunteer support.


Project Gutenberg eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as not protected by copyright in
the U.S. unless a copyright notice is included. Thus, we do not
necessarily keep eBooks in compliance with any particular paper
edition.


Most people start at our website which has the main PG search
facility: www.gutenberg.org.


This website includes information about Project Gutenberg,
including how to make donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation, how to help produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our email newsletter to hear about new eBooks.



OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image010.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image023.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image019.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image006.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image015.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image002.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image022.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image014.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image005.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image018.jpg
o

Ateny gt





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image004.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image009.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

    
      
        		
          KATY HUNTER'S HOMES.
        


        		
          CHAPTER I.
        


        		
          CHAPTER II.
        


        		
          CHAPTER III.
        


        		
          CHAPTER IV.
        


        		
          CHAPTER V.
        


        		
          CHAPTER VI.
        


        		
          CHAPTER VII.
        


        		
          CHAPTER VIII.
        


        		
          CHAPTER IX.
        


        		
          CHAPTER X.
        


        		
          CHAPTER XI.
        


        		
          CHAPTER XII.
        


        		
          THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG™ LICENSE
        


      


    
  

OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image012.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image021.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image013.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image017.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image016.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image011.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image001.jpg
S
5
jas}
)
S
g
s8]
g
Si






OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image008.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image024.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image020.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image025.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image007.jpg





OEBPS/7317437445226903284_image003.jpg





