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A - Love Story of 5t. ?lt-
: riek’s Day In Se

ons Mmmmmmmvm‘lm*
tovk, possession -f Sucketts | above Ris heart wan
Junetion. Kitty ‘O'Reilly took | she hixd given him, It
" pomsession of the tmt shamrock made of veire an Q

“They’re a fine lot, Kitty,” %ald old | the kind they sell on thextréet Iml;nd and u the M&mmlfhal Dm\mim ik
Mike O’Reilly, “even if they sres Ipt | St. Patrick’s day, but Kity amni " capital of the country, . The re.| ful to it ﬁm txibed
of guineas and greasers and such for- | it in her hair all the evening injandering river Callan Hows etose by,! '
eigners. 'Tis from the stranger withis | sideways, like the coquette she was, and the giontion, diversified with' hﬂl‘
our gates that we get the goods, Kifty, | just above her pretty ear, and- It waaisnd dale, is replote with gcenes- of great
mnd if he won't give them to ws/of his | the sign of both his victory afl her{patural hesuty. The ity @ for | hea
swn free will then we take them frol  thraldom, to Tom Grady, - : ity and ,
him by gentle persuasion. Kitly, you  But suddenly as the two stepped out{of Ireland, owes Its origin snd ecclesl:
are the gentle persuasion of Sackett’s |on the #oor to taks their places. In the' wstical ‘pre-aminence to- St, Patrick,
Junction. You go right over and talk | reel s figure appeared jn the doorway,iwho in the Fear 445 erected a cathe- |-
to whoevers the King of-the whole and old Mike gasped and ducked|dral and othee religlous houses there.
bunch and fetl them you're the finest | under & table and n{%gly aoberlx pre<i Bt Pairick’s catbedrsl in va!.rmuh. i
mAnmmandytmrdadmn.m pared for sudden: doa E:.\Mmcuthamentthr :
nish mesl tickets to the whole crowd |tursque figute iy ity v;x—-ml, tiold cathedral edtablished by 8t Pat.
of ‘them at a price that would bankrupt |aot 20 tall as Tom; slender augd dyrk, jrick, s !nt!tled to be mmhd Iﬂ ite
any chink cook this slde of Friseo.” and the chaps he wore were splashed)enc) 1

Kitty delivered the message of her |as from a tonnnz and dusty xrmit:
father in her own sweet way to the | heavy Jiding. t up to w fo

of the bunch, and the king was | Xitty stood he 'luik ,

r gulnes nor greaser, bit Tom | the sombrero he wore tromhﬁ ' eomp!etedﬁ BT, The m'lﬁ 0‘ thc
Gudy from Kansas City. Tall was |he ast it st her Seet. mmmuummk dicorated Gothic of tha
Thomas, six feet two, with the shad- |gtuck = green allk lhmmék {Zourteenth century. The total Jength of | of;
OwY bize eyes of Erin and the curliest | ““There's mine™ he ldtL ‘and rve the cathedral {8 Q10 féat; combined | thw
of sunset tinted locks. ridden 200 miles to claim the pmmhe yldth ot nave and smc 72 twt, v&th‘

“We will eat with you; tell the old | you made me laat year on it" -
man” sald Tom Griady, and, while his | Tom lavghed.
manner was sednte and his tone most | “You’re too late in the coming, my
respectful, as befitted a five minutep’ | hoy. She's msdé me a fresh one to-
acguaintanceship, yet his eyes told uight, and she's ;ping to keep it.*”
ty that she was the fairest creature l’n v+ghe’s & Airt! éribd the other, “WWhat
hnd looked upon In all his life. > | right has she to give two of these
“I do the cooking,” sald Kitty, and the | things with two promises?
way of her smile and voice was most| <“ghe .can do just as she plexses,”
bewlldering to a man with a free heart said Tom loyally. *I don’t care if she
under his coat. scaiters shamrocks fron -Sacramento
“Heaven bless the cook!” langhed to Key West, but she’s going to saarey
Tom, and he stood on the hillside look- | me next month. Now, fee here; I'm
Ing after her as ghe tripped back across | sorry for yon, my boy. You've come &
the wash. “Ang, sure. you can cook |long way, and you'ré in a devil of a
for me all my life, with the sweet smile temper, and 1 don't blame you. Pa
of you and the tender glance of you. | he the same If I waw-ag near Josing
It's fried doormat I'd be eatidg with a Kitty O'Rellly as you are this mlght.].

relish if you gave It to me.”
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Two months the were to piteh
their fents on the hillside,.and %
o'apmy ‘Mialle It pleasunt for tﬁ

the largest and cool

at k’hie‘ft‘s and Saturday night }le;

would throw it open fot ‘a dance
the boys. And it was at the tb!rd
dance that Tom ssked Kitty did she
love him a bit.
“Agk me 0mMOIrTow mu'nins. Tom.”
she Miid soffly.
“"Tis tonight you'll be telling me,
and not later.” a.nsweredj‘om and the
t him Wd Ber  bedrt
[, “for “the wayward woman loves
best the man who makes her mind
him. “You don't have to tell me gt all;-
for I've been knoﬂng it month Dis
Your eyes told.pie e X
tried to hide ft with the darnng’( it}

laslies yon have on them. Andgyoar 4

volce satd it when it trembled, nnd
your .blessed little hands said if
time they guve’ me the flhest bif
eat: of their own cooking.. Your li
don’t need tosbe telling me what's the
truth I know already, Kitty, angel
‘heart of mine, but theyll tel]l me all
1the same, beeauselmtmhurmm
‘may it. Do you love me?’

“8ure I do, Tom; you know I do,”
whispered Kitty, and the tear drops

- glistened on her long diark lashes for
the joy that stvept over her,

Tom stood Gp straight and glanced
over his shouldgr at the long dining
_room that had heen turned into o
" dance hall. There was 8 Iull in the
daneing. It was just past midaight, and.
8t. Patrick’s day was at ﬁs &nw’iﬁx‘.
Tom kissesi her.

“wWe'll be married next mmth ” he
told her, “and Mrs. Thomas Grady
‘shall spend her honeymoon gayly ina
construction tent, bat wuit till the rafl-
.road's put through and we gv on {o
‘Kansas Clty"—

.Kitty laughed and put her hand over |
mu mouih. And when they mppeﬂ out * pe

But I'1] play yon talrly fot her, al-

floor to tldge, 110. fest; ‘height | Whilch 1 caed 1
of two western spires, 210 feet. ' Beoits: (rm'h) Ar&d fx
“The' founation stone of the catho- :
dnl was ' Gro- |

mamrqc X ?%,agr-—nﬁl nbxzer'mma
gui 1f 1 hit the one you

hake' trmcks m’bl uefF déceuh " e primate of Ireland

Wil ;you-do | ltg?a 7 } 1g‘:‘;cm.m!dra,lbet(n}(::;ihtme
¥1 “will,” said the youngsber

and’ 1hé Ewo ‘wént Dut in the xhoﬂm H) htrecommenaed o

¥ith the .crowd,  while Kitt;r Irled to lunr; *hiell‘l’o enta

mmmmh Rt :

where he was praying altemawi E

the: - Tepome of his own and Tom’s sout,

Qﬂidey _zglneu, 200 mﬂgp prly. had
first shot; and he &imdd fo ’ "
rock over Tom's heart. Bnt “the ride mtdl and ity il

w  had ton m “Ohee tpon. & -tinie an&mm pios]

i Kitly liii! gaved at ctedod fm llrmth
Rs rival, and fie miued his shiot.

"“Efoll’ ap your hiekd, ild. and take
your modi;‘l:e!” called om;-1 Tom is h y ‘the bv::ﬂ lym
raised his hand to aim, and the young.| place 6f his sbods on
ster di as he wali told, white faced| There, bel'ore e amﬁ'ng of
and cloe lipped. Bnttinuveam of| he awaited the sfitval of ‘th ;
Eitty's love was with Tom Grady, and|from all directh wlm dés!ied &
his verist meyer, tremmed a8 he afmed| knowédge of the 4 : :

st the cream colored” sombrero, sgd »! Idendy .

shot the greeh shamrotk n y| canie” him, a8 prewausg he 1iadk been.
ad clanly withoxt ev ﬁcmmng wentled out by night viglls for Cliri
the half on the boy's Head. And, behald, quickly came dn-xnge) |

“Don't tnentfon 1% ties gald 1oyodx1y to-him' from heaveéri wnd fouged” hifm |
as tre lnd drew his breath and bréught|lightly from sleep. . And Bt. Pa
his thoughts back to earth iid O'Refl| #afa: ‘Here I am., Have 1 'done ‘sn i
ly's. “Sure, I don’t blame you s bit for|infquitous thing lately in the sight of |
loving her, and I don't blame her for|the Most High? If this hax been m:
thinking 3ot o fine boy, t00, but ‘twis|I beg parden from God.'

+

& year igo, don't you see, before she| °‘““Ihe angel answered: ‘No, but. 1

saw mel So back with you, boy, o Ah‘highﬁy hath, sentm 10" thed
Quigley’s. gnd. mind, next time yon cam ort !
m the girl ; sjon df the !riﬂi"
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