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A Black Cat for Luck
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bave caused Solgmen in all his glory
to hide his head abashed.

Pearl’s plans for the evening in-
cluded a dinner at one of the mest
heavily gilded way restaurants,
to be followed later by dancing at a
noted cabaret. O'Hagan offered no
further objections, although before
the dinner was over he was looking
pale and tired, and he was limping
painfully when the four young people
entered the cabaret.

“Pim, Il leave you an’ Mary to
talk over old times,” Pearl announced
Bgitly. “Mr. Plok wants to learn me
the last new step. Belleve me, he's

some danger,”
You're some dancer  yourself,
girlio,” rel the galiant Mr. Fink.

torted

O'Hagan's honest blue eyes follow-
od his sweelheart's yellow head and
violent red gown somewhat wistfuily.
Then with an effort he turned to the
girl who sat 8o quietly by his side.

“This suits me all right,” he saia,
lying, manfully. “But maybe you'd
rather be 1 1 see a fol-
lew over there I used to know. Shall
1 bring him here and latroduce him?"

“Oh, no, Tim—please. I'd so much
ratber sit here with you," the girl said
hurriedly. “If—if you don't mind."”

I don't. This suits me fine,”
0'Hagan repeated.

So the two talked on and on while
Pear! Dailey and Mr. Fink fox-trotted.
Little Mary had & way with her which
the worried lover found very sooth-
ing, and occasiomally, when some re-
miniscenes of the old days made her
blush and smie, vevealing perfect,
daszlingly white teeth and a singular-
Iy alluring dimple, O'Hagan almost
forgot to wonder how much longer
bis promised wife Intended to keep
on dancing with that “fresh gink."

No suspicfon of his sweetheart's
loyalty entered O'Hagan's honest
mind, however, when other evenings
proved to be only & repetition of the
first. He thought it natural that a
pretty girl should prefer fox4rotting
with so accomplished n partner as Mr.
Fink to sitting tamely at the side of
& disabled lover. But Mary Maloney,
shocked at what seemed to her cal-
lous cruelty vemtured to remonstrate
with Pearl, and Pearl flercely resent.
o what she termed her friend's
“freshness” in “buttin’ ‘in*

Two weeks later O'Hagan entered
the stuffy parlor of the Dailey flat
wearing an oddly stirred and excited
Jook

“U's us for Coney Island to-night,
Pearl,” he announced,
Pear! protested veheme:

. How-
ever, the quiet firmness which the big
Policeman could exert when he chose
Was seen (n the manner in whieh he
mot only carried his paiat, but also
defeated Mr. Fink’s attempt to mono-
Polize Miss Dalley,

“Not to-night, Fink,” 04 sald
Dleasantly. “I got somethin’ I want
o talk over with Pearl.”

Out of earshot, but in plain sight,

his

OHagan drew a newspaper from
Pocket and directed Miss Dailey's at-
tention to a centain with
8 big, clumsy finger, Then he sald
Somatling to which she evidently ob-
feoted violently. And so it went on,
the man explaining, persuading, plead-
Ing. the girl at first angrily voluble,
then sullenly silant. P
Presently O'Hagan loft her and af
ter curtly informing Mr, Fink thet be
eould join Miss Dalley, sat down by
Mary with a heavy
“Well, Mary, it's all over between
me an' Pearl,” he sald

girl.

“Oh, no, no!" Y
*Don't gh
temorrow.

reitorated
J oughta the way
knocked Strike,”

“W-what's Strike got to do with it?"
Mary asked dazedly.

“Why, Mary, I told you about
Strike an’ how kinda worried I was on
account of not gettin' to see him be-
fore I come away,” O'Hagan reminded
her somewhat reproachfully, for her
sympathy had beem most comforting.
VAnd there was a plece In the New
York ‘American’ to-night askin' where
Wwas Tim O'Hagan, the big motor cop.
You see, the boys don't know what
hotel 'm stoppin’ at, an’ I ain't been
writin' to nebody on aceount of me
hand. And the paper says,” the man
went on huskily, “thes black cat
in Chicago that's dyin' for want of a
sight of him."

“Ab, think of that now—the poor
kisty!” exclaimed 1ittle Mary, aghast
“When do you start, Tim?"

“At noon to-morrow," O'Hagan said
with decision. “But Pearl kicked
somethin' flerce when I showed her
the paper an’ asked would she go with
me. We could get a license an' be
married in the mornin’; but, gee,
you'd think I was askin' her to jump
off Brooklyn Bridge.”

“It must of kinda upset her. Pearl
I8 crazy about New York and she
wasn't expectin' to leave for more
than & month yet. You let me talk to
her, Tim.”

Bhe rose impulsively, but a firm
hand pressed her gently down again.

“Not on your life!” O’Hagan sald
Quickly. “Pearl’s thrown me down
twice, an' tha lenty.”

“But she—she cun't mean it," Mary
stammered.

“She means it all right,” O'Hagan
sald with amazing resignation. “And
I sure don’t want to marry & girl who
has no use for cats”

Their oyes met, and a beantitul
color flooded M; pale face at the
remembrance of their first meeting,
when the tall lad attacked single
handed a erowd of young toughs who
were tormenting a helpless kitten, in
spite of the frantic efforts of & small
£irl to rescue it. O'Hagan had not for-
gotten, either.

“Gee! How you did stand up to
them toughs, tryin' te fight ‘em for
the sake of a bit of & kitten! 1 Buess
you know, Mary, how I feel about
Strike.”

She murmured something inarticul
ately. And ‘then the miracle happen-
ed. Looking deep Into those wide,
pititul gray eyes the big man asked
himself suddenly how he could ever
have cared for pretty, selfish Pearl
Dalley after having known this brave
liskle pal of his. What a fool, what
& bonehead, he had been!

“Oh, Mary, you sure are a dem
little thing!" he murmured half un

h

the lovely color in her
cheeks deepened, O'Hagan said dar-
ingly:

“Mary—Mary dearfe, will you let
me get the license for us, and go with
me tomorrow? Wait, don't speak
yeL" he begged. “If you'll trust me
I'l take you straight to me sister
Katy and court you as mever a girl
Was courted before until—until you
say you like me well enough to set
up housekeepin’  wi me—and
Strike.”

‘The laugh with which he concluded
was shaky, even abject, for the hero
of the Sunday papers was humbly un-
aware that little Mary's heart had
been bis ever since that faroff day
when it had won a fight for a small
girl and a forlorn yellow kitten,
There was a pregnant silence, and
then Mary asked tremulously:

you think you could ever
forget ber—if—if 1 did marry you,
Tim

“I've forgot her already” O'Hagan
shouted from the depths of an honest
conviction.

A great passion of longing to touch

these smooth braids of bright hair, to
press his 1ips to that sweet girl mouth,
shook his mighty frame. But O'Hagan
was one of nature’s gentlemen, and he
only laid his big hand on her small
cold one with proteoting gentleness.

“I ain’t even goin' to ask you for a
kiss, Mary—yet," he said. “Not tiil I
get you a diamond engagement ring,
anyhow,” he added, showing his
white teeth in a joyous laugh. “We're
goin’ to be married to-morrow, Mary
mavourneen; but you ain’t goln' (o
miss nothin' by bein' married first an'
courted afterward.”

Thinty-six hours later, back at head-
quarters in Chicago, O’ was con
fiding in an emaciated black eat which
was purring contentedly on his
mighty shoulder.

“It sure is a black cat for luck, old
boy. It's you that saved me from
gellin’ tied up to Pearl Dailey.

“But you butted in just in time, old
fellow, an' now I'm married to little
Mary.” He buried his face o his
dumb friend's soft fur as he whisper-
ed: “And she's the girl, Strike, to
make home heaven for an old seare
crow of a black cat and & big bone
head of a motor cop. It's no dream,
Strike, neither, for—listen now—be-
fore I come up here to report lor duty
she put WO arms around me neck
and kissed we of her own free will,
What d'you think of that, you old
mascot, you?"

A Cemetery Bee
NE day last month a number of
Deople in our community gather-
ed at the Friende' meeting-house
at the cemetery for the purpose of pay-
ing their respects to the desd. Al
though haying had begun, and many of
the far tremely busy on
the farm, all seemed to feol it their
duty to their brave ancestors to take
time from their work “oven in war
time" to spend a little while in beay-

ever before. It was in this spirit that
about 45 men and women worked to
beautify the last resting place of their
ancestors,

‘When the work was finished we
stole a fow minutes to read the in-
seriptions on the monuments and to
bring to mind the sterling qualities of
those whose last resting places were
indicated. For instance, we read one
inscription and recalled a noble
woman who performed many, many
kind deeds. She would leave her work
and home every day for a whole sum-
mer and, dressed in homespun and her
husband’s high boots, would go through
& wet swamp and bush to wait on a
neighbor who was fll of fever, and who
had three small children to be cared
for. This she did cheerfully, becauss
all men are brothers. Many deeds of
this nature were performed in those
days,

All have gone to try the realitfes
of another world, and we wonder it
thi

we have been laid to rest in some
quiet little spot where six feet of earth
makos us all of one sise. We wonder,
too, If a good name is not rather to be
chosen than great riches,

One of the men present spoke of the
good work that the women of France
are doing in decorating the graves of
our brave Canadian soldiers, and that
he thought it to be our duty to seo that
the graves of the brave heroes of other
days were not neglected.
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