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m the rest, she said, after dark. It shoutwent up. city flour, coffee -
I would not do to have forty cents er feet had striven so hard to 
I worth of food in the house when the all that she scattered on the half 
■man sent to investigate should call, procure lay But Kitty, bruised, 
The ten cents would permit her to frozen ground,cring with nervous 
ride on the morrow. She gripped it shocked, q seriously hurt, 

hard as she hastened out of the fright, was n anythin’ to the man, 
store, her precious packages under Don t SAS pleaded. * ‘Twas me

, , which Parthian shot young Mr. Hef- to whom she had whispered her her arm. She almost brushed against gentleme.' ho get romancin’ when 
before which Parthian sho 3 g street and number, she crept to the a young woman who was coming to- ! own fault I planin’ how I'd stuff

foot of one of the waiting lines of ward her. . , | m alone for Thanksgiving I was
applicants. Taere were three of "Mary Alice Ryan!" she cried, ‘ an the turkeyt in the way. Sure," as 
these lines of depressed, patient reo- how is Larry?” * when 1EC expressed regret for her

1loss, "what's the vally of a few 
thrifles like that same.

She would not civta hereeif. how- 
address, sa helped on the ear she 

. . . . . .===== 
Igripped the bit of yellow pasteno 

mo- in her fingers. .
The sight of a crowd gathered !i 81:1 shanty sent her reel- "An'—an' ain’t he?” The dime was fore her little shan cry—faint, inef- 

burning Kitty Malone’s palm. ing onward with a TS
"Some empty spools—a tin can — fective, quayemething had happened the cover of . picture book. That's Ikennis, Dennis had learned of her 

all. : thetruth had killed
It was just then that a whistle deception, an

him! was Patsy Heffernan who reas. 
cured her—Patsy capering around 
and yelling like an Indian- Thereis 
a sojer-a sojer-a rale sojer 
there1” he screamed.

A path was made for the tottering 
old figure. She got to the door. It 
was opened. The blackness which 
had descended the day previous a- 
gain came before her. This time it 
was lit by dancing flecks of flame.
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THE DAUGHTER 
OF THE REGIMENT

BY LOUIS DE BRIENNE.

MISSION OF KITTY MALONE
BY KATE M. CLEARY

THE
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| Thanksgiving Day. 1fernan took himself away.
Trembling, little Mrs. Malone look­

ed after him. "Musha now, the gos­
soon hasn't got the heart of a her- 
rin‘! An’ the way he looked at the 

basket. Wethern now, I wondher did 
thin he suspicion anythin’?” She bent 

her spare little body against, the ran- that emphasized the melancholy 
shoulders. ,, admitted corous east wind and hastened on. mosphere of the place.

•T was that same, she atm "Sure, if I cud makc up me mind to ; "Name?” asked the voice in
Leerfully. " ‘Tis a beautitu 2 go to Thomas—but he hasn’t only all strong foreign accent.

entirely. The-the walk ud do his own to kape, but his wife’s ould. She found herself looking 1 at a 
good.” she supplemented hast X aunt as well. Then there’s Nora, thin, middle-aged man, with rené- 

"Faith, no doubt of that clost But she don’t know the last cent’s trating eyes, a brownish mustache, 
been kep’ in the house pretty, gone, an’ it would scald the heart and an expression of keen irtel-
with that long pneumony Of, of her to think of us nadin’— she’s ligence. Her name! She cast a ter-alanna look that tindther, the crathur! Malachi- rifled look around. The applicants to 

head he’d be free with his money—if he the rear were paying no attention to 
dime her. The greater number carried el- 
mat- low cards, more or less crumpled and 
Day- dirty. The man behind the window

Rose was fifteen years old when her. 
regiment was ordered to cross1 
Alps and enter Italy.,1 

She marched with it as vivandiers, 
and shared with her beloved com-3 
rades dangers and joys.,

One day. in the morning, Lagat - 1 
dore’s soldiers occupied once more the 
village of Ferrara, and once more en­
tered the ancient castle of the Mo - , 
lards.

But it was different now. The town 
had opened its doors to the French 
without resistance; there had been no,

When, after the carnage was ovet 
oad the place had surrendered, the 
victorious troops of Massena, with 
colors flying and the bands playing, 
marched into the doomed town. Col­
onel Lagardere, of the Twelfth In­
fantry, the heroic regiment which 
took such a conspicuous part in the 
battle, lodged his fatigued soldiers 
in the half demolished castle of Fer­
rara, the huge mediaeval dwelling of 
the noble family of the princes of 
Mollard.

Nothing so gratifying to the victor 
as to plant his tent upon the spot 
which has cost him more blood to 
conquer.

Kit-” ’Tis goin‘ out ye are.
ty?” 1.1a

There was nothing in the weak old 
voice to make Kitty start as she did. 
She hesitated in her task of pinning 
her rusty shawl around her

pie—men, women and children. Re- A pale and woebegone face, framed 
stricting and dividing each line were in a black shawl which was held un- 
rails of the universal dingy shade der the chin by a bony hand, looked, 

at~ |down on her.
"Bad, Mrs. Malone. He screams 

3dreadful with the pain. The doctor ever, to
says the kind of hip-disease he has 
can’t be cured. It’s hard—for a boy
that’s been as strong as any
parish. If he had things 
with like rich boys----- ”

playto 
The

bloodshed.
The Mollard family now lived in 

their palace, and, anti-French as ( 
they were, they nevertheless offered 
their hospitality to Lagardere and

ther’s voice broke there.
Will ve be gone long.

There was apprehension white
Mrs. Malone bent on sheet-iron had enny. But ‘twas never a
stooping toward the was in a he cud hould in his pocket no
stove. When she spoke reassuring, ther how much he airn’t. An’ 
manner at once airy a market, lia, that's cook on the North Side spoke again. : It was just then that a
"Sure, ‘tis quite a st er win to the  -----" She walked less rapidly. Her "Catherine, she answered husk y Trent the air—just then that
Dennis. 1 think I havin' head drooped meditatively. Was it —"Catherine Malone.
farthest wan. They (o_sonable-like. possible she might lot Della know of "Ever received aid from the Coun- 
things there more thought of a their straits? ty before?"
Its't she hausse at her Christmas N°- jt would never do to appeal to N hCO Girl:: He rattled on
sin to be contesse across her mind, Delia. If only Rody were at home! Got help to „ dozen plula-
our hank zivin dinner I’m Rorty, the gay, loving, hard-working tropic and benevolent societies the 
goin to—get! buyin’ ex- her or his father suffer. But he had Never sir widow —single—desert-

be, counseled Den- gone off to the Philippines this many 7, 
huddled forward a month back. Was he alive or Married this forty-nine year to 

and phv- dead? Sure, twas a sad world it wralone sir ”docther an’ was! "Arrah, ‘tis nothin' of the Dennis Malone, sir.
a heap of sort!” she told herself with sudden 
buy what energy. "Is’nt it ashamed of yerself 

so to ye are to be paradin' along like a 
hin on a rainy day—now runnin’ a

This castle of Ferrara had been, 
during the whole day, the main ob­
jective point of attack of Lagardere s palace, and, of 
veterans, and its capture had been

his officers.
their lodgings in the 
course, brought Rose

They took
a man

with them.> 
Mme. de Mollard, the proud chate­

laine, felt from the first moment the 
deepest interest for the young girl,;

She questioned her about her 
about her parents, her ambitions and €

1went by.
"Gimme a red wan!” cried Mrs. 

:Malone. "You tie that to Larry’s 
wrist, an’ let him fly it. Wisha, wo­
man, don’t ye be for bawlin’! What's 

nickels for, anyways, if the child- 
ther ain't to get the good of ’em! A 
bit of a b’lloon, indade!” And Kit­
ty scurried off with a gesture of 
magnificent scorn for that which the 
master called "trash.” She found

dearly bought.
The Austrians, with that undaunt­

ed courage and dogged determination 
characteristic of their race, had de­
fended the ancient walls of the for­
midable palace-fortress for seven 
hours and had only been driven from

hopes. 1
Suddenly she uttered a cry. Rose I 

had spoken about her childhood. Sho 
,, told Mme. de Mollard the history, so| 

At length the brave defenders had often repeated to her by the soldiers 1 
been forced to yield and now, to- of the Twelfth, of the assault of 1 
ward sunset, the tricolor of France Castle Ferrara, and how she had been 
waved triumphantly over the -para- discovered jn the cellar, taken out in 
pets. the arms of the soldiers and after- I

Colonel Lagardere, standing in the ward adopted daughter of the regi- 
courtyard of the castle, was inter ment, 
rogating a few prisoners which his "You are my long-lost daughter,I 
troops had made, when several of his cried Mme, de Mollard.
men, who had been searching for ie- What took place then needs no de-I 
fugees, emerged from the basement of scription. The tears of mother and- 
the castle, bringing in their arms a daughter mingled and their hearts

their ramparts after the most desper­
ate assaults."I wouldn’t 

thravagant, Kitty, 
nis Malone. He sat 
in the pitiful inertia of age 
sical lassitude. "The1 
medicines must have took 
our savin’s. I—wouldn’t 
might be called luxuriant.
spake." . Poised Kit-

"I won’t, Dennis. prom i little on wid ye?" she adjured herself stern- 
ty. She was tying her plain ‘You ly. "Go----- " She stopped short as 
bonnet on her sleek old head added a massive form loomed up before her 
can thrust me for that S fervor, —as a broad, roseate countenance 
with what seemed unneco s.sa. beamed down upon her.
"I—1 won’t!.. he declared. "Mrs.—Mrs. Comisky!" she mur- 

"It may happen, SS though the mured. She had long known Mrs.
speaking hurriedly’ • secured to her. Comisky for "a dacint woman.” 
possibility had just O for a—for a They both belonged to the Married 
"that I mayn t be is ‘Tis thinkin’ Ladies’ Sodality. They had been 
rale good bit, Dennis, Nora, if neighbors upon the Malones lived in 
I am of go over lave you that a brick house. Their children had 
‘twould be afe to he felt his eves gone to the same parochial school, 
long." The, as sirection with a "’Tis me,” corroborated Mrs. Co- 
turn slowly in he..,—I’m misky. She wore a cloth skirt and a 
Sort of questioning sur DI 19 ■ '
Sort , 1 ■ • Mery Ellen ain tafther hearin Mary 
well as she might be. an

"Eh—Mary Ellen!
vibrant with anxiety. Is

bit an' then sthoppin' entirely? Go 2I 4= La*

0 child. melted with joy.
“Colonel, said an old sergeant. Next morning Mme. Mollard sum-1 

"here's a very interesting prisoner we'moned Colonel Lagardere, explained 
have just captured." . to him the situation, and asked him -

"It is a girl,” cried a soldier, "and to leave Rose with her.
a beautiful girl, too. Look at her, "Madame," replied the veteran.1 
comrades. a typical little Piedmon- "God forgive that 1 should deprive 
tes.se, with black coal hair and blue you of the love of your daughter, 
eves.” But remember that we. too,

The Colonel took the child in his love her. To lose her would be 
very hard for us. Nevertheless, your 
request, being a just one. I would 
suggest that we abide by Rose s own 
decision. Let us consult her and I

arms. She threw her little arms a- 
round his neck, looked at him and 
smiled.

She was scarcely five years old; yet 
her plump little form shook with 

wild, frightened looks

as coat of electric seal plush. From a 
fur collarette a cataract of b isny’ 

His tone was heads and tails dangled over her ca-; 
Mary El- pacious bosom. On her hat a long- 

beaked green bird perched in a grove’ 
of aspiring, if rigid, ostrich feathers.

promise that if she chooses to re- 
fear and her wild, frightened 100KS main with you she will remain; but, 
told eloquently of the terrors she had at the same time, if she prefers to 
suffered during the long hours she come with us"- ---- - 
had remained in that dark, cold "Oh!" cried the mother, "she will 
basement, seated near the inanimat­
ed body of her nurse, who had been 
killed early in the morning by a 
stray bullet which pierced her heart.

When the victorious French soldiers 
while searching for fugitives and 

Iplunder found her she was not inti-

len sick?" ,, Mrs ‘Not to mention, Mrs.
hastened to assert. She was 
ing she had not chosen his 
grandchild

Malone 
wish- The vigorous hand she extended to 

favorite Mrs. Malone was gorgeously draped 
. fillet "Only a little in a glove of purple kid. " Tis a 
to ‘re-like " She picked month o’ Sundays since I set 8305 on 

TORN near, and edged up a basket e she paused, grip- 
the door There until her knuckles 

ping the Task a slow, distressed showed white, pale saffron of her_ 
flush staining the I mind if I ‘Tis twins—an’ the christenin’ is to
check. "So—you won unie of hours 
don't get home for a 14n off. She
—ch? Dennis? Shod Tennis looked
was swallowin eager, penetrating 
up—met 11,1 craze. He forced a
intensity of he his bloodless lips. 

Is harrowed ante an expression 
Of quizzical lentanerang in the kind 
courage of his race la. 5

remain with me. 1 know she will."
The Duchess and the Colonel both 

spoke to her, and, let it be said in 
honor of the latter, although he lov­
ed the girl with all the affection of a 
father, he did not hesitate to point 

|out to her the advantages of remain- 
Iing at home.

toward you," she went on. “I heard Dennis 
was took rale bad some weeks back. 
Better, is he? That's good. You re 
not lookin' very well yourself. I’ve 
been down to visit, my niece Maria.

OR.

midated. 
Strangebe fit for a Roosian. But v here 

might you be goin’, Mrs. Malone ? 
You’re not walkin’ down town?"

the 
with

as it may appear, "What can your future be if you 
follow us?" he said. "On the other 
hand, by staying with your mother 
you will find love (the only thing we 
can give you) and fortune, which we

men armedsight of all those
did not frightenswords and bayonets

"I—I was goin’ to—to do some
|Victor Hugo has said that children 

_ feel joy and fear without knowing cannot offer you." 
why. "They have a monitor with- Rose threw herself into the arms ot 
in.”.._., the noble soldier and wept.

"What is your name, little git "This is a very serious matter," 
a vast distance. "She’s coming to— asked Colonel Lagardere, with deep she said at length. "Give me twen- 
mother!” Strong arms were around emotion..., ty-four hours to decide." 
her. A man's face bent over her—a "Rose," she answered, and nuire BI Next day. her mother, with all the 
brave, good face, brown and rugged, name is Nanette, but she s as up persuasive power of motherly affec- 
with ′ straight mouth, square chin now." , tion, had begged her to remain,
and eyes full of loving solicitude. "Where is your mamma. the o-1

"I didn't think my surprising you onel continued.
would give you such a turn, mother! 
I was wounded a while back. I got and Joe.” 

Investigations were begun at once heart was won. She was 
to find out who the child s parents reply. "I’ll stay,” when suddenly the 
were, but without result, 'earth shook with the report of a

Night had fallen, and the village 
had been deserted by its frightened

shopin’!" faltered Kitty Malone.
Now Mrs. Comisky, for all her 

ponderosity and apparent obtuse- 
unfailing ness, could see through a stone wall 

as well as any one. This was not Sex— mar-the fire out and Dennis asleep,
the first time she had known a neigh- How many child . ., had managed to crawl over to

the horemtwo above. Del. was still sloping 

.sir Three married, that has all man sent 
they can do to care for their own, made his 
Wan workin’ to kape herself. Wan 
in the Philippines, sir.”

Would the questions never cease? A 
queer blackness came in fragmentary 
clouds before her. She had eaten no 
breakfast. There had been 020 
enough to leave for Dennis, lavolun

A MAN’S FACE bent OVER HER-A BRAVE, GOOD FACE, BROWN AND REGUED.

She staggered—fell forward.
"Mother!" The word sounded from 

"She’s coming to—

He 
the

when the1 
Agent’s 

looked 
orderly 

room opened drawers and bins, 
scrutinized the small blacks heap in 
the coal box, asked a lot more ques-i 
tions all of which Kitty insisted on 

outside the little ram- 
There had been 5 spsckio house lest "himself” should 
leave for Dennis, lavolu I' and finally gave Kitty a hand—clutched bear ticket which she was to present 

low single rations."

bor to slip timorously towardold voice.
• ■ ‘Tis fine 

God. Do be

I'll be goin’ on, plaze
steupin’ along now. Kit
Don’t be afther 

thought. Sure, 
me

city, carrying an empty basket. But 
givin’ she had not dreamed things had 

ty woman! thought. Sure the come to such a pass with the once 
me airy a back in me to "aisy" Malones,
stren’th is comill over dreamed of. "An awful nuisance the shoppin; 
hate anythin’ this illigant lunch - one must be doin’,” she remarked
An’ what with this the cheese, an carelessly. She was looking over
the bit o’ bacon the tay Kitty’s head at some object which
the crackers—not to t me—why, it's interested her. "I spent every lastfor the President. Kit- dollar Tim give me except fifty cents, 

for - - on me I’m goin’ to stop into his saloon on
me way home. ’Tis lucky I met with at the ledge to 
ve if ‘tis only the half dollar I got 
left. This long time I’ve been sayin’ 
to Tim I must pay you for that hin. 
‘Tis on the conscience when I go to 
confession the first Thursday of every 
month.” Her hearty laught sounded 
pleasantly. "So here ‘tis—an’ wish- 
in’ it was five dollars I owed you

from the County 
appearance. He 

around the bare.sharply
not even French,” sho"You are

'said. Then she added: ‘"‘If you leave 
out with Papal me again, I shall die." 

Rose looked at her mother; her
went"Out. She

about toleave with some others. I wanted to 
yel- be with you and father for Thanks­

giving. I got most of my back pay 
saved. Here, drink this wine Tim

Comisky sent over. Mrs. Comisky is had been aeser wu 03 --o------ The enemy was
cooking supper. She come in with inhabitants. Title was about to begin,
a basket just before I got here. I had Little Rose, no doubt, belonged The bugles of the Twelfth called

!Mary Alice Rvan buy our Thanksgiv- there, but no one could be loun the soldiers to the ranks.
Yes ing dinner. I told her to get the like could identify her. ; Colonel Lagardere jumped into his

for Larry and herself while she was Search was postponed until 
about it. What—what are you 
ing for?”

on the stove

good crouchesould Blanket on me ty. With I it g live
shouldthers, an all an I’ve said my 
I’ll dthrop asteeptallookin’ for ye 
decade. I won Now don’t
till tis past past dear. Gwan ! 
stand thriflin’ woman, followed her 
But, his piping I wouldn’t be get- 
in a a luxuriant dinner, so to 

spake, Kitty! skurrving along one I do now!"
Mrs. Ma ■ that lie south of "What—what

of the poor . of Blue Island ty Malone.
Van Buren an ca the tattered "Och, hear the woman now. Mrs. 
avenue, almost who seemed to have Comisky was appealing to 
agure of a bole ground at her very barber’s pole near by. 
sprung from the 8,wan to be sure!

out hertarily she put steady herself. Sup-
attacking. A bat-pose she were to be taken sick lere, 

put in the paper.t 
break

It is the first step that counts. 
Kitty found her second deception less 

difficult than her first. She 
staved with Nora the previous 
She had not gone to market.
Mary Ellen was quite recovered. And 
now sure she must be off if they were to have a bite of Thanksgiving 
dinner all, at all!.

“Ye won’t be exthravagant. Kit- a 
his writing. "A visitor will ty?” he again implored. "We can’t 

investigate. That s all now.
Then Kittv found hesself outside 

The wan you let the wooden paling. A stream of peo- 
broth for Leo when | ple were surging across the room to 

Tis another window on the opposite side 
—a window behind which barrels and 
boxes, sacks and bundles, all con- 

of life, rose in a 
mighty pile straight up to the ceil- 
ing. The portly policeman took pity 

her bewilderment.
"You’ll be around to-morrow, he 

assured her cheerfully. "Visitor will 
get to your place to-day. H ell g e 
you a ticket. Come in to-morrow.

She did not know how she got out 
on Clinton street. She was buffeting 
her wav back, her empty basket 
dangling on her arm, and in her 
e e ■ - —a bitter

it wasand
It wouldDennis. had 

day.
would kill

Delia could never| 
must 
ques-

Nora’s heart.
hold up her head again! She 
keep her dreadful secret! Still 
tions—questions! She answered them 
as best she could. Her age, her huts-| 

„band’s, their nationality, the cause 
hin?" whispered Kit- of their distress.

* "That’s all. The man looked 
from his writing. "A visitor 

a striped call to 
‘The black

saddle.
“Forward!" he cried.look- next day.

But something unexpected happen- 
‘Tis yourself is ed. At midnight the village was a- 

tacked by the Austrians. A frightful

Rose ran to the window. She he- 
held "her" regiment marching to theTheir eyes met.

skeleton, mother,” he said. "We ve firing line.! 
"Forgive me, mother!” she cried.

"I cannot leave them when they are 
going to die.”

And seizing the bullet-riddled flag 
of the regiment she inarched with 
her soldier friends.

battle took place. 1
Lagardere's troops were dislodged 

from the castle, and on the morrow.

got to get you good and hearty a-
A gain.” He had looked away. He kept

his face turned from her. She put 
bit | her arm around his neck — drew his 

head down to her breast.
"Rody, you—you know!” with him.
"Oh, mother!" He could get no fur- 

ther. He crushed a bit of cardboard 
in her hand. "Mother, if if I hadn’t 
come------ t
"‘Tis your mother's gettin, 

Rody!” cried Dennis. "Visitin
terday! Gallavantin’ 1 -

up
again implored, 

have over much left in the bank.
ordered.bit o’ bacon now ----- ,

«< ‘Twas meself was thinkin a
0- bacon ’ud be rale tasty!” she a- 
greed eagerly. "Turkey’s that ondi- 
gestible!", 
"’Tis now. An’ it’s never meself 

cud get to likin’ them sour cranber- 
ries. A biled potaty an’ a bit o

a retreat was
the child alongThe Colonel took

feet. 
"Wisha. hurryin’ to, me 

worse himself
have to make • • •where are ye you lived in the brick house.

like you to be forgettin’ it! She 
thrust the coin into Kitty s cold lit­
tle claws of hands "Take a car | taining necessaries 
do now! You'll find the shops most 
illegant. Good afternoon to you,

■ • Then Mrs. Comisky s gown on
was flopping after her in a way she i 
considered decidedly stylish, and Kit-

|tv Malone was shaking her head over 
the money in a dazed attempt to re-

itMrs. Malone? Is Two years have passed.
The Twelfth Infantry has continued 

its glorious career, greatly disting- 
gay, uishing itself at Lodi, Dego. Monte- 
yes- notte and Arcole. Bonaparte 

again to-day! commended it on : 
think- his famous orders of the. day of the

THE PARTY.is-No—no. Petsy Hefferman. Tis- 

iENIN the church behind set
red incredulously. "Father Flynns 

he cri bearin’ on the river. I’m ma’am! 

ain’t in Patsy was a merciless in- thi'n Mrs Malone withered un- 
Jr his frank doubt of heAi

"Patsy, she entreat t wouldn’t 
to the house—do not it’s ye’s the 
inconvayniance ye, but .
most accommodatin' by in ish. If ye’d but be waitin 
kind of disthracted like to 
himself wants anythin afore

Beth and Molly were neighbors, and 
has there was a high wall between their 

several occasions in fathers' gardens. Molly had her play 
house on one side of the wall, and 
Beth had hers on the other side. Mol­
ly's house was full of pretty pink 
dishes, and Beth had a little stove.

"Sure, what more cud the Prince o
Wales ask?” demanded Kitty Ma- He cackled joyously. "I was
Ione. , 1 bar in’ she’d use all our money on car

That day she duly presented fare. Then, mebbe,” laughing again 
yellow ticket at the window marked at his own joke, "‘we might have to 
"Southwest.’’ She, too, received her to the County for help-Kitty an’ 
coal check, and the "single rations 
which were her due. Could she carry 
them all home? The flour was un- 
wieldy. She had made a public de fond and faithful grasp the 
mand—she had asked for and received 
charity for the first time in all of yellow paper, 
cheerful, uncomplaining, hard-work

Army of Italy.
The regiment has a flag of honor

and a daughter.
Little Rose has been adopted and with kettles and saucepans.

"I’ll be Bridget, and cook,” said 
Beth, "and you be Mrs. Spreadeagle,

call the debt.I 
‘Glory be to God! What hin?| 

don't mind lettin’ her have enny 
black wan—no, nor a white wan! But 
she never looked at the basket. Sure heart deep disappointment 

now. I’ll stop stewing meself about 
'it! ‘Twas the saints sent it Gio-

hatchet face look-l ry be ------" She

she marches, camps and lives among 
her soldier friends. She only leaves 
them on the days of battle, when 
Colonel Lagardere sends her with a "And you must call 
scout to a place of safety far from dumb waiter,” went on 
the firing line. say "Bridget, make some immo-

She is the idol of those stern war- cream and a charlotte ruche
-* - diately.’

"I’ll be the dumb waiter and pass

me!”
"No fear of that.” Rody laughed 

back at him. He was holding in his a party.”and give
around 
see if
I get

through the 
Beth, "and 
tooty-frooty

nervous 
scrapshands which held some torn; despair. She did not know that, had 

stated how immediate was their 
necessity for relief, she need not have 
waited for help until after the formal 
investigation. Now her only wild 
desire was to get baev before the 
visitor arrived—to make sure Dennis 
would not grasp the import of that 
humiliating visitation. Surely, surely

"No fear —eh, mo-
she broke off in sudden 

horror, the reverential rapture with 
which she had accepted the miracle 
worked in her behalf suddenly blotted

1out. "It were never the saints 
What ’ud they have to do 

a woman who tould all the

back— ther?’’
And the know-Patsy’s freckled

xd out from its furze-bush of straight 
bleached hair with suddenly awaken­
ed interest. "What’ll ye give me if I 
do?” he demanded.
"Glory be!" ejaculated Mrs. Ma- never!

Yone. She stood staring helplessly with 
at th- shabby young Celtic Shylock, 

’ who. with hic overgrown frame bent

"No—glory be to God!” cried Kit-riors, and all through the army of 
** ’  "21 ---an’ -------- " Italy she is known as the Daughter

Her soldier son bowed his head.
"Thanksgiving!” he said.

ing, heroic old life.
ledge stung her. Her thin cheek was 
crimson. Her faded eyes had a 
strange glitter. She had begged — 
she!—And she knew if it were to save 
Dennis from suffering she would do 
it again. What would her children 
say if they knew! Thomas, who was 
mail carrier; Nora of the scat 
sessions and tender heart; Delia, 
was a credit to the family when she ber of 
came to see them, wearing her best 
clothes; Malachi, who would give it 
he had it—to any one, for the mat- tons - 

E.===== = meet are 
,a diseraced them all! A rush of Norway, 59,702 tons.—had disgraced them an. 4 i Tables indicate that about 18 per

cent, of the tonnage was built before 
43 per cent, before "Hi!" "You’ll be— mere- sue = 1885, 62 per cent, before 1890, 

down! was crossing the street when 78 per cent, before 1895 and over 

the"“ 2 too ci Com the end hit LEEtransferred to foreigners, 52,404 tons 
were transferred to British colonies 
during 1905, as compared with 37,- 
464 tons in 1904, 62,900 tons in 

32.603 tons in 1900.

ty Malone. "Glory, an
over your things,” said Jack, seat-bowed his of the Twelfth. ing himself on the wall.■ 

"All right,” said Molly. "Oh, Brid- 
get,” she shouted, "make some two 

the last five years, attending school, footed cream."I 
She is now a beautiful girl of "Yes. mum.” answered Bridget, 

largemum- u An trio Dut Ito Jack,
soldier friends. For them she is still handed it to Molls
"little Rose.” and she would not an- But alas! When Mrs. Spreado 
swer them if they called her by an- looked into the basket it was 
other name and on top of the wall sat the du

, On several occasions Colonel Lagar- waiter, munching the cake■ dere has thought of sending her to Naughty Jack was a little ashieda his home that she may stay with hised. "Your cream must have melteds 
own family, but she has always re- mum," he suggested. Bette: 3 1

fused, and besides the soldiers have gain." Baslet again,
never consented to part from her. | So they sent up the basket

She knows no other parents, no and this time it brought done from 
other brothers, no other friends than enormous red and yellow all a

warriors; she lives among Jack’s big pockets, cried
"Oh, Jack, you are good! erien 

Molly. "You can have a piece clml

The regiment has returned to 
France and little Rose has been, for JGET RID OF OLD SHIPS.

Quite an extensive business in "sec- 
pos- ond-hand” ships has been worked up 
who by the British, who sell a 

- their old vessels each year.
Last year they disposed of a total 

tonnage of 512,701 tons, 428,000 
being steamships and 90,306 

of tons sailing vessels. To Germany

blacy lies I did this day? Three to 
bis overgrown rame vend Dinny!” She checked them off on her| 

f r bis feet in the broken boats fingers. "Wan to Patsy Heffernan, 
forward, hi inward, his hands thrust an’ one to Mrs Comisky. Oh, wirras- turned pockets and his ragged arms thrue! What kind of a pinnance 
akimbo awaited her answer with won’t Father Flynn be afther lavin| 
ravenous expectancy- "Why-Patsy, on me! Five decades maybe—wan for 
bye ___ • She was fumbling at the aich—or the stations it might be. Me
waist of her gown. Suddenly she de- poor sow!!,| 
sisted. If she had money at the Never loomed Bastille before a pri- 
bank—or anywhere else, for the mat- soner as frowned the grim gray wall| 
tr of that—would she be tramping of the building wherein is located ihe 
these many weary blocks? " Glory County Agent s office before the 
be'” she said again. shrinking gaze of Kitty Ma one.,

There really was nothing more to Never did feet more reluctant creep 
say. Patsy’s rapacious expression up the dirty stone-steps into the 
became merged in a bored frown, dreary, many-angled room, with its 
"Mebbe it's goin’ to the the-ayter ye whitewashed walls based by a deep 
are. Hope ye won’t be late.” He band of slate-colored paint, its two 

sharp glance at the basket, slate-colored benches, its pillars of |cept to the families of the old 
* _ J, A ■ , diers no meat was furnished to the

; folks were prosperous this year!
|Surely this was to be a grand
: Thanksgiving! She could not remem­
ber ever having dodged so many 
dangling turkeys before the doors of 

|the butcher shops. She had walked
the whole way back—sho was near 
their poor dwelling before she remem­
bered that tightly clenched in her 
hand she held the fifty cents Mrs.
Comisky had given her for the black as Dennis put it.
hen of elusive memory.

"Glory be!” she cried, "an’ me to tears blinded her. ,,
"Look out!” "Get out of there.

'‘You’ll be------”- "There— she's 1880, nearlyhe complain’! Me—that’s got a 
han’ful o’ silver.” But suddenly she 
knit her brows craftily—walked more 
slowly. It was with much delibera­
tion that she made some purchases. 
Meat was one. She knew that ex- 

sol-

these stern
them, and no family was ever more 
devoted, respectful and loving to a 
young girl than these soldiers ara to 
their adopted daughter.

She is their pride and they more 
than love-they worship her.

Startled, confused, she stood still, tion 
The delay was fatal. The next in­
stant the speeding street car had 
caught the skirt of her gown. She 

her only two ounces of tea and a fell —rolled over—over. A dense 1903 and 
loaf of bread. She would come for crowd gathered instantly. An angry. 1903 an

P So Mrs. Spreadeagle, Bridget end 
the dumb waiter sat down together, 
and a jollier party never was been.|

cast a — , „ -------
Involuntarily Mrs. Malone jerked it the same dismal hue. Never did acart 
behind her hack, but it was too big sink sodden in a woman s breast as 
to escape notice. "I won’t kape ye sank hers when, in obedience to a 
any longer romancin’, ma’am!" With motion from the policeman on duty.

poor by the County. She took with
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