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A STORY OF THE GOOD ST. PATRICK'S DAY. 

By EENEST JABROLD, Author of the 
Mickey Finn Stories. 

T was early morn 
on St. Patrick's 
day, 1S80. The sun 
was taking his usu
al drink of dew, 
and tho lark, poised 

• on high, like a speck 
ragainst the blue, 
was bubbling over 
with melody. Green 
were the fields and 
darkly loomed the 
stone tower of the 
A u g h a g o w e r  
c h u r c h  i n  t b o  
county Mayo. 

But tho great 
beauty of this pas-

|toral scene only 
deepened the 
eloom of Patrick 

ODonoghue's sadness. He was about to 
leave the little Tillage of Aughagower to go 
across the wide sea, the thunder of whose 
mighty surgos was only three miles away. 

Patrick was a sturdy lad of 90. He had 
learned by experience that he could not ex
pect to achieve anything of a substantial na
ture in Ireland and he had decided to go to 
America. At the time when this story opens 
Patrick had bidden good-by to his mother, 
who stood at the door of the cabin watching 
with streaming eyes the figure of the boy as 
it slowly faded away in the distance. She 
died two months after his departure. 

Half a mile from the O'Donoghue cabin stood 
the comfortable stone house of Mr. Phelira 
Murphy, a fanner in a small way. Mr. Mur
phy's daughter Mary was 15 year's old, an 
Irish bud just beginning to feel the impulses 
of womanhood. An arch lass was she, whose 
eyes shot glances of light at the boys of the 
village. Among those who were hardest hit 
by these arrows of love was Patrick O'Don
oghue. And the looks of admiration which 
he bestowed upon her created a delightful 
oommotion in her breast. 

As Patrick came up the road lie carried a 
shillalah over his shoulder, the end of which 
was stuck through a bundle which held all 
his earthly substance. As he looked eagerly 
toward the residence of Mr. Murphy he saw 
Mary leaning over tho gato and his heart 
gave a great leap as she seemed to be looking 
for him 

"Well, Mary, mavourneen," said Patrick, 
as he drew near and tried to look uncon
cerned, "I'm off today for Amerlkay. Shure 
thare are pounds thare wharo thare's ha'pence 
here." 

Mary looked at him with dimmed eyes for 
a moment. Then she darted into tho house 
•ad reappeared with a shawl over her head. 

"Musba, Paddy," said she. "but I'll go down 
th' road a bit wid yo." 

"But phwatH yer father say?" 
"Shure, he has the rheumatiz in th' small 

iv his back, an' he'll not get up till noon tU' 
da." 

O wondrous alchemy of love! How in your 
magic crucible ore fear and sorrow swallowed 
up by laugfiter and delight. 

Forgotten for the time was the parting so 
•oon to be, as Patrick told many of the won
drous possibilities in the golden land, the 
refuge of the oppressed. 

"But ye might be drowned goin' over, Pad
dy. Ye know whin th' say is angry it'll leap 
over the masts iv a ship as tall as a church 

Divil a wan w'u'd I have wid me but yersel' 
an' yer swate ways." 

"That's phwat all ye b'ys say to th' gurls. 
But yer'o all dangerous, ivery wan o' yez." 

Thus bantering each other they passed 
along over the three miles which separated 
Aughagower from Westport, the seaport 

•.r* 

W 

"Arrah, niver fear, Mary, avic. Thim 
ships is made wid iron ribs, and they'll slide 
on top o' th1 say loike a cork in a wash tub." 

"Bot whin ye're bey ant th' say, Paddy, an' 
airain' yer two pounds a week, yell be for-
gittin' yer ould friends, wid yer folne clothes 
Ub a p'aoock's tail," said Mary. 

"Dade, thin, IH not; IH write to ye often," 
replied Patrick, impulsively looking down 
into the upturned face beeide him, which was 
mantling with a blush. "An', Mary, whin 
Pw me fortm' med, ye're but to «ythe 
wrd, an' IH oome over an' git ye." 

"I s*poes ye were teDin' Lissis Sbeenan th* 
••ne thing last night," Mid Mary, (topping 
la the road and kicking up the durt with her 
Httbbintod 

"Arrah, Vary, mm doat say thai o» Mi 

MABY LEANING OVER THE GATE. 

town, where lay the tug which was to carry 
Patrick out to the emigrant steamer lying in 
the offing. They both became silent. The 
proximity of the sea brought up thoughts 
which would not brook lightness of speech. 
Mary complained of feeling tired and they 
sat down together upon a bank beside the 
road. With an effort to break the constraint, 
Mary said: 

"Paddy, how much money have ye!" 
"Three sovereigns an' me passage paid. 

Plinty, Mary, for a start." 
"I was thinkin', Paddy," said Mary, ner

vously, "that I had four shillin's in me 
pocket that I aimed sellin'eggs from me own 
hins, an', Paddy, dear, if ye wouldn't moind 
takin' it. Ye moight want some new socks 
or clothes or" 

"Howld on, lass," said Patrick, excitedly. 
Faix I'd die afore I'd take wan cint o' your 
money!" 

Here grief checked his utterance. Hastily 
taking a ribbon from his breast to which was 
fastened a tiny ivory cross: ho slipped it over 
her head and whispered huskily, "Mary, dar-
lint, remember me in your prayers, an' be 
sure an' don't forget t' say two aves for mo 
on Patrick's day." 

Then he kissed her and she forgot her mod
esty and returned tho caress. Five minutes 
later tho tug left the shore and Mary ran 
home as fast as she could go for fear that her 
father had discovered her absence and sus
pected the cause. 

Ten days later Paddy landed at Castle 
Garden. It was the first time that Paddy 
had over seen a big city, and the scenes he 
witnessed were a constant source of wonder 
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saw the evidences of prosperity and the 
thousand industries of a great city, but there 
seemed to be no place into which he could fit 
himself. One day, driven almost to despera
tion, ho entered a big bank in Broadway. 
Stepping up to the teller with his cap in his 
band he said: 

"Axin' yer pardon, sor, but is th' boss in?" 
"I presume you mean the president. Yes, 

he is in his private office." 
"Would ye jist tell him Paddy O'Donoghue 

from Aughagower, county Mayo, 'ud ioiko 
t' spake wid him. Faix, I wouldn't be in 
whilo ye're iviukin' yer eye twice. Just goin' 
in an' comin' out agin, loike a bumble bee in 
a mornin' glory, scr." 

"Havo you any business to transact with 
the president?" 

"Dado, thin, I hav', sor, or I wouldn't be 
hero." 

Awed by tho rich furniture, and blushing 
like a school boy at his temerity, Paddy stood 
before tho bank president in his private office. 

"Well," said the president, laconically. 
"Mistor," said Paddy, thinking he was ad

dressing the president of tho United States, 
and affecting a carelessness he did not feel, 
"I was goin' by yer place, sor, an' I jist 
dropped in to see had yo a job for mo. 
Swapin' out th' hallway or carryin' potatys, 
or anything ye moight be wantin' me t' do. 
Divil a care I hav' phwat th' wurruk is. Look 

! at thim arms, sor. Faith, I c'u'd carry ye t' 
' yer foine carriage night an' mornin', sor; 
| dade I c'u'd an' niver turn a hair!'* 

Tho president laid down his pen and smiled. 
' Here was an original character. He told 

Paddy to sit down, and in a few minutes 
learned all bis little story. Half an hour 
later Paddy was installed as watchman of the 
bank at a salary of $10 per week. That alter

ing all this time she had never heard from 
Patrick. He had written numerous letters, 
some of which had been intercepted by her 

; father and destroyed and others had miscar-
| ried. But the Irish maiden, with the con

stancy of her race, was true to Paddy, and 
refused to belUve the stories insinuated by 
other lovers about him, Then came the 
evictions. Her father had refused to pay 
the exorbitant rent demanded, and one cold 
winter's night an under sheriff and a hun
dred soldiers, with the crowbar brigade, des
ecrated the hearthstone of the Murphy fam
ily and razed the house. As a result of the 
exposure incident to the outrage, Mr. 
Murphy diod and .Mary was left alone. 
Her thoughts turned to America, and 
thither one month after bis death she sailed 
from Westport. In reality her journey 
meant a search for her truant lover, although 
she refused to admit the fact even to herself. 
On her arrival in New York she was more 
fortunate than Paddy had been, for she se
cured a situation as chambermaid the day 
she arrived. This was largely due to her 
beauty and modesty, which attracted the at
tention of tho proprietress of a fashionable 
boarding bouse. But Mary soon found that 
her red cheeks and Irish eyes were exerting 
the same influence upon the male boarders 
that they had done upon tho boys of her 
native village. One of the boarders became 
so marked in his attentions that ilary began 
to get frightened. She couldn't go out in tho 
evening but what he was dogging her foot
steps. There was a certain coarseness and 
familiarity in the manner of this man which 
Mary knew was the outcome of a corrupt 
nature, and so she avoided him. 

'Twas St. Patrick's eve. Tho moon was 
hidden behind the clouds. A few stars came 
out and twinkled feebly and the night was 
dark and forboding. Mary had been calling 
on a friend and at 11 o'clock was hurrying 
homeward through Twenty-third street to 

1 Madison avenue when she heard a quick step 
behind her and and a heavy hand was laid on 
her shoulder. 

"What's your hurry, my pretty Irish spar
row? Como and have some oysters." 

She recognized at once tho voice of tho dis
agreeable boarder and a great fear fell upon 
her. 1 

"Oh, sir," she said, •'I'm not for the loikes 
iv a foine gentleman like ye. Let me go 
borne I" 

The grasp on her arm tightened and the re
ply came freighted with the scent of alcohoL 
"No, no, my lady bird. I've wanted you for 
three months, and now I'm going to have 
you." 

Suiting the action to tho words, he threw 
his arms around the palpitating maid. With 
a scream that startled the echoes in the silent 
street, Mary broke from his embrace just as 
a blow behind the ear laid the aggrassor 
senseless upon the sidewalk. Mary ran^ a 
few feet then stumbled and fell. She was 
lifted tenderly up by a pair of stout arms 
and carried into a drug store near by. When 
she recovered consciousness there was lean
ing over her a strong friendly face, whose 
owner said: 
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"MART, DARLINT, SEKZKBXR MB IN YOUR 
FRATKRS." 

and delight. His first week in America was 
epent looking around for a job. But every 
night he returned to the cheap lodging 
house in Greenwich street without success. 
At the end of the week Patrick began to 
doubt the stories he had heard about Amer
ica, the haven of refuge. All around him he 

HKRE WAS AN ORIGINAL CHARACTER. 

noon Paddy returned to his humble room in 
tho lodging house. Frantio with joy, he 
danced a hornpipe and an Irish reel until the 
piaster was loosened from the ceiling below 
and the landlord came to the door and threat
ened to knock the head off his shoulders. Then 
Paddy sobered down and wrote a letter to 
Mary. Here it is—not as he wrote it, but as 
it would have sounded could one have over
heard him reading it to himself before he 
sealed it: 

"DEAR MARY—I have a job watchin' a 
bank whare thare's gold in barrels an' bags, 
an' tin dollars a wjpek's me wages—that s 
two pound, so 'tis. Musha, darliut, but I 
wish ye were here t' see th' horses drawin' big 
Iwxes along th' strata 'sted o' coaches. It Hid 
make ye dizzy t' see th' high cars standin' on 
spider legs in the roadway an' th' snortin' o' 
th' inginesl Tut, tut, darlint, but 1 couldn't 
tell ye the half iv it An' the houses wid tho 
roofs scrapin' th' sky. Musha, but it Hid 
break th'back o'yer neck lookin'up to th' 
top o' thim. Now, Mary, mavourneen, kapo 
a stout heart in ye. It'll not be long afore 
I'll be comin' afther ye, only jist write 
me to come. Whisper, luk at th' moon 
ivery night afore yer goin' to bed, an' 
IH be lookin' at it at th'same time. That's 
all, darlint, for th' prisint, beca'se I must be 
off t'th'bank. Here's four kisses fur ye" 

And Patrick laboriously pictured four 
round o o o o's. 

Eight years passed away freighted with 
joy and sorrow. Mary Murphy had grown 
to be a tall *nd shapely woman of 23. Dur-

LAID THE AGGRESSOR SENSELESS. 
"I see you're from Ireland, ma'am. I'm 

from the same country. If there's anything 
more I can do for you, say what it is. Here's 
me card." 

Mary took tho delicate piece of cardboard 
in her shaking hand and read these words: 

PATRICK O'DONOGHUE, 
Assistant Teller 

Ninth National Bank. 
Then she looked up in his face again, 

and << rosy wave swept over her cheeks as she 
regained the blue eyes, the light, curly hair, 
and heard the familiar voice of her lost Pat
rick. The revulsion of feeling was too much 
for her strength, and with a gasp she ex
claimed. "Oh, Paddy!" and fell back in a 
faint. 

Half an hour later tho seeming silence of 
both was explained and the reunited lovers 
drove homo in a cab. During that short 
journey tho driver heard bursts of laughter 
imd sounds like the popping of corks, and 

i when he drove back with only a male fare, 
| after the lady had alighted, he was surprised 

to have a $5 bill thrust into his hand and to 
i hear this invitation: 
' "Consider yersel' invited, me laddybuck, 
j to me weddin' at St. EVancis Xavier's 
| church." 

The Lenten season was over. For three 
! successive Sundays the banns had been read 
1 from the altar. The wedding was a quiet 
' one. There was uo pomp in the ceremony. 
| for neither Patrick nor Mary desired any out-
! ward show. Hand in hand they knelt before 

I the priest, and as the solemn words which 
bound them together fell upon their willing 
ears a gentle rain of tears ran from Mary's 
blue eyes which washed away all the so; ,-ow 

El' =1, _ . . C 
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HA-ND IK HAND THEY K31JXT BEFORE THE 
PRIEST. 

of past years. As these clear drops rolled 
down the filmy veil they glittered in the sun, 
presaging the love and joy which was to fill 
these reunited hearts through all the coming 
years. 

THE FINAL SUMMONS. 
Another Vacancy in the United 

States Supreme Court 
Caused by Death. 

Associate Justice Stanley Mat
thews Called Before th£ 

Judge of Judges. 

The Entire Family of the De
ceased Except His Son Pres

ent at the Death Bed. 

WASHINGTON, March 23.—Hon. Stan
ley Matthews, of Ohio, associate justice 
of the nupreme court of the United 
States, who has been seriously ill for 
Borne, time past, died at 10:30 
a. m. lie has been sick for tliree weeks, 
although his original illness dates much 
further back', for two weeks past his 
condition lias been considered serious. 
Dr. Johnson has been in constant at
tendance on him, and during the latter 
part of his illness, Dr. Lincoln has been 
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JUSTICE STARLET MATTHEWS 

in consultation with him. In the eve
ning Justice Matthews was so much 
worse that Dr. Johnson remained with 
him during the entire night. He passed 
away peacefully. All of his family with 
the exception of his son, were present at 
the death scene. 

J iif-tice Matthews was born in Cincin
nati, July ~1, 1824. He was graduated 
at Kenyon college in 1840, studied law 
and was admitted to the bpr, settling in 
Maury county, Tenn. He shortly after
ward returned to Cincinnati. In 38-16 he 
became editor of the Cincinnati Herald, 
the lirst daily anti-slavery paper in that 
city, lie became judge of the court of 
common pleas in Hamilton county in 
1851, was si ate senator in 1835, and in 
185t'.-lil was United States attorney for 
the southern district of Ohio. He served 
with distinction in the Union army dur
ing the war but resigned his commission 
as colonel in 18tj:> to become judge of the 
superior court of Cincinnati. He was a 
presidential elector on the Lincoln-John-
son ticket in 18G4, and on the Grant-
Colfax ticket in 1808. He was defeated 
as Republican candidate for congress in 
1870 and in the next year was one of the 
counsel before the celebrated electoral 
commission opening the argument in be
half of the Republican electors of Florida 
and making the principal argument in 
the Oregon case. In March, 1877, he 
was elected United States senator in 
place of John Sherman who had re
signed. In 1881 he was appointed asso
ciate justice of the United .States su
preme court. 

Justice -Matthews suffered a great d«il 
during his long illness, but bore his suf
fering with remarkable patience and 
fortitude. He failed rapidly during the 
past two days and his death was ex
pected by his family during the last 
twenty-four hours. The funeral ser
vices will be held here at 1 p. m., Mon
day, and the remains will leave the city 
at three o'clock on the Baltimore and 
Ohio railroad for Glendale. the late jus
tice's country residence near Cincinnati. 
The interment will take place on 
Wednesday at Spring Grove cemetery, 
Cincinnati. Mortimer Matthews and 
Mrs. Cleveland, the son and daughter of 
the deceased, are on their way here from 
Cincinnati. 

Prohibiting >s«'!»liii>{. 

WASHINGTON, March ~:i.—The presi
dent will this morning issue a proclama
tion forbidding any persons from going 
into waters in which seal are to be 
found for the purpose of hilling these 
animals. The proclamation will recite 
the rec.'»t act of congress bearing upon 
this subject. 

te'|Ul|w^X)R HEBRA'S 

JWiolaCream 
• THIS preparation,without 

, & injury,removes Freck-
les, Liver-Moles, Pim

ples, Black-Heads, Sunburn and 
Tan. A few applications will render the 
most stubbornly red skin soft, smooth and 
white, Viola Cream is not a paint or 
powder to cover defects, but a remedy to cure. 
It is superior to all other preparations, and 
is guaranteed to give satisfaction. At drug
gists or mailed for 50 cents. Prepared by 
fe. C. BITTNER & CO., 

TOLEDO, OHIO. 
Sold by Baldwin it Smith. 

G. H. 8PANGLER ASTON 

S p a n g l e r &  H a a s *  

DEALERS IK 

Wines, Liquors 
and Cigars. 

Pool Table in Connection. 

Gasal's Old Place, ' 
Fifth Avenue South 

CATARRH 
COLO Qftm biw 

mFEVER 

Try the Cure 

Ely's Cream Ba! m 
Cleanses the Nasal Passages. Al

lays Tnfln.Trimg.tion. Heal3 tho Sores. 
Restores the Senses -f Taste, Smell 
and Hearing. 

A particle Is applied into each nostril u4 
la agreeable. Price 60c. at Druggist* or by 
•iail. ELY BE0TELEES,56 Warren St.,New York. 

SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 

OF PURE COD LIVER OIL 
&22S HYPQPHQSPHITE8 
Almost as Palatable as Milk. 

So dligaiwd that it cam be takes, 
ligciled, and assimilated by the meat 
•ensltive itomach, when the plain oil 
cannot be tolerated; and by the com
bination of the oil with the hypopDM-
phitea is mach more efficaciow. 

Remarkable as a flesh producer* 
Persons gain rapidly while taking it. 

SCOTT'S EMULSION is acknowledgedIjy 
Physicians to be the Finest and Best prepa
ration in the world for the relief and cure of 

CONSUMPTION, SCROFULA, 
GENERAL DEBILITY, WAST IMC 

DISEASES, EMACIATION, 
COLDS and CHRONIC COUGHS. 
The great remedy for Consumptian, and 

Wasting in Children. Sold by all Druggists. 

THE EEST SEVIN & MACHINE 
AMERICAN NO. 7.  

* 

It is Noiseless. 
It is the Simplest! 

It is Light Running! 
It is the Most Datable! 

It has the Hest Tensions 
It does the Best Work! 

It Has No "f^ual!" 
For s:ik- !iv 

J. >). 1RKNAKY. 
Jamestown, Dak. 

I CURE 
FITS! 

I When I cay CURE I do not mean merely to 
' stop them lor a time, and then have them r®-
' turn again. I MEAN A RADICAL CLRK» 
I i havo made the disease ot 

I FITS, EPILEPSY or 

FALLING SICKNESS, 
! A life-long study. I WARBAXT my remedy to 
: CURE the worst cases. Because others have 
i failed is 110 reason for not now receiving-a cam. 
Send at once for a treatise and a FREE BOTTUB 

; ot my INFALLIBLE REMEDY. Give Expreas 
i and Post Office. It costs yon nothing ipr ft 
; trial, and it will cure yon. Address 
I H.C.ROOT.M.C., 183 PEARL ST.. NEW W 

WIND MILLS, FEED MILLS, PUMPS 
^rxd. TsirLls: 2Ieaters. 

C. I). ALTON, 510 Fifth Ave. South. 

I). W. RINGER. 

Liverv.Sale & Feed Stable. 
JAMESTOWN, DAKOTA. 

First-class Rigs and Guides for Land Hunters. Sale stock eon. 
santly on hand. Good corral facilities for shippers. 'Bos to all paitu 
the city. A nwcialtv made of boarding gentlemen's road hert»e«. 
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