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1 am lhun -mmn: thlt. Uncle
Dennis,” she answered.

“Light. the lamp. Molly, and read his
latest letter,” requested Dennis,

When the lamp wasl lighted it dis-|
qn:qfnrhhle sitting room.
cozy and warm. lt showed oy

his big rocking chair. his ';'h“h;.:'m:tdh-:: J" .
rieumatic feet prapped on & . are the only jewels 1 |
Lovely Molly Delaney, with ber | 1oyivee miv hoart™ She b
1y black bulr and her Irish bl { ) o yien yweet shame.
es. sat down at the table and open- flennll' wrinkled band wﬁ
the worn envelope that contained across the table toward her. s

l"hum-hthr:ndmd. “Then, Molly, lass” he whm
8 five years | .o,.ybe it'l come all right,! for again

of T
-..':i.'d_j h

Avenue, ‘I8

?rn d.il:r, ‘ex-
, .au:h{kum!m a'm.and 1 to|
: r; - All authorized Christian Science
umﬂhhﬂ'm:ﬂm
amddm
tﬂuﬁnﬂﬂm ‘
of Green Bay Road and H"ﬂh-
u'brniq t&l;g,uﬁmn. at |
m
t  Sunday school, German and
dmnnltm Every first Wl gaons
in every month there would be soon. 1| | dreamed the dream of Larry coming
r’hﬁﬁ%mmmmmn : little longer be- | home, poor and needy imtudufﬂi:h
and"'—

pour hind. GoMd | v ‘Lo ves i rich, Uncle Dew
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Street near Laurel Avenue.

School, 10:00 a. m.; morning wor-
a. m.; Christian Endeavor, 6:45

4
study Friday, 730 p. m. We cordial- |
invite your attendance.
E.E.mn,m

Mi'ﬂlm

. uibrary Hall, Highland Park. Every

AL p. m.* Gospel address. Every

y 800 p m., Bible study. You
mudnﬂr invited,

lwinlhﬁmm ,

m:':ihmm. W. F. Suhr, pu.turl

m German preaching at
r at 8 p. m
ErdSundari.Sundty hool,

mnﬂltunh school, 9:00 o
school in German for, peupll:

! | Mrl:tﬁp.m.lndm

v ]
S el N T

tesdays at 8 p. m. | ﬂ

| First United Evangelical Church

. Corner of Laurel Avenue ani Green
Road, J. Foster Van K Evera,
. Sabbath morning worship, 10:45;

evening service, 7:45. The Sunday schoel,

gnder the dire-tion of Mr. Wm. Noerén-

~ <convens at 930 o'clock -tﬂ!Hﬂl

'dﬁ:mmrrdqanmt.m
Stone League of

s
Earl Fritsch, president, meets eac

eve at 645 o'clock, in the church '

“Prayer-meeling each ihh-

évening at 8 oclock. A cordial in-

jon " is ﬂunded the public to all |

L Swedish Lutheran Church

. There will be Swedish Lutheran Church
me& Friday evening at eight
o'clock in tlu Library Hall on Laure}
Avenue, Highl

of Waukegan, [llinois, pastor. |
Hazel! and Greenleaf Avenues, Glencoe.
Horace G. Smith, Pastor. Sunday School
at 115 2. m. Worship 11:15 a. m. and

1320 p. m. - -

" . Baptist Church
Esst Laurel Avenue. - Herbert Francis
Evans, minister. Sunday servi¢es: Mom-
ing worship, 11 a. m.; evening worship,
745, Graded Sunday School meets at
ten o'clock. The mid-week prayer and
meeting is held in the church
Wednesday evenings at 745 o’clock.
'Ladies’ Guild holds its regular meet-
illmth:ﬁrumd third Thun:hy:nf

each month. Everyone is cordially in-
vited to all_the services of this church.

HA#*MEEM
First M. E. Church, Rev. V. A. Spicker,
Pastor. Sunday School, 10:00; Preaching, |
1100, and 7:45 p. m. Junior League, 2:30;
League, 5:4_-15_ hverTmtm:.
ednesday, 8:00, Teacher raining,
Thllnl:l.‘nrr

Highland Park Presbyterian Church

Corner of Laurel and Linden Avenues.
.Pastor, Rev. R. Calvin Dobson, ‘- Sunday |
{morning worship, with sermon, 10:30
+a'clock; 4:30 Vesper Musical Service, first |
'Sunfay afterncon of each month. Bible
" school, with graded léssons for all
‘wients and ages, Sunday from- 12
lor.uta lp.m. Young People's m%uu.

Sunday  evening ar 730

‘800 o'clack. The public is ' cordially
(vited to all of these services.

and Park, Carl E.  Lundgren,

{ you that T have st Il
| coming humtnhur & granid house for
730 pi m.;! you and Molly,'and we will all be happy
! Iy that when 1 came home 1'd bring her a heéad
| bunch of emerald shamrocks, the real | DEHG
jewels, and now they are just within my |
| reach. A boy from Hazenville is due here | o° preen are pu ruding.

!
]

1

{

[

. eold country,
in sight. Please
t will be to 1ell
rich, that | am

nis?” cried the girl bhotly. »We were
sitixfied, you and 1. We plénded with
hini not to 2o away and leave us. bat
there; perhaps It was for the best, hut
there Is nu ache behind it all?f™

together. Remember that | promised Mal-

| tomorrow, and with his ‘coming | expeet

to hear direct news from you both. With
love from your dutiful son, °~ LARRY

Molly lifted ber eyes and looked
neross the table at Dennis Flanagan

“What Is that?* Dentis' Iifted " his

knights
Shail ‘e 0

“The musie of the band,

waleh them. Unele I}!nulu‘f‘
“Yes. "I'waxn’t so many | ,}lel #zo
that | marched with "em meself on 8L

“Usnele Dennis, I'm .rﬂm that Larry | Matrick’s lhlt‘ nnd Larry— huht'd by

will never come home.” she whispered.
The old man lifted a I'._rfmnl-r..-l.m b
“Hush, chid; 've a feeling that

J.Lnrr;v will come back to s | bad

this time be wounld be I:nri: along

form. Help me on with my uvercoat.
| dearie.”

a dream ‘last night. | thought there |  So the old man, leaning on the arm

eame a knocking at the door amnd 1
opened it to see our Larry. Instead
of wearlng fine clothes and a silk bat,
poor Larry was In rags. And lnstead
of piluning a bunch of emerald sham-
rocks on your bosom, where they'd be
out of place on that fimsy cotton
gown, my dear, our poor Larry car-
ried a little pot of the living green
plant from old Ireland. And then I
woke up.” | :

Molly was sobbing softly.

“} don't eure how poor be is, Uncle

Mh.lfhewﬂlonlrmuuhamln-

.ul'.." L]

“No more dul chilille.” whimpered
Dennis,

“Don't sorrow, Uncle Dennis.” com-
forted the girl, slipping to her' knees
beside him. “Larry will soon come

oftthe slender, upright girl, went dbwn
to the corper and with swelling beart
watched the passing of the gallant
knights who marched in lHI:mr of the
good Bt. Patrick.

As the tail of the proccssion plhled
ont of sight Dennis Flanagan and his
niece turned toward home,

Molly knew that the old man's heart
was far away in Alaska with the be-
loved son, who was vainly seeking the
will o' the wisp, gold.

briugs seemed a tinv thing! to the gl
with the aching heart. i
. Again they were seated about. the
glowing little stove In the sitting rymn |
when there came a soft tnmldnl“ nt
the door te the porch.

Moliy crossed the room and opened |

home. If this last quest for gold | the door only to fall back against the

should prove useless. | cith see him
turning about and coming back to us

the lines of bis letter I conld
read that he was hungering for the
ones bhe had left behind.”

“(3od bless you. daughter.” =miled
Dennis more cheerfully.

- - a 0w " » »

The Alaska twilight had fallen swift-
Iy ke a dull gray blanket tossed over
the frozen worid: then n ghostly moon
appeared over the eastern mountains
and revealed bleak expunses of glisten-
ing snow and the dark masses nr pine
trees,

Under the shoulder qf the hill crouch-
ed 4 Nttle cabin, nnd before the blpszs
jng fire on its hearth two youns mep
were sitting The “boy frem Hazen-
ville” had arrived, and Tarny Fianngau
wils listening to his story of home and
the home folks.

“And my old father belpless with the
rheamatism ¥ repented Larry ncredu-
jously. “Why. Mike Dokin, the .old
scout never wrnte a word of It to me!
But, thank heaven. the raliroad stocks
will keep him comfortuble; but” -

Mike Dolan looked at the big frumed

man. whose brown hair was grayiog on |

the temples and whose handseme’ face
had taken on new lines of doggedness

! during the past five tears. Was it pos-

|

|
The ladies of the Dortas Society holdal- |

‘day meetings in the parlors of the church |
_til! first and third Mondays of the
' month and the Woman's Missionary Union

‘meetsthe second Monday afternoen &ii

ch month at 3:00 o'clock, to which all
ladies Irq-::urdull]'mﬂted. .

f&hvﬂmm
Daily Mags, 8:00 8. m.; Sunday,

"E;;.., A Benicion
Sacrament, 9:00 a. m.; Sunday
ﬁnui.nncmnn F:therﬁ,] Gates,

ER 65 'l'llll
2 EXPERIENCE

sible that Larry did het kpow that the

' fitth western railroid had' blows up

depart- |

and that old Dennis Flapagan's stock
Wus worthless? ;

“Larry,” he iotprrupted. - soberly. |
‘Prayer Service, Wednesday evmim nt | “didn’t you know that thd rallvoad |

| b and  your fnthu-r losit every
r- a

T v He!™ eried Larry savagely, for
| he was.struck tu the/senrt by the news. |

Mike Dolan smiled pityiagly.
more troe Is that your little cousin
bad bews chme the lass opened a mil-

linery sbup, and- with ber clever fingers
shé cortainly bhas made money band

| over fist. She’s tanken good pare of your |

father, amd™ - d
“Whisht. man.” cried Larry Iln an
-ugonized tone. =1 eannot hear to hear
any more!  Took ﬂt‘ me, Mike Dolan’
Laugh nt mie! 1 emine away to make
my fortume. | sald theu | retarned 1
would bring Molly n hun#h of sham-
rock made from emmld:n with .dia:
mond dewdrops on' ‘em. snd look at
this™ He swept bis arm in a gesture
that included the fedr cormers the
eabin  “Me, ﬁl '::T:lﬁl to
make good that prownise, f " s
gweet little Molly Delaney--not bother
-tq hr dedr head about emeraids or
. but doing her duty day’ by
at me, 'Illhr Dnlﬁn. for 1

illlmlrml"‘ ;

mm-dﬂmhm

“It's - all true. Larry, apd what's

Molly is & wonderful girl, When the

lintel white lipped and staring.
i »Unecle Dennis, Uncle Dennis, Fm
geeing visions!” ghe sobbed, poloting to
the snow covered porch. ‘
Dennis hobbled to her s and saw
the form of a man huddled on the door
Mt' 1 : i ¥ T
“Poor soull” he muttefed, turming
the fuce toward the light, Fl:l-d then he
fell back, with a startled cry.
“Heavens, Mplly, it's our own Larry!
“T'is wy dream come trug!™ he moaned.
Molly recovered. her courage when
she realized that she was actually
needed to allay suffering, llu ru
the cold face with snow tpd pou
strong stimulant through the

eves, smiled. shook himself and iy
staggered to his leet. - :
| When he was safely inside, suppo
| ed vn either side by father and sweet-
heéart, he looked down ut!' themn m
tender greeu éyes that 'lrm rarely
beautiful,

Dennls and Molly ]mh:e-d nt him Inln-
grily. I

Larry. who bad gone forth’ w0 gul-
lantly to seek his fortune, who bad
| promised to bring back emerald sham-
rocks to deck bis sweetheart's breast—
Larry was shabby and, obviously poor
and andeniably hun:r}r for be was|
thin and pale and worn., !

But he was Larry. mme home to
them ounce more! : 1

Clnsped in tils father's trembling
arms, ‘Larry soothed the old man's ex-

| citement, while Molly, hutried to lnd;

| tro msking a pot of strong coffee and |
brotling a plece of beefsteak.

When she had set the taple with the |
meal Larry's eyes bec kuued her across
the room, and she came amd stood be-
: fore him,

. *Molly, darling.” said Larry in a low
| tone. *my line promises are for noth-
| ing. 1 come home poerer than when 1
| went away. and the emeralds 1 was
' to bring home. lassie’ *—his vaolee shook
—~yure missing. 1 find you have been as
' a daughter to my father. My heart Is
broken with the shame of it all, and™ ~

Molly’'s ml‘t hand closed hirt Hps.

“Re still”" she smiled at him, while
Dennis chuckled in his cproer.  “Be
still. Larry. You have h-’ruuht '
jewels tv me worth inore than -
alds, Your trne eyes of emerald ;
are my jewels, and your
stancy shall always grow m in my
heart, and the little bit of living green:
yonder] —she pointed to the shamrock

on the t:lhie—"ll more to me than life-
ltn gemas or cold gold.” - |

‘Dennis nodded his head at his son,
""'.I"Iun'ur..hi A woman ¥

down .to the corner of the xtreet mnd |

them, brave In a green and gold uui- |

Tonight gold and the iu;nﬂﬂ it

"Under exi

Hps. After awhile Lll'rr opened | his |

love andton-| - |

olly ﬁﬁr*f

It would q:d I‘I'pﬂl‘-ﬂl against our
commerce in the/use of other interna-
tional wlttm pn cunrrnl u‘tmrﬁe other
nation. B )

i
It could m* ,ny resuft in the build-
ing up of th#_ i

&:wmmwmhmm
hﬁlm“ﬂh

. have a m¢ 'i
There is no
nnnrﬂhnt#

reason why th l
The princ ul free tools for
-ﬁlllﬂhﬂ al 1 ||':- i I,n. MH

E l'.u jelp. the great mer-
' Mhm

g rivals in the interior.
iulu-u'intuilt-

clntilei
ing with the
lunﬂd-ﬂi
ing freight ra '
in raising th
m.:nfthq
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