
THE v> avv O'Grath long
ha.i

'
\u25a0 \u25a0". love with Bran-

laganI agan shoemaker across

the street. ..\u25a0' Branagan was on the shad; side of
forty, was headed and slightly deaf, presented no
bnpedimei • her passion. The widow, being on the
weather si forty, herself had learned to respect

that sear.: eriod, rind having worn the weeds of
ridowhood r ten long years was ready to change
them fort] lowers of matrimony, and acknowledged
with a ' inclination of her head that Michael
Branag.'i:" "moighty steddy and a man tit to aim
aaydaceni man's livin"."

Perhaps best reason why the widow took no ob-
jection to Iranagan's personal failings, his bald head.
game leg, i . was because he never thrust them upon
her

—
that is r.ever showed any signs that he regarded

her'worthv t i". Taining, except those which may have
grown out . ithe widow's conceit, when she donned her
test gown i sweep her little front veranda, and
watched E inagan through the window of his shop
with the irner of her eye. If Michael had waddled
across the si -et <>n his poker-like limb, or uncovered
his hairless head in her little parlor, the widow in the
light of her \u25a0 wn manifold charms might have found
the one ungainly and the other too dazzling: but Mich-
ael, keeping the gameness of his leg and the light of
his wisdom n his own side of the street, they took on
to the wi : -.::.\u25a0 ist the aspect of a desideratum.
•* The <vid< then had a cottage, two acres of land,
one cow, < pig, six hens, a big white rooster and
dreams. dreams included Michael's little shop
across the v .-. with Michael in it,bending over the
last as th< idow's lawful spouse and breadwinner.
theg'x'<T.v .\k account which Michael was supposed
to have s: :in his long bachelorhood, and a new
dress and ! -..< t for Mrs. Michael Branagan, which
completely : it in the background anything her neigh-
bors had ted in the last decade.

The wi: s dreams also had reached that point
of growth i\u25a0 re they must have either an outlet or
smother the ividow, and with a sneaking regard fur
herself sht id decided to smother Michael with them.
Sweeping ! \u25a0 r veranda on abright morning in late July,
and wat g the (lash of Michael's little bald head
through hi ittle shop window, and remembering that
she had I eri dreaming long, and that it was leap-
ypar, she uddenly was conscious of a strong con-
rtctiun 1 'Michael was "jist dyin'

"
for her, but was

afraid to • ;her so. This immediately was succeeded
by accr.. raining sense of womanly, duty, that such
Ixing the c she should take advantage of the leap-
ycjxper Live and make Michael happy.

The \u25a0 was a person of energy.
The tit \u25a0 afternoon beheld her in her Sunday togs,

and ash •. : her hand, entering the door ;of Michael's
shop.

Mich;, iras bent over a last held between his
knees. glanced up as the door opened.- "Goi . -in' to ye. Mister Branagan,

"'

said
• • •• with a broad smile.

-mornin', Mistress O'Grath. I'm
n±le glad v you," returned the shoemaker,

with a ; face, however, and a voice of
uhVaryj tony. He was a spiritless indi-
vidual i :hman With his short, pointed
bear: i bulging eyes, one would have
Bwon kept his mouth shut and the
t»V< • i he was Dutch.

That's nice •\u25a0' you. I'm sure,

Mistei an," rejoined the widow, with a
cons*-. Lsh and a coy laugh. "I've Ijrung
ye a . ' . mend."

M:c: k off his spectacles, wiped them,
put t! n again, and put out a hand for
th<- ':

\u25a0 spot. MLster Branagan; jist a
trifiin" there."

him the place ths widow's hand partially
\u25a0 < ment on Branagan's. He looked at ii

"fetupidiy, . . then the widow, finding his eyes on hers
iii kly with another blush and flickering

, SI hes, Which, however, had no effect ol
\u25a0 onsciousness in the shoemaker.

i, and that's a purty soft hand o' yours,
IIIrath' f^r a woman's done the work you've

Lime!" he said, gazing after it as if it had
'\u25a0' \u25a0•\u25a0 iiina cup and saucer.

"Lav.:; :
'

but your complirnentin'!" blushed the
.'"*' with another relapse into coyness. /'l'm

r woman wud stan' small chance wid the
your tongue, Michael Branagan. Ah,

}'' a sly one! Go along wid you now!"
\u25a0 !>< inted a teasing finger at him, upon which

Branagan developed a slight cackle in the throat
«nd :ipeculiar distortion <,f his party-colored whiskers.

1rand then a:; if ashamed of having been moved to such
'• a:: extent, concealed his face by sU^oping to pick

vex stood
afore him, an' it's only twelve
years Last month, and me with

nee! Ali. Tim, it's many the one would
\u25a0

r Ihe dead and her distill
i ;thranger I

-!"luse, or her suitors,
\u25a0 she «as \u25a0i] iliged to

handkerchief, w hit li she
\u25a0 riv-s. Seeing the effo Iof

who iia<l stopped scraping
v at the knife in his

t away with .t sigh.
she continued i

had .1 grate n
no wondher, M.

iongin 1 eyes t" the
\u25a0 . >i enough to \u25a0

\u25a0 v with.
"

Mi \u25a0 -a her mi]
'. \u25a0 ! the dead Tun's

But I i. You
yiiv

! \u25a0

\u25a0

Mrs. O'Grath had 1
\u25a0

\u25a0

ty a brindle
\u25a0 m thetv

ime for
to ly

,1 what a Iiin

the day Tim O'Grath married me Iwas

respect fur him; but Tim's spouse with
sudden playfulness leaned over and
pinched his knee.

"Truth and it's kind of you too," she
said with a meaning laugh, "to want to
take care of Tim's widow and his property
for him whin he's gone, and to think she

moight loike you .till!..-
others when poor Tim died! The con-
sate 11' y<>u, Michael Branagan!"

Her admiration was so profuse
and the pinch on his knee so unan-
swerable that Michael's mouth in
the very act of denial spread again
into th.it low cackle, and he bent

with heightened color and a
wide grin over the widow's
shoo.

"You're a steady man,

Michael." said the widow
after watching him .1 few
moments at work.

"Yes."
"And desarvin of .1

steady wife."
Michael made no reply

to this."
You're not a man to

run through .1 woman's
property, ay

• her, Michael
Branagan."

Michael winced under the
implication, but remained
silent. Thc wido w

was pretty near him.
and he felt in some
dim, occult way that
an attempt at dis-
rlamation would re-
suit in another pinch,
and co n se<| ven t
laughter on hi part
with its entailing
humiliation and loss
of self-respect; for
nut of any mood
except one that of
unthinking j»r;i\-ity—

he felt childish and un-
comfortable.

"And you've been cookin'
your own males all this
time, Michael, dear?

asked the widow compassionately.
"Yes, but I never felt it," he
said with a furl glance toward
her hand.
"Never fell it, indade! "\ever

felt anythin' but it, you mane; but you'll lam
the blessedness of it, you'll lam the blessed-i ;• j u'll lam the I
ness of it. Michael Branagan, to have a woman

get your males for you. and not stuff the cold bite
into your mouth as though there warn't a fire in
the worl', nor a woman to care for you. You'll know
what it is i i h ar the kettle singin1 when you come
home a winter's ni;rht, and have the hot, \u25a0i n ''\u25a0-.\u25a0

'
.iv

wid the pure crame in it poured for you by a woman's
hand. It's then you'll railly know the taste of tay,
Michael Branagan, and have your shates aired once
a week, and your suit brushed on Sundays, so you
won't be lookin' as though you had just came out of .i
feather-bed wid it. ['11 tell you when it comes right
down to the undhernathe of things there's no blessed-
ness loike a woman, Michael Branagan.

"But you'll lam, you'll I?rn! It's poor Tim used to
be savin 1

to me when he whs alive, God bless him!
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up a last, which he proceeded to fit in the widow's

Tin- widow, delighted with the progress she had
made, seated herself on the low bench beside him.
with much admiration of his being "a sly one

"
apparent

in her face.
"Sure, and it's hard t<> be up to you. Michael Brana-

gan. A poor woman can hardly thrust herself wid
you whilst you're mendin' her boot. Who knows
but what you moight be proposin 1

to me, since I'm
a widow with property, the furst thing Iknow?"

Branagan raised a deprecating hand, but the
widow's uj;liTv^ pye was too much for him, and, de-
lighted with his own cleverness, he cackled asjain.

"There, 1 knowed it!" exclaimed the widow, with
accusing coyness "I kind of expected you'd hey
it in your moind and be up to something like that.
Troth, and it's the sly one you are, Michael Branagan!

"As ifI
Wouldn't
LiKeMe
Own Name o* Mary

From You!"
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