
~pilE littleroads of Cloonagh were in plain sight of
1 Michael now. and so full of people it might be

market day. Allcominsr one way to-
—

couldn't he

fust one week of his l*loved Cloonagh. and he
.vas ofT for Africa. After tlie war was over, the regi-
. Nt had been >cr.t to India, and. not yet free from
::;inci;il obligations. Michael had had to po too.

While he was out there his mother had died, and the
link'home of Cloonagh" had gone to his elder brother
Terence. Michael had expected that Terence would

me
'
.ack iv»m \u25a0.-.-. :but on the very day of his

!isch:irge he received a letter from America which
almost repaid him for his weary year? of exile.
Terence, for a <x»nsideration. had' handed over his
rights in the old place to Uncle Tern.-, and now. a-
the letter said. Uncle Terry was dying, and tended
it leave tin- home to Michael, since the little roads
•f Cloonagh had always gone twisting through the

heart of him.

MICHAEL MOXAGHAN bad walked ten

miles from the railroad station, his bean
singing for joy that at last his feet were tast-

ing the turf of his own home. He had een all over
the world; but his eyes had looked -past alien sights
to a little Irish thatched cottage against the cheek
of a hiilwhore stony, niggardly land stretched from
the mountains to the >ea. Wherever he had gone, he
had seen hi>home which looked down on the roads of
Cioonagh, the green little roads of Cloonagh m here
tHe neighbors walked, and the face of everyone of
them felt to him like his own face. He shifted his
valise from the right to the left hand and took a

iresh grip on the stick he Ladcut for himself; for he
was coming close to Cloonagh.

"And 'tis myself willnever go two miles from my
\u0084wn doorstep "again!" he said, threatening a lean
cowliy the waj-side.

The cow did not move; for stony Kerry i
—

poor
it is sr.id thai even a Kerry cow is afraid to look up
for fear <>f lw-ing the bite]
Itwas littleenough Michael Monaghan had .-^een

of his own doorstep since he was a child of ten. the
youngest of a long hrood. Uncle Terry in America
had sent for one of them t<. come to him. and Michael
had }>een despatched because he was of a dreamy
nature, 'Tit for nothing at all

—God help him!
—

but
\u25a0. }*• whistling the blackbirds and looking for
1.-prechawns under a hedge." The elder brothers
<vere sharp enough after the pennies, and maybe
Michaei would learn to be quick enough to pick up
•;nm that lay In-fore him ••. the streets of America.

Michael had gone and had stayed seven years, do-
ing well enough: but not his best, because his heart
was back inCloonagh. One by one his elder roth*
had conn- out to Uncle Terry, and then his father
died, and his mother, lone inCloonagh, called back
her youngest child. Michael had gone back, a gawky,
•.veil grown vouns man. whocould ride like a centaur
;nd lifta barrel as ifit was a straw: but with a slow
-am. which, his mother toldhim. was "afther being

asleep in County Kern.- when hi< body would have
ijone on to County Mayo."

When, the week after his return home, he found
his mother about to be evicted for back rent long
unpaid by his shiftless father, that brain of his
found no other way out of her difficult* than to ac-
rpt the offer of Lord Conmare, who was getting up
cavalry regiment for the Boer war and would ad-

vance Mrs. Monaghan all money she needed ifbig
Michael would go for a soldier.

"
This seemed to

Michael quicker than waiting for money from Amer-
ica, and he had enlisted.

V"^1* Uncle Teny—may*
the heavens be tht- bed of

that generous man. dead now
a month!" went on Mrs. Mul-
vaney

—
'your Uncle Terry

made a new will."
The littleroads of Cloonagh

stretching all about Michael
mingled in one green blur be-
fore his eyes. He began to

walk t.-ward his ->ld home, Mrs. Mulvaney beside him,
the neighbors pressing closer to watch his face and

"And in that will." said Mrs. Mulvaney. "he
thought shame to lave you that stony bit patch of
land and tumbledown hut the Monaghans have al-
ways lived in tillyour Uncle Terry liftedthem np."

The neighbors nodded their heads. Musha! maybe
the Monaghans were rich enough now; but in their
day they'd been as poor as anyone, so they had!

"Your Uncle Terry left that bit of trash," said
Mr:-.Mulvaney, whose own land was poorer than the
Monaghans', 'to his wife's niece. Sheelagh Casey,
here."

Michael looked at the girl accusingly, and she
dropped her head and stepped behind Maggie as if to
relieve him of the painful sight of her.

To all of your brother- he gave land or money,
for he had plenty: but to you, Michael, he left, di-
vided between you and Maggie Casey, his wife's

• niece, a farm of no less than six hundred
acres, with a house and barns on it. and cattle till
you couldn't rest, and three hundred pounds apiece."

Maggie Casey flung back her splendid red head.
and .Michael reflected that it was n* > wonder she
walked like a Queen, and she such a grand heiress
and all! The fact of his own prosperity had not yet
penetrated; he only knew that hi> little home in
Cloonagh was not his, and that once more he must

\u25a0 • an alien land, once more he must look over flat
prairie country, instead of up to the rocky hill.- of
Kerry, and, twisting between them, the little green
:\u25a0• >ads of Cl< >onagh.

You'll be stopping with me," said Mrs. Mul-
vaney, tapping his arm and thrusting away Thady,
w';. i was making ready to help her over a -tile
"Thady, I'll thank you *<< keep your distance! I
climbed this turf bank before ever your father was
born."

The neighbors were disappointed at Michael's
turnity; but, not willing io forgo their drama,

They made it themselves, and cried aloud with joy
tor "him. and said That Cloonagh was a grand place
entirely, now it had two rich people in it. and the
priest would doubtless call on Michael, and maybe it

. Michael would be helping build the new chapel
that had been -landing wanting a roof these
years and no money to put it on.

The road that led to the Monaghan and the Mul-
anev cottages was hilly, and <>nc by one the neigh-

fell off, until, besides Michael and Mrs. Mul
\u25a0 anev, there were left only Thady and Maggie and
Sheelagh.

\u25a0You can take yourself back to the -illage

Thady!" said Mrs. Mulvaney sharply."
Sure. Ican't be I'aving you. Aunt dear." drawled

Thady.
"

You might be wanting me to draw a pail
of water to boil the potatoes."

\u25a0And ifIdo, Ican get it myself!" said Mrs. Mul
vaney sharply. Then she sighed and. drawing aside
her blue skirt, fished from a difficultpocket a hand
kerchief, in the knotted corners of which were a few
coins. She untied a knot with her sharp old teeth
and handed, a sixpence to Thady "Get yourseli
some tobacco, then." she almost snarled

" 'rid Shee
lagh can go wid you if she likes!"

SHE stood looking after him impatiently .1- he
went down the hill. Sheelagh a pare or tv.

hind. Then -he walked on silently beside Michael
whose eves were fixed on that little gray cottage at
the topof the road, its dark thatch touched with
hints of green. He noticed with a staii

in her rage at him she almost
forgot her news for Michael.
Well she knew the neighbors
were admiring Thady for his
devoted attention to her, while
she hated to look at his face in
the fear lest its sympathetic
commiseration should strike
into her bones that old age she
had never really felt!

' Well.
Michael, ulannah," she said,
recovering herself,

"
'tis you

are the lucky man."
Aye," agreed a voice, '"and

'tis a quare way luck light.-, if
the truth were said."

"I'm lucky to be home."
said Michael in a dull voice,
while a harsh fear struck at his
heart.

Before he could speak to her. his neighbors were
'

ressing him ina laughing chorus. He was aware
\u25a0 they had something of importance to tell him;

brain could n t disentangle their min-
gled speech. Mrs. Mulvaney struck her stick on the
ground.

'AmIto tellhim. nr am Inot
-"she asked. "

Ua-
•\u25a0

• me the priest and the lawyer r]oke first, or was
it not

"-'"

Thady Kiely i I \u25a0<\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0 her with a look of con-
cern on his handsome face. Don't be afther ex-

ting yourself, Aunt darling." he said tenderly.

tnk r>f your years! Come next Michaelmas
you'll be—"'

Youlet mv ase alone. Thadv'" ;he shouted ia
r

see the sun shining on all the faces, turning toward
him? There was old Mrs. Mulvaney -didn't he
know the blue dress of her. ami the blue cloak?
Were her eyes as Mac as. ever? he wondered. At
least the back of her was not bent. And that tall
tilin behind her that she'd just gi\ en a whack of her
stick to, he must be her great-nephew, Thady kiely.
who had come back from Australia to take care of
her. Michael had heard all about that.

They were near enough now to call out to him. and
he could see their smiles. The kindheart-. t.> be wel-
coming him! There was a white -h]< of a girl in blue,
like Mrs. Mulvaney; he could not be sure who she
was. But there was Maggie Casey. She was only
sixteen when he had left for Africa; but he would
know that red hair and that walk anywhere. What

\u0084 walk on her! Like a Queen, no less. He could
make out the faces of them now a> they came closer;
allhe had to do was pui on nine year- or so to them.

C1C 1 I here he was in the midst \u25a0>! them, and the years
E his exile falling from him almost as if they had

ne< er been. Mrs. Mulvaney ma<le herself spokes-
man; for she was the leader of Cloonagh. Ifthe vil-
lagers were sometimes restless under her control, she

ingenious ways <>( bringing them to heel and
maintaining her -way. The one person she could
• • entirely manage was her de\ oted nephew Thady.
Mr-. Mul aney stepped forward and took Michael's
hand.

You're welcome, Michael!" she cried. '"Wewel-
u • I .ill \u25a0 >ur veins!

"

He looked down into her blue eyes which, for all
juilelessness, could deepen with shrewdness and

•• said, "Oh, but it's glad J am to be
The back of my hand, the sole of my hit, I \u25a0

..11 other places bul Cloonagh!"
The laugh that greeted this struck even Michael's

\u25a0:•.-.- . ious ear as unduly boisterous, though he was
unable to catch i*^ note of irony.

\u25a0 You'll be singing another time soon." said Mag-
gie Casey, coming forward, the sun dancing on her
red hair and dimples dancing about her smiling
ra< >uth.

' "Tis a r tiling stone you are. Michael."
I h v •iir-elf that's in h . Maggie?" he said, shak-

mds.
So you've not forg >tten me?" said. Maggie. "And

why should you, when her that was your Cncle Ter-
ry's wife was my own aunt' Do you remember

too ?
"

She pulled forward the white slip of a girl dressed
in blue. Michael did seem to remember a light

r d child erf nine or ten gr en to hanging her head
\u25a0

'
biding behind the backs of people. Bul

could not see thai child in this slim girl with eyes
iky above Cloonagh on a gray day. and

thick hair, rie"1 ;
>r. >wr.. like the earth of the fields he

\u25a0 c h< inw to 1ill.
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