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S OF CLOONAGH

By Maude Radford Warren

in her rage at him she almost
forecot 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, alannah,” she said,
recovering herself, **’tis you
are the lucky man.”

‘““Avye,” agreed a voice, “and
’tis a quare way luck lights, 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.

OUR TUncle Terry—may

the heavens be the bed of
that generous man, dead now
a month!” went on Mrs. Mul-
vaney— 'your Uncle Terry
made a new will.”

The little roads of Cloonagh
stretching all about Michael
mingled in one green blur be-
fore his eyes. He began to
walk toward his old home, Mrs. Mulvaney beside him,
the neighbors pressing closer to watch his face and
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I tumbledown hut the Monaghans have al
ways lived in till your Uncle Terry lifted them up
he neighbors nodded their heads. Musha! maybe
rhans were rich enough now; but in their
been as poor as anyone, so they had!
ncle Terrv left that bit of trash,” said
whose own land was poorer than the
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here.

Michael looked at the girl accusingly, and she
Iropped her head and stepped behind Maggie as if to
» him of the painful sight of her.
all of vour brothers he gave land or money,
had plenty: but to you, Michael, he left, di-
between vou and Maggie Casey, his wife’s
niece, a farm of no less than six hundred
icres, with a house and barns on it, and cattle till
vou couldn't rest, and three hundred pounds apiece.’

Maggie Casey flung back her splendid red head,
ind Michael reflected that it was no wonder she
ked like a Queen. and she such rand heiress
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