
For fever, nursed by poverty,nourished by ignorance anddirt,
wasdevastating the neighborhood, and there wasno house, nor cot,
nor cabin that hadnot lost some of its inmates.

Already threenurses werebusy in the workhouse infirmary,but
Margot found work riady and waiting for her.

The tovvnsland of Dera. cleansed and purifiedns it was by the
Bweetbog air, had so far e«cipid the contagion ; but some of her
patients from other di-trict« Margot had onceknown To them,
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of her own people.
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know that she had found work todo ; but she had put no address
on her letter, purposely, for she felt that it her aunt knew her
whereaboutsDarby would not be long learning it ai.d if he came
to her— as most assuredly he would, she could n.'wr have the
strength to send him from her, determined :isshe was to bun
in spiteof himself. Later even, when she tried to hope thit Polly
hadbecome his wife,she thoughtit forhis happiness that she should
Btill be silent, and sopass quite away and be forgotten.

Nurse o'Learyhad been a week and more in the fever ho-pital
when one evening, going to thematron's room to give in her daily
report,her eyes fell on the open book in which the inmates names
werewritten.

Close to the end of the column, entered only yesterday, were
four words — just the name andaddress of a patient :a name that
she had repeated over and over again toherself, first in joy and
gladness, then to steel herself against its eting ; yet the si^ht of
wokeagain the old, oldpain. Now that she saw them in black and
white she realised how, despite all that had passed, she hadhoped
against them.

'Mrs.Darby Clancy, Baughan,' they stood, and below was the
nurse's comment :

'Very critical.'
'Are yourhands quite full nurse?' askei thematron without

noticing the sudden pallor of Margot's face, 'or could you help
Nurse O'Brien with some of her patients .' She was already very
busy, and now a younsr farmer's wife had been brought in— Mrs.
Clancy, whose husband is paying for her, and who wants almost
undivided attention. If only 1 could get another nurse from tho
Board I As it is now it is impossible that some of the inmate

-
shouldnot be in danger of being neglected.'

The certain result of neglect in a very critical state tlaslud
across Margot's brain. She hadalready as much to do as -he could
possibly manage without encroaching on her hours of rest, yet she
answered the matron as though this extra duty was a favor for
which she was entreating.

"Mrs. Clancy is my cousin,' she said, 'and if Imightattend to
her it would leave Nuise O'Brien free for the others.'

'If you can manage it Ishall be only too grateful, replied the
matron. And so it was settled.

Poor Polly ' She was indeed in a critical state, and the doctor,
quiteas much overworkedas were the nurse*, shook his head over
her.

'
She has not been half-starved all her life, like many of tlm-e

Ihave toattend,' he said, "so that gives one something to start on.
but evenwithyour devotion, nur-e, I'm afraid

Itwas indeed devotion. For a whole week Margot hardly gavi

herself time to close her eyes— fortunately, she thought, the other
nurses were too much occupied to notice this tran*irre-—ion of rules—

and she seemed to live solely and wholly tor lur patient-, and
above all for the wan, senseless woman above uko-t head was the
name 'Mrs.Darby Clancy '

At first sight Margot had hardly recognised her cousin The
full, red cheeks had fallen inand faded : the soft, fair hair had been
cut off close to the burninghea1 the whitehands, once so -oft and
comfortable, werenothing but bone and skm

On the fourth finger the broad uoldband hung so 100-ely that
Nurse O'Brien hadbeen obliged to take it off and put it away in a
place of safety. With that gone, it was easier to identify the sick
woman with theplump, placid Polly of long ago, and both for her
ownsake andfor the sakeof him whosenameshe bore Nurse O Leary
made up her mind todrag her back to life again. And her efforts
at last werecrowned with success.

The ward hadbeenpartly cleared— some had gone to rest for
ever

— and Nurse O Brien had time to notice her companion's weary
looks anddrawn,anxious face.'You're wornout, Nurse," she said, laying her handkindly on
Margot's shoulder. 'Come; you've donr more than your share of
work these days past, and now youmust rest.''

Let me stay a littlelonger -don t send me away yet.' w hi-pired
Margot entreatingly.

'
She is sleeping now, and when she waken

we shall know how it is tobe.'
The doctor had comeup to them, and nowhe bent oven Polly n

bedside. 'There is no need to wait,' he said quietly. ' You can
go now, for your work is done. You've saved your patient,Nurse
O'Leiry.'

For a day and anight Margot slept the dreeniless sleep of pure
exhaustion, and on the second morning she awoke rested and
refreshed, ready tobetrin her work again ; but Nurse O Brien had
taken her under her charge, and she was ordered out for

'
half an

hour's fresh air to blow away the infection.'
The soft morning winds touchedher check caressingly, and she

etood for a moment enjoying the bree/es, fresh and lite giving as
they seemed toher, though they did come over the grey walls of
the workhouse. The worldseemed brighter to-day than ithad been
for yearspast. It was as though she had at la-t eouqutrcd in the
fight that hadbeen going on for so long in her heart. As she came
nearer to the porter'slodge voices fell on her ears. Peoplecoming,
inallprobability, to ask after their sick relations. The epidemic
was wearing itself out,and there was sad news for some;for others
—for those at Baughan and Dera, there would be hope and
gladness. The doctor's voice &he could distinguish from amongst
the others.

AUSTRIA-— Remarkable Coincidence-— A Home exchange
is responsible for the following — Some (JO years ago h-ix young-
ecclesiastics of the Catholic diocese of itosenau. in Hungary, com-
pleted together their theological course in the seninary. and were
together ordained priest*. For t'.u years they labored side by side as
priestsin the same dioces. On the same day they a1 celebrated the
diamond jubileeof their ordination. United as tley had been in
life, they were unned in death, for within th( space of two
months all six have died, at tho respectiveages of .■'".', sS, t>S, si;, 8".
andsi.

ENGLAND-— The Progress of the Churcl in London.—
Catholicism is showing markc 1 pr<gre^s in Londm. On Sunday,
July 22, the Catholic annual proct -*ion in honor of the festival of
Our L-idy of Mount Carnnlwas held in the Itali.n quarter sur-
rounding Saffron Hill, ami was witnessed by dense covvdsofpeople.
The procession, which was formed at St. Peter's talian Church,
Hat ton Garden, and marched through the principa. streets of the
neighborhood,comprised the L< ague of the Cross Giprds, themem-
bers of the Confraternity of the Most Holy Sacrsment,and the
Women's Confraternity of the Sacred Heart, five binds of music,
Italian girls in national costume, school children cross-bearers,
acolytes,altar boys,and the clergy. The majority ol thehousea in
the streets in the immediate vicinity of the church vere profusely
decorated withflowers, flags, candles, and colored l^hte, whilst at
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'No thanks tome,' ho was sayinpf. 'It was the nurse's unre-
mittingcare, and that alone, that saved her. Ye->, you will find the
matron in her room.'

Then, before the door opened,Marmot knew that ahe wasabout
to -cc young Darby again.

The passing of year.-* had changed him moie than it had
changed her Me seemed taller, strai^hter than b-fore , his clothes
were dark,and had a town-made look about them, he was more
alert than formerly,and he looked andmovedlike amanaccustomed
to obeying orders and beingoh< yed.

Polly, whom she had brought to life nem'n. W!m his wife vet.
after all these years of struggling to forget. Margoc loved him—
lovedhim still. Ho*' should -he meet him? As he approached she
bent her head to hide tho crimson blushes that dyed her cheeks,
jiiidhe would ha\e passed Ik r by, merely raising his hat, if some-
thing familiar in the figureh id not struck him and made him lock
again.

■ Margot ." he cried, standing beforeher.
What was there inhis tone ' Margot dared not stop to think.

He h-id loved her once, but now he wasPolly s husband." Yes, it is I,' she --aid quickly, holding out her hand. 'Icame
back v.henIwas wanud, and— and 1have saved her life for you."

"Savedher life !' he repeated, only half believinghis eyesand
ears. 'Whose life ?'

With an effort she forced the words from her lips:" Polly's— your wife».'
"My wife

''
The reproachful tone smote upon her, but he

went on " '
Though you scorned my love and leftme. in the eyesof

Heaven you were my wife, and no other woman will ever have a
right to the name. Ihave learnt somethingof the world since we
parted,andIsee now what a fool Iwas to think you could ever
care for such a country clown as 1was , but I loved you truly,
Margot, then as now, and t vtr." But— but Polly,' faltered Margot. trembling, scarcely daring
tohope.

1Polly ■ My father marriediPolly. She's beenmy step-mother
these years back. Margot, Margot, you never thought I'd marry
her

"
One look between them wasenough.
1Forgive me, Darby, forgive me ! she cried, and Nurse

0 Bnen. coming to look for her model helper, found her,regardless
of contagion, clasped close in the arm- of a stalwart, blue-eyed
man.

As soon as she could be sparedNurse O Leary sent in her papers
to the Dublin hospital where she had striven and suffered and
l.iboied. and wentback with Polly to Dera. But in the meantime
she had learnt, from Darby and fromhid step-mother,the story of the
past.

Old Darby was s0 firmly set on getting those fields that when
his son failed him the only tiling was tv marry ihe gnl himsilt ,
and this plan had answered so v\ell that he t-ocn forgave young
Darby and v..is wilhiu to take him b.u_k !<> favor again. But the
111-tut Margot had ui,s,ttltd him ton much ; he could not stay in
the -pot where he had lo>-t her. and, wanderingaway to Dublin,ho
had man.igtd at la-t to get tak*n imo the police force, so that
Baughan only knewhim during his yearlyholiday. Two days ago
lie had come down, and oik1 t,f his fir-t visits had been to the
infirmary to inquire alter hi- -tepmother ; so that a whole long
month of summer day* l.iy bi fere him

For Margot, backing once muie in tho sunshine of love and
home they parsed by too qaickly ; but whin he left her it wasnot
tor long. Before many weeks had pa--* dhe < aine back to her
again with the necessary pilnv.^ion. and Ihey wci manicd as joy-
fully and as happily a- though waituv and pnting were things
unknown. And though mon* gludn(-s <■ ime than sorrow to their
little home out in the world, th< y always lovid limghan and Dera
be--t , and when, after s<une year-,young Darby's tune w.is up. they
came back to the oldhomestead, \\ here, with increased capabilities
and anice little pension, the s-i«i was invaluable to his father, and
in the houue a very juungDatby leimud suprt tin in the hearts of
the mothei and the granny, who both emit claim the title of'
Darby Clancy's Wiic.'—Catboltr I'nr-,,!,.
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