
The sun was setting over lake and bog, casting a woif'.<rfnl purple
huadu uij iJiv, j. ::c tr.c thrt "'gel tl>" """iti-r ami 111 ikiiif an evor-
changing background of crimson andgold to the brown turf-banks
and tjatu fit Mo .<f L'cia.

The rattle of far off cart-wheels, the cry
'pewir1 pewit !' of

the plover, the mournful call of the curlew, were the only rounds
that broke the stillness of the evening, for Margot O'Leary's light
footstep fell noiselessly on the springy he-i'her, and the strange,wildbeauty around her hadhushed the"songupon her lips.'

Thanks be to God for a lovely, lovely world !
'

she murmured,
'and for havingput me in it.'

As shespoke her eyes wanderedawayover themoorland to where
a curl of smoke on the hillside i.ointul out the site of somesolitaryfarm, and there they lingered resttuily. as though allhappinessand
beauty came from that spot: and in her heart Margut knew that
for her it was really so. Yet her home was not over there at
Clancy's farm of Baughan,but close to where she stood in Dera.

The slated house yonder had oncebelonged to her grandfather,
and it was her uncle now who owned it. Marmot's fath< r had got a
younger son's share yearsago, and had gone out iuto the world tomake his fortune;but thouirh he managed to get along,and to
keephis wife and child incomfort, there was little to leave themat
his death, and that little was boon swept away by the long illnes3
that finally took Mrs. O'Leary to r' joinher husband, and bo left
Margot friendless and alone.

Her uncle'.s offer of a temporary home had been gratefully
accepted by thepennilessorphan,andnow, though a yearhad sped
by, she badnot yet left the greyhouse by the gravel-pit.

At first the loneliness of Dera had overwhelmed the town-bred
girl, and, despite her people's kindness, she had often thought of
trying to find some way of earningher bread elsewhere. But after
a time she became used toher surroundings,and grew to love thewide, desolate bogland and the kind, homely neighbors who had
known her father as a child.

Dan O'Leary, her uncle,had a comfortable bit of farm thatedged the lake like a long grepn snake winding its way betweenturf and water ;and what with cows and pigs and poultry, there
wasplenty for Margot todo about the house, tor her aunt was not
so youngas she had been once, andPolly never cared to do more
work than she need.

There was only one son m the O'Leaty household, so thedaughter would have a lair fortune? when they came to marry her.
and as the months slipped by and Margot seemed willing to stay
and take her place. Polly's parents thought the time had come to
begin to look round and make amatch for her.

A suitable one was not far to >-euk. Darby Clancy's land
touched O'Leary's at the end of the lake, and the two farms were
joined by some rushy bottoms, originally fouj]t out of the bog bysome dead andgone Clancy,but whichin.somewayhadnow pa^std in-
toDaniel O'Leary sLauds. It wasno secret thatold Darby had hiseyes on thene bits of grazing,and he had long ago determined that
his sonshould marry Polly aud get back the coveted possession of
thefields as her fortune.

When the peop'e of Dera spoke of Clancy as old Darby they
only did so to distinguish him trom his bon. young1 Darby, i'or the
title in itself wasnot suited to him at all. Tall and straight, with
bright eyes anIa tirni, hardmouth, there wasnothing a'out"him but
his grizzled hair aud beard to show that he was not still on theright aide of ~>n.

He was anhonest, industrious man, and peopleliked him when
they knew his worth ; as to his son, no one thought about his
worth. They just tookhim to their hearts and kept him there be-
cause they couldn't help it.

When Margot came to Dera she heard them talk of him,and
with her knowledge of the world prepared to be politely con-
temptuous to this universal favorite, l'here was no ceremony on
their fir^t meeting. She was taking her uncle's dinner down to the
potato garden, and unaccustomed to the deceitful bog,laden with
basket and tin can,Margot found herself muddy and breathless on
a clump of heather, unable to go on, not daring to go back ; thenDarby had come toher assistance. Of course he had to grasp her
tightly tohelp her back to a place of safety, but was it necessary
for him to hold bethandall the way on until they had reached the
garden? Was itnecessary for him to loiter about and wait to show
her the bestand safest way tohir home .'

Margot never a-ked. Her prejudice had vanished away,and
thehours passed very slowly till evening, when he came a^ainto
the waste land where the cows weie waitiug for her to drive~ them
home.

That was alliyearago,and now. as the girl's eyes rest.?/] on
the Clancy's houseat Baughan.and she thought of all her i.\.;
wae to her,bhe wag filled with grititudo to God for sending hit
auch happiness, farby wa3her veryown now. He had told her
that he loved he) and nothing could separate them,nothing come
between them:sl»e would never give him up unless it were for his
own good. She tsmiied at such a possibility, yet the thought did
not pass away without apang. What would life without him be ?The glory of the.sunset paled before her, and the cattle she was
seeking werehidepn away ina suddenmit<t of tears.

But it was oily the weakness of a moment. No harm could
reachher when L>rby wasby, and from where she stood she couldhear his voice, wifted on the evening breezes from the turf bankwhere he andhis !ather wereat work.

Unseen by tb?m she had to advance but a few yards to hearwhatwas being £»id.

'
Iwastalking with Dan O'Leary in marketyesterday.'The deep tones of the elder man were the first tostrike uponher cars.

1And hadhe anynews for you?' inquired the other carelessly.Old Darby seemed to be considering- what tosay, for there wasa moment's pause before he went onin a deliberateway:'
We're to go there on the holiday and settle things. He'llgiveus the bottom*, lad, and the polly heifer,or else a hundred poundsdown, bin Istu.-k to the land for you,andIasked £20 in withit,but, 1 wuu'l. U l.^Mln,? oat for thatif there's any <I«in£Ar, for oomewhat will we must get those fields, that should be ours,back'
What is it you mean, father V

Darby knew only too well,but he still wanted time tocollecthrn thought. His father* plan had been no secret, and beforeMargut came the young man had made noobjection to it, but fromthe moment that he had met the newcomer on the bog, he haddecided that she and not Polly should be his wife. Knowinghiafather's determination, he had whisperedno word of his intentions,hoping that if he made no advance? the O'Learys would findanother match for their daughter, and with her married and the
pushes.ion of the fields impossible, Darby hoped toget his father'B
consent to marrying Margot, for he was not a grasping man as amle. and her want of fortune would not have stood in the way of
his boy's happinessif ithad not been that through Polly they would
get that wretched bit of land.'

What do ImeanV repeatedold Darby. '
It's yourself shouldknow whatImean when it's day in day out you be downat Dera,and if ii isn't talking to Polly, I'd like to know your businessthere V

'Polly don't want me,' retorted young Darby defiantly, andseeing it was no use beating about the bush any longer,he added:'
andIdon't want Polly.'

A deep flush dyed the elder man's face,and he spoke throuehhis clenched teeth.'Want or no want, you'll marryher atHollandtide.'
'Iwon't.' Darby threw down his spade and faced his father'Don't take on so, father,' he cried,'for Ican't marry Polly. Ididn't want for tohave words withyou, soInever told you how itwas,but Itell you now that Margot O'Leary's promised tobe mywife,and nothing willkeep me fromher.'
For a moment old Darby stood thunderstruck. It wasa rudeawakening to the dream of a lifetime.
A torrent of word'! broke from his lips;he vowed by all heheld sacred that the young man should bend tohis will. He sworehe would notbe cheated out of those bottoms now that their pos-

session lay in his hand,and he assured Darby that unless he obeyed
him he would cut him off from him for ever,andcast him out intothe world with nothingbut the work of hia twohands to keephimfrom the poorhouse.

Then he began tospeak of Margot, and for the first time Darby
raised his voice.

"You cansay what you will of me,' he said firmly,
'
but you'llleave my girl's name alone.''

I'll hay what1choose of thehubsy,' thundered the furious old
man

Darby's eyes flashed as he spoke,and for a moment his father
was silenced.

But the eavesdropper kil heard enough. Falling on herknees amongst the heathei.she over,d her face with her hands,
and forced herself to think Half anhour ago—my, less— she had
htmled when she thought of it b.jing for her lover's good that she
should ehe him up : now. with terrible distinctness, she realisedthatunwittingly she was leading him to ruin. Those threats andcurse-, th.it in.i'U> her shudder to think of would most certainly becarried out it he niarnulher.

She knew how deephis love was for the old home on the hill,
and for the bogs and lakt-s. that he had never left. yet, unless hegave her up,he would have io leive them all and start life afresh.
And whatcould thenew life be

'
With no trade,no capital, she

knew what it meant—^he hat seen it so often in Dublin. No,
she lovedhim far too well to lethim make a beggar of himself for
her. and she knew he would never fail her. It was for her to act.bhe umstgive himup. She mustgo rightawayandleavehim tomarryPolly. He owned that had he neverknown her he would havedoneit, so why not now > She would go out of hia life and let itbe as
though she had never come into it But she must gonow, at once ;
theremust be no time to think, or the agony of parting would be
too unbearable ; there must, be no chance of Beeinghim again, orher resolution must inevitably break down.

Afterwards, when it was over, she neverquite remembered howshe had managed her flight. The reasonsshe gave for her hurrieddeparture passed from her memory. The early drive throngh the
mi->t* of morning, the journey up to Dublin, the rattling thiough
thenoisy street?, seemed like some part of a bad dream:it was as
though she had fallen asleep on the heather-cladbogand had onlywakened to find herself inthe bare, familiar conventparlor,sobbing
her veryheart out at the feet of Mother Margaret, the class-mistresaof hergirlhood, and now her only friendand adviser.

Five years' training and hard work in aDublin hospital, and
oncemore Margot foundherself near home and Dera.

Little was changed at the ways'da station when she alighted
from the train, yet noone recognised the quiet, dark-eyed nurse inher blue cloak and bonnet. It was the same face as of old,only
marked by the inevitable traces that five years had leftupon it
five years gpent in working for others,and in trying to forget theaching lonelinessof heart.'

Go 1 love you,nurse,dear,' exclaimedone lounger as she passedalong the platform. 'It'sbadly wanted you are. We wouldn't bebrought to what we are to-day if there weremore of the likea o'youin the country.'
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