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DARBY CLANCY’S WIFE.

THE sun was setting over Inke and boy, casting o wonds rful purple
suadu ol Mo} netroe ther cdsed the worer and modane an eviers
changing background of crimson and pold to the brown turf-banlks
and picen febde of I'eral

The rattle of far off cart-wheels, the cry ‘ pewit | pewit!' of
the plaver, the mournful call of the eurlew, were the only wounds
that broke the stillness of the evening, for Margot F Leary's Light
footstep fell noiselesrly on the springy bearher, aml the strangas,
wild beaaty around her had husbed the souy upon her lips.

‘ Thanks be to God for a lovely, Jovely world 1’ she murmarel,
fand for having put me in 1w’

As she spoke her eyes wandered nway over the moorland Lo where
a curl of smoke on the hillside pont d out the site of some sotitary
farm, and there they lingered resttuily, as though all happiness and
beanty came from that -pot: and 1 her heart Margot knew that
for her it waa really so. Yet ber home was pob over there at
Clancy'a farm of Baughan, hut ciose to where sbe stood in Dera,

The slazed house yonder had once helanged to her grandfather,
and it was her uncle now wha ewned it Muargot’s futher had got o
younger son’s share years ago, and had gone out into the world to
make his fortune; but thourh he wapaged to get along, and to
keep his wife and child in comtort, there was little to leave them at
bis death. and tliat Little wns soon »wept awny by the long illness
that finally fook Mrs, O'Leary to 1 join her husband, and so left
Margot friendlese and alone.

Her uncle's offer of a temporary home had hbeen gratefully
accepted by the penniless orphan, and now, though a year had sped
by, she bad not yet left the grey house by the gravel-pit.

At first the loneliness of Tera had overwhelmed the town-bred
girl, and, despite her people’w kindness, she had often thought of
trying to find some way of earming her bread el-ewhere. But after
a time she became used to her surroundings, and grew to love the
wide, desolate bogland and the kind, howmely peizhbors who had
known her father as a child.

Dan O'Leary, her uncle, had a comfortable hit of farm that
edged the lake like a long green snake winding its way between
turf and water ; and what with cows and pize and poultry, there
waz plenty for Mangot to do about the house, for her aunt was not
80 young a- she had been ouce, and Polly rever cared to do mure
work than she need.

There was only one son m the O'Leary household, so the
dapghter would huve a tair furtuug when they came to marry rer.
and ag the months slipped by and Margat secwed willing to stay
and take her place, Polly’s parents thouulit the time bad come ta
begin to lock round and make a matoh tor her.

A suttable one way not far to eck, Darhy Claney’s land
touched O'Leury's at the end of the lake, and the two farne were
juined by some rushy botioms, originally built out of the bog by
some desd and gone Claney, but which inseme way bad now pacstdin-
to Dantel O'lueary shands, Tt was< no seerct that old Darby had his
eyes on these bt of prazing, and he had long apo determined that
his ron should marry Polly aud get back the coveted possesdton of
the ficlds us her fortune.

When the prople of Dera poke of Clancy a9 old Darby they
only dud wo to distznzaish him trom his eon. young Darby, for the
title in itself wis niot suwted to hum at all, Tall and straight, with
bright eyed anda fiem, hard wouth, there was nothing a ous him but
his grizeled bair and beard to rhow that he was not still on the
night eide of .

He was an hone-t, indnatrious man, and people liked him when
they knew his worth ; as to by aon, no one shought sbout his
worth. They jast took hun to their hearts and kept him there be-
cauee they couldn't help it,

When Margot same to Dera she beard them talk of him, and
with her knowledge of the world prepared to be politely con-
temptuous tu this universal favorite. Lhere was no ceremony on
their et meetingyr, She was taking her uncle's dinner down to the
potato garden, and unacenstomed to the deceitful bog, lader with
basket and tin can, Mavgot found herself muddy and breathless on
a clamyp of heather, unable to go on, net darmy to go back ; then
Darby bad come to ber asdistance. Of course he had to vrasp lher
tightly to help her back 10 a place of safety, but was it neces-ary
for him te hobi her hand all the way on until they had reached the
garden? Wny it ncessary for him to lotter about and wait to show
her the best and rofest way to her home ?

Margot never n-ked.  Iler prejudiecs bad vani-hed away, and
the bours passed wry slowly till evening, when he came again tn
the waate land where the cows were wattiag for her to drive them
home.

That was all 3 year ago, and now. as the girl's eyes restedl on
the Clancy’s house at DBaughan, and she theugbht of all her J o
was to her, she wi filled with grititude to God for sedding e
such happine-s, Parby was her very own now. Ile had told her
that he loved he) and nothing conld svparate thew, nothing come
between them : s¥ would never give hun up unless it were for his
own goul, She bmiled at such a possibility, yet the theurht did
nnt pass away witiout a pang. What would life without him be !

The glory of the:sunset paled before her, and the cattle she was
seeking were hiddn away in a sudden mist of tenrs.

But it was olly the weakness of » moment, No harm conld
reach her when Jarby was by, and from where ahe stood she could
hear his voice, wifted on the evening breczes fyom the turf bank
where he and his father were at work.

Unseen by thbm she had to advance but o few yards to hesr
what was being atid.

‘I was talking with Dan ('Leary in market yesterday.’

The deep tones of the elder man were the first to atrike upon
her cars,

‘And had he any news for you ' ingquired the other carelessly.

01 Darby seemed to be gonsidering what to sy, for there wan
a ooment’s pauge before he went on in a deliberate way :

‘ We're to go there on the holiday and settle things, He'll give
us the bottoms, lad, and the polly heifer, or else s hundred poundsa
down, bat I sinck to the land for you, and T asked £20 1n with it,
bl ko wou't b Lolding sut for that if there's any Aangar, for come
what will we must get thore fields, that sheuld be ours, back
aguin

‘What is it you mean, father ¥

Darby knew only too well, but he still wanted time to collsct
his thoughts. His father's plan had been no secret, and before
Margot came the young man had made no ebjection tu it, but from
the moment that he had met the newcomer on the bog, he had
deeided rhat she and not Paily shoeld be his wife. Knowing his
futher's determination, he had whispered no word of his intentions,
hoping that if he wade no advances the Q'Learys would find
unother watch for their daughter. and with her married and the
posres-ion of 1he fields imposable, Darby hoped to get his father's
consent to wmarrying Margot, for he was not & grasping man as &
1ule. and her want of fortune would not have stood in the way of
his buy’s happiness it it had not been that through Polly they would
get that wretched bit of land.

“What do I mean?' repeated old Darby. ‘Its yourself should
know what [ mean when it's day in day ous you be down at Dera,
and if it i=n't talkizg to Polly, I'd like to know your business
there I

‘Polly don't want me,” retorted young Darby deflantly, and
secing 16 was no use beating about the bush any longer, he added :
‘and 1 don’t want Polly.

4 deep flush dyed the elder man's face, and he spoke throagh
his clenched teeth,

‘ Want or no want, you'll marry her at Hollandtide.’

‘Iwon't,’ Darby threw down his spade and faced his father
‘Don't take on so, father,' he cried, ‘for I can't marry Polly, I
didn’t want for to have words with you, so I never told you how it
wag, but [ tell you now that Margor O'Leary's promised to be my
wife, and nothing will keep me from her’

For & moment old Darby stood thunderstruck,
awakenring 10 the dream of a lifetime,

A tarrent of words broke from his lips; he vowed by all he
held savred that the young man should bend to his will, He swore
he would not be cheated out of those bottoms now that their poa-
session lay in hi~ hand, and he assured Darby that unless ha obeyed
him he would cut him off from him for ever, and cast him eut into
the world with nothing but the work of his two hands to keep him
team the poorliouse,

Then he hegan to speak of Margot, and for the first time Darby
raised his veice.

*You can say what yoo will of me,” he said firmly, ¢ but you'll
leave my girl’s name alone.’

* I'il say what 1 choose of the hussy,’ thundered the furious old
wan

Darby's cyes flashed as he spoke, and for s moment his father
wus slenceld,

But the cavesdroppor bal heand enough., Falling on her
knees among~t the heatber, she eovercd her face with her hands,
awl forced herself to think  Hulf an honr ago—nay, less—she had
etuzled when she thought of it heing for her lover's good that she
ehould give hum up: now. with terrible distinetness, she realised
that unwittinely <he was leading him to ruin. Those threats and
cutses it muete her shudler to think of would most certainly be
carried ont it e married her,

She knew haw deep his love waa for the old home on the hill,
and for the bogs and Iakes that he bad never left. yet, unless he
gave her up, he wonld have 10 lewve them all and start life afresh,
And what could the new life e’ With no trade, no capital, sha
koew what it meant~—she hal seen it so often in Dublin, No,
she loved him far too well to let him make a beggar of himeelf for
her. and *he knew he would never fail her, It was for her to act,
bhe mustgive him up. She mustooright away and leave him to marry
Poily, He owned that had he never known her he would have done
it, so why nnt now ! 8he would go out of hia life and let it be aa
though «he had never come 1to it But she must go now, at ouce ;
there must be no time to think, or the agony of parting would be
too unbearable ; there must be no chaoce of peeing him agein, or
ber resolution must inevitably break down.

Afterwards, when it was over, she never quite remembered how
she had managed her flight,  The reasons she gave for ber harried
departure passed from her memory. The early drive throngh the
mists of worning, the journey tp to Tublin, the rattling thiough
the noi-y streete, seemed like some part of a bad dream : it was as
thouirh she had fallen asleep on the heather-clad bog and had only
wakened to tind herself 1 the bave, familiar convent parlor, sobbing
her very heart ont at the feet of Mother Margaret, the class-mistress
of her girlhood, and now her only friend and adviser,

Five years’ training and hard work in a Dublin hospital, and
once more Margot found herself near home and Dera,

Little wos changed at the ways‘de station when she alighted
from the train, yet noune recognised the quiet, dark-eyed norse in
her blue cloak and bonnet. It was the euwe face as of old, only
marked by the inevitable traces that five years had left upon it—
five yeara gpent 1n working for others, and in trying to forget the
aching loneliness of heart,

‘Gol love you, nurse, denr,’ exclaimed one lonnger as she passed
along the platform, “I¢'s badly wanted you are. We wouldn’t be
bronght to what we are to-day if there were more of the likes o'
You in the country.'

It wos a rode



