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‘Mr. O'Brien writes to say he will only have a
couple of hours here to-morrow, and he hopes he may
have the pleasure of seeing you. Ile is obliged to
return to Paris by the 6 o’clock train. Jeanne, tell
me She breke off abruptly. ‘ What do you mean
ta say to him ¥’

‘Isn’'t the question a little premature, maman?’
Jeanne said, avoiding her mother’s keen serutiny.  ‘You
know, you have really no reason for believing Mr.
O’Brien wishes to ask me to be his wife.’

‘In my opinion, we have every reason, petite, but
I shall nat worry you about it.  You will see him your-
self to-morrow ; only-—he kind to him.’

Jeanne smiled. "1 am going te visit Madame
Blane to-morrow,’ she remarked.

"But you will be back for tea, clierie?
Conway looked at lher interrogatively.

‘Who knows? Madame Dlanc is so delightful it
is a pleasure to stay there. But no. ¥ am only teasing
you. For the sake of old times, it is my duty to meet
Me. O'Brien.”

* e would think it slyange if vou were awav,’ was
the reply, in a relioved tone of wvoice. *But come,
Mignonne, tea is veady,” and a moment later the ques-
tion of love, conrtship, and marriage had been put
aside, as Mr. Conway joined Lis wife and daughter, anel
diseussed other topics over the pretfy little tea-table,

Jeanne's visit to Madame Blane was soon over.
She was too engrossed with the thought of Kevin to stay
long in the pretty little town where her friend lived, six
miles from Mermmonut. The walk heme was alwavs a
pleasant one, but the way through the woods was z1ill
more charming, and, what was more to the paint on
this particnlar oceccasion, macl guicker. With a light
heart, Jeanne set off, and the dusty read was soon far
behind ler. .

fQu 1l est bon, te ban Idew ! she muvinured Gy her-
self, as she tripped merrily along by the side of the
stream, unconsciously echoing the words of Bleszed Merve
Julle.  IHer Iife had alwavs been fuil of happiness, and
now Kevin had eome to camplete it tle was elever,
handsome, munly, a devont Catholile What wmove
could the most exvpeting woman want ! b
sufficient to satisfv Jeanne.

TTer path through the woods was a0 lonely e
passing olly one hnwmng habitation, the low-rooied col
tage of old Hewrn, who had boved thers for muay vea,
and who acted’s camekeeper Tor the owner of the laand,
Jeanne had a warm coruer in her heart Lor him, bar he
was also a source of sorrow to her For over twenty
years Henri had wnever been noar a churel. He was
now seventv, and his health at the best of flmes was not
good. In vain had the €uve pleaded with him.  in
vain, so 1t seented, were tiie pravers oftererd for lum by the
people of Mermont - lie remairied hard and antowched.

If anvone could «ften him, the villugers ssud, n
was surely Mlle, Jeanne. s enldness zeemed U Tade
away when she teaviully hegoed Lin 1o nake his peace
with God, He would Ieok uneasy, and turn the cons
versation, but Jeunue knew that her words iad Iefr an
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into something more.

CHenri D oshe evied, as she approacaed the celiage,
“how are vou to-dev? Tue old man loved his garden.
and cultivated it with eommendable care, but to-day
there was no =ign of lim, and Jeanne tapped st the
door. The alternoon was hot, and o glass of THenri's
light wine would be move than welronie. ) . ‘

To her surprise, lhere was no auwswer.  Opening the
door, she looked in. and her fare went white with fear.
On the conch near the wall lay Flenri, gasping for
breath. IMis lips were tineed with blue, his hnuds
trembling,  Jeanne's frst thonght was one of fervor,
but recovering lier self-control, she rushed to the cup-
board, seized a bottle of wine, poured sowme n‘u_t in A
glass, and, raising the old man, pressed it to his lips.
The wine seemed to revive him, but, inexperienced as
she was, Jeanne realised by lenri's Jooks that he was
very, very ill—apparently near deatl,

“Mlle. Jeanne,' he whispered feebly, when ihe
attack had passed off, and he had been propped up with
pillows, ‘there is no time to be lost. T know it—my

days are nearly done, Of your charity, beg M. le Cure
to—' h? paused, and jus breath came quickly and
::1?:}113;;31- ﬁihnelleﬁort of speaking had been almost too

‘I understand, Henri,” said Jeanne, gently, atill
holding his hand. ‘I will run as quickly as ever I
can for him. But make an act of contrition with me
first,” she said anxiously. The old man made a sign
tor her to repeat the solemn words, but it was moré than
Le could do himself. Jeanne rose from her knoes with
& mental prayer for helf), and, leaving some brandy at
[tenri's side, she closed the door and hurried away.

Buddenly she stopped, and an exclamation of dis-
may escaped her lips.  Slie remembered, with a feelihg
91‘ despair, that Pere Rardet had told her he was lunch-
ing with the Cure of Vivet that verv day—and Vivet
wis a town five or six aniles, at least, from the spob
where she stood. Ha would certainly not be home
again bhetfore duosk. And for the first time since her
discovery of poor Henri's plight, Jeanne thought of
Kevin, It was naw almess 3 o'clock—it would ba
impossible to feteh Peve Bavdef, and be home in time to
cateh Kevin. Standing as she was, in the middle of the
woods, far feom a lving creatnre, there was no one she
could send.  What would Kevin think if she were not
there? What would her parents think? They would
conte to the conclusion that she wished to aveid the
voung Irishman, that she 1wl to be spared the pain
of refusing his effer of Both her mother and

Tiow.easy for them
Tie weuld go away broken-
nearted. and fwo lives might he vuined.

CRarely Henvi witl live (i1 T ovreach Mermont, and
serid scenne tor the enre,” zlie tried to persuade her-
selr, st hesitatinc “He bas shows every sign of con-
; % enon " And then her cheeks
colored with o feeling of shame.  Ieonri was dving—it
wias evident that he had enly o few hours to live.  He
PR poxr, s tevrible to think that

todie withour Visticum—through her fault.
Woubl she wor be neld vesprusible if Henrl died un-
hriven !
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=he pevseverad hravely, in spite of her increasing
e, anddoar bast she arrived st the outskirts of the
o inoa ztate of patinble exhaustion. If she de-
k powever, she Jnew It night be too late to help
tre dvineg man, ond shie went on breathlessly till shae
vereled dhe preshivierye doeer pnd rang the belll

“AHTe. Jeanne, whatever 1= the matter? gasped
Marvier the Torpuacions honseleeper, as she opened the
door, CAVhie veng ave Gl chevie ! CUeome i, and let me
e vou something. As oshe SE;U]\‘(“ she toolk hold of
the civl's hanrd and deew er into the house.

Jeanne sudftered the old woman to refresh her with
wine, aned Chen sboe sand, <10 hor and panting, ‘Tt is a
case Tor the Toast Saernments, Mavie, pleaso tell Pere
Bavdet. e is heve, [ know, 1t 1 oid TTenri—oh!
do e quick,” she added impatiently, as Mavie stared at
her open-munthed, He s dying, T tell yon!” She
sank haek in her ehatr, while Marvie Jert the room, mut-
tering words of asfonizsliment on her wav,

A moment later, Pere Thardet and his host appeared
on the scene.

“Jeanne, wmy child, ig this reaily true? said the
Cura. in an anxious valee, as he came forward,

“Onlv tan ivue, Tather: he is dying. T will tell
yon about it afier, but there s uo time to be lost now.’
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