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Paul, drawing a long breath, and Iookiig
blankly froin biis coiriade to the white
coiffe of Soeur Jeanîne.

Mou nîay go niotv," shie said ;and the
two ilen wvithidrew, and the Franciscan
father camie iii.

1-Vflcre aim 1 ?>" inquired Paul Oven-
beck, gazing at the strange, cowlcd face
of the friar bending over hlmii.

"Mou are anlongst fricnds , reueated
the father.

IIt is coid," said the sick min, shiver-
ing, as the wirid blew tbroughi the slits
above biis hecad.

IlMes, it is cold doivn hecre, with frost
on thie g.round and the north wind blow-
ing," said the friar ; "but in licaven it
will be b)etter." IlI lichaver, !.....
repeated Paul, and lie turned to, look at
Soeur Jeanne, resting bis cyes; on bier
with a stranige expression. WVas it a
dreami, or hiad hie seen thiat face before ?
The blue eyes met biis with a sofr, wistfül
glance that seenîied fiaiiliar to hlmii.

IlMou do not renieniher mie? " Soeur
Jeanne said siniling. "h is a long fine
since you have seen nie, M.Ovenbeck.
Mou have forg,,otteni littie I3abette and bier
blind old granidfailier ?

Babette! rcpeated Paul Ovenbeck,
and instinctivcly hiis eye semcd to look
for a sigil upon lier forelhe.d. Slhe pushied

aide e white linen band, and shiowed
the mark of à cross underneath it.

IThcre it is-the mark of the accident
that %vould, have been my death if you
hiad not saved mie, IM. Ovenbeck. 1 arn
little ]3abette that you 'vere so kind to
Oint Christmas day just ten years ago

Slie left him alone wviti PèÛre Jèronie a
while, and then Père Jèronie 'vent to the
door of the tent and toid bier to corne
back. Trwo brave soldiers wvere waiting
to know liow it fired witI thecir coirade.

"Cie iniand iell> liiii the hast battie,
mes amis ! it vill soon be over, and ivitli
a better victory than ever you gained to.
gethier," said P>ère Jèronme.

.fle nien carne iii and knelt down with
Soeur Jeanne, while the friar said. the
Litany for the.dying.

Paul Ovenbcck wvas breatlîing liard.
'l'le prayers were over.
IBabetie *--little Ba-zbette," hoe mur-

muiircd faintly.
"yee, Mv. Ovenbeck ; iy good frien.,

"''li be.ls !" whispered ilie dying, mîan.
Me Ys, the Chîristmas belis thant are w.%i

coniing you Up to licaveni," said l3abette :
44you ilh pray for littie Babette wvhe:î you
get thiere." Il And Nanon. l'le
blis are ringing, B3abette.-"

And thoen Faul Ovenbeck spoke no
nmore. Mie beUls weent on rig ,whlîe
]3alette and Père Jèronie recited the De
Profundis for the sout of the brave soldier.
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