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you where his daughter lived? Or give you messages or
letters for her ?”

“ He confided everything of that kind to his comrades, no
doubt,” said the Professor. * His things were sent to Pretoria
with the rest.”

“Thank you very very much for telling me about it, Pro-
fessor,” said Jeanne.

She forgot her shyness, and awe of Cecilia’s husband, and
spoke as earnestly and naturally as though she had been
addressing Louis himself; or Cousin Denis, with whom she
was quite at her ease.

Mr. Hogg-Watson was by no means insensible to the
charms of simplicity ; he thawed completely ; or perhaps the
excellence of the dinner had softened his mood.

“ Where is this brother, may I ask ?”

“In Somaliland.” Jeanne could hardly forbear a reproachful
look towards her friend. Had she not thought it worth while
to mention to her husband, that Louis was now, perhaps even
at this moment—risking his life in the service of his country ?

The Professor looked grave.

“]It is not a nice place.”

“ He had only just arrived when he wrote. He was at
Obbia ; and he said it was not nearly such a bad climate as he
expected. Quite the contrary,” said Jeanne, anxiously. “ He
is used to India, you know, and he has been all through the
South African War. This will be quite a short expedition,
Louis thinks.”

“1 hope you will get him home very soon,” said the
Professor, and this time his voice sounded more cheerful.

All the smiles and signs of Cecilia failed to explain to
Jeanne that the moment had now come when a move must be
made, and that it was upon her that the duty of making it
devolved.

Hewitt—too stupid to whisper to his young lady the hint
that Mrs. Dunham, in his place, would not have scrupled to
bestow—brought in coffee; and they drank it; he handed




