
16 lie Messenger of the Sacred Ileart.

Has she been to the Sacranients lately ?"- interrupt-
ed the priest.

-"Weil, no, I caii lardly say-"
" The case is more urgent even than I thouglit,"l said

Father Moore. " Kindly permiit me to pass."'
He entered the roomi. It was bare and stripped of its

ornanients. he air washeavy Nvith disinfectants. Uipon
the bed lay Marion Pliillips, lier features distorted by
disease, lier eyes closed. A kneeling :figure arose and
advanced to mneet the priest.

"Sure, Father, P'm glad you're conie. 1 couuted every
minute an hour silice 1 left the mîessage for you. It's my
belief she's going fast."

IlWhy wvas I not sent for before ?"-
The priest scarcely listened to the explanation. He was

beuding over the dying- girl; she wvas unconscious. He
turned to flridget.

"ISurely shie lias îiot been left alone ?-Wllere is the
zuother"I

"1She's ini weak health, aud though lier griefs heart-
rending, she can't stand thée air of the roorn."

"We wvill say the prayers for the dyiug, ]3ridget,"l said,
the priest, kneeling downt.

\Thile bhey prayed tiiere -%as a slight stir ini the bcd,
and Marion Phillips opened lier eyes.

"Wlio is there?" she askcd, faintly.
"«A priest, miy child."'
A slight shiver passed through lier.
"11Is there any one else ?"- she askcd, again.
ciSure, it's me, Miss Marion ; it's Bridget; done OL you

kcnow% me ?"
"11Bridget I thoifght you lîad gone ; wherc's Mary ?"

Aftcr a pause: '«I reniemiber, she wvent awvay wlien 1
took iii."1

1Father Moore now tried gently bo tell bbe young girl
ofhler critical condition.


