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bed the old woman row, too, and came forward briiklr,
peaking in French.

"Ah, MademoiaeUe is awake. Bon. Sh« it fcclinff
belter ?»• •

"Yes, better—but a littb tired." And then, a« she
realized where she was, "Could jou tell me ? Gen-
eral French—could I lee him?"

'• ill is well, mademoiaclle. Monsieur le General—he
IS not here now. But he will be back after a while. He
will see you, then, but first it is proper that you have
breakfast and a bath. Mademoiselle needs a bath—

I

think.**

Doris ^anecd at her hand, which Uy upon the white
coverUd. It was bUck. "Yes, I will bathe. But first
will you tell me ?»»

The old woman smiled as she interrupted, "I was to
tell you that Monsieur yonder is better. That is what
Mademoiselle wished to know, is it not?"

Doris sank back upon her pillow in a silence which
gave the full measure of her joy. Cyril would recover.
She had been sure of it. She had told them last night.
God was good.

The news gave her strength, and the coffee and eggs
that were brought revived her rapidly. Her nerves
still trembled in memory of what they had passed
through, but when she was bathed and dressed in clean
linen garments, much too large for her, a surgeon
brought her medicine,and what was better than medicine,
news that Cyril was conscious and was asking for her.
But they would not let her go to him. Tomorrow

perhaps. Meanwhile the doctor would be glad to take
a message. Doris colored gently. The message that
she would have liked to send was not to be transmitted
by this means.


