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tude is not hers.  Hers suggests some
decp trouble or suffering. Then she
rises, and the next moment she has pas-
sed the pew where he sits, and is gone,

He gets upand follows her out, still
obeying that uncontrollable impulse. It
is too late for her to be out alone, the
night is dark, the way lonely, and
drunken men from North Baymouth
are sometimes about.

But she does not turn back to town,
She goes straight on, to his surprise, in
the direction of the station. e, too
goes on, with some curiosity in his
mind, but with the still stronger instinet
that she is unprotected, and that it is
his place, unobserved to take care of her,

She reaches the station, lighted, and
filled with staring loafers. " Many oyes
turn upon her, and O'Sullivan can see
her shrink and tremble in sudden terror,

Instantly he is by her side.

¢t Mademoiselle,” he says, taking off
his hat, *“can I be of any service to you

“here? It's mot a pleasant place for a

lady to be here alone.”

She turns to him and catches his arm
with a look he never forgets—a look of
infinite trust, and welcome, and relief,

<« Oh !" she says, “ isit you monsicur ?
Yes, I want a ticket for New York. I
am going away.”

Tor an instant he stands mute with
amaze, looking at her. She sees the look
and answering it, aspasm of pain cross.
ing hercolourless face. -

“Qh, it seems strange,}1 know, alone
at night ; but T cannot helpit. = Some-
thing very unpleasant, monsieur, and I
must go. Do get the ticket; it is aimost
time for the train to stavt.’ '

The porceptive faculties of the man

are keen: Instantly he knows that she
is fiying from her grandmother’s house

‘to return no more. Instantly, also, his

resolve is taken—she shall not go alone:

“Sure, isn't it the most footunate
thing in the world,” he says, cheerfully
“ that business is taking me up, too, hot
foot, this very night! Lt will give me
the grearest pleasure in life to be of use
t0 you on the journey, and ye know me
long enough, mademoiselle, and will do
me the honour, I'm sure, to command

me in any way Lean be of service to you.

TIt's proud and happy T'll be if ye'll only

my life.””

~trust. me just as if ye had known me all

She looks up in his fico, and with
sudden, swift emotion, liftsihis hand to
her lips.

The dark, upraised eyes are full of
tears ; and the tears and thelight touch
of the lips move him greatly. They
stand by themselves, 1o one near to
wonder ov sce.

“ Monsteur, I think the Almighty has
sent you Lo me in my trouble. Ior [ am
in trouble, and I tremble at the thought
of this night journey alone. Now Iam
not’afraid ; you are with me, and allis
well.”

“Stay here,” O'Sullivan says, “and 1
will get the tickets. Oh, then,” he adds,
inwardly, “ may the cursc of the crows
fall on whoever has brought. the tears
and the trouble to that sweet face!
Didw’t T ever and always distrust that
soft-spolan young Durand—and don't |
know that -it's some devilment of his
that has bronght the trouble upon her!
Wasn't it the lucky thing all out thatl
followed her into the chapol this even-
mg.

Ho procures two tickets, writes outa
brief tolegram for the office, to be des-
patehed next morning—

“ Called away unexpectedly. Backina
few days.”

Then he turns to Reine; and has just
time to put her ina palace car before
the train starts. ‘ C

She is very tired.  The fatigue of the
])mcending night, the mental strain, the
long fast, have uttorly exhansted her,
She sinks into ond of the large, softly-
cushioned chairs, and folls asleep almost
instantly. ‘

O’Sullivan sits near, ostensibly read-
ing; but he dvops  his paper and
looks at her in pity and wonder as
she sleeps deeply and quietly, .like a
spent child. The small, dusk face looks
singlarly childish in sleep. Now and -
then a sob catches her breath, as if the
sorrows of her waking hours followed
her even into dreamland. Whnatis il
all about? e wonders. Does Long-
worth know ? O'Sullivan likes his chief;
but he has never liked him less than as
Reine Landefle’s lover.  His strongest
feeling, as he sits here near her, is ono of
intense - pleasure and pride that she
trusts in- him. asimplicitly as though
he were her brother; and that fate. has
choson him to be. a friend to her.




