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leaped into the coach and disappeared down the
street.

Winnifred, still half inanimate with fright,
turned to her rescuer and saw before her the
form and lineaments of the Unknown Stranger
who had thus twice stood between her and
disaster. Half fainting, she fell swooning into
his arms.

“Dear lady,” he exclaimed, “rouse yourself.
You are safe. Let me restore you to your
home!”

“That voicel” cried Winnifred, resuming
consciousness. ‘It is my benefactor.”

She would have swooned again, but the Un-
known lifted her bodily up the steps of her
home and leant her against the door.

“Farewell,” he said, in a voice resonant with
gloom.

“Oh, sir!” cried the unhappy girl, “let one
who owes so much to one who has saved her
in her hour of need at least know his name.”

But the stranger, with a mournful gesture
of farewell, had disappeared as rapidly as he
had come.
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