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with a bound past the rescuer into the street.

“Oh, sir!” said Winnifred, clasping her
hands and falling on her knees in gratitude.
“I am only a poor inadequate girl, but if the
prayers of one, who can offer naught but her
prayers to her benefactor, can avail to the ad-
vantage of one who appears to have every con-
ceivable advantage already, let him know that
they are his.”

“Nay,” said the stranger, as he aided the
blushing girl to rise, “kneel not to me, I be-
seech. If I have done aught to deserve the
gratitude of one who, whoever she is, will re-
main forever present as a bright memory in the
breast of one in whose breast such memories are
all too few, he is all too richly repaid. If she
does that, he is blessed indeed.”

“She does. He is!" cried Winnifred, deeply
moved. ‘“Here on her knees she blesses him.
And now,” she added, “we must part. Seek
not to follow me. One who has aided a poor
girl in the hour of need will respect her wish
when she tells him that, alone and buffeted by
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