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The young naval officer, who looked ra-
ther ghastly, now ýpproacbed Margaret

lie knelt down and gazed with bon r
upon ber set face.

Good gracious! I am afraid she's
izone, poor girl," he ejaculated. - juli4--

C.)usin ' Julie! Do you think she is dead,
madam ? Oh, Julie, dear. speak to me l"

She is not dead," answered Margaret.
If we could bave ber removed to ïome

bouse, there might be some belp for ber."
4, A poor man's but ain't for such as ber,"

said the bricklayer, drawing bis band over
bis heated face but she's weloome to, the
best bed in it."

Thank you. We shall convey ber there
at once," rephed the young man.

They constructed a basty litter of
branches, and, calling a brawny-armed boy,
Doane set off with bis burden.

In a few minutes they reached thé brick-
layer's cottage, and a clean bed was hastily
prepared for the victim of the disaster.

The young gentleman waited in the little
kitchen until Margaret could give him a re-

port of the lady's state. In a very short
space of time she joined him.

.. Lady Juliana is still insensible. I fear
ber injuries are dangerous, but I can only
use my best skill until some physician
comesl' she said, trying to speak cheerful-
ly.

Il I will send the best one I can find from
Lynthorpe, and telegraph immediately to
the Marquis of Ducie. He could reach us
to-night. 1 think. May I ask the name of
the lady under whose kind charge 1 leave
Lady Julie

Margaret crimsoned, and drew back.
Until then it had not struck ber that she
would stand a better chance of getting rid
of e by taking an assumed name.

,ýhe old lif
Margaret Blair." she faltered, at ran-

dom.
, Miss Blair P'
She bowed.
Il I canne express my admiration of Miss

Blair's brave conducV' eaid the young gen-
tleman, with a return bow. Il But my

uncle, the Marquis of Ducie, shaU hear that
t was through you that bis daughter is saved,
f she should recover. Allow me to intro-

duce myseff.
He.handed ber a daintily embossed card:,

with . a coat of arms upon which was en-
graved,

Lieutenant Harry Faulconcourt,
H. M. S. Utopia."

With anothýr profound bow he left ber.
it was long before Margaret could hope
at ber prayer was to be answered; the

autiltil façè of the lady showed no ripple

of consciousness, and the brart beat with
mufiled and uncertain throbs.

A physician called in on.his way.tp the
scene of the accident, but bis examination

was bunied, and bis directions brief, for
chers were waiting, with broken limbs to

be splintered, and gaping wounds to be sewed
up. So Margaret and the bricklayer's wife

did what they could alone.
And the first beam of the full moon stole

through the cracked window pane, and sil-
vered over the pale, set countenance until

it gleamed with lustrous purity, and the
faint breath of returning life parted the

marble lips, and Margaret saw that Heaven
had consented to ber prayer.

Lady Juliana looked up fixedly, and sav
a tender face bending over ber, with gray

eyes glimmering in the moonlight, through
their burden of glad tears. Lady Juliana,
in ber Dain ai4 weakness, wondered what
heaveÎy countenance this was which soared
above ber, and smiled in answer, thinking
at first-poor little soul !-that she wa s with
ber mother in fieaven.

II How did I come to be here ? Tell me
about it."

.6 There was a railway accident, you re-
member? Everybody was more orless hurt
-I excepted-so I am taking care of you.
Mr. Faulconcourt bas gone to the village of
Lynthorpe t0telegraph for your papa. He
will perbaps be here to-niizbt.il

il And who are you ?', àsked the innocent
voice again.

Margaret Blair," she stammered, turn-
mg away.

Do you belong to Lynthorpe ?"
No. 1 was on my way to London. You

remember the person who 8at opposite you
in the cars ?"

Il Oh, yes. When I began to scream and
jump up, you beld me, didn't you?"

II I was afraid you would dash yourself
out at the door. Are you in pain?"

My lady's pretty face was a net-work of
petulant lines.

et I have such a weary, crusbed feeling,"*
she complained; "' and I don't like lying
here in this odd place without my maid to
take care of me, Of course you wiR be go-
ing away in the morning ""

le Not unkss your father arrives to-night
to take charge of you."
-44 Don't then, theres a dear Miss Blair,"

murmured the lady, coaxingly.
Margaret bent over my lady with a rush

of tenderness in her m-gnner. What would
she not give to win the sweet giffs love P

The innocent blue eyes sSmed to bold in
their depths such guilelessness; the beauty
was so perfect which Heaven bad bestow.

ed upon ber, tL-at beauty-loving Margaret


