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in the accident ward of a great hospital—one
amid the many poor injured creatures who were
writhing thera |

Two doctors were examinivg her arm when
she camie to her senses,

““ A bad compound fracture,” said one, hand-
ling her vrm, and giving her intense pain.

**Yer," said the other, lookiug st tLu girl.

e wax thinking how pretty she was,

Not many so pretty were carried into that
ward,

Mostly rough men, with hard and work-worn
fentures, were brought there,

And the girl naturally attracted the doetor's
attention,

¢ Ah, vou are coming ronnd ' he said, ad-
dressing Laura, for he saw thal she had now re-
covered conseionsness,

4 Yen,' she answered, in a low voice. *“*Am
I badly hurt 3" she nsked the next moment,

“ Your arm is broken,”” said the doctor.
“ But you mnst keep up your heart, and it will
be ull right.  Were you alone when this hap-
pened 17

**Yes," ngain said Laura,

¢ Humph 1™ said the doctor ; aud then they
proceeded toset her arm.

It was very seriously injured.  The deliente
lesh was mangled and torn by the cruel wheels,
as well as the bone broken in two places,

Laura’s sensitive organization could not bear
the pain she was called upon to endure dur-
inyg the next halt honr.

She relajesd inie ieensibility, and while she
wus in this condition the dactor who hiad so ad-
wired her noticed, while evdenvouring to revive
ber, the hundaome gold locket that was sns.
perded rounid her neck,

He was w yonngish mao, pale, and somewhat
eyniral, nnet with a smile he lifted the lacket i
his baud, then ~aw the valuable diamond and
atar in ity centre, and stood lovking musingly
at Laura.

He was wondering wha she could ba.

A girl pieked upan the Lopdon streets, with-
out any address or money nbhout her !

This didn’t seem over respectable, thonght
the dortor ) but there was samething in her louks
whivh tobl a dsiferent story.

¢ She basrun away trom home, perhaps,”
reflected, still mazing at her,

He aalled one of the nurses; and pointed out
Laurds tocket to her,

YOMuad, it's v valuable one,” he said; w0
took afterit.”

3 wash o vear wonld take cherge of 1, Doctor
Hay,” «atd the nurse,

Pactor Hay was the honsesuroeon of the
Linspital mto whizh Lanra had been carried, and,
after a woments thouzht, Le decidod 1o take
charge of the lo-ket,

CUnfeten it from her peek, nnrse,” he said,
Coand 1wl leck 1t awave 10 too valuable o
thing to beiound the neck of an insensabide wae
man, sod you ean teli her when she comes to
bersell who is taking care of 307

The unrse unfastened the Leket from Laura's
fair, slender throwt, and placsd 10 in the doctor's
hamis,

Hr tocked at
such a contrast
wore.,

“There is a history abont 1, decided the
doetor, as he carefully locked it away.

Drirtngg the next three dovy Laura Keane was
very ill.  The shock which her system had re-
ceived had Leena most severe one, and for some
titme the doctors had grave deabts whether she
wonld survive it, She was delirious at times,
and talked about a weidding dress, which she
aver fancied was haneing beside her bad,

This vlea seemed o bannt her ;) and, one lav,
Doctor Hay stood Htening winle she rambled
an about bridal robes and shronds, the two words
minuling iu her thoughts apparectly with strange
prrsaistency.

Her disjointed talk further convineed the
doetor that »hie hal a history ;) anl when the
nurse who attemded on her told him that her
first conseions act was to pat her hand to her
throat, and ack anvionsly what had bheeome of
h r locket, the b neesu goon determined, when
he restored it 10 lar, v wuke some ingquires
a8 to her past Tifeo He did thiy the same dav,

After ho hal examined her injuries, he
suidd, half-joeularty, ¢ Well, | have some pro-

perty here of vours to restore,”

And he held out, as he spoke, Loura's locket
towards her,

The young virl coloured deeply.

“Thaok you ! she said, stretching out her
uninjared arm.

Sudl the dector did not give it to her.

CTUs alove-gaft, 1osuppose 0 he said, smil-
ing.

Tt was given to me by some one whom |
love,” auswered Laura, in her soft, pathetic
voice,

* He's & happy fellow, then,” anid the doc-
tor,  * But how comes it, voung lady,” be ad.
ded, “that this bappy fellow sifowed vou to be
rambling alove about the streets ol London ¥

O Wee—mwe are parted,” said  Lanes, again
colouring paintully, and turning away her head.
“Tu all human prolability, 1 shall never see
again the triend who gave me that locket.”

*Then, iF 1 were you, | would forger him ay
fast ag possibile,” said the doctor, still smiling.
** Li.e i3 too short to be passed in regretting a
ost love."'

** Not when youreally love,’ answered Laura,
in alow tone.

And the doctor felt abashed before the girl's
rebuke,

he

it with sowe curiesity, It was
to everything else that Laura

.

2 man with generous instincts and a kindly
hieart, though, ss he often said, the air of a
London hospital was not conducive to general
philanthropy. .

Hundreds of miserable beings carried in to
be under his care, and hundreds limping out,
had gradually hardened the doctor's heart to
the sufferings he saw endured, and those that he
well knew had yet to be borne after his patients
had 1eft his charge.

But Laura really interested him. To begin
thh., she had very pretty features, and a soft,
musical voice; and, to go on with, he was &
youngish, unmarried man, and she was a young
womun,

““And desperately in love with some other
fellow,” he thought, rather discontentedly, as he
went through the wards on the morning after
he had had the brief conversation with her
sbout her locket, and had restored it to her,
and the nurse had, by Laura's wish, fastened
it round her slender throuat,

After Doctor Hay had finished his morning's
work, and had examined nearly all those who
lay in the accident ward, the matron of the
hospital—a comely women—tapped him on the
shoulder just as he was about to descend the
staircase of the hospital.

“1 want a word with you, doctor,” she said,
and motioned to him to enter her own sitting-
room.

Hew followed her iu, and the matrou said,
“1t’s about that youug girl in the accident
ward—the pretty girl with the compound frae-
ture in her left arm. 1 have just had an ap-
plication about her from a detective officer, It
seems that a voung girl, auswering the deserip-
tion given of her by the policeman who
picked her up in the streets under the car-
riage wheels to the detective, ran away from the
town of Farnhame about two moanths ago, and
her friends are greatly anxions concerning her,
and have offered a reward for her recovery. The
policeman who picked her upand brought her
hereapplied to the detective that has the ciase in
hamd, and who now has come to me to know if
that young woman is still here, [ told him, of
course, that she was, and he has asked leave to
bring one of her frieuds to.morrow, on the visit-
ing Jday, for the purpose of identifving her.
What do you say to it

Y Humph 17 said the house-surgeon, putting
his haud throush his hatr, which was a trickof
his when he wes considering anything., The
e was anpleasant to him somehow, and yet
he felt that it ought not to be unpleasant.

1 have thought,” he xaid, presently, ** that
there was some history, or mystery, connected
with thiy girl”

¢ She's very pretty,” said the matron, look-
ing at the doctor.

Wl he said, ** we must, of course, allow
her friends to see her. However, I'll stand ny
my fair patient when the visitors come 1n. For
one thing, sheis too ill to he e¢xposed to any
sndden shock; for another, perhaps she had
very good reason for running away.”

And, after ail,” said the matron, * she may
not be the girl they are looking for.”

' Most likely not,”" answered the doctor.
Yet, nevertheless, when the visitors were
atlowed to enter the wards of the hospital on the
fallowing day, the doctor took his place by
Laura's bedside.

* 1 forgot to tell you this morning,” he said
to her, ““ that this is the afternoon in the week
when the patients’ friends are allowed to visit
them ; so you must not be trightened at secing
stranygers come in.”

“1 have no friends ta cmmne,” answered
Laura, rather anxiously.  ‘“ Could I not have a
screr 0 placed so as to coneesl me

lam atraid net,” said thedoctor,

Presently the visitors came streaming in—
mostly poor, pale-lonking, hard-worked women,

Then Laura grasped the doctor’s hand im-
ploringly.

““ You won't allow this 1" she said. *1 am
helpless ; but you won’t allow this man to take
meaway 1"

‘ Certainly not,” said the doctor, coolly.
‘“ My good sir,"” he continued, addressing Bing.
ley, ““ were this lady twenty times your wife,
you would have no authority over her here. She
was brought into this hospital as a patient, and
until discharged cured, here she must remain.
“1am not his wife,” said Laura, eagerly. ‘1
shall never be his wife,”

““ You know your choice, then !"* said Bing-
ley, scowling.

At all events, no such discussion may be
carried on here,” aaid the doctor, authorita.
tively. ** Youmustleave the ward, sir. This
lady is not in a fit state to carry on an exciting
conversation.”

“You had best come away for the present,
sir,” said the polica-officer, who had accompanied
Bingley to the hospital, adiressing him in a
low tone. ¢ We huve found the lady, it seems,
and sheis quite safe here, and can’t leave with-
out our knowing it.”

So Bingley felt compelled to quit the ward,
and went with the feeling that it was unsafe to
let Lanra ont of his sizht again for a moment
now that he liad found her.

He had sought her with extraordinary dili-
genee, and had ugsed every means in his power
to discover her in vain, until herappearance hud
struek the policeman who had snatched her
from the carringe wheels a3 corresponding with
that of the yonng lady alvertised for, and for
whose diseovery a handsome rewurd was offered.

This policeman had communicated his sus-
picion to the superintendent at Scotland Yarl,
who was employed by Bingley, aud thus his
visit to the hospital.

He left it greatly excited.  He had found her
again—the wirl whom he scarcely kunew whether
he loved or hated most—the girl who had jilted
hiul, made a fool of him, and who had cost him
hundreds and hundreds of pounds —sud yet he
stitl desired to marery her!

Here was a man, past his yonth—a man hard,
and worldly, and sensible enough as arule—act.
inglike & mudman.

Even his sister had pointed out his folly to
him when weeks and weeks went by, and
Rictiord Bingley was still ~ecking Laura Keaue,

* What purpose will it answer, even if you do
find her " Meso Giyvafwt had satd to her
brother.  * Surely you would not marry her
now 1"

“ Would [ not answered Bingley, darkly,
“Larean todind hernd marry her, asd there's
an end of 1t !

And so he sought ou.

He learned that she had gone to London, and
this, of course, was some help.

How he learned tais happened thus:

For a f now let us go back to
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few tmoments
Laura after she had hidden good-uizht to By
ley on the evening before the day which wis 1o
be her wedding-day.

She had had, ever sinee her engazement, a
vague iden that she wonld die before her mar-
riage.  But death seldom comes 1o those who
louyg for it ; so Laura lived on, and her aching
heart beat still.

Then tame her last meeting with William
Glyntord ; awd after this she determined never
to marry Bingley.

But how to escape ?

There was a deep pond in the grounds of
Bridgenorth House, anwd she made up her mind
that, rather than be Bingley's wife, when they
sunght for the bride they should find her beneath
the water there.

But she was young, and when Mr. Glyuford
gave her the tweuty pounds the day before the
wedding, she suddenly thought of another

who came to see some mjured husbaud or <on.
Laura was lying in a small off-hand wand, into
which only women and one or two men (fricuds
of the sufferers) entered,

Then, by-and-ly, came the matron, and with
her were two men.

The matron advanced to the bed on which

m n to approach.

oune, who was a stranger to her.
glanced towards the other, and beheld Bingley.

CHAPTER XXI.

WHENRE LAURA WAS HIDDEN,

head.
Rut it was too late.

the bed.

in asavage undertone.
were abave ground 1 wonld trace you ont.”’

fore, ask you to withdraw.”

Bingley, dogmatically--** or as good asny wife
at least ; for, in a fit of madness or obstinacy

theretore, the best right to see after her, an
must request that she be immediately temove

But he was not a bad fellow— was, indeod,

from this hospital to a private house.”

Laura was Iying, with the doctor standing be-
side it, and then she looked back for the two

They dud so, and Laura looked up at the first
Then she

Laura gave a halfcry as she recognized Bing-
ley, and tried to draw the bed-clothes over her

Bingley made a hasty step.forward toward

8o 1 have found you out at last?” he said,
1 swore that if you

¢ Pardon me, sir,”" said Doctor Hay, at this
moment, bending down, and laying his fingers
on Laura’s wrist 3 *“ but this voung lady is my
patient, and is in no condition at present to go
through any exciting scene, and 1 must, there-

**This young lady is my wite,” answered

she ran away on her wedding-day ; and 1 have,

scheme,  She would disappear.

She went ap eatly to her attic room, and pre.
tended she had retived for the mght, But while
the servants were at sapper, and the master and
mwistress of the house were sitting together in
the drawing-raom, she stole down the back
stairease, after Lreking the doeor of her attic be-
hind her, and went out of the house by the
hack eutrance, amd was thus locked out when
the family retired to bed,

Then stie wolked on into the country as fast as
her feet coubd carry her.  She had made up her
mind to go near no railway station, but to try
to hide hersell in some obscure country farm-
house or cottage.

And fortune favoured her.

A- she walked swiftly on along the dark aud
unknown country roads, she heard a groan and
a faint cry for help,

Preseutly she tripped, and nearly fell over
some dark object Iying on the footpath, and she
prreeived that it was the prostrate form of aman
over which she had so nearly fallen.

Greatly startled, she yet retained some pre-
sence of ind.

“ Who are you,” shie asked, bending down,
“and what is the matter "

“ The mare’s thrown me,” answered the man,
foand wy leg's broken, [ think.”

“ Do vou live near?” inquired Laura.

At Southdale Farm,” saud the man.
George Morely, the farmer.””

“Can't you walk 2 she said. ©* Or, it you
will direct me to your house, 11l go and get as-
sistance.”

George Morely, upon this, tried to get up :
but found he eould not stand,  In faet, George
Morley had taken too muen whiskey ; and, in
returning home after his potations, had either

“1m

i
1

From his present condition, Laura concluded
that most likely he had fallen off, particularly
as his horse was standing a little further down
the road, quietly cropping the scanty herbage
by way of passing the time until her master way
sufficiently recovered to resume hisseat on her.
However, George Morley had enongh sense
about him still to be able to direct Loura cor.
rectly to find his house ; for the accident had
happened to him not a quarter of & mile from
his own door.

An old, broken-down-looking farm-house was
Sonthdale. Laura at once concluled that she
must be right agshe approached the tinmestead ;
for the frout door of the house was opn, an(} an
anxious woman was pesring out, holding a light
ahove her head, and evidently looking out for
the ahsent master,

“ Who he ynu ?” she asked, sharply, as Laura
neared thedoorway,

** Areyou Mrs. Morely, the farmer's wife 1
said lLaura.
““ Yes,
inquired the voman
asked the question.
¢ Nothing serious, I hope,” said Laura,
kind!v. ¢ He has been thrawn from his horse,
has injured his leg, and is Ivicg on the road not
far from here ; bat you need not be afraid.  He
will be right enough when you have got him
home."”

The woman leaned against the doorway and
grasped Laura’s hand.

“* You are not deceiving
said, in a trembling voice.
than vo1 say ¥°

¢ No; indeed he isnot,” zatd Laura, feeling
much compassion for the poor, unxious wife.
« 1f you rouse one of the men to hold him on
his horse, he will be at home in a fow mivutes.”
‘¢ Ay, to holl him on his hurse,” mattersd the
womn, recovering hersell. 1 understand
now,”

But she did rouse one of the farni-servants,
amd then herself accampanisd Lanea to the spot
where her husbaud was lving.  But no sonner
did she see hiy conditinn than the anxious and
really loving wife changed her tone, and spoke
to him with great bitternes< and contemypt.

¢ Av; 80 vou've been at it azain I’ she said.
“ You onght ta he ashamed of vourself 17

<My dear, [—I am ashamei—rather asham-
od, that is,"" hesitated George | tn husky aceents,
“ But the——che mare wasskittish.  She—in fact,
let me ¢o over her hea 1.7

¢ Don't talk, and make a gre

Nauzht’s happened to him, surely
and turned pale as she

"
me, are vou?' she
¢ He's not worse

A

r frol of vonr-

«lf,” said his wife, angeily. ¢ Lfr him up,
Jack ' she went on, addressing the farme-ser-

vant.

And so the young farmar wis ignaminiously
tilted ap on his horse agdn, the animal stawl-
ing quite still, evidently well accustomed to
that sort of thinz.

The farm-servant led the horse, and Lanra
walked behin i with the anury w
“ How did wvou find him " asked Mes.
Morely, presently. ¢ 1y late for von 1o be oat

on the roalds.”

¢ Yes,” answered Loura, who bl been con-
sidering what she shonld sov; “hat] Iefo my
hom« thiv evening and don’t mean o rezurn to
it Canveu give me a be 1 tor the night, Mrs.
Morely 2 [ wiil pay vou forin”

Ths turmer's wife Lesitated, and then con-
sented.

Au hour later, Laura towud herself resting har
weary frame ina clean, white cartained bed, in
a neat butscantily-furnish~1 room.

The next morning <l feit ton ill 10 rise, and,
after an interview with the farner’s wife, took
her present roam for a week.

And she remained three weeks at Southdala
Faro.

It was a low-Iving, isylavred spor, and she felt
that she was safer there thauo she coald have
been anywhere elw,

The farmet’s wife was an in tustrisns, clean,
notabis young woman, realiz denply attached o
her ** George 37 but she was bad-tempered and
parsimonions,

She rarely 1oft her home; and a newspaper
found its wav there sametimes onee a-week,
Mrs. Morely asked Lrurinn questions, as she
was regulachy pid and s, some seven or eight
miles from F.ruhame, Lanrative l on unknown,
while two men were seeking her ull over the
conntry in vain.

Bat even in the cheap wavshe was living the
twenty poands she had brought with her from
Bridgenorth House was fast melting away, and
she at List determined to venture from the quiet
spot where she had found shelter.

She little imagined, however, that nearly all
the time she hal been at the howmestead Mrs.
Morely iad guassd whom she was.

Georee Morely, the farmer, Lhal chanerd to
bring home one af  the country newspapers on
the Suitnrday after her arvival there, ant Mrs,
Morely hvl read a1 advertisement in 't, offering
a roward for the discovery of a young tady who
hal left her homs on the very nizht that Laura
had found the farmer on the road.

Mrs. Morely wasa covetoas young woman,
and was greatly troubled in her mind as to
whether she would gain more hy continuing to
tet her spare toom to a good lodger, or by apply.
ing for the reward for the discovery of the lost
young ludy.

No sooner, therefore, did Lara tell her that
she was going to leave, than Mrs, Morely de-
termined to apply for the reward, She, how-
ever, had a hushand, who was a very diff=rent
charucter to herself. A fiee, goo Lhearteld, jovial

man was George Morely, the farmer, and when
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] fallen off or been thrown off his horse.

his wite gave him & hint of what she intended to




