
Winsome Winnie

poor girl unskilled in the ways of the world and 
knowing nothing but music and French, I fear 
that the details of business are beyond my 
grasp. But if it is lost, I gather that it is 
gone.”

“It is,” said Mr. Bonehead. “I lost it in a 
marginal option in an undeveloped oil company. 
I suppose that means nothing to you."

“Alas,” sighed Winnifred, “nothing.”
“Very good," resumed the lawyer. “Here 

next we have a statement in regard to the 
thousand pounds left you under the will of 
your maternal grandmother. I lost it at Monte 
Carlo. But I need not fatigue you with the 
details.”

“Pray spare them,” cried the girl.
“This final item relates to the sum of fifteen 

hundred pounds placed in trust for you by your 
uncle. I lost it on a horse race. That horse," 
added the Old Lawyer with rising excitement, 
“ought to have won. He was coming down the 
stretch like blue—but there, there, my dear, 
you must forgive me if the recollection of it 
still stirs me to anger. SuEce it to say the
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