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bedroom and sitting room sufficed for her
wants. Here she sat on her trunk, bravely
planning for the future.

“Miss Clair,” said the Landlady, knocking
at the door, “do try to eat something. You
must keep up your health. See, I've brought
you a kippered herring.”

Winnifred ate the herring, her heart filled
with gratitude. With renewed strength she
sallied forth on the street to resume her vain
search for employment. For two weeks now
Winnifred Clair had sought employment even
of the humblest character. At various dress-
making establishments she had offered, to no
purpose, the services of her needle. They had
looked at it and refused it.

In vain she had offered to various editors
and publishers the use of her pen. They had
examined it coldly and refused it.

She had tried fruitlessly to obtain a position
of trust. The various banks and trust
companies to which she had applied declined her
services. In vain she had advertised in the
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