
Winsome Winnie

mother we are still tracing up. But we have 
already connected her with FIoyd-ap-Floyd 
who murdered Prince Llewellyn.”

“Oh, sir," cried the grateful girl. “I only 
hope I may prove worthy of them!"

“One thing more," said Lord Mordaunt, 
and stepping over to another curtain he drew 
it aside and there emerged Lord Wynchgate.

He stood before Winnifred, a manly con­
trition struggling upon features which, but for 
the evil courses of him who wore them, might 
have been almost presentable.

“Miss Clair," he said, “I ask your pardon. 
I tried to carry you off. I never will again. 
But before we part let me say that my ac­
quaintance with you has made me a better man, 
broader, bigger and, I hope, deeper."

With a profound bow, Lord Wynchgate took 
his leave.

CHAPTER IX

WEDDED AT LAST

Lord Mordaunt and his bride were married 
forthwith in the parish church of Muddlenut 
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