
Winsome Winnie

the world, her one prayer is that he will leave 
her.”

“He will I” cried the Unknown. “He will. 
He does.”

“Leave me, yes, leave me,” exclaimed Win- 
nifred.

“I will,” said the Unknown.
“Do, do,” sobbed the distraught girl. “Yet 

stay, one moment more. Let she, who has re­
ceived so much from her benefactor, at least 
know his name.”

“He cannot I He must not!" exclaimed the 
Indistinguishable. “His birth is such—but 
enough I”

He tore his hand from the girl’s detaining 
clasp and rushed forth from the place.

Winnifred Clair was alone.

CHAPTER III

FRIENDS IN DISTRESS

Winnifred was now in the humblest lodgings 
in the humblest part of London. A simple 
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