
Z.—Winsome Winnie: or, Trial and Temp
tation

CHAPTER I

THROWN ON THE WORLD

M
ISS WINNIFRED,” said the Old 
Lawyer, looking keenly over and 
through his shaggy eyebrows at 
the fair young creature seated 

before him, “you are this morning twenty- 
one.”

Winnifred Clair raised her deep mourning 
veil, lowered her eyes and folded her hands.

“This morning,” continued Mr. Bonehead, 
“My guardianship is at an end.”

There was a tone of something like emotion 
in the voice of the stern old lawyer, while for 
a moment his eye glistened with something like 
a tear which he hastened to remove with some-
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