
Winsome Winnie

powerful lever, operated by three of the 
menials the carriage was brought to a standstill.

“See ! Look!" cried the Marchioness. 
“She has fainted. Quick, William, your flask. 
Let us hasten to her aid.”

In another moment the noble lady was bend­
ing over the prostrate form of Winnifred Clair, 
and pouring brandy between her lips.

Winnifred opened her eyes. “Where am 
I?” she asked feebly.

“She speaks !” cried the Marchioness. “Give 
her another flaskful.”

After the second flask the girl sat up.
“Tell me,” she cried, clasping her hands, 

“what has happened? Where am I?”
“With friends!” answered the Marchioness. 

“But do not essay to speak. Drink this. You 
must husband your strength. Meantime, let 
us drive you to your home.”

Winnifred was lifted tenderly by the men- 
servants into the aristocratic equipage. The 
brake was unset, the lever reversed, and the 
carriage thrown again into motion.
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