
Winsome Winnie

seizing his intended victim by the wrist, “not 
till I have at least seen the colour of those eyes 
and imprinted a kiss upon those fair lips.”

With a brutal laugh, he drew the struggling 
girl towards him.

In another moment the aristocratic villain,1
would have succeeded in lifting the veil of the 
unhappy girl, when suddenly a ringing voice 
cried, “Hold! stop! desist 1 begone ! lay tol 
cut it out !”

With these words a tall athletic young man, 
attracted doubtless by the girl’s cries, leapt into 
the corridor from the street without., His 
figure was that, more or less, of a Greek god, 
while his face, although at the moment in­
flamed with anger, was of an entirely moral 
and permissible configuration.

“Save me! save me!” cried Winnifred.
“I will,” cried the Stranger, rushing towards 

Lord Wynchgate with uplifted cane.
But the cowardly Aristocrat did not await 

the onslaught of the unknown.
“You shall yet be mine!” he hissed in Winni- 

fred’s ear, and releasing his grasp, he rushed


