
Winsome Winnie

the most profound respect, “Miss Clair— 
Winnifred—hear me, I implore !”

“Alas,” cried Winnifred, struggling in vain 
to disengage the tip of her glove from the im­
petuous clasp of the young nobleman, “Alas! 
whither can I fly! I do not know my way 
through the wood and there are bulls in all 
directions. I am not used to them ! Lord 
Mordaunt, I implore you, let the tears of one 
but little skilled in the art of dissimula­
tion------ ”

‘“Nay, Winnifred,” said the Young Earl, 
“fly not. Hear me out!”

“Let me fly,” begged the unhappy girl.
“You must not fly,” pleaded Mordaunt. 

“Let me first, here upon bended knee convey to 
you the expression of a devotion, a love, as 
ardent and as deep as ever burned in a human 
heart. Winnifred! be my bride!”

“Oh, sir,” sobbed Winnifred, “if the knowl­
edge of a gratitude, a thankfulness from one 
whose heart will ever treasure as its proudest 
memory the recollection of one who did for one 
all that one could have wanted done for one,
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