Winsome Winnie

“Yes,” repeated the landlady, “six gentle-
men. They arrived in a closed coach. They are
all closely masked and heavily armed. They
beg you will descend at once.”

“Just Heaven!” cried the Unhappy Girl.
“Is it possible that they mean to abduce me?”

“They do,” said the landlady. ‘‘They said
sol”

“Alas!” cried Winnifred, “I am powerless.
Tell them”—she hesitated—*tell them I will
be down immediately. Let them not come up.
Keep them below on any pretext. Show them
an album. Let them look at the gold fish.
Anything, but not here! I shall be ready in a
moment.”

Feverishly she made herself ready. As
hastily as possible she removed all traces of
tears from her face. She threw about her
shoulders an opera cloak, and with a light
Venetian scarf half concealed the beauty of her
hair and features. ‘“‘Abduced!” she mur-
mured, “and by six of them! I think she said
six. Oh! the horror of it!” A touch of
powder to her cheeks and a slight blackening
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