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One glance was enough. The newcomer, Lord
Mordaunt, was none other than the Unknown,
the Unaccountable, to whose protection she had
twice owed her life.

With a wild cry Winnifred Clair leaped
across the flagstones of the terrace and fled
into the park.

CHAPTER VII
THE PROPOSAL

They stood beneath the great trees of the
ancestral park, into which Lord Mordaunt had
followed Winnifred at a single bound. All
about them was the radiance of early June.

Lord Mordaunt knelt on one knee on the
greensward, and with a touch in which respect
and reverence were mingled with the deepest
and manliest emotion, he took between his
finger and thumb the tip of the girl's gloved
hand.

“Miss Clair,” he uttered, in a voice suffused
with the deepest yearning, yet vibrating with
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