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the girl. Had it come to this? Little versed 
in the world as Winnifred was, she knew but 
too well the horror, the iniquity, the depth of 
degradation implied in the word.

"Yes,’’ continued the agent, “I have a letter 
here asking me to recommend a young lady of 
suitable refinement to play the part of Eliza in 
Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Will you accept?’’

“Sir," said Winnifred proudly, “answer me 
first this question fairly. If I go upon the 
stage, can I, as Eliza, remain as innocent, as 
simple as I am now?"

“You can not," said the manager.
“Then, sir," said Winnifred, rising from her 

chair, “let me say this. Your offer is doubtless 
intended to be kind. Coming from the class 
you do and inspired by the ideas you are, you 
no doubt mean well. But let a poor girl, 
friendless and alone, tell you that rather than 
accept such a degradation she will die."

“Very good,” said the manager.
“I go forth," cried Winnifred, “to perish."
“All right," said the manager.
The door closed behind her. Winnifred
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