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horse fell. I have kept for your inspection 
the score card of the race, and the betting 
tickets. You will find everything in order.”

“Sir,” said Winnifred, as Mr. Bonehead 
proceeded to fold up his papers, “I am but a 
poor inadequate girl, a mere child in business, 
but tell me I pray what is left to me of the 
money that you have managed?”

“Nothing,” said the lawyer. “Everything 
is gone. And I regret to say Miss Clair that 
it is my painful duty to convey to you a further 
disclosure of a distressing nature. It concerns 
your birth.”

“Just Heaven!” cried Winnifred, with a 
woman’s quick intuition. “Does it concern my 
father?”

“It does, Miss Clair. Your father was not 
your father.”

“Oh, sir,” exclaimed Winnifred. “My poor 
mother! How she must have suffered!”

“Your mother was not your mother,” said 
the Old Lawyer, gravely. “Nay, nay, do not 
question me. There is a dark secret about 
your birth.”
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