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move. It started at last, and HUary sat back in it
nis hands clenched, as still as a dead man.

His mortified face was recognized by the landlady
retummg from her morning's visit to the shops The
gentleman looked, she thought, as if he had received
baa news ! She not unnaturaUy connected his appear-
ance with her lodger. Tapping on the girl's door, Md
receiving no answer, she went in.

The little model was lying on the dismantled bed
I^esang her face into the blue and white ticking of
the bobter. Her shoulders shook, and a sound of
smothered sobbing came from her. The landladv
stood staring silently.

1 , ^J^^ "* ^""^•* chapel-going stock, she had never
liked this girl, her instinct telling her thai she was one
for whom hfe had already been too much. Those forwhom hfe had so early been too much, she knew, were
always ones for pleasure I' Her experience of village
life had enabled her to construct the Lttle modeTs
story-that very simple, very frequent little story.
Sometimes, mdeed, trouble of that sort was soqn over
and forgotten

;
but sometimes, if the young man didn't

do the nght thing by her, and the girl's folk took it
hardly, weU, then 1 So had run the reasoning of this
good woman. Being of the same class, she had looked
at her lodger from the first without obliquity of vision
But seemg her now apparently so overwhehned, and

having something soft and warm down beneath her
graaiticfaceandhungryeyes,shetouched heron the back
^^*'."°^'' *»»e said; 'you mustn't take on I

What IS it ?

The little model shook off the hand as a passionate
child shakes itself free of consolation. ' Let me alone I*

she muttered.

The landlady ir w back. ' Has anyone done you
a harm ? she said.


