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child than any who knew her suspected. She herself sus-
pected it least of all.

She looked what she liked to believe herself, a young
woman of considerable experience with life. Simple, and
even cheap, her gannentM wtill owned a certain «lis-

tinction which she would without hesitation have termed
"stylish": a quality of smartness which somehow con-
trived not incongruously to associate with inferior mate-
rials. Her shirtwaist was of opaque linen, pleated, and
while not laundry-fresh was still presentable; her skirt
fitted her hips snugly, and fell in graceful lines to a point
something short of her low tan shoes, showing stockings of
a texture at once coarse and sheer; to her hat, an ordinary
straw simply trimmed with a band and choi of ribbon, she
had lent some little factitious character by . ttly twisting
it a trifle out of the prevailing shaj -. Over one arm she
carried a coat of the same material as her skirt, and in
her hand a well-worn handbag of imitation leather, rather
too large, and decorated with a monogram of two initials
in Crerman silver. The initials were J-T : her name was
Joan Thursby.

Uniform with a thousand sisters of the shop-counters,
she was yet mysteriously different. Men looked twice in
passing

; after passing some turned to look again.
Her face, tinted by the glow of the western sky, was by

no means poor in native colour: a shade thin, its regular
features held a promise, vague, fugitive, and provoking.
Her hair was a brovm which hardly escaped being ruddy,
and her skin matched it, lacking alike the dusky warmth
of the brune and the purity of the blonde. She was neither
tall nor short, but seemrd misleadingly smaller than she
was in fact, thanks to the slightness of a body more
stupidly nourished than under-nourished or immature.
Her eyes were brown and large, and they were very beau-
tiful indeed when divorced from the vacancy of weary
thinking.

It was only in this look of the unthinking toiler that
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