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experience gathered in various “ business 
houses” the good woman had taken into her 
retirement an ideal of gentlemanliness as ex
hibited by the patrons of private-saloon bars. 
Mr Verloc approached that ideal ; he attained 
it, in fact.

“Of course, we’ll take over your furniture, 
mother,” Winnie had remarked.

The lodging-house was to be given up. It 
seems it would not answer to carry it on. It 
would have been too much trouble for Mr 
Verloc. It would not have been convenient for 
his other business. What his business was he 
did not say ; but after his engagement to Winnie 
he took the trouble to get up before noon, and 
descending the basement stairs, make himself 
pleasant to Winnie’s mother in the breakfast- 
room downstairs where she had her motionless 
being. He stroked the cat, poked the fire, had 
his lunch served to him there. He left its 
slightly stuffy cosiness with evident reluctance, 
but, all the same, remained out till the night 
was far advanced. He never offered to take 
Winnie to theatres, as such a nice gentleman 
ought to have done. His evenings were oc
cupied. His work was in a way political, he 
told Winnie once. She would have, he warned 
her, to be very nice to his political friends.


