Judith of Bohemia*
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By Coralie Stanton and Heath Hosken
Authors of "Called to Judgment," "The Book of Ethel," " T h e Buried Torch," etc.
UDITH GRANT is an artists' model in Soho, London's Bohemian quarter. Her dearest friend
is Clarissa Morley, nicknamed Chummy, a girl whose mind has been unbalanced by the disappearance of the man she loved, Alan Steyne. When Alan returns, Judy hopes that his presence
will restore her friend's memory; but Clarissa does not recognize him, and soon Alan falls in love
with Judy. Then Clarissa has a severe illness. As she recovers, her memory comes back to her,
and she rushes into Alan's arms, declaring her love.
Alan, however, vows to Judy that he loves only her; but she—although she finds, to her own
horror, that she cannot help returning his affection—is loyal to her friend, and tells him that he
is in honor bound to marry Clarissa.
Judy has other admirers. One is an old friend, an artist named Bastien Dumont. Another
is Bruce Gideon, the millionaire patron of Vincent Stornaway, a fashionable painter for whom
she is posing. Gideon promises her a career as a dancer, and in his ornate rooms on Mount Street
she dances before M. Guarvenius, a famous Polish teacher, who undertakes to train her. The rich
man offers to advance all the money she needs, but she prefers to earn her own living.
Unwilling as she is to accept favors from Gideon, she is highly indignant when Alan Steyne,
secretly jealous, warns her against him, and she insists that the millionaire's interest in her is
strictly a matter of business. She is still more bitterly angry with Gideon, however, when she
chances to overhear a conversation between him and Stornaway, in which they speak of her as
" not the sort of girl one could marry." The next time the rich man calls at her little rooms in
Clive Street she drives him away and tells him to come there no more.
Alan has inherited a small fortune and a house in Scotland, and he and Clarissa are to be
married soon. The time for Judy's debut as a dancer is also near a t hand.

J

XXV

I

ET'S do something nice, Alan," said

dress, but it brought out her lily fairness
and showed off the lines of her wonderful
figure, making her look like a long-limbed

, Chummy, when Steyne called for young goddess. A band of forget-me-not
her, shortly before seven o'clock blue ribbon was threaded in and out of her
that evening.
hair, which shone like moonbeams in the
She had telephoned to him, meanwhile, frost. Her golden brown eyes warmed her
that Judy had accepted the invitation to face, and gave it the glow of life,
dine with them.
" What about that little restaurant you
" I've arranged to go back to my place," took me to lunch at the other day?" she
he answered. " We'll pick up Dumont, suggested.
and I've asked Hylton to look in—^he's my
" The Rochemont? Yes, it's nice and
old school chum. You'll like him. He's quiet, and good food. We'll go there."
just back from Persia, where he's building
They called for Judy, who appeared all
a railway. You haven't seen my room in yellow, with a brilliant orange sash and
since the piano came in."
stockings, and gold tinsel shoes. She was
" That will be perfectly lovely, Alan," in wild spirits, and the meal was a desperthe girl said. " Judy has never seen your ately merry one.
place at all. I'm sure it's the nicest in
Afterward they went to fetch Bastien at
London!"
the Cafe Turc. The girls waited outside
" And where shall we dine? You're look- in the cab while Alan went in. He came
ing awfully smart, Clarissa!"
back not only with Dumont, but with MiChummy was wearing a simple black chael Stone and Tony Leigh, whom Judy
• Coiyrisht, I9SI, by Coralie Stanton and Heath Hosken—This story began in the January number of
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greeted with exuberant affection. She affirmed that the champagne had gone to her
head, but Chummy declared that she had
only drunk one glass, so it was impossible.
Judy told them that if Bastien would
go and fetch his fiddle she would dance for
them at the studio. She said she had never
felt so much like dancing in her life. This
necessitated two cabs, and as another was
called. Chummy got out of the first one
and said to Steyne:
" You go on with Judy and Tony. Michael and I will drive with Bastien to get
ihis violin, and we'll follow you."
Steyne seemed to hesitate for a moment;
then he got into the cab. The driver, mistaking the intentions of the others, drove
off at once before Tony Leigh had time to
enter the vehicle. Alan leaned out of the
window to stop the man, but Leigh gesticulated to the effect that he would follow
with the others; so Judy and Alan were
alone.
It was a short drive, and they hardly
spoke. The girl's high spirits had suddenly deserted her. As she sat there, wrapped
in her old black cloak, there was a little
hardness in her face. The laughing, generous mouth was set, the violet eyes gazed
fixedly out into the street. In the gloom
of the cab's interior she was so white that
the patches of paint on her cheeks looked
almost black.
When they reached his abode, he did
not touch her hand to help her out. In
silence they mounted the stairs. Steyne
was breathing heavily, as if with exertion.
Judy stood like a little statue while he
opened the door.
" Here is my room," he said.
She stepped in and looked around.
It was still very bare, but it had pleasing color, chiefly blue, in the curtains and
the chair covers. There were heaps of
books. The easels were at one end. From
the pointed roof hung old brass lamps on
chains. The floor was polished and waxed,
and only a few smaU rugs lay on it. There
was nothing valuable or rare, but the room
gave a sense of freedom and space. On
the wide window ledge were bowls of red
and white peonies. On a little platform at
one end was the small cottage piano that
Steyne had lately bought — not that he
could play or sing, but most of his friends
could.
It was stni light, but Alan switched on
the bulbs in the old lamps, which gave an

effect of blue and yellow twilight, mingling
with the rosy glow that still lingered over
the river in the west.
" Would you like to see my little garden
up on the roof?" he asked.
Judy shook her head.
" Not now. I want to look at this—
please let me! It's so—nice!"
She gazed around her. Steyne went to
a table standing against the wall, near the
piano. Lifting napkins, he inspected sandwiches and cakes that were laid out.
Judy did not speak. Her eyes took in
everything in the big room. She did not
need to look at the figure behind her.
Once before she had stood at the gate of
the world's garden with Alan. Now she
had lost the key, but the garden was still
there.
Her little face was solemn. This room
held everything that she wanted in the
world. It seemed to her that, gazing on it
for the first time, she was also taking an
eternal farewell.
She walked quickly to the other end,
and stood at one of the windows. Warehouses and factories on the other side of
the river cut a jagged line into the clear
sky. Seen over the bowls of red and white
flowers, it made a wonderful frieze.
Judy was immensely receptive to natural
beauty, although she had little taste in
matters of art. She stood and caught her
breath. Seen from behind, her hair made
a ruddy aureole.
Steyne looked round, took a few steps,
and was by her side.
"Judy!"
"Don't talk to me!" she implored.
" It's so lovely here that I want to cry."
" Judy, they'll be here in a minute,"
Alan said breathlessly. " I must talk to
you."
She looked up into his hard, tortured
face and forced a mischievous smile to her
lips.
" You want to lecture me again!" Her
voice was so patently forced that it rang
through the room like some one playing a
false note on an instrument. " You're still
worried about poor Mr. Punch!"
" No," he said harshly. " No—I've got
beyond that. I've got to tell you, Judy—
I can't do it. I can't marry Clarissa. It's
no good!"
" You've got to!" She was just a little
bunch of fierce, resentful anger. " Chummy's so happy!"
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" I can't help it. Doesn't it matter to
you that I'm in hell?"
" Not a bit! It's all those years. I saw
her—I lived with her. She had no life at
all. You took her life away with you.
Now you've got to make up for it."
" I can't!"
" You must. Fix the day—get it over.
It '11 be all right. Max Dickbread is what
you clever people call a cynic. I don't
know what it means, but this morning he
was talking about somebody he knew
who'd married the wrong girl. And he said
to me, ' In a year it won't make the slightest difference.' And I don't suppose it
will."
" Judy, you know that's a lie!"
" I don't know that it is at all," she said
dully.
" Anyhow, you've got to marry Chummy. You owe it to her."
He turned so that he faced her.
" I'm always hoping against hope that
you'll see reason, and let me tell her tha
truth."
"Never—^never—never!" She stamped
her foot. • " And I'll tell you another thing
—I can't afford to let anything get on my
nerves now. I've got to think of nothing
but October. I can't lead old Guarvenius
down after what he's done for me."
" O r Mr. Gideon!" exclaimed Steyne
bitterly.
" Or Mr. Gideon," she repeated. She
looked about her a little wildly. " But
where are they? What's keeping them?
They ought to have been here long ago."
The silence in the big room was oppressive. Suddenly Judy caught hold of
Steyne's arm and shook it as if in violent
anger.
" Oh, do be decent!" she said. " Don't
make it so hard—so terribly hard!"
Her voice broke in a helpless sob. The
young man looked down into her upturned
face. His eyes had neither laughter nor
passion in them. They were like a burnedout fire. Without a word he turned and
walked out of the room.
At the same moment Judy's strained ears
caught the sound of a taxicab stopping in
the street below, and laughing voices were
wafted up through the summer air.
They all came tumbling up the stairs.
No one could be dull or depressed for a
moment when Tony Leigh and Michael
Stone were about. Bastien had his violin
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case. At the door they had met Frank
Hylton, Alan's school chum, a thin giant
with a keen face, whose mahogany tan
made his eyes, eyebrows, and hair look almost white. He was introduced to Judy,
who promptly attached him to herself in
her perfectly open and unashamed way.
" Judy is going to dance," announced
Chummy, beaming with pride. " Judy,
did Alan show you the other rooms, and
his kitchen, and his garden?"
" No," Judy answered, tossing her bright
head, as Dumont tuned up his violin. " I
wanted to stay here. This room is lovely.
I'll see the others later. You were a long
time coming. What happened?"
" Bastien had forgotten his key, and we
had to rouse his landlady."
" So like Bastien!" said Judy carelessly,
" We thought you'd broken down."
She was skimming about the room, while
the others mechanically disposed themselves to watch her dance.
There was a wide, low divan against the
wall, at a right angle with the piano.
Chummy sat on it between Tony Leigh
and Hylton. Michael Stone sat on the
floor, on some cushions, at the other end
of the room. Alan picked up the rugs and
threw them into a corner. Then he came
and sat down beside Hylton.
" What's it going to be, Judy?" Michael
Stone called out.
The girl, still wearing her shabby black
cloak, danced up to Bastien, and, standing
on tiptoe, whispered something to him. He
nodded, and Alan wondered if it were only
he who saw the pain in Dumont's eyes.
Judy ran to the door and called out to
ask Steyne where the switches were. He
told her, and she extinguished two of the
three lamps, leaving the room in partial
darkness.
Dumont burst into a gay, light, florid
melody, reminiscent of Mozart in his most
Italian style. It was clear and polished,
like a string of gems. Dumont was quite
a notable violinist, and but for the fact
that one must be a veritable master to succeed publicly, he might have been heard
of by the world.
The music went on for two or three minutes. Judy seemed to have disappeared;
ithen, suddenly, she leaped into the middle
of the room, like a firefly glittering on dark
foliage at the coming of night.
Alan shut his eyes every now and then
during the dance. There was no doubt
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what it was—an Italian night, an orange
grove under a hot moon, and that little
vivid figure, now a firefly, now a half-human elf, and again a joyous maiden picking the golden fruit, reaching up, up, up
to the highest boughs. It was all there—
all in those nimble feet, in those thin arms,
in that bright head.
He stared out of the windows. The English night was deepening, and it spread a
curtain of deep blue. He looked back
again, and there was all the charm and
wonder of the south.
It was a very short dance. The golden
feet began to move more slowly; the daring leaps were no more; the orange and
yellow of Judy's dress ceased to be an incarnate flame.
Languorously, gently,
swaying like a tired flower, she moved toward the door to a magical waltz tune from
Bastien's violin.
Alan could bear no more. Chummy
pulled his sleeve and whispered rapturous
praise.
The next moment Judy switched on the
lights, ran across the room, and landed
with a lightsome bound on Tony's knees.
There was a burst of laughter—relief after
the strain. Everybody cried out something
at once.
" Wonderful! Judy, you've got them all
beaten—every one of them!"
" Judy, you're a little liar when you say
you've never been in Italy!"
" Judy darling, I've never had such a
treat in my life!" This from Chummy.
Steyne didn't know what to say. He
listened as his friend Hylton expressed
himself a litde awkwardly, but with unbounded admiration. Then, to test his
own voice, he called out:
" Dumont, I had no idea you could play
like that!"
" Neither had any of us," put in Chummy. " It's Judy who makes him do it!"
Dumont struck up a modern waltz, and
they all started dancing^Hylton with
Chummy, Tony Leigh and Michael Stone
together. Alan found himself beside Judy,
by one of the windows. He had fetched
her cloak and put it round her shoulders.
" I couldn't bear to see you dance in
front of a great vulgar crowd," he said beneath his breath.
"Hush!" she whispered, frightened at
the passion in his voice. " I've got to
dance—I simply must. You've no idea
what it's like."

" It drives me mad!" he went on. " It
will drive other men mad!"
His voice was reckless. Judy held her
breath as Chummy and Hylton passed
close to them.
" You mustn't talk like that," she said
when they had gone by. " You must be
crazy! Come and dance at once, and behave like other people."
He obeyed her, but the hands that held
her might have been made of wood. He
dared not realize that she was close to him,
keeping step with him, a light, gossamer
thing of perfect skill and grace. He stumbled heavily in his anguish, and she released
herself.
" Clumsy!" she laughed. " I'm parched.
For mercy's sake, get me something to
drink!"
There was more dancing, and they ate
the sandwiches and cakes, and drank
lemonade, or vermuth, or cold broth.
Then Tony and Michael begged Judy to
dance again.
" I'm dog-tired," she said; " but I don't
mind, if it pleases you children."
The two artists were overcome with
amazement, truth to tell. They could
hardly believe that this was the Judy they
had known for years. They had never appreciated her charm, although they had
admired her steadfast care of poor Chummy; but this—this feather-light embodiment of sheer art, this fiery, seductive, languid, gay, irresistible creature—they felt
that their eyes must be deceiving them.
They were eager for her to dance again, so
that they might make sure.
But just then the telephone bell rang out
in the little lobby. Alan went out and
came back quickly.
" You're wanted, Miss Grant," he said.
Often in addressing her he used the formal
name.
She went out, and Alan shut the door,
so that whatever conversation she had
should not be overheard. He went back
and talked to Dumont about his music.
Judy was away a long time—or so it
seemed. They all talked together, but at
last there came a lull, prolonged out of
nervousness. In it there was no sound of
Judy's voice outside.
They waited; it seemed an interminable
time. Then Alan opened the door and
went out.
He found Judy standing beside the instrument. She had replaced the receiver.
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She looked at him as if she did not know
him. Her arms hung stiffly by her side.
She was like a statue.
" Judy, what's the matter?" he whispered, careless whether those inside heard
him or not.
She did not answer, but walked like an
automaton before him into the big room.
She stood in the middle and looked around
at them all.
" Oh!" she said in a reedy voice. " A
dreadful thing has happened! Old Guarvenius — dear old Guarvenius-—has been
run over in the street and killed. That was
his housekeeper on the phone. He asked for
me just before he died—in Charing Cross
Hospital. She was there—they'd sent for
her. She sent a messenger to the cafe,
knowing I'm often there, and they told her
where I was. Isn't it awful? He was such
a dear old thing—like a father to me!
Whenever he was pleased with me, he
called me his bird. And now he's dead!"
Chummy v/ent to Judy, put her arms
about her, and tried to comfort her; but
she was not to be comforted. She burst
into bitter sobs before them all, without
concealment and without shame.
They gave her the sympathy of silence.
But in the midst of it Steyne's heart sent
up a fiery burst of thankfulness, because,
if her master were dead, Judy might never
become a dancer, and might never be gazed
upon by the eyes of the great yulgar
world!
XXVI
" JUDY says she will never dance again."
"Rubbish!"
" She says she was actually dancing
when M. Guarvenius died."
" What's that got to do with it?" asked
Dumont. " Wouldn't he have wanted her
to be dancing?"
" He wanted to see her," said Chummy.
" I know; but she couldn't help it that
they, didn't find her in time. I call it rather
morbid."
" She says her career is over. I think
it's a pity myself, but Alan thinks it's
right."
" You saw her dance. What do you
think. Chummy?"
" I think she was perfectly wonderful.
And so were you, Bastien. The way you
played! It was a dream."
" I was nothing. It was all Judy. She
is a great dancer."
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" Of course."
" I understand Steyne's point of view,"
Dumont went on. " It's a man's. I have
it myself to a certain extent. No man
wants to see a woman in whom he's interested in the public eye."
" Oh, Bastien, that's old-fashioned!
Men used to shut their women up in
caves."
" I know. It's the old idea, and it's still
there."
" But you, Bastien—you wouldn't want
Judy not to become a dancer? And you're
just as much interested in her as Alan is."
" Yes, just as much interested," he an^
swered, with a sudden laugh; " but I think
perhaps I've got more of the cursed artistic temperament. I think it would be a
crime if Judy's art were lost to the world.
Still, I understand Steyne, all the same."
" I think you're ridiculous, both of you,"
said Chummy stoutly. " You might just
as well say I shouldn't paint."
" Oh, no, that's different. Chummy."
" How different?"
"Well, the world sees your work — it
doesn't see you."
"Oh! It's because the world has to see
Judy herself. And you men don't like it
•—even though she's nothing to you. At
least, she's nothing to Alan."
" I told you it was the man's point of
view," Dumont said, swallowing something
in his throat.
" It's jealousy—dog-in-the-manger jealousy, Bastien," said Chummy; " on Alan's
part, at any rate. Of course, I can't help
knowing that you care for Judy, but you
say you don't mind her dancing."
" That's because I'm cursed with the artistic temperament, and it gets the better
of the man in me."
" Bastien," said Chummy earnestly,
" I'm sure you'll win Judy's love in time."
" Do you think so?"
" I'm sure of it. You're so faithful, and
she is so fond of you."
" Have you noticed that?" he asked with
sarcasm.
" Of course I have. And now you're
getting on well and she's going to be famous. Some day you'll be a great pair!"
" And you, Chummy—when are you to
be married?"
" Next month."
" Is the date fixed?"
" Not the actual day. I don't want to
go away until something is settled about
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Judy. I couldn't leave her; and we were
going abroad at once."
It was just a week after the death of
Guarvenius. He had been buried in Kensal Green Cemetery. Another grave for
Judy to visit and tend! She had gone into
deep mourning. She had canceled all her
model work and spent her days in her own
rooms.
Guarvenius had apparently had no family but a young nephew—a youth whose
remarkable good looks were marred by unmistakable signs of dissipation. He had
come over to London from Paris, and had
taken charge of everything. In the absence of a will he was the sole heir. He
shut up the dancing school and sold the
lease of the house in Bloomsbury Square,
with all the furniture and fittings, lock,
stock, and barrel.
He was not interested in dancing as a
high art. He did all his dancing at the
Moulin Rouge and the Bal BuUier. He
did not trouble himself about his late
uncle's pupils at all. He only very reluctantly allowed the great Marie Flomena
to choose a personal souvenir from the master's private belongings, and he was rude
to Judy at the funeral; but, as she spoke
no French, and he no English, it made no
impression on her.
For more than ten days Judy saw nobody but Chummy. Apt to exaggerate
everything, she behaved as if she had been
left an inconsolable widow. She would
discuss no plans for her future. Only once
did she talk about anything but Guarvenius and his goodness to her, and that was
when she asked her friend when she was to
be married.
" We have postponed it, Judy darling,"
Chummy said. " I couldn't go away and
leave you like this without knowing what
you are going to do."
Then Judy spoke very decisively.
" That's all nonsense, Chummy! You
know I shall be all right. I can go to work
again as soon as I want to, and I shall
when I've got over the shock. I could always get on the stage now. Anybody
would give me a shop—I'm sure of that."
" But you said you were never going to
dance again, Judy."
" I know I did; but that was after the
first blow. I've been thinking since then.
I feel sure that he would have wanted me
to go on dancing. I think it was wrong to
feel that everything was over. If I get on

and do well, he would have been proud of
me, Chummy."
It sounded somewhat involved, but the
sentiments were unimpeachable; only it
was all so unlike Judy—this serious little
person in black, with unpainted cheeks and
eyes tha/t appeared to be studying the
problems of life.
" Of course, my career is done for," Judy
went on. " I don't suppose I shall ever be
a great dancer—^not famous like Flomena.
You want what dear M. Guarvenius described as the right atmosphere and surroundings. I shall never have a theater
to myself, and a perfect orchestra, and all
the advertisement that he was going to give
me. Of course, he could have managed all
that, and I was going to pay him back
afterward."
" He had practically taken a theater for
October, hadn't he, Judy?"
" Yes—the Haystack, and he had engaged the orchestra; but of course all that
will go by the board. I shall have to make
my way, like any other beginner; but
you're not to worry about me. Chummy.
I shall be all right. I sha'n't want for anything. You go and get married, and go
abroad and have a lovely time."
" I suppose, Judy," said Chummy rather
nervously, " you wouldn't come with us?"
" What an idea!" cried Judy, and
laughed more like her old self.
" But afterward, Judy, when we come
back—-when we go to Scotland — you'll
come and stay with us, won't you?"
" Oh, Lord, yes, if you'll ask me!
There's nothing I'd like better. Just
promise me. Chummy, first, that you won't
put it off on account of me."
Chummy found it hard beyond belief to
repeat this conversation to Alan. She
managed to tell him that Judy was very
much changed.
" She's so serious, Alan—you wouldn't
know her."
" And you think she can look after herself, Clarissa?" the young man asked.
" Oh, yes, of course she can. She always
has."
" Then you don't think it necessary to
postpone our wedding any longer?"
" No, Alan—^not on that account."
Steyne said nothing. There was no
other account. He knew that. It had
come to the point. It was now the end of
the first week in August. He had consulted the girL about the date of the wed-
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ding a day or two ago, and she had suggested the seventeenth, her birthday. It
must be settled definitely now. There was
no going back. Her preparations were
made. He had none to make.
The time had come for him to settle his
debt, to pay for that more than sevenyears-old mistake.
He nerved himself, and they discussed
details. There was plenty of time to give
orders for the other rooms in Westminster
to be prepared before they came back.
They would write from abroad. Perhaps
Clarissa would pick up some Italian furniture. There were a small sitting room
for her and another bedroom, and also a
maid's room, to be arranged. Clarissa
could think of no more ideal home.
" Before we go, Alan, we must make
Judy spend a day with us. I'm still a little worried about her. You see, she's alone
a great deal now, and Clara Jenks is so
busy. Shall we go into the country and
have a really nice day? I'll make her
come."
" Yes," he agreed. " I'll hire a car—
there's not room enough in mine."
" T h a t will be lovely!"
Chummy was radiant. Alan wondered
at her unselfishness. He wondered how
she had ever come to believe that he loved
her; and he wondered what in her secret
heart she thought of him as a lover now,
XXVII
" You will come, won't you, Judy?"
Chummy asked, her eyes alight with affection, her whole being aglow with the
thought of the wonderful life that was
opening out before her. " Just one day
before we start off, Alan and I ! "
" Of course I'll come," Judy answered.
" It sounds lovely. A whole day in the
country, a motor car, a picnic lunch, and
a dinner and a play to end up with! Why,
sweet, I haven't done a single thing since
dear old Guarvenius died!"
Judy's manner rather suggested that her
period of passionate mourning had been a
little too much for her.
" Then it's to-morrow, if it's fine," said
Chummy. " We'll call for you at ten
o'clock, if that isn't too early—we want to
go a long way, into the real country."
"Splendid! And you're really to be
married—when is it?"
" A week from to-day," said Clarissa,
blushing.
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"And I'm not asked to the wedding?"
Chummy went still redder.
" It's Alan, Judy darling. He somehow
doesn't want to ask anybody—^not a soul."
" I quite understand," Judy said. " If
a thing's going to be quiet, it had much
better be dead quiet. And you see, all the
boys would want to come."
" I know; but I should have loved you
to be there."
" Never mind, angel. I should be no
earthly good. I should weep, and your
Alan would hate me. And—well, I think
he's quite right. Well, to-morrow we'll
have a good time. And one day just before you're married we'll have a little time
all to ourselves, you and I—lunch at Ginori's, and a talk about the good old days
—a regular bachelor good-by party, Chummy dear!"
Judy was decidedly more like herself,
and Clarissa, now about to enter the very
innermost circle of happiness, was elated
and transfigured, so that she had no fears
either for herself or for her beloved little
friend. The future of Judy was as rosy
as her own. She would have the world at
her feet, and then in time she would find
love, and she would know that it is the
greatest thing of all.
The day in the country was a great success. From Chummy's point of view, it
was perfect.
They drove down to a far corner of
Hampshire, where there was a sweeping
line of great bare downs. They climbed
one of them, leaving the car at the bottom,
and Alan carrying the luncheon basket.
On the top they were rewarded by a grand
view and a sweet, cool breeze that blew
from the sea. They ate and drank like
schoolboys. Judy was entranced by the
wide, open spaces, and danced about like
a child of ten.
Then they laid themselves down on the
springy, scented turf, and smoked and
talked—at least, Judy and Chummy
talked. They strolled about and picked
flowers, made a wide circle of the summit
of the downs, and finally reached the car
again, scrambling down a steep hillside,
exhausted with laughter and exercise and
fresh air.
A cup of tea at a roadside inn refreshed
them, and then came the steady, humming
ride back to town, their feet on the debris
of the basket, their laps full of flowers,
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their faces burned and roughened by wind
and sun.
Judy was dropped at her rooms after six
o'clock, and Alan and Chummy made an
appointment to fetch her at half past seven
for the dinner and music hall, which were
to make a fitting end to this gala day.
It was a little after half past seven when
Steyne arrived.
Judy's rooms were on the top floor of
the little house. The front sitting room
was very scrappily furnished, but Judy had
put up some little pictures that the boys
at the cafe had given her, and there was a
gaily striped Como rug thrown over the
hard couch. Far more color was provided
by a mass Of exquisite flowers from hothouse and garden—a veritable medley of
roses, carnations, lilies, and all the variegated splendor of the August border. They
had evidently been thrown into basins and
jugs pell-mell, and their scent made the
atmosphere of the little room heavy with
sweetness.
Judy came into the room, while Alan
stood at the window, glowering down into
the street.
"Where is Chummy?" she asked.
" I expected to find her here," he answered. " We said half past seven. I
came straight here. I am a little late."
" She won't be many minutes," Judy said
carelessly. " What a lovely day we had!
What do you think of my room?"
" Where do all these flowers come
from?" he asked abruptly.
" I'm sure I don't know."
" Nonsense, Judy! Tell me, are they
from Gideon?"
" I tell you I don't know; but I shouldn't
be surprised. They come every few days,
and there's no name. Only Mr. Gideon
hasn't any country house in England, and
aren't they garden flowers?"
" Some of them," said Steyne roughly.
"Where is Gideon?"
" Abroad somewhere—in France, where
he goes to drink waters to reduce his fat,
1 think."
" When did you last see him?"
" I haven't seen him since dear M. Guaryenius died," Judy answered.
" Didn't he try to see you?"
" He did, if you want to know; but I
can't see why you—"
"Oh, yes, Judy, you can see!" said
Steyne recklessly. " You know perfectly
well that I'm madly jealous of the brute!"

" I think it's very strange of you to talk
like that when you're going to be married
in a day or two. Why do you want to
spoil this nice day?"
Steyne turned and looked at her.
She wore a little black dress all but
sleeveless, as was her wonted garb. Around
her slender waist was a sash of fussy tulle,
ending in a big bow at one side. She was
very pale. The flowerlike face, the bright
hair, and the curl of the lips were more
than Alan could stand.
He had given her up^—yes, he had given
her up once and for all on that night in his
studio, when she had begged him not to
make it so hard for her; and he was going
to marry Clarissa Morley in a day or two.
But just now, at this moment, in her flower-scented room, after a day in Judy's company, drinking in her presence, absorbing
all her maddening variety, he was not maSr
ter of himself.
Just once more—once more!
He strode up to her and took her hands.
" Judy, this is good-by," he said.
" Yes," she breathed. " It is good-by!"
" You are making me do it. It's your
fault. You insist on my marrying Clarissa.
You insist on my leaving you all alone in
the world without any one to look after
you."
" I can look after myself."
" Perhaps; but I want you to know that
it's your fault, your doing. Good-by,
Judy!"
"Good-by!"
She breathed faintly. Her pallor was
ghastly. She swayed toward him, and the
next moment she was in his arms.
" Don't forget," he said fiercely, " you
are making me do this. I love you and
you love me. I don't love Clarissa. I
know I ought to tell her the truth. You
won't let me. Whatever happens, it's your
fault!"
"Oh, don't—don't!" she murmured, on
the point of collapse.
Their lips met. All the world was forgotten in that agonizing farewell.
"Good-by, Judy—good-by!"
" Good-by, Alan—oh, dear, dear love,
good-by!"
Neither of them noticed that the door
was pushed open an inch or two. Alan
did not know that he had left it ajar; nor
were they aware that Clarissa was standing
there in the doorway, her lovely face set
into a mask of incredulous wonder, her
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golden brown eyes half-closed, as if in an instinctive effort not to see.
XXVIII
five minutes later Clarissa Morley
slowly reascended the stairs. She had descended them swiftly and silently, and
stood at the bottom like a graven image,
with her hands clenched at her side.
What gave her strength to play the part
she did she never knew. This time she
rapped at the door and called out Judy's
name. She found Judy and Alan waiting
for her. Judy was laughing at something
Alan had just said. Steyne gave her a
smile of cordial welcome.
"Late, Clarissa!" he exclaimed.
" Yes, I know," she answered.
She wondered in an impersonal way
what they thought of her voice, her face,
her whole bearing—those two who had just
been in each other's arms, bidding each
other good-by eternally, with tears and anguish, with passionate despair—those two
whom she had seen, but who had not seen
her. They played their parts well, too.
Life, after all, was a comedy. On with
the show! A single broken leg will not
stop a circus. Why should a single broken
heart put a spoke in the great wheel of
Hfe?
They spent a merry evening, a fitting
ending to a gala day.
SOME

Two mornings later Steyne received a
little note from Clarissa, asking him to
come to see her at Willborough Avenue.
She did not name any time, and Steyne
waited until noon, thinking she might want
him to take her out to lunch.
He found her dressed for the street, her
fair hair escaping picturesquely from under
a soft black hat. Her high-bred, sensitive
face was very pale, but her eyes lit up her
features with the amazing vitality that she
had acquired since her recovery.
" Alan," she began at once, " I asked
you here because I want to talk to you
alone. I'm afraid I shall sound very silly
and as if I didn't know my own mind, but
I've—well, I've come to the conclusion that
I don't want to be married."
The young man caught at the suggestion
as a drowning man catches at a straw.
" You mean you want to postpone it
again, Clarissa? I suppose it's on account
of Judy. You're not quite happy about
her, are you?"
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" No, Alan," she answered slowly. " I
don't mean that. I mean that I don't want
to be married at all."
" You don't—^want—" He broke off in
sheer amazement.
" Yes. I know it sounds perfectly ridiculous. I quite expect you to think I'm
mad."
" But, Clarissa, is there any reason?" he
asked.
" Not any reason that sounds good
enough," the girl said, forcing herself to
smile. " The fact is, Alan, I'm awfully
afraid I'm still a little queer at times. It's
been unreal to me for a long time, the
thought that I was going to be your wife."
That was true enough. It had seemed too
good, too wonderful, too blessed, even to
imagine. " I ought to have told you this
before."
" Clarissa, I don't understand. Is it
anything lacking in me? Have I done
anything to hurt you?"
She smiled again, with all that wonderful fidelity of devotion in her eyes.
" No, Alan, no. I am as fond of you as
ever-—in a way. You have been everything that is dear and good—simply everything; and I should hate to think that I
was hurting you—"
" But, of course, you are hurting me!"
he interrupted.
The words were purely mechanical. He
was playing a part, just as she was; only
he did not know that she knew the truth,
" Please, Alan, don't be angry with me,"
she went on gently. " I'm awfully sick
with myself, but I really want to settle
down to work more than I v/ant anything
else in the world."
"You care for your career more ithan
you do for me?"
Her lips trembled a little. He believed
that she had changed her mind. He was
glad, oh, but she knew how glad he was!
He loved Judy. He must have learned to
love Judy while she was out of her senses;
and when she recovered, he felt himself in
honor bound to her.
It was such a simple story. They were
both loyal to her—he and Judy. They
would have remained loyal to the end.
She read Steyne aright. He thought she
was speaking the simple truth. He was
too much overjoyed to question what she
said.
He was free—^that was his paramount
thought. He was not to be asked to enter
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into an imnatural union that would laave
destroyed his soul. He would not have to
perjure himself every day to a woman who
loved him.
" I suppose I do put my career first,"
Clarissa said.
Then Alan Steyne made a very masculine
remark.
" You're making me look very foolish,
Clarissa!"
At that she laughed. She wondered that
her laughter did not sound wild to him.
" I'm sorry, Alan; but I hope we shall
still stay friends."
Something in her voice and glance
seemed to pierce his denseness.
" Are you perfectly sure?" he asked with
a feverish earnestness. " I can't help
thinking that I've done something."
" You've done nothing, Alan, nothing—
believe me."
He looked into her clear eyes, which
were smiling in order to hide her broken
heart; and he believed her because be
wanted to believe.
Two days later was to have been Ghummy's wedding day.
On the afternoon of the day before, she
met Judy as she was going out of her door,
on her way to seek another lodging. The
time had come when she must get some
kind of a studio, where she could work.
When she had found it, she was going to
move her few belongings into it and then
go away for two or three weeks. She had
written to a tiny fishing hamlet in Cornwall. She wanted to be near the sea. Then
she was coming back to work—to work
harder than any woman had ever worked
before.
Her work must justify what she had said
to Alan. Her work was her sheet anchor
now. It was all she had.
Judy held out a great bunch of flowers
Wrapped in tissue paper.
" I was just bringing these to you," she
said. " I want to kiss you and say goodby! To-morrow's the great day—and
you're off into the big world! And little
Judy will be all alone."
" No, Judy—it's all off," said Chummy
cheerfully.
She felt uneasy. This was not like talking to a man.
"Off!" gasped Judy.
"You mean
you've been so silly — you've put it off
again because of me? Chummy, you make

me angry. Didn't I tell you I was perfectly well able to look after myself?"
" No-^off for good, Judy dear. I found
that I didn't want to marry Alan after all."
"Rubbish!" cried Judy tempestuously.
" Where is he?"
" He went over to Paris yesterday. You
see, I left it so late. He said he couldn't
help feeling a little foolish. Men are like
that, I think. I expect he thought he'd get
laughed at."
Judy suddenly laughed uproariously.
" Oh, Chummy, how ridiculous you are!
I suppose it means that you and Alan have
had a tiff?"
" No, Judy—no." Chummy was desperate. " I don't care for Alan enough to
marry him. I find I care more for my
work. We're going to be great friends, of
course, all the same. He quite understands. He doesn't want a—a wife who
puts her painting first. He's gone to Paris
and I'm going to the sea, and when we
come back we'll all be jolly again together,
just as we used to be."
Judy stared at Clarissa very hard.
" Well, I'm blowed!" she said.
Chummy must have been a wonderful
actress. For the moment she quite deceived her friend. Judy was thunderstruck. She lost the power of speech. She
left her flowers in her hands and went
away.
But she was not really convinced.
" There's something in this," she said to
herself an hour or so later. " What can it
be? If Chummy didn't worship the ground
he trod on, then I ought to be in Bedlam!"
But for the time being she could do
nothing but wonder.
She had a note from Chummy, saying
that she had found a convenient studio
and another room near Bastien. She had
moved her things, and she was off to Cornwall the next day.
From Steyne Judy heard nothing at all.
A week later she received a letter that
excited her very much, although she little
guessed what bearing it was destined to
have on the next few months of her life.
XXIX
T H E letter was from a stranger to Judy.
It was typewritten on plain, thick notepaper, with the address " 17a Linden Lane,
E. C , " stamped on it. She could not make
out the signature. She could read " Richard S.," but of the last name she could

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

JUDITH OF BOHEMIA
only decipher the first letter, a W.
letter read thus:

The

DEAR MADAM:

Having known the late Vladimir Guarvenius,
and being aware of his interest in your career, I
venture to ask whether you would be good
enough to call on me here any afternoon between
four and six o'clock, as I have a proposition to
place before you.
Yours respectfully-

Then came the signature that Judy could
not read.
She determined to go to Linden Lane on
the very same day. The name of her dead
master was an immediate passport to her
implicit confidence. It entirely overcame
the instinctive suspicion that town-bred
people harbor of all strangers.
She dressed herself in deep black, the
outward sign of her loyalty to the man who
had failed her only in his death, and who
had taught her everything she knew. She
made the journey to the city in an omnibus, and found Linden Lane a broad and
busy thoroughfare which entirely belied its
name. The number she sought proved to
be in a handsome arcade.
She found a liveried lift attendant, and
showed him the letter. He informed her
'that the writer's name was Wyon. He
took her up to the third floor, and she saw
all around her evidences of wealth and
prosperity, such as deep pile carpets, much
polished woodwork and plate glass, and
gilded bronze fittings.
On a mahogany door she saw a small
brass plate bearing the name " Richard
S. Wyon." Going in, she found a large
office tenanted by four clerks—two men
and two very smart young women. Her
inquiry produced an older man from an inner room, who disappeared for a moment,
and then ushered her through two smaller
offices into a large, handsomely furnished
apartment that might have been a library
but for maps of South Africa and the
United States that hung on one of the
walls, and some letter-filing cabinets and a
Stock Exchange tape machine.
A small, slenderly built man of about
sixty rose from a huge desk and came toward her. Her general impression was
that he was good-looking in a rather effeminate way, and exceedingly well dressed.
He had small hands and feet, sleek gray
hair, and a thin, well-shaped mouth which,
when opened, revealed a particularly white
and faultless set of teeth. He wore a cer-
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tain amount of very discreet jewelry, sucK
as platinum cuff links set with small pearls.
He had a very kind smile, Judy noticed,
as he held out his hand.
" This is indeed charming of you, Miss
Grant," he said. " I hardly expected you
to come so promptly."
" I'd go anywhere to see a friend of M.
Guarvenius," Judy said. " Did you really
know him very well?"
This was the only subject that interested
her.
" I did not know him very intimately,"
Mr. Wyon replied. He had a very pleasant, refined voice, and spoke with great
emphasis and something of a dramatic effect. Later on, Judy noticed that he used
his hands a great deal, like a foreigner.
There was altogether something of the
stage about the little man. " But," he
went on, " I had a great admiration for
Vladimir Guarvenius, and the most complete confidence in his judgment. That
is why I asked you to come here, my dear
young lady. I wanted to talk to you about
your future."
Judy started. Somehow this was the
last thing she had expected. She had come
with the idea in her generous heart of talking about her late master with a friend of
his, of telling all his goodness to her, and
then going away again. She would have
poured out her soul to the veriest stranger
about Guarvenius.
" O h ! " she said rather sharply.
"I
don't think there's much to talk about;
but how did you hear about me? Was it
from M. Guarvenius?"
" He did mention you, of course," answered Mr. Wyon; " b u t I have heard
more about you from Mme. Flomena, who
is also a friend of mine."
''Oh, she's been awfully kind!" exclaimed the girl, understanding now that
this funny, rather dried-up little man was
the kind of person who likes to mix with
the artistic world.
"She thinks very highly of you. Miss
Grant," he said emphatically. " And now
let me come to the point. I understand
that you have no private means, and that
Guarvenius was going to arrange for your
debut. His sad death must have made-a
difference to you."
" Of course it did—all the difference in
the world!"
" Though I am convinced that your own
prospects were the last thing you thought
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of, Miss Grant. Now, I am a business
man, and this is a business proposition—"
"Stop a moment!" she interrupted.
" Who gave you my address? Your letter
was forwarded from Willborough Avenue,
where I used to Hve."
" A Miss Graham procured your address
for me," Mr. Wyon explained. " She was
also a pupil of Guarvenius, and she got it,
I think, from a lady named Miss Jenks."
" Oh, I see! Well, what's it all about?"
Judy was on her guard to a certain extent, although the man inspired her with
confidence.
" As I say, it is purely a business proposition," said Mr. Wyon, regarding her
with his ingratiating smile. " I have a
theater, Miss Grant—the Monopole. I do
not exactly own it, but I have a large interest in it—a controlling interest, I may
say. Now I am prepared to undertake
what my friend Guarvenius was going to
do—to arrange for your debut at my theater, and to provide you with everything that
is necessary, exactly as he would have
done."
" But yoii don't know anything about
me!" she cried.
" I have perfect confidence in Guarvenius's judgment."
" You've never seen me dance."
" That is quite unnecessary. You understand, I am not an artist—I am a business man."
" Are you very rich? And what is your
business?"
Mr. Wyon smiled his delicate smile.
" I am interested in several things," he
answered. " Diamonds, for one, and oil
and coal. I don't call myself rich, exactly; but you can trust me to carry out what
I propose."
Judy flushed.
" I suppose I'm rude," she said; " but
this is a surprise. I don't know you from
Adam. Why should you want to do this
for me?"
" I have told you, my dear young lady,"
he said. " T h e conditions will be exactly
the same. When you are well launched in
your career, we will adjust our business relations. I shall be amply repaid. There
is plenty of room for a dancer of genius.
I will engage as your manager a man of the
highest reputation—Gaston North. You
can trust me to advertise adequately. My
theater is a suitable setting for such art as
yours, and we will have a good orchestra.

When I do a thing, I believe in doing it
well."
" I don't know what to say," Judy said.
" Think it over, Miss Grant. Take a
few days. When had poor Guarvenius
planned your debut?"
" In October."
" Well, we could manage it by then.
You could start rehearsing at once. The
theater is empty, as it happens. I will get
the electricians and the scene-painters at
work at once. But take your time to think
it over. Miss Grant."
" It's not time I want," she said, with
a laugh that sounded a little wild, for the
delirium of ambition was creeping into her
blood again. " I suppose we should have
a contract. I should probably have to sign
something."
" Not at all necessary. Miss Grant. I
am not afraid that you'll cheat me. When
you are well established, you will give me
back the money I have spent. That's all
I want."
" But—I might fail."
" Then I'll bear the loss, just as Guarvenius would have done."
" You must have thought a lot of him,"
she said with a deep sigh.
Mr. Wyon repeated what he had said
before.
" I have the most complete faith in his
judgment. Then you accept?"
"Yes, rather! And I'm greatly obliged
to you, Mr, Wyon. But for this I'd have
had to take on any shop I could get."
" It would have been a shame," he said
emphatically. " I'm very glad you have
consented to my proposal. You must meet
Gaston North at once, and arrange with
him about the music, and your costumes,
and all that you need. We must have the
most expert advice. Perhaps you will give
me the pleasure of lunching with me tomorrow—at the theater. I have a little
room there, and we can have some food
sent in from a restaurant near by. I shall
expect you, then—at half past one."
Judy shook hands with the little man
like a person in a dream. When she had
gone, Mr. Wyon stood, gazing at the door,
with a look of enlightenment on his face.
" The description suits her down to the
ground," he told himself. " ' A thorny little person!' A very thorny little person
indeed!"
Judy spent the following ten days in a
whirl, and met more people than she had
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ever met in her life before. She was what
she called " completely dotty "—that is to
say, confused and wildly excited, keeping
only a clear grip on the essentials of her
work. In that respect, like all true artists,
little Judy Grant was eminently, almost
savagely, practical. At any rate, other
people sometimes found her savage when
they tried to interfere with her work.
She received a post card and a letter
from Chummy, from Batten's Bay, in
Cornwall. She answered neither of these.
She heard nothing from Alan Steyne. She
would not allow herself to think about
him at all.
One evening, crossing Willborough Avenue on her way to her lodgings, she met
Bastien Dumont. She gave him a brilliant
smile.
" Why, Bastien, I suppose you thought
I was dead!" she cried.
" Nothing of the sort," he answered
roughly. " Don't I hear you talked about
every minute of the day? I can't open a
newspaper without seeing your name.
You're in for a boom, Judy—a real one this
time! Who is it that's taken you up—that
Gideon fellow?"
Judy looked at him with supreme scorn.
" Thank you, Bastien—I'm not taking
any insults," she said. " I have not seen
Mr. Gideon for weeks. I don't know where
he is."
" Then who's backing you?"
" A friend of M. Guarvenius's. It is
purely a business proposition," she added
with immense dignity.
" The Monopole—that's where you're
coming out. But who's doing it all?"
" Mr. Wyon—the gentleman who owns
the theater."
" Oh, that crank!" cried Dumont, in evident relief.
" Why do you call Mr. Wyon a crank?"
she asked.
" Oh, everybody knows he is! Always
up to some extraordinary game!"
"Thank you, Bastien!"
" Judy, don't be cross! I know you're
going to make a terrific hit. Nobody
knows it better than I do. I say, you never
come to the cafe now."
" I never have time."
" Come along now."
" I'll come and have some food at Ginori's, if you like," she answered. " I'm
ravenous."
He assented eagerly.
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Judy was shabbier even than usual, and
there was an unnatural light in her eyes.
She ate silently and voraciously. Dumont
had had his dinner, and watched her drinking Chianti diluted with mineral water and
lemon juice. It was suffocatingly hot in
the restaurant.
When Judy began to talk, she told him
everything with perfect frankness. He was
still her best friend, the one person on
whom she could always rely. She made
that quite clear. She had made no new
friends among the people she was now associated with. Mr. Wyon was very kind,
but old. He was just a business man. He
believed in her because Guarvenius had
believed in her. She had only seen him
three times in all.
Her manager, Gaston North, was a very
silent individual. He was very ugly, redhaired and freckled, with a ginger mustache and horrid teeth. She thought he
must go to bed with his pipe in his mouth.
He was wonderful at his job, however.
He knew everything about scene-painting
and almost everything about music. The
conductor of the orchestra was a young
Hungarian, blind in one eye. He made
his men play the most heavenly music.
" Not that it's really any better than
yours, Bastien," she added generously. " I
did enjoy dancing to your fiddle that night
at Mr. Steyne's."
This brought Bastien back to personal
matters. While he watched her animated
face, all the old misery throbbed in his
heart and hammered in his brain.
" Judy, is everybody mad?" he asked.
" Of course you know that Chummy didn't
marry Steyne?"
" Of course I do."
" What did you make of it? Where is
he now?"
" He went to Paris—so Chummy told
me. She is in Cornwall."
" Yes, I knew that."
" Darling Chummy, she's written to me
and I've never answered her. What a pig
I am! I must write to-night."
" What do you make of it, Judy?"
" Oh, Bastien, I don't know. Chummy
always tells the truth —you know that.
She said she found out that she liked her
work better than she did Mr. Steyne."
" Well, I don't believe it, Judy. There
must have been something else."
Judy leaned across the table, her eyes
big with a feverish question.
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" What do you mean, Bastien? What
else? What do you know?"
" I oughtn't to tell, I suppose," the
young man said rather unwillingly. " It
seems mean. She's not here, and she might
hate anybody to know."
" Would Chummy hate me to know anything?" asked Judy reproachfully.
" No—not you, Judy," he said quickly.
" Of course not you. Well, you know she's
taken a studio in a building near mine, and
a little bedroom, and a funny little galley
just off the stairs, with a gas ring and a
sink. Before she went to Cornwall she just
told me that she wasn't going to be married. She didn't explain, and somehow I
didn't like to ask her. She moved her
things in and asked me to keep an eye on
them while she was away. There is no
housekeeper in the building, and she was
going to leave me the key. Well, not to
make it too long, I mistook the day she
said she was going, and, not receiving the
key, I went round to inquire. The door
of her studio was open, and it looked
empty, so I went in. She wasn't in there,
but I looked through the door of the other
little room, and there she stood. I oughtn't
to have looked, but I couldn't help myself.
She had her back to me. In her hand she
held a small photograph, in a kind of miniature frame—"
Judy nodded, catching her breath.
"His—Mr. Steyne's—I know!
He
gave her the frame not long ago."
" I recognized it," Dumont went on,
" because she had shown it to me at the
cafe—I suppose it was the day he gave it
to her. Well, Judy, she was looking at it,
holding it in her hand. Then she stretched
out her arms wide and stood like that for
a moment, and then she clasped her hands
together and bowed her head. Then she
kissed the photograph—kissed it over and
over again. I don't know how I got away,
I was so upset; but, thank Heaven, I did
get away before she sav/ me. Now, Judy,
I ask you, would she have acted like that
if she didn't care for the chap?"
Judy said nothing. She sat with her
chin in one hand, the fingers of the other
drumming on the table.
" Judy, do you think he really cares for
her?" Dumont went on.
" Of course Alan cares for Chummy!
Don't be a fool, Bastien!" replied Judy.
" It just occurred to me. You know
what kind of a girl Chummy is—one of the

world's very best. It occurred to me that
it was just possible she had found out that
he didn't care for her, and she had made
it up about not wanting to be married."
Judy looked at him with a thunderstorm
face.
"Bastien, you're a perfect goose!" she
said angrily. " It must have been a quarrel. They'll make it up when they come
back. I wish you hadn't told me!"
When she got back to her rooms, she sat
by her window with a very set Httle face.
She was wondering. Was it possible
that Chummy had guessed something?
Had Alan been so foolish, so wicked, as
ever to let her see for a second that he did
not care for her? Oh, no, of course he
couldn't! It was impossible that Chummy had guessed. That would be too great
a calamity to contemplate; but why, then,
had she decided not to be married?

XXX
IT was a week before the great day of
Judy's first performance at the Monopole
Theater. Everything was ready. Gaston
North, Judy's silent manager, professed
himself quite satisfied. It was a good thing
she had such unemotional people to deal
with. Even the Hungarian conductor, passionately full of temperament though he
was, never let enthusiasm get the upper
hand of discipline. He was too much of
an artist for that.
Judy was keeping her own name. Already it stared at her in big letters on billboards. The Monopole was plastered with
it—" Judy Grant." It looked so strange
to her!
Gaston North, the manager, had been
against it. His experience told him that
the British public preferred a foreign name.
Judy really didn't care one way or the
other. It was Mr. Wyon who had unexpectedly pronounced in favor of plain
'•' Judy Grant "; and, as he was putting up
the money, he naturally had the casting
vote.
Judy had not seen Bruce Gideon since
the day when she drove him away from her
rooms; but one afternoon, as she was on
her way home after trying on some costumes, she came face to face with him in
Trafalgar Square.
Gideon congratulated her warmly. He
looked in better health, a trifle less puffy.
He told her he had been walking nearly
twenty miles a day.
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" But still. Miss Judy," he added, " I
" I came back to find your name all over
the place," he said, " and the papers full have cause to be jealous. You were willing
to take the help of this perfect stranger;
of you."
" I have been very lucky," she replied. yet you absolutely refused to take anything from me."
" And all on your own, too!"
Her eyes glittered. She put out some
" Not quite that, Mr. Punch."
Her manner appeared to embolden him. prickles.
" He was M. Guarvenius's friend," she
" I wonder if you will lunch with me tomorrow? Could you find time? I should said.
" But so was I," argued Gideon.
like to hear all about it."
" It's different," she said. " His being
" Thanks," she said; " but make it dinquite a stranger made it different."
ner, will you? I never eat lunch now."
" I see!"
Time and place were arranged. Gideon
Gideon regarded her with a smile that
could not help showing that he was a trifle
just lifted the corners of his querulous lips,
astonished at her amiability.
When she turned up at the restaurant, and made him look not so much coarse as
his quick eye noted that she was differently ironical.
" And he is simply a business man. He
dressed. It must be confessed that her
clothes had always looked as if they had says so."
" I see! And you like this Mr. Wyon?"
come out of a ragbag, however well they
" Oh, yes—he is very kind; but I hardly
became her. She had now seen the advisability of acquiring a few gowns, hats, know him. I've been doing nothing but
and coats for ordinary wear, as well as her work."
stage costumes. As she had carte blanche,
" And you -trust him?"
the thing was easy enough; but she had
" Of course. Is he not a friend of M.
been by no means extravagant. The habit Guarvenius?"
of long penury is hard to break, and Judy
" You have said that before. Miss Judy."
never really cared for clothes. What she
She would not stay more than a few mincared for was color. She also never cared utes after they had finished. She had to
for money—as money. A less mercenary keep very early hours, she told him.
little person never lived.
" When shall I see you again?" he asked,
That night she wore a gown of violent as his car stopped at her door.
blue, with gold cords about the waist, and
She had allowed him to drive her home
rather a full skirt. It suited her amazing- without a protest.
ly, because it subdued her too brightly col" Oh, not until it's over," she answered
ored face, brought out all the red glitter in lightly. " I am not going anywhere. This
her hair, and made her eyes look mysteri- is the last time. That was a good dinner,
ously dark. She was altogether irresistible. and I was hungry. Good night, Mr.
Gideon would not have needed his strong Punch!"
and desperate passion for her to find her
" I have a box at the theater for the first
enchanting that night.
night," he said. " Shall I bring a crowd?"
She was like a flower—painted, true,
" Rather! I want it to be a success.
but exquisite—something to marvel at, The more the merrier!"
with the child, the artist, and the woman
The man's voice fell a tone or two.
all battling in her face.
" I'd rather sit in the box alone and
Judy ate with appetite. She had got watch you."
into very regular habits, and she enjoyed
" How silly!" she laughed. " I want as
the good things of life when her day's work many people as I can get."
was over. Of late she had not overtired
she shook hands with him. He made a
herself. Now that the great night was so movement toward her, but stopped himself.
near, she had been obliged to drop her
_ She ran into the house. She did not see
work as a model. Her landlady was giv- his eyes following her. He had seemed
ing her credit, and Mr. Wyon had insisted much more what she called " sensible."
on her taking a certain sum of money for She did not know that absence had changed
her from desirable into indispensable, and
her immediate needs.
Mr. Wyon was her chief subject of con- that his former covetous greed for her had
versation. Gideon admitted that she had become the insatiable hunger of a starving
been very fortunate in coming across him. man.
9
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She had, indeed, dismissed him from her
thoughts. Her purpose was still there, but
it was dormant. Everything was swallowed
up in her work, in her debut, which was
becoming more and more of an ordeal every
day, although she would have roundly
snubbed anybody who suggested it. Bruce
Gideon took a very back seat.
As for her purpose, time enough to think
of that again when she knew whether she
was going to succeed or fail.
Meanwhile, arrived in his Mount Street
flat, Gideon poured himself out a drink,
lit a cigar, and sat down to read the evening newspaper. There was much about
Judy Grant in it. Mr. Wyon had secured
the best press agent in London for his
campaign.
Judy Grant! The name had a fascination. It was so plain and simple, yet it
conjured up a vision of brightness and girlhood and maddening charm.
Gideon read what was written about her
with a slow smile.
" She likes Mr. Wyon," he said to himself. " She thinks him more businesslike
than kind. I'd no idea that little Dicky
Wyon was such a clever chap!"
XXXI

night.
Judy's heart was very sore.
Chummy not to be there when she first
danced in public! Every few minutes of
the day she found herself thinking about it.
Alan she dared not think about; but
Chummy—it seemed to her that Ghummy
was the most important person in her life.
All those years when she and Chummy had
fought life together—all those poor, hardworking years! Years of slavery, yet they
had been happy in a way. And had Chummy forgotten it all? Didn't she care a bit?
Judy felt so lonely, so small. London
was so big. She was sure she was going to
fail.
Chummy had received her letter, Judy
knew. She must read some newspaper or
other; and she had not sent a word to her
friend!
Then, going home about six o'clock,
Judy found Chummy waiting in her little
sitting room. As usual, it was a bower of
flowers. She knew now that Gideon sent
them; but she had said nothing. She loved
them too much.
It was a gray day, and it had been drizzling, but Chummy's hair and her delicately tanned face seemed to make sunshine in
the room. Judy flung herself on her.
" Oh, Chummy darling, what joy and
JUDY had got stalls, for Bastien and bliss! I've been so miserable! I've been
Tony Leigh and Michael Stone. She thinking you'd forgotten little Judy! I
would have filled the stalls if she had not was hating the idea of to-morrow."
" I came back for it, Judy," the other
been checked. She bowled over the boxoffice manager in their first interview, but girl said, when Judy finally released her
he had to explain that the Monopole was and she could breathe. " How splendid
you look! I had a cold, and was laid up.
not a philanthropic institution.
However, Judy was full of niceties. Oh, dear Judy, I am so glad—so glad!"
" Chummy, you've been ill, and you
Dan, of the Cafe Turc, had a seat in the
first row of the upper circle, and scattered never let me know!"
about the cheaper parts were two or three
" No, not ill—just seedy. There were
people whom Judy absolutely refused to some bad gales, and I was caught on a very
leave out. She declared that she would wet day; but I'm all right now."
not dance if the flower woman at the cor" I've got you a lovely seat," said Judy.
ner of Willborough Avenue didn't get a " I don't care what happens, now that
free pass into the pit. That flower woman you're going to be there!"
and Judy had been fast friends for years.
In breathless haste she poured out the
She had a beautiful seat all ready for whole tale of her wonderful luck. So inChummy, of whom she had heard nothing nately modest was little Judy that you
since the receipt of a post card from Corn- might easily have thought that her genius
wall in reply to Judy's long and rambling had nothing to do with it at all.
account of her extraordinary good fortune.
When she had finished, a silence fell.
Whenever Judy saw Bastien, she asked Something had to be said. They both
him if Chummy had not come back; and knew it. They looked at each other.
he said no. It was very strange. Judy Judy's glance was fever bright; Chummy's
could not understand it at all; and on Alan was serious, but serene.
Steyne's part there was the same silence.
Judy nerved herself.
It came to the last day before the first
" And—Mr. Steyne?" she asked.
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" I don't know whether he's still in
Paris," Chummy said quietly.
" Tell me, Chummy—it was only a tiff,
wasn't it?"
" What do you mean?" Chummy replied, with her new, grave smile.
" I mean between you and Mr. Steyne.
Chummy, from the first I knew it must be
only a quarrel."
" You are wrong, Judy. It was never a
quarrel. I couldn't quarrel with Alan—
you know that. We were always such—
friends."
" Friends!" cried Judy, with some bitterness.
" Chummy, are you keeping
something from me?"
" No, Judy dear. Why should I ? "
" Do you really truly mean that you
didn't want to marry Mr. Steyne?"
" Really—of course."
" Chummy, you seem years older! I'm
sure there's something."
" There's nothing, Judy dear."
" And you don't know where Mr. Steyne
is now?"
" N o . " Chummy was not looking at her
friend. She spoke very slowly, as if choosing her words. " I have not heard from
Alan, Judy. You see it was better not,
,since we had parted. He saw it just as I
did. He was very generous. He might
have reproached me."
" Reproached you?"
" Yes, for leaving it until so late. I
ought to have spoken sooner."
" You ought not to have spoken at all!"
" Judy dearest, you must admit that I
know best."
" I'm utterly miserable about it. It's
spoiling everything for me."
Chummy did turn her eyes on her friend
then. An eager question flashed into them
for an instant, like a bright flame. Her
whole being seemed to glow with an intense and violent light. It was as if something were impending, something tremendous, so that she dared not breathe; but
slowly she turned her eyes away again.
" I thought perhaps you might have
heard from Alan, Judy," she said.
" I?"
Judy's voice was what it had never been
in her life before—frightened.
" Yes, Judy dear," Chummy went on
gently. " I t seems strange that he has
written to nobody. And you and he were
friends, too."
" Yes," said Judy.
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She looked at her friend. A blank silence fell. Judy knew in that moment—
she knew that Chummy knew the truth.
Chummy knew that Alan and she loved
each other; and that was why she had refused to marry him.
" Yes," said Judy again, in a very Httle
voice. " Yes, he and I were friends, too."
They talked of other things after that,
and presently Chummy went away. She
was tired after her long journey, and she
had her little home to set in order. Her
little home, thought Judy—^her little, lonely home!
She went away, this new Chummy, so
much older but so much more beautiful.
The great night was indeed a great night.
It was a stupendous, a blinding, success.
It was silent with the silence of acute enjoyment; it was noisy with the noise of uncontainable enthusiasm. The house yelled
and roared, and held its breath, and yelled'
and roared again.
Little Judy Grant was a great dancer—*
there was no doubt about that.
She was the whole program. There was
a ballet, of course, and a very good one.
She herself had only three people appearing with her, and they were mere adjuncts,
though useful and appropriate ones. Hei;
dances were danced alone.
Judy had three changes of scene. First
came a Greek scene, in which she did three
different dances—a woodland dance, a girl
playing ball, and a moonlight idyl to the
music of Panpipes. The next was an elaboration of the Italian night that she had
danced at Alan Steyne's, and here she had
on the stage a boy who played the guitar.
The third was a series of old English
dances, which brought down the house.
Judy, as Jack-in-the-Green, was simply irresistible, laughing out of her little green
house of foliage. As an encore, she gave
a child's dance in front of a Punch and
Judy show.
The final curtain fell on an indescribable
scene of enthusiasm.
Up at the back of the gallery, Alan
Steyne had stood from the first moment
the curtain went up. He had returned
from Paris unknown to everybody.
To him it was a night of wild torture
and of wild delight. The artist in him reveled in it. The man loathed it. For the
most part, while the program was going on,
the artist carried the man away.
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When the calls could no longer be talien, only too glad to have been the means of
and the manager had announced Judy's making you known to the public; but you
complete exhaustion, Alan ran down the are at liberty to accept the best contract
steps like a madman. He hung around the offered to you."
stage door. A big car was drawn up there.
Even to Judy's ignorance of business
Alan knew whose it was. He was blind methods this seemed a marvelously genand mad with misery; but he could not go erous action. She tried to thank him.
away.
" But, my dear young lady, I am only
Presently a little person came out. He too glad to have been of service to you,"
crouched in the shade, and breathed with Wyon repeated. " My advice to you is
relief. A crowd of men swept around it— to accept Matthew Tannary's contract,
the boys from the Cafe Turc. Gideon's beginning after Christmas. I wish you every
bulky figure fought through them to Judy's possible success."
side.
He beamed on her with his rather womThen Alan heard her voice, gay and anish smile. He seemed actually to want
hoarse and half delirious. He caught a her to accept this contract. She was more
glimpse of the familiar many-colored shawl than touched by his kindness.
in which she was wrapped.
Each night her success was repeated. In
" No—no, Mr. Gideon—^no, Tony and fact, the enthusiasm of the audience grew
Michael—^no, all of you! I'm tired out. greater and greater. The house was packed
Call me a cab. I'm going home alone. to overflowing.
I'm going home alone to cry myself to
To Judy, it was still very unreal. The
sleep!"
roar of applause always seemed to come
from a very long way off. She hardly realXXXII
ized that the audience was shouting at her;
JUDY cried for two days, on and off, be- but her friends' praise made her very hapcause Guarvenius had not been there to py. Bastien devoured her performance
see her triumph—or his triumph, as she with his ardent eyes every single night.
called it. Had he not taught her every- Tony Leigh and Michael Stone and all the
thing she knew, and had he not been like other boys thought her wonderful.
a father to her?
Everybody told her so. They drank her
She was astonished at herself. She had health when she went to the cafe one noonnot thought it would be so easy, so inevi- day. They made speeches in her honor.
table. She had not known what she was Michael Stone recited a poem he had writdoing as she danced. It had just come. ten. They were almost crazy with delight
All Sie careful rehearsing had gone out of in her triumph. It was the most wonderher head. She had just danced.
ful thing that had ever happened in the
Of course, she found herself in a maze of lives of any of them.
Judy saw Chummy every day. She saw
business engagements, which at first confused her very much. For instance, Mat- to it that she did. Otherwise the two girls
thew Tannary, who controlled vast theatri- would probably not have met. It was not
cal interests all over Europe, offered her a that Chummy avoided her friend, but she
three years' contract at what seemed to her was working very hard in her studio, while
an enormous salary. She refused, of Judy's hours were very exacting, and she
course, considering herself tied to Mr. was obliged to regulate her life by strict
Wyon; but when she told him about it, he rules.
urged her to accept the offer.
Strangely enough, little Judy Grant was
" The season at my theater will much an artist in the classic sense. All that
more than repay me for any outlay I have Guarvenius had taught her of incessant
made. Miss Grant," he said. " I don't practice and study and rigid self-discipline
want you to consider yourself tied at all. and early hours she had grasped and made
When everything is settled up, there will be her own, so that it was now second nature.
several hundred pounds for you by Christ- Of her emotions Judy was ever a spendmas. We are booked right up to then. thrift, but of the energy necessary for her
After that, as you know, the theater is let work, at this time of her life, she was a
to Vallance for his Shakespearean season. veritable miser.
I am not a theatrical manager, you know.
She showed no inclination to enlarge or
My theater is more or less a hobby. I am improve her style of living. She stayed
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in her two rooms in Clive Street. She did
not launch forth into clothes and hats; she
never took a cab unless it was to go to the •
theater. She ate and drank as sparingly
as ever. But for her work, she seemed to
be in a state of suspended animation.
Thus passed a whole month, and Judyhad refused all Gideon's invitations, as well
as those of various people quite unknown
to her who had suddenly desired her acquaintance. It rather amused her. They
were very smart people, some of them.
Ladies deluged her with requests to dance
for charity. Men of high rank begged her
company at supper; but all to no purpose.
Judy had placed herself entirely in Mr.
Wyon's hands, and his advice was to keep
herself entirely to herself.
On one occasion Mr. Wyon rather astonished her by asking her a personal question. They were in his rooms at the liieater, and she had just shown him a copy of
her contract with Matthew Tannary. He
pronounced it to be most satisfactory.
Then he turned to her with the smile
that always made her think of an old lady.
"Miss Grant, is Mr. Bruce Gideon, the
well-known financier, a friend of yours?
Somebody told me be was."
" Do you know him?" she asked sharply.
" I have met him—yes."
" I shouldn't really call him a friend of
mine," Judy said, weighing her words;
" but he has been very kind to me. He
introduced me to dear M. Guarvenius, you
know."
" Oh, did he?"
" I ' m sure I've told you that before, Mr.
Wyon."
" Oh, yes, Miss Grant, I believe you did
mention it. I understand Mr. Gideon is a
very remarkable man."
Judy looked at Mr. Wyon with her sudden smile.
" As a matter of fact," she said impulsively, " Mr. Gideon wanted to do just
what you've done for me, Mr. Wyon."
"Indeed!"
" Yes, but M. Guarvenius offered to
bring me out'himself."
" When he died, didn't Mr. Gideon renew his offer?"
" He might have done. I don't know.
I didn't give him the. chance."
" Why was that. Miss Grant?"
" Well, you see, it was somehow different with him. It wouldn't have been entirely business, like it is with you, Mr.

517

Wyon. I can't explain, but you can do
things with some people and not with
others. Do you know what I mean?"
" I think I do, Miss Grant. At any
rate, as I have often said, I am only too
pleased to have been of service to you.
Have you seen Mr. Gideon lately?" he
added casually.
" No, not for ages—not really since the
first night, when he came behind for a few
minutes. I've so much to do, and you advised me not to bother about society."
" Quite so, quite so. Miss Grant," he replied. " But of course one must discriminate. Some people may be very useful to
your career."
Judy laughed.
" Well, the next time Mr. Gideon asks
me to dinner I'll accept," she said. " You
must come too, Mr. Wyon, and meet him
again. By the way, I think I might give
a little dinner party myself one of these
days."
When she had gone, and he knew that
she was safely in her dressing room, Mr.
Wyon rang up Bruce Gideon in Mount
Street.
" I have done what you asked me to,"
he said, when Gideon's soft voice answered.
" I brought up your name in conversation
with the young lady just now."
" Yes?" asked Gideon eagerly. " Well?"
" She has not the slightest suspicion, I
assure you," Mr. Wyon went on. " If she
is avoiding you, it is not because of that.
She thoroughly believes in my business
dealings with her. She told me about your
offer to her, and gave me to understand
that she looked on it differently—more personally, I suppose. And here's a little
hint—she said that the next time you asked
her to dine she would accept, and I must
come too." Mr. Wyon laughed discreetly.
" But I will be conveniently engaged, or
indisposed."
He hung up the receiver, with his char-^
acteristic smile on his face.
Judy, full of her idea of giving a dinner
party to all her friends, sought out Chummy the next day. Clarissa was hard at
work on a big canvas for an important exhibition. She still looked well, but very
tired, and Judy was alarmed by the way
she turned to her and said:
" Judy, have you seen Alan? Do you
know if it's true that he's been ill?"
Judy's heart gave a wild leap, and then
seemed to stop still. She did not know
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what her face expressed. She did not give
it a thought. She was so smitten by the
idea that Alan was ill, perhaps alone, with
nobody to look after him.
She did not feel her friend's quiet gaze
riveted on her face. She did not know
that her secret was written on it plainly for
all men to see. Perhaps the fact that she
had already seen for herself that Chummy
knew made her less on her guard.
" Who told you?" she asked, finding her
voice.
" Bastien, last night. He had seen Mr.
Hylton—you remember him, Judy, at the
studio that night? Mr. Hylton told Bastien that Alan had been ill. I thought perhaps you would have heard."
" No—why should I ? " asked Judy, in a
more truculent tone than she had ever used
to Chummy before. " Why didn't you go
and find out?"
" Mr. Hylton told Bastien that Alan
was already better, and had gone away."
" Where to?"
" He didn't seem to know."
" I didn't know Mr. Steyne was in Eng-

land," Judy said with elaborate carelessness.
" He came back for your first night."
" How do you know?"
" Michael saw him at the stage door."
" I'm sure he didn't!" cried Judy indignantly. "If he was there, I never saw
him. Chummy, I think you're rather extraordinary! Once before you seemed to
think I might have heard from Mr. Steyne.
Why should I, an}^ more than you?"
" I thought you had been good friends."
" But you said you're still friends with
him, Chummy."
" I know—only it's a little awkward,
you see."
" I don't see!" Judy spoke almost angrily in her miser}^ " And I think you're
awfully silly not to make it up with him,"
she added, her loyalty coming to her aid
and making her voice quite steady and
even careless. " You must be out of your
mind, Chummy dear, to think that your
old painting comes before Mr. Steyne,
whom you've loved all these years. In
time you'll see I'm right!"

{To be continued in the May number of MUNSEY'S MAGAZINE)

APRIL

IN

THE

WOODLAND

As in the woodland I walk, many a strange thing I learn—
How from the dross and the drift the beautiful lost things return,
And the fires quenched in October in April reburn;
How foulness grows fair with the stem lustration of sleets and snows,
And rottenness changes back to the honeyed breath of the rose,
And how gentle the wind that seems wild to each blossom that blows;
How the lost is ever the found, and the darkness the door of the light,
And how soft the caress of the hand that to shape must not fear to smite,
And how the dim pearl of the morn is drawn from the gulf of the night;
How when the great tree falls, with its empire of rustling leaves,
The earth with a thousand hands its sunlit ruin receives,
And out of the wreck of its glory each secret artist weaves
Splendors anew, arabesques and tints on his swaying loom,
Soft as the eyes of April and black as the brows of doom,
And the fires give back in blue-eyed flowers the woodland they consume;
How, when the stream runs dry, the thunder calls on the hills.
And the clouds spout silver showers in the laps of the little rills,
And each spring brims with the morning star, and each fountain fills;
And how, when the songs seem ended, and all the music mute,
There is always somewhere a secret tune, some string of a hidden lute,
Lonely and undismayed, that has faith in the flower and the fruit.
So I learn in the woods that all things come again;
That sorrow turns to joy, and that laughter is bom of pain;
That the burning gold of June is the gray of December's rain.
John Alden Adams

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

Judas
HOW GUY MALLERY CLOSED A LONG ACCOUNT WITH A
HATED ENEMY
By William Merriam Rouse •

I

T lacked about two hours of Mallery's
great moment. Usually a man's time
comes upon him like a thief, but Mallery had prepared the climax of his own
life with an intelligence and a persistency
which few men could have equaled. After
the climax another life would begin; but
all that might follow the great hour was of
lesser importance, as had been all that
went before.
He had chosen to take Madeleine Carter
to dinner this night. Now they sat before
the fire in her living room, talking, falling
silent, watching the lazy flames, as they
bad through so many perfect evenings in
the past. This evening was to be cut
short by the business that called him, and
he sought, therefore, to taste each moment
of happiness.
Her bare arm lay along the dark tapestry of her chair, round and white and exquisitely finished by the sensitive fingers of
a musician. Light from a shaded lamp
touched and illuminated her dark brown
hair. Now and again the fire, suddenly
ambitious, outlined a profile as beautiful
as her own music.
Mallery knew the dark blue eyes that
were at present hidden, and the smiles that
lay forever half revealed within them. In
her presence he felt also a certain revelation of power—a latent power. She had
the great strength of gentleness.
Mallery was slumped down in his chair,
with the paradoxical habit of relaxation
which some nervous men have. His powerfully muscled arms strained at the seams
of his dinner jacket, and his jutting chin
was wedged into the opening of his collar.
He loved her; and he knew that she
knew it, although he had not said so in the
three years since their acquaintance had
begun. The time would be after to-night;

but, because he loved her, he felt it necessary to say something of what he was going to do. He threw his cigar into the
fire and straightened up.
" Madeleine," he said, " to-night I shall
close my account with Johnson Blair."
Her arm moved slightly; the fingers
closed. She turned her gaze from the fire
and looked at him.
" Just what do you mean by that, Guy?"
Her voice was touched by more than a
trace of anxiety. It warmed him, that
anxiety.
" I mean that I shall collect my debt.
You've never heard from me, and I doubt
whether you have from any of our acquaintances, just what he owes me."
" I should like to have you tell me," she
said quietly.
" A wife, three hundred thousand dollars, and fourteen years," replied Mallery,
as one reads off the items of an account.
" That is the tangible debt. In addition
there is suffering, which is measureless."
" I did not know it was as bad as that,"
she murmured.
" I want to tell you before I go." He
paused to glance at his watch. " I shall
begin the collection a little before eleven,
and it's after nine already. I'm going to
tell you now because to-morrow, when I
come to see you again, I want to forget
about it. You know who Blair is?"
" Yes."
" He's a predatory animal — that's the
word. Fifteen years ago I rather admired
him for it. We were friends, or I thought
we were, from our first meeting. He was
a burly conqueror, and that sort of thing.
Mrs. Mallery admired him, too, very much.
Not a week that he didn't dine with us.
That was after he'd divorced his wife. I
didn't know then that Iie'd driven her out
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