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UDITH GRANT is an artists' model in Soho, London's Bohemian quarter. She lives with
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 bitterly angry 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.
Alan has inherited a small fortune and a house in Scotland, and he and Clarissa are to be
married soon.

XIX

" You must be tired and hot; you will
catch cold," added the soft voice.
" Thank you very much. You are very
WEEK later Bruce Gideon came to
Guarvenius's house in Bloomsbury kind."
And Judy got into the car. .
' Square, and found that Judy had
The subtle flattery was telling. It had
just finished her lesson.
" I came to find you," he said, after begun with his deference to her opinion,
greeting the dancing-master. " The Rus- gone on with his certainty of her talent for
sian ballet opens to-night, and I have a dancing, and culminated, perhaps, in the
box. I thought you would like to come." moment when she learned that the quiet
"How gorgeous! How kind you are!" young man who had played for her at his
flat was the world's foremost pianist. Now
she replied impulsively.
" That's settled, then." He followed her it had become an established fact in her
out into the street. His big car was wait- mind that all Gideon was interested in was
ing there. " Where are you going?" he her career.
She reached home about half past six,
asked her.
and found Chummy waiting for her in some
" To Mr. Stornaway's."
Stornaway had suddenly asked for her excitement.
" Oh, Judy, how late you are! Do hurry
services again. She liked sitting to him
better than to any one else, except Max up and dress. Alan has seats for Covent
Dickbread, of whom she was really very Garden—the first night of the Russian balfond, for all his rudeness and his exacting let—stalls! He's taking us out to dinner
first—a real nice dinner at the Malaya!"
ways.
Judy shook her head.
" Let me drive you," Gideon said.
" Sorry, darling; I'm booked."
For the first time she hesitated.

A

' Cotsright. 1921, by Coralie Stantan and Heath Hosken—This stoni leean in the January
MuHSBY's M A G A Z I N E

274

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

number af

JUDITH OF BOHEMIA
Chummy's face fell.
" Oh, Judy, it can't be anything so important as the Russian ballet!"
" It is the Russian ballet, pet. I'm going with Mr. Gideon."
" Oh, how unfortunate! Alan will be
disappointed. Are you dining anywhere?"
" No. Mr. Gideon is calling for me
here at eight o'clock."
" Then come to dinner at least, Judy. I
suppose you couldn't put Mr. Gideon off?"
" Certainly not," said Judy. " You
wouldn't have me be rude to a man who's
been so awfully decent to me?"
" No, of course not," said the other girl
a little anxiously. " But, Judy, do, do
come to dinner!"
Judy could hardly refuse. She dressed
quickly, and when Alan came to fetch them
she was ready. She had managed to buy
herself a new dress of a rich red gold, with
a hint of bronze in it. It matched her hair
and subdued the paint on her face—such a
wonderfully eager little face!
All the way to the restaurant she was
silent, huddled up in a corner of the cab,
Steyne, with his eyes always on her face,
talked gaily to Chummy, guessing that
Judy was tired.
The dinner at the Malaya was rather a
silent affair. Chummy had explained to
Steyne that Judy had already accepted an
invitation from Bruce Gideon. Alan made
no comment.
It was very early, and the vast, whitewalled restaurant, with its delicate color
scheme of old rose and gold, was almost
empty. It was the latest thing in eatingplaces, and none of their friends, except
Alan, would dream of entering its portals
unless he meant to go hungry for the rest
of the week.
There was a slight restraint upon them.
Judy and Alan had not met since the day
when he had ventured his ill-timed warning. Chummy was frankly disappointed,
and already looked upon the evening as a
failure, because it had been planned to give
Judy pleasure.
Neither of the girls wanted to eat. Steyne
was hungry, having been for a tramp in the
country after several days of unsuccessful
effort at the art school. His appetite was
almost the only topic of conversation. Judy
joked about it, and Chummy gently encouraged him to eat. Over the coffee they
grew more gay, and Judy forgot the time.
She started up at a quarter to eight.
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" My, I shall be late! I must get back!"
Steyne rose, too, and bent and whispered
sometiiing to Chummy.
"Yes, that's a splendid idea!" she exclaimed. " Why didn't we think of it before? I'll stay here for a minute or two,
Alan, and then I'll walk over to Covent
Garden. It's only a few steps. It's not
worth while my coming all the way back."
Steyne assented and paid the bill. Then
he followed Judy out of the restaurant.
" I'll drive you back, if I may," he said.
" I'm going back to see if Clara Jenks is
at home and would like to see the show.
It's a pity to waste our third seat."
" Oh, she'll love it!" Judy cried. " I do
hope she's there!"
In the cab they hardly spoke. Judy felt
a little frozen by Alan's attitude. His
voice was the essence of polite friendliness.
She concluded that she had offended him
beyond pardon the other day. Indeed, she
had been very rude and flippant; but then
he shouldn't have interfered with her.
He asked her how she was getting on,
and she said very well. She asked him
what he was painting, and he told her he
had again come to the conclusion that he
couldn't paint at all. He was thinking of
giving it up and going in for farming.
Judy said she was looking forward to
the fancy dress ball at the Lemon Grove on
Shrove Tuesday—that was ten days from
that very day. It was to be a real artists'
and models' ball, like the famous Julian's
ball in Paris. What was he going to wear?
He didn't know. What was she going to
wear?
Oh, she wasn't sure, but a Columbine
was the cheapest, she thought. She had
quite decided that Chummy ought to go as
Diana. That was what everybody who
knew her likened her to. Chummy thought
the costume too scanty, but Judy was trying to persuade her.
She saw Alan frown slightly, and she rejoiced bitterly, thinking she had shocked
him. The more she could shock him the
better for everybody.
Gideon's big car was at the door in Willborough Avenue. The outer door was still
open, and he was standing just inside,
smoking a cigar. There was no help for it.
Judy had to introduce the two men, with
a brief explanation. Then she turned to
Alan.
" If you like, I'll run up and find out
about Clara. I could tell her to get dressed
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as quick as she can, and I could help her,
too."
Before he could demur she was gone.
Gideon turned to Alan with a smile, and
offered him a cigar, which the young man
declined on the plea that he was going over
to the theater as soon as Miss Jenks came
down.
" You may as well dismiss your taxi,
then," suggested Gideon. " We'll all go
together."
Again Steyne declined with cool politeness. Miss Jenks might'not be ready immediately, and he knew Miss Grant did
not want to lose a moment of the ballet.
" You're engaged to Miss Morley, aren't
you?" was Gideon's next question. He
adopted a slightly patronizing air, with
which mingled a smothered hostility that
must have been instinctive. " You were
away when I met Miss Morley again the
other day. She didn't remember the previous occasion at all. She has made a remarkable recovery. You must think yourself very lucky, Mr. Steyne. What a lovely creature she is!"
" I did not know you had met Miss Morley before, Mr. Gideon," Alan replied with
great formality.
" Oh, yes—^at your little cafe. I was
there with Stornaway one night, and he introduced me. Miss Morley was not very
complimentary to me. She said I was ugly,
and called me ' Punch.' "
He laughed, not entirely without malice.
It pleased him to reveal Clarissa to her betrothed husband in such an unmannerly
light. He disliked this young man, and
resented his reappearance. The Morley
girl was Judy's best friend and house companion, and who knew what bad influence
they might not have on her? By " bad "
influence Gideon meant, of course, an influence detrimental to his own plans.
Steyne looked at him with obvious
frigidity.
" I trust you forgave Miss Morley for
her rudeness, Mr. Gideon," he said. " Perhaps you did not know at the time that she
was not responsible for what she said."
" Of course, I thought nothing of it,"
replied the rich man, chuckling. " I was
vastly amused. It's only too true. I know
I'm no Apollo. I admired Miss Morley immensely, and was fascinated by her romantic story. You must allow me to say
how glad I am that it is to have a happy
ending."

" Thank you very much," replied the
young man, with an inward groan.
Just then Judy ran down to say that
Clara was overcome with joy and would
be down directly. The chauffeur opened
the door of Gideon's car. Judy gave Alan
a smile and disappeared into the luxurious
interior. For a moment he saw her bright
hair and vivid lips against dark cushions.
Gideon followed her, with a slightly effusive farewell.
As Alan stood and watched the car slide
away, a deadly hatred of Bruce Gideon and
a conviction of the man's evil purpose were
bom in his heart.
In the vestibule of the opera-house, after
the performance, Steyne saw Judy again.
She looked half wild with excitement; her
eyes had the amethyst sparkle in them that
meant extreme elation. Alan had seen her
look like that before, when she had sat in
a box at a music-hall with him, and they
had seemed to be the only people in the
world.
He knew that she would not be responsible for what she did in that mood. The
wonderful dancing had gone to her head.
She was living, for the time, in another
world. He registered a vow that she should
not leave the opera-house alone with Bruce
Gideon.
In the crowd he became separated a little from Chummy and Clara Jenks. He
looked back and told Clarissa, by a series
of signs, that he saw Judy and vms going
to fetch her, so that they might all go to
the Cafe Turc together. Chummy nodded
assent.
When he did find Judy, she was alone.
She seemed to be waiting. Most of the
crowd had passed on.
" Come along, will you, to the cafe?" he
asked her. He did not know how harsh
and dictatorial his voice was. The look of
her filled him with despair. " Clara and
Chummy are at the door."
"Oh, thank you," she said, " b u t I am
waiting for Mr. Gideon."
" Where is he?"
" Talking to his sister, Mme. de Toros."
" Why are you not talking to her, too?"
" I don't know her."
Steyne's look burned into her brain. Her
pride became a sort of fury.
" And I won't come to the cafe, thanks!"
" Yes, you will," said Alan. " Clarissa
wants you to."
" Another time, then, thanks." Judy's
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voice was contemptuous. " I am waiting
for Mr. Gideon."
"Judy, you'll come with us, please!"
He looked round and saw the rich man's
bulky form coming toward them. Gideon
was smiling. The gross lines of his face and
the pin-points of his cruel little eyes made
the young man feel sick. " You'll come
with us, Judy," he said again in a hoarse
whisper, and his mouth set itself into a line
of inflexible determination.
Judy turned her head slightly and smiled
at Gideon, who reached her side, his smile
turning to a frown as he saw her companion.
" Miss Grant is coming with us," said
Steyne, quietly belligerent. " We have arranged a little gathering for her."
Judy laughed nervously, and, almost
against her will, walked beside the young
man toward the door. Gideon followed,
his bull neck and large ears very red, his
face livid with rage.
" I am under the impression that Miss
Grant is coming to have a little supper with
me," he said.
" I think not," Alan replied.
They had reached Chummy and Clara
Jenks, who looked at them in surprise.
Chummy, a moment later, shrank back as
she became aware of the passions let loose.
That lirst, original quarrel of manhood hurt
her—the quarrel of two men about a woman. Of course, she did not understand it.
She simply saw that Alan was put out, and
that Gideon had an ugly look on his face.
Judy, always apt to lose her head under
excitement, was laughing uncontrollably.
" Oh, what a fuss!" she managed to say
between two almost hysterical attacks.
" Come, Clarissa!" said Alan sternly.
His face indicated what he expected her
to do. Still at sea, she linked her arm in
her friend's.
" Come along, Judy dear! We're going
to the cafe."
" No, really!" laughed Judy. " Oh, you
do make such a fuss about things! I'm going out to supper with Mr. Gideon. He
asked me long ago."
" Perhaps Miss Grant might be allowed
to decide for herself," suggested Gideon
with elephantine sarcasm.
" I'm going with Mr. Gideon," Judy
said.
She was near to tears now—tears of furious indignation at being treated " like a
kid," as she would have said.
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" You are coming with us," Steyne said.
He also was beside himself, but white as
a ghost and quiet as a deep stream. Judy
stamped her foot.
" I'm not, then! I'm not!"
That finished it. The two men measured
glances, and the younger knew himself
beaten.
Judy and Gideon went out to his waiting
car. Clarissa, crimson with shame, hurried
out into the portico. Clara Jenks, secretly
highly amused, waddled after her.
Clara was in wonderful spirits that night.
She had just secured her first really promising engagement on the stage, to play in a
duologue with a famous comedian at a
London music-hall. Her part was that of
a drunken but good-hearted landlady, and
she was going to revel in it.
Personally quick as lightning in her powers of observation, Clara had taken in a
good deal more of the meaning of the sharp
little scene than Chummy. She sided with
Judy, and thought Mr. Steyne had been
quite ridiculously overbearing. As if Judy
didn't know her way about! If she wanted
a good supper and a ride in a comfortable
motor-car, who was to blame her?
Chummy and Alan were just a little way
ahead.
" Oh, Alan, was it necessary to be quite
so cross with poor Judy?" the girl asked.
" You thought I was wrong, Clarissa?"
" It made me feel uncomfortable. After
all, Judy can take care of herself, and Mr.
Gideon had asked her first."
" He's not a fit man for her to be with,"
said Alan curtly. ' " I don't want to talk
to you about it, but it is a fact. I wish
you would do everything you can to prevent her going about with him."
His tone was so earnest that Clarissa was
impressed. Her loving heart leaped in revolt at the hint of any unpleasantness coming near little Judy.
" I will, of course," she said; " but I
don't think you need be afraid."
" That's because, like all girls, you thinK
this man must be all right if he's rich!"
Alan spoke with almost vicious irritation. Chummy was so taken aback that
she said nothing, but looked behind and
stopped a moment for Clara Jenks to catch
up with them.
All three boarded a bus and made their
way to the Cafe Turc.
_ Dan's light, gay voice was not heard that
night, singing the favorite Italian songs.
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The general himself served his guests, with
the assistance of a small boy he had borrowed from a neighboring establishment.
Dan had gone to Italy, he informed his
customers, to bring back the body of his
mother. Where he got the necessary
amount of money was a mystery that he
had refused to divulge.
Everybody missed Dan. As the general
said, without him and Miss Jude-e-e he
might as well put up his shutters.
Steyne could not disguise the fact that
he was on wires. Bastien Dumont came
and joined them. In the absence of Judy,
the young man made himself agreeable to
Clara—too agreeable, it is to be feared,
for her snub face lit up, her lips smiled
without the usual twist, and her round,
gray-blue eyes rested on his handsome features without being able to disguise their
admiration.
Poor Clara, it was a hopeless business!
Alan had not a thought for her, except of
camaraderie. It goes hard with a born
woman comedian when she falls in love.
Clara was made to keep people in fits of
delicious laughter, and in some way or
other every living creature, man and woman, managed to make her aware of this.
When they broke up that night, her heart
felt very light. She walked home arm-inarm with Bastien. At their door he pressed
her hand. It had not occurred to her that
Judy was not there. In fact, Judy had
quite vanished from her mind.
Chummy had not forgotten her friend,
however. She was tired, but she did not
go to sleep until she heard Judy come up
to her room. Judy was singing a little song
under her breath. She must have had a
good time, then.
It was well after midnight when Gideon's
big car glided away from their door.
Neither Chummy nor Judy was aware
that Alan Steyne had patrolled the street
until he saw Judy drive up in safety, shake
hands gaily with Gideon, enter the house,
and run up the stairs.

XX
IT was more than a fortnight later, and
spring had suddenly burst upon the earth
in a great flood of color and scent.
Judy had lived in a kind of whirl since
her first visit to the Russian ballet. There
had been many hours of solid hard work—
a " regular grind," she called it; but her
whole heart was in it, and it came easily

to her. Then there had been a great deal
of gaiety, part of it organized by her artist
friends of the cafe, but more by Gideon.
She could not have counted how many
times she had seen " Mr. Punch " during
that fortnight. She had ceased to count
them. She had drifted—that was how it
was. Luxury was having its inevitable effect on her. Motor-cars and good food and
plays and ballets and music—she was beginning to think that these things were life.
She had seen very little of Chummy, who
was also hard at work. Steyne had gone
up to Scotland again for a week or two.
He had been present at the Shrove Tuesday
artists' ball at the Lemon Grove, but at the
last moment Chummy had decided not to
go there.
It had been a riotous night. Judy had
vetoed Gideon's presence with a peremptoriness that he had not combated. He
didn't dance, and he would spoil her fun,
she told him; so he had not seen the
feather-light black Columbine, with silver
leaves round her head, and all the world's
laughter in her pansy eyes and on her crimson lips. It was well that he did not see
her, for even the friend who had known her
for years found her bewildering, and more,
on that lantern-lit night.
Bastien Dumont, when it was over and
he walked home, contemplated suicide
under the cold, unfriendly stars.
Judy believed that M. Guarvenius was
pleased with her. Not that he said much,
but every now and then she saw a gleam
come into his eyes, and he would call her
" my bird " in Polish. She could not pronounce it, but he had told her what it
meant. He never called her that unless
she did something well.
She deliberately refused to think of Alan
Steyne. That was one reason why she saw
so much of Bruce Gideon. She encouraged
the rich man's attentions because she felt
that she must persuade Steyne that his part
in Ufe was to marry Chummy and make
her happy.
She still had the sense of being flattered,
and could not help having it. She was deferred to, consulted, placed on a pedestal of
taste and knowledge, in a way that might
easily have made her supremely ridiculous,
had it been managed less subtly. For she
had no knowledge and very doubtful taste,
particularly in matters of art.
She continued to see Gideon surrounded
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by people who deferred to him. She saw
him with his cross-grained mouth set in a
tight Hne, and all the world oilering gifts
to propitiate him. There were two or three
men he now and then allowed to have meals
with him when Judy was present, and they
always seemed to be trying to cajole him
into a good temper.
And yet, to her, no one could have been,
figuratively speaking, more consistently on
his knees.
Never once had he treated her in any
way differently from the women of his own
world. She was quite sure of that. He had
never attempted to make love to her. He
dwelt constantly on the all-absorbing theme
of her career.
One afternoon, when Judy arrived at
Vincent Stornaway's, she was shown into
the studio, and the servant informed her
that his master had a visitor with him. He
did not say who it was.
Stornaway had one possession that Judy
coveted more than anything in the world.
It was the skin of a very large polar bear,
which lay on the studio floor, in front of
the open fireplace where, summer and winter, wood burned on the beautiful old
pierced steel fire-dogs.
Judy simply loved it. It meant all
beauty and all luxury to her. She had
made up her mind that if she ever became
a great dancer, the first thing she would
buy would be a counterpart of it. She
loved to kneel down on it and to bury her
little hands in its snowy fur. She loved its
silky softness and the resilience with which
it started away from her touch.
She sank down on it now in the uttermost content, laying her bright head for a
second on the squat, stuffed head of the
animal. She looked like a child as she lay
there.
The studio was rather dark on this particular afternoon, some of the curtains
having been drawn over the big skylights.
Outside the sun shone brilliantly. Just at
the back of a couch by the hearth was a
tall, many-folded screen of old Spanish
leather, which entirely shut off that part
of the enormous room.
Judy heard voices presently—first a murmur from the adjoining room; then they
came nearer, and she recognized Bruce Gideon's soft tones mingling with Stornaway's.
So he was the artist's guest! That probably meant that he had lunched here. He
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would go now, and Stornaway would settle
down to several hours' work. She sighed,
for she was very tired, and she had rather
hoped for a short sitting.
It must be admitted that she was beginning to feel the irksome necessity of earning her scanty livelihood as an adjunct to
the hard work of her dancing-lessons and
practise. Sometimes she was so tired that
she almost lost consciousness of what was
going on around her; and when she awoke
in the morning she would not even remember how she got home the evening before.
Stornaway and his guest came into the
room, but they stopped behind the screen.
Judy gathered that the artist was showing
Gideon a piece of his work. All the canvases were at the other end of the studio.
She was just going to call out to them
when her own name fell on her ears.
" Here is the sketch of Judy, Gideon—•
the one you asked me to do. I could elaborate it, if you like it."
The ever-ready laughter rippled on
Judy's lips. She was going to hear what
Mr. Punch thought of her picture.
She herself thought it perfectly hideous;
but Stornaway told her it was the best
thing he had ever done. It was a dancing
attitude he had chosen—that is, she was
standing with one arm poised on her hip,
leaning a little forward on her toes. She
was supposed to be thinking of the dance
that she was about to begin. Stornaway had
told her he was doing it for his own pleasure. He had said nothing about Gideon
asking him to do it.
Again, what could she feel but flattered?
" I t ' s splendid!" Gideon's voice said.
" It's a great thing, old chap. Don't you
think so?"
" Yes, I rather like it," admitted the
artist modestly. " You see, every muscle
is taut, ready to spring into action."
"Wonderful!" said Gideon. "Wonderful! What a figure she has!"
Judy snickered behind the screen.
" You're very much gone on her, aren't
you, Gideon?" the artist asked.
Gideon laughed, somewhat roughly for
him.
" She's not the kind to give a man much
peace," Stornaway went on.
His tone was not offensive at all, and yet
Judy stiffened.
"You're right there," Mr. Punch said,
with an inflection that made Judy stiffen
still more.
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" Is it—serious?" was the artist's next
question.
" Damnably," said Gideon.
To Judy it suddenly became intolerable
that they were discussing her like this—
discussing Gideon's feelings for her in this
cold-blooded way. If Gideon was fond of
her, what was there to prevent him from
being so? They spoke as if it were an impossible thing—something to jest and laugh
about. Odious creatures, both of them!
" A thousand pities "—Stornaway's voice
sounded exceptionally clear—" a thousand
pities, Gideon, that she isn't the sort of girl
one could marry."
Gideon's laugh was a little broken this
time. What he answered seemed to v/rite
itself with a sharp, fiery pencil on the listening girl's brain.
" That's putting it rather strongly, my
dear fellow. Marriage—well, it never did
appeal to me, you know; but you're right,
of course. If one did marry, it wouldn't
be a little Judy Grant!"
Judy sprang to her feet. At the same
moment the artist said carelessly;
" By the way, I was expecting her this
afternoon. She hasn't come yet. Come
back to my den and smoke another cigar."
The voices grew more distant. The two
men had left the studio.
Judy knew the arrangement of the house.
Next to the studio was an anteroom, the
door of which was always open, and beyond that was the artist's sanctum—a
large, untidy apartment, with all sorts of
odd bits of furniture, masses of photographs, and souvenirs of boyhood and early
travel. It had nothing of the ordered
beauty of the rest of the house.
Stornaway had married, within the last
year or two, a woman of wealth and position, no longer young. She never came into
his studio, and appeared to take no part in
his artistic life. One sometimes saw her
name mentioned in the papers as attending
this or that function, but Judy had never
set eyes on her.
The girl stood there, drawing deep
breaths, so violent that they shook her slender frame.
" Not the sort of girl one could marry!
If one did marry, it wouldn't be a little
Judy Grant!"
Wouldn't it?
So that was what he thought of her—
this horrible, ugly, loathsome man! She
wasn't the kind of girl he would marry.

Oh, dear, no! He would only be slimily,
disgustingly amiable and deferential and
friendly, and try to cheat her and throw
dust in her eyes, and trick her into believing he had the greatest respect in the world
for her—that was all!
Men were all ahke. Didn't she know
•the world? But she had very nearly allowed herself to be fooled!
There was no time to stay there and rage
inwardly against Bruce- Gideon. They
might come back at any moment. She was
•not going to be found there.
She slipped across the studio and out into
the corridor that led to the central hall.
When she came upon a servant, it was not
the one who had admitted her.
" Will you please tell Mr. Stornaway,"
she said, " that I came to tell him I couldn't
sit to him to-day? I'm his model. They
said there was some one with him, so I
waited a minute, but as there's no sign of
him I've come away. Just say that Miss
Grant called to say that she was much too
tired to sit to-day. He'll understand.
Thanks so much!"
And before the servant could answer she
was running down the stairs and had
reached the front door.
The maid went to find Stornaway and
delivered the message. She found him with
Bruce Gideon in his den. Both men assumed that Judy had just come to the front
door and left the message. They made no
comment, and shortly afterward Gideon
took his leave.
Judy, meanwhile, walked as fast ats her
legs could carry her. She was deaf and
bhnd with fury. She did not see where
she was going, and it was a miracle that she
was not run over.
" Not the sort of girl one could marry!
It wouldn't be little Judy Grant!"
The words rang in her ears like clashing
bells. They roused the devil in her. She
could gladly have killed both Gideon and
Stornaway if she had been strong enough.
So that was what Mr. Punch thought of
her! All this time he had been scheming
to make her believe that he was decent—
trying to deceive her. Then, when she was
thoroughly blinded, when the time came,
then, no doubt—
She ground her little teeth as she rushed
headlong through the park.
She found herself in Oxford Street presently, and remembered that she wanted a
new pair of stockings for her dancing prac-
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tise. She was always wearing holes in her
stockings, and they hurt her when they
were too much darned. She was such a
bad darner, and Chummy, who would have
loved to do it for her, was worse.
She went into a shop and bought a pair
at random. She was fiercely glad, inside
her violent little being, that she owed nothing to Bruce Gideon—not a thing beyond
the introduction to Guarvenius, except a
few meals and motor trips. She need never
eat at the same table with him or go to a
theater with him again. When she wanted
to see dancing, she could save up, as she
used to do, and go and stand up in the gallery, or let one of the boys treat her, if he
could afford it.
Never again! Never again should that
odious man be allowed to do a kindness to
one of her friends, even, as he had done to
Dan.
XXI
JUDY ran up the stairs and flung herself
into Chummy's room. She did not expect
to find Chummy there, but they shared the
little writing-table, and she wanted to write
a note to Bruce Gideon. She had just remembered that she had promised to lunch
with him on the following day.
Never again!
Chummy had done wonders to her room,
and it was quite presentable now. The
screen around the bed and toilet-table had
been recovered. There were some cheap
rugs on the floor. Her aunt. Miss Morley,
had given her an old chest, a little writing
bureau, and a tall, old-fashioned mirror.
Out of her small allowance she had bought
two wicker chairs, cushions for them, and
a jar or two of pottery for flowers. She
had the artist's capacity for imparting
beauty to the simplest things; and the sun
came into the room in the afternoon.
It was about five o'clock when Judy got
back. She must have been later than she
thought at Stornaway's. Her dancing practise had been very trying that morning.
She had had practically no lunch, and she
felt ready to drop. Her five senses seemed
to have failed her, so that she was almost
up to the writing-table near the window before she realized that the room was not
empty.
Alan Steyne was standing in the window,
with his back to her, reading a newspaper.
He turned, hearing her, and she gave a little cry.
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" I thought you were in Scotland!"
" I came back this morning, sooner than
I expected. I was just going to leave a
note for Clarissa, asking her to dine. I've
been with the lawyers most of the time.
I'm letting my place."
"Letting i t ! "
" Yes—some people are very keen on it
for the fishing, and the shooting later on.
They're paying a big rent. I've let it for
six months. It seems silly to leave it
empty."
" But when you're married!"
" Clarissa wants to go abroad," he said.
" So do I." He was gazing at her earnestly. " Judy, you look tired to death!"
" I am a bit fagged," she said, and
dropped into a chair.
The mention of his marriage had started
that mad fury in her brain again. Chummy was a girl good enough to marry—
Chummy was not a girl of no account, like
little Judy Grant! She burst into a tempest of tears, wailing and rocking herself
to and fro.
" J u d y ! " cried Steyne. "What's the
matter?
Don't do that! Oh, please
don't!"
But she went on sobbing.
" Judy, I can't bear it! Is it only that
you're overtired, or is there something
else?"
She burst into a string of inarticulate
sentences, her voice muffled in her hands.
Alan came nearer, but could only make out
the words, repeated over and over again:
" Horrible world! Horrible world!"
His heart stood still for a moment. Then
he dropped on his knees beside her and
took her in his strong arms.
" Judy, little Judy, tell me all about it!"
His voice was as tender as a woman's.
" Nothing to tell," she blubbered. " I
hate everybody!"
"Oh, no, Judy — you don't hate me!
Sweetest, dearest girl, let me tell you what
it is! You're killing yourself with all this
work, and with trying to pretend you're
gay, and having a good time, and all that.
Judy, do stop crying, or you'll break my
heart! I know what it is—you love me
and I love you. I love you, God knows,
more than I can ever say. We're trying to
live an impossible life, and that's why you
say it's a horrible world. It isn't a horrible world; it ought to be a perfectly beautiful world. Oh, Judy, do give up this foolish, idiotic, utterly impossible hfe!"
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The crisis passed. Judy's sobs grew less
and less violent. Pushing Alan away from
her, she got up and went to the tall, walnut-framed mirror that hung between the
two windows. Taking out her powderpuff, she began to wipe away the tearmarks that had made havoc of her face.
She laughed hysterically.
" I'm ail stripes! What a sight! I'm a
fool—that's what I am!"
" No, Judy—you are the real Judy when
you cry and show that you are unhappy,"
said Alan passionately. His eyes dwelt
hungrily on her droll, garish little face.
" You are only a sham when you pretend
you are having a good time."
" I don't pretend!" she exclaimed. " I
work hard, let me tell you. That's why I
broke down just now. I'm dog-tired."
" Judy, don't you at least owe me the
truth?"
" It is the truth."
" No, it isn't. The truth is that I love
you and you love me."
" I don't!"
" Yes, you do. You ought to let me tell
Clarissa that I only care for her as a friend,
and that you and I love each other and
want to get married. You know as well as
I do that she'd much rather know; and
then it would be a beautiful world."
Judy had been fighting for self-possession while he was speaking. Now she
stood, carefully using the powder-puff, her
face somewhat repaired, her features composed. Only in the pansy eyes still lingered the mistiness of those heart-broken
tears.
" Now, listen, sonny," she said, in a
voice that was intended to be very matterof-fact. " We'll never talk about this
again. I'm not leading an idiotic and impossible life. I'm working very hard. I'm
trying to be a dancer, and I'm told I have
a good chance. I was silly to cry, but I'm
tired, and I've been walking fast, and
it's beastly hot. But this is what I want
to say—once and for all. If you were to
tell Chummy everything, and she were to
beg me on her knees to marry you—that's
what she'd do, bless her heart—I wouldn't
—I wouldn't — I wouldn't! You can't
make me see that black's white. I know
that Chummy loves you, and I've made up
my mind that Chummy's going to be happy, and—goodness me, haven't we said all
this before a hundred times?"
But Alan's eager, ardent eyes were look-

ing into hers. He came and held her
hands, and his voice thrilled her through
and through. He seemed to feel that if he
fought it out to-day he would win.
" Judy, darling Judy, you're all wrong!
Clarissa can never be happy with me. How
could she? I don't love her—not like that.
She's the dearest, best girl in the world,
and I can't say how I admire her. I'd do
anything to make up to her for those lost
years; but it's not right, it's not fair, to
marry her. It's cheating her—can't you
see that?"
" Rubbish!" cried Judy. " Are you such
a rotten actor as all that?"
That seemed to madden him. He caught
her in his arms, crushed her close, and
kissed her with wild and desperate passion.
" You want to drive me mad!" he murmured. " I won't let you! I've got you,
and I'll keep you in spite of yourself!"
Judy fought her way out of his arms.
Her limbs failed her, and she clung to a
chair, trembling. She was white to the
lips, but her eyes were full of a starry
shine. Heaven knew it was no good pretending that she didn't love him — after
that!
Suddenly she listened, open-mouthed,
and then turned to Steyne a face tragically
alert.
" I t ' s Chummy!" she whispered.
"I
hear her on the stairs. For Heaven's sake,
don't look like that!"
In another moment the door opened and
Clarissa came in. She looked full of energy
and life. There was amazing vitality in
her face, in spite of its pale coloring. She
flushed with gladness at the sight of Alan.
He explained rather hurriedly about having let his house in Scotland, and asked her
to dine with him at Ginori's. She accepted
happily, and turned to Judy.
" Judy must come, too, Alan—on your
first night back!"
" Sorry, angel," said Judy very decidedly. " I've a rotten headache. Mr. Steyne
was just lecturing me for working too hard.
Cheek, I call it!"
Alan, whose nerves were all on edge, only
wanted to get away. He was sure that
Clarissa had noticed nothing. Judy was
superb, and he supposed he had played up
to her.
As a matter of fact, Clarissa had sensed
something unusual. When Steyne had gone
she looked anxiously at her friend.
" Judy, did Alan offend you? I do hope
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not. You look—I don't know—unhappy.
I'm afraid you may think that he's interfering. I happen to know that he thinks
it unwise for you to go about so much with
Mr. Gideon, and perhaps he was talking
about that. You see, dear, men do know
the world better than—"
" Oh, Chummy, I'm sick to death of
hearing that!" Judy interrupted rather
wildly. " I don't care if they do. I can
mind my own business, and I say let them
mind theirs. I hate Mr. Gideon and the
whole lot of them!"
With that she flung herself out of the
room.
Chummy was decidedly wistful and preoccupied that evening. Steyne was in an
agony lest she should suspect what had
really passed between himself and Judy.
He would have told her, if Judy had allowed him. That would have been fair
and honorable, and he was sure it would
have been for her happiness, as well as
theirs; but the thought that she might find
out was hateful. It galled him beyond
bearing. It would make him seem low and
mean, like being discovered in an intrigue,
and by this splendid girl with her noble
nature and her faithful heart.
But he need not have feared, for Chummy had not made the discovery he dreaded.
She merely saw that Judy was unhappy
about something or other. She jumped at
a conclusion, not altogether erroneous,
which she imparted to Alan.
" I believe Judy has quarreled with Mr.
Gideon. This evening she said she hated
him."
This, at least, was good news.
As the meal proceeded they both tried
to cheer up. Afterward, at the Cafe Turc,
Bastien Dumont joined them and made
things easier.
There happened to come in that night a
man who had been in the South Seas for
some years. He had left England just before Steyne, and they had been great
friends. He had given up painting, and
had become one of the foremost novelists
of the day.
As was usual in that unconventional
crowd, there was a great deal of moving
about from table to table, and Chummy
and Bastien found themselves alone at
theirs for a few moments. Steyne had been
drawn into a heated argument at the big
table opposite, where the eager faces of the
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disputants were all but blotted out by the
clouds of smoke.
Chummy suddenly asked the young artist a question.
" Bastien, I wonder why I should remember you best of them all during all
these years! You have always seemed a
real person to me."
Dumont did not think the subject a safe
one, so he brushed the question aside; but
in doing so he made an unfortunate admission.
" My dear girl, you can't account for
these things. When you come to think of
it, why didn't you know Alan when he first
came back?"
The moment he had spoken, Dumont
realized his mistake. Clarissa stared at
him with large, uncomprehending eyes.
" Didn't know Alan, Bastien! Of course
I knew him!"
He tried to cover his tracks.
" Yes, of course. I didn't mean—"
But he was not dealing with an average
intelligence. The girl saw clearly that he
was trying to get out of what he had said.
" You said when he first came back, Bastien." She spoke kindly and gently, and
as if it were a very ordinary matter.
" Please tell me what you mean."
" Nothing, my dear girl—^nothing."
Dumont was not versed in diplomacy.
" Bastien," Clarissa went on, " you must
have meant something. You were talking
about my condition. You said I didn't
know Alan when he first came back."
" Oh, ask Alan himself," pleaded poor
Dumont.
Chummy shook her fair head.
" No, Bastien — he would hate it. It
would be painful to him. We try to forget
all that—^he and I. And I must know.
Think, Bastien, how it would affect you if
you thought you had behaved in some
strange way that you don't remember!
Please tell me the truth."
He was caught, and could not wriggle
out. He told her about that first meeting,
when she had not recognized Alan when he
was brought up to her room. He sketched
the whole episode in very light colors; but
her swift questions brought out the reluctant admission that she had several times
dined and gone to the play with Alan before the day on which she had first understood that he had come back.
She took it very naturally, smiling, and
looking across to the table where Alan sat
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in a cloud of smoke. His delightful voice
rang out, a little raised in argument. He
was evidently getting the better of his adversary, who was growing excited and almost incoherent.
"How very curious!" she said to Bastien. " Of course you can see Alan
wouldn't like to speak of it—or Judy,
either. Thanks for telling me, Bastien. I
shall never mention it; but I had to know.
The brain can play pranks, can't it? Fancy
my being with Alan and not knowing him!"
Chummy's manner entirely deceived the
young artist. He thought she took it as a
matter of course, whereas in reality she was
trembling with a great fear and a great
horror.
She had been with her beloved in the
flesh, and she had not known him! She
had talked with him, grasped his hand,
eaten at the same table, looked into his
eyes—and not known him! She had regarded him as a new friend'—a very pleasant one, Bastien had suggested; but her
heart had not beaten out the glad news to
her that it was Alan—that he had come
back!
It gave her a new outlook and a new insight. She realized that she had been out
of her senses. All else might have seemed
dim and nebulous, but that she should not
have known Alan! Loss of memory, they
had called it—loss of memory; but it must
be something more, something much more,
worse, dangerous! Who knew that it might
not happen again?
Very soon afterward Alan came over,
laughing good-temperedly over his wordy
victory. They went out. Chummy answered Bastien's nervous hand-grip with a
cordial clasp; and her smile quite reassured
him that he had done no harm.
XXII
JUDY and Clara Jenks came out of Guarvenius's house in Bloomsbury Square together. It was a very hot afternoon. Summer had suddenly descended on the land.
The asphalt streets were soft, the reek of
petrol was nauseous, and every city sound
was intensified a hundredfold; and yet it
was only the beginning of spring.
Judy had been taking a lesson, and at
the end of it she had been asked by her
master to dance before another class. It
had been a bounding, leaping, wildly exciting bacchante dance to some intricate
modern French music.

Clara Jenks was there because Guarvenius had been kind enough, through Judy,
to make her free of his big rooms for practice. Her part in the music-hall duologue
required some acrobatic and gymnastic
dancing, and she had evolved some screamingly funny steps out of her comic soul.
" Clara, you'll bring the house down!"
said Judy, as they passed out into the glare
of the sun.
" And you, Judy, you'll simply set the
town on fire!" replied Clara.
She' was almost a transformed being,
these days. Prosperity spoils small-natured
folk, but it makes big-natured ones bigger
still. Clara was blossoming. Her blunt
face, humorous eyes, and mouse-brown hair
would never be beautiful, but she was not
nearly so plain as she had been a few weeks
ago. The fun of the world radiated from
her; and Bastien, of late, had been so sympathetic, and had entered so fully into her
amazing luck.
As they turned into one of the big
squares, the traffic debouching into Oxford
Street held up a large limousine in which
sat a man and a woman. The man was
handsome, well past his youth, with lines
in his bronzed face that told of hard living.
He had a grizzled mustache and dark hain
He was leaning toward the woman, gazing
at her with absorbed interest, talking animatedly, obviously finding in her the one
thing that mattered to him in life.
His companion was quite young. She
had yellow-brown hair that grew round her
pale face in rather fantastic curls. Her
eyes were vivid turquoise blue. Judy's
chief impression of her was that she was
bored, and that she looked cool on this sultry day, swathed in transparent black, with
a large lace hat, and that she wore a long
string of pearls of fabulous size.
"That's Gertie Clarendon that was,"
said Clara excitedly. " Do you remember
her at the Victorian? She was only in the
chorus."
"Poof! How cool she looked!" sighed
Judy. " Yes, I remember her name."
" She is Lady Everglade now," Clara
went on. " That's her husband with her."
" He looks a swell."
" No end of a swell! Don't you remember the wedding? He's an earl. They said
he divorced his first wife to marry her."
"Lord! He must have been keen! And
she only a chorus-girl!"
" Yes, a girl like you and me—no bet-
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ter," said Clara stoutly. " Not an ounce
of cleverness in her. I mean, you and I
could both give her fits. And there she is,
a countess, if you please, sailing about in a
car as big as a bus and wearing pearls as
big as marbles!"
" He must have been keen," repeated
Judy absently.
" He was—dead keen. You see, that's
the way with girls when they're clever,
Judy."
" But you said she wasn't clever."
" N o t clever at her job, I meant; but
clever as the devil when it came to hooking
old Everglade, you bet! She wasn't the
kind of girl a chap like that marries!"
Clara's voice was full of profound scorn.
Judy had heard almost the same words
before. " Not the sort of girl one could
marry!"
" But he did marry her!" she said with
a sudden snap, like a fish biting.
" Oh, yes, he married her all right."
: " Why, then?"
"You goose! Because he was mad
about her and couldn't get her any other
way."
" O h ! " said Judy.
It was a whispered exclamation, just a
soft expelling of her breath. . Thoughts
were taking shape in her mind. Fury and
hatred and revenge had been seething there
for days, but never any coherent plan.
There was none now—only the picture of
that cool, white-faced, blue-eyed, yellowhaired girl in the big car, and the handsome man hanging over her, his eyes alight,
his pleasure hers, his will and his life just
a couple of toys in her hand.
That was an idea! Lord Everglade had
been mad about Gertie Clarendon, and he
had to marry her. Perhaps in the beginning he had thought that she was " not the
sort of girl one could marry." Perhaps she
had been to him only a " little Judy
Grant"; but Gertie Clarendon had been
clever. Judy laughed as if something had
amused her.
Before she reached home Judy bought
an evening paper. One of the first things
she saw was this announcement:
Jasmin sings and Gossteivitsch plays at Mr.
Bruce Gideon's big party in Mount Street tonight.

Judy read the half-column devoted to
Gideon's entertainment very carefully.
There was a description of the salon, which
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she learned for the first time was the most
beautiful room in London, and of the music-room, where she had danced to Guarvenius. And Gregor Gossteivitsch, who
had played for her, was to play to the
guests, and Carlo Jasmin, the greatest living tenor, was to sing, and the flowers were
to cost so many hundreds, and the supper
was to be served at separate tables in the
picture-gallery on the floor above.
Judy had not seen the picture-gallery,
but she could visualize the lower rooms,
with all the roses and carnations scenting
the air, and the women's dresses and jewels, and the blaze of light from the wonderful silver chandeliers.
She read that Mme. de Toros, Mr. Gideon's sister, was acting hostess; that she
was famous for her elegance and perfect
taste in dress, and that she would probably
wear the magnificent Albenza pearls.
Judy's thoughts went back to the girl
in the car. She would probably be there—
Gertie Clarendon, now the Countess of
Everglade. At any rate, she could be
there; but little Judy Grant couldn't—oh,
dear, no!
She did not know a single person in Gideon's real world—only the two or three uninteresting men who had been to lunch with
them, and who obviously belonged to his
business life. For the first time she learned
from the paper that he was interested in
Transatlantic Oil, from which he derived
part of his enormous fortune. She really
knew very little about the man.
She had not seen Gideon since the day
when she had overheard the two men talking in Stornaway's studio. She had written
to say that she could not lunch with him on
the following day. He had answered, also
in writing, asking her for the day after.
She had declined that, too, saying she was
busy.
All the rest of the day she brooded.
Frequently there Tose before her mental
vision the pale, curl-framed face of the
Countess of Everglade, who had been Gertie Clarendon, a chorus-girl, no better than
herself.
That night Judy was at the Lemon
Grove, and her kindness lifted poor Dumont into the seventh heaven.
Two afternoons later she went to Stornaway's. She was in radiant spirits. She
had had a wonderful lesson that morning.
Guarvenius had actually praised her and
called her " my bird " in Polish about a
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dozen times. He bad also said that she
would be ready in less than a year. He
wanted her to go to Paris, and told her that
she was not to worry about expenses. Was
she not like a daughter to him, and would
he not be repaid a thousandfold when she
took the world by storm?
Judy really began to think that she must
be going to be a great dancer. Somehow
she did not mind what she took from Guarvenius. He was making plans, he told her,
for her to live with a relative of his in Paris,
a Polish lady married to a Frenchman.
They would look after her. He wasn't going to have Judy running about the Quartier Latin as she did about Sobo. She
might get into mischief and spoil all his
beautiful plans.
Stornaway welcomed her eagerly.
" I've been wondering what had become
of you," he told her. " I stupidly tore up
your letter and forgot your address."
" Fact is, I've been awfully busy," said
Judy. " I didn't think you were so very
keen on the sittings, Mr. Stornaway; but
I ought to have let you know when the
week was up."
" I shall be very glad to have you back,"
he said in his urbane way, which always
suggested that he lived in a world with
which there was no fault to find. " I
haven't dared to touch that sketch of you.
We must get to work!"
She laughed.
" Oh, but that is not work, Mr. Stornaway! You said you were only doing it for
a joke."
" I didn't say ' for a joke,' Miss Judy.
I said ' for my pleasure,'" he corrected,
smiling.
And she smiled back, having heard from
his own lips that he was doing it for Bruce
Gideon.
" But I do want you for some more serious work," he went on. " I've got to
paint that Princess Elizabeth in again. I'm
not satisfied with her. I'm booked to deliver that canvas in August for the jubilee
of the town hall, or some such function."
They got to work at once—Judy in all
the panoply of Tudor royalty. She always
felt most uncomfortable in the heavy skirts,
the sweeping sleeves, and the close red wig.
When the sitting was over, Stornaway
offered her tea; but she refused it and bade
him good-by.
" I say. Miss Judy!" He detained her
with a light and kindly touch on her shoul-

der. " Don't think me meddlesome, but
I've been rather worried about you. I
know about your dancing and all the hard
work it means, and model work can't pay
you anything to speak of. Aren't you
rather overdoing it? I should hate to think
of your being overworked, when a little
help—"
She knew he was not speaking for himself, as it were. Some infallible instinct
told her that. She threw back her head
and laughed at him, with mischief in her
pansy eyes.
" Mr. Stornaway, you pay me about
three times as much as anybody else," she
said; " and your work is much easier. I'm
much obliged to you, but I don't want any
help."
The artist's eyes rested for a moment on
her shabby clothes.
" Have you seen Gideon lately?" he
asked irrelevantly.
" No—not for several days. Were you
at that grand party of his?"
" Yes," Stornaway replied. " It was a
great show. Would you like to have been
there?"
"Rather not!" she snapped. "What
would I be doing there?"
" Gideon thinks a lot of you, Miss

Judy."
" Does he? I've got to learn why. He's
been very decent to me about the dancing."
" He believes in you. A man like that
can be a very good friend."
" No doubt, Mr. Stornaway. I'm very
grateful to Mr. Gideon for what he has
done."
She was not giving herself away. She
was quite convinced that the artist was
pumping her, trying to get at her real
thoughts about the rich man. No doubt
Gideon had told him to do so. Mr. Punch
wanted to know whether she was piqued or
alarmed by his sudden neglect. Well, he
was not going to know. Her nebulous plan
was revealing itself as a definite game.
Stornaway made an appointment for the
following afternoon. She felt sure that
Gideon had put him up to it, and she was
pretty certain that the millionaire would
turn up himself.
She was right. He strolled in, as if by
chance, toward the end of the sitting.
Stornaway stopped painting at once, and
Judy, released by a nod from her stiff pose,
yawned and stretched her slender arms
high above her head.
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They had finished luncheon, and Mme.
de Toros was drinking her coffee and smoking a thin Russian cigaret. She had been
questioning her brother about his plans,
and had learned that he was going to Vichy
for his annual cure, but not until the middle of August. Though he showed his
Spanish descent less than his sister, Gideon
had certain foreign traits in his nature.
One of these was the fact that he preferred
to keep himself in health by drinking
waters and dieting, rather than by indulging in any strenuous form of sport. For
all that, he was an excellent shot and a
first-rate swordsman, in spite of his bulk.
" You will be late for your cure, my dear
Bruce," his sister said; " but you're not
looking as if you need it much."
" I'm perfectly fit," he answered carelessly; " but one must go somewhere. The
last half of September I shall spend in
Venice, as usual. It's too hot for most of
you people, but for me it's the ideal time
of year."
Mme. de Toros carefully extinguished
her cigaret. She took a sip from her
hqueur-glass, looking rather hard at her
brother with her bold, humorous, utterly
sophisticated eyes.
" Bruce," she said suddenly, " who is
this little girl you are always about with?"
Gideon did not hesitate in his reply.
" A little model from Soho, my dear
Thirza. Does it interest you?"
" I am wondering why you take her to
the places you do," she went on. " I have
seen you myself several times."
" Why shouldn't I ? " he asked, with a
XXIII
low laugh.
I T was the last week in July. London
" It has not been your habit—that is all.
was sweltering in a pecuHarly trying moist These are places where you meet your
heat. The sky seemed to be almost over friends. And Manuel, who was in Paris
one's head, and to consist of several layers recently, saw you about with her there—
of blankets steeped in boiling water. The at all the very smart places."
air was a grayish yellow, and felt exactly
Manuel was Mme. de Toros's husband.
like the hot room of a Turkish bath.
"Well?" asked Gideon, his small eyes
Bruce Gideon was in town, and was en- meeting his sister's with an expression of
tertaining his sister at luncheon. She had amusement.
just shut up her house in Lowndes Square,
" I was only asking," she said, shrugging
and was leaving on the following day, with her shoulders.
her husband and two sons, for Aix-lesShe and her brother had always been
Balns. The boys were fourteen and twelve good comrades. She had no fear of ofyears old. Their uncle was devoted to fending him.
them, and it was understood that they
" Miss Grant," he said, " is a rather rewould be his heirs if he died unmarried.
markable little person."
Mme. de Toros looked quite cool. She
" I take it she must be, to interest you,"
was one of those people who, though full his sister answered. " But remarkable in
what way?"
of energy, never hurry.
Gideon greeted Judy with his usual deference, playfully remarking that Guarvenius must be a slave-driver, and that she
ought to escape from him now and then.
" I am escaping from him, Mr. Punch,"
Judy replied. " I'm going to Paris soon."
This was news to him. He seemed
pleased, and hoped he might be there at
the same time to show her the sights. He
often ran over to Paris, he said.
Stornaway said he would paint no more
that day, and they had tea. Judy poured
it, sitting on the couch with her feet on the
white polar bear, and remembering how
she had sat on it and overheard the two
men discussing her. She was sparkling
with high spirits, as gay as a lark, and making the men rock with her cheap witticisms
and quaint expressions.
Gideon left the house with her. She allowed him to walk with her to the main
road and wait for her omnibus.
" When shall I see you again, Miss
Judy?" he asked. " What about to-morrow? I'm busy all day, but will you dine
with me?"
" With pleasure, Mr. Punch," she said.
There was something pensive and almost
shy in. her smile, but she was full of inward
laughter. She saw the look in his eyes—
the old covetous look. His lips were moist
as he smiled. He supposed that she had
felt neglected because he had not sought
her out, and that she would now be easier
to manage. He thought he had scored the
first point in the game.
But Judy knew that she had.

7
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" She is going to be a dancer. Guarvenius has taken her up, and he thinks
much of her. He sent her over to Paris to
study for a while under Julia Chassier."
Mme. de Toros's smile was a challenge.
" He did not send you over to look after
her, I take it?" she said.
" He did not."
" Bruce, you are not thinking of marrying her?"
Gideon laughed.
" My dear Thirza, what an idea!"
" Then why all this trouble about her?"
" What do you mean?"
" Mon cher, I am a woman, after all.
The girl has no clothes, no jewels. She
looks worked to death."
" She is."
Mme. de Toros lit another cigaret.
" It mystifies me—voila tout."
" We will leave it at that, my dear
Thirza. Miss Grant is very interesting and
very—difficult."
"Ah! Not easy to manage, you mean?"
It was Gideon's turn to shrug his shoulders now.
" For the moment, she is wrapped up in
her career."
His sister smiled.
" It has always puzzled me," she said,
" why you have never turned your attention to the girls who would be attracted by
you, or to the women of your own set, who
value brains, knowledge of the world, and
good taste, and to whom life is a fine art.
Why do you waste yourself on these little
vulgarians? Think of Ailsa Davenne—
what she cost you, and how nearly she
ruined your life!"
Gideon was suddenly roused. His pale
face hardened into a mask; his forehead
looked ghastly under its band of thick
black hair.
" I will pray you, my dear Thirza," he
said, " not to mention that name in the
same breath as Miss Grant's. And as for
the women you speak of, they bore me to
distraction. All they want is money, and
freedom to pursue their own particular
forms of self-indulgence. As you know
perfectly well, I am attractive to no woman—for myself alone."
His laugh rang through the room, silky
but uncertain, suggestive of an immense
edifice of pride built up on a shaky foundation.
" You are ridiculous, Bruce," his sister
said rather sharply. " Nowadays even wo-

men do not need to be good-looking in order to be attractive. Why should men?"
He did not reply. A moment later he
was summoned to the telephone.
When he came back to the little diningroom, his sister was drawing on her gloves.
" Are you entertaining in Venice in September?" she asked him casually.
" I don't think so," he answered after a
second's hesitation; " but if you and Manuel and the boys want to come, I shall be
delighted."
She eyed him with a knowing smile as
she went out of the room.
" I'll give you plenty of notice before
we come," she said significantly.
He accompanied her to the front door
and saw her into the lift. Then he stood
looking down after her with a frown on his
heavy brows and an ominous droop at the
corners of his ill-natured mouth.
It happened that a domestic hitch prevented the Toros family from starting for
Aix-les-Bains on the following day. They
were obliged to spend another couple of
nights in their London house, though it was
practically shut up.
On the morning after her luncheon with
her brother, Mme. de Toros was rung up
by Vincent Stornaway, who told her that
he had been asked to send her portrait to
an international exhibition in Madrid, and
he wanted her consent.
" I will come and have another look at
it," she told him. The portra,it was still in
his studio, awaiting final touches. " I've
forgotten what it looks like. If it's not too
ugly, you can send it to Madrid, if you
like."
She made an appointment with him, but
was unable to keep it; so she went out to
Kensington, on chance, about two hours
later. She found Stornaway out, and his
studio tenanted by a little person in rather
startling clothes, whom she at once recognized as the girl she had seen with her
brother.
She was glad of the opportunity of judging Judy Grant for herself. She smiled
with her pleasant self-assurance as she advanced into the great room.
Judy was a little gaudier even than
usual. She wore a dress made of a Roman
silk scarf, with wide stripes of turquoise,
rose, black, yellow, and green, hardly any
sleeves, and a low-cut neck. At close quarters, Mme. de Toros was struck by the girl's
wonderful pansy eyes and the glorious light
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in her red-gold hair. She was still more
impressed by the flower-like quality of the
little face and its expressive innocence, in
such startling contrast to the garishness of
Judy's general appearance. It was the face
of a child, thought the woman of the world
•—so truthful, so candid, so utterly lacking
in guile.
" I am glad to see you, Miss Grant," she
said. Her voice was low and soft, like her
brother's, and it had all the aplomb of her
pleasant worldliness. " I am glad Mr.
Stornaway is out. I must introduce myself. I am Thirza de Toros, Bruce Gideon's sister. I have just been lunching
with my brother, and we spoke of you."
Judy was taken aback. It amazed her
that Mme. de Toros should speak to her.
That she should use this friendly tone was
inexplicable. The girl was instantly up in
arms, scenting something mysterious and
malign. She put all her prickles out.
" I'm sure it's very kind of you," she
said; " but I don't think you'd find me
yery interesting."
" My brother takes a great interest in
you," the other woman said.
" Mr. Gideon has been very kind to me
about my dancing," she said. " I suppose
he told you about that."
" Yes—^he thinks you are going to be
wonderful. You must be, if Guarvenius
has taken you up. When do you think
you will make your debut?"
" At first Mr. Guarvenius said it would
take ever so long—eighteen months or
more," Judy answered; " but lately he has
changed his mind. He's hurrying me up,
and wants me to come out in October."
" And I suppose you're working awfully
hard?"
"You bet I am!"
" Then I expect you need a good time
when you're not working," Mme. de Toros
went on, with just a hint of amusement in
her voice. " My brother sees that you get
it, doesn't he? He's quite right. Relaxation and change are everything in this
life."
" Oh, I don't know so much about that!"
Judy answered.
She was perfectly natural and at her ease
by now, and a little huffy because this lady
assumed that she appreciated Gideon's
company.
" You and my brother have a great deal
in common, I expect, Miss Grant," Gideon's sister went on.
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" Not an awful lot," the girl said with a
light laugh. " He's always bothering me to
go out to dinner and shows. I think he
overdoes it, myself. I feel I need a rest
now and then."
Mme. de Toros was amused, but she was
also intrigued. The girl spoke as if Bruce
Gideon were her impresario, only concerned
with the question of her ultimate artistic
success. She spoke as if she herself were
an automaton for which he could have no
human feelings. There was something behind all this—of that the woman of the
world was sure.
" Most people find my brother an excellent host," she said.
" Oh, he can be amusing enough when
he chooses," Judy replied. Then she added, with an almost childish look of mischief
in her eyes: " It must sound cheeky to you,
my talking like this! I keep forgetting
you're his sister. Of course, I don't know
anybody belonging to him at all. This is
quite a business matter. He says I must
get out and see people and things, and old
Guarvenius backs him up."
Mme. de Toros smiled in the most friendly way.
" You saw a lot of him in Paris, didn't
you. Miss Grant?"
" Not so much," Judy said truthfully.
" He took me to a few of the very swagger
places, where nobody else could afford to
take-me. That's where money comes in,
you see! But I was working most of the
'time, and the lady I stayed with was very
particular where I went. I think old Guarvenius is afraid I'm going to sprain an ankle, or break a leg, or something. He'll
hardly let me move out of his sight now;
but he trusts me with Mr. Punch."
" Mr. Punch?" queried the other woman.
" That's what I call Mr. Gideon."
"Oh, I see!" she laughed good-humoredly. " My poor brother knows he's not
handsome."
" What does that matter?" asked Judy
generously. " He's rather a sport about his
looks, I think; and of course most people
only think of his money."
Thirza de Toros was frankly mystified.
What was the girl's game? It was plain
that she was fleeing from him and letting
him pursue her. That treatment was the
right one with any man, no doubt, and with
Bruce even more than with most. He was
accustomed to being pursued—for his
money, of course.
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" Is Mr. Stornaway painting you, Miss
Grant?"
" I am sitting to him as a model. That's
my trade, you know. I have to live while
I'm working at my dancing. It was
through Mr. Stornaway that I met Mr.
Gideon."
Mme. de Toros could make nothing out
of it.
" Are you expecting Mr. Stornaway?"
she asked.
" He should be here directly. My appointment was for about a quarter of an
hour ago."
Stornaway came in just then, and Judy
slipped into the model's dressing-room.
Mme. de Toros inspected her portrait and
told the artist that he could send it to Madrid to be exhibited, if he liked.
" I suppose it's what you call strong,"
she said with a grimace. " It's certainly
ugly!"
She did not see Judy again. She went
away more disturbed than before. Either
the girl was very deep, or she was a specimen of her sex that could only be described
as unique.
XXIV
" HAVE you seen Judy lately, Alan?"
Chummy asked one morning, as they
walked away from the art school together.
" Not since she came back from Paris,"
the young man answered. " I am told she
is always about with that brute."
" I am so worried!" sighed Chummy.
" It was bad enough when she wouldn't
come back to live with me; but now she
never comes near me, and when I go and
look for her she's nearly always out. Alan,
I know she must be starving herself!"
Steyne laughed bitterly.
" One doesn't generally starve at the
Ritz and the Carlton and Claridge's, Clarissa," he said.
" Oh, but I don't believe all that! Besides, it isn't a few casual meals—it's one's
€very-day life that matters."
" How can she afford these new rooms?"
,asked Alan.
" I don't know. Mr. Guarvenius, perhaps—"
" Guarvenius? Nonsense! You know
perfectly well this odious cad has got hold
of her."
" Oh, Alan, you don't mean you think
Judy is taking money from Mr. Gideon!
No, no—I'm sure she's not. You don't

know Judy. She's the straightest little soul
in the world."
" What I want to know is, how is she
living?" he asked.
Chummy was astounded at Alan's violence. She looked at him a little shyly,
and her eyes grew wide and startled as she
saw the expression in his face. It was
something she did not understand. It was
more than anger. It suggested how a primitive man might have looked when, robbed
of his woman, he set out to slay.
Chummy did not understand. She saw
that Alan was deeply moved—which did
not seem at all unnatural. She knew that
he cherished a strong feeling of hostility
against Bruce Gideon. As she told herself
vaguely, men knew the world better than
women.
For all that, she secretly thought Alan's
feelings exaggerated. Of course, Judy was
her best friend, and Clarissa would do anything for her; but she had a firm faith in
Judy's power of taking care of herself.
That also was only natural, seeing that for
years Judy had taken care of both herself
and Chummy.
Since Clarissa had discovered that for
some weeks she had been in Alan's company from time to time and had not known
him, a certain shyness had overtaken her
when she was alone with him. It seemed
so strange; it unnerved her. It put up a
slight barrier between them. She did not
dare to mention it to him, for it would
make him feel uncomfortable. What must
he have thought on the day when she did
recognize him and ran straight into his
arms? How wonderful that he still cared
for her!
One day, of course, she must speak of it;
but not yet—one day when they were married. That would be soon now. They had
fixed on August—next month. They were
going abroad at once—to the Dolomites,
and afterward to Venice and then to
Rome.
No actual date was fixed for the wedding, however. They sometimes spoke of
it in general terms, and to Chummy it was
like some wonderful dream. She had
achieved all that she could ever ask of life.
She was painting successfully, and had several orders for portraits. She was going to
be Alan's wife, and she had made a little
place for herself in the world, so that she
would be a help and not a hindrance to
him.
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So she waited in perfect contentment for
Alan to ask the all-important question:
" Which day shall it be?"
The 17th of August was her birthday.
She thought she would suggest that day.
Perhaps it was natural that she did not
take his rage against Bruce Gideon very
seriously. She herself was anxious about
Judy, but, after all, it could not be helped.
Judy must live her own life in her own
way.
Judy was going to have a wonderful life,
too; and one day she would meet a man
End love him, and would be happy as well
as famous. Of course, Chummy was quite
certain that Judy was going to be famous.
I t was a thousand pities she did not care
for Bastien. Bastien was such a dear, and
he was so devoted to Judy! He was working hard, too, and prospering wonderfully.
He was going to make a great name for
himself. Who knew? Perhaps one day
his iidelity would have its reward.
Alan had an appointment that afternoon
with an old school friend, but he and
Chummy were to dine together.
At Chummy's door they parted.
" When I've taken my bag up," the girl
said, " I'll go and try to find Judy and get
her to come out to dinner with us. It's
ages since we had a meal together. If she's
out, I'll leave a note."
The young man said nothing. It was no
happy prospect to him—only an added torture; but, at least, if Judy was with them,
she could not be with Gideon.
Chummy took her bag up-stairs. Theni
she went down again, had a hasty lunch in
a tea-shop, and hurried round to Judy's
rooms, which were in a quiet little side
street across Willborough Avenue, close to
Ginori's. She found Judy out and left a
note for her.
As she walked home it began to rain,
lightly at first, but soon increasing to a
soaking downpour. It was an immense relief after the heat of the last few days.
Chummy settled herself in her room with
a book; but she had hardly begun to read
when the door burst open and Judy came
in, clad in her gay Roman dress, and wet
almost to the skin.
" I couldn't go a step farther," she announced. " I ' v e been standing on the
pavement drinking it in, and then I discovered I was getting wet. A towel, Chummy, darling, to save my valuable life!"
" Haven't you been home, Judy?" the
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other girl asked a moment later, as she
wiped the moisture from Judy's flopping
hat.
" No, I've come straight from Max Dickbread's. That wicked old man is working
me to death, Chummy! He wants to get
away, and he wants to finish the picture
first."
The elder girl's eyes rested searchingly
on her friend. Judy had wiped her cheeks
and lips with her handkerchief, revealing
a very white face and enormous, overbright
eyes.
" Judy, you're looking simply dreadful,"
she said. " You do worry me sol"
Judy came up to her and scanned her
face with a kind of fever.
" Chummy, aren't you happy?" she
asked.
" Of course I am; only I'm worried about
you."
" Why worried, pet?"
" Because—oh, well, because you would
go and live somewhere else, and I never see
you."
" Don't be absurd, sweet! I had to do
it. I'm nervy and jumpy, and awfully
cross. I'm not fit to live with—high pressure, old Guarvenius calls it. You see, the
time is getting short, and I'm getting more
scared every day, and my hours are all anyhow. I'm better alone—truly I am!"
It was gallantly done. How could she
explain that she could not go on living with
Chummy because it meant seeing Alan
Steyne? How could she say that she
couldn't bear his eyes, the sound of his
voice, the touch of his hand? How could
she admit that she knew he would ask her
questions to which she had no answer?
" When are you to be married. Chummy,
dear?." she asked a moment later.
" Next month some time, Judy."
" But what day?"
" It isn't fixed yet."
" Not fixed, and this is the end of July!'
You are a casual pair!"
" Oh, there's plenty of time!"
" Plenty of time—I don't think! What
about your togs?"
" I sha'n't worry about clothes. You see,
we're going to travel."
^ " Still, Chummy dear, you must be married in something."
She stopped abruptly, r-'^.ing the flush
slowly mounting in her friend's cheeks.
" Judy, I was at your rooms just now,"
Chummy said. " I left a note asking you
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to dine with Alan and me to-night. I wish
you could," she added wistfully. " We
never see you now."
" Really, angel, I'm dead beat," began
Judy, and then she stopped uncertainly.
" I'm afraid Alan thinks he has offended
you in some way," the other girl went on.
" It's rather pointed, Judy. Has he? I
hate to think you and he don't get on."
"Rubbish!" cried Judy. "Of course
I'll dine with you. I was only going to
mope at home. The idea of my not getting
on with your young man! I think he's a
peach! What time? I'll go home, now
that it's stopped raining, and get a little
rest."
" We'll call for you," said Chummy,
smiling happily.
When Judy reached Clive Street, where
her new rooms were, she found Gideon's car
drawn up outside the little old-fashioned
house. The chauffeur saluted her. She affected not to see him, and, rage in her
heart and a dark frown on her face, she
opened the door with her key.
She met Gideon descending the stairs.

" I came to see you about to-night," he
began, his smile edged with a perceptible
line of exasperation.
" Well, I wish you wouldn't," the girl replied tartly. " I don't like you coming
here. That monster car of yours! This is a
respectable house. What will they think
of me? Not that I'm an honest girl, working hard for her living, you bet!"
" It's your fault, Judy," the man said
peevishly. " You won't see me. You won't
talk to me on the telephone. You avoid
me like the plague, and don't answer my
letters. You must have got my note this
morning. I want you to come to Flomena's
party at Richmond. Guarvenius particularly wishes it. It is only polite, after the
kindness she's shown you. We'll dine at
Claridge's first, and then drive out."
" I'm not going anywhere with you tonight, Mr. Punch," Judy said. " I have a
previous engagement; and I'll thank you
not to come here any more."
As if to emphasize her words, she practically pushed him out of the house and
slammed the door.

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

CALIFORNIA WOODLANDS
LET me lead you down a lane
Winding like a fond refrain
Through a valley set with song of bird and brook;
In its leaf-entangled turns
There are hints of Moore and Burns.
Once I found a lai Provencal—come and look!
In this fair beginning-place,
Where the alders interlace,
Herrick's fancy would find much to charm the ear-,
In that glade across the stream,
Where the wild azaleas gleam,
Puck or Ariel might any hour appear.
Up that little wooded slope
Hedged with honeyed heUotrope
Keats and Shelley surely would have joyed to climb,
Tuning love-lyres to the breeze
Lilting through the laurel-trees,
Snaring music's very soul in nets of rime!
Here the lane ends; tiny trails
Lead afar to lesser vales,
Dells and dingles echoing the pipes of Pan;
See, a long procession strays
Down the bard-enchanted ways—
Close your dreamful eyes and join the caravan!
Clarence Vrmy
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The Mountain
ILLUSTRATING THE TRUTH OF THE POET'S SAYING THAT " THE
SHALLOWS MURMUR, BUT THE DEEPS ARE DUMB"
By Benjamin Faulkner

T

HE man leaned in the open cabin
door, stooping slightly, and gazed
up at the snow-covered summit of
Mount Shasta. He knew its lines well, and
the grace of its lower curves, but he never
tired of them.
A little way from the cabin the upper
Sacramento began to widen for its slow,
beneficent journey through the valley. It
made half of an S as it bent between high
rocks bordering the small fruit farm. The
cabin itself was really a large and comfortable house. It sprawled in harmony with
the river, fitting itself into the hollows and
rises of the land — becoming an integral
part of the land, as indeed the man seemed
a part of it.
His eyes left the mountain's crest and
followed a clear-cut, winding trail, visible
even in the failing light of dusk. Two dim
figures were descending the trail, clinging
together as they walked—a man and a woman, unmistakably, and the watcher knew
just who they would be.
Now he saw the woman point toward the
cabin. With her other hand, which had
been thrown across the man's back, she removed his arm from her waist.
The man in the cabin door sighed, but
did not move.
" She's thinking of me," he said, almost
sadly.
Joel Brooks was a man of nature, a calm
man, seldom swayed by passion. He had
something of immobility of the mountain
he so often gazed upon, and who knows
but that he also had some of the eternal
fire that burns at its heart? There was
very little ego in him, but he often felt that
he was a part—^a necessary part—of the
manifold and multifarious congeries that is
called nature.
The bit of pantomime that he had ob-

served hurt him deeply, but there was no
trace of emotion on his face. Another man,
especially one possessing Joel's skill with a
rifle, would have had the bead of his gun
upon the couple. Another might have
clenched his fists and uttered futile threats.
Joel watched and did not move.
He was hurt because the woman was his
wife and the man one whom he knew as
friend—as, indeed, Joel knew all men.
" I have no enemies," he might have said
without cant.
He was hurt in a somewhat different way
because Lucy was trying, with small success, to conceal her love for Hugh Rogers.
He could remember the frank, free-spoken
girl he had married only a few years ago.
How she would have scorned concealment!
He hoped now that she would come to him:
and tell him, in her old free way, that she
loved Hugh — even though hearing from
her lips the words her eyes already spoke
would be the greatest hurt of all. He
would bear that willingly, if only her splendid frankness were not lost.
Still young—surely not more than thirtyfive—his lean, ascetic face and his ill-assorted yet somehow attractive features wore
the mask of years. Suffering and grief and
the weight of great experience were reflected there. Though their lines remained, ineffaceable, over them had come a new coordinating composure. Whatever darkness
had blinded the man, whatever flames had
scarred him, to-day, as he stood in the
shadow of an eternal mountain, he was at
peace.
Life, the endless cycle, repeats itself.
What one man learns at the risk of his
soul's immortality, he cannot pass on to
another, save genius be in him. What Joel
had learned he could not give to Lucy. In
her supple young body the old fires burned
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