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So Andrew and Judith live on, they two and
Miss Myers, as nearly happy as mortals may be.
Heaven would be entirely illogical if such as
they two had no heartaches.

Sometimes Judith steals away from Miss
Myers and Andrew and thinks of the old days,
the first efforts, the hopes, the fears, the strife
and the success—the glorious success that might
have been many times repeated : that might, as
base metals might be transmuted into gold, have
become fame. A nasty heartache gnaws in her
breast, her face pales, her cyes grow wide and
eager. At such times Andrew knows well the
struggle that rends her tender heart, and he
soon searches her out: and upon his breast,
beneath the spell of his worship her restless
spirit quiets itself to peace. What might be a
tragedy of distrust is made a bond of stronger
union by perfeet confidence. But Judith’s face
will always bear the traces of these times.

When a coal is carried from the Divine Fire
and laid upon mortal lips, it must be blown into
a flame to illumine the world, or it sears the lips
it touches. The gods will not have their gifts
disregarded. They care little that the mortal
breath may be too weak to sustain the flame,
though it perish in the effort. Indeed, the gods
forgive that, and sometimes spare a little of



