
«» IT NEVER CAN HAPPEN AGAIN

n ^ °!^.^''*, "° ''°""" P'»y * 'o'^'ng P«rt but yon.U WM written for you, and I have kept you in my mind •
I wrote. I

.
." And then Alfred Challis .topped dew].But Us .peeoh, had he let it all out of hi. h^rt. would

wiU not leave it. You have crept into it. woret oomew.•nd riM up between me and my duty at every turn. It it
not for nothmg that thore eye. of youw have flaahed
through every .yllable of my very commonplace blankverw that that voice of yours has filled out my imagination
Of a dozen roliloquie. complying with the highest canon, of
dramatic art, that that hand of youn has oareswd unde-
rerving tyrants and stabbed innocent poreons on insufficient
provocation !" It would have been all this, for he would
not have been himself if he had kept back his constant
sense of the ridiculous, a term in which hi. mind included
himself as a prime factor. But he said never a word
further than what we have reported. Only the last
particle, I, as good a. contained all the rest.
Judith understood it all now-all that was needed-and

begtm to find her breath and the pulsation of her heartr-
things one usually forgets-foroing themselves on her
attention Why need the former catch and trip, and dip
or magnify her words ? Could not the last keep still ?
Flague take human nature I To think that she, Judith
Arkroyd, mistress of herself in her own conceit, should bethus uiiset

;
unable to steer her ship out of the currents of a

wmi-flirtataon-granted, that much, Sibyl !-with a middle-
aged «!nbbler, who meant to be bald, in a year or so IH«i Chalhs dared to look at her at that moment, hewould have seen that she had lost colour, as she stopped
beside a ha,wthom with some pretence of gathering the

f^ ??; i^f ?° °°^ «**''«" ^^y ''"bout a Life,and what Judith really did was to get a passing stay, againsta slight dizzineM, from a hand rested on a bough to eaay
reach. Ihe gathering pretence sanctioned Challis's half-dozen paces in advance. But he did not look back at hei--and It was well for him, perhaps, «. beautiful was she
against the may-tree-nor she at him. She knew, and heanew she knew.
Both were so conscious of their mutual conroiousness


