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cast honour over a board where such fine people
as Judith's friends sit daily.

Andrew is secretly very proud that all these
fine folk should come and see how happy Judith
is.  Only once did he have any difference with
any of them. That was when Judith first
regained her strength and her old manager came
to see her. He had a brand-new scheme for
Judith’s benefit in his brain. She was to sing
in grand concerts, and he had all her tour
mapped out. He was good enough to say
Andrew could come along. Andrew held brief
and bitter speech with him, and then went to
Judith.  He could sce how strong the old
glamour yet was. He took her in his arms; and
after a long, tender discussion she gave him the
promise he was pleading for, never more to sing
in publie, & decision which made Andrew her
slave forever, although it wrung his heart to see
what this renunciation cost her. He felt it was
right.  Poor, high-strung Judith needed a steady
hand upon the rein of her eager spirit, else it
would have soon carried her beyond her strength.
And so, ringing about an old farm-house, or
through the chestnut woods, or below the
lindens on the hill-side, there often sounds a
voice once echoed by the hravos of the world.
Perhaps the aspiration it awakens in one strong
soul is better applause.



