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            Foreword

         

         It must have been clear, as John Broderick wrote his first novel, The Pilgrimage, that it would be banned by the Irish censorship board.* His 1961 exploration of religiosity and sexuality is fearless and frank and sometimes comic. In the opening chapter, we hear the devout Glynn family—husband Michael, wife Julia, nephew Jim—conclude their plans for a pilgrimage to Lourdes. In the last paragraphs of the chapter, the visiting priest, chief promoter of the trip, ‘loosened the cord of his habit, and belched.’ And then: ‘He belched again and then made the sign of the cross hazily in the air.’ Soon afterwards Julia Glynn, in the guise of the faithless wife, goes to her bedroom ‘where her nephew was already waiting for her.’

         It swiftly emerges that, despite their adherence to the Catholic faith, the four main characters in The Pilgrimage set about breaking the commandments—the ones that viiideal with sex and marriage—in both thought and deed and with some regularity. What Broderick is attempting is a French novel set in an Irish town; he wishes to put dangerous liaisons into the Irish midlands, to allow his Irish characters the freedom to pray to God for their eternal souls and then get into a state of mortal sin with agility and ease. 

         John Broderick was born in Athlone in the Irish midlands in 1924. He was an only child, expected to take over the family’s thriving bakery. He was brought up in a large house, and, while he worked intermittently as a book reviewer, he had a private income and did not have to bother too much about the literary market. In a post-humously published story, he described himself as ‘the first author to tap a hitherto neglected mine of material. Irish life up to this time had been treated as if it consisted of a passionately poetic peasantry, and a romantically rakish Anglo-Irish gentry. The solid, Jansenistic, purse-proud, insular, ruthless, hypocritical, conservative junta which has emerged as the ruling class since the [1916] Rebellion, has remained unchronicled for the simple reason that it had not produced a renegade of genius from within its own ranks.’

         He was concerned, as a homosexual artist in a conservative society, to stir things up, to paint a portrait of an Ireland where conservatism and religiosity were merely veneers. He put much energy into giving even his most staid characters a rich, varied and adventurous sex life. ‘Everything happens in real life,’ Julia says to her lover in The Pilgrimage, ‘it’s only in novels that it doesn’t.’ Broderick sought to rectify exactly that.ix

         
            •

         

         In Seán Ó Faoláin’s short story ‘Lovers of the Lake,’ published in the late 1950s, Jenny, a married woman, is having an affair with Bobby, a surgeon. In the story, Jenny spends two days at Lough Derg, a famous site of pilgrimage in the west of Ireland, in the company of Bobby. The circumstances are similar enough to those in The Pilgrimage, that it might be tempting to wonder if Broderick had read Ó Faoláin’s story, or was influenced by it. But the truth is likely to be more interesting. In these years, for many Irish people, a pilgrimage to Lourdes was as close as they would get to continental Europe, and a trip to Lough Derg was a sort of holiday. Or, for a couple, an alibi. Towards the end of The Pilgrimage, a priest says: ‘I’ve known many happy marriages to begin in Lourdes … Indeed it’s a wise bachelor that goes on a pilgrimage.’

         It was believed that Lourdes’ water had a special power and it was customary to carry some back in plastic statues of the virgin. In sermons, the faithful were admonished not to see the Lourdes pilgrimage as a spree. I have a memory of the priest in the pulpit in my town in the mid-1960s warning pilgrims not to stray into Spain for easy sunshine and cheap souvenirs. But they did. And some of them travelled also to Rome as Michael Glynn hopes to do.

         Glynn is a devout old man with many ailments, looked after faithfully by his manservant Stephen and more intermittently by his wife, Julia, who has no children, and his nephew, Jim. Jim, like the lover in Ó Faoláin’s story, is a doctor. This is no great coincidence. In Ireland of the 1950s xand early 1960s, doctors, in the absence of an aristocracy or a millionaire class, were at the pinnacle of the social scale. This left them free and above reproach, at least in fiction, to pursue the bored wives of rich men. No one would think it strange for a doctor to be seen calling into a house that was not his own.

         Likewise, Julia’s relative wealth allows her unusual autonomy. She has servants, travels back and forth to Dublin and sleeps in a separate bedroom from her husband. While other writers of Broderick’s generation, such as Edna O’Brien and John McGahern, wrote about hidden sexuality, no one had written about the secret erotic life of a most respectable woman in a small Irish town. Broderick does nothing to make us love the men in her life. Jim repeatedly refers to her as a ‘whore.’ When Stephen begins an affair with Julia, his visits to her bedroom often lack tenderness. At best, he makes love to her in a ‘coldly passionate manner.’

         For a time, Broderick allows the reader to feel that all the men in his book are at least bisexual. Even Jim’s attack on homosexuals to Julia is too oddly insistent: ‘“Those god-damn queers!” he burst out. “Sometimes I think the whole of this city is queer.” He threw back his head and laughed. “Except me.” He steadied himself and looked at her with narrowed eyes, his mouth curled in a leer. “Except us. We’re not queer, are we Julia? We’re just two old-fashioned bastards.”’

         Michael is queer, as are some of the minor characters. Nobody believes, however, that Michael is anything other than a sick and saintly man, and his wife his long-suffering companion. In the small town of the novel, Julia had xi‘developed a natural gift for dissimulation to an uncanny pitch of perfect. The city dweller who passes through a country town, and imagines it sleepy and apathetic is very far from the truth; it is as watchful as the jungle.’

         Broderick continued to write fiction that cleared a space in the jungle so that its wildness could be more easily seen. He would go on to write eleven more novels, including An Apology for Roses (1973), which sold thirty thousand copies in its first week of publication. But there was a price to pay for any Irish writer in the early years of the Irish state.

         The novelist Kate O’Brien, who also wrote about same-sex love and religion, and was as much an alcoholic as Broderick, spent most of her life outside Ireland, dying in Kent in England in 1974. Edna O’Brien moved to London early in her career and remained there. When John McGahern’s The Dark was banned in 1965, he lost his job as a teacher in Dublin and moved to England for a number of years before returning to live quietly in the Irish midlands. These three writers, like Broderick himself, were often viewed as outcasts in Ireland.

         
             

         

         I saw John Broderick once. It must have been about 1980. He was in the corner of the bar of Buswells Hotel near the National Library in Dublin one afternoon. I caught his gaze for about thirty seconds. He was wearing a beautifully cut three-piece suit with elaborate stripes. He was alone and he looked desolate. Although there were many literary groups and cliques in Dublin, he was not part of any of them.xii

         While he could review some books with great enthusiasm, he also wrote bitterly about other authors, indeed whole movements. For example: ‘Of all the various fads which have rippled across the literary scene over the past two hundred years symbolism was undoubtedly the silliest, and the most sterile.’ And the axe of Athlone could be wielded on the neck of even the most famous, including W. B. Yeats: ‘The old poseur spent his life fooling the mob with mystical roses, most of them artificial.’ Or: ‘Joyce will revert, if he has not already done so, to the universities.’

         In 1981, John Broderick moved to Bath in England, where he died in 1989. In his lifetime, he never had the high literary reputation of writers such as John McGahern or Edna O’Brien, or indeed John Banville, whom Broderick had championed. At times, Broderick’s account of decadence in the Irish midlands seemed far-fetched. No one, it was believed, in a small town could be having that much sex. But life, or some of it, caught up with Broderick’s fiction. While the religious aspects of The Pilgrimage faded, and the priest, once an essential ingredient in an Irish novel, moved into the shadows, Julia Glynn’s hunger for life became almost everyday in Ireland and Stephen’s shedding of his own servility a metaphor for how the society changed. What Broderick had imagined slowly came into being.

         Colm Tóibín

         New York, 2024

         
            * This was almost a badge of honor at the time for Irish writers. Brendan Behan’s Borstal Boy was banned in 1958, Edna O’Brien’s The Country Girls in 1960 and John McGahern’s The Dark in 1965, joining books by Balzac, Hemingway, H. G. Wells and many others until the law was reformed in 1967.
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         Stephen paused outside the door to listen. The voices beyond were muffled but quite audible. Mr Glynn’s voice, which had since his illness become very deep and throaty, was nevertheless easier to hear. That was because his bed faced the door. The others, Dr Glynn, Mrs Glynn, and Father Victor, would as usual be sitting on chairs placed about the bed with their backs to the door. They were talking about Lourdes.

         ‘It’s nothing nowadays, Michael,’ Father Victor said in his sing-song voice. ‘Just a three-hour flight from Dublin in perfect comfort. And they have special planes now so that you can be wheeled on and off without the slightest trouble. But it’s advisable to book early. Of course, place could always be made for you.’

         ‘What do you think of it, Jim?’ asked Mr Glynn. Stephen knew from his voice that he had already made up his mind. They had been talking about Lourdes for a long time.

         ‘I see no objection to it.’ Dr Glynn had a light voice with a faint suggestion of a lisp. He was conscious of it, 4Stephen knew, which accounted for his deliberate way of speaking. And, of course, like all young doctors he wanted to appear older than he was. ‘There is no danger to your general health, and the arrangements should reduce any discomfort to a minimum.’ He cleared his throat, and Stephen could imagine him crossing and re-crossing his legs, a nervous habit he had, while he rubbed his great hairy hands along his thighs.

         There was silence for a few moments broken only by the creak of a chair, and the tiny sound of somebody clearing his throat on a more rumbling note than the young doctor. Mr Glynn, perhaps.

         Stephen’s hand, knuckles poised, moved a fraction of an inch towards the door. There was nothing more to be heard. And then with an instinctive gesture he stopped himself. Mrs Glynn had not yet spoken. She was not usually so silent when her nephew was present. Father Victor, his voice squeaky with enthusiasm, began to speak again of the perfection of the arrangements for the pilgrimage which his Order was organizing to Lourdes. Suddenly, during a pause in a breathless description of the atmosphere of the Grotto at night, Mrs Glynn cut in. Stephen, holding the tray carefully away from his chest, leaned his head nearer the door. The voice was low, but clear and vibrant. Stephen could imagine her leaning forward, her full lips parted, her eyes sweeping from one to another, husband, nephew, priest, contriving to give all of them her undivided interest.

         ‘Why don’t you come, Jim?’ she asked. ‘Don’t you think that would be a good idea, Father? Michael, ask him to come. I know those foreign doctors are wonderful, but Michael has got used to you, Jim, and so have I.’

         5‘You’ll only be away five days.’ Dr Glynn forgot himself and spoke hastily, so that he sounded suddenly young and inexperienced. ‘Uncle Michael will be looked after just as well there as here, and you only get your injection every fortnight.’

         ‘Father Victor, make him come,’ insisted Mrs Glynn laughingly. ‘It will be good for his soul.’

         ‘Well, of course, a visit to Lourdes is always an unforgettable spiritual experience,’ said the priest. ‘But perhaps Dr Glynn cannot fit it in at that particular time.’

         ‘You’re welcome to come with us, Jim, if you like to,’ said his uncle slowly.

         ‘Well, I don’t know. I’ll think about it.’

         ‘What’s Stephen doing?’ asked Mr Glynn querulously. ‘He should be here before now.’

         Stephen stepped back noiselessly from the door, and moved quickly towards the top of the stairs at the end of the landing. He had just turned round and was preparing to retrace his steps with a heavy tread when the bedroom door opened and Mrs Glynn looked out.

         ‘Oh, there you are, Stephen,’ she said.

         Stephen put down the silver tray carrying the whisky and water on the table at the end of the bed. After nodding pleasantly in his direction Father Victor continued to talk about Lourdes. There was a polite fiction maintained that he did not see the arrival of the whisky, and refused to recognize its existence until it was handed to him in a glass with just the right amount of water added. This was done by Mrs Glynn when Stephen withdrew; her husband did not think it was edifying for servants to see priests displaying the appetites of ordinary men.

         6‘Aren’t you blessed with Stephen,’ said the priest as the door closed softly behind the tall manservant. ‘Such a good competent man, and so pious too. I don’t think he ever misses a Sodality meeting. He’s an example to everybody, cycling in two miles even in the coldest weather. I know plenty of girls that have an eye on him, but he never gives them a second look.’

         ‘I never thought of Stephen in that way, did you, Jim?’ said Mrs Glynn. She leaned forward and held the doctor’s great hands between her own as she lit her cigarette from the lighter which he held out for her.

         ‘How do you mean?’ asked Dr Glynn. He leaned back abruptly and snapped his lighter shut.

         ‘Isn’t he wonderful?’ laughed Mrs Glynn. ‘Keeps a lighter and never smokes. No vices.’ She transferred her gaze from Father Victor, to whom she had addressed these remarks, back to her nephew. ‘I mean as a family man. I can’t see Stephen married with a family. He’s much too self-sufficient.’

         Father Victor put his glass on his knee and pursed his lips. ‘Everybody should be married,’ he said. Then he raised his glass to his lips again.

         ‘I’m very lucky to have Stephen.’ Mr Glynn hoisted himself up painfully a few inches more with the help of the leather strap which hung at the side of the bed.

         ‘Are you all right?’ Mrs Glynn leaned forward anxiously.

         ‘Yes, yes,’ replied her husband, stifling a groan. Although he enjoyed talking about his arthritis he disliked anybody to draw attention to his crippled condition. The sympathy he demanded—good listening—was not so easily given.

         7‘Yes, of course, Stephen is marvellous,’ said Mrs Glynn quickly.

         ‘Where is he from?’ asked Dr Glynn, unfolding his legs and stretching them out in front of him. The young giant had curiously small feet of which he was vain: he was for ever crossing and re-crossing his legs, doubling his knees and nursing his tiny shoes in his hands. ‘I mean he has a sort of foreign look, hasn’t he?’

         ‘Like a Spaniard,’ put in Father Victor. He put his glass down empty on the table. Mrs Glynn refilled it. The priest, who had apparently been lost in reflection while she performed this service, now made a gesture of surprise. ‘Oh, but Mrs Glynn, I couldn’t possibly—’

         ‘Stephen is from Galway,’ said Mr Glynn. ‘They sometimes rear those Spanish-looking types there, but I was reading recently that it has nothing to do with the Armada as we always thought. Anyhow he’s a very good man. It’s not easy to get staff to stay in a house outside a town, and he’s as good as a male nurse where I’m concerned.’

         ‘When I was in Spain—’ began Father Victor. Mrs Glynn leaned forward smiling. There was no hint on her smooth, beautiful face of the impatience she felt. The doctor folded his arms across his massive chest and stared down at the ground. The clock ticked on the marble fireplace. The fire crackled cosily. The recital went on. The priest finished off his glass while lost in the wonders of the cathedral of Santiago de Compostella, put it down on the table, and Mrs Glynn expertly filled it again. This was part of the ritual of Father Victor’s Thursday visit: three glasses of whisky, and then he was driven back to the monastery by Stephen who had fetched him earlier in the day.

         8‘Are you going back to Dublin tonight?’ asked the priest a little muzzily.

         The young doctor jerked himself out of the reverie into which he had fallen.

         ‘Yes, yes,’ he said hastily. ‘I always go back to town the same day.’

         ‘Aren’t you a good boy to come down all that distance to look after your uncle.’ Father Victor loosened the cord of his habit, and belched. ‘A good boy to look after your uncle so well. And your aunt too, although she might be your sister. God bless you. God bless you all.’ He belched again and made the sign of the cross hazily in the air. They all crossed themselves. He hauled himself to his feet and looked at his watch, squinting a little. Then he went over to the bed, muttered a blessing and laid his two hands on Mr Glynn’s bald, pink skull.

         ‘Mind yourself now, Michael, until I see you next week. And let me know about Lourdes as soon as you can.’

         He shook hands with the doctor, and passed unsteadily out of the room with Mrs Glynn who, resting a friendly hand on his arm, guided him down the stairs, helped him into his cloak, and saw him into the car which Stephen had already drawn up outside the front door. She watched the tail-light disappear down the avenue. Then she went upstairs to her bedroom where her nephew was already waiting for her.
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         There was always the necessity for haste. At first Julia had found this exciting: the brutal directness of such lovemaking had something of the anonymity of elemental sensuality. It was enough merely to hold that great body, never more than half undressed, in her arms on the bed, or more often simply standing against the locked door of the darkened room. And there had been the additional excitement of careful preparation. It was intoxicating to know, while she sat pouring whisky and listening to the three men talk, that underneath her thick woollen dress so correct, so respectable, she was naked.

         But today as she made her way quickly upstairs to her room her mood was not so simple. Something, faint, nagging, unsatisfied, stirred in her mind.

         She slipped into her room and locked the door. She stretched out her hands blindly in the darkness. Instantly Jim grasped her wrists and kissed her briefly on the lips. The familiar frenzy gripped her as she felt his body press against hers. She threw back her head and laughed. He 10covered her mouth with his hand, and with the other slipped her dress from her naked shoulders.

         But later, instead of dressing quickly, she lay down on the bed and switched on the bed-side lamp. Jim, his coat already on, his tie expertly adjusted in the darkness, was combing his hair. He looked at her in surprise. Then he picked up her blue woollen dress from the floor and threw it across her legs.

         ‘Get dressed,’ he said curtly, avoiding her eyes. She has the body of a whore he thought, smothering a yawn as he leaned over the wash-basin in the bathroom to soap his hands and bathe his face with cold water.

         ‘I don’t want to get dressed,’ she said sulkily.

         ‘Are you mad?’ His voice was muffled as he wiped his face vigorously with a linen towel. ‘Hurry up.’

         ‘Why can’t you stay for the night, Jim?’ she pleaded, kicking her legs free of the dress and propping herself up on her elbow.

         ‘No reason except that I told you we were going to play this thing easy. If I can do it one Thursday night I can do it every Thursday. I can see you working on it. And some day we’re going to get careless. Even as it is I sometimes wonder if Stephen suspects something. I don’t like him, he’s far too knowing.’

         Julia shivered and drew her dress across her body. ‘Yes, there’s something about him. He gives me the creeps. But Michael thinks he’s wonderful, and of course he gets me off a lot of work. Otherwise I’d be chained to the house every minute of the day and night. But he couldn’t suspect anything. He’s always out of the house for this, and I’ve switched the shopping list to Thursday so that he can’t get back in less than an hour.’

         11‘Last week he was back in half an hour. They have that grocery parcel made up, all he has to do is collect it. You’d better add some other items to the list.’

         He looked so serious as he said this that she began to giggle. While she herself was capable of the most exquisite duplicity, she was always aware of the comic aspect of the plans which she was constantly having to make. It was like making a tragedy out of French farce. The whole situation had fitted in so well, like parts of a fine machine, with no air of contrivance at all, that the prospect of discovery had not until now presented itself to her. Father Victor was always left back at his monastery on Thursdays since Michael became bedridden: what more natural than that she should ask Stephen to pick up the grocery box on that day instead of on Monday? It was Jim who had suggested the pretext of a course of injections.

         ‘What are you laughing at?’ he asked gruffly. ‘Get your clothes on and stop acting the fool. What do you think is going to happen if Michael finds out?’

         She had often wondered, thinking of the situation without panic, since she did not really think it possible that Michael could ever find out. But didn’t people make every possible effort to avoid revealing situations of this kind simply because they were impossible? It occurred to her that she had never really faced up to the situation at all. Jim was not, of course, her nephew—he was Michael’s; and at thirty he was only five years younger than she: the situation did not seem to her to be either vicious or ridiculous. Neither had it appeared dangerous; until now. She remembered the Michael of ten years ago, of whom she 12had been so terrified because she had sensed that he was different from other men she had known.

         She swung her legs over the edge of the bed and picked up her dress.

         ‘You, I suppose, would lose the five thousand he’s left you in his will,’ she said slowly.

         ‘And what do you expect would happen to you?’

         ‘I don’t know.’ She shrugged and laughed. ‘I’ve never thought about it. Can a husband cut his wife completely out of his will?’

         ‘He can in this country. For God’s sake get your clothes on.’

         She got up and stepped into her dress, pulled on her shoes, and combed her hair.

         ‘Jim,’ she said. ‘I’m tired of this hole-and-corner business. If you won’t stay down here, let me meet you in Dublin again.’

         ‘No,’ he said firmly. ‘No.’ At the beginning she had gone to Dublin several times, put up at an hotel, and stayed the night with Jim in his flat. But for some time now he had refused to meet her again like that: it was too dangerous. Dublin was too small; and some day somebody would see them together.

         ‘But why, why? It’s three months since I’ve been there.’

         ‘Good God, Julia,’ he burst out, ‘you know this country as well as I do. Everybody knows everybody else.’ He paused and swallowed hard. ‘Besides, some of those boys in the flat below are from this town. I saw the postmark on their letters in the hall.’

         She wondered if he was lying. But he gave her no time to argue. Already he was unlocking the door.

         13‘See you next week,’ she called as he went out silently, closing the door behind him. She went back and lay on the bed and closed her eyes.

         As Jim was putting on his hat and coat in the hall Stephen pulled in the car beside his own on the avenue outside. The two men met in the doorway. The manservant drew back, holding the box of groceries in his arms, to let Jim pass.

         ‘Leave Father Victor back all right?’ the doctor asked affably, smiling the genial smile he reserved for unknown patients: a smile not devoid of gravity.

         ‘Yes, doctor.’ Stephen was not deceived by the big man’s air of casual authority. His nose twitched as he bent his head. Some of Julia’s scent still hung about Jim’s clothes. It was not the first time Stephen had noticed it. He watched the doctor get into his car and drive off. Then he went slowly across the hall, pushed the green baize door leading to the kitchen quarters open with his back, and disappeared.14
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         Julia Glynn had had a conventional upbringing. She was an only child, and her parents were moderately well-off business people in a small town in the west of Ireland. She had been educated at the local convent, and finished at an expensive boarding-school run by a French order of nuns in Dublin. She spent two years at home after finishing, helping in the house and shop, and taking part in all the little social activities of the place: amateur theatricals, tennis, church bazaars, and the innumerable dances which were held to collect funds for charitable purposes. It was a pleasant enough life, but Julia had no intention of settling into it.

         When she was twenty she went as a receptionist to a large and garish sea-side hotel outside Dublin. The guests who stayed there were mostly professional and sporting men from the city, and well-off business people from the country. Although most of the men seemed to be more interested in horses or drink than in women, it did not take Julia long to discover that the hotel was also used as a meeting-place for those who wanted casual adventures. 16At one time it had been a rendezvous for homosexuals, because of a beach nearby where men could bathe in the nude; later that shifting population migrated to a newer and more garish bar farther along the coast: but this had taken place before Julia’s time. All the staff were members of a religious sodality for hotel workers run by Jesuit priests; and the owners were notable supporters of Catholic charities. Apart from its vulgar and ostentatious furnishings, which Julia only grew to hate during her last year there, it was a comfortable place, and the work was light.

         She soon made friends with some of the regular guests and was often asked to parties. At first she was surprised at the amount of promiscuous lovemaking that went on at these parties; but she grew used to it. It never struck her as incongruous that the life most of her friends lived was very far removed from the religious sentiments they professed. She was very popular with the priests, all of whom she found likeable and undemanding. She had no deep religious feeling, and never felt the slightest urge to mock at the hypocritical climate in which she lived. She spent four very pleasant years at the hotel.

         Then she met Howard Kurtz. He was an American, attached to the Embassy in Dublin, and he often came to the hotel bar on Saturday nights. She went to a few parties with him; parties which she quickly noticed were not likely to be attended by people from the Embassies. She became his mistress. She also fell in love for the first time in her life. For six months she was deliriously happy.

         Howard Kurtz was a charming man. At thirty-two he was already divorced, and had three small children at school in the States. He was devoted to them, and delighted 17in showing Julia photographs and films which he had taken of them when home on vacation. His wife had remarried, but he remained friendly with her: they often took the children out for treats together. He was rich, and something of a connoisseur. Julia never forgot his simply-furnished rooms: they became for her the ideal setting for the sort of life she wanted to live. It was this flat which made her begin to hate the vulgar ostentation of the hotel.

         She was usually off in the afternoons, and when she spent them with Howard he would drive her back to work: there was never any need for haste in their lovemaking.

         ‘Honey,’ said Howard, after their first night together, ‘who’s been making love to you? That’s not the way to live. If ever I saw a body made for love you’ve got it. From now on you’re going to learn what to do with it.’

         And with that began the long exquisite education of the senses, which once acquired can never be forgotten, even at the end of a long life. On warm lazy afternoons, with the sun shining across the wide bed, Julia’s future was moulded. It was as though a semi-blind child were suddenly granted sight: impossible to imagine the world in darkness ever again.

         ‘Never forget, honey,’ Howard said, ‘that you think with your pores.’

         Then, quite suddenly, Howard was called back to Washington. For some months Julia lived with the hope that he would ask her to come out and join him. She was quite ready to marry him, or even to go on living with him: it was only necessary for her to be near him. Time passed, his letters grew fewer, and at last ceased altogether. Julia went about her work as usual, but the hotel, which had 18once seemed so magnificent, was now revealed to her in all its glaring vulgarity. By a supreme effort she concealed her misery, and nobody about her suspected her unhappiness. At length the strain proved too much: she went down with pneumonia, and when she was well enough went home to rest. One day a curious thing happened to her. She had been feeling low all day, and as she was going to bed she was suddenly sick, and sat on the side of the bed vomiting helplessly for hours. As Howard had been gone almost a year there was no question of her having a baby. When she woke up next morning she realized that for the first time she could think of him without pain. As the days passed she knew she was cured. She was never to love again in the whole course of her life. She went back to her work, and when a few weeks later she saw in a society magazine the announcement of Howard’s engagement to the daughter of a South American millionaire, she was able to write him a pleasant letter.
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