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Presently the creak of an opening door smnote the silence,
and Enid knew that somne one was entering from the street.
The tbough'flasbing over ber that tbis must be her lover
returning in contrite mood, she crouched in her place,
willing to bave bim searh for ber.

The intruder glided into tbe room almost witbout noise,
and stood in the glow of the grate long enough to dis-
illusion Enid about the return of her lover. Seeing a
candle on the mantel, be lighted it and set it back in its
place, seemning hesitant of flooding the roomn with the
glare of electricity. -
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