bade the Indian good-bye and hastened
after Sybil.

“Who was the strange man you
spoke to at the hotel door?” she asked.

“An Indian named Abdallah, I be-
lieve. He was a servant of Lord Stern-
holt’s, who dismissed him, I fear, on
account of the picture I stole. He is
staying in Rome for some days and
then returns to India.”

“We should do something for him,
Hugh. We must do something for him.
I nevemssaw such a splendid figure of
a man. I should love ito paint him
standing in the Coliseum. He seems
to me a type of the gladiator of the
old days.”

“ ‘The Bast is East, and the West is
West,”” quoted Hugh, “ ‘and never the
twain shall meet’ 1 wonder whadl
thoughts are passing behind those in-
scrutable eyes of his as he stalks
through the ruins of the fallen Mis-
tress of the World, himself a type of
civilization as old and proud as her
own.”

“I will make friends with him and
paint him,” Sybil persisted. “I am
so glad he is staying at our hotel. You
mustn’t be jealous if I make love to
Abdallah.”

Conscious or unconscious thére was
a note of challenge in her voice and
smile that set Hugh’s blood on flame,
and almost melted his hard resolve.

Never had he seen her so gay or so
beautiful. She was as one inspired to
give and take delight, though she her-
self but vaguely guessed the source of
the inspiration. Full of unreasoning
joy, her heart opened to love, as a
flower to the sunshine, lavish of its
beauty and perfume. The love light in
her shining eyes made Hugh giddy and
faint with rapture,all unconsciously
wooing him to woo. His heart warmed
to the mere whisper of her voice. Yet
behind the delicious forgetfulness he
was vaguely conscious of a dark fore-
boding, hidden away in some dim re-
cess of his soul, that forced itself at
times close to the surface, and then
sank again out of sight, but was never
wholly lost.

Even while his soul revelled in
Sybil’s smiles of love, he felt the dull
ache of the presentiment of evil, as a
black cloud low down on the horizon’s
edge threatens the glory of a summer’s
day. The old fear that had haunted
him when he first came to Rome had
revived—he felt that he was spied
upon by some hidden enemy, that
some horrible danger lurked close aft
hand. That shadowy fear followed
him through the warm sunshiny
streets, it followed him through the
cool and spacious galleries of the Vati-
can. It came like a shadow between
nis eyes and the radiant masterpieces
of Raphael and Michael Angelo. It
dimmed the smile in the eyes and lips
of the girl he loved.

CHAPTER XXV.

A Death Struggle.

M ORE than once during the day

Sybil rallied her companion on
his fits of gloom, which even

her smiles could not wholly dispel.

“Are you afraid we are too happy,
Hugh?” she said softly at last. 3 4
have that feeling sometimes myself,
that our joy is too great ito last or to
return. It will burn itself away into
darkness. I have heard that the old
Romans believed that when mortals
were too happy the gods were jealous;
that it was good to suffer something,
or to lose something, to coax the gods
back again to good humour. Well,
I'm not afraid, let them do their worst.
I won’t give up one scrap of my hap-
piness to please them.”

That evening she came down to din-
rer in radiant good humour, and they
cat in the open air under a velvety,
blue black sky, in which a full moon—
a globe of pure white fire—hung serene
and calm amid the quivering stars.

“It’s all right, Hugh,” the girl whis-
pered, “the gods are appeased. I have
lost the key of my bedroom door.”

“Oh, Sybil,” said her mother, “how
careless!”

“Don’t scold, mummy. It’s for the
best. T told Hugh to-day that when
you are too happy it is well to lose
something lest the gods should grow
jealous.”

“What nonsense you talk, my dear.”

“It is mot nonsense; it is ancient
wisdom which we are bound to re-
spect, especially in Rome, which is
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