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THE ROMANCE OF AN

was filled with shadows. As he crossed to

the mantel—he rarely entered the room

without pausing for a moment in front of

the portrait—Olivia's face, with that

strange, wan expression which the fading

light always brought to view, seemed to

stand out from the frame as if in appeal,

a discovery that brought a further sinking

of the heart to his already overburdened

spirit.

With a quick movement, as if dreading

the power of prolonged darkness, he struck

a match and flashed up the circle of gas

jets, flooding the studio with light.

Suddenly he stopped and swept his eyes

rapidly around the room. Some one beside

himself was present. He had caught the

sound of a slight movement and the mur-

mur of whispering voices. Then a low,

rippling laugh fell upon his ears—the notes
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