
THE ROMANCE OF AN
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— made piior to Phil's awakening—
been found wanting in value? He hoped

the boy's past wasn't going to hurt

him.

With this new anxiety filling his mind he

laid down his brushes—he had not yet

touched his canvas—put on his hat and

strode out into the street. A breath of

fresh air would clear his head—it always

did.

For two hours he walked the pavements

—up thrtigh the Park; out along the edge

of the river and back again. With every

step there came to him the realization of

the parallels existing between his own life's

romance and that of Philip's. Some of

these were mere creations of his brain;

others—especially those which ended in

the sacrifice of a man's career for what he

considered to be right—had a certain basis
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