
6 A SPLENDID HAZARD

The girl rested upon the raihng, her hands folded,

and dreamily her gaze wandered from trophy to

trophy; from the sarcophagus to the encircling faces,

from one window to another, and again to the

porphyry beneath. And Fitzgerald's gaze wan-
dered, too. For the girl's face was of that mold
which invariably draws first the eye of a man, then

his intellect, then his heart, and sometimes all three

at once. The face was as lovely as a rose of

Taormina. Dark brown were her eyes, dark brown
was her hair. She was tall and lithe, too, with the

subtle hint of the woman. There were good taste

and sense in her garments. A bunch of Parma vio-

lets was pinned against her breast.

" A well-bred girl," was the grateful pectator's

silent comment. " No new money there. I wish

they'd send more of them over here. But it appears

that, with few exceptions, only freaks can afford to

travel."

Between Fitzgerald and th^ girl was a veteran.

He had turned eighty if a day. His face was
powder-blown, an empty sleeve was folded across

his breast, and the medal of the Legion of Honor
fell over the sleeve. As the girl and her elderly


