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Then Coleman was again silept for a time and Peter

Tounley sat on the bed reflectively looking at the

ceiling. " Funny thing, Marjory 'way over here in-

Greece, and then you happening over here the way

you did."

" It isn't funny at all."

" Why isn't it ?
"

" Because," said Coleman impressively, " that is

why I came to Greece. It was all planned. See ?
"

" Whirroo," exclaimed Peter. " This here is

magic."

" No magic at all!"^ . Coleman displayed some com-

placence. " No riiagic at all. Just pure, plain

—

whatever you choose to call it."

" Holy smoke," said Peter, admiring the situation.

" Why, this is plum romance, Coleman. I'm blowed

if it isn't."
I

-

Coleman was grinning with delight. He took a

fresh cigar and his bright eyes looked at Peter through

the smoke. " Seems like it, don't it ? Yes. Regular

romance. Have a drink, my boy, just to celebrate

my gdod luck. And be patient if I talk a great deal

"*of my—my—future. My head spins with it." He
arose to pace the room flinging out his arms in a great

gesture. " God ! When I think yesterday was not

like to-day I wonder how I stood it." There was a

knock at 4he door aint^ waiter left a note in Gole-

man's hand.
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