
THE FIGHTING CHANCE
** /*»7 he almost an ideal? "
" He it. He certainly is, dear."

fectly^wV?"
^''"^ ^' "'"'^ "' *^°"«' *^^ "^'^ P--

«o"^f"' ^ "^""'^ ''"°^'" ««id Leila thoughtfully,
bometimes people whose walk is a gracefully languid

saunter develop adipose tissue after forty "

like a perfectly well man? "

cough—^^ ^ '"""^"^ ^°^" ^^**^ '^^'^P^"^-

Sylvia rose indignantly, but Leila pulled her back
to the sun-warmed marble bench:

"A girl in love loses her sense of humour tempo-
rarily. Sit down, you little vixen ! "

II ".^f"**
^°" ^*"«^ ** everything when I don't feel

like it."

" I'm not in love, and thaVs why."
" You are in love !

"

Leila looked at her, then under her breath : « In loveam I—with the whole young world ringing with the
laughter I had forgotten the very sound of? Do vou
call that love?-with the sea and sky laughing back at

T'^\ t.
^'""^ '" ""^ ^*" ^^^'•^y tremulous with

laughter? Do you, who look out upon the pretty world
so senously through those sea-blue eyes of yours, think
that / can be in love? "

• ,.".?.^'i'^'^'
* ^'""^'^ happiness is serious enough,

isn t It? Dear, it frightens me! I was so close to losing
it—once." ^

" I lost mine," said Leila, closing her eyes for a
moment. « I shall not sigh if I find it again."

They sat there in the sun, Leila's hand lying idly
in Sylvia's, the soft sea-wind stirring their hair, and
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