
THE FIGHTING CHANCE

Ibed?

"**
'' '*"* *" *''°" ^"^ ''*''" ^°"' chaperone is

"Angel!" cried Sylvia, springing up, "how i„ the
world did you ever manage to come downstairs? "

" On the usual number of feet. If you think it's
very gay up there-" She laid her hands in Sylvia's,
and looked at Siward with all the old mockery in
her eyes—eyes which slanted a little at the corners,
Japanese-wise: " Stephen, you are growing positively
plump You'd better not do that until Sylvia marries

fi?"' K r ,f ^™' ^''''' ""'« «^"'"g *" «"^ooth in
the cheeks, like a horrid undergraduate boy ! "

She released one hand and greeted Siward. " i nank
you,

'
she said serenfely, replying to his inquiry, « I am

perfectly well. You pay me no compliment when you
ask me, after you have seen me." And to Sylvia, look-
ing at her white flannels: "What have you been play-
ing? What do you find to do with yourself, Sylvia,
with that plump sun-burned boy at your heels all day
long? Are there no men about? "

"One's coming to-day," said Sylvia, laughing; and
slipping her arm around Leila's waist, she strolled with
her out through the tall glass doors to the terrace, with
a backward glance of airy dismissal for Siward

Plank had wired from New York, the night before,
that he was coming; in another hour he would be there
Lei a knew it perfectly well, and she looked into the
wickedly expressive young face of the girl beside her
eyes soft but unsmiling.

"Child, child," she murmured, «^ow do not knownow much of a man a man can be!"
"Yes, I do! " said Sylvia hotly.
Leila smiled. " Hush, you little silly ! IVe talked

Stephen and praised Stephen to you for days and davs,
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