
i8o THE GAME

»nd the stress of his being— to the Game,
his heart's desire.

Silverstein was helping her to her feet.

She obeyed bUndly, the daze of the dream
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still on her. His hand

grasped her arm and he

was turning her toward

the door.

" Oh, why don't you kiss him? "

Lottie cried out, her dark eyes mournfiii

and passionate.


