
A Story of Chicago

"Who? Mr. Jadwin? 1 don't know I rf™.-.

to be with our party to-night. I heard Mr. CrlnZ^My ahe would a.1. him. That'a Mr Tadwirr
He', waiting for them, too"'

"'"''""• * "' •"'*•

La'u™*"'
"' We'rfmil!?

'"°"*
[*' ''•»•'" ««'»«'»««i-«urB. We re misamg everythinr "

But Page shook her head:

n.e
'
TwaTVt ti"^ r""',"*" '^f'

'" *°""^'' ''"<'-

"ov T ^I^. V " ""^''* " '»"'t Mr. Jadwin"

"It'^allriZTh^^'f
"''" '"•' ^»- Wer.lIts all right. They II be here in a minute, /don'tbeheve the . .rtain has gone up yet"

at th,' I!*
""?

°i
^''°'" ^''^y *P°''« *""«d -roundat the moment and cast a glanc. about the ves«bu"eThey Mw a gentleman of an indeterminate .tZ!judged by hi. face he might as wdf haTe b:e„ f^^as th.rty-five. A heavy mustache touched "th ^!v

tempered. Between his teeth he held a^ unliK
"It « Mr. Jadwin," murmured Pa^e lookino-qmcklyaway. " But he don't recognise m^""'

*^

Laura also averted her eyes

yourS''
^"1" T ^° "«.*" "P *° Wm and introduceyourself, o. recall yourself to him?" she hazarded.

for SoriJ^"""'
'
""""'•" ^'^''"' P»^«- " I -ouWn't

"Worn?itre'alt::ht?r^'^" ''P-''<» ^-
But Mrs. Wessels, ignoring forms and customa.


