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captam And she herself-ah, she did not know she

Beautiful Laura, whom everybody, everybody loved

who ^.h^M*'."^':'^'
'"'' ""^ '°-'' everybody, andwho should d.e beautifully, gently, in some J^rdenfar away-die because of a great love-beauSfullygently m the midst of flowers, die of a broken hear^'
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and where there was soft music. And she was so-n^ for herself, and so hurt with the sheer strength

womanly that as she sat in the front of the Cresslers'
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tiL u^ T'" ^""^ ''«^''"' ""d dropped upon hertight-shut, white-gloved fingers
But the contralto had disappeared, and in her placeh .enor held the stage-a stout, short young mr'nred plush doublet and grey silk tights. His chTadvanced, an arm extended, one hfnd pre" ed

"
htbreast, he apostrophised the pavilion, that now andthen swayed a little in the draught from the wing"
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'" /^^" ^°"'''"' -"o was critfcato extremes, approved, nodding his head. Laura andPage clapped their hands till the very last But

S^dStu^n"^''^-^----—'^

ha:i^:,Tii::;s;r:Sia.^°''^'-^°"^'^-^<*


