
»7« THE GAME

b«rded, foreign-looking mtn, ro* np fmm
bending over the bible.

"Never mw injrthing like it," he wm
"ying to another man. ««The whole back
of the skull."

Her lip. were hot tnd dry, and there
WM an intolerable ache in her throat But
why didn't the cry? She ought to cry;
•he felt it incumbent upon her. There wu
Lottie (there had been another change in
the dream), acrow the little narrow cot
from her, and she was crying. Somebody
was saying something about the coma of
death. It was not the foreign-looking
doctor, but somebody else. It did not
matter who it was. What time was it? Aa
if in answer, she saw the fiunt white light
of dawn on the windows.

"I was going to be marrifd to-day,"
she said to Lottie.


