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us outside. But Page shook her head. She was fiveyears younger than Laura, just turned seventeer Herha>r, dressed high for the first time this "ght was

ever 1.
seriousness of her expression, how-

undenX'"°''-"°"e!'"'- ^' """^ '' «""«" ed toundeniable gravity. She was straight, and her figure

SanTatrhor
'''"''''' '""' ^^ ^^'^-""

"No. no," she said, in answer to Laura's question
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" '*'"' ""ddle-aged little lady,with a flat, pointed nose, had no suggestions to oilerShe disengaged herself from any responsibility irthesituation and. while waiting, found a vague amus^ment in counting the number of people w^o fiS
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^'^ --'^^wh'ere'the tickef]wSpresented. A great, stout gentleman in evening dressperspiring, his cravatte limp, stood here, tearlg thechecks from the tickets, and without ceksing ma„-r"oi tLThir
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"Such a crowd," murmured Page. " Did you ever

::rSer;^.r ^---^new or heard ^.Td
With every instant the number of people in-

«Ttime'X" '^""^ ••"P°^^''"''' exceptt inchat a time. The women were, almost without excep-


