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Their eyes met, his quite cahn, hers sp
with resentment and pain.

" Of course I can't argue with you
meet me in that tone," she said passio;
" But I should have thought "

"Besides," he interrupted her, "y<
it is the only way. You are -uite mis
It is not the only way. As fa* as freei

goes, you could divorce me to-morrow

—

if you liked. I have been unfaithful t<

i* strange way of puttmg it—at the p
1 ment—between you and me ! But
w it would appear in the English <

aid as to the ' cruelty '—that wouldn'
you any trouble !

"

Daphne had flushed deeply. It was
by a great effort that she maintained hei

posure. Her eyes avoided him.
" Mrs. Fairmile ? " she said in a low
He threw back his head with a sou

scorn.

"Mrs. Fairmile! You don't mean t

me, Daphne, to my face, that you ever be
any of the lies—forgive the expression-
you, and your witnesses, and your la\

told in the States—that you bribed
precious newspapers to tell ?

"

" Of course I believed it !
" she said fie

"And as for lies, it was you who 1

them."


