
EVERYMAN'S LAND "';:'.

before I ean ask you t., answer an> nion> <,uestions. WIhm,

I didn't know who or what my-er-ofhcial haneee would

turn out to be, this was the phtn 1 n. le, to save n,y

parents' feelin,s-and yours. I thought tl,at, when we d

had the interview I asked you to give me we eou d

manage to quarrel, or discover that we d.dn t hke ea.h

other as well as before. We could break off our engage-

ment, and Father and Mother need never know-how it

"'"T'very generous idea of yours!" I cried, the blood so

hot in my cheeks that it forced tears to my eyes it had

occurred to me, too, that for then sakes we m,ght manage

that way. Thank you, Mr. Beckett, for sparing me he

pain-I deserve. I couldn't have dared hope for such a

happy solution
"

"Cculdn'tyou?"
.ij^-Q I_ ^"

"Well, I'm hoping for an even happier one-a lot hap-

pier. But of course it depends on what you say to Mr.

O'Far . ell's—accusation
."

"He—made an accusation?"

"Listen, and tell me vhat you'd call it. «« said you

told him at Amiens, when ue asked you to marry lum, that

—you lored me."

"Oh!"

"Is it true?"

" Yes, I did tell him that
"

"
I mean, is it true that you've loved me?

'

" Mr. Beckett, after all, you are cruel ! \ ou re punish-

ing me very hard." Whvim
"
I don't wish to 'punish you hard -or at all. W hy am


