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dealing with the problem which confronted them
•wept over her.

« Donald," .he caUed .oftly to him. « Donald • -
but he did not hear her.

«Yo« are my wife -mine, do you hear?" he
cned, then tore from her arm the jeweled purae, and
flung It violently from him. « Take off those thing,
-take them off! The .ight of them insult, me!

»

Hfe grasped the lace coat .he held over her arm, and
threw ,t a.ide. «He gave you thi. necklace-
damn hm.!« he cried, tearing it from her neck, and
throwmg it upon the floor.

She looked up at him, amazed. "Donald -lis-
ten to me— please ! '» she cried.

He paid BO attention to her. « Do as I tefl you,-
fie commanded. ** TaVa ^w ^i. m. ^ ^
offl"^^ atuff— take it

She tremblingly removed from her fingers a dia-

ZtT Tl '^*' *"' '^"'**'"' '' P^-^> -Wch
Her mother had persuaded her to buy

hurled them across the room.

"Donald, how can you treat roe like this?" she
protested weakly.


