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w'IwiU! You have no right to keep me here.*

« Be quiet, I wjr.»» He forced her toirard the
center of the room.

,/^u"^f^ **^- "»•»*« 7<« t«.t m.

mad? *» "^

"I'
I
»">» it is you who hare made me so," he said,

inafuxy. "You talk about love, and repentance,
and you come hei* and insult and humihate me with
every word you say^ with everything about you.Whom do you have to thank for that dress, that
coat, those diamonds, that jeweled purse, and the
money in it? West! West! Westl'» He swept
upon her a look that made her eyes faU. «l teU
you I won»t have it— do you understand? I won't
have it f"

She stared at him in absolute amazement, and,
inth her wonder there came a feeling of admiration,
«hnost, at his mastery of her. Never before, in all
the eight year, of their married life, had she seen
him as he was now-never before had he dominated
her. She felt a child in his grasp, and in some
etrange way her anger began to leave her, and a
sense ahnost of gladness at this primitive method of


