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THE FIRST PART.

Doris Thobury, the sister of the cliild-
rens's ward, was telling the little ones
stories, wheu the door opened and the
matron and Dr Weston came in. Doris's
cheekg took a deep tint, for she loved
the kindly, grave-faced young doetor
deeply.
As the doctor went his rounds, she held
each little patient's hand, for tlne pain
never seemed so bad when Sister Doris
was near, and when all the patients had
been examined her duty for the day was
over. ,
As she was going out of the Cottage
Hospital gate, Paul Weston overtook her.
"May I aceompany you?" he aslced, and
she smiled and nodded. Tliey spoke of
many things, and at last when they had
reached a more secluded spot the doctor
seized her hand.
"Miss Thobury," he said, "I love you—
I love you with all my heart and soui.
Will you be my wife?" She looked at nim
steadfastly as she answered "Yes." lt
was some time later when they parted,
and when they did so Doris was the hap-
piest girl in the world.
The next morning she received a tele-
gram : "Come liome immediately," it- ran.

"You are wanted at once." And a little
later she was speeding towards her home.
At the very moment she was answering
Paul Weston on the previous night, an
interview was going on which was to alter
her whole life.

j
"Those are my terms ; take them or
leave them. Accept them and I pull you ;
through; refuse and you are ruined!" j

The speaker, Roger, Armer, was a Mrong, !

hard man ; he was Walter Thobury's
manager, and the man he faced as he
uttered those words was Walter Thobury
himself.
Doris's father was a failure ; he was
weak and lazy, and as he faced his man
ager he looked frightened. His uncle had
died and left him the huge business of
Thobury and Co. But he did not trouble |

himself about the business; he left it all
in the hands of Roger Armer. And now
he found that he was on the brink of

j

ruin, and only Armer could pull him
through, and that he would only do so on .

one eondition, and that was that ho ,
sliould marry Doris. And in his weak- |
ness and fear of ruin the crushed man |
agreed—actually agreed to sacfmce his
daughter to save himself.
When he told Doris she was horrified.
"Father," she cried, "you are not in

'

earnest. Marry Mr Armer? I couldn't. |
You can't mean it." At last she cast
aside all her hopes for the future and
promised. That evening she wrote a
short note to Paul Weston telling him
she had changed her mind and could never
be his wife.
Her engagement to Armer was an-
nounced, and eventually Doris Thobury
beeame Doris Armer.

CHAPTER VIII.

"HE TOLD YOU A LIE."

The honeymoon month had passed
monotonously for Doris Armer. Roger
had been unable to take a holiday and so
the four endless weeks— to Mrs Armer —
had been spent at her new home at West
ways Court.
To the man the days had flown by, for
Roger Armer was now partner, instead of
manager, and under his firm if somewhat
hard, rule Thobury and Armer prospered
excee.din.gly.
His father-in-law purred with satisfac-
tion. He could be as lazy as he liked,
fre,e to do what he liked with his income.
"Armer was one of the best," he de-
clared. "He had saved the .business
from ruin, had taken Doris without a
dowry, given her a splendid home, loaded
her with costly presents. On her birth-
day he had given her a diamond tiara.
8he was the envy of the neighbourhood ;
she had nothing to complain of.
So he argued in smug satisfaction, giv-
fng no heed to the sufferings of the girl
who had paid the price of his selfish'ness
and folly.
And Doris herself ? What were Her ideas

on the subject?
She could not help feeling grateful at
linies to her husband for saving her weak
father from ruin. Anyhow, Roger had

kept hi3 part of the contract. All was
well in the city.
"But," she thought, during one wet
afternoon, as she sat in the window of her
heautiful room looking out on the sod-
den gardens and the misty park beyond,
"liow much more grateful she would have
been if Roger had not set the price of
herself as his reward for doing what Ira
had done! He -called it love, told
herself drearily, "but it was only to show
his power. Ile is hard ; a vein of cruelty
runs through him. To gain the mastery
over creatures more helpless than himself
he would do anything."
And then, as though to prove her words
true, the sound of thundering hoofs struck
upon her ears. She opened the window
and stepped out on to the covered terrace.
Beyond the garden, in the meadow,
Roger was scolding a young liorse. He was
a superb and fearless ridcr, and looked
his hest—and this was saving a good deal,
for Roger Armer was a very handsome
man:
The chestnut, a heautiful creature, flung
up his head and refused again and again,
and again and again Armer struck it.
Then, seeing that, for some reason or
other, the horse still refused the jump, its
rider dug his spurs savagely into it, until
a sma-11 stream of blood flowed slowly
down its glossy coat.
For several minutes the girl watched
the unequal contest— for from the first
she had no doubt as to who the victor
would be1— and the.u, unable to bear the ;
sight any longer, she ran down the garden J
and called to her husband over the fence. j
"Oh, how ean you be so cruel, so
brutal!" Her voice choked with pity, in
which a note of contempt ran. "You
know he's frightened. You will not ~reak
his spirit by fesr. Be gentle with him.
Try love."
He backed the quivering asimal beneath
the sunk fence and looked up at her. His
eyes were blazing, his mouth set in a hard
line.
"I tried love once, and it failed!" he
said coldly. "I will be obeyed at all
cost!"
"Oh!" she cried bitterly. "Don't I
know that — I, the being you promised to
love and cherish, know of what you are
capable ! But you will never conquer me

ae you have that poor dumb brutel"

A cold smile flickered on the man's
handsome face, but he gave no sign of
his feelings—unless the fact- that he dug
his spurs into the horse's quivering fiank
could he taken as such.
"Had you not better go in, Doris?" he
said quietly. "You are getting wet. I do
not intend to leave the meadow until I
have made the Demon take his jump. If
you do not care for my particular. method
of making an obstinate animal obey me,
why not go to a room that looks out
another way? There are plenty, surely."
He set the horse once more at the ob-
stacle. Doris, fascinated by this strug-
gle of wills, passively hoping that the
Demon would prove the victor, returned
to the terrace.
Needless to say who won. With a
snort of rage and despair, the Demon at
last gave in. He rose high and leaped tho
fence.

Many a rider would have been unseated.
Roger sat like a rock, and. as he turned
to the stables, he patted the vanquished
animal kindly on its flecked neck.
"Why coudn't you have given in sooner,
old bpy ? You'd have saved yourself a

lot of misery." He dropped from the
saddle and fiung the reins to a groom.
"Give the Demon a warm ma-sh," he
said. "He was a bit obstinate, but Fve
• mastered him."

I'

"Ay, sir, that you have." The groom

looked after the tall, fine figure. "Ay,
he's a man, every inch o' him? A bit
hard, maybe, but just. Mr Armer 's a
master worth having."
Had Doris seen Roger pet and encour-
age the horse—who, to show he bore his
master no malice, rubbed his velvet muz
zle against his coat-sleve— she might have
thought of him more kindly. But she
did not, and the canker in her mind grew
more deadly.
"Please, madauq can I have a word
with you?"
Doris, stepping hack through ihe win
dow, turned startled eyes on the gaunt
figure of a man who had suddenly ap-
peared from behind a clump of ever
green®,

"You're Mrs Armer, aren't you? Miss
Doris Thobury that was? If you'll be so
very good as to spare me five minutes,
madam, I '11 tell you something you ought

to know."
Doris hesitated and looked more closeiy
at the man. His face seemed familiar,
but for the moment she could not recollect
where she had seen him. He was smartly
dressed in a morning coat and it was quite
cvident that he bad held a good position.
"I waited for him to go." He pointed in
the direction of the stables. "What I
have to tell you is for your ears only,
Mrs Armer."
"Come this way. I ean't recall who you
are, but I will hear what you have to
say."
Doris guessed instinctively that the
stranger's communication concerned her
husband, and anything that bad to uo
with the man to whom her life was linked
fascinated her. She led him to her own
sitting-room and bade him be seabed.
"Your name and business?" she said,
rather coldly.
For she felt that she was acting rashly.
The man might be a burglar !
There was a desperate expression on
the sallow face, as though he had tasted
the very dregs of life.
And this was, fndeed, the case. Henry
Barlow, had reached th*e limit of en-
durance. His last chance lay in enlisting
the sympathy of the girl before him.
"My name is Barlow, Mrs Armer. For
years I was confidential clerk to Thobury
and Armer, as it is now."
Doris experienced a sensation of relief.
She knew now why the man's face was
familiar. One day, when calling at the
office for her father, she ha-d spoken to
Henry Barlow.
"Have you left them?" she asked, in
surprise. "Why?"
"Because," he said bitterly, "I was
sacked by Mr Armer."
"But —why ?"
The man came closer.
"Because, madam," he said hoarsely,
"I kr.ew too much."
Now, indeed, was Doris astonished.
"Please explain what you mean, Mr
Barlow. How could you know too much ?
I thought it was your business to know
everything connected with the firm."
"Ah!" said Barlow. "But this was
private business. It had nothing t0 do
with finance. And vet it had,*"he added,
as an afterthought.
"Mr Barlow," Doris said firmly, "you
have some information for me. What is
it?"
For a few seconds the ex-clerk hesitated.
Then he said :
"Mr Armer sacked me as he was afraid
I d tell you liow he got you to many
him."
A dull flush stained Doris's cheek.
"Does everyone know the reason?"
"It's pretty commoc knowledge, Mrs
Armer, that you would never have broken
off with your sweetheart and married Mr
Armer unless he had—well, forced your
hand, Mrg Armer— told you the business
was on the verge of ruin, and that un
less you accepted his offer he would let
it go. To save Mr Thobury, you- con-
sented. Isn*'t that the case, madam?
But there, I know it is, and so I won't
press for an answer. What Tve come
to tell you is that what Roger Armer told
your father and you was a lie .
"A lie! Then—then the business "
The words stuck in Doris's throat.
"Was absolutely solvent ! There was no
truth —not a particle of truth — in .ur
Armer's statement of ruin. Never had
Thobury and Co. been in so prosperous
a eondition. Roger Armer won you by a
trick !"
Won by a trick ! Then all her sacrifice,

;
all her misery was for nothing! A fierce

hatred for Roger Armer swept throughher and her eyes Tblazed with the tumult
of her anger.
Half afraid that her anger was diverted
against himself, Barlow was seized with
panic.
"But you will help me, please. Remem-
ber my wife, my children, my !"
: It was then that the door opened and

j
Roger himself strode in!

"I ABSOLUTELY REFUSE."

Doris looked at her husband, bitter con.
tempt expressed on every delicate feature.
Yet never, in the days Roger Armer had
known this girl, had she looked so desir-

ahle in his eyes. It- is not exaggerating
to say that he would have given half the
fortune he had a.massed to gain one glance
of love from those heautiful, contemptu-
ous eyes.
But Armer was no fool. He knew this to
be utierly impossible ; and so there was
but one thing to be done— rule her by
fear !
But Doris did not look c5g though that I

would be an easy matter. There was

something dauntless in her attitude that

gave A^mer qualms about the matter,
and he waited as calmly as he could for
her to speak. _
She turned first to Barlow with, "Will

you please leave me and wait in the
hall ?" and then waited as calmSy as she
could until the door closed behind. him.
Then she turned to Roger.
"You coward! you cad !" she rapped
out so vehemently that Roger was startled
from his iron coolness.
"What is it now?" he asked, although
from ihe minute he saw Barlow he knew
full well what was coming.
"Stand there! Don't come near me, for
you are foul and unclean! I knew you for
a cruel, merciless brute — now I know you
for an unscrupulous, lying cheat. That
man lias told me all. My father was
never bankrupt —and X, a weak, helpless
girl, have been made to pay a price
that was never on my head. Where is
your honour, Roger Armer?"
"Do you want me to defend myself?"
was the reply. "Then my defence is that
I wanted you. All's fair in love and
war. You made it war —not I."
"Love!" Doris' lip curled. "Don't dese-
crate a word of which you don't know the
meaning. You gained me by a deliberate
lie ! I thought I was doing a noble thing

to sacrifice myself for my father, and,
after all, I have suffered and paid in
vain."
The agony in the low, sweet voice cut
Roger Armer to the heart; but, though
inwardly he wineed, he made no visible
sign.
"And —my father," continued the young
wife, "did he know? Was he in this hor-
rible conspiracy to deeeive me, or was Ee
a victim as well as me?"
Armer shrugged his shoulders.
"If you like to put it so', he was."
"Oh, you coward!" The words came
from between her clenched teeth. "Men
and women are nothing to you. You crush
hearts as though they were no more than
st-ones. First my father, then m,e ; and
now you have brought an innocent man
who found out your lie to destitution.
What aTe you going to do for Henry Bar
low ?"
"Nothing."
"You are going to let him and his sick
wife and ailing children starve?"
"No man with a brain need starve,"
Armer said coldly.
He was very angry with Barlow, and
even more angry with himself —because,
j by

reason of his hard dcaliug with his ex-

i clerk, he had placed himself in.the man's

power.
But then, he reasoned, his harshness
was not altogether due to the fear that
Doris should discover the secret he had
so successfully concealed from his indol-
ent partner, Thobury ; who had not even
brain or courage enough to investigate
the truth of his assertion of impending
ruin.
.Henry Barlow had one terrible fault.
His downfall was due to drink. Armer,
who liked the man, had spoken to him
kindly though firmly —begging him, for
the sake of his wife and family, to give
up a vice which was bound in the end
to ruin him.
Barlow had promised to do this, but
failed to keep his word; and at length
Armer had been obliged to threaten sum-
mary dismissal.
It was then that Henry Barlow, castingabout for some means of preventing this,
had diseovered the reason why heautiful
Doris had thrown over her fiance to
marry a man she evidently loathed.
Armed writh this information, he had
gone to Armer and dared Tiim to dismiss
him.
"I will let her know—she and her
father, too," he said.
For answer, Roger Armer had ordered
him out of the office there and then.
"Repeat your threat," he said, "and I
will proseeute you for blackmail. Here
is your week's salary."
Now, in the face of tbis fresh develop-
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