ARE OFFERING IN ALL DE-
PARTMENTS A

BUPERIOR SELECTION

OF
SUMMER APPAREL

AND
CORDIALLY INVITE

YOUR INSPECTION.

P——(

Price & Bulléid

LIMITED.

P —

TAY STREET, INVERCARGILL.

AND BLUFE,

FOUNTAIN PENRS.

HE kind that are always at your ser-
viece; that never baulk, splutter, or
cultivate bad language.” The tried and
proved stalwarts of the pen world. You'll
get them here

The Dedoune, Self-filler, 10/-
The Capitol. Lever Self-Aller, 12/6.

~
The Conklin, Crescent Self-filler, 20/-

" The Cameron- Waverley, secure, Self-
filler, 22/6; gold-mounted, 30/- and, 35/-

The Onoto, Self Filler, 20/-
‘The Waterman, Lever Self Filler, 25/-

The self-filling  principle saves bother
and ioky fingers and the quality of the
above pens is beyond dispute. Post free
anywhere.

HYNDMAN’S,

INVERCARGILL,

AGENTS.

M°NEIL ** CLARK

94 DEE STREET.

EXTRA SPECIAL!

Just arrived! Samples for 26 omly
gent’s suitsto-measure for delivery
before 24th December or earlier
The malerial fs of the Bnest woven
New Zealand worsteds in Browns,
College Greys, Dark Grey and Fox’s
Navy. Shades are guaranteed fast.
The quality of these rare, high-grade
puitings is beyond gquestion. Prices
are very reasopable—£7 10/-, £8 10/-
£9 9s/-, :

Sr———

McNeil & Clark,|

CLOTHIERS AND MERCERS
84 Deo St

 Remarkable @z’ama of Married Life.

THE FIRST PART.

Doris Thobury, the sister of the child-
rens’s ward, was telling the litile ones
stories, when the door opened and the
matron and Dr Weston came in.  Doris’s
cheeks took a deep tini, for she loved
the kindly, grave-faced young doctor
deeply.

As the doctor went his rounds, she held
each little patient’s hand, for the 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 ont of the Cottage
Hospital gate, Paul Weston overtook her.

“May I accompany you®” he asked, aad
she smiled and nodded. They spoke of
many things, and at last when they had
reached a more gecluded spot the doctor
geized her hand.

“Miss Thobury,” he said, “I love you—
I Jove you with all my heart and soul
Will you be my wife?”’ She looked at mm

steadfastly as she answered ‘‘Yes.” - It

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 home immediately,” it ran,
“You are wanted at once.” And a litile
later she was speeding towards her home. -

At the very moment she was angwering
Paul Weston on the previous night, an
interview was going on which was to alter
her whole life,

“Those are my terros; take them or
leave them. Accept them and I pull you
through; refuse and you are ruined!”
The speaker, Roger, Armer, was a itrong,
hard man; he was Walter Thobary’s
manager, and the man bhe faced as he
nttered 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 Yooked frightened., His uncle had
died and left kim 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
ruin, and only Armer could pull him
through, and that be would only do so on
one condition, and that was that he
sherld marry Doris.  And in his weak-
ness and fear of ruin the crushed man
agreed—actually agreed to sacflfice his
dayghter to save himself. )

‘When he told Doris she was horrified,

‘“‘Father,” she cried, “you are mnot in
earnest. Marry Mr Armer? I couldn’t.
You can’t mean it.”” At last she cast
agide all her hopes for the fulure and
-promised. That evening she wrote a
short note to Paul Weston telling him
she had changed ber mind and could never
be his wife. . -

Her engagement to Armer was an-

nounced; snd eventually Doris Thobury |

became Doris Armer,

She found her husband domineering,
and determined to break her proud spirit.
She discovered, too,” that she had been
won by a trick, for her father's business
had never been anything but perfectly sol-
vent. . .

“I WILL NEVER OPEN MY LIPS
TO YOU AGAIN.”

“We must give a large dinner-party,
Doris,” Roger said one day. )

“As you please,” she gsaid listlessly.
“If you will give me a list of the guests
you desire, I will send out the invita-
tions."” )

“You shall have the list of City guests,”
he said.  “To you I leave the coumty
folk.  And, Doris, I wish no expense
spared.  Please get yourself something
quite new and splendid in the way of a
-dress.”

He hesitated. He realised he had not
spoken quite as he intended, but did not
know bow to alter his request. Doria
smiled bitterly.

“I see,” she said. “You want people
to see that, after all, you didn't pay too
big a price—that I am worth what you
paid.”

“You are just,” Armer turned coldly
away, and for a few seconds Doris felt
sorry she had spoken so bitterly.

“But it's true!” she clenched Ber hands.
“All quite, quite true!-I am like every-
thing he passeses—of the best, I rank
only with those old historic masters he has

parchased, -with his suberb automobile;
his stable of blood mares; his kennel of
pedigree dogs.  His wife ranks but a litile
above these because she.is flesh and blood,
and he can wound her through her ten-
derest feelings.” C

It was in this mood, a worse than which
cannot easily be imagined, that Doris
Armer was desiined to meet the man to
whom she had once been engaged.

The October leaves were falling fast
round Doris Armer’s feet, as she passed
along the woodland path that led to the
village. :
melancholy, but this well suited young |
Mrs Armer’s frams of mind.

How utterly hopeless did the future ap.
pear! She had just reached this pessimis-
tiec couclusion when, round a bend in the
path, she almost ran into Paul Weston,

For a space, ncither spoke to the other,
Their surprise at meeting there was too
intense, at first, for speech. i

“You—here, Paul?’ It was Doris who
spoke first. ‘I thought you were miles
away. Misg Dalty told me. you had
joined her exploration .party—after—"’

She broke off, confused. What was she
saying? :

“After— 1" Doctor Weston spoke quiet.
ly. ‘‘After your letber breaking off ouwr
engagement, Yes—I started. But before
we had got far our leader died suddenly,
and the affair fell through.”

“But how do you come here?’ the girl
asked, still bewildered by this unexpe:ted
meeling. :

“I have bought a partnership with Doc.
tor Leech. My partner lives in West-
ways.”’

“Didn’t you know!” cried Doris, *that
my home is at the Court?” ’

His voice was not quite under control as
he answered :

“If I had, de you think I could have
come bere—to find you—a happy wife
with ancther?”

She made no answer., Loyal as ever to
her husband and her wifely duty, she
would not utter a word that might appear
the reverse.

“You are happy?’ Paul sald quickly.
The shadow in the face that had once
been the dearest to him did not escape
his keen eyes. :

“Is anyone in the world really happy?’
she asked lightly, evading a -divect reply.

“I-—suppose nct.”” He sighcd, and ab-
sently plucked a golden brown leaf.

““Where are you going?’ Doris asked
after an awkward pause.

“Strange to say, I was on my way to—
to— your house. I had a letter from a
Mrs Spry, asking me to call. One of the
maids is ill. = Naturally, I imagined this
Mrs Spry to be the mistress of the Court.”

“Mrs Spry is Mr Armer’s housekeeper,”
Doris said coldly, ‘“She should have in-
formed me that it was pecessary to send
for a doctor.”

Panl Weston’s vaguee suspicion that all
wag not well with Doris Armer deepened.
The very fact that his late fiancee was
another man’s wife completely changed
hig feelings with regard to her.

One of the most honourable minded of
men, Paul Weston looked upon the mar-
rlage tie as the most sacred bend on earth.
No one, in his eyes, was so despicable as
the man who tried to break it. He was
only deeply grieved that the girl he adored
should be unhappy,.

Love was not for him; but friendship
remained,  Ile Woul@ﬁlways be Doris
Armer’s friend, though he had lost her
love for ever. )

“I will walk back with you,”” she said,
and, turning the conversation into imper-
sonal chammels, they walked up to the
house together.

Somehow, hearing of old friends bright.
ened Doris wonderfully,  As she ap-
proached the house she found herself
laughing at a quaint story of ons of his
small patients. 1

Roger, sitting in the portico,
heard that silvery langh from his wife’s |
lips, looked up for the cause. He saw |
her pass by, accompanied by a tall man
with a pleasant, kindly face.

“Who can he be, t6 make her laugh
Iike that? I never have.”

She: passed from his sight, and Rog;‘er
experienced a quick stab of jealonsy. He
envied the stranger who could win a smile
like that. Presently she joined him, the
smile still on her beantiful face, The
maid’s illness was bat 5 trifling one, Paul
Weston had hastened back, to send up
the medicine. He would call again the

It was a still afternoon, rabhier [

had nevep )

next day. Doris had invited him to their
dinner, .

I waat vou to meet Mr Armer.”

“T shall be delighted to make his ac-
quaintance.” Paul Weston smiled back.
le did so want to make sure he had been
mistaken in his first hasty judzment,

“Who was—your friend?” Roger asked,
in a strained tone.

Unfortunately, Doris hesitated a second
before replying For the firsh time it
struck her that possibly Roger might not
care for Paul Weston's acquaintance.

“That was Doctor Weston, He—he is
Doctor Leech’s partner. One of the maide
is ill.  Paul—I mean Doctor Weston—is
attending her.” ‘

Suddenly a furious
shook Roger Armer.

“Then that man shall not enter my
house again. Do you hear?” And then,
as Doris shrank from him: “How long
has this been going on?” .

“I only met Doctor Weston just now.
He wants to—to meet you, Roger. 1 have
asked him to be ome of our guests next
week,’ :

“And I refuse to see him. Go in and
say you have made a mistake i inviting
him, that I—the master—forbid you to
speak to him again.

“And what,” cried Doris, Ber whole
soul in revolt at this unjust tyranmy on
Roger's part—‘what if I refuse?”

~“You will not refuse.” Let me tell you,

once and for all, now you are my wife, I
will be obeyed,” he said, his face working
with anger. :

¥or the moment be had lost complete
control over himself. Roger Armer did
not often lose. his seli-control, and when
he did it was like tlie loosing of a fierce
torrent that nothing could check,

‘Do you understand? Write to—to your
former lover, and say I—I forbid him to
set foot inside my house.”

“I cannot do that.”” Doris spcke quiet-
ly, though inwardly she, too, was raging
with outraged pride.  *I have invited a
good and noble man—my {riend—to our
house, and I see no reason to insult him.”

“You—you call Paul Weston your,
friend 7’ Roger looked dangerous.

“I certainly do. One of the few real
friends I possess.”

“Have you forgotten that he was once
your acknowledged lover? I have not.”

She looked at him, her face very pale;
but in her steady grey eyes Roger read
something that shamed him. They were
proud and pure and true.’’

“l have never forgotten,” she said
quietly, “‘that Paul Weston and T were
once betrothed to one another. That ex-
cept for—a He, I should have been his
wife. But, Roger, I am your wife now.
—your loyal wife—and why do you object
to my keeping up my relationship with a
man to whom I behaved badly? Paul
Weston has one of the finest characters
in the world. He does not knowthe
meaning of dishonour. You are jealous,
it seems, a paltry characteristic, and in
your case it is not even dictated by love.
It 1"" simply to prove your power over
mey’’ ¢ '

There was g0 much truth, and yet =0
much that was not truth, in Doris’s words,
that Armer’s anger rose {0 a higher pitch.
For there was love for this lovely creature
who dared him so courageously—love, but
ng pity. - ’

“You will iake steps to prevent Doctor
W.eston attending our dinner party,” he
said coldly, ag he turned on his heel.

Later on—when too late—Roger Armer
would have given the whole world not to
have laid this cider upon Doris, his
wife.

Upstairs, in her own room, Doris wiestl.
ed with herself. Her comscience told her
to obey her husbaud. Inclination whisp-
ereq contrarily, “What harm is there n
having an old friend to see you in your
hushand’s house? Don't give way m thr,
Let Roger seec you are mistragg if I3 is
master. He will not disgrace nimsel?,
and you, by making a scene in pulﬁ.ilc."

8o the argument went on and ended m
no letter being sent to prevent Paul
Weston entering Mr and Mrs Armer’s
house ag their gnest.

« Doris looked wondrously beautiful as
x.;he ascended the great staircase, wrassed
I an exquisite creation of her fawourite
white and green. It was the prodactian
of a celebrated maison in Hanover Sgnare.

After all it wag Roger’s desire that she

shoald laok her best. Also, she vranted

gust of passion

Piul to believe she was a happy wiic,

J

By MARK ENGLigy

and her ]ovely clotheg
of cheerfulness which, efhireisi’d Y g,
her {ace. S ngy
I her husbang shoui :
. . d 83 i ‘
to invite her late finance t:,gzi;l iy
had made up her ming to obee. hw&'
she had sworn obedience po4 g
before God's altar, Nothiy, o lung
alter that. § ey

Roger’s face ﬂusi\ed Wit

. h
ing as this peerless bei love ang fy

drawing-room. Tsobel, logkin, ..

bandsome in a black sequinneg g ™y
ﬁ.tted her rather fu] but - fresa
like a sheath, had alrea,dy ar:jlu i
was in earnest conversation Wilh‘;d: 4

The guests arriveq T&P}dl\- s
merchants  and thej pon];‘ . '[
dressed wives, mingled yity’ t;z?"’,
frigid country folk, one and g us
to see how the bride woulg com "

. . Pott b
self a4 this, her first formal digy,

The hum of conversatioy filleg t;:‘l"ﬂ
ly room.  Every moment thep ¢ "
to hear the portly butler nnogy ;}i:c

Suddenly the door was fluny vy, Sl
Tompkins did appear; by j s
nouncement of dinner that g pag

“Doctor Paul Weston!” '

Wlth a sweet, shy smile at her huhen
Doris went forward,

“Roger, this is Doctor Paul Westgn
And then the enormity of {hy vy
she had done to Weston, in allowing 1
to come without her hushand st

was born in upon her,

Looking: apprehensively futo 1he sterm
handsome face of Roger Armer, she s
it change into an expression of s'uch
ly hatred that her very spirit sk,

Paul advanced, his tood-looiing fag
full of pleasurable interest, '

“HOV\{ do_you do, Mrs Ammer®™ Thd
he turned to Roger. “T am very pieass
to meet you, Mr Ammer  Tour wife-—

The words died on his Ips. On o bums
face had Paul Weston ever seen 5o di
bolical an expression. What was ging
to happen? :

“I have not the pleasure of knowin
Doctor Paul Weston, nor do 1 intend §
know him. He has thrust himself in
my house in spite of my wishe"

Roger placed his handg bdind bi
back, and faced Weston sterly, Thn )4
turned to Doris.

“You have discheyed me. Ian uing
to send for Doctor Weston's car. T
does mot dine at my table tonight”

The guests stared at each other,
ab three central fignres in this horribl
scene.

Deliberately Roger ring the bell.

“Doctor Weston’s c,” he wid to @
amazed Tompkins. '

But before Paul Weston could reaiie g
full humiliation which had befallen b
Doris’s clear voice rang oth .

“QOne moment, Roger Armer. Th’f )
sult reaches the utmost limit of m
durance. 1 have kept my bagun WY
you—the bargain you goined v'mth ¢!
I am your wile and you w1lfe ”Ti
vomain, but I hate you now. ou 8
beneath my notice—beneath my mnwfip
Never will I open my lips to you ¥

WHAT THE SILENCE LED ™

To depict the consternation that f"”
ed Doris Armer’s estraordinary ’
would be impossible. ~ Some ﬂ'le
were too taken aback for WO "‘
whispered excitedly among t'flemsel‘ y

“What does it all mean! Nob ?P‘i“,
lips to him again! Why, t,h% thmg;a
possible—no wife could live 10 thf ”
with ber hushand and nob B®7
was only to nag at him.”

The Iast remark was made by ¢77, 1
Mrs Vandeleur, a woman renowl
her naggi ropensities. ;

The ot sbe addressed look lﬂ‘
fully at Daris, as she stood 3 K.
her face white, stern and Set)hdw{a-
outwardly no emotion, unless ¢ ed .
of the laces on her breast ©
described. . :

“cI’m not sure about that. },atT:h
something about Mrs Armer l}}ut e
she is no ordipary womat. Armer. By
keeps her word I pity Boge" =" *
Jovel—the mere idea of ]“'mgumm- i
Silent Wompn—and such & :m il
Dorig Armer—makes MY " mpwwdﬁ

Mrg Vandelear langbed ¢f oh.”

“Ag if she meant ib! Not & mdl,bzlﬂd.».

But Doris did mean 6%17 -yl
uttered. Wounded in her PP
in her own house, 0n® of 5:
old  friend—insulted bef
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