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WE

ARE OFFERING IN ALL DE-
 PARTMENTS A
SUPERIOR SELECTION
OF
SUMMER APPAREL
AND

CORDIALLY INVITE

n

YOUR INSPECTION.

Price & Bulleid

LIMITED.

TAY STREET, INVERCARGILL.,

AND BLUFF.

FOUNTAIN PENS.

e

HE kind that are always at your ser-
vice; that never baulk, splutier, or
cultivate bad language. - The tried aI}d
proved stalwarts of the pen world. You 1
get them here

The Dedonne, Sclf-filler, 10/~ )

The Capitol, Lever Self-filler, 12/6.
The Conklin, Crescent Self-filler, 20/-

The Cameron Warverley, secure, Self-
filler, 22/6; pold-mounted, 30/- and 35/-

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

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

HYNDMAN’S,

- INVERCARGILL,

AGENTS

M°NEIL ** CLARK

——rm—tn

EXTRA SPECIAL! .

Just arrived! Samples for 26 only
gent’s suits-to-measure for dellvery
before 24th Dscember or earlier
The materiai is of theo finest woven
New Zealand worsteds in Browas,
Collegs Greys, Dark Grey a2nd Fox's
Navy. Shades are gunaranteed fast.
The quality of these rare, high-grade
suitings is beyond question. Prices
are very reasonable—£7 10/-, £3 10/-
£9 9s/-.

© McNeil & Clark,

CLOTHIERS AND MERCERS
84 Deo St.

! one condition,

By MARK ENGLisy

THE FIRST PART.

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

each little patient’s hand, for the pain
never scemed 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 accompany you?’ he asked, aad
she gmiled and nodded. They spoke of
many things, and at last when they bad
reached a more gecluded spot the doctor
seized lier hand.

““Miss Thobmry,” he said, “I love you—
I Jove you with' all my heart and soul
Will you be my wife?” She looked at him
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
gram: “Come home immediately,

received a tele.
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.

“Those ave my terms; take them or
leave them. Accept them and I pull you
throngh; refuse and you are ruined!”
The speaker, Roger, Armer, wag a sirong,
hard man; he was Walter Thobury’s
manager, and the man be faced as he
uttered those words was Walter Thobury
himzelf. ’

Doris’s father was a failure; he was
weak and lazy, and as he faced his man-
ager he looked frightened. His unele had
died and left him the huge business of
Thobury and Co. But he did not troukle
himself about the business; he left it all
in the hands of Roger Armér. And now
he found that he was on the brink of
ruin, and only Armer could pull him
through, and that he would only do so on
and that wag that he
should marry Doris. And in his weak-
ness’ and fear of ruin the crushed man
agreed—actually agreed to sacrflice his
daughter to save himself.

When he told Doris she was horrified.

“Father,” she ecried, ‘““you are mot in
earnest, farry Mr Armer? I couldn’s.
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

y she had changed her mind and could never

be his wife,

Her engagement to Armer was an-
nounced, and 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 falher’s business
had never been anything but perfectly sol-
vent.

doctor to whom she had been engaged, to.
dinner.  When he comes, Reger insults
him in front of the other guests, and
orders him from the heuse. In sudden
anger, Doris tells him she will never open
her lips to him again.

“BOUGHT AND PAID ¥OR.”

‘“This umatural condition of affairs
could not go on without a break.”

Thig was what Roger thought; but it
seenied as though it would! Doris would
not speak, e, in turn, grew to be silent
too, though always watching her wilh
fartive suspicion.

Guly when gucsts were present—and
they grew fewer and fewer, except Isobel
Vane, who teemed always at hund-—was
there any reliel from the strain that had
now reached Lreaking-point.

In these days Doris walked a greal deal
Or, if she did not walk, sherode, and al-
ways chose The Demon as her mount.
Perhaps she felt sympathy with the horse
her husband had schooled into obedience.

Be that as it may, she and the beautiful
animal were on excellent terms with one
another.

One day, during one of her lonely, mel-
ancholy rides, she came acrogs Paul Wes-

As the doctor went his younds, she held |

Doris invites Paul Weston, the young !

ton. He, too, was riding, and by one
accord they stopped.

Paul was horrified to see the ravages
Doris’s unnatural life had made in the

i girl he had once ioved and hoped to make

his wife. .

He Had heard rumours of her strauge
silence—for Iscbel had been careful to set
gossip going—but that it had reached the
pitch it had he would not have believed
unless he had heard it from her own lips.

“I'm glad I've met you, Paul,” she said,
in the frozen tones that had replaced her
low, rich ones. . “I waut to tell you it
was all my fault—that night. My—
husband did tell me to—to write and say
he wonld not receive you—and I disobeyed
kim. I'had no pight to do that, had I,
Paul? A wife like me must always be
obedient to the man who has bought her—
at a price.”

Paul’s face grew grave and troubled.

“Don’t give it another thought,” he
told her. ‘ )

Ho admired her immensely for her cour.
age in telling him the factsz, He would
have - given much to know what truth
there was in the rumours he had heard.
He was snon to know!

“Trom that night to this I have never
opencd my lips to Roger Armer,” she
said abruptly—stooping down to pat The
Demon’s sleek neck, so that he could not
sce that frozen look upon her face,

But Paul Weston’s Leen eyes did gee it,
and his heart ached for the girl who had
been so bright and helpiul in the little
Cottage Hospital, cheering the suffering—
a very angel of the wards. How «iid it
come to pass, this ill-matclied union?

There was something very wrong scme- |

where.

“You heard mo say I would not speak?”’

“Yes, I heard you. But I—I did not
believe it possible that you really meant’
it.*’ )

““Yes~—I meant it.” .

Paul touched the hand that lay upon the
horse’s neck.

“Doris—such things work madness in
the brain. Let me entreat you to let by.
gones be bygones. I'm sure your hus-
band does not deserve go great a punish-

ment.-  To me it would be insupport-
able.”
“To you—yes. Because you are good

and kind, and understand that a woman is
only flesh and blood; that a wife should
be a comrade, and not a chattel hought
and paid for. Roger is different, He ig
hard and cruel. Look at The Demon’s
sides! Those scarg are the result of the
cruel spurring my hosband gave nim,
across his flanks are the marks of his
whip. He would: like to serve me, his
wifo as he has hiz horse.  Only one
thing deters him—public opirion. Now
you know the manner of man my vows
on that day of horror and despair bound
me to live with.”

Paul was speechless with horror.

“Doris, if you feel like this, leave him!
It is better to go than to endure this
living death. It will kill you. Write
to Miss Dalty. I'm sure she would be
glad to have you back, you were always
her favourite nurse.” :

The girl shook her head drearily.

“It wouldn’t be the same. I am nob
the same. Something has gone from me
here,”” o

She laid her hand across her heart.

Just then there came io their ears the
purring of a car in the distEnce. The
lane was narrow, the horseg fidgety.

“Go now Paul, I'll think over wnat you
say. Tl write to Miss Dalty.
be I shall find rest in '.relieving the
troubles of others. Only,” she sighed
deeply, “I'm not sure he’d let. me stay.
You see, hé has bought me.”

Paul rode quickly away, hig mind full
of forebodings.

It may

The car—a tradesman’s delivery van—
rushed down the lanme, almost grazing
The Demon, who resented the liberty by
rearing straight up.
could do to keep her scat.

Again he reared, and would have
bolted had nnt a strong  and  powerful

hand reached up and canzht the terrified’

animal by the carb, bringing him down
_wiih tremendous force; and Doris, look-
ing down, saw the grim, determined face
of her husband. ’

““Get.down! I am going to give him a
lesson—and you too!”

Roger’s face was deathly white.  iis
teeth were get. Upon his handsome
countenance was an expression that might

Doris had all she.

well have struck awe into the heart of

! the wife who defied him.

Had Reger imagined  that his words
would have,drawn a retort from those
sealed lips, he wag mistaken.  She sab
her Torse immovable.

" Ife reached out his hand, and lifted uer
from the saddle as though she had been
a featherweight.  He placed her against
a tree, and, taking her place in the
saddle galloped The Demon out of sight.

Doris put her hands befcre her eyes.
For one brief moment sho thought of
speaking ; of entreating Roger to spare the
horse, whose action had been the outcome
of fear.

“No. I will keep my vow.”” She shud.
dered, picturing what might be happening
to her beloved Demon,

She meed not have feared, Could she
have scen what was taking place a quarter
of o mile off, it js just possible sne might
have relented. ’

Roger had dismounted, and with gentle
hand was caressing the animal, who knew
hiz magter, and feared him far more than
he had feared the snorting, noisy car.

“Why should I punish you tecause you
‘are airaid?’ He stroked the velvet muz-
zle. )

“It’s only sheer rebellion I want to
cwb.” . : :

" Hiz face grew intensely melancholy,
and then it hardened.

“She has disobsyed me-—defied me! Sha
has met the one man of all others I have
forbidden her to speak to. ILet her take
the consequences.” ‘

e led The Demon back, and placing
Doily in the saddle, led the horse home-

wards.

“You have met Paul Weston,” Roger
said sternly,  ““Be prepared to take a
motor journey this evening. I am going
to be master in my own house. o to
your rooms—now !”

lowly Doris Armer ascended the stairs,
and when she reached her own rooms,
locked_ the door. Then she sat down,
angd broke into the bitterest weeping that
she had given way to since the day she
had entered her proud home.

What did it matter where he took her?
One priscn was as good as another—to
Doris Armer.

THE LONELY HOUSE IN THE
' WOODS!

“Send Mrs Armer’s maid to me.

Jenking entered the study. Her mastey
sab at the table, an expression on hig face
which the girl later on  described as
“making my bleod run cold.”

“I wish yeu to pack Mrs Armer’s
clothes.  Bhe is going away this even-
ing.”.

Now, as this was the first the servaats
had heard of their mistress going visiting
—for so they supposed the order to mean
—she naturally looked surprised.
© “Madam has not given any orders,
sir,”” she ventured rashly.

“I give you the order.” e frowned.

“Yes, sir, of comse. Am I to go w.th
madam !’ '

((ND.U

“What amount of luggage shall 1 pre-
pare, sir?”

“As small an amount as possible, com-
patible with comfort. Pack plenty of warm
clothes.  No evening dvesses.  Where
Mrs Armer. is going—they do not wear
evening-dress.””  The grimness on Armer’s
face was terrible.

Poger had felt unable to bear the situa-

tion another hour. He had now dectled
on taking a step from which he had
hitherto shrunk. He would isolate this
silent wife of his, make her in reality the
prisoner she believed herself to ke.

His complex nature was at war. UOme
minate he hated her, the next she was the
dearest thing on earth to him.  His Jong.
ing to crush her to his breast at times
was unbearable, at others he could nave
killed her, SR

“Tell Mrs Armer I wish to see 'er.
Meanwhile, start packing. We leave in
an. hour.”

He sat brooding, There came the rustls
of a woman’s gown, and his silent wife
stood before him, her slim white hands
folded lightly in front of her.

. “Once more. I ask you to speak,’” he
said.

Her lips folded more closely.

“You don’t intend to obey me?’ &till
no reply, “Very well.  You will be readv
to take a motor drive with me in an hour’s
timae,”’ '

, through the window.

son?
 ready. for—the lady’s reception!

Doris turned and

It wag dayk teft the Toom,
g ArK

when the gy dri
s dri

Roger Armer, drew UP ab thy oy
to the Cowrt. In the hy stocf.ltm.‘
Her maid stood beside & Doy,

her, hep

. , > ey i

travelling bag in her hayg N';stress‘.
- lhe

mainder of the lugpage v
the car. senge

Doris Armer came quietly g,
marble steps.  Her husbang ..
door of the ear, and she ot in.

Roger had hilf expecteq 2 sy
there was none, nothing hyy i
silence, which he was determineg
at any cost.

The car sped through the daripy
Roger at the wheel. Doris, inside, |
back among the cushions, hep o¥es cfo
her face masl-like and cold, .

What did it matter to hep wherq 4
took her? A prison is g pri B

- o DUISON 18 @ prison, ng gty
where it is situabed.

How long they had heen buavellyy, @

. . -5 08
did not know or 'care. She hag £k ingg
an apathetic condition, when {}, sensg
are lulled, the brain semi-dorman

Frem this half-conscious stag sile w
awakened by a violent jalt, The ogp
seemed to stand still for o moment, They
to her horror, it began to move ity
forward, gathering speed at it wo,

Rising from her seat, Dorjs caued
The figure 1 thy
tur-coat was still at the wheel, b that
he had. practically lost control over fy
powerful car was evident to the g
experienced.

As the full horror of tho sitnation burs
upon the girl she put hep hands befum
her face, and crouched back in her s,
A prayer that they might he saved bk
from her pale lips, and, strange to wy,
her thoughts at that moment were mom
for Roger than herself.

“Was it possible,”’—the ihought fiashed
lightning-like, through her mind—“that
she cared for this man who bad ingulied
and outraged her as Armer bad dowe! i
they met their end, it would bt togethen

The frozen stlence must be broken
now.

Her hand went out to the winlowif
front. It caught the strap. Hilp
opened.  Her. husband’s name ‘g
was on her lips when, as suddey s
car had started, so it slowed down, hg®
had it urder control again,  The dage
was past.

™ gy

N the
Optaed ﬂl‘

e, byt
At dead
10} b]-eak

The car came to a stand.still. Dorissesk
back on her cushions, more unnerved thet
she cared to show. She heard the door
handle turn.  Roger’s face—white and
drawn as one who had faced & greaﬁ
peril—appeared.

“Thank Heaven, Dorls, you are safe-:
that you did not attempt to jusp oubl”
He waited a minute. “We have nfallY
reached our destination,” he gaid brieflys

He closed the dobr, and set the engn?
going.  The car moved slowly ot For
about three minutes it ran smoothly, 1%
stopped hefors a high wall.

By the light of the poweritl laangs
Doris saw a tall, narrow. doorvaf.
every side were trees, tall, gloomy £
and pines.

The house she could nob see.
cluded it was hidden by the densenése
the woods. She could nob repres ¥
shiver as Roger opened the door and &
sisted her out. )

Ho took her dumbly, and vith +4
which he took from his pocket h‘f o
locked the door in the wal- BF:“
light of a torch, he guided her 3‘7""3”-
courtyard overgrown with rank o
weeds.

The air was chill, the a.tmoﬁpmfﬂ
like a tomh. 'Lhe prospect 0“1
Doris’ wide eyes rested Wab &qum'
cheerful.  All she could see of .hﬂri j
home was a Jarge square, stoné houss;
the courtyard, overgrown with ml: '

With another key, Armer unloc ea .
door. A woman came quickly forea™,

: cerything ¥
o1 hope,” said Rogerl “9\92)’

Doris glanced quickly up- e

‘1 t.hii.k you will find all mﬂgfﬂ;
sir,”” the woman replied respec o
“Please come this way, ma?,'am.
will no doubt be glad of tea. wu[h,ﬂ"

With & firm but not ungentle o
woman, who wore & kjnd of nut
form, took hold of Doris’ am}.] g

“Thank you,” gaid the gn-e o
“J] am quite able to 8 alon ' o
not been ill, - I require

from you." |



