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crept, and soon reached the enclosed yard.
A door opened out of it, but it was locked.

The wall was rather high, but an wron
hook afforded foothold. Doris took ad-
vantage of this, and was socon on the
other side of the wall.

The street was very quiet,
house was close curtained. =

Dorig Armer stood -a few seconds, tak-
ing stock of the house she had left and
tbs smrroundings; and, as she looked, the
light in the room upon the leads went ont.

Shq,ﬂew, as one possessed, down the
street, round the corner, nor did she pause
until she had put a good mile between her.
self and possible pursuers. Once or
twice in her mad career shie fancied she
heard rumming foutsteps, but this, possibly
was imagination,

At length her breath gave oul, and she
was forced {o vest a while. She found
hersell in a dull square, the pame of
which she conld just decipher as Charlotte
Square.  What district of Lendon she
wag in, Doris had not the faintest idea.

Later on she found the square was situ-
ated in Barnsbury, and was one of those
cld squares that havé seen better clays.

The question she now had to decide
was, where should she go? 8he had suifici.
ent money in her purse to keep her for a
wesk or two. ’ .

Opposite her was a house with a card in
the window: “Bed-sitting room to let.”
She would walk about till the morning,
and then become tenant of the apartmeént
—that iy, if the landlady would accept a
fodger who brought neither luggage nor
references.

a hal.

Lvery

First, however, she must buy

People were astir early in this cwricusly
dismal reighbourhood.  Doris breakfasted:
at a coffee-stall, aud borght herseli a plain
black hat at one of those odd shops ihat
manage to exist no one krows how.

Thus equipped, she returned to Char-
lotte Square, and rang the bell of No. 17.

A frowsy-looking woman appeared, and
in a marvellonsly short time Doris Armer
found herself the tenant of the third floor
iront. .

No questicns were asked, so Doris was
1ot oblized to inveat a plausible story. All
that Brs Dobbs reguired was a week’s
rent in advance, and with this demand
Doris instantly complied.

Now, at any rale, she had a voof over
her head for a week, and durieg this
time she could arrange her plans.

The perils she had escaped had made
her cantious. As she sat gazing out
into the dusty, sad-looking square, with
its stunted trees, beneath the branches
of which grimy children  played, - her
thoughts were very bitter,

Bliould she ge to her father, and tell
all that had happened? He had been
ly responsible for the havoe her muar-
ringe with Armer had made of her lite.
She bhad no  intention of rcturning to
her old home.  In fact, she was not at
all certain {hat her father had not let it,

1

i and was now living a bachelor's life at hig

" elub,

All was chaos in her mind, and mystery.
Why had the man ecalled “Philip re-
sewed her? Was 1t sheer accident that had
proaght him to the lonely house in the
woods? Or was it all part of some deep
plot, the meaning of which she could nob
even guess? ‘

After hoarg of thought, she at last
daecided to see her father. Whether or not
she should tell him of her horvible dis-
covery, circmmstances must decide.

Ove point was clear.  She must work
for her living. Should ske wrTte to Miss
Dalty? 3he could go back to the quiet,
little hospital any day.

And then, suddenly, she recalled Paul
Westen's offer of friendship. He would
keep her secret. He would advise her
what to do. He could get her work in a
London hospital; or, better still, he could
‘procure privato patients.

And to this Jatter course the girl in-
clined, as being the better means of keep-
ing her secret.

For she could not give her hushand
away.  Thief—despicable as he was in
every way—he wag still her husband.

The wall of silence that she had set up
between them could now never be broken,
Were she once to open her lips she did not
know what the result might be.  She
could not trust herself.

In this frame of mind, Doris arrived at
her old home. How wel] she remembered
the day she left it for the last time! She
saw herself a bride, her white robes
and veil floating round her. = She saw
hergelf standing before the altar——

A sob-broke from her throat. She was
etill so young! Long years of dreariness
lIay bLefore her!

Her hand was on the bell, when a voice
she Lknew only too well struck npon her
ears.  The smoking-room window stood
open. The voice that reached her was
her husband’s!

All thought of entering her old home
vanished. She stood on the terrace,
rooted to the spot. Her father's
portly form resposed in the hige easy-

chair in which he spent so many idle
hours.

“No, my dear Armer, she isn’t here.” [
think it was a bit ill-advised on your part
to shut Doris up as a semi-lunatic. She's
an extraordinarily high-spirited girl, any-
how, Of course, she couldn’t stand the
rostraint, and bolted.  Bhe’'ll turmn up,
you may be certain, A silent wife, you
say P’ Walter Thobury laughed jovially.
"By George, my boy, there's many a fel-
tow would be glad if his wife became sil-
ent] What do I advise you to do? vvait
and see!” He laughed again. *“And
if you won't do that, set a detective on.
But 1 say, Armér, don’t do ‘anything to
create a scandal! You see, I'm golng to
be married again; to the wealthy wtalyw
~Mrs Storrington. It would annoy ler
berviby to have any nasty gossip. You
undexstand, I'm sure, Roger.”

“Oh, yes, I understand! You don't care
what happens to your only child s¢ long
as you live softly. But I carsi I leve
wy wife, and I shall never vest wutil she
is mine once more. And, undsestend,
shall take every slep possible to £nd cut,
without any regard for either youv ar Mrs
Storrington’s feelings.  Good-uight!®

loger Armer stepped over ithe sifl. He
brushed past the shrubs behind which
Doris shrank.  She had only to held cut
her hand, and she could tou:h hm

But instead of doing this she clenched
her hands firmly, and her mind witered
words her lips darcd not speak.
“Hypocrite! Cruel, mean hyposrite! To

ay you love me-—that you want ime! You
hall never find me, Roger Armer!”
For an hour she remained where she
was.  Nor did she stir till a car rolled
up to the deor, out of which stepped an
over-dressed florid woman, accompanied
by another of the same type. She saw
her father advance, and kiss the stouter
of the two. B

“Welcome,

3
&

my. dear, to your futwe

home,” Walter Thobury said.
Doris turned away. This wag MMrs

“There is no home anywheve for me!”
Doris sobbed brokenly.

“I’VlE BURNED BY RBOATS DBLHIND

ME," !

Two days later, Doris Armer entered a
tea-shop in the West Eud, It was a very
quet little place, where she was not likely
to encoanter any of the smart folks she
had euntertained so lavishly in her old
home,

She had written to Paul Weston, and
asked him to meet her here at four o’clock.
Punctually, on -the stroke of the hour,
Paul appeared.

He beld out his hand, bis eyes fixed on
the face of the girl he had loved so well,

He was horrified at the change a few
months had made in Dorig Armer.

“You sent for me. I am here.”

That was all he said, but Doris knew
that at any rate one loyal friend was left
to her.

He sat down in a cosy cormer, partially
screened from the rest of the room, and
ordered a dainty tea.

The girl's face was white and pinched.
She looked hali starved, and, indeed,
though not perhaps quite that, Doris had
often gone short of foed. :

Paul Weston’s heart ached for this vie-
tim of an ill-assorted marriage.

“Paul,” Doris said presently, “I can’t
tell you all that has happened to me. You
won't mind if I withhold some portions of
a very sad and strange story?”

He shook his head.

"I only want to hear anything you
would care to tell me,”” he said simply. “I
heard " He hesitated. “People will talk
you know—that your lusband had sent
you away for your health.”

A Dbitter smile curved the perfect lips.

“Is that what they say?’

Yes” - .

Doris paused. How much should she
tell this old friend? How much dare she
tell without  exposing her husband’s
cruelty and hypocrisy.

“He took me away because he said I
was mad! He shat me up!” She shudder.
ed. .

Paul Weston’s face grew dark.
lips set in a stern line.

“He did that?’ he muttered, below his

His

breath. “‘He dared do that to you?”’
“Yes. But,” Doris hurried on, ' you
see, I brought it on myself.”
“You. How?'
“By keeping my vow of silence. e

Bwore that he wonld make me speak. I
resolved that nothing should make me
break my vow.”
© There wag a low, passionate note in the
sweet voice that made Weston' look close-
ly at her. Was it possible that she had
grown to care for a man who had treated
her so bratally? »

“I escaped,” she ‘said abruptly. “And 1
am here.”’ }

“How did you escape? It iz a difficnlt
matter to escape from a private asylam.”

{Continued on page 4.)
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KODAK

Price 50/~

Makes pictures 1§ x 24 inches.

¢

“Always with you—
never in the way.”
Fits a lady's handbag or a man’s
waistcoat pocket. Simple and
elficient,
»

Other Kodaks up to £20.
Chief Agents:
'NEIL'S DISPENSARY,
DEE STREET, INVERCARGILL.

RICT'S

Leading Confectioners,
DEE STREET.

HIGH-CLASS CONFECTIONERY.
HIGH-CLASS CONFECTIONERY.
BIGH-CLASS CONFECTIONERY.

-RICE'S,

LEADING CONFECTIONERS.

DEE STREET.

Registered le}}ner, Telephones; Shop

320.

W. K. SGRYMCEGUR,

{Member R. San. Inst., London.}
Successor to Anchor and Co.,

N

SANITARY HEATING AND VENTI
' LATING ENGINEER, )

B ——

ESK ST , INVERCARGILL.

Sole Agent in Southland for Ward’s
Patent Ventilating Skylight.

Supreme Petrol Light Installations on
shortest notice.

Sanitary Science. Certif. Sanitary

Certif.
: Inspector.

All work done by competent tradesmen.

REMOVAL NOTICE.

———

SHIELS, JENKINS & C0., LTD.

——

(Late Farmers' Machinery Exchange§,
PROPRIETORS & MANUFACTURERS

STORRIE IMPROVED
MILKING MACHINE.

———

Wish to notify their Customers that theg
have removed to premises at rear of Clul
Hotel.

ENTRANCE:
DEE ST.: Club Hotel Right-of-way.
LEVEN BT.: Mackerras and Hazlet
FELEGRAMS: “Pulsator,” Invercargill,
Right-of-way. -
P.0. BOX—-278.




