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narkable Drama of

Tarried L ife.

By MARK ENGLISH.

THE FIRST PART.

-~

Doris Thobury, the sister of the chiid-
rens’s ward, was telling the little ones
stories, when the door opeied and the
matron and Dr Weston came in.  Doris’s
cheekg took
the kindly,
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 tad
been examined her duty for the day was
over.

As she was going out of the Cottage

Hospital gate, Paul Weszton overtook her.
1.

&

“May 1 accompany yc \?” he asked, aad |

she smiled and nodded.  They spoke of
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many things, and at last when they had
reached a more gecluded spot the doctor
seized her hand.

“Miss Thobury,” te said, “I love you—

I love you with all my heart and soul
Will yon be my wife?” She Jooked at nim
steadfastly as she answered “Yes. ™ It
was some time later when they parted,

and when they did zo Doris was the hap-:

piest girl in the world.

The next morning she received a tele-
gram: “Come home immediately,” it ramn,
“You are wanted at once.”
later she was speeding towards her home.

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

“Those are my terms; take them or
leave them. Accept them and I pull yon
ﬁh'.'dugh; refuse and you are ruined!”
The speaker, Roger, Armer, was a $trong,
hard man; he was  Walter Thobuary’s
manager, and the man he faced as he
uttered those werds was Walter Thobury
himgelf. . ‘

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 lefs him the huge business of
Thobury and Co. But he did not trouble
himsclf 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 bhe would ouly do so on

one condition, and that was that he
should marry Doris. | And in his weak-

And a little :

. v With
decp tint, for she loved |
grave-faced young doctor |

houetted on the blind. Then suddenly a
heavy hand is laid on her shoulder.

“HER SPIRIT HAUNTS ME—ATL-
WAYS.”

great dificulty, Doris Armer

stifled a shriek that rose to her lips,
The scene of domestic happiness, in

which her husband and Isobel Vane were

the central figures, had wounded her to

g heart’s core.  And now another had

" Leen a witness of the quiet, homelike pic-

ture beside herself.

“Hush!"

A hand was laid lightly across her lips.

She lifted her eyes, and .found herself
pazing into the face of the man whom she
knew as Philip, the man who had rescued
her from the lonely nouse in the woods.

Angd then suddenly she remembered that
this unknown man was- her husband's ac-
complice in guilt, that even now they were
probably  plotting together, arranging
further robberies, fresh cutrages.

And to save such a criminal as Roger
Armer she had come prepared to break
~her vow of silence.

“Fush! Don’t attract their atlention,
Mrs Armer.”’

With a firm hand, he drew the girl
away further into the shadow. Whey pas-
sed out of czirshpt, but not frem the range
of vision.

]
i
|

i up  within

ness and fear of ruin the crushed man !
agreed—actually agreed to sacrifice his ;

daughter to save himseli-

When he told Doris she was horrified.

“Father,” she cried, ‘“‘you are not in
earnest.  Marry My Armer? I couldn’t.
You can’t mean it.”
aside all her hopes for the future and
promised. That evening she wrole a
ghort note to Paul Weston tcing him

be his wife.

Her engagement to Armer was an-
nounced, and eventually Doris Thobury
became Doris Armer. '

She found her hushand  domineeri

he found her hushanc omineering,
and determined to break her proud epirit.

She discovered, too, that she had been

won by =& trick, for her father’s business
had never been anything but perfectly sol-
vent.

Paul Weston, a young doctor and her
former lover, with whom she had been
forced to break her engagement. He
obtains for her a post as a neurse at a
privale house, which she thankfully ac-
cepts.

A few days after, she reads in the
paper that the ‘“‘missing Mrs Armer” has
been found drowned, but actually the
unrecognisable body that wag discovered
belonged to an unknown girl to whom
Joris had given her clothes.

Then one day a new housekeeper ar-
rived at Mr TFarr’s house, and Doris was
horrified to recognise in her one of her
thief-husband’s accomplices.

Ope day Mr TFarr’s house is burgled
and Doris, recognising her husband’s
work in this, rushes off to her old home
to warn him. From the garden, she sees
the fizures of Armer and Isobel Vane sil-

At last she cast:

The couyple on the couch by the fire had
drawn close together. Isobcl's head, with
its heavy coils of rich red hair, was very
close to Roger Armer’s shoulder.

A wild, fierce feeling of jealously flamed
Doris’s heart. She held her
breath, expecting every moment to see
their lips meet in a lover’s kiss of per:
fect understanding.

A strong sensation of resentment against

- Iscbel Vane was prominent in her curi-

ously mixed emotions. Oh, how dare
she? While Roger’s wife crouched outside,
like the outeast a cruel fate had made her.

And then there came a sickening sense
of hopelessness and despair, By the silent
aszumption of her own death she had raised
up an eternal barrier belween herself and
Roger Avmer. It was, to thg man and
woman on whom she gazed, no sin to love.

Only she knew that they could pever

marry : she only stood between them and |

happiness!

An awful wave of misery scrged over:

the unhappy girl, whose obstinacy had
caused so much misery.

She saw Roger rise, and caught a
glimpse of Iscbel’s face, on which dis-
appointment was writ large. .

Roger stood by the high, flower-garland-
ed Adams mantelshelf. In the centre

stood a portrait, flanked on cither side by |
. a crystal vase of tall lilies.

* portrait! Her own favourite flowers!
she had changed her mind and could never |

He raised the heavy silver frame, anl,

holding it in his hand, turned and saui

¢ something to the woman.

|
't
|

Doris, of course, could not hear whit !e
said. Ilad she been alble to do 2, shr
would not have been so utterly wretehed.

“Semehow, Isobel,” Roger was say ag,
“T cannot forget her, On, I know all you

: would say—all that you can wrge agariit
i this mad delasion of mine! But I cavnot

" believe she has left me for ever. Her spioiy

iz with me, haunts me always. Time may
remove this strange, almost uncaniy, reel
ing, but it will be many long years be sre
I can put another in her place.”

Tsobel hid her face, =0 that he could not
vead the Litter expression upon it.

“I will wait for years if need be, Rogar,
for T love you as that cold, silent womn..
rever did. She is dead. How cau you
believe otherwise? You saw her——"’

““Yes,”” he sighed; “I saw her. As you
say, I havé proof that Doris—has gone;
for ever. But so long as the strange feeling
of unreality remains, it must be as—it 's.”’

Very tenderly, he placed the portrait on
the shelf. Isohel, with a yearning look,
turned slowly, and left the roomi.

Roger crossed over to the window, and
drew the curtains closer, and the familiar
fire-lit room and its solitary occupant were

blotted out.

| he sent her a peculiarly penetrating glan e

" ability.

-Her own ;

! answer some of them, if will be——for your

“And now, Mrs Arme:,” said Phoip

“will you please tell me what brotghs

you here? It is unwise of you to muddle

in aftairs that may have disastrows con-

sequences to yourself.” . I

The significant  tome did not eszans
Doris. :

“I don’t understand you.”

She turned-startled eyes upon her com-
panion.

That the man was ill at gase was cvid-
ent. He kept sending furtive glaw 2z at
the house, as though he feared detestion.
He laughed shortly. .

“If it is discovered that Mrs Roger
Armer is alive, she will find herself 2 a
very unpleasnt position. Her husband” —

recalled Doris to the latenesy of the hour

sell me all that hag happened gt Fair'
well Court since the burglary wag dis:
covered,” Philip urzed. I will see Ar-
mer, and warn him.  You don’t want to
see him after what you and I hare jush
witnessed.”

He saw her shudder, and smiled to him,
seli.  Jealously had accomplished what
plain speaking would never have done,

“No—no!"”

She hid her face, so that be might not
sec how his stab had gone home. And then
rapidly, she gave him a brief account of
how a great London detective, called Mark
Lewis, had undertaken the casc.

th'lip listened in silence, his expression
grawing graver and graver, :

“rou must go back at once Alrcady
they ave beginning to suspect vou, and if
they arrest you as an accomplice they will
force  you to speak—to give evidence
against your hushand,”

“That they shall never do! I became
2 silent wife—I will be a silent witness, if
necessary,”’

Philip placed her in the two-seater, and
watched her 1ill sne was out of sight.

“What a woman!” he mutteved, ©4
woman in a thousand! A woman who can
mzke a vow of silence, and stick to it, is
rare thing.  If only she was one of us!
Wauda’s infatuation for Armer will lead
to mischicf, I'm afraid. Although she iy
my sister, I sce her faults, and intense
Jealousy is one of them. And now to
business.  That girl’s sudden appearance
has upset all our caleulations. 1 only hope
they haven’t gone away.”

Lifting his finger to his lips, he gave
a low, pentrating whistle, unce—twico—
three times was it repeated.  And then,
in quick response, two masked men erept
from bekind a thicket.

“I thought,” said the taller of the two, -
“that yon weren’t going to get vid of hery
Who was she?”

“That,” said Philip, “was Roger An
mer’s wife.” . *%‘

—“is the head of the gang.”

This was a bow drawn at a ventuca.
But Doris did not know this, and a iow
moan escaped her. .

“I know-~I know! It was to warn him I
ran the risk of coming here.”

Philip turned away to hide a smile. How
simple this woman was! How easy a dupe
he had found her! How her every action
had Thelped them in their career of
crime! He .felt very kindly disposed to-
warQs this Innocent victim of roguz-y.

“Mag you not better get back petore
your absence is discovered?”’ he asked.
“Believe me, it wiil be best. Should you
be discovered here, your object will Le
defeated.  In fact, your presence at ywr
old home would give away your Tusbaad.’

“I wust ask you a few guestions hefove
I veturn,” the girl said desperately. “Yoa
saved me from him once, and so, some-
how against my better judgment, and in
defiance of common-sense, I'm going
trust you.” )

She raized such imploring eyes to his
face that somchow Philip felt more of o
blackguard than ever.

“I way, mayn’t 17’

“Yes. I'll answer you to the best of my
Believe me, I am deeply sorry
for you. Dut, come, let us get away
from the house.  Bee, there is a lizunt in -
the upstairs rooms!”

“My room! I mean those that were
given to me when I came here a bride—
long ago—so very—long ago.”’

The blinds were up. The light shone,
rosy and mellow, over the silver and wiue
rooms that Doris had called her prisov.

Had he given her roowms to Isobel Vane?
She could not tear herself away till she, ¢
knew.

But it was Roger who entered the room.
He stood in the centre, gazing round; then
suddenly he flung himself on the sofa, and
buried his face in hiz hands.

Philip touched her gently.

“THAT DAY IS AT HAND.”

That night Westways Court was entered
and burgled for the second time. The
strong room, where a quantity of valuable
['pl:‘a.t»e was deposited was broken cpen and

robbed.

At the Manor House the first intense ¢x.
tement caused by the hurglary had, in a

measure, died down.,  Migs Farr was in a’
j fair way to recovery; already she had
decked herself with the faked jewels.

The riews of this second burglary at
Westways Court had electrified the police.
Whilst they had been engaged in seeking
the burglars at the Manor Honse, the mis-
creants were robbing Mit Farr’s neighbour
at the Court! )

Mark Lewis alore said nothing. He was
working the case in his own way. Ife
would breok no interference from the local
police. )

“Yes, T have a clue,” he owned; “and
Liutend to follow it up. T either under-
take the case alone, or I throw it up.”’

My Farr was oniy too willing to agree

“Come!”” he said.
by remaining here?”
They went into the cold, bare woods,
towards the spot’where Doris had left the !

car. . .
“Now ask your questions, Ii 1 refuce to

“Why pain yourself ;

husband’s sake.”
“How long,”’ tear wsere in her voice,
“has my husband led thiz double life?”
Philip hesitated just an instant.

_ “Armer has calways led it,” ho sald.] to Lewis’s terms. )
“He could never run straight. It isn’t in “Don’t  forget,” Lewis said, when
him.” ostensibly leaving the Mancr House, that,

“But his business! Sure]y he does not
need to vob?”

“Aymer’s business is merely a blind.
He organised the gang of which he is now |
the head. I am one of them, Menry
Barlow another.  Whilst enlisting your
sympathy DBarlow was acting as Armer's
tool.” '

Doris beat her hands together.

“And I have been the blindest tool of
all! He married me so that, as the wife
of a supposed honourable -and wealthy
man, I could bring him into touch with
those who possessed jewels and valuables.
He won me by a lie—he kept me with .m
by lies.  He'is false, cruel, unutterably
wicked, and yet—I want to save him!"

‘Of course, you do! Are you not his
wife?”

“Heaven help me, I am!”

The scund of the stable clock striking

as your secretary, I am to meet Mr Roger
| Armer at dinner on the seventeenth.”

“I doubt,” said Farr, “that Mr Armer
will be well esough to come. The robbery
gave him a nasty shock. e has never been
the same since his wife's death.”

1 suppose,” Lewis said thoughtfully,
“le felt it deeply.”

““I belicve so. Their married life was an
unhappy one. One does not care to talk
about it mow.  Mrs Armer is dead, bub
she was quite irapossible, you know.”

“I have heard her called the Silent
Wife.” Lewis smiled.  ““An anusual cuar-
acteristic in a woman,”

Before he left, Mark Lewis eoght and
obtained ‘an interview with Nir.e Angela,

“You were late in coming home lasb
{ night,” he said, fixing his dark eyes upon
the pale, lovely face.

‘“Late!? she stammered. “I—"*
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