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"MAMARI."

"WOOBAREA."

"IONIC."

ATTRACTIVE STYLES
DIRECT FROM LONDON,
AND ALSO

IHE DOMINION'S LATEST
MANUFACTURES.

SEE TTS FOR VARIETY.
SEE US FOR QUALITY.
SEE US FOR VALUE.

WE INVITE INSPECTION.

Price &. Bulleid
LIMITED.

TAY STREET, I NVERCARGXLEi"

AND BLUFF.

FOUNTAIN PENS.

THE
kind that are always at your ser-
vice; that nt \ . r baulk, splutter, or

cultivate bad language. The tried and
proved stalwarts of the pen world. You'll
get them here

The Dedonne, Self-filler, 10/-
The Capitol. Lever Self-filler, 12/6.
The Conklin, Crescent Self-filler, 20/-
The Cameron Waverley, secure, Self-
filler, 22/6; gold-mounted, 30/- and 35/- j
The Onoto, Self Filler, 20/-
The Waterman; Lever Self Filler, 25/-
The self-filling principle saves bother
and i iky fingers and the quality of the
above pens is beyond dispute. Post free
anywhere.

HYNDMAN'S,
INVERCARGILL,

AGENTS.

USEFUL AND XMAS GIFTS.

GENTS'
SOFT MERCERISED, CAM-

BRIC, or INITIAL HANDKER-
CHIEFS, in dozen, lialf dozen or quarter-
dozen lots at

SPECIAL PRICES.

SILK POCKE.TS, in White, Plain, or
Fancy Coloured.
W.IDEND TIES in selected designs.
Prices from 2/6 to 8/6.
PARIS GARTERS,
FANCY TIE and COLLAR PINS,
STUDS,
SLEEVE LIFTS,
SILK MUFFLERS,
TENNIS SHIRTS,
CANOE SHIRTS, Etc.

M'KEIL AND CLARK
94 DEE STREET.

THE

SILENT WIFE!

Rem&rk&ble Drmms. of Lifs. 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 opened and the
matron and Dr Weston came in. Doris's
cheeka took a deep tint, 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 Loris
was near, and when all the patients nad
been examined her duty for the day was
over.
As she was going out of the Cottage
Hospital gate, Paul Weston overtook iier.
"May I accompany yc I?" he asked, and
she smiled and nodded. They spoke of

many things, and at last when they had
reached a more secluded spot the doctor
seized her hand.
"Miss Thobury," 1 e said, "I love you —
I love you with all my heart and
Will you be my wife?" She looked ai
steadfastly as she answered "Yes.
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 homo 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.
"Those are my terms ; take them or
leave them. Aecept them and I pull you
through ; refuse and you are ruined!"
The speaker, Roger, Armer, was a strong,
hard man ; he was Walter Thobury 's

manager, and the man he faced as he
uttered thcse words was Walter Thobury
himself.

j
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 j
Thobury and Co. But he did not trouble jhimself about the business ; he left it all j
in the hands of Roger Armer. And now j
he found that he was on the brink of j
ruin, and only Armer could pull him 1

through, and that he would only do so on i
one condition, and that was that he
should marry Doris. And in his weak-
ness and fear of ruin the crnshed man
agreed—actually agreed to sacrifice 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 casfc j
aside all her hopes for the future and j
promised. That evening she wrote a j
short note to Paul Weston tc"ing him !
sh9 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 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 nnrse at a
private house, which ske 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 was discovered
belon.ged to an unknown girl to whom
Doris had given her clothes.
Then one day a new housekeeper ar-
rived at Mr Farr's house, and Doris was
horrified to recognise in her one of her
thief-husband's accomplices.
One day Mr Farr'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 figures of Armer and Isobel Vane sil-
houetted on the blina
Then one day Mrs Vanderdecken, the
owner of a famous pearl necklace, is in-
vited to dinner.
Roger who is there, manages to steal it
and in the excitement passes from the
house, and is soon in a train speeding
away from the scene of his theft.
Meanwhile Doris, who knows that he is
the Thief, bicycles over to Westways
Court to warn him that a celebrated de-
tective in on his track. She arrives at
the lodge gates to discover he has had a
motor accident, and that Isobel Vane is
nursing him.

,"ROGER, ROGER! I'M HERE!"

She paused. A deaaly faintness came
over her as she recalled the character of
the man whom .she now knew she loved
better than all the world.
A thief of the worst description —a man
vho set all the laws of God and man to
defiance !
Well, it didn't matter what Roger Ar
mer was. She loved him !
Any moment, too, the police might
come, Sick, helpless, Roger would be at
their merey. He could not defend himself. j
Was it in her power to do so?
She didn't know. Her mind was in a ■;

whirl. All she knew was she must be be- !
side him—that no power on earth shouid
prevent her taking her rightful place bc-
side her husband's bed. i

Mrs Beasley had re-entered the lodge
and shut the door. No one saw the slender
figure flit up between the trees. The front
cloor was shut, probably bolted. No use to
try that.

|But on the upper landing, leading to j
the veranda that ran round her own rooms, !
Doris noticed an open window.
With swift, unfaltering steps, she ran j
light-ly up the staircase, and, crouching
down, gazed into the well-remembered
room. Except for the fact that the ar-
rangement of the furniture was different,
it was exactly the same as on the day shg !
had left it—as she thought, for ever.
No one was in the room, though several
electric lights were still on.
It was an easy matter to slip in and
gain the .arridor that led to Armer's
room. The door of his was ajar.
"I won't be five minutes, Miss Vane,"
she said. "Th© water should be hot by
now."
bne waddled away.
"Well, be quick," Isobel said. "I'm
afraid to be left alone. He looks awi'ul!"
Doris went boldly forward, and entered
the sick room.
"I am not afraid, Miss Vane, she said
quietly. "I will relieve you of fuxther
att'endance on Mr Armer. I am his wife.
Isobel started so violently that she al-
most dropped the bandage she was clum-
sily ro'i'iing.
But it was not on Isobel Vane that
Doris's eyes rested. It was on the still
form, the face of which was almost hidden
by medical bandages. She dropped on her
knees beside the bed.
"Roger! Roger. I'm here! I'll never
leave you again. No matter what happens,
I'll stand by you, my dearest!"

"YOU MUST REMAIN DEAD."

Doris's passionate appeal to Roger Ar
mer fell on deaf ears. His eyes remained
closed to the anguished face that bent
over him as he lay upon the piUow.
"Roger! I'm here—-beside youi £kmr
wife—Doris! I'm not dead, as you imag-
ined, I'm with you. This is my hand on
your forehead"—she laid her cool hand
on the pallid brow —"my lips that touch
yours." She pressed her warm lips to
those unresponsive ones. "I've come to be
with you, and nurse you back to life. I'll
never leave you again, Roger ! I'U save

you, too, my dearest!"
By this time Isobel had recovered from
her amazement.

"You'll do nothing of the kind, Mrs
Armer!" she said, in a hard voice that
shook with anger. "1 do.n't know by what
trick you made everyone—Roger included
—believe you to be dead, but you suc-
ceeded only too well. And so you must
remain dead ! You are not wanted here.

I am in charge of the sick room, and 1
must ask you to leave it!"
Doris rose from her knees, and faced
her enemy.
"It is my right to be here, and I remain.
It is for you to leave this house, not me!"
"I decline to leave it," retorted Isobel
Vane. "It was by Roger's express wish
I and my aunt left our cottage, and came
to the Court. Roger doesn't want you,
and I don't wonder ! Your sulien temper,

your silence, made life unbearable to
Roger Armer. It is not likely that, should
he recover—which is unlikely

"

Doris went whiter than ever. The ex-
pression of agony pn the lovely face would
have touched most people. But not Isobel.
She rejoiced that she was able to cut her
rival to the heart.
"He will never want to see yon again,"
she went on bitterly. "If you had not ap-
peared again, one day he would have mar.
ried nie. Were you not satisfied with
'
making his life wretched all those months

of silence, without wanting to ruin it for
ever ?"
The cruel, lying words, as Isobel well
knew, stung the young wife like a whip.
There was just sufficient truth in them to
make Doris wince.
Her vow of silence had set up the bar-
rier, crushed the little seed of love that,
unknown to herself, had taken root o
her heart. But on barren soil it liad
lived and thriven, until it ha,d grown to De
part of herself.
"Is this true?" she asked.
" Yes, it is true," Isobel said. "Roger
always cared for me. What madness in-
duced him to make you his wife, Heaven
only knows! He has bitterly repented his
folly ever since the time you disgraced him
at the wedding ceremony. Why should he
love you? He has.no reason to love you,

I
nothing

to thank you
for. And when the

1

news of

your
supposed

death
came,

I teli

you he was glad—glad! 'I am free!' he
said. 'Free once more! My life is still be-
fore me, unfettered by a woman I could
never love, a cokl, silent woman who dis-
gi'aced me!'

"

"Is that what he said?" Doris put out
her hand, and steadied herself against the
the bed rail.
Isobel spoke in a low, hissing whisper;
Doris's clear tones were also subdued. The
man on the bed knew nothing of the fight
that was going on so near him— the un-
equal fight that must end in defeat for the
weaker of the combatants.
. And love made Doris weak —

lamentably,

deplorably weak.
"Is it true he said that?"
"Is it true he said that?"
For just a moment Isobel Vane hesitated
to deal . the final blow ; but only for a

moment.
"Yes, he said that —and more. I will
spare you as much as I can, for once you
were his wife "

Here Isobel made a fatal mistake.
"I am his wife!" Doris's pride was
roused. Her spirit, that dauntless spirit
that had helped her through so many
trials, rose in revolt. "I am his wife,"
she repeated, "and until Roger Armer
bids me to leave the house, I stay i

' '

Going quieCy from the room, she sou.ght
the housekeeper. Like Isobel, she was tre-
mendously amazed at seeing the mistress
they had all believed dead, standing quiet
ly before her.
"Is it a ghost?" She sank into a
chair, trembling violently.
"No, Mrs Spry. It was all a mistake.
One day—if the master wishes—you shail
b,e told how it all came about. In the

meantime, I am going to remain here."
Then she went back to Isobel.
"I am taking np my place here," she
said quietly. "I am very much obliged to
you for anything you have done for my
husband, but I must ask you to relinquish

your position of mistress in this house. I
shall be delighted for you and your aunt
to remain as our guests."
Isobel lost her temper. She literaily
choked with rag,e.
"I won't remain a day in your house!"*
she said. "Only wait till Roger regains
consciousness. It will be you who will go
then!"
"I shall be quite ready to obey my hus.
band's wishes," Doris said coldly.
"Oh, ho ! So you're going to play the

model wife as a change from the silent
one!" sneered Isobel.
Doris did not take yn the challenge.
The undignified scene was cut shcrt.
Doris re-enter,ed iier liusoand's room and
closed the door.
Every movement in the house startled
her, for she thought it might be the
police, eoming to question her about the
robberies. She was sure that Mark Lewis
I suspected that. she was

shielding someone.

I Suppose they
ar rested her,

and put her

1

in
prison

! She woula be
powerless

to
help

Roger then.
Of course, he had met with this accident
on his way home from Mr Farr's.
She wondered what had become of Mrs
Vanderdecken's necklace. Was it m
Roger's possession, or had he managed to
pass it on to one of the gang? In this
miserable state of apprehension she re
mained till Dr Weston arrived.
His amazement at seeing Doris seated
beside his patient, instead of Isobel Vane,
can be easily imagined.
"Doris!" he cried. "How did you come
here? Is it prudent?"
She looked at him with her beautiful,
haggarcf eyes. His heart aclied for the gir]
he had once hoped to make his wife.
"I had to," she said simply. "He is m
danger."
I He strove to cheer her.
"Oh, you mustn't despair. He certainly
is in a serious condition, but it is by no
means hopeless."
"I wasn't thinking of Roger's injuries
though, Heaven knows, they seem bad
enough."
Paul looked at her closely, but he made
no remark. This was not the tim© to force
confidences. He was ready to hear all Doris
had to t-ell him, to sympathise, advise and
help her to the best of his ability ; but he
was willing to await her pleasure.
He thought it a mistake, coming to her
old home like this. But he reflected that
she had the right to nurse Roger Armer.
She was his wife.
"Have you brought a nurse?" she asked,
and he wondered how she knew one was
expected.
"No. I'm sorry. The nurse I hoped to
engage was suddenly called away to a case
in my absence."
"I am glad, for now I can nurse him
alone. If only I could get him away
from here ! It is not safe for him to remain
at the Court."
"Not safe?"
"No. Paul, I can't explain everything.
I've told you ,as much as I dare. If you
knew all you would understand "
S'ne broke off, unable to go further. He
took her hand, and gazed gravely down
into the beautiful, troubled face.
"I think," he said slowly, "that, in a
measure, I do understand —now."
She sighed restlessly, and then mur-
mur,ed half-u'nconsciously :
i "If only I could get him away from

|
here ! If only I could hide him away safe-

j ly,
where they couldn't find him! Just he

and I—alone together!"
Paul Weston, not having the key to the
situation, imagined her anxiety to get her
husband away from Westways Court was
due to her very natural jealousy of Isobel
Vane.
Most certainly the young wife was
placed in an extraordinary position. Be
lieved by husband and friends to be dead,
she was yet alive, a living, loving, emot-
ional woman !
And oh, how he pitied this victim of an
unhappy marriage. Yes, he would help
her to the utmost of his power, in any way
pos'sible.
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