HOLIDAY APPAREL

EX
- “MAMARL"
“WOODARRA."

“IONIG.”

ATTRACTIVE STYLES
DIRECT FROM LONDON,
AND ALSO
JHE DOMINION’S LATEST
MANUFACTURES.

SEE US FOR VARIETY.
SEE US FOR QUALITY .
SEE TUS FOR VALUE.

WE INVITE INSPECTION.

i t—

Price & Bulleid

LIMITED.

TAY STREET, INVERCARGILL
AND BLUFF.

FOUNTAIN PENS.

———a——

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

The Dedonne, Seli-filler, 10/-
The Capitol. Lever Self-filler, 12/6.
The Conklin, Crescent Seif-filler, 20/-

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

The Onoto, Self Filler, 20/-
The Waterman, Lever Self Filler, 25/-
The self-filling
and jnky fingers and the qualit

above pens is beyond dispute.
anywhere.

principle ‘saves bother
of the
ost free

HYNDMAN'S,

INVERCARGILL,
AGENTS.

USEFUL AND XMAS GIFTS.

ENTS’ SOFT MERCERISED, CAM-
BRIC, or INITIAL HANDKER- :

CHIEFS, in dozen, half dozen or quarter-
dozen lots &b

SPECTAL PRICES.

SILK POCKETS, in White, Plain, or
Fancy Coloured.

WIDEND TIES in selscted designs,
Prices from 2/6 to 8/6.

PARIS GARTERS,

FANCY TIE apd COLLAR PINS,

STGDS, ~ °

SLEEVE LIFTS,

SILK MUFFLERS,

TENNIS SHIRTS,

CANOE SHIRTS, Etc.

M°NEIL “*® (LARK

94 DEE STREET.
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Remarkable Drama of Married Life.

~

By MARK ENGLISH.

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
cheekg took @ 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 Bister Doris
was near, and when all the patients rad

been examined her duty for the day was’

over.
Aa she was going out of the Cottage
Hospital gate, Paul Weston overtock her.

“May 1 accompany yo \7”’ he asked, ead
she smiled and nodded. They spoke of
many things, and st last when they had
reached a more secluded spot the doctor
gseized her hand.

“Miss Thobury,” te said, “I love you—
I love you with all my heart and soul
Will you be my wife?’ She looked at mim
steadfastly ag 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 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; fake them or
leave them. Accept 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
manage-, and the man he faced as he
uttered those words was Walter Thobury
himself.

Doris’s father was a failure; he was
weak and lazy, and as he faced hiz man-
ager he looked frightened. His uncle had
died and left him 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 he would only do so on
one condition, and that was that he
should marry Doris. And in his weak-
ness and fear of ruin the crushed 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 cast
aside all her hopes for the future and
promised, That evening she wrote a
short nots to Paul Weston tc'ling him
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 father’s business
had never been anything but perfectly sol-
vent.

Paul Weston, a2 young doctor and her
former lover, with whom she had been
forced to break her engagement. He
obtains for her a post as a nurse at a
private 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
Doris had given her clothes.

‘Court to warn him that a celebrated de-

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 ig burgled
end Doris, recognising ther husband’s
work in this, rushes off to her old home

to warn him. :
Meanwhile Doris, who knows that he is
the thief, bicycles over to Westways

tective is on his track. She arrives at
the lodge gates to discover he has had a
motor accident, and that Isobel Vane is

nursing him.,
As a resuit, he loses his memory, and is :
taken to a nursing home by Doris, who
acknowledges herself his wife. Roger
does not recognise her, but he recovers,
and they are about to start for home when
Dorig suddenly discovers that Roger is
missing and cannot be found anywhere.

“ROGER AND RICHARD ARE AS
LIKE AS TWO PEAS.”

‘“How late he is! Oh, T do hope nothing
has happened to him!”~

There was a note of deep anxiety in the
woman’s voice as shé paced the barely- |
furnished room restlessly. It was the '
same room through the window of which :

Doris Armer had watched breathlessly the !
movements of the gang of thieves.

They were not all there now—only Wan. |
da and Philip. Two of the gang were miss.
ing—Avmer and Henry. Barlow. ‘

It was cvident that Philip shared Wan-
da’s anxicty, for every now and again he
joined her av the window, and looked out
into the gathering gloom

“What van havs detained him?’ Wan-
da’s haggard face grew more and more
anxiis as the time passed swiftly on.
*“The cily offices must have been shut long +
ago. He only had to go to Roger’s office,
and get the necessary documents from the ¢
safe.  Suppose”—Wanda laid her hand ;
on Philip’s arm—*‘suppose he should have
been found out!” Phillip locked grave, but
he did his best to cheer his companion.

“Most unlikely,”” he said. “‘Roger and
Richard are as like at two peas! Thanks
to Barlow, Dick knew exactly where to
go, and Dick himself remembers every de.
tail of the office. I don’t suppose it’s
changed an atom since the old days.”

“Oh, how I wish they’d come! We shall
certainly lose the train, and with it the
boat connection. Our passages are booked,
too. Oh, we should have gone long ago—
after that haul of the Farr jewels! Dick
promised it should be the last.” She
sighed wearily.

““Come, Mrs Armer, cheer up! There's
lots of time yet! You know what Richard

is 2

“Too venturesome!’”” Wanda cried pas-
sionately, ‘“Never céntent! Always want-
ing to go one better than anyone else. He
would have Mrs Vanderdecken’s pearls. 1t
was too risky! If he’s trapped it will be
owing to personafing his brother.”

“It was a fine piece of work,” Philip
said admiringly. “I never knew a neater
one. . Why, Roger’s own wife believes
Richard is Roger! You know, of course,
that Doris Armer has got her husband
away from Westways Court?”

“Y heard something of it,”” Wanda said
impatiently ; ‘“but I can think of nothing
but why they are not here, Barlow was.
to see his wife and children off for Liver-
pool, then he was join Dick in the city,
come here with him, and we were all to
start together. Everything is packed
ready.”’ She indicated several bulky port-’
manteaux, that lay ready strapped, on the
floor.

‘“Here they come!” cried Philip.

Wanda uttered an exclamation of in-

tenge relief, She ran to the door, opened

it, and looked over the balusters into the
passage below.

“Someone’s with them!”” she whispered,
“Who is it? Oh, Philip, is it a detective?”

“No,” said Philip, in a low, astonished
tone. “It’s Roger Armer!”’

“Roger! Impossible!” Wanda fell back
a step, scarcely able to believe the evi-
dence of her ewn senses. For Roger it was
beyond a doubt who stumbled up the stairs
his brother and Henry Barlow each hold-
ing him tightly by an arm.

“What is it, Dick ” began Wanda.
But Richard held up a warning hand.

“There, old fellow! Here you are. Feel-
ing better—eh? That’s right. What you
want’s a drink, a rest, and a nice long
sleep.  You've been doing too much late-
Iy. Brain overworked—money-making
in that office of yours. You remember
Wanda, don’t you? My wife, you know,
old man. Get Roger a drink Wanda,.
Some of that good, strong liqueur brandy
~—you know the stuff I mean.”

He gave the woman a significant look,
and from her bag Wanda immeriately pro.
duced a flask.

Whilst she was pouring the drugged
brandy into a glass, Dick continued talk-
ing.

“We met each other on the steps of

. Roger’s offices. The clerks had all gone”’—
. he laughed meaningly—“and so we had
i the place to ourselves. Barlow knew just
| where the papers were kept”’—he winked
' knowingly at Philip—‘“and Roger signed

the documents. Didn’t you, old chap? Now
take a sip, you need it!”’

Wanda handed the glass to Roger.

During his brother’s tirade he had said
nothing, but now he answered quietly:

“Yes, I signed the documents, though
for the life of me I can’t remember what
I did sign. But Barlow knows.”

“Yes, sir, I know.”

Henry Barlow came forward; and then
suddenly Roger got up.

‘“Where’s Doris? I want Doris, Some-
thing’s wrong here!” '

He pressed his hand, with the old path-
etic gesture, to his brow. Memory was
making a last mighty effort to break from
the bonds that held her back. )

A strange expression as of one awaken-
ing from a long sleep—half-dazed, half-
conscious of the  swroundings—iitted

: across Roger Armer’s face.

The other’s seeing this, glanced at ome
another.

“You're beginning to remember every-
thing, aren’t you, Roger?’ Dick said
quietly.

“Yes.”

“And then, with a quick movement as
unexpected as it was alarming to the gang,
Roger Armer sprang to his feet.

‘“You, Richard—you! Have you return-
ed, then? Where am X! And where is
Doris? I demand to know the meaning of
this!" Speak at once, or I summon the
police!”’

Roger’s memory had returned, but he
was dazed and bewildered by the strange.
ness of his surroundings. There werg many
gaps to fill up since the day when last he
had remembered. But every minute things
were becoming clearer.

He looked at the faces of the three men
and the woman, and saw upon each coun-
tenance a Jook of relentless determination.
He was trapped—and at the mercy of a
ruthless, relentless gang of thieves!

No need to seek further for the gang
who were responsible for the robberies
that had baffled the police. His own
twin brother, whom he had sent out of
the country long ago, had returned, and
wag at his old tricks again.

But why was he there? Had he come of
his own free will? Or had he been forced
to come?

As yet he could not tell. All was vague,
except for the fact that he was in the

power of a gang of desperate scoundrels,

Angd Barlow, tco! He turned, and cast
a lock of utter contempt upon the black-
mailer ; and, even as he turned, Philip,
at a sign from Richard Armer, caught his
hands and forced them behind his back. A
gag was thrust into his mouth a handker-
chief pressed tightly over his face.

In vain he struggled. His captors were
strong; and he, weakened by his recent
accident, had no chance against them.

He felt himself carried away and laid
upon a couch; and then everything tang-
ible scemed to fade away.
~ For a few minutes Richard and Barlow
stood looking down at the unconscious
form.

“Off P’ asked the latter. Richard Armer
nodded.

“Yes; safe for at least ten or twelve
hours.” He stooped, and removed the gag,
“After all, he is my brother, and gave me
a chance when I robbed him years ago.
Many would have sent me to prison. Roger
didn’t, I wish sometimes I’d taken that
chance as he meant me to take it.”

“You never have been content, Mr
Armer—never! You were not meant to
live a quiet, domestic life; there’s too

much of the adventurer in you. But
noy you can do what you like. There’s
encugh and to spare for all, I don’t

mind telling you I sha'n’t be sorry to get
out of this country and begin afresh.”

“Turn respectable—eh "’ sneered Armer.

Barlow coloured up.

*“Only for you I wouldn’t be what I
am!” he retorted.

Richard Armer only langhed, and looked
down at the handsome face of the brother
he had personated so successfully, The
likeness was certainly extraordinary.

“T"d forgotten you were so much alike!”
Wanda, coming in at this moment, ex-
claimed.

“I wish to Heaven I was like him in
other respects!’ the man said bitterly.

“Philip says”—Wanda laid her hand
timidly on her husband’s arm—‘there’s
no time to lose if we are to catch that
train.  And, Dick, we must catch it
Suppose they track Roger here! It was
a risk to bring him with you,”

““There was nothing else possible,” put
in Henry Barlow. ‘It wouldn’t have done
to leave him in the office—not #ill we were
safely away., They might have arrested
him for Dick here.” -

“It would not do. for two ﬂ.oger Ar-
mer’s to be on the stage together!” Rich-
ard laughed shortly.  ““He’ll be all right,
I suppose?’ He moved away reluctantly,

“0Oh, yes; all the better for the rest.”*

Dick followed them slowly into the sit-
ting room, He took a fountain pen from
hig pocket, and a leaf from a notebook,
and wrote a few brief 1Tnes.

*Anyone got an envelope?”’

Barlow produced one. Richard Armer
folded the slip, placed it in the envelope,

and fastened down the flap. He addressed
the letter to ““.ur Roger Armer, Westways

Court, Bucks,”” and put it in 2 pillar-box.

DID YOUR HUSBAND NEVER TELL
YOU HE HAD A BROTHER!?

A day and a night had elapsed, and still
no news of Roger Armer came to his dis-
tracted wife.

Doris’s distress and anxiety about her
husband’s strange disappearance can easily
be imagined, She sent for Paul Weston,
who answered the summons promptly.

Their inquiries resulted in very little;
the only clue they obtained being thab
someone had seen a man answering 0
Roger Armer’s description boarding a ’bus
city bound.

“I ghouldn’t wonder if he has wandered
to his old familiar haunts,” Paul said.
“T've may car here; we will go to he
city.””

FLORAL WORK.

In this department of our business we

SOUTHLAND FLORAL, PLANT,
AND SEED SUPPLY,

[N

have speical facilities for meeting the re-
guirements of the public and we executive
Superior Floral Work of all descriptions
at shortest notice.

WEDDING AND PRESENTATION
BOUQUETS.
WREATH CROSSES AND OTHER
MOURNING EMBLEMS AND CUT
FLOWERS,

Flowers supplied to R.H.R. The Prince of
Wales.

TINY DANIEL

Southland Floral, Plant, and Seed Supply,

Albion Buildings, Dee Street, Invercargill.

Phone 3¢, £.0. Box 332,

For a Christmas or a New Year Pragent
what could be beiter than a nice Pot
Plant.  Just arrived a fresh shipment
per s.s. Tarawera of

- PATMS,
ASFIDISHAS,
MAIDEN HAIR FZRNS.
ASPARAGUS QF SOETS.

CALL AND MAXE YOUR SELEC-
TION.




