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BEGINS

On

THURSDAY, 13th JANUARY.
THUR3DAY, 13th JANUARY.

BARGAINS ALL DEPARTMENTS.

TERMS STRICTLY CASH.

DOORS OPEN 9 a.m. prompt.

Price & Bulleid
LIMITED.

TAY STREET, INVERCARGILL.
AND BLUFF.

FOUNTAXN PEHU.

THE
kind that are always at your ser-
vice; that never baulk, splutter, orcultivate 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, Creseent Self-filler, 20/-
The Cameron Waverley, secure, Self-filler, 2?/6 ; gold-mounted, 30/- and 35/-

The Onoto, Self Filler, 20/-
The Waterman. Lever Self Filler, 25/-
"Uie self-filling principle saves botherand j lky fingers and the quality of theabove pens is beyond dispute. Post free
anywhere.

HYNDMAN'S.
invercargill,
agents.

USEFUL and XMAS GIFTS.

flENTS' SOFT MERCERISED, CAM-
r^TTTrrS110, INITIAL HANDKER-' ln dozen, half dozen or quarter-dozen lots at

SPECIAL PRICES.

SILK POCKETS, in White, Plain, or
Fancy Coloured.
WIDEND 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°NEIL AND CLARK
;

94 DEE STREET.

6

THE SILENT WIFE!
Rem&rkstbls Drama of Marrled Life. By MARK ENGLISH.

THE F1RST 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 a deep tint, for she loved
the kindly, grave-faced young doctor
deeply
As the doctor went his rounds, she heid
each little patient's hand, for the pain
never seemed so bad when Sister Doris
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 her,

"May I accompany yo l?" 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," be said, "I love you—

. I love

you

with all

my
heart and soul

Will you be my wife?" She looked at nnn
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 received a tele-
gram : "Come homo immediately," it ran.

"You are wanted at once. " And a little
I 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. Accept them and I pull you i
through ; refuse and you are ruined!" j

j
The speaker, Rciger, .Armer, was a strong,

'

hard man ; he was Walter Thobury's i

manager, 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 his 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 j
in the hands of Roger Armer. And now i
he found that he was on the brink of
ruin, and only Armer could pull him j
through, and that he would only do so on '
one condition, and that was that he

'

should marry Doris. And in his weak- j
ness and fear of ruin the crushed man ]
agreed—actually agreed to sacrifice his j
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 note to Paul Weston tc"ing him
she had changed her mind and could never
be his wife.
Her engagerrient 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 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
j unrecognisable body that was discovered

! belonged
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.
Meanwhile Doris, who knows that he is
the thief, bicycles over to Westways
Court to warn him that a celebrated de-
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 result, 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 suddenly disappears. His twin bro-
ther, Richard Armer, who is the real thief
takes him to a house where he tells him
the whole truth. Roger's memory returns
with a shock when Richard tells him Doris
is alive.

"THE BEST THING HE COULD DO."

"Doris alive!" Roger Armer repeated.
And then sternly. "You lie!"
The man who was so strangely like
Roger shook his head.
"Not this time, Roger. Doris lives ! She
is well ! ' '

And then he looked curiously into the
now haggard face; and perhaps for the
first time he realised the enormity of the
wrong he had done his brother.
"Do you mean to tell me you remember
nothing of what has happened the last
few weeks?"
Richard was naturally anxious to know
how much Roger rememhered of his visit

j

to the office
;

of his
signing

of the deeds

that gave the gang powers to realise a
large sam of money.
"It's all coming back to me," Roger
said. And then, in a hoarse, choking,
voice he asked: "How' could you do it,
Dick? You have parted me from Doris
for ever ! She will never believe that I am

not the criminal she thinks I am. You
see, she never knew' I had a twin brother.
I rvas ashamed to let her know that I had
a criminal brother. I would not have
married her-—much as I loved her — had
I not been certain you w,ere dead. How
did you manage that fraud?"
"Quite easily, Roger. Wanda—my
wife, you know— is a brick. She stuck to
me through thick and thin. One of her
brothers died, and is was easy to alter the
death certificate. Bill Garland lies in a
far-off grave under the name of Richard
Armer—as a nameless girl does in a
Sussex village on the cliffs under the name
of Doris Armer."
"Richard, I might find it in me to foi*-
giv,e your crimes against society, your
frauds against me, but for this last fraud
I can never forgive you. Tell me, why
are you here? It would have been easy
to leave me here—to die."
"That is the one thing I could not do,"
the man said. "I am going out of your
life now; I shall never return. But Doris
will. You will be happy with her. A
new life lies before you and her."
He moved slowly towards the door.
Roger, summoning up all his strength
caught him by the arm.
"You shall not go!" he cried. "Brother
or no brother, I will not allow you to go
free! I will summon the poiice; I will
hand you over to the law. You deservo
punishment. Why should you go free?"
He felt his strength failing him, but
never in all his life had memory been
keener. Everyt-hing that nad passed smce
his accident lay like a printed map before
him. Like pictures on a screen, each
event lay, and passed in order before his
mental vision.

He saw the nursing home. He saw him
self seated in the garden, Doris —as he
had first seen her, in her dainty uniform,
white aproned and capped—sitting beside
him.
The next mental picture depicted him
striding through the crowd,ed streets, every
nerve strained to reach his office. And
the ffiere appeared on the scene Richard
and Barlow.
As of old he sat at his desk, pen in
hand, whilst Barlow placed before him
certain documents for signature. His
hand moved—he signed his name.
To what?
The last picture was a little blurred. He
was in his room, and it seemed full of
people—the woman Wanda, Henry Bar
low, a man they called Philip.
"Where are your accomplices?" Roger
asked, as his hands fell from Richard's
arms, and he staggered blindly oackwards.
He had miscalculated his strength.
How strange his own voice sounded.
Was he fainting? Or was the awful sensa.
tion of sinking deeper and deeper—death?
For a few minutes Richard stood, sil-
ently gazing down at the recumbent form
that had sunk quietly on to the carpet.
He sighed deeply.
"I wish it could have been different,"
he muttered.
He hesitated, and then, almost reluct-
antly, he drew from an inner pocket a

small packeh. This he transfered td
Roger Armer's pocket.
"It's all the reparation possible, and
I shall get into an awful row with the
others when they know what I've done.
But, after all, they can say nothing. H0
smiled grimly. "I took the risk—I
take the blame. I have the right to act
as I like. Maybe it's a bit of sentiment.
Poor Roger! I wish Fate had given you a
better brother!"
His sharp ears, trained by his long
career of crime, caught the sound of a
car turning the corner of the street. Quick
as thought he slipped over to the curtained
window and peered out.
Too well did he know who occupied the
car that drew up before the house !
"Tracked here!" Richard cried hoarsely.
"Trapped like a rat in a trap, for that
Detective Smart has no doubt communi-
cated with the local poiice."
Like an animal at bay he turned, seek-
ing a way of escape, only to be confronted
by Geoffrey Smart.
"Hands up!" shouted Richard Armer.
Whipping a nickel-plated revolver from
his pocket, he covered the detective.
"Not much!" retorted Geoffrey Smart
—who, to do him justice, had plenty of
pluck. "Two can play at that game.
You don't imagine I'm such a fool as to
come here unarmed."

They stood a moment glaring into each
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W AND SEED SUPPLY,

In this department of our business we || II | I j3j §1 ra / llk 1 1 11 @™=»d fi -
have speical facilities for meeting the re- I 1 ^ I 1 S /""% I 1 I For a Christmas or a New Year Presentquirements of the public and we execute H J! JL 1L JL—J? A 1L JL % JL E J . what could be better than a nice Pot

Supenor Floral Work of all descnptions _ Plant. Just arrived a fresh shipment
at shortest notice. per s.s. Tarawera of
webding and presentation bouthfand * lorai, fiant, and Seed Supply, palms.

BOUQUETS, ASPIDISTRA.
crosses and other Albioa Baiidiags, Dee Street, Invercargill. maiden haie feens.

MGURNmG^BLEMS
AND OUT *

. ASPAEAGUS OF SORTS.

Floweis supplied to r.h.r. The Prince oi PllOnS 30» P.O. BoX 332. call and make YOUR seleo-
Wales. tton.


