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To-day ” Baldly I told her all.
She made no interruption while I

told her. Her eyes blazed, her hands
were clenched on her knee, but she
said not a word till 1 had finished.
Then she amazed me.
“I don’t deserve such luck, she

muttered. “Your escape.” She got
up and paced about the room. ‘/ You
might have gone. .

.
. It would have

killed your uncle, and I should have
known not another happy moment.
Oh, Peronelle, can you forgive me?”

“I forgive you?” Had the bur-
gundy caused everything to be of; a
sudden topsy-turvy? I felt bewil-
dered.

“It has been my fault. I knew you
were unhappy. I knew you were fret-
ting about Martin, yet I made no
effort to cheer you up and take care
of you. ’ ’

“But you did,” I cried. “You
made every effort. You wore always
thinking of me and planning out little
entertainments; but I lied to you. I
pretended I was with —walk-
ing with Monica, doing things with
Monica—and you believed me,”

Yes, I believed you, or made my-
self believe you, and I shouldn’t have
done. My own intelligence might
have suggested to me that you were
not the kind of girl just to be satis-
fied with a plain Monica after your
experience with Martin. I deliber-
ately shut my- eyes and lived at bridge
and croquet clubs, was content so long
as you called for me at one or the
other each evening, listened to my ex-
periences, sympathised with me, and
was under my wing at night. If you
had gone with that devil it would have
been entirely my fault.” She ceased
pacing, and, coming to the side of the
bed, leaned towards me and framed
my face in her hands. “But you are
safe, thank God, you are safe!”

“Yes,” I agreed, “I am quite
safe.” It seemed an ineffectual and
idiotic thing to say in view of her
obvious distress, but any small intelli-
gence I possessed seemed to have van-
ished that evening, been washed away
with my streaming tears of the after-
noon.

“And dear Martin will look after
you now

I nodded.
She bent and kissed me. ‘ ‘ You are

a lucky girl, Peronelle.”
“I know.
“I wonder what made Elisabeth

change her mind.”
“Martin says she discovered he

liked me better, and that decided her
in her own feelings with regard to
him, about which she’s always been
doubtful. ’ ’

“But it’s rather remarkable that
he should prefer you. She’s so lovely
and attractive, Miss Oakwood
mused. ‘ ‘ But I think I know ; she’s
a little cold, I should imagine. Also
she’s a little too sure of herself; I
don’t think she would lean. Men like-
women to lean. ’ ’

“I shall not lean.”
“Oh, yes, you will. And Martin

will love yon to lean; he’ll glory in

the sensation of an oak with ivy
clinging to it.

‘
‘ I never knew anyone less like an

oak than Martin, ’ ’ I said, sitting up
in bed, shaking my pillow, and lying-down again.

“You don’t regard him as strong?
Why not?”
“Had I been in his place this after-

noon after he’d comforted mel’ve
no sensation of resentment against
him that he didn’t, mind you; what-
ever Martin does or doesn't do I shall
love him just the same for ever—I
should have gone straight up to Ste.
Lucie and thrashed that man within
an inch of his life.”

“I am under the impression he’s
gone to do it to-night,” said Miss
Oakwood quietly. “He hurried
through his dinner, saying he had
some business to transact, and I was
to give you his love and bid you good-
night. I saw him leave the hotel as I
came through the lounge to the lift,
lie was wearing an overcoat and
walking very swiftly, seeing nobody
and speaking to nobodyjust brush-
ing past us as if we were so many
flies.

I crouched down in the bed and
covered my eyes, trying to blot out
the scene that of a sudden I visual-
ised. Miss Oakwood sat down beside
me and drew my head to her shoulder,
murmuring kind little words of en-
couragement.
“I shouldn’t have told you, but

after all the trouble between you two
of the last few weeks, I didn’t want
there to be another cause forfor
resentment, another misunderstanding,
if it could be avoided.”

‘ ‘ There would have been no resent-
ment. ’ ’

“There would have been belittlc-
ment, which is worse. You say you
will always love Martin, whatever he
does or doesn’t do; but, understand-
ing a little of the human heart, you
will love him more if you believe him
to be fine than you would if you be-
lieved him to be cowardly.”

“Scarcely cowardlythat is not
the right word. If I had actually
thought at all, cudgelled my brains
for a reason as to why he did not
instantly go and settle up things with
Louis, the solution I had arrived at
was that he was too unnerved——

”

“Which I am sure was absolutely
wrong. Probably he felt if he had
gone then he would have killed him,
or tried to. He waited for self-con-
trol, and till he saw you calm and
comforted and safely tucked away in
bed. He had made up his mind to
ask you to go to bed the minute din-
ner was ended; and when I came
down without you, he was relieved
and said I had done the right thing.
lie dined with me ”

“Where was Elisabeth?”
‘

‘ Out dining with old friends at
Monte Carlo. They leave to-mor-
row ”

There was a tap at the door, and
Pobbly stood on the threshold. In
her hand was a note which she said
was for me, and requiring an answer.
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Do Justice to a Good Dinner I 1
Drink a Good Wine 1 1

Our lists of old Imported Wines include :

MADEIRA - Imported Direct
MARSALA - Straight from Sicily
SHERRY . Spanish, Australian & South African
BURGUNDY "GlenRoyal" A blood-making tonic
CLARET . French &l Australian
HOCK - Cawarra Special &l Hardy's

Imported Direct
Straight from Sicily
Spanish, Australian & South African
"GlenRoyal." A blood-making tonic
French & Australian
Cawarra Special & Hardy's

WRITE FOR OUR SPECIAL PRICE LIST

JOHN REID & CO, LTD.
Wine, Spirit, Tea & Tobacco Merchants

43-45 Fort Street AUCKLAND
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you need Wincarnis

ate I Because Wincarnis offers you new

you need Wincarnis
I Because Wincarnis offers you new
I strength to ban your weakness
'

new, rich, red blood to renew your
impoverished bloodnew nerve
force to dispel your nervousness

jk and depressionand new vitality
\ lib to reace vour run-down feeling.

Mil '/l ' ' wJw From even the . first . winelassful
/ 4 VY\mA you can feel Wincarnis doing you

good—you can feel it surcharging
your whole system withnew health

i —you can feel the new, rich
blood dancing through your veins
carrying vigour and vitality to
every part of the body.

Over 10,000 Doctors have recommended Wincarnis
because they know, from personal experience, that Wincarnis is a Tonic, t

a Restorative, a Blood-builder and a Nerve-invigorator— combined in J
one rich, delicious health-giving preparation. i

If you tire quickly— your blood is impoverished you are nervous or Qtdepressed—or run-down—or aged—or striving to regain strength after an fsffexhausting —take advantage of the new health Wincarnis offers. AJf
Sold in two sizes— and (double quantity) 9/- LJfDistributing Agents—Fassett & Johnson, Ltd., Sydney, N.S.W. /3//
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"The Wine of lifer
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KINGFISHER

LUSTRE WOOL
A Baldwin Combination of Art Silk and Wool

The artificial silk gives the brightness and the
wool gives the warmth to Coatees, Jumpers,Scarves and Children's Garments knitted orcrocheted with "Kingfisher" Lustre Wool.
"Kingfisher" Lustre Wool is easy to work, delightful tothe eye, and is entirely satisfactory for all kinds of dainty

and distinguished Knitted Wear.

In Balls and Packets—Twenty Colours—Tassel Samples Free on Request
Samples only from PATONS & BALDWINS (A/SIA) LTD.,230 Flinders Lane, Melbourne.

Baldwins Wools are sold by most Drapers and Storekeepers.

Become a Subscriber.
Fill up a Form
TO-DAY.

When Writing to Advertisers Please Mention the "Mirror. Please pass this
copy on to your

friends.


