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willing to place my heart and myself
in his keeping. Poor Martin, how he
has suffered!” Now a little— it
mockery crept into her voice? But
no, as I scrutinised her lovely face in
the firelight I detected the look of
tenderness in her eyes and mouth
which she could not conceal, and my
heart went out to her in admiration
for the bigness of her nature and the
generosity of her soul. She may have
played with Martin, but she had
manifestly suffered for it, suffered
from the humiliation of knowing that,
even had she been genuinely in a
state of mind to offer him her love,
it was too late, it was not wanted.
“Poor old Martin, how he has tried
to play the game! What an old
stupid Don Quixote he is in these
hard, matter-of-fact days! How he
has tried to keep his eyes steadily
on me and away from you! How,
like the dear ostrich he is, he has
buried his head in the sand, imagin-
ing he has deceived me! And how
little, how painfully little, how de-
plorably and idiotically little, he tin-
derstands the workings of a woman’s
heart.” She got up and paced
about the room, tall, slender, the
firelight and electric light gleaming
upon the shimmer of her gown and
displaying the curves and grace of .
her figure and the perfect modelling
of her neck and arms.
“It seems to me too incom-

prehensible that he shouldn’t love
you,” I cried involuntarily as I
watched her. “I never saw anyone
so beautiful.”

She thanked me simply, and re-
sumed her scat. “Martin wants
something else besides looks. I be-
lieve looks are the last thing that
would hold him. They appeal in the
first instance, but would never hold
him. I am too commonplace for
him.”

What! I protested.
“Well, too matter-of-fact, too un-

imaginative. Martin is a vagabond

by nature, and I am not. He is the
type that suddenly takes it into his
head to march off to Central Africa,or the North Pole, and expects his
wife to go with him. I am not of
that type; I like things cut and
dried. ’ ’

I laughed at her tone and her atti-
tude of dejection as she leant over
the fire and held her hands to the
blaze. “And should Ishould I like
that sort of thing?” I inquired,

“Better than I. Yes, I think you
would. You and Martin are just
made for each other. And now I
must go. We make an early start to-
morrow, and you have got smudges
beneath your eyes.” She came to the
side of the bed and looked at me with
a whimsical expression in her own,
“Have you got it quite clear that
Martin never has loved me, and never
have I loved him, and that he adores
you, and when I sent him to look for
you this morning his joy was so lin-
bounded, though he tried to hide it,
that it would have been comical if it
had not been pathetic

“Yes,” I replied, taking the two
hands she held towards me in both
of mine. “I have got it quite clear,
and I can’t tell you what I think of
you. All that Martin says is true,
only a thousand times more so.”

She laughed gaily,
“I ought to be covered with shame

and confusion and filled with out-
raged pride at being ‘turned down,’
but I’m not. I’m just supremely
happy that all has turned out so well:
Martin’s happy, you ’re happy, Miss
Oakwood is happy- adores him,
and is fond of you—and I’m happy,
So, what would you? Good-bye. May
I kiss you? Ah, here is Miss Oak-
wood! I’m just going. Peronellc is
a bit tired, but not deadl’ve seen
to that.”

“Martin is back,” said Miss Oak-
wood.

I sprang up. “Is he hurt?”
“Not at all.”
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Stylish
FURS
Correctness of style and good 1
taste are manifest in the Purs '

sold by Madame Menere, for
many years associated with }
George • Nicholas, the famous
Court Furrier, of London. /\

Madame Menere imports all /

her Furs direct from London, |
Paris, and New York, with the >

result that she is able to afford '^
the New Zealand public the '"

opportunity of securing the
latest advanced styles at whole-
sale pricesrepresenting a sav-
ing of many pounds.
Write for a copy of Madame
Menere's booklet, "VALU-
ABLE HINTS IN THE CARE
OF FURS"— is free.

Madame Menere
FURRIER,

Corner Cashel and Colombo Streets,
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Every lady loves Silk underwear—dainty
garments that express refinement, elegance,
and comfort. Just such garments are here

Beautiful Brocaded Silk Kimonos
and Crepe'de*Chene Undenvear

"THESE new goods are showing in
choice colourings and exquisite
designs ...

BROCADED KIMONOS,
from 6 H to 11 guineas

/Ml CREPE-DE-CHENE NIGHT-
\II DRESSES, from 42 to 8916Js| CAMI KNICKERS,
""

. from 49/6 to 69/6
*| \ CAMISOLES, from 18j6 to 42\.I { I J KNICKERS, from 29/6 to 45/.
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TAKE ADVANTAGE OF OUR MAIL ORDER SERVICE AND
WRITE US YOUR NEEDS IF YOU CANNOT CALL

Satisfaction (guaranteed

226 Lambton Quay, WELLINGTON

should
.WOODWARD'S CELEBRATED
GRIPE WATER"

Founded in 1851, Woodward's " Gripe
Water" is a family institution in all
English-speaking Countries. Its fame has

°RIPE WATER" spread mainly by the recommendation of

All Mothers
should know it

Founded in 1851, Woodward's " Gripe
Water" is a family institution in all
English-speaking Countries. Its fame has
spread mainly by the recommendation of
generations of doctors, nurses and mothers,

i • i J.l- • i i,i •and its soothing power has proved a blessing
to millions of babies and young children.
Woodward's "Gripe Water " is the ideal remedy for
the ailments of infants from the day of birth onwards.
It contains valuable soothing and strengtheningingredi-
ents which instantly relieve griping pain caused by wind
and indigestion. When digestive trouble and teething
pain keep baby awake a dose of Woodward's "Gripe
Water" quickly soothes and permits sound natural
sleep to come. When diarrhoea is prevalent Woodward's
will be found the most effective safeguard, and a
reliable remedy against attack. Woodward's "Gripe
Water" is extremely pleasant to the taste, and being

yfree from opiates can be given to a new born baby.
I Obtainable at all Chemists and Stores.
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KEEPS BABY WELL
Col 5.—C. M& Co Ltl.

Become a Subscriber.
Fill up aForm
TO-PAY.
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