
FOR SALE OR EXCHANGE.

FARMS .

i WYNDHAM DISTRICT. — 270 Acres

I Freehold in this famous locality
for

i £13 per acre. Good grass,
well fenced,

watered and subdivided. Five-roomed

house, 5-stall stable, with loft, large
woolshed, 6-stall cowbyre, sheep

yards, etc. This is the cheapest farm

offering in Southland to-day. Terms

may be arranged.

LOOK AT THIS— 395 acres near Wood

lands; 45 acres turnips, 100 acres

young gra. s, balance older pasture;
This land has been lixned and is in

great heart. Well watered, fenced,
and subdivided. Six-roomed house,
itable, cowbyre with miiking plant,
etc. Price £20. Terr ould be ar

ranged

Here is something good — Five-roomed
house ; bathroom, washhouse, gas. Tn

good order ; situated alongside first

section of tram. A cheap home at
£550. Terms could be arranged.

If you wish to buy or sell a house or a
farin eonsuit me.

F. H. TUCKER,

LAND AGENT.

j

" ~

THE
PAPER FAM1NE is world wide.

Supphes are running low. Take my

advice and replenish your stocks while

priees are reasonable.

MY PRICES— ,

LETTER TABLETS, 9d, 1/-, 1/3, 1/6,

andl/9 each.

ENVELOPES, 4d, 6d, 9d, and 1/- per

packet. ,

BOXES OF STATIONERY, 2/- and

2/3.

LETTERETTES, 2/-

X, Mide,
TAY STREET, INVERCARGILL.

GILCKRIST'S

COXIGH ELIXIR.

p()R
COUGHS, COLDS, INFLUENZA

/• COLDS,. WHOOPING COUGH, Etc.

2/6. Posted 3/-

W. Q. Gilchrist,
PRESCRIPTION CHEMIST,

GRAND PHARMACY,

DEE ST., INVERCARGILL.

STOOKTAKIN G BARGAINS

At

NOBLES1 S.

j
LADIES' HANDBAGS, almost given
away, 12/6, now .6/11, 12/6 now' 5/11, 14/6 now 10/11, 20/- now 12/11.
Don't miss this opportunity.

LADIES' HANDBAGS— 42/6 now 7/11,
16/6 now 10/9, 10/6 now 7/11, 14/6
now 9/11, 15/6 now 12/6, 4/6 now
3/11. These prices keep us busy.

NOBLE'S

Dee street, Invercargill.

THE SILENT WIFE!
Rem^rk&M£

Brama o/ Msirried Lafe. By MARK ENGLISH.

CHAPTER I.

DORIS THOBURY.

It was not a very big ward ; it only

contained some thir-ty cots, but it was

bright, airy, and sunshiny.
There was a bird singing merrily in its

cage, and toys and picture-books, and

everywhere a weaith of flowers. There

were only two nurses to the ward. It

was such a small one. it did not need

more. Indeed, there was only one in the

ward at the moment.

Sister Doris sat in a chair at the end of

the ward, so that she could keep her eye

on it right the way down.

It was really miraculous how she man-

aged to koep as neat and tidy ag she lid,

how she managed to look as cool as she

did, for there were two little ones nastling j

one on either knee, whilst a little fellow

with one leg and a stump had ciambered

up at the back of her chair, and had got
his arms round her nedc as though he

meant to strangle her, while his poor little

face — and yet it was a laughing 1'ace now
— peeped round to look at her ; an elder

child, also with crutches— -crutches were

predominant in the ward — was bending
over the chair, and there were a couple
more sprawling at her feet.

In the beds near, three little ones who

could sit up were propped there with pil-

lows, straining their ears to iisten to the

conversation, dolls and teddy-bears lying

by negle'cted ; and even in two other beds,

where the little ones were too ill to move,

they turned their faces, so that they might
feast their eyes with looking at "dear

Sister.
' '

"And so you must know —
"
said Sister

Doris ; and then, "Tommy, if you squeeze

me so tightly round the neok I can't teii

you the story." .

There was 'just a fraction of relaxation

in Tommy's grip, rather grudgingly given,
it must be owned, and the cripple girl by
her side looked up with grave reproof.

"Tommy, don't be so rough with dear

Sister," she-urged; while a little yoice
from one of the beds added :

"Tommy, keep quiet ! We want to hear

Sister finish the story."
"Thats better," said Sister Doris, with

a sigh of relief. "And so you must know
that the wolf-jumped out of bed on pur-

posa to eat Red Riding-hood, and he
went —

"

That was as far as the story went, for
at that moment the matron entered by
the door at the end of the wardf and be-
hind the matron came Dr Weston.

Ah, kindly-hearted little Sister, whose
cheeks had hardly flushed with the exer-
tion of the strangling and with the crowd
of children round her, what did they take
such a deep tint now for, the moment her

eyes rested on the kindly face of the young
doctor, who had already made his name
in the "world, and who gave so much ot
his timo to the hospital here, bestowing
quite as much attention upon the poor -«nd
the needy as he would have given to his
richest private patient?
And why did Paul Weston, as he looked

up the ward, think to himself what a
beautiful picture? Did he mean the whole

group, or did he mean Sister Doris alone ?
Whichever he meant he was perfectly cor.
rect. It was a beautiful picture, and she
was a beautiful picture, too.

She rose now, and put her little charges
gently down; Tommy, somewhat rebelii-

ous, and hardly awed by the presence ot
the matron, peeming to resent thi3 inter-

ruption to the story-telling."
Tall, somewhat slight very graceful, an
oval face, delicate, regular features, per
fectly arclied brows, aad beneath a pair
of honest grey eyes ; a refined face, and an
intellectual face. Some might have won-
dered how a girl as talented as Doris

Thobury could be satisfied with the life
she was now leading ; indeed, some ofc her
father's friends had laughingly said, what
was the good of Girton? It did not need
a college education and honours well won
to qualify as a nurse in the children's
ward of a small cottage ho3pital. So they
declared.

It was a beautiful face, so the doctor

thought, beautiful when there was iaugh.-
ter in the eyes, and beautiful wnen those

eyes were full of tears, and when the
delicate lips quivered as she watched the

pain of some poor little mite of a child
was called upon to suffer.

"Sister Doris!" The matron was very
precise in the words. Outside it waa often,
"My dear Doris," or "My dear girl," bat

now it was — "Sister Doris, I am afraid

that you let the children make you over-

tired. You pet them too much."

Doris looked round with a smile— as

though she could pet them too much,

when she had room in her heart "for every
one of them !

And now the serious business of the

afternoon ha-d to commence. The doctor

had to examihe his patients. Some of the

little one knew that; tender as he was,

he must hurt them. But they were so

brave if they could only hold dear Sister's

hand. And sometimes, when a little iace

would wince, at litle pair of pain filled eye3

would. turn and glance up at her, and meet

her steadfast ga ze, and then there would

come a smile, a pitiful little smile, instead

of the wail of pain. And then, when the

painful examination was over, the doctor !

would pat the child' s head, and say :

"There, now you have been very good

to-day.
' '
And like as not the answer would

come :

"Because Sister was by ; Sister^was look:

ing at me."

Was it worth it ? said her father's

friends.

Surely it was worth it. She was so nappy
here. This wa3 her realm, and there was,

perhaps, another cause for happiness, a

deeper and holier one, that made her grave

and thoughtful when, later in the day,

her duties over, she . went out for the

walk and rest that were needful.

To-night she stood hesitating which way
to go at the gate of the hospital, when Dr

Weston came out.

"Well, .Miss Thobury, which way are

you going to-night?"
"I suppose I must take my usual con-

stitutional," she answered, "round by the

park."
"And may I accompany you?"
What made the brave little heart beat

soVmuch more quickly? He had never

"asked her that before, though sometimes

he had strolled a little way and left her.

She gave her consent-, and they walked

along side by side, truly a well-matched

pair.

They spoke about many things, though

it was obvious that the doctor was iH afc

ease. He stole shy, guarded glances at

the girl, and at length, cat-ching her kindly

smile, he said suddenly :

"Miss Thobury, I have long wanted ari

opportunity to spe&k to you alone, but I

have. waited because I was frightened.
Like a gambler who is impelled to stake

his all upon one fatal throw, yet hesitates

to do so because he realises that if he loses

all is lost. I have hesitated, but the

stake has got to be made now.

"Miss Thobury, I love you
— love you

with all my heart and soul ! I have watch

ed you in your work, so full of kindly

sympathy and pity — the very angel of the

ward! I have envied the little ones there,
because you have given them yeur love. I

have longed to be' one of them. When I

saw that little rascal this afternoon clutch

you round the neck and kiss you, I f elt

that I could almost have changed placea
with him for the privilege. I know, of

course, that your father is a wealthy man ;

but, Miss Thobury, although you and"!'

do not want to talk of anything mereen-

ary, I myself am well-to-do. It depends

upon you to a great extent what my future

will be. I have now had an offer to go

away!"
"To go away?" she said.

"Yes; to accompany an expioration

partyy I have been tempted to do so, but 1

do not think I shall. I want that which

money cannot buy. I want love! Doris —
"

He stopped. "Forgive me. I did not
mean to take that liberty!"
But she turned and held out her hands

to him, and that which. he reacT in her

eyes made his heart beat with happiness.
"I suppose I ought not to speak these
words to you befcre I have seen your fath

er," he went on ; but, on the other

hand, I could not have gone to him with-
out your consent. That would have been

unforgivable. And so, like the gambler,
Doris, I have staked all. Have I lost or
won?"

Just for a moment she dropped her
head ; then she raised it> and looked at
him steadfastly, and the answer came :
"You have won !"

When they parted that night, Doris was
the happiest girl in the world." But when
the morning came a telegram reached her
which quickly clouded her joy.
"Come home immediately," it ran. "You
are wanted at once.— FATHER."
It troubled her. What ever could have

happened at home? She showed it to the

matron, and Miss Daltey said sympathis-

ingly :

"Pray uHeaven, my dear child,
it is no

trouble for you ! Of course, you must go.

It is your father who sends
for you, and

your first duty
is to him.

And so she went, and little faces looked

after her with disappointmont upon them,

and little eyes gazed longicgly.

What made her stand in the door and

look back? What brought that sudden

pain to her heart, as though
it was break-

ing ?

Was it the shadow of what was com-

ing — the what was to be— implied
in those

words :

"Duty first?" .
•

CHAPTER II.

THE BARGAIN.

"Those are riiy terms! Take them or

leave them ! Accept, and I will pull you

through; reject, and you- are ruined!"

And the speaker brought his hand down

heavily upon the table, as if to emphasise

that last sentence.

Both men had risen to their feet, and

they stood now, one on either side of the

table, the very antithesis of each other.
'

The speaker was a strong, a hard man ;

strength and hardness seemed stamped up-
1

on him — a broad, museivlar frame, a

square, clean-shaven face, with hard jaw
j

and firm nostril, broad brow, and clear,

unwavering eye ; a man not to be turned

lightly from his pnrpose ; a man to go

for ward, no matter what obstacle was in

the way.
And the other? A lazy, easy -going,

trouble-hating man, as weak as the other

was strong ; obstinate, perhaps, but ob-

stinacy and weakness frequently do go

together.
There were disniay, anger, surprise, all

mingling, now on that somewhat sensuous

face as he listened. It was the first un-

pleasant shock that Walter Thobury had

received for some years, and he found it

very disconcerting.

As Rodger Ai'mer, his manager, noted

the looli he nodded.

"Don't make any mistake in this mat

ter, Mr Thobury," he said. "I am telling

you the simple truth. My price is your

daughter's hand."

In his younger days Walter Thobury
had been what he termed an unfortunate

rhan, his misfortunes being directly at-

tributable to the fact that he was a lazy

man; then his uncle had died and left

him his sole heir, and he had come into

the huge business of Thobury and Co., a

business from which he derived a eomfort-

able fortune.

But he did not trouble himself about

the business Rodger Armer ha-d been

1 there at the head of
things,

and Walter

Thobury was quite content for him to re-

ma-in there. He did not understand the

business, and he did not want to.

It was nice tb walk through sometimes,
and to gee the extent of his premises, and

the number of his staff ; but even that

was a pleasure that 3oon palled, and when

Walter Thobury wanted to consult with

his manager it was generally at his own

mansion that the interviews were held.

Walter Thobury 's wife had died before

good fortune came to him, leaving him
with one child, a daughter.
It was only of late that her father had

begun to think seriously of Doris, She

wa^ a very beautiful woman, a very grace
ful and charming woman, and it was ab-
suM that she should be wasting her life at
that hospital.
Walter Thobury contemplated an advan-

tageous marriage for his daughter, and
now all his sehemes and dreams were

shattered, blown to the winds by Rodger
Armer.

He had received a couple Gf very un-

pleasant intimations — one from his Dank,
another from his accountants. Ha sent for

Armer, and the manager came, cairn and
inscrutable. Walter Thobury wanted to
know what it all meant, what was going
wrong. The manager listened and answer.
ed. Everythlng was going wrong.
"It simply meana that you have been

living beyond your limita, I have told

you of it before. Now the end has come,
and it is ruinj"
Walter Thobury wrung his hands. He

begged, implored, entreated.
Conld not his dear Armer do anything?
And the answer came :

Yes, Rodger Armer would save hira, ex-

tricate him from his
diffiCulties

everythlng right again. ^
]

could do it, and would do it on *
i

tion, and one condition only, ^
^ 1

was no hesitation about naminl u !

tion was a thing foreign to ArmerC
^

"My price is yoer decghter', S*!!
he said. ntl>

What wonder that the father w
tounded, staggered ! He had never &

*

of his manager caring f0r Doris S?
'

they had met iYrmer had been qu'iet
n

so far -as he knew, respectful, He
^

;

not a man to connect with love. Th^
was a wave of angry indjgnation.
Thobury raved, but the

manager A
cairn.

. "There is no need for
angry words sir".

he said. "Those are my terms' l'f .' j
cannot assent to them, things must /!' j
"But how can I do it? Think, man.tL
of my daughter? How can I compeUer!" ]
"That is for you to decide, sir."
"But you can't mean it; yOU Can't
serious. Her affections — "

"I am not talking of affections, sit, ^
I am serious— so serious that, if you I

cline, I must resign my position Tnimedv
'

ately."
The hapless Tlmbury sat and stared at
him blankly. It was not that he was

!
moved so much by any considerafion [or

■
his

daughter, any
love

for her. His
pride

( was hurt, his plans were disturbed.

|
"I didn't think of you, Armer!" was

his feeble protest.

Rodger Armer smiled.

!
"My dear Mr

Tliobury, I have pointed
1

I out to you again and again how things

j
were going, and you have neglected my ;

J warnings.
I knew

you would
neglejt

them, and I had a purpose in view-io j
win your dau ghter. I knew well eno igtv
that if I came as an ordinary suifor I

1

should stand no chance. I do not come as
an ordinary suitor. I come as a man who

has something to offer for that which he

desires, I come to make a bargam."
He knew Mr Thobury would yield. He

knew how weak and helpless he was; he

knew that "even the high price he askd.

woulct be paid.

CHAPTER III.

DUTY DEMANDS.

"Father, you are not in earnest; Wff

cannot mean what you are saying? Mairy

Mr Armer ! I cannot do it — I cannot io

it! You cannot possibly be in earnest."

She had risen. She stood at first in sil.

ence, as though she had been unable to

comprehend what he was talking about,

and when at last the full hideousness ot

the awful request dawned upon her,
her

whole young nature rose in protest. It

was an outrage against her very
woman-

hood. Her whole soul shrank aghast from

the idea !

He sat there, and much as she
iwd

him, noble souled as she was,
:t seemed

to her that he was almost an cbjcct
o

contempt. His pleading had becoice so I

abject, he wept almost maudlin
tears,
' 8

thought, he wrung his delicate
hands, s»

carefully manicured, gd heavily oruamen
•

,

ed with rings. But he never faltersd, H

never said he would rather aeccp'-
t ® I

ruin than ask this sacrifice.

"My dear Doris," he said, "I
®PP0^

we ought to take it as a oonip'ioreii'.

is a rough wooing, but he say's
l'e waU

you to be his wife." He ja-vs
le -v k

^

I

everything right if you w'h
' '
j

so, you see, you must mar ;y
hia.

"Father, you cannot mean
it : l 1 a/in0

1

cannot do it!" a

But the man did mean it- h» |,J f,j j

to go through with it row. He
tn
^ |

was not the slightest cse
^pp& |

J commanding.
He

groveJied
oi>

^
;

■J

before his
daughter.

He clutcbe

>

^

,

> skirt ■;
he would not li'-ien to he1 e"

to get up. ■
K so" I''

"If a father must h.imble
!'i^e ^ .j

he said, "I humble myself.
1 en

,ea'

j"g
R

, Doris. Armer's a fme f'HoW,

splendid fellow. And thipk w. .

, The poverty, my
dear,

the

the dhsgrace! And jll >'f t
ea"

0{

ed. It is really a very generoia
-

^

Armer's. He will be in ,
oDlf,"

way, and you'll have
a sp'en ,

ypt

"A splendid home!" She » 1
^0

head. "Under such
^

circnai-

^
c0llld

most glorious palace in
the w0

, .
path«

N

| only be a prison!"
And t en

•

^

you must get up ! I
will lhten

^

I will talk about nothlng— ^in

down and behave rationaliy-


