: . - hel
you did, and T wantel to flad out. T¢
is anck & very awkward pesition, isn't
itr” .

Awkward!  What an epithet for shieer
23 but the hearer fol silenced from
riticismn by theee Dard blne eyes.
1t would be vaclers she felt to say any-
thing. .
“Rather

awkward,”

Bat Myes, Vamsittart wae, like most
convakescents,t garrulovs. '

“L think it is very hard on me” she
continued plnintively. “{t . puta me
under such wun obligation- and he haa
- mo business Lo do that. It is on a par
with his not mareving  again—;” she
moved restlessly, and -Jaobel settied her
pillows; ler lips set with anger, *“You
see” went on the pretty plaiutive voice,
“it waa reaily very unkind of him, for
thers  was  uo  real reason why he
shouldn’t; and-men generally do. It
would have made me o much happier—
Tappy a3 L was with my lost one”—
Licte the tears hegan to rotl down the
pretty cheeka that were fast recovering
their roundness, their pinkness. “And it
dan’t a3 if. we were ever fond of one
another. ITe married me just to take
care of me, I'm sure, and I was =20
voung aud I waunted a protector. It
waa very wrong, of course; bat I dide’t
underatand what love was then. DBe-
sides T waan't the sort of wife for him at
all. He requires someone ot so good look-

itg and nore reliahle—a girl more like .

you—what is the matter, nurse, you've
upset the eaw-de-cologue?” ~

More than that was upset, and those
cleat complacent eyes took in-the fact
with a certain amusement; having lived
on gimulated emotion all her life, she
was quick to recognite the real thing.

“You-eame ouf with Joht in the sana
ship,” said Mrs, Vansittart the next day.
“He told me.” And then suddenly, with-
out waraing, she remarked coolly. “Why
don't you marry him, Miss Graham?
I'm sure he wants Fou to—now dossn’t
he?” -

“Really] Mrs Vanaittart!” began Inalel
hotly, then pauwsed, feeling frankly that
it was useless to try and get inside that
armour of unconscious zelfishness. I
don’l, suppose you will undersiand,” she
continued haughtity, “but I hold it
wrong for divorced persons to marry;

ard 1o matter how X loved a man—" -

“Then you do love him,” interruptod
the sweet womanly voice, "I am so
glad,  And 1 quite underatand—quite!
I wouldn’t do it myseli—I—I wouldn’t
indeed, for I think just as you do—and
of cowse real love is divine in its origin,
anly—"* there was & pause and a distineg
air of virture crept over the pretey
face—“Miss Cirahum? I'm going to
tell you something in the strictest confi-
51911(-.9, that I've never told te anyone
befare—net even ta Jolhn himself; but
souw have been so kind to me, and lie aays
You suved wy life, So [ wunt you to
ke happy—and on! don't ¥ know it-—7
‘(the teara rose eaaily) “love is happi-

esd, The fuct is—I can Lavdly bear
even to pay it—I—I never wus nearried
to John at all.” EEE

The very wallx of the room seermed to
rock' and close iu an Isobe! Graham'a
amnzement.

Not married?”

“Xot 1 thought I was of eourse, Surely
T need hardly say that! But when I
met Dr, Forde I was a widow—such
3 young widow, and quite forlorn. The
man I had mavried was perfect wretch
and had deserted me, and 1'd seen his
death in the papers. But lhe wasn’t
feally dead thenm, After I Lad leen
merried lhree years, he wrote me =
letter, and vou canw't think Miss Grahang
how awful it was! I dian’t know wl\ai
19 do. 1 couldn’t face my friends; an

wai tha centre of such a chanming
socieby i evéryone adwived me! So I
sent him money; amd then he really
did dle. Tt waa sueh a- relief.  Rut
8till ¥ couldm’t Le happy, I know I wan
nob really married, und T couldn't tell
Jubu,  And then my darling—he was
Jobp's laest friend. whiclh mude it ro
hard, you know—came into my Jife and
it all peamcd mo  dreadful, ea  truly
drendful!  -Aud then this story about
that other woman turned up. T don’t

now if it was true; perlaps it wasa't
Lut in Tidin it is au commuon you kuow
fiet quite wmnoved,
=—and John wus wiserable—T saw T svan
ruining his life—aml you aee, I Ladn'ts
auy right to do that—una right at all -
su—" The vulee punacd again; even it4
ealim welf-complvcenicy conlil not fare thy

But Ly thin titne fwobel Grabam lad
tecovered hersell. - - :

“No you divoreed liw knowing lie was
not guiltyr* - LI
““How conll-die. te guilty when we
weren't murried 2" asked Mys. Vausitturt

ascented Taobel
coldly. hoping to chack the conversation.

pettislly, “You dow't understand. He
tidu’t really mind; besides if he had,
he wouldnt really have had the right
cither, it was nll o confused—and any
how I did it for the beat—1 did indeed.”
Taobel Ciraham stood speechless, her
handa pressed to lier forehead. Confused!
Tite word did not expreds the utter
obfuscation of thonght which waq. hera
Foha Forde was undoubtedly free; but
it the other hand he hzd not known'
he was free. All his actions atood in the
same light as they had done Lefore—or
did they not? She could not decide, she
conld not think. Khe could only say with
wlat purpose was left to her—
© “Thank you, that is enough. i you
&say any more, I will go out of the room.”
Only one thing seemed clear to her on
reftection. John Ferde, whatever his
faults, had been shamefully betrayed by
the womnn lhe believed to be lin wife.
‘Lo save her own petty aclf-esieemn nhe
Iad sceused him of a crime—at least of
sometiiing—of which, possilly, ie was not
guilty; and she Lad certaiuly branded
Iim a3 a divorced man, Ha had
acquiesoed — more shame to him; but
for all that she, Tsobel Grabam, had
misjudged him as the vest of the world
miajudgedrl_njm and now, knowing the
tratl, she owed him an apology. So
much seemed clear.

He waa booted and spurred fer lis
vide .across the desert when she began
her stzmmering ambiguous words. He
eut ithem short with a tightened clasp
of the hand he held in good-bye greeting.

“Ho Helen has told you the truth,”
he said swiitly, his face lighting up,
his quick genins for diagnosis coming
to hia aid unervingly. “Hasn't she ™.

“She told e, began Isobel eautiously,
ramembering the confidential eharacte
of her knowledge. but again he was too
alert for ber, and his face softened,

“Poor soul,” he said gently. *1 hurdly
expected she ever would. Tt sn’t in her,
you see,. Aud It was desperately hard
and rough on her—"” .

“Then you know? faltered Isobel,
“you knew all the time—"

“0f course I knew. The man wrote
to me also; and I was just going to
speak te Helen when the beast—he was
a Dbeast—died, And then—then it was
for her to decide—you se€, my dear, I—IL
am not wvery orthodox - I'm afraid—
marriage or nwo marriage didn't trouble
me much. #Hhe wasn't bappy, F wasu't
happy—our so-called marriuge was 8
mistake; bat I felt bound 1o lher, so T
Peft it to her. 1 was a bit flabhergasted
at her method of shunting me, I own.
But it didv’t seem to matiter really; yon
see I never expected you weuld eome
atong, my dear--take care, child!™

For Isobel Gralam had collapsed Tiope-
lessly' at the very feel of tho airong
aquare man, and was weeping silently as
she looked up in his kindly face.

“poor little womnn,” he saki as Le
stonped to ralse ler and hold her fast—
“You see I couldn't tell you, conld I-
beaides—" p slight sadness crne to his
voice, - “vou condemued me unheard!
Howevert That's over, I suppose?” .

“Yesd it’s ower,” said Isobel Ciraham
in & muffled voice—lier lips were presged
on the lapel  of dJohn Forde's white
drill coat, just above hiz heart—“bul T
wish vou lada’t—ne!—Jehn! you are’
the best, the kindest—" i i

The doctor pushied ler from him in
alarm, and looked anxiously in dier face.
“You don't feel ill do you? Ne! that's
all right, & thought you were talking
a bit wild, that's all.” '

[

SUBTRACTION.
Aunt Dorothy: Ifow many command-
mente ave there, Johouy?
Jolnny (glibly): Ten. v
Aunt Dorothy; And now snppose you
wers to break one of them?
Johuny {tentativelyd; Then therved Le

NOTICE

PATERNOSTER'S COUT AND
RHEUMATIC PILLS -

In compllance with yepented requests, =
aupply of 1the iarger flxen, vis, thods eold In
Kugland at 2/8, 4/6 aud 11/, in additlon te
the uwual 1/ aize, are now stocked by Kenmp-
thorne, Prosyer and {o.'s New Zealnnd Drug
Co., Lid.. mpd through them can be ahiained
froin sny chemlat throughoui New Zealoud

—
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i - POINGDESTRE & TRUMAN,

Tl Old Kent DRoad, London, Eug‘ln‘.'
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A Morder Every Day.

What s the matter with Jefferson
County, Alabama? ‘the Rirmingham,
Alaboina, * News  tells us that during
the year 1012 there wasa murider every
week day in the year. This has been

about {le average for some yeara past, .

but with a temdepey to grow worse
while during the first nincteen days of
the present year there were ten murders
abd  eleven deaths frem “unknown
canses.” There are more murdery com-
mitted in thia one county than in the
whole .of Groat Britain, including Lon-
don, & fact not surprising when we learn

. 43

tlat in 112 enly one man was exceuted
for matrder, and he wns a negre. Thers
aecrms to be no conunon cause for these
murders, except that human life s
lightly considered and (hat the law is
despised. The frentier settlements in
the West were once suppoaed to hold
the wsecord for Dbloodshed, bLut any
description of a frontier community 4hat
tolerated o wurder every day would
heo laughed at as fanlastic. And yet
this very stato of things exists in Ala-
Lama and withoul any of the excuses
that existed in pionser daya, and Lefore
the law of the land could effectivelr |
ansert Hself.
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and enjoyment of life.”

Sanatogeu,

any harmful effecls,

it is a real cell food.”

of three sizes,

addressing your post-card to:

_ The Message of Sanatogen. :

# Santatogen undoubtedly invigorates the nerves—
braces the patient to health—brings a new hopefuluess

These words, writteu by Lady Henry Somerset,
will come ag a stirring message to all who are in that
'wiserable despairing state of mind which is due to
weakened nerves and failing health.
should seek at once the helpful, uplifting power of .

New Health and Nervé Fower.

Over 15,000 gualified practising physicians lave
testified in writing to the great benefit which their
patients have derived from Sanatogen in'Nervous and
Digestive Troubles, Brainfag, Iusomnia, Poverty of
Blood, and varibus Wasting Diseases.

Sanatogen is unigue awong tonics because it invigo-
rates the whole system—particularly the nerves and °
brain—not -temporarily, but permanently, and without
In the words of the well-known
physician, Dr. Claude ¥.. Wheeler: * Sanalogen is a
food—a lighly concentrated and very nutritious food—
endowed with special tonic propertics,
fortifies and strengtheuns the cclls of the body, because

Sanatogen caun be obtained of all Cliemists, in lins

" Send for F i'ee Book. )

Dr. Andrew Wilson, the well-known aulhor, has written an
extremely interes’ing health book, called ** The Art of Living,"
in which he fully describes the nature and uses of Sanalogen.

Free copies of this book will be distributed during a limited
period. Write for your copy at once, mentioning this paper and

" A WULFING & CO., 17 BOND ST., SYDNEY, N.S.W.

Such sufferers

It builds up,




