
you did, and I wanted to fyid out. Tt

is such a very awkward position, isn't

it?”
Awkward! What an epithet for sheer

tragedy; hut th? hearer felt silenced from
overt criticism by tho.se hard blue eyes.
It would be I'oeleso she felt to say any-

thing.
“Rather awkward," assented Isobel

coldly, hoping to cliaek the conversation.
But Mrs. Vansittart was, like most

convalescents,'•garruloia.
“I think it is very hard on me,” she

continued plaintively. "It .puts me

under such an obligation and he has

no business to do that. It in on a par
with his not marrying again—;” she

moved restlessly, and loobel settled her

pillows, her lip. set with anger. "You

see,” went on the.pretty plaintive voice,
‘it was really' very unkind of him, for

there was no real reason why' he

shouldn’t; and men generally do. It

would have made me to much happier—•
happy as 1 was with my lost one”—

here the tears began to roll down the

pretty cheeks that were fast recovering
their roundneos, their pinkness. “And it

isn’t as if we were ever fond of one

another. He married me just to take

care of mo, I’m sure, and I was so

young and I wanted a protector. It

was very wrong, of course; but I didn’t
understand what love was then. Be-

sides I wasn't the sort of wife for him at

all. He requires someonenot so good look-

ing and more reliable—a girl more like

you —what is the matter, nurse, you’ve
upset the eau-de-cologne?”

More than that was upset, and those

clear complacent eyes took in the fact

with a certain amusement; having lived

on simulated emotion all her life, she
was quick to recognise the real thing.

"You came out with John in the same

ship,” said Mrs. Vansittart the next day.
“He told me.” And then suddenly, with-

out warning, she remarked coolly. “Why
don’t you marry' him, Miss Graham?

I'm sure he wants you to—now doesn’t

he ?”

"Really! Mrs Vansittart!” began Isobel
hotly', then paused, feeling frankly that
it was useless to try and get inside that

armour of unconscious selfishness. "I

don’t suppose you will understand,” she

continued haughtily', “but I hold it

wrong for divorced persons to marry;
and no matter how I loved ,a man—”

"Then you do love him,” interrupted
the sweet womanly voice, "I am so

glad. And I quite understand—quite!
I wouldn’t do it myself—l—l wouldn’t

indeed, for I think just as you do—and
of couse real love is divine in its origin,
only—” there was a pause and a distinct
air of virture crept over the pretty'
face—-“Miss Graham! I’m going to

tell you something in the strictest confi-

dence, that I’ve never told to anyone
before —not even to John himself; but
y ou have been so kind to me, and he says
you saved my life. So I want you to

be happy-—and oh! don’t I know it —”

ifhe tears rose easily) “love is happi-
ness. The fact is—l can hardly bear

even to say’ it—l—l never was married
to John at all.”

The very' walls of the room seemed to

rock and close in on Isobel Graham’s
amazement.

"Not married?”
“No! I thought I was of course. Surely

I need hardly' say' that! But when I

met Dr. Forde I was a widow—such
a young widow, and quite forlorn. The
man I had .married was perfect wretch
and had deserted me, and I’d seen his

death in the papers. But he wasn't
really dead then. After I had been
■married three years, he wrote me »

letter, and you can’t think Miss Graliant
how awful it was! I didn’t know what

■to do. I couldn’t face my' friends; and

I was the centre of such a charming
society; everyone admired me! So I

sent him money; and then he really'
did die. It was such a relief. But

still I couldn’t be happy. I know I was

not really inarried, and I couldn’t tell

John. And then my darling—he was

.tolyi’s beat friend which made it so

hard, you know—came into my life and

if ail so dreadful, so truly
dreadful! And then this story about

that other woman turned up. I don’t

know if it was true; perhaps it wasn’t

but in India it is so common you know
fact quite unmoved.

—and John was miserable—l saw I was

ruining his life—and you see, I hadn’t
any right to do that—no right at all —

so—” Tlie voice paused again; even its

calm self-c-oniphvc(M»cy could not face tliy
But by thin time Isobel djlraham had

recovered herself.
‘‘So you divorced him knowing he was

not guilty?”
“How could he. be guilty when we

Weren’t married*?” asked Mr« Vausittart

pettishly. "You don’t understand. Us

didn’t really mind; besides if he had,
he wouldn’t really have had the right
cither. It was all ,so confused—and any
how 1 did it for the best—l did indeed.”

Isobel Graham stood speechless, her

hands pressed to her forehead. Confused!
The word did not express the utter

obfuscation of thought which was hers.
John Forde was undoubtedly free; but

on the other hand he had not known

he was free. All life actions stood in the
same light as they had done before—or

did they not? She could not decide, she
could not think. She could only’ say with
what purpose was left to her—-

" Thank you, that is enough. If you
say' any' more, I will go out of the room.”

Only one thing seemed clear to her on

reflection. John Forde, whatever life

faults, had been shamefully betrayed by
the woman he believed to be hfe wife.
To save her own petty self-esteem she

had accused him of a crime—at least of

something—of which, possibly, he was not

guilty; and she had certainly branded

him as a divorced man. He had

acquiesced — more shame to him: but

for all that she, Isobel Graham, had

misjudged him as the rest of the world
misjudged him and now, knowing the

truth, she owed him an apology. So

much seemed clear.

He was booted and spurred for his

ride across the desert when she began
her stammering ambiguous words. He

cut them short with a tightened clasp
of the hand he held in good-bye greeting.

“So Helen has told you the truth,”
he said swiftly’, his face lighting up,
his quick genius for diagnosis coming
to his aid unerringly. “Hasn't she?”.

“She told me,” began Isobel cautiously,
remembering the confidential character

of her knowledge, but again he was too

alert for her, and his face softened.

“Poor soul,” he said gently. "I hardly

expected she ever would. It isn’t in her,

you see. And it was desperately hard

and rough on her—”

“Then you know? faltered Isobel,

“you knew all the time—”

“Of course I knew. The man wrote

to me also; and I was just going to

speak to Helen when the beast—he was

a beast—died. And then—then it was

for her to decide—-you see, my dear, I—l

am not very’ orthodox I’m afraid

■marriage or no marriage didn’t trouble
me much. She wasn’t happy, I wasn’t

happy—our so-called marriage was a

mistake; but I felt bound to her, so I

left it to her. I was a bit flabbergasted
at her method of shunting me, 1 own.

But it didn’t seem to matter really’; you
see I never expected you would come

along, my dear —take care, child!”
For Isobel Graham had collapsed hope-

lessly at the very' feet of the strong

square man, and was weeping silently as

she looked up in his kindly face.

“Poor little woman,” he said as he

stooped to raise her and hold her fast—-

“You see I couldn’t tell you, could I—-

besides—” a slight sadness came to his

voice, "you condemned me unheard!
However! That’s over, I suppose?”

“Yes! it’s over,” said Isobel Graham

in a muffled voice—her lips were pressed
on the lapel of John Forde’s white
drill coat, just above his heart—“but I

wish you hadn’t—no! —John! you are

the best, the kindest—”

The doctor pushed her from him in

alarm, and looked anxiously in her face.

“You don’t feel ill do you? No! that’s

all right, I thought you were talking

a bit wild, that’s all.”

A Murder Every Day.

What is the matter with Jefferson
County, Alabama ? The Birmingham,
Alabama, “ News ” tells us that during
the year 1912 there was a murder every
week day in the year. This has been
about the average for some years past,
but with a tendency to grow worse,
while during the first nineteen days or

the present year there were ten murders
and eleven deaths from “ unknown

causes.” There are more murders com-

mitted in this one county than in the
whole of Great Britain, including Lon-

don, a fact not surprising when we learn

that in 1912 only one man was executed
for' murder, and he was a negro. There
seems to be no common cause for these

murders, except that human life is

lightly considered and that the law is

despised. The frontier settlements in

the West were once supposed to hold
the record for bloodshed, but any
description of a frontier community that

tolerated a murder every day would
lie laughed at as fantastic. And yet
this very state of things exists in Ala-

bama and without any of the excuses

that existed in pioneer days, and before
the law of the land could effectively
assert itself.

SUBTRACTION.

Aunt Dorothy: Tpow many command-
ments are there. Johnny?

Johnny (glibly) : Ten. \

Aunt Dorothy: And now suppose you
were to break one of them?

Johnny (tentatively): Then there'd be

nine*

NOTICE

PATERNOSTER'S GOUT AND

RHEUMATIC PILLS

In compliance with repented requests, a

supply of the larger sizes, viz., those sold In
England at 2/8, 4/8 and 11/, In addition to
the naual 1/ size, are now stocked by Kemp
thorne, I’ros,er and Co.’s New Zealand Drug
Co., Bld., and through them can be obtained
from any chemist throughout New Zealand.

POINGDBSTKE & TRUMAN.

71 Old Keul Road, London, Eug'and.
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The Message of Sanatcgen.
“ Sauatogen undoubtedly invigorates the nerves—-

braces the patient to health —brings a new hopefulness
and enjoyment of life.’’

These words, written by Lady Henry Somerset,
will come as a stirring message to all who are in that

miserable despairing state of mind which is due to

weakened nerves and failing health. Such sufferers

should seek at once the helpful, uplifting power of

Sauatogen.

New Health and Nerve Power.

Over 15,000 qualified practising physicians have

testified in writing to the great benefit which their
patients have derived from Sauatogen in'Nervous and
Digestive Troubles, srain-fag, Insomnia, Poverty of

Blood, and various Wasting Diseases.

Sauatogen is unique among tonics because it invigo-
rates the whole system —particularly the nerves and

brain—not temporarily, but permanently, and without

any harmful effects. In the words of the well-known
physician, Dr. Claude -L,. Wheeler: “ Sauatogen is a

food—a highly concentrated and very nutritious food—

endowed with special tonic properties. It builds up,
fortifies and strengthens the cells of the body, because
it is a real cell food.”

Sauatogen can be obtained of all Chemists, in tins

of three sizes.

Send for Free Book.

Dr. Andrew Wilson, the well known author, has written an

extremely iuteres'.ing health book, called ’‘The Art of Living,’’
in which he fully describes the nature and uses of Sauatogen.

Free copies of this book will be distributed during a limited

period. Write for your copy at once, mentioning this paper and

addressing your post-card to :

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