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THE SATURDAY GAZETTE, ST. JOHN, N. B,

POOR DOCUMENT

-

- D. CONNELL,
Livery Stable,

SYDNEY STREET.

P

First-Giass Turnouts.
~ OITY OF LONDON

. FIRE INSURANCE CJ.

OF LONDON, ENGLAND.

- - $10,000,000.

H. CHUBB & CO.,
; General Agents.
wﬁms.es adjusted and paid without reference

. JUST RECEIVED!

JUBILEE BELLS,
GIPSY POTS, TINKER POTS,
TRIPOD EASELS, BRASS EASELS,
BRASS ORNAMENTS for Trimming,
BRASS MATCH SAFES,
BRASS INK STANDS,
WOOD and BRASS CABINET and
PHOTO FRAMES.
"MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS,
CUTLERY, PURSES,
LUNCH and MARKET BASKETS,
POCKET BOOKS,

AUl the above goods will be sold at
very low prices at

WATSON & CO'S,

| ‘. : o el Uf:ion Sts.
MOIE NERVE PO,
'GINCER ALE .

—AND—

Bottled Soda,

‘No. 15 NORTH WHARE,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

J. A WALLIS & SON.

e

A. E. POTE, Manager.

Capital,

A

P

PROFESSIONAL. -
DR. ANDREWS
RAS REMOVED TO :

No. 15 Coburg Street,

5 ‘NEXTDOORABOVE nn.n.uul.rox"s.

Jobin b Adhe:

BARRISTER, ATTORNEY, Etc.

OFFICE :
94 Prince William Street.

PIANOFORTE.

THE undersigned is prepared to_receive a fow
pupils for instruction on the piano, at moder-
gte terms.

¥or particulars apply to

MISS M. HANCOCK,

83 QUEEN STREET.

J. HUTCHISON, M. D.|

' RADUATE OF COLLEGE OF PHYSICIANS
and Su ns, N w York ; of King’s College
mw, and tﬁe Royal Infirmary, Glasgow,

Office and Residence—Paradise Row, Portland
N.B. A(il.ioining the Mission Chapel.

JAMES T SEARKE LLB,

Barrister and Attorney,

FREDERICTON, N. B.
~ MADAME DEAN'S
SPINAL SUPPORTING

CORSETS | .

'WE have in stock a full assortment of the
above Celebrated Corsets,

¥For Ladies and Misses.

They are highly re i
modistes, the fuybio;l_obn!l;n sggszdmb e&l;’e ::!(!idhl::
most_eminent physicians in the United States
and Europe.

CHAS. K. CAMERON & CO.

98 KING STREET.

Scot- |:

SPECIAL
TEE
Christmas
Gazette

WILL{BE ISSUED

ON OR ABOUT

IDecemper, 20th.

PR B S S

»

In Announcinging the
Christmas Number of

THE SATURDAY GAZETTE

the management have great
pleasure in assuring the
READING PUBLIC that
their favorite paper does not
2o l‘)&_CkW&td, and that its
Christmas issue will lead all
others in the variety and
extent of its contents. We
are now making arrange-
ment for several new and
entirely original features, of
which announcement will
be made at an early date.

ws=A limited number
of advertisements will be
inserted. Make your ap-
plications early.

Waiting.

, [From Drake’s Travellers’ Magazine,]
Serene I hold my hand and wait,
Nor care for bluff, nor full, nor pat 5
1 rave no more ’gainst luck nor fate,
¥or, lo! the stakes will-settle that.

I stay my haste, I feign delay—
I inward quake yet show no sign :
as 3 ki way,
is mine.

And tells m: ;hat the pot

Since yesternight till early day,

* This little game I’ve bucked in vain—
And watched the dollars go astray
 With sinking heart and aching brain.

What matter if the cash has flown ?
I wait with joy the coming bet :

My hand shall reapwhat has been sown,
And make me even with them yet.

8o let them draw : I little came
57 Por giddy flush or tempting straight ;
And though I cannot 8how a pair,
All bluffs will I accommodate.

‘With each new bet my spirit soars .
The ending plainly Lforsec;

Not flush, nor full, nor even “fours,”
Can take the pot away:from me. &

Dame Fortune long has proved unkind,
But now at last she deigns to smile,
And in my hosom'sits enshrined,
For, lo! I gather in the pile.
. i Sak. T. CLovER.

A Southern We:’l Ode to Sunday.

Thank God for Sunday! I can “loaf” all day
With a clear conscience | fearing no rebuke
For wasted time, or talents unapplied ;—
ggt }!ie up in t.b: shsde al;)d smoke duwsy
e in quiet dreams by riverside,

g‘r in :Emgu sweét with Southern rose

nolia, P flowers
Di‘n‘e«upon wild fruits from the forest culled,

Forget the curse, and recall Eden’s bowers.
RoBerT G. FrANKS,

ROGER LAROQUE

Adapted and Translated from the French
of Jules Mary.

-

LB
BY OLIVE HARPER.

(Continued.) »

“No, madame; for your sake, for your hus-
band’s sake, I hope that your answers will be
more precise, for your refusal to explain
yourself regarding the murder of Larouette
is the condemmation of Laroque. Tell me
that you did not recognize your husband as
the assassin and give me the real murderer’s
description, but do not maintain that you
were not a witness of the crime.”

B“It is true, however,” said the unhappy
woman in her heroic obstinacy.

Victoria was brought in and made to re-
peat all she knew. Poor Henriette tried to
wear a look of surprise, but her face betrayed
her.

“This girl,” said she, “has a too lively im-
agination, and it is troubled by reading too
many novels, Her story is a tissue of ex-
travagant inventions. Neither my daughter
nor myself said the words she tells you. ‘If
we had called Roger from the balcony he
would have answered us, seeing himself
discovered, and would not have gone into our
neighbor’s house.” All that, sherefore, is un-
reasonable.”

“All that is unhappily true, madame,” said
Victoria.

“What have I done to you, my poor girl,
that you cause me so much sorrow? And
what bas my husband done that you bring
such an accusation upon him?”

“] have nothing to reproach either of you
with, and if I could have kept what I knew
to myself I should have done so.”

“You see, madame,” said ‘the judge, “the
deposition of this girl is clear and exact, and

witness of that crime. What did you see?”
“I saw nothing and heard nothing.”

does not vary. You were an involuntary .

“Your silence is the condemnation of your
husband.” -~

“My husband’s “whole life pleads for him
and proves his probity.” .

Henriette was led out and Suzanne took
her place in the witness’ chair. - Both mother
and child were in deep mourning.: .An in-
tense inward fever burned in' the child’s
veins and showed in her cheeks and her great
blue eyes, which fairly blazed with light.
She looked at the judge with a terrified air,
and he took her by the hand gently and
kissed the pure white forebead.

“And you, my little one, will you be more
reasonable to-day than' you were yesterday?
Has some one told you that you would cause
your, father. great trouble if you told what
you saw your birthday night when you were
on the balcony with your mother?”

“[ saw nothing, sir. I dor’t know any-
thing and I wish they would let me alone. I
am sick, and I did not want to come. I
don’t know what they want me-to do, nor
why my mother cries all the time,.and I
can’t tell you what I didn’t see. My mother
says it is wrong to tell lies.”

She began to shiver, and her liftle white
teeth chattered fogether in a severe chill, and
from red her cheeks turned blue. :

“] see,” said the judge, “that you will say
nothing. You are very courageous, and I
will neither persuade mor. threaten you nor
try to show you that the worst thing that
could happen to your father is for you to re-
main silent. No, my child; another than I
shall undertake that charge.”

At a sign from the judge Henriette was
brought,back. One gianco showed these two
that théy had kept their compact.

“Bring Laroque in,” said the judge in a
whisper, and an officer went for him and
brought him. The court rcom was badly
lighted and Roger stopped on the threshold,
at first seeing nothing. Then his eyes fell
upon his wife and child and he clasped his
hands, and his face brightened as he gave a
low cry of joy and sprang toward them with
open arms.

“Susanne! Henriettel My daughter! My
beloved wife!”

But Susanne and Henriette, surprised by
his sudden appedrance, drew back with a
horror so visible that the judge shuddered.
Instinet was stronger than will, and they saw
in Laroque not the adored husband and
father, but the assassin—the man with burn-
ing eyes, with bushy beard, with great
powerful shoulders and hands, whom they
had seen strangle that poor old man.. And
Roger understood this terror and was troubled
by it. .
“What,” he stammered, “you fly from me?
In what have I changed? Is it becausean in-
sensate accusation hangs over me, as ridicu-
lous as it is unmerited, that I am neither
your father, Susanne, nor your busband,
Henriette?”

Instinct was stronger than will.

‘But they soon recovered from their im-
pulse, and Henriette saw that it wasa trap
that had been laid to surprise her and she had
allowed herself to be taken. She pushed Su-
sanne into the father’sarms and the child

closed her eyes as she obeyed her. Laroque
forgot his grief in his child’s embrace, and
he had his arms about those two beings he
held most dear.

“Henriette! My good and dear wife, how
happy Iam!”. And then turning toward the
judge, he said:

“You are very kind, sir, and I thank you
with all my heart for permitting me 0 see
my wife and ehild. No mpatter what may be
the conclusion of this horrible affair, I thank
you for your generous consideration of a hus-
band and father’s feelings.”

“You have nothing to thank me for,” said
the judge qoldly. “I told you that you were
seen o r Larouette’s house, and to have

nated him.”

“By\a woman enda child. Very well; let
them confront me.”

“You were seen,” continued the judge, “by

| amother and child, There they are—your

wife and your child.”

“They saw me! Me! My wife and child
saw me kill Larouctte! Take care, sir. You
calumniate.”

Then he sprang forward and took hold off
their arms and shook them. He hurt them,

‘| poor man, without knowing it.

“You saw me—you two, they pretend.
You hear them tell me that you accuse me,
that you saw me. Speak! Protest! Rise
and tell that man who accuses me that he
has _about it, that it is not, could not,
be true; that you could not have seen Roger
Larogue commit a crime of which he is in-
capable. ”

They could not speak. He still grasped
their arms and begged them to deny this
foul charge. At last Henriette rose from
her chair, and with difficully stood before
him. o

“Henriette, Suzanne, what ails you? Are
you sick? What have they done to you that
you cannot speak?” .

“Roger,” said Henriette, painfully, “M. De
Lignerolles is wrong to tell you that we were
witnesses to a murder. For three days they
have pursued us, Suzanne and me, to force
us to avow what we have not seen. I have
but to repeat to you, in my own name and
that of my child, what we have already said
many times, We know nothing of how that
murder was committed, and we do not know
why they dare accuse you.”

“Ab, that relieves me. You have spoken.
It is impossible that you could have seen me,
since I was not there, but for an iastant I
was frightened of I know not what.” Then,
turning to the judge, he cried: -

“Why did you bring my wife and child
here, telling me that they were witnesses?
You go beyond your power as judge. You
have just told me a falsehood, which my wife
has proved to be ome. The law, perhaps,
justifies such deviation§from truth, but I do
not.”

The magistrate answered gently, for he
pitied that poor mother and child:

“It is proven that they saw you.”

“Proved?’ said Laroque, calmed by a su-
preme cffort. “Henriette, you hear. I can
say nothing. What do you say?”’ ~

“That cannot be, since I understand noth-
ing of what they ask of me.”

Victoria was recalled, and the poor servant
repeated word for word what she had said
before, omitting nothing. Roger listened
breathless, his nerves strung (o their highest

tension, and trying to comprehend. Then he
rose with haggard eyes and stretched out his
hand, saying:

“Pgke care of me! I feel I am going mad!l”

After a long silence he seemed to under-
stand,Jittle by little. Now he knew. Hen-
riette and Suzanne had seen, but what? They
had refused to speak. ‘Why? He must know.’
Roger threw himself on his knees before his
wife, took her hands and caressed them, and
then, as though he would have spoken to a
chiild, he said: . e }

“Tell the truth. Is it true that you saw
me? | Yon ‘denied it} did you not? Up
to the last minute you say that you did
did not see that murder committed, and Su-
zannesaid the same. They questioned you
in vain. But now, my dear wife, and you,
my litiledaughter, must tell 1. Do not be

' afraid, Since I am not guilty, to tell all you

know: They accuse me, but perhaps your
testimony will prove my innocence.”

He Leld his wife's and child’s bhands all
gathéred in his and he kissed them all to-
gether. Mother and child, with pale faces,
kept silence. *

The magistrate intervened.

“J brouzht you into the presence of your
husband,” said he, “because I hope still that
you will listen to his prayers and undesstand
that you had better tell all you saw, no mat-
ter what it was, for his sake, than tokeep this
strango silence. Your husband will tell you
plainer than I can that it is in his interest
that you speak. To all of us it isevident that
you and your child saw this murder. The
gravest charge hangs over your husband’s
head.” Therefore, if you refuse to speak-it is

because your husband is guilty in your eyes.” |

Then, turning toward the unhappy Roger,
he eontinued: :

“Explain well to your wife and your
daughter, and may you be happier than we
were.” !

“Henriette, you hear what the judge says.
‘What he says is true, dear. Your silence ap-
pears very strange to them, and naturally
they believe that Victoria tells the truth.
Now 1 know that you could not have seen me
at the cottage and I have nothing to fear; so,
my darling, since I am innocent, and you
could not have seen me, if you did see any-
body you should tell if, even in my interest.
So, Henriette, my wife, tell us what you
know.” <

Still no sound, no movement from Hen-
riette, who seemed like one magnetized.

“Did you hear me, Henriette!”

She made an affirmative sign.

“Why then persist in this silence, which is
my condemnation?®”

“I have nothing to say.”

“Henriette! Victoria’s testimony is precise..
And your trouble, your palior and your
strange manner betray you. And I remem-
ber now that Suzanne was ill the next day
and had convulsions. O, my wife! if I have
ever deserved any kindness at your hands
bave pity on me now and tell us what you
saw.”

“Not having seen anything I can certainly
tell you nothing.”

*‘0, Heuriette, you accuse me! Iam your
husband, and in spite of my innocence, you
coridemn me!”

. What superhuman force kept this poor
wife alive during these* horrible moments
none can tell. To speak wasto prove him
guilty; to keep silent to accuse him. Again
Roger begged her by every endearing term to
tell him what she saw; he pleaded with tears

' standing in his eyes, and recalling their eight

yearsof life together, and asking her in what
had he offended her that she should thus in-

1 jure bim. 'Herlips remained closed, but her

eygssaid: “‘Lies, lies!”
He rose to his feet discouraged and walked
back and forth a moment, and then stopping
before her said: '
“Henriette, you are condemnning me, You
love-me no longer, perhaps never did, but re-

{ | -4 ntemiber, whatever comes, that I love you,

and I shall leve you as long as I live. That
shall be your punishment and my revenge.
I have done all I could, M. De Lignerolles.”

The judge pointed with his finger to:

Suzanne, who was seated on her mother's
lap. Roger, understood. One last hope re-
mained.

] pray you, have my wife removed,” said

Henriette arose and retired to the
ante room. took the child in his
arms and lifted her above his head, smiling.

“You don’t love me any more, then?” he
said to her as she looked at him with a wild,
hunted expression. Of her pretty dimples
and cunning little childish ways there re-
mained nothing. She looked like a ‘woman
whom pain had long possessed. She was rosy
and white once, now her color was & leaden
gray, and her forehead wrinkled.

“Why do you give me such pain, my little
bird?” said Roger, kissing her between nearly
every word. Did I ever make you ecry?
Have I not always beena good papa to you,
and done all I could to make you happy?
‘Was it then only because I brought you play-
things that you loved me?”

The child seemed to not hear him.

“Suzanne! my dear little girl, don’t you
remember the night of your birthday, you
waited for me oa the balcony? Do you re-
member?”

“Yes, father, I remember.”

“Could you see across aund into the little
cottage under the chestnut tree?”

“Yes, the neighbor’s house,”

¥Yes, dear, and now tell mo what else you -

saw. Answer, my baby. If is your father
who asks.” :

“T didn’t; see anything else.” -

#Suzanne, tell me what you saw, for I am
sure you saw something.”

“No, mother and I saw nothing.”

“That is not true! ILhave persuaded yon
gently; now I order you to tell me. Tell me!”

“Q, father, you frighten me!”

“You were on the balcony. What did you
seo there? You must have seen all. If you
do not tell I shall take you with me to prison
in a dark place with all sorts of horrid ani-
mals, to bite you. Speak! 6 Come, speak, I
say!’

“Father, have pity on me—pity!”

“Why should I pity you when you remain
80 obstinate and will not tell? I do not love

»you;youare not my child. My little girl would

not have treated her father so. Suzanne, I
know not how to make you break this cruel
silence.” -

Anger took possession of him. Hesaw his
only hope of liberty, life itself, fading away
from him. He suddenly seized his child and
shook her with violence, saying:

“Speak, speak, I insist!”

At this instant Henriette rushed to his side |

and took the child from his unresisting hands,
and said in a voice that none but him heard:

“Strike, then; kill us as you killed him!”

Ilis uplifted hands fell softly upon those
two heads, and with one Lingering caress and
one Jook of agonizing entreaty and super-
natural love, he sank unconscious on the
floor; and when his wife and child were gone
it was but an inert mass they carried back to
the cell.

CHAPTER VIL

The case dragged on for several days, and
nothing of importance intervened. To all the
questions Roger answered:

“I am innocent, but I shall not defend my-
self. They can do as they please with me.”

He delivered himself up to the fatality
which seemed to have taken possession of
him. If there had been the least doubt in the
mind of iho justices or lack of connecting
links in the cnain of evidence, Roger might
bave been saved, but unhappily everything

seemed to point to his guilt, and all these
things formed in the mind of M. De
rolles an unshakable proof. After this first
examination the case was sent up to the court
of assizes of Seine-et-Oise, then in session at
Versailles.

Henriette learned this through the papers.

She went out no more and seemed buried in |

a strange torpor, mental and physical. She
never pronounced a word and even seemed to
forget the existence of her little girl, and sat

.| hours without moving or appearing tosee.-

She ate almost nothing and did not attempt
to go to bed at all, and if she did sleep it was
sitting in her chair,

Her little girl ™ watched over her as if she.
was the mother and Henrigtte the child, and
sho doubtless would have starved had it not
beon for the child. 4 i

‘Henrlette had an uncle who lived at some
thirty or forty miles from there, and hearing
of his niece’s trouble, he and his good old
wife left their home and foundry and
hastened to her, and the childless old couple
did everything they could possibly imagine to
lighten her sad load.

One morning Henriette was gone. There
was no trace of her to be discovered and the
most diligent search revealed nothing, until
one day, some six or seven daysafter her dis-
appearance, & policeman found 'on the bank
of-the river a finy slipper which was recog-
nized as hers. v :

Then they dragged the river andsearched

for miles along its banks, but they never |-

found the body of poor Henriette, and the
uncle and aunt remained in the house to keep-
charge of it until Roger’s trial was ended.
Little Suzanne sat listless and pale in her
chair day after day, rousing buf seldom,
though she never:mentioned the absence of
her father nor the dreadful ordeal through
which sbe had passed. ;

Mme., Do Noirville had dreamed of ven-|.
geance. She was now avenged more com-

pletely than she had wished.  had threat~
ened Roger with its weight. “Revenge me,
but revenge me well!” she had 'cried to
Luversan; their compact was concluded. A
few days after this Luversan, and only two
hours after the muder of Larouette, appeared

at a ball where Julia was. He was some-.

what pale, but coal and correct, and his dress
was irreproachable. He came up to her and
handed her a package of bank notes.

“What is this?” asked she. ;

“The 100,000 francs which you owe Roger
Laroque. To-morrow morning he must have

'tg:se in his possession without fault or fail-
”

“I thought he was in very straitened
cumstances?” ;
“He is.” e
“Then this is safety. Is that my ven-
nce?” s

cir-

“Through that he is lost.” LA

“I will do it, though I do not understand |

it i

She took the notes and hid them. while Lu-
versan showed himself a few moments among
the guests. The next moruing she drove to
Laroque and left him the package of money,
with what results we know, g

It was two or three days later before Lucien
heard of Roger’s arrest, under the accusation
of'robbery and murder.

“That is the wildest folly,” said he, and
without losing time he went direct to M. Lie-
nard, and he gave Lucien full information of
the case as far as it had gone, who was un-

| sparing in his denunciation of those who had

conspired to accuse Roger of sohorrible a
crime. i . st i i

Returning full of rage and indignation, he
was the first to tell Julia. She grew pale,
but listened without saying a word. Now
ste understood. Luversan had killed La~
rouette and Roger was to, bear the blame.
She oxulted over her vengeance. Roger was
lost if-she did not speak. She was not touched
by the sublime devotion of Laroque, who
preferred a condemnation and almost certain
death to dishonoring Lucien by revealing the
truth, Her hatred was not yet appeased.
She had pleaded so mueh without having béen
heard, had shed so many bitter’ tears, that
now sho wished that her tears might be as
nothing beside thosc of Roger. = -

The night she heard of this she went toa
secret drawer in her bureaun and taking there«
from a photograph of Roger, she  looked at
it with burning eyes, and then with ‘& half
savage gesture she seized a small poignard

1 =

And pierced the photo‘graph thyough the
- heart.

and pierced the hi through the
heart. Then on the back of it she wrote the
date of the murder—*‘‘the 28th of July, 1872”
—and a little lower the date of the arrest—
“the S0th of July, 1872"—leaving the place
for the date of the sentence.

A few days later Lucien said to his wife:

4] do nob plead in court, but I shall be
licard once more.”

Vaguely uneasy Julia said:

“What cause are you about to undertake?®

“«Don’t youknow? Do you suppose that [
am going to leave Roger without defense, in

the hands of the president and jury at the |

court of assizes? I shall defend him and
snatch him from their hands—that is, if
my strength holds out. Perhaps this is the
only time they will ever see a poor, mutilated
body carried into & court room to defend a
brother in arms.”

She shuddered in spite of herself.“Her
husband defending her victim! She had not
thought of that. And he might save him,
What then would become of her vengeance?

«When you know the evidence against him,
perhaps you will not feel so sure of yourself.”

Lucien smiled: “Heis no-more guilty than T
am. Thereare certainly somesingular 1

for instance, the money which was marked, |-

ete., but Roger avers it was in payment of
a loan, but he refuses to. name the person.
What he will not tell the justice he will tell
me. My opinion is that there is a woman in
this affair, somewhere. When 1 shall bave
Jearned his secret I shall know how to defend
him, and his secret I must have.”

Her throat tightened, and she elasped her:

hands together mechanically and felt thatshe
must faint. The next day Lucien, on his
crutches, went painfully vp the long staircase
at the court of Versailles.

Roger, after the examination already ex-
plained, had remained in a condition of com-
plete prostration. He had hoped until the
last minute, for he said to himself: “They do

not condemn innocent men, and one
‘ will discover the .” | But days

2§

po
grief of all, his wife and child werelost to '
him, for it was only too evident to him that
they believed him guilty. e

He lay stretched on his bed, not asleep, but |
worn and weary, when a jailer came and
called him rudely and opened the door to,let '
Lucien ' come in, and, everpowered with ;
emotion; he almost fell, antl -Roger received
the poor maimed man in his arms. * :

“Ah, Lucien, thea you believe me inng-
cent?” ‘

“Of course I do. Iknow you are and hops -
to proveit. . Did you think for a moment I |
was going to et another lawyer undertake '
your casef | What is tho matter? Youdonot
look pleased. - ‘What ‘makes you lool at me
with that wild air®?

. Roger drew ' back, ashdmed, overwhelmed
at the thought-that this noble man bad come
forward, and believed bim when no one elss
would, and offered to defend bhim, whom
more than any one else in the world Roger '
had wronged. _ It was too much. Roger wepb
bitterly.
' ‘Latcien said, laughingly, “Have done with
such childishness, my brother in arms and '
heart. I know thatitis very annoying, and
. thgt it causes you profound grief and trouble;
but since you are innocentand I am hers to
defend you, it:will soon be over.” i
.41 wept, Lucien, because I cannot accept
your help, and because your devotion touches
80,7 ek A ¢
w ridiculously you talk, Roger! ButI

not to hear com-
why don’t you want
me for lawyer?’ el
“I connot,” said the poor man,

and think-
to. doflvhat -
way out of this new phase of his

me
" “Igo ‘

‘am here fo serve youy'
_pliments, . Now tell

ing again of suicide, w
At last he d

“Lucien, do you know the proofs they have
against me? - You musthave seen that they
are extremely grave. Don’t deceive yourself,
Lncien; they will condemn me; they cannot
‘do otherwise, and you will fail. I shall not
.retain a lawyer. They can give me one or
not, as they choose.” ALy

“That is one of your reasons?”

“Yes."

“If that is all we will talk of other

Roger shook his head. He did n
what to say. There was but one thin,
in his mind, and that;was that he 1
permit Lucien to defend him. The lawyer
took one of the prisoner’s hands in his own.
He read that there were combats in that suf-
fering soul; but could nof di inethe cause.

“You do not understand’ me, then, Lucien.

I am obliged at last to'avow the truth. Idid
kill U R e
¥ “Are you crazy?® 4
41t is the truth, and I do mot wish you to
defend me, Lucien, for I do not wish to be
saved, and I am not of your defense.™

“So you admit that you are tbe assassinf
And all these reproaches, these tears and -
groans, these denials before the judge?”

“Comédy! To make them believe me inno-
cent!” |

“Well, then, you authorize me to tell M. De
Lignerolles, so that when the case comes on
we can plead guilty and throw ourselves on
the mercy of the court. Isthat it¥"

Roger made a sign of assent.

“Now, Roger, you know very well that I
don’t believe one word of that.” I

7 his was too much for Roger, this proof of
grand affection, and he gave up utterly all
attemmpt at subterfuge. But this strange ob- *
stinacy had given birth to an undefined sus-
picion in the mind of Lucien; more an un-
easiness than a suspicion, but like the unrea-
sonable fear of a coming trouble. Later that
seene came into his mind. 7

. “Now, since you have done with childish-
‘ness, T wish you to answer my questions. * AIl
that-you have saidto the three magistrates is
true; s it not? You have omitted nothing,
added pothi ‘

“Nothibe, I assure you.” ,

Lucien then questioned him i:;innbely wpon
the Xair from beginuing to end, and -
h?ﬁ:b?dlédongwg;ucﬁ femu as he?i%nfght'
might hkelp him. After all that had been
written he said: B s

2

WY % i
- “Honor forbids.™ . e

Roger’s head drooped. Lucien kept silence
a moment, but he wi Roger closely, and

then with a nervouslaugh exelaimed:

“I will bet you that I know.” :

Roger shuddered.! ‘‘Lucien your gayety
burts me.” 3 i :

“Divide your secret with me and I will

with you, if you wish. Only last night
1 was talking with Julia and I told her I was
sure there was a woman in this.” :

“My God! My God!” murmered Roger,
prey to the most inexpressible gloom. .

¢“A married woman, doubtless,” said Lu-
cien, continuing Mis torturing questions, I
am disappointed in Roger, but must
pardon. But tell me who she is and I will
go to her secretlyand find out what she
knows of whence .came.”

“Have mercy, Lucien.”

“Roger, I must think not ohly of you, but
of ‘Henriette and Suzanne. So, i, being a mar-
ried woman, you fear the husband’s anger
will fall on her and the for all par-
ties. It is always so, sooner or later, in these

matters, Were you a friend to this woman’s
hustand?” : R
Hoger ¢hougLt a- moment, and

ing that at that time Lucien was starcely
known to him, he #aid no. But, in spite of
all Lucien could say or do, Roger would.not
divulge'the name. L

“Youware-very wrong. I know you arein-
nocent, and 1 fear the worst if you persist.
Come, I will leave you_to reflect, and i

meantime I will go-about you vindicati
and I'shatl seefio:o e whim» -

Lugien went away after more co!
words, but the noise his erutches and wi ;
legs made on the marble hall outside i
just so many blows struck on Rzg';s heart.

. ... CHAPTER VIIL

The next day but 6ne Lncien went to the
Ville d'Avray, and took a ca » from the
station to Roger’s house. There he found
everything in confusion and trouble, for °
Henriette had disappeared, and there were
none who did not believe her dead.

“This is. awful,” said Lucien, when he had
heard all there was to tell. !

Suzanue seemed be vergeof a
violent fever, and the doctol there trying
to avoid such an event, for Suzanne was sQ
delicate that there were little hopes thatshe |
omﬁ live through any illness. . !

Lucien had hoped to discover something
that might help to clear away the shadows
now gathering so darkly around Roger, But
he was too late. Before he left, the old Uncle
Bernardit said to hxlx;l i A

“You are Roger’s lawyer, are you n

“Hig lawyer and his friend.” m ey

“What do you think of this sad affairf”

&n which capacity do yon want my opin-
ion?” !

“Both.” : s

«Well, then, as friend, I am sure Roger i
the innocent victim of some fatality. As
lawyer, I am convinced that he will be cop-
demned.” /
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