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anybody, to believe in his innocenoce,” the Major
replied.

¢« Help me to the door,” I sald, ¢ Where is
he? I must, and will see him 1”

I dropped back exhausted on the sofa as I
sald the words. Major Fitz-David poured out a
glass of wine irom the bottle on the table, and
insisted on my drinking it,

“You shall see him,” said the Major. ¢«I
promise you that. The doctor has forbidden
him to leave the house until you have seen
bim. Only wait a little! My poor dear lady,
wait, if it is only for a few minutes, until you
are stronger ! "

I had no choice but to obey him. Ob, those
miserable helpless minutes on thesofa! I can-
not write of them without shuddering at the re-
collection, even at this distance of time.

¢ Bring him here!” I said. ¢«Pray, pray
bring him here!”

- 4« Who is to persuade him to come back ?'’
asked the Mnjor sa:ly. «« How can I, how can
anybody, prevail with a man—a madman I had
almost said !—who could leave you at the mo-
ment when you first opened your eyes on him ?
I saw Eustace alone in the next room, while
the doctor was ia attendence on you. I tried
to shake his obstinate distrust of your belief in
his innocence, and of my belief in his innocenoce,

by every argument and every appeal thatano\d |

friend could address to him. He had but one
apnswer to give me. Reason as [ might, and
plead as I might, he still persisted in referring
me to the Scotch Verdiot.”

« The 8cotch Verdict ?” I repeated. « What
is that ??’

The Major looked surprised at the guestion.

« Have you really never heard of the Trial ? ”
be said.

s Never,”

« I thought it strange,” he went on, ¢ when
you told me you had found out your husband’s
true name, that the discovery appeared to have
suggested no painful association to your mind.
It 18 not more than three years since ail Eng-
land was talking of your husband. One can
hardly wonder at his taking refuge, poor fellow,
in an assumed name! Where could you have
been at the time? ”

“Did you say it was three years ago?” I
asked.

“Yes,” .

« 1 think I can explain my strange ignorance
of what was so well known to everyone else.
Three years since my father was alive. I was
living with him, in a country house in Italy, up
in the mountains, near Siena. We never saw
an English newspaper, or met with an English
traveller, for weeks and weeks together. - It is
Just possible that there might have been some
reference made to the Trial in my father's let-
ters from England. If there was, he never told
me of it. Or, if he did mention the case, I felt
no interest in it, and forgot it again directly.
Tell me—what has the Verdict to do with my
husband’s horrible doubtof us? Eustace is a
free mapn. The verdict was not guilty, of
course ?

Major Fitz-David shook his head sadly.

.¢ Eustace was tried in Scotland,” he said.
“ There is a verdict allowed by the Scotch law,
which, so far as I koow, is not permitted by the
laws of any other civilized oountry on the face
of the earth. When the jury are in doubt whe-
ther to condemn or acquit the prisoner brought
before them, they are permitted, in Scotland, to
express that doubt by a form of compromise.
1f there 1s not evidence enough. on the one hand,
to justify them in finding a prisoner guilty, and
not evidence enough, on the other hand to
thoroughly convince them thata prisoner is

- innocent, they extricate themselves from the
diffieulty by finding a verdiet of Not Proven,”

“Was that the verdiot when Eustace was
tried 27 1 asked.

4 Yes.”

“The jury were not quite satisfied that my
husband was guillty ? and not quite satisfied that
my husband was innocent? Is that what the
Scoteh Verdiot means?”

« That 18 what the Scotch Verdict means, For
three years that doubt about him in the minds
of the jury who tried him ‘has stood on public
record.”

Oh, my poor darling! my innocent martyr!
I understood it at last. The false name in which
he had married me ; the terrible words he had
spoken, wben he had warned me to respect his
secret; the still more terrible dpubt that he felt
of me at that moment—it was all intelligible to
my sympathies; it was all clear to my under-
standing now. Igot up again from the sofa,
strong in & daring resolution which the Bcotch
Verdict bad suddenly kindled in me—a resolu-
tion ut once too sacred anit too desperate to be
confided, in the first instance, to any other than
my busband’s ear,

“Take me to Eustace,” Isaid. “Iam strong
enough to bear anything now.”

After one searching look at me, the Major-

silently offered me his arm and led me out of
the room,

CHAPTER XII,
THE S8COTCH VERDICT.

We walked to the far end of the hall. Major
Fitz-David opened the door of a long narrow
room, built out at the bask of the house as a
smoking-room, and extending along one side of
the courtyard as far as the stable wall,

My husband was alone in the room, seated at
the farther end of {t, near the fireplace. He
started to his feet and faced me 1in silence as I
entered. The Major softly closed the door on
us and retired. Eustace never stirred a step to
meet me. Iran to him, and {threw my arms
round his neck and klssed him. The embrace
was not returned; the kiss ~as not returned.
He passionately submitted-—nothing more,

¢ Eustace!” I sald, I never loved you more
dearly than I love you at this moment! I never
felt for you as I feel for you now !”

He released himself deliberately from my
arms. He signed to me with the mechanical
courtesy of a siranger to take a chair.

4 Thank you, Valeria,” he answered, in cold
measured tones. ¢« You could say no less to me
after what has happened, and ycu could say no
more. Thank you.”

‘We were standing before the fireplace. He
left me and walked away slowly with his head
down, apparently intending to leave the room.
I followed him, I got betore him, I piaced my-
self between him and the door.

“Why do you leave me#” I said. ¢ Why do
you speak to me in this cruel way? Are you
angry, Eustace ? My darling, if you are angry,
I ask you to forgive me.”

«It 18 I who ought to ask your pardon,” he
replied. ¢«I beg you to forgive me, Valeria, for
having mude you my wife.”

He pronounced these words with a hopeless
heart-broken humanity dreadful to see. I laid
my hand on his bysom. I said, « Eustace, look
at me.”

He slowly lifted his eyes to my face—eyes
cold and clear and tearless, looking at me in
steady resignation, in immovable despair. In
the utter wretchedness of that moment, I was
like him; I was as quiet and as cold as my hus-
band. He chilled, he froze me.

¢18 it possible,” I said, ¢ that you doubt my
belief in your innocence ? ”

He left the question unanswered. He sighed
bitterly to himself. ¢« Poor woman!” he said,
as & stranger might have said, pityisg me.
«Poor woman!” )

My heart swelled in me as if it would burst.
I lifted my hand from his bosom, and laid it on
his shoulder to support myself.

«I don't ask you to pity me, Eustace; I ask
you to do me justice. You ars not doing me
Justice. If you had trusted me with the trath,
in the days when we first knew that we loved
each other—if you had told me all, and more
than all thatI know now—as God is my wit-
ners, I would still have married you! New do
you doubt that I believe you are an innocent
man!”

#1don't doubt it,” he said. ¢ All your im-
pulses are generous, Valeria. You are speaking
generously, and feeling generously, Don’t blame
me, my poor child, if I look on farther than you
do: if I see what is to come~-too surely to
come—in the cruel future.”

«The oruel future !” I repeated. ¢ What do
you mean?”

“You believe in my 1nnocence, Valeria. The
Jury who tried me doubted it, and have left that
doubt on record. What reason have you for
belleving, in the face of the verdict, that I am
an innocent man ?”

«I want no reason! I believe, in spiteof the
Jury, in spite of the verdiot.”

¢ Will your friends agree with you? When
your uncle and aunt know what has happened
—and sooner or later they must know it—what
will they say ? They will say, ¢« He began bad-
ly ; he concealed from our niece that he had
been wedded to a first wife; he married our
niece under a false name. He may say he is
innocent; but we have only his word for it.
When he was put on his trial, the verdict was
not proven. Not proven won’t do for us. If
the jury have done him an injustice—if he ¢s
innocent—let him prove it.’ That is what the
world thinks and says of me. That is what
your friends will think and say of me. ‘The
time 18 coming, Valeria, when you—even you—
will feel that your friends have reason to appeal
to on their side, and that you have no reason on
yours.”

“Thav time will never come!” I answered
warmly. ¢ You wrong me, you insult me, in
thinking it possible!”

He put down my hand from him, and drew
back a step, with a bitter smile.

#We bave only been married a few days,
Valeria. Your love for me is new and young.
Time, which wears away all things, will wear
away the first fervour of that love.”

¢« Never! never!”

He drew back from me a little further still.

“Look at the world round you,” he said.
« The happiest husbands and wives have their
« lonal misunderstandings and disagree-
ments; the brightest married life has its pass—
ing clouds. When those days come for ug, the

‘doubts and fears that you don’t feel now, will

find their way to you then. When the clouds
rise on our married life—when I say my first
harsh word, when you make your first hasty
reply—then, in the solitude of your own room,
in the stillness of the wakeful night, you will
think of my first wife's miserable death. You
will remember that I was held responsible for
it, and that my innocence was never proved.
You will say to yourself, «Did it begin, in her
time, with a harsh word from him, and with a
hasty reply from her? Will it one day end
with me as the jury half feared that it ended
with her ?’ Hideous questions for a wife to ask
herself ! You will stifle them ; you will recoil
from them, like a good woman, with horror.
But, when we meet the next morning, you wiil
be on your guard, and I shall see it, and know
in my heart of hearts what it means. Embit-
tered by that knowleege, my next harsh word
may be harsher still. Your next thoughts of
me may remind you, more vividly and more
boldly, that your husband was once tried as a
poisoner, and that the question of his first wife’s
death was never properly ocleared up. Do you
see what materials for a domestic hell are
mingling for us here ? Was it for nothing that
I warned you, solemnly warned you, to draw
back, when I found you bent on discovering the
truth? Can I ever be at your bedside now,
when you are ill, and not remind you, in the
most innocent things I do, of what happened at
that other bedside, in the time of that other
woman whom I married first? IfI pour out
your medicine I commit a suspicious action—
they sald I poisoned her in her mediclne, If I
bring you a cup of tea, I revive the remem-
brance cf a horrid doubt-—they said I put the

arsenic in her cup of tea. If I kiss you when I
leave the room, I remind you that the prosecu-
tion accused me of kissing her, to save appear-
ances and produce an effect on the nurse. Can
we live together on such terms as these? No
mortal creatures could support the misery of it.
This very day Isaid it to you, ¢ If you stir a step
farther in this matter, there is an end of your
happiness for the rest of your life.” You have
taken that step—and the end has come to your
bappiness and to mine. The blight that cankers
and kills is on you and on me for the rest of our
lives ! ?”

8o far I had forced myself to listen to him,
At those last words, the ploture of the fulure
that he was placing before me became too
hideous to be endured. I refused to hear more,

«You are talking horribly,” I sald. « At your
age and at mine, have we done with love, and
done with hope? It is blasphemy to love and
hope to say it! "

«Walt till you have read the Trial,” he an-
swered. ¢You mean to read1t, I suppose?”

s Every word of it! With a motive, Eustace,
which you have yet to know.”’

«No motive of yours, Valeria, no love and
bhope of yours, can alter the inexorable facts.
My first wife died poisoned; and the verdict of
the jury has not absolutely acquitted me of the
guilt of causing her death. As long as you were
ignorant of that, the possibilities of happiness
were always within our reach. Now you know
it, I say agaln—our married life 18 at an end ”

« No,” I said. ¢« Now I know it, our married
life has begun—begun with a new object for
your wife’s devotion, with a new reason for your
wife’s love ! "’

« What do you mean ?” .

I went near to him again, and took his hand,

«'What did you tell me the world has said of
you? ¢XNot proven won’t do for us. Itthe jury
have done him an injustice—Iif he {s innocent—
let him prove it.’ Those were the words you
put into the mouths of my friends. I adopt
them for mine! I say, not proven won’t do for
me. Prove yeur right, Eustace, to a verdioct of
not guility. Why have you let three years pass
without doing it? Shall I guess why? You
have waited for your wife to help you. Here
she is, my darling, ready to help you with all
her heart and soul. Here she iz, with one object
in life—to show the world, and to show the
Scotch jury, that her husband is an innocent
man!?®

I bad roused myself; my pulses were throb-
bing, my voice rang through the room. Had I
roused him? What was his answer ?

« Read the Trial.” That was his answer.

I seized him by the arm. In my indigoation
and my despair, I shook him with all my
strength. God forgive me, I could almost have
struck him, for the tone in which he bad spoken,
and the look that he had cast on me!

« I have told you that I mean toread the Trial,”
I sald. «I mean to read it, line by line, with
you. Some inexcusable mistake has been made.
Evidence in your favour, that might have been
found, has not been found. Suspicious circum-
stances have not been investigated. Crafly
people huve not been watched. Eust: ! the

The Major and Benjamin both opposed this
hasty resolution on my part. They appealed to
my own sense of self-respect, without (so far as
I remember it) producing the slightest effect on
my mind. They were more successful when they
entreated me next to be patient, for my hus-
band’s sake. In mercy to Eustace, they begged
me to walt half an hour. If he ‘failed to return
in that time, they pledged themselves to
accompany me in search of him to the
hotel.

In mercy to Eustace, I consented to wait.
What I suffered under the forced necessity for
remaining passive at that crisis in my life, no
words of mine can tell. It will be better if I go
on with my narrative.

Benjamin was the first to ask me what had
passed between my husband and myself.

“ You may speak freely, my dear,” he sald.
I know what has happened since you have
been in Major Fitz:David’s house. No one has
told me about it; I found it out for myself, If
you remember, I was struck by the name of
¢« Macallan,” when you first mentioned it to me
at my cottage. I couldn’t guess why, at the
time. I know why, now.”

Hearing this, I told them both unreservedly
what I had sald to Eustace. and how he had
received it. To my unspeakable disappointment,
they both sided with my husband—treatine my
view of his position as a mere dream. They
said it, as he had said it, « You have not read
the Trial.”

I was really enraged with them. - The facts
are enough for me,” I said. « We know he is in-
nocent. Why is his innocence not proved ? It
ought to be, it must be, it shall be! Ifthe Trial
tells me it can’t be done, I refuse to believe the
Trial. Where js the book, Major ? Let me see
for myself, if his lawyers have left nothing for
his wife to do. Did they love him asIlove him?
Give me the book ! "

Major Fits-David looked at Benjamin.

« It will only additionally shock and distress
her, if I give her the book,” he said. ¢« Don't
you agree with me 7

I interposed before Benjamin could answer.

« If you refuse my request,” I said, « you will
oblige me, Major, to go to the nearest bookseller
and tell him to buy the Trial for me. I am de-
termined to read it.”

This time, Benjamin sided with me.

s Nothing can make matters worse than they
are, sir,” he sald. «IfI may be permitted to
advise, let her have her own way.”

The Major rose, and took the book out of the
Italian cabinet—to which he had consigued it
for safe keeping.

« My young friend tells me, that she informed
you of her regrettable outbreak of temper a few
days since,” he said, as he handed me the vo-
lume. «I was not aware, at the time, what book
she had in her hand when she so far forgot her-
self as to destroy the vase. When I left you in
the study, I supposed the Report of the Trial to
be in its customary place, on the top shelf of
the book-case; and I own I felt some curiosity
to know whether you would think ofexamining
that shelf. The broken vase—it is needless to
1 it from you now —was one ofa pair pre-

conviction of some dreadful oversight, com mit-
ted by you or by the persons who helped you, is
firmly settled it my mind. The resolution to
set that vile verdict right was the first resolu-
tion that came to me when I heard of it in the
next room. We willset 1t right! We must set
it right—for your sake, for my sake, for the sake
of our children if we are blest with -children.
Oh, my own love, don’t look at me with those
cold eyes! Don't answer me in those hard
tones! Don't treat me as if I was talking igonor-
antly and madly of something that can never
be ! ”

8till, I never roused him. His next words were
spoken compassionately rather than coldiy—
that was all.

¢« My defer.ce was undertaken by the greatest
lawyers in the land,” he said. ¢ After such men
have done their utmost, and have falled, my
poor Valeria, what can you, what can I, do?
‘We can only submit.”

«“ Never!” I orled. ¢ The greatest lawyers
are morial men; the greatest lawyers nave
made mistakes before now. You can’t deny
that.”

¢s Read the Trial.”” For the third time, he said
those words, and said no more.

In utter despair of moving him—feeling keen-
ly, bitterly (If I must own 1t) his meroiless su-
periority to all that I had said to him in the
honest fervour of my devotion and my love—I
thought of Major Fitz-David as a last resort, In
the disordered state of my mind, at that mo-
ment, it made no difference to me that the
Major had already tried to reason with him, and
had failed. In the face of the facts, I had blind
belief in the influence of his old friend, if his
old friend counld only be prevalled upon to sup-
port my view.

“ Walt for me one moment,” I sald. ¢ I want
you to hear another opinion besides mine.”

I left him, and returned to the study. Major
Fitz-David was not there. I knocked at the
door of communication with the front room, It
was opened instantly by the Major himself.
The doctor had gone away. Benjamin still re-
mained in the room.

« Will you come and speak to Eustace?” I
began. ¢ If you will only say what I want you
10 8AY ——"

Before I could add a word more, I heard the
house door opened and closed. Major Fitz-
David and Benjamin heard ittoo. They looked
at each other in silence.

I ran back, before the Major could stop me,
to the room in which I had seen Eustace. It
was empty. My husband had left the house.

CHAPITER VIIIL
THE MAN’S DECISION.

My first impulse was the reckless impulse to
follow Egstace—opanly, tbrough the streets.

sented to me by your husband and his first wife
only a week before the poor woman's terrible
death. I felt my first presentiment that you
were on the brink of discovery, when I found
you looking at the fragments—and I fancy I
betrayed to you that something of the sort was
disturbing me. You looked as if you noticed
it.”

¢« I did notice it, Major. _And I too had a va-
gue idea that I was on the way to discovery.
Will you look at your watch ? Have we waited
half an hour yet? ”

My impatience had misled me, The ordeal of
the half hour was not yet at an end.

Slowly and more slowly, the heavy minutes
followed each other—and still there were no
signs of my husband's return. We tried to con-
tinue our conversation, and tailed., Nothing was
audible: no sounds but the ordinary sounds of
the street distutbed the dreadful silence. Try as
I might to fepel it, there was one foreboding
thought that pressed closer and closer cn my
mind, as the interval of waiting wore its weary
way on, I shuddered as I asked myself, if our
married life had come to an end—if Eustace
had really left me?

Tho Major saw, what Benjamin's slower per-
ception had not yet discovered—that my forti-
tude was beginning to sink under the unrelieved

oppression of suspense.
“Come!” he said, “Let us go to the
hotel.”

It then wanted nearly five minutes to the
half hour. I looked my gratitude to Major Fitz-
David for sparing me those last minutes; I
oould not speak to him, or to Benjamin., In
silence, we three got into a cab and drove to
the hotel.

The landlady met us  in the hall. Nothing
had been seen or heard of Eustace. There was
a fetter walting for me upstairs,on the table in
our sitting.room. It bad been left at the hotel
by a 'ressenger, only a few minutes since.

Trembling and breathless, I ran up the
stairs ; the two gentlemen following me. The
writing on the address of the letter was in my
husband’s hand. My heart sank in me as I
looked at the lines; there could be but one rea-
son for his writing to me. That closed envelope
held his farewell words. I sat with the letter
on my lap, stupefied—incapable of opening it.

Kind-hearted Benjamin attempted (o com-
fort and encourage me. The Major, with his
larger eXxperience of women, warned the old
man to be silent.

«Walt " I heard him whisper. ¢Speaking
to her will do no good, now. Give her time.”

Acting on a suddent impulse, I held out the
letter to him as he spoke. Even moments
might be of importance, if Eustace had indeed
left me. To give me time, might be to lose the
opportunity of :ecalling him.,

“You are bis old friend,” I said. « Open his
letter, Major, and read it for me,”




