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anybody, te believe ln bis innocence,"the Major
replied.

" Help me to the door," I said, "Where lai
he ? I muet, and will see him!"

I dropped back exhausted on the sofa as I
said the words. Major Fitz-David poured out aj
glass of wine ]rom the bottle on the table, andi
insisted on my drinking it,

"'You shall see him," said the Major. "I
promise yen that. The doctor has forbiddeni
him to leave the house until you have seen1
him. Only watt a little i My poor dear lady,i
wat, if it ta only for a few minutes, until yen
are stronger !'"1

I had ne choice but to obey him. Oh, thosei
miserable helpless minutes on the sofa! I can-
not write of them without shuddering at the re-
collection, even at this distance of time. 1

" Bring him here!" I said. "Pray, pray1
bring him here !"
- " Who is to persuade hlm to come back T"'

asked the Metjor sa ily. "How eau I, how can
anybody. prevail with a man-a madman I hadj
almost said !-who could leave you at the mo-
ment when you firat opened your eyes on him ?
I saw Eustace alone lin the next room, whilei
the doctor was la attendence on you. I tried
to shake bis obstinate distrust of your bellef ln
his innocence, and of my belief ln his innocence,1
by every argument and every appeal thatanold
friend could address to him. He had but one
answer te give me. Reason as I might, and
plead as I might, he still persaisted ln referring
me to the Scotch Verdict."

" The Scotch Verdict?" I repeated. «iWhat
is that?'

The Major looked surprised et the question.
" Have you really never beard of the Trial?"

he said.
" Never.'
"I thought it strange," ho went on, etwhen

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 lis not more than three years since ail Eng-
land was talking of your husband. One eau
hardly wonder at bis taking refuge, poor fellow,
in an assumed naine! Where eould you have
been at the time?"

" Did you say it was three years agof" I
asked.

"6Yes."
" I think I eau 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 housel n Italy, up
in the mountains, nèar Siena. We never saw
an English newspaper, or met with an English
traveller, for weeks and weeks togother. It la
just possible that there might have been some
reference made to the Trial ln my father's lot-
ters from England. If there was, he never told
me of It. Or, if he did mention the case, I felt
io Interest in it, and forgot it again directly.
Tell me-what bas the Verdict to do with my
husband's horrible doubt of us? Eustace la s
free man. The verdict was not guilty, of
course ? "

Major Fitz-David shook hi head sadly.
" Enstace was tried in Scotland," ho said.
There ts a verdict allowed by theb Scotch law,

which. se far as I know, is not permitted by the
laws of any other civilised country 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, ln Scotland, to
express that doubt by a form of compromise.
If there Is not evidence enough. on the one hand,
to justify them ln fnding a prisoner guilty, and
net evidence enough, on the other band to
lt.oroughly convince them that a prisoner la
innocent, they extricate themselves from the
diffieulty by finding a verdict of Net Proven."

" Was that the verdict when Enstace was
tried1?" I asked.

Yes."
'. The jury were not quite satisflied that my

husband was guilty ? and netquite satisfied that
iny husband was Innocent? fIs that what the
Scotch Verdict means?"

" That is what the Scotch Verdict means. For
three years thait doubt about him ln the minds
of the jury who tried him -has mtood on public
record."

Oh, my poor darling i my innocent martyr!
I understood It at last. The fais name ln which
he had married me ; the terrible words ho bad
spoken, wben ho bad warned me to respect bis
secret; the still more terrible doubt that he felt
of me at that moment-It was all Intelligible te
my sympathies; it was ail clear te my under-
standing now. I got up again from the sofa,
strong in a daring resolution which the Scotch
Verdict bad suddenly kindled ln me-a resolu-
tien at once too sacred sud too deaperate to e h
confIded, lin the firet Instance, to any other than
my husband's ear.

" Take me te Eustace," Isid. a"I ans streug
enough te bear anything now."

A fter oue searching look aI me, the Major .
eilently ofered me bis arm and led me out. of
the room.

CHiAPTER XI.
THE SCOTCH VERDICT.

We valked te the far end cf the bail. Major
Fitz-David opened the door cf a long narrowv
roomn, built out at tbe back of tbe bouse as a
asmoklng-room, sud extendlng along one aide cf
the courtyard as far as the stable vall.

My husband was alone lu the room, seated atI
the farther end or it, near tise fireplace. Hea
started to his feet snd faced me lu silence as I
entered. Thse Major sofîly' closed the door onu
us and retired. Eustace nover stirred a stop toe
mneet une. I ran to hum, snd lbrevw my arma
r.'und his neck and kissed hlm. The embracea
was8 not returned; tbe kima .vas not returned,.
Ho passionateiy submitted-notbing more.

" Eustace !" I said, " I neyer loved you more
dearly than I love you at Ibis moment ! I neyer
flt for you as I feel for yeu now !t''

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

" Thank you, Valeria," he answered, in cold
measured tones. "You could say no less to me
after what bas happened, and ycu could say no
more. Thank you."

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

" Why do you leave me P" I said. "Why do
you speak to me Iu this cruel way ? Are you
angry, Eustace? My darling, if you are angry,
I ask you to forgive me."

" It ia I who ought to ask your pardon," ho
replied. "I beg you to forgive me, Valeria, for
having made you my wife."

He pronounced these words with a hopeless
heart-broken humanity dreadful to see. I laid
my band on bis b>som. I sald, "Eautace, 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
Ulke him; Iwas as quiet and as cold asmyhus-
band. He chilled, he froze me.

"la it possible,"I said, ithat you doubt my
bellef lu your innocence ? "

He left the question unanswered. He sighed
bitterly to himself. "Poor woman 1" ho said,
as a stranger mightb ave said, pitying me.
"Poor woman 1"

My heart swelled In me as if it would burst.
I Ufted my band from bis boom, and laid it on
his shoulder to support myselL

"I don'It ask you to pity me, Eustace; I ask
yon to do me justice. Yen are net doing me
justice. .If you had trusted me with the truth,
In the days when we firet knew that we loved
each other-if you had told me ail, and more
thau ail that I know now-as God la my wit-
nees, I would still have married you! Now do
you doubt that I believe you are an innocent
man !"

fI don't doubt it," ho said. "gAl your im-
pulses are generous, Valerta. 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 ta to come-too surely to
come-in the cruel future."

"i The cruel future I" I repeated. "What do
you mean ? "

"Yen belleve in my innocence, Valori. 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?"

" want no reason I believe, in spite of the
jury, Iu spite of the verdict."

" Will your friends agree with you ? When
your uncle and aunt know what bas 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 ho had
been wedded to a iret wife; ho married our
niece under a false name. He may say ho la
innocent; but we have only bis word for iL
When ha was put on his trial, the verdict was
not proven. Net proven wn't do for us. If
the jury have done him an injustice-if ho Is
innocent-let him prove il.' Tiat is what the
world thinks and aays of me. That la what
your friends will think and say of me. The
time ta coming, Valeria, when you-even you-
will feel that your fronde have reasonte appeal
to on their aide, and that you have no reason on
yours."

" Thal, time will never come!" I answered
warmly. "Yon wrong me, you insuit me, In
thinkIng it possible !"

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

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

'. Never! never i"
He drew back from me a little further still.
" Look at the world round you," ho sald.

" The happiest husbands and wives have their
occasional misunderstandings and disagree-
mente; the brightest married life bas its pasa-
ing clouds. When those days come for us, the
doubt and fears that yen don't feel now, will
and their way to you then. When the clouda
rise on our married life-when I say my fIrst
harsh word, when you make your flrst hasty
reply-then, In the solitude of your own roon,
lu the stillnes of the wakeful night, you will
think of my firat wife's miserable death. You
wil remember that I was held responsible for
lt, and that my innocence was never proved.
You will say to yourself, 'Did It begin, In her
time, with a harash word from him, and with a
hasty reply fromb er ? Will it one day end
with mne as the jury half feared that it euded
vith berT' Hideous questions for a vife te ask
bersolf I Yoenwill mUfle them ; yeu viii recoil
froms themn, like a good voman, vith horror.
But, vhen va meet the nexl morning, you viii
ha on your guard, sud I shall see il, sud know
in my heart cf hearts what it means. Embit-
torod b>' that knowleege, my nexnt barsh vord
may ho harsher atill. Your nt thoughts cf
me ina>' remind you, more vividly and moreo
boldly, that your husband vas once tid as a
poisoner, sud that tise question cf bis first vife'sa
death vas nover properly' cleared up. Do youn
see what materala for s domestic bell are
mingling for us bore ? Was it for noting that
I warned you, solemnly' varned yen, to draw
back, vhen I found you haut ou discovering lhe.
truth? Cani I evor ho at your bedaide nov,
vhen yen are ill, sud not remind you, in the
mcmt innocent things I do, cf what happened at
that other bedmide, lu lb. lime cf that. othser
voman whomx I married irai.? If I pour oui.
your medicine I commit a suspicions action-.
tise>' said I poisonod hier tn ber medicine. If I
bring you a cup of tes, I revive tise roman-
brance cf a herrld doubt-they said I put tise

arsenic ln her cup of tes. If I kisa 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 sncb terms as these ? No
mortal creatures could support the misery of iL.
This very day Isald it to you, i'If you stir a stop
farther ln this matter, there la an end of your
happiness for the rest of your life.' You have
taken that stop-and the end bas come to your
happineassuand to mine. The blight that cankers
and kills la on you and on me for the rest of our
lives 1 I"

So fsr I had forced myself to listen to him.
At those last words, the picture of the future
that he was placing before me became too
hideous to be endured. I refused to hear more.

"You are talking horribly," I said. "At your
age and at mine, have we done with love, and
done with hope? Itla isblasphemy to love and
hope to say it!"

"Wait till you have read the Trial," he an-
swered. "Yon mean to read it, I suppose? "

&4 Every word of it i With a motive, Eustace,
which you have yet to know."

"No motive of yours, Valeria, no love and
hope of yours, can alter the inexorable fact.
My iretwife died poisoned; and the verdict of
the jury bas 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 again-our married life ta at an end "

" No," I said. «gNow I know it, our married
lite has begun-begun with a new object for
your wife's devotion, with a new reason for your
wifle'a love 1"l

" What do yon mean ?"
I went near to him again, and took bis hand.
" What did you tell me the world as said of

you? 'Not proven won' do for us. Ithe jury
have done him an injustice-if he eInnocent-
let hIm prove it.' Those were the words you
put Into the mouths of my friends. I adopt
thom for mine! I nsay, not proven won't dofor
me. Prove your right, Enstace, to a verdict of
not guilty. Why have yon let three years poas
without doing It? Shall I gues whyI? You
have waited for your wife to help yon. Here
she la, my darling, ready to help you with ail
her heart and soul Here she le, with one object
ln life-to show the world, and to show the
Scotch jury, that her husband la an Innocent
man !"

I had roused myelf; my pulses were throb-
bing, my voice rang through the room. Had I
roused im? What was hie answer?

i Read the Trial." That was bis answer.
I seized him by the arm. In my indignation

and my despair, I shook him with ail my
strength. God forgive me, I could almoibt have
struck him, for the tone ln which he had apoken,
and the look thsat he hd cast on mei

"9I have told you that I mean to read the Trial,"
I sald. "i mean to read it, line by Une, with
yon. Some inexcusable mistake bas been made.
Evidence in your favour, that might have been
found, has not been found. Suspicions ciroum.
stances have not been investigated. Crafty
people have not been watched. Eustace! the
conviction of sone dreadful oversight, com mit-
ted by yon or by the persons who helped you, Ia
firmly settled It my mind. The resolution to
set that vile verdict right was the firat resolu-
tion that came to me when I heard of it lu the
next room. We wiii set it right i 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 i1Don'I answer me lin those hard
tones i Don't treat me as if I wan talking Ignor.
antly and madly of something that can never
be 1 "

Still, I never roused him. His next words were
spoken compassionately rather than coldly>-
that was aU.

" My deferce was undertaken by the greatest
lawyers In the land," he sad. "After such men
have done their utmost, and have failed, my
poor Valeria, what can you, what can 1, do ?
We can only submit."

" Never !" I cried. "The greatest lawyers
are mortal mon; the greatest lawyers have
made mistakes before now. You cau't deny
that."

" 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 muet own it) bis merciles su-
periority to all that I had said to him ln the
honest fervour of my devotion and my love-I
thought of Major Fita.David as a last resort. In
the disordered state of my mind, at that mo-
ment, it made no diffbrence 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 ln the influence of his eold friend, if bis
old friend could only be prevailed upon to sup-
port my view.

" Wait for me one moment," I sald. "I want
yen te hear anothern opinion besidos mina."

I left hum, sud returned te tise slnd>'. Major
Flts-David vas net thora. I knocked at lise
door cf communication vith lise front room It
vas opened instantly b>' the Major himself.
Tise docter had gone avay'. Benjamin shill ne-.
mained lu tise rmom.

"Will yeu come sud speak to Eustace ?" I
began. " If you vill cnl>' mn>' vwhat I vaut you

Before I could ndd s word more, I heard tise
bouse door opened sud closed. Major Fitz-
David and BenjamIn heard il toc. Tise>' looked
aI eschs othern silence.

I rau back, before tise Major could stop me,
tothe room in whsich I had seen Eustace. Il
vas empty'. My husband had hllf lbe bouse.

CHAPT'ER VIII.
THE MAN8 DECIsION.

My> final impulse vas tise reckless Impulse to
follow Eijtace-openly, throughs tise streets.
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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 il) producing the slightest effect on
myn mind. They were more successful when they
entreated me next to be patient, for my hus-
band's sake. In mercy to Enstace, they begged
me to wait half an hour. If he 'failed to return
ln that time, they pledged themselves to
accompany me in search of him to the
botel.

In mercy to Eustace, I consented to wait.
What I suffered under the forced necessity for
remaining passive at that crisis ln my litfe, 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 busband and myself.

" You may speak freely, my dear," he said.
' I know what bas happened since you have
been ln 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 te 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 said to Eustace. and how he had
reoelved It. Tomy unspeakable disappointment,
they both sided with my husband-treatin imy
view of hie position as a mere dream. They
said it, as he had said lt, "You have not read
the Trial."

I was really enraged with them. .' The facts
are enough for me," I said. "iWe know he is in-
nocent. Why la his innocence not proved ? It
ought to bel, it must be, it shall be ! If the Trial
tella me it can't be done, I refuse to believe the
Trial. Where lathe book, Major ? Let me see
for myself, if his lawyers have left nothing for
his wife to do. Did they love him asI love him ?
Give me the book 1 "

Major Fitz-David looked at Benjamin.
" It will only additionally shock and distress

ber, if I give her the book," he said. "Don't
you agree with me ?T"

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 IL."

This time, Benjamin sided with me.
i Nothing eau make matters worse than they

are, sir," ho said. "iIf I may be permitted to
advise, let ber have ber own way."

The Major rose, and took the book out of the
Italian cabinet-to which he iad consignsed it
for safe keeping.

d My young frIend tells me, that she informed
you of ber regrettable outbreak of temper a few
days since," ho said, as he handed me the vo-
lume. "I was not aware, at the time, what book
she bad ln her band 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 of examining
that shelf. The broken vase-it is neediess to
conceal it from you now-was one of a pair pre-
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
iL."

"I did notice It, Malor. .And I too had a va-
gue idea that I was on the way to discovery.
Will you look at your watch ? Have we wated
hall an hour yet? "

My impatience iad 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 uailed. Nothing was
audible: no sounds but the ordinary sounds of
the street distu.tbed the dreadful silence. Try as
I might to i.epel it, there wai one foreboding
thought that pressed closer and closer cnMy
mind, as the Interval of watting wore its weary
way on. I shuddered as I asked myself, if outir
married lile had come to an end-if Eustace
had really left ne ?

The Major saw, what Benjnmin's slower per-
ception had not yet discovered-that my forti-
hude was beginning to sink under the unrelieved
oppression of suspense.

" Come1" ho said. "Let us go to the
hotel."

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

The landlady met us l1n the hall. Nothing
had been seen or heard of Eustace. There was
a letton vaiting fer me upatairs, on tise hable lu
cor sitting-room. It had been left uit tise hoetel
b>' s 'ressenger, onl>' a few minutes since.

Trembling sud breathsless, I rans up the
stairsa; lise two gentlemen foilowing me. Thse
vriting ou tise address cf tise letton vas lu mys>
busband's baud. My henrI sank lu me as I
looked ah lise linos; there could b» buth eue rea.
sou for bts vriting te me. Tisat closed envelope
held bis farewell vords. I sat vils the letter
oun>y lap, stupefied-ncapable of opening it.

Klnd-hsearted Benjamin attempted to comn-
fort sud enournage me. Tise Major, vils his
larger experience cf women, varned tise old
mn te be silent.

"Walt " I heard hlm whisper. "Speaking
te ber viii de ne good, nov. Give ber time."

Acting ou a suddenst Impulse, I held euh lise
letter te hlm as ho spoke. Even moments
might ho cf importance, if Eustace had insdeed
bllf me. Te give me tine, might be te lose tise
Opportunity' cf slecahling hlm.

" You are bis old frienid," I said. " Open his
latter, Major, sud rend 1h for me."
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