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A SEVERE TRIAL;
OR, TH E MEMORY OF A BOY W ITH  

DARK EYES.

CHAPTER VIII.—(Cont’d)
‘ 'Rosalie, will you let me try to make 

you happy? Will you try to care for  me 
a little? I love you—I have loved you 
since the first n oment I saw your face. 
Don’t you think I could make you happy, 
loving you so much as that?”

I do not think of it for a moment. I 
do not seriously entertain the though, 
even for one second of time. A year ago 
it might have seemed to me a very de
sirable arrangement. It would restore 
Woodhay to the man who I always felt 
ought to have had it. But a year ago I 
did not care for any one else. Now my 
heart lies buried in the grave that was 
dug for it down among the tangled ferns 
and leaves and grasses in my shadowy 
combe on£ day—a grave whose fresh sodB 
I have never visited—a grave where widh 
my dead love I h jve buried all hope, all 
pleasure, all desire of life.

"I  am sorry, if you really care for me, 
Cousin Ronald. I don’t know how you 
can”—smiling slightly—‘‘knowing how
cross I am!”

“ May I ask you one question, Rosalie?” 
I know what the question is before I 

look round into his face.
“ Yes,”  I answer slowly;. “ I suppose you 

have a right to ask.”
‘ ‘I do not want to ask it by reason of 

any right, aijd you- are not bound to 
answer me.”

“ No; I am not bound to answer you.” 
“Rosalie, have you ever fancied that 

you cared for any other man?”
The question is put so gravely, so com

posedly, that it does not startle me. I 
answer it just as gravely, .iust as com
posedly, looking straight before me at the 
smooth gray terrace-walk.

“Not fancied it, Cousin Ronald! I have 
cared for another man bo much that, 
though you may be a hundred times 
better, a thousand times worthier, you 
can never be to me what he once was.” 

“ I am not going to ask you his name. 
But this man,- Rosalie, it cannot be but 
that, he loved you in return?”

“ Oh, yes, he loved me!”
“ Then is he dead?”
“ No,”  I answer, with a strange little 

smile; “ he is married.”
For one moment Ronald Scott stands 

beside me in dead silence. I do not look 
ot him; but I can fancy the astonishment 
—the disgust, perhaps—in his grave stern 
face—his silence might mean either or 
both.

“ Poor child,”  he says at last—and his 
tone is only pitiful, not disgusted at all 
—“poor child P’

I do not look at him, and I do not think 
he is looking at me. But two great tears 
well into my eyes and fall upon my-ashy 
purple gown.

"I will not trouble you any more, 
dear,” he says, gently. “ I would never 
have asked that question if I had dream
ed what your answer would be. But I 
could not think you cared for any one— 
it seemed eo unlikely that—he would not 
care for you.” •

I hold out my left hand to him—the one 
next to him—without turning my head. 
The foolish tears drop down my cheeks and 
fall upon the gown whose dead violet 
shade Olive abhors.

“ I shall be your friend always, Rosa
lie—remember that!”

“ Yes,” I say vaguely, not dreaming how 
soon I shall make trial o f his friendship; 
“ I shall remember.”

He stoops and kisses my hand gravely, 
dispassionately, and walks out o f the 
room just an Olive and Mr. Lockhart come 
into it.* * * * * *

"There is no news in the paper to-day,” 
Olive says, picking up the “Times” from 
tho floor where Ronald Scott had thrown 
it.

“ Is there not?” I answer languidly, still 
standing in the deep bay window looking 
out.

"Nothing that I call news. Oh, what 
is this?”

She does not speak again for a minute 
or two. I suppose she is studying the 
paragraph which seemed to have attract
ed her attention. I am studying the sun
set colors in the sky, the mystie glory 
of my sunset hill, the deep ruddy green 
o f my shadowy woods. Mr. Lockhart has 
just wished us goodbye and left the 
room; Digges has carried away the tea 
things; Olive has more than once sug
gested that it is time for my ante-pran
dial drive; but I am in no mood for ex
erting myself—even to the extent of put
ting on my hat. ' '

"Such a horrible thing!”  Olive ex
claims. “ Allie, did you know that un
fortunate Gerard Baxter was married?” 

“ Yes,” I answer calmly, without turn
ing my head; "I  knew it some time ago.” 

“ I declare I don't like to tell you anout 
it—it is enough to shock you if you had 
never known the wretched boy.”

"What is it?” I ask, confronting her. 
The girl is sitting on the corner of the 
sofa, looking up at me with a white 
startled face.

“ Why he was arrested the day before 
yesterday on a charge of having murder
ed his wife!”

CHAPTER IX.
Olive Deane went away this morning, 

and Ronald Scott left after luncheon— 
the house seems quite lonely and desert
ed. But I am not thinking of either my 
friend or my cousin, as I sit alone in my 
brown-paneled morning room at Wood
hay, holding in my hand the ‘"rimes'' of 
yesterday. I had hidden the paper away 
that I might study something in it at 
my leisure to-day—something that I al
ready know by heart. As I sit in the 
deep old-fashioned bay-window, with the 
paper in my hand, my eyes are on the 
blaze of color without, intently staring. 
I see no sunny garden precincts shut in 
by tall green hedges topped by the blue 
sky. I see a man in a prison-cell—gaunt, 
haggard—the man whom I still love with 
all the reckless obstinacy of my nature— 
the boy whose weakness of purpose-has 
spoiled both his life and my own.

I believe every word of the story he 
told to the magistrate beiore whom they 
took him, though, in the face of such 
overwhelming evidence as was produced 
against him, I do not see that there was 
any course open to the magistrate but 
the course he adopted, of committing him 
to prison to take his trial at the Octo
ber Sessions for the murder of his wife.

The account of the examination before 
the magistrate is given in full in the 
paper in my hand, under the heading of 
“ Police Intelligence.” I have mastered 
every particular of the case, weighed 
every grain to be brought home to the 
wretched lad who is to stand his trial 
in October, I am as entirely convinced 
that he had no hand or part in it as 1 
am that I had no hand or part in it 
myself.

Three weeks before the' day Gerard 
Baxter was arrested on the charge of 

. having made away with his wife—on the 
twenty-third of July—his mother-in-law, 
Eliza White, deposed to having gone to 
his lodgings to visit her daughter. The 
prisoner opened the door for her, and 
told her that her daughter had gone out, 
about half an hour before to buy some
thing in a neighboring street. She had 
gone home perfectly satisfied, and fully 
intending to call again in the evening, 
but some business of her own prevented 
her doing this, and. when she repeated 
her visit on the following morning, she 
was rather surprised to near from her 
•on-in-law that her daughter had again

gone out. On neither occasion had he 
j invited her into the room, but had stood 
j in the doorway to answer her inquiries.
• He said her daughter was quite well and 
that he expected her in every minute; but 
he did not ask her to wait; nor had she 
time to waste waiting for her. She 
thought Gerard Baxter's manner rather 
odd and surly; but then he never had a 

| very pleasant manner, and it made no im
pression upon her. She was so sure that 
he had been telling her the truth on both 
occasions that she never thought of mak- 

, ing any inquiries among the neighbors, 
i In answer to the magistrate, she said the 
j lodgings were very poor ones. Gerard 
; Baxter was an artist, and could not al
ways sell his pictures; but he had made 

! some copies of pictures for churches, she 
j thought, and they had brought in some 
i money. They never were in actual want.

She went on to say that she had not 
called again for Beveral days, being ra- 

! ther hurt with her daughter for never 
. coming near her. She had been in the 
habit of running into her house every 
evening almost when her husband went 
out. They had not got on very well to
gether. Her daughter was a child al
most, and very thoughtless, and Gerard 
Baxter was soured by disappointment and 
poverty, and had lately begun to drinl: 
—not hard, but more than was good for 
him; but he wan never cruel to his wife 
at the worst of times, so far as she knew. 
Mrs. Eliza White's evidence was so impar
tial that it produced a strong impression 
in her favor in the court. *

For a whole week she saw nothing of 
her daughter, nor did she go to her lodg
ings to inquire after her. She blamed 
herself very much for it afterward; but 
she had to earn her own bread by watii- 
ing, and had lodgers to look after. At 
the end o f a week she went, however, 
and found the door locked; ihen she 
turned into the room of a neighbor on 
the next floor, a woman named Haag, 
the wife of a German who played the 
violin in the orchestra of some thsa*T'? — 
she forgot what theatre. Mrs. Haag *aid 
that she wa3 surprised to hear her mak
ing inquiries for her daughter, since Bax
ter had told them all she had gone to 
stay with some cousins in the country. 
They had not seen or heard anything of 
her in that house since the twenty-sec- 
oud of July; Mrs. White herself had seen 
her on the twenty-first.

Mrs. White then resolved to wait till 
her son-in-law should come in; but, 
though Bhe sat with Mrs. Haag for more 
than two hours, Baxter did not make bin 
appearance. Meanwhile Mrs. Haag told 
her all she knew—how for three days 
Baxter had told them, when they inquir
ed for his wife, that she had just gone 
out and would be in presently, and on 
the fourth had told her—Mrs. Haag—that 
she had gone to visit some cousins in 
the country. The neighbors suspected 
nothing. When they asked for her later 
on, he said he had had letters from her, 
and even gave them messages which she 
sent to them in the letters. He looked 
dark, Mrs. Haag said; but then he always 
did look dark, and kept himself very 
much to himself. She did not think they 
had got on very well o f late. He left his 
wife alone very much, and they all pitied 
her—she was so young—a mere child, and 
so pretty. On the morning o f the twenty- 
second, they had words about something; 
she—Mrs. Haag—heard him threaten to 
rid himself of her—to choke her, sh  ̂
thought he said; but such threats were 
common enough in that tenement-houne— 
she had never given them a second 
thought.

Mrs. White, finding Baxter did not como 
back, left Mrs. Haag, and .went home. 
She knew Lily—her daughter’s name was 
Eliza—the same as her own, but she al
ways called herself Lily—had some cou
sins in Kent; and, though she-was sur
prised to hear she had gone to pay them 
a visit, it was not outside the bounds of 
probability that she should have done 
so. And, being troubled with her own 
concerns, she gave no more thought to 
the matter until the afternoon of the 
fourteenth day of August.

Here the witness was so overcome, by 
grief that it was some time before the 
examination could proceed.

On the afternoon of the fourteenth of 
August a policeman came to her. to take 
her to the mortuary. A body had been 
found floating in' the river near Black- 
friars Bridge; Mr. Haag had happened 
to see it, and at once recognized it as the 
body of Mrs. Baxter, and the girl’s mo
ther was sent for to identify it, as her 
husband was not to be found.

Mrs. White had no difficulty in identi
fying the body, though it had been in 
the water a considerable time—three 
weeks, the surgeon said, who made the 
post-mortem examination. The face was 
much disfigured from the action of the 
water; but the beautiful red gold hair, 
the small even teeth, the girl's height 
and age, the wedding-ring on her finger, 
,wero all conclusive evidence. Her clothes 
were poor, and had no mark upon them— 
a black cashmere dress, black jacket, and 
a little brooch with hair in it, which Mrs. 
White at once recognized as having been a 
present from herself to her daughter— 
she had put the hair into it herself—it 
was her father’s hair. Mr. and Mrs. Haag 
had also identified the clothes, but could 
not remember the brooch. Mrs. Haag 
being called up, corroborated Mrs. White’s 
evidence in every particular. The pri
soner obstinately refused to answer any 
questions put to him by the bench, and 
maintained all through the inquiry a sul
len demeanor, which had considerably 
prejudiced the court againBt him.

So much I had read, studying every 
word—I think the sentences have burned 
themselves into my brain. They were 
no marks of violence on the body, so far 
aB could be ascertained; but, from the 
state it was in when found, this could 
scarcely be satisfactorily proved. It was 
supposed that Baxter- had pushed his 
wife into the river on the night of the 
twenty-second of July—the day Mrs. Haag 
had heard him threatening to take away 
her life.

I believe Gerard Baxter to be innocent 
o f the crime imputed to him. I have not 
asked Ronald Scott his opinion, nor 
Uncle Tod—I could not trust myself to 
ask them any questions. But I had heard 
Olive ask Uncle Tod at br^akfa3t what 
they would do to Gerard Baxter, and 
Uncle Tod said they would" try him, find 
him guilty most probably, and condemn 
him to death. The guilt seemed most 
conclusively brought to him—whether he 
would be recommended to mercy or not, 
he could not say. It might come out that 
there had been extenuating circumstanc
es; but, to Uncle Tod’s mind, there were 
no extenuating circumstances. It was 
a horrible business altogether.

It is a horrible business. I think so, 
as I sit staring into my quiet sunny gar
den, into which even the echo of such 
evil deeds has never come. It is all bo 
peaceful, so. orderly—the blackbirdB and 
thrushes hop in and out of the tall thick 
walls o f yew and beech, my peacock glim
mers up and dowii in the distance, faint 
pearly clouds float across the serene sky. 
How different it is from the wretched 
London street, perhaps more wretched 
court or alley, where the man to whom 
I would have as freely given Wodhay, 
with all its gardens and terraces, woodn 
and meadowB, has worked and starved 
till it seems that his misery has driven 
him mad! I hate the blue sky. the or
derly flower-beds, the ruddy gables, and

carved window-Bettingo of my quaint old 
house. I cannot bear to look at them, 
thinking ho"w little happiness they havu 
given me. If I had been what he imag
ined me, the penniless girl learning mus;c 
as a means of future livelihood, I wou’ d 
have married him, and we should have 
been happy. But I refused him, because 
I was Miss Somers Scott o f .  Woodhay 
Manor. And now all my woods and moors 
and meadows have turned to ashes between 
my teeth.

• * • < • •
“Aunt Rosa, I am going up to London.” 
‘ "fo London!” Aunt Rosa repeats, star

ing at me through her spectacles, aghast. 
"Yes; I am going up on business.” 
“ But, my dear Rosalie, you -are no mcra 

fit to travel—”
“ My dear Aunt Eosa, it is just what I 

want—some va'riety. I have telegraphed 
to Mrs. Wauchope to have my old rooms 
in Carleton street ready for me to-mor
row.”

“ You have telegraphed to .Mrs. Wau
chope! Do ybu mean to tell me that yon 
are going up to those dreadful lodg ing  
again—alone?”

"Where else would you have me go, 
Aunt RoBa?"

"Why, I thought you might be coins 
to Olive's, or to the Rollestons’.”

“The Rollestons are in Denmark; and 
I don’t want to catch another fever in 
Dexter Square.”

“ Dear me, I forgot that!”
“ Not that I am afraid of the fever,”  I 

am bound to add honestly. "I  am not 
in the least afraid of it; but I  prefer go
ing to Carleton Street for a great many 
reasons.”

"I f you go, I shall go with you,” Aunt 
Rosa, says decisively.

“ And leave Uncle Tod with that cold 
on his che3t? My dear Aunt Rosa, I as
sure you I  am very well able to take care 
of myself.” '

“You will take Nannette with you, of 
course?”

“ Indeed I shall do no such thing,”  I 
answer at once. My new maid is a weari
ness to me If old nurse Marjory had 
not been past her work, I would never 
have installed her in the lodge and hired 
this pert French soubrette in her stead.

“ But, my dear child, it is an unheard-of 
thing for a girl in your position to go up 
to lodgings in London alone.”

“ Nobody need know. And it i3 not as 
if MrB. Wauchope were not an old friend; 
and I shall only be gone a day or two 
probably. If auything should happen to 
detain me in town, you may follow me— 
if you like, and if Uncle Tor” - cold is 
better."

Aunt Rosa does not like the arrange
ment from any point of view.

“ You are very self-willed, Rosalie. You 
were always headstrong, since you were 
a baby of three years old. If ever a girl 
wanted a father or mother to control her, 
I think you wanted them. As for your 
Uncle Todhunter, if * you had cried for 
the moon, he would have tried to get it 
for you. I often told M m  he spoiled, pou, 
and so he did.”

" I  think I was always obstinate, whe
ther Uncle Tod spoiled me or not. Aunt 
Rosa, do you know Cousin Ronald’s ad
dress in town?"

Aunt Rosa stares at me, scandalized— 
this time over the rim of her spectacles.

"My dear Rosalie, are you going to Sir 
Ronald Scott’s hotel in London to call 
upon him?”

"Not unless - should want him, auntie. 
But it is always well to know the ad
dress of a friend in London."

“He i3 staying at the hotel your uncle 
always goes to in London. But I do hope, 
Rosalie—”

“That I will not do anything unbecom
ing. My dear Aunt Ros>v, I can be very 
steady—when I like; and I‘  api sure you 
can trust to the chivalry of your friend 
Ronald Scott.”

"Sir Ronald Scott 1*5 perfect gentlo- 
man. What will he thtnk of this freak 
of yours, Rosalie? Do you suppose he 
will approve of your going up to Lon
don alone like this?”

“ Ronald Scott’s opinion of my proceed
ings is not of vital importance,”  I an
swer, throwing up my head. “ Whether 
he is pleased or displesed matters very 
little to me. I am going up to London 
on business which nobody else could man
age for me. If he choones to disbelieve 
my assertion—should I  feel called upon 
to make it—it is nothing to me.”

“ I wish it were something to you,”  Aunt 
Rosa says a little wistfully, looking at 
me. "He i3 a fine fellow—a true gen
tleman; and he cares for you, Rosalie— 
he asked your Uncle Todhunter’3 permis
sion to pay his addresses to you. But I 
suppose you snubbed him, as you snubbed 
all the rest."

“ Dear Aunt Rosa,”  I  answer gravely, 
"you cannot like Ronald better than I 
do; and what I said to him I said as 
gently as I could.”

“ Why miMt you have said it at all, 
child?”

"Because I  could not care enough for 
him to marry him, auntie.”

Aunt Rosa sighs. She would be so glad 
to hand me over to some good steady man 
like Ronald Scott, who could keep me in 
order. She would be so thankful to wash 
her hands of me and my vagaries, fond 
as she is of me, once and for ever.

“ I don’t despair but that you will come 
to your senses some day, and marry 
him,” she says, deliberately, getting up 
from the luncheon table. “ I think your 
Uncle Todhunter would die happy if he 
knew that you were married to such a 
man as Sir Ronald Scott.”

“ You're looking poorly enough still,” 
Mrs. Wauchope says, regarding me by 
the light of the gas in her great dingy 
drawing-room. "I  don’t  know whether it’s 
the bonnet, or what; but you look ten 
yearB older than you did when you were 
up here with me in the spring."

Mrs. Wauchope is truthful, if she is hot 
complimentary. Glancing at myself in 
the sea-green depths of the mirror over 
the mantelpiece, I am forced to acknow
ledge that I do look tefi years older than 
when I last saw myself reflected between 
the tall vases of imitation Bohemian glass 
which grace the mantelshelf. In defer
ence to Aunt Rosa’s old-fashioned notions, 
and for other reasons, I have endeavored 
to give myself as staid an appearance as 
possible, wearing the close black bonnet 
which Olive always said gave me a de
mure look, though my dimples were 
against me. And I am wrapped up in 
my long fur-lined cloak, and have a lto 
gether the look of a respectable young 
widow, as I say to Mrs. Wauchope, laugh
ing, while she gets my tea ready with 
her own plump hands.

“ Isn’t this a terrible business about 
Mr. Baxter?”  she remarks presently. “ I 
never got such a turn in my life as when 
I  saw all about it in the paper. And 
such a young lad as he is, too ; and I 
believe she was little more than a child!” 

“ Do you think he did it?” I ask, stand
ing on the rug. My landlady is buBied 
at the table, with her back toward me; 
she does not look round, though I can 
scarcely keen my voice steady while I 
speak the sfx words.

"Oh, everybody knows he did it !”
‘ ‘How can they know?”
“ But there was no one else to do it." 
“ That proves nothing.”
"Oh, but he was heard to threaten her! 

And then the stories he made up! And 
I believe Bhe wa3 a flighty little thing, 
and too pretty for her station in life. 
Those painters had spoiled her, for ever 
painting her picture. It was only the 
other day I found her photograph up in 
his studio—pinned to the wall.”

A thrill o f something ■ like jealousy of 
the dead girl, whose photograph Gerard 
Baxter had cared to pin up in his room, 
runs like a needle through my heart. But 
what right have I t» be jealous of her— 
the wretched child who had been hifl 
wife?
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"Have you seen him since he gave up 
painting here, Mrs. Wauchope?”

"Once or twice—not more than that. I 
heard he was married; and I was sorry 
to hear it, knowing the kind of person 
he married. There wao a great deal of 
good in him, poor lad; but he was as 
unstable as water—he never finished any
thing. There are upward of twenty pic
tures upstairs, not one of them finished. 
If they were any good, I ’ll sell them to 
pay up his arrears of rent; but they’re 
nothing but useless lumber.”

“ I  wish you would let me see them, 
Mrs. Wauchope. I shouldn’t mind taking 
some of them off your hands. And, if 
Mr. Baxter ever comes to claim them, 
you can refer him to me.”

"You are welcome to see them, MisB 
Allie. The studio is just as he left it— 
I never even let the bedroom since. You 
see I  had a regard for him, having 
known him so long; and I thought he 
would come back to me some day till I 
heard he had married that girl.”

After tea, Mrs. Wauchope takes me 
upstairs. If the studio had had an un
tidy look when I first saw it, it looks 
like fiothing now but a gloomy attic full 
of lumber—the empty easel pushed into a 
corner, the unfinished canvases covered 
with gray cobwebs, every chair and table 
covered inch-deep with dust.

"Here is the photograph,”  Mrs. Wau
chope says, taking something from the 
table, and wiping it with her black apron. 
‘ ‘A pretty face, isn’t it? I ’ve known a 
man to lose his life for a face that wasn’t 
half as pretty as that.”

"But what had her face to do with it?” 
I ask vaguely.

“ Why, they say he was jealous, you 
know. She was a flighty little thing, and 
some artist was painting" her picture, and 
Mr. Gerard didn’t like it. That was what 
they were quarreling about on the morn
ing of the day it happened.”

I stand in the light of Mrs. Wauchope’s 
mold candle, looking at the photograph 
in my hand. It is a beautiful face—an 
exquisite face—soft and bright and inno
cent as a child’s.

“ I will keep this for the present, Mrs. 
Wauchope. May I? ”

Mrs. Wauchope nods. Lily Baxter’s 
photograph is in all the shop windows; 
but she does not care to have it at all.

CHAPTER i ,
Early the next morning I transgress all 

Aunt Rosa's rules of propriety by taking 
a cab and driving to my Cousin Ronald 
Scott’s hotel. I  find him finishing break
fast, half a dozen^bUBiness-letterB scat
tered about the table.

“ Ronald,”  I say, in my honest fearler.B  
way, "I  have come to put a promise you 
made me to the test.”

“ I am glad to hear it, Rosalie,” he an
swers, standing by the table. "I  have 
refused the chair he offered me, with the 
plea that my cab was waiting below.

“ Do you remember the promise, cou
sin?” 1

“ I have forgotten nothing,”  he says, 
smiling a little.

" I  want you to manage an interview 
with that man—Gerard Baxter—who is in 
prison for murdering his wife.”

Ronald Scott looks profoundly surprised. 
“For me or for you?”  he asks, his eyes 

on my white face.
"For me. You can be present, of course; 

I  should wish you to be present. And 
it need not last more than five minutes, 
if so long.”

Ronald Scott makes no answer what
ever for a minute or two. He is standing 
by ,the table, one hand resting upon it, 
looking down at me as I look up at him.

“ Do you tiling you can do this for me, 
Ronald?”

"I  can try. Was he an acquaintance 
of yours?”

"He was a friend—was, and is.”
" I  should say ‘was,’ ”  Ronald observes, 

shrugging his shoulders.
“ I  say ‘ is,’ ”  I repeat stubbornly. “ Ger

ard Baxter is a friend of mine.” 
Ronald’s dark brows met in a rather 

heavy frown.
“ May I ask how you made his acquaint

ance, Rosalie?”
"W e lodged in the same house in Lon

don—the house in Carleton Street where 
I am staying now.”

“ But how—”
I  cannot help laughing outright at the 

exceeding gravity of his face. I think of 
the bunch of violets; but I  do not tell 
Ronald about them—it is so different re
lating a piece of thoughtless folly like 
that—it would seem so much more hein
ous an offense repeated under the cold 
unsympathetic eyes o f my judicial cou
sin!

“ I cannot think how you ever made his 
acquaintance, Rosalie. If you had been 
lodging in the same house for fifty years, 
you should have had no acquaintance 
with him.”

"Oh, he was quite respectable! I  met 
him in other places—in society. The 
Rollestons knew him—he was at their 
house every day.”

“ As to his respectability,” Ronald sayn 
coldly, “ that must be a matter of opin
ion. Subsequent events have proved that 
he could not have been a very respec
table acquaintance for you or any one 
else!”

“ Oh, subsequent events!”
“ But supposing there were no subse

quent events. This Baxter waB a poor 
artist—a Bohemian—not exactly the kind 
o f friend Miss Scott’s friend's would have 
chosen for her—at least, I think not.” 

“ We will not quarrel about that, Ron
ald. I dare say you are right; but it is 
too late to bemoan my want of exclu
siveness now. What I want you to do is 
to manage that I  may see my friend—if 
it is> only for one moment.” , - -

"For what?”  he asks rather sharply. 
“ Merely to  ask him a single question.” 
He looks at me doubtfully. His face has 

grown pale under all its sunburn—asspale 
as my own.

" I  will keep my promise, Rosalie. Btft 
it will be altogether in defiance of my 
better judgment."

"Then so much the more I thank you 
for keeping it. I f  it cost one nothing to 
keep a promise, there would not be oc
casion for much gratitude, would there?”

He does not answer, standing before me, 
still leaning on the table, still studying 
my face. “ Then, since that is settled,. 
I shall wish you good-bye. Cousin R on-. 
aid.”

"Where are you going?”
“ Back to Carleton street. I have writ* 

ten to Olive to come to see me.”
“ It was to—to see this man that -you 

came up to town?”
“ Yes.”

>‘ ‘But what is he to you, Rosalie, that 
you should concern yourself in his af
fairs?”

“ He is nothing to me.”
. "Then why mix yourself up in such ft 
disgraceful business?”

“ Because the man is innocent, and I 
must prove it.”

"Prove it, my poor child! How could 
you prove it?”

"There must be some way to prove it  
—if the man is innocent.”

I believe he thinks my mind has not 
quite reoover^d from the effects of the 
fever—he certainly looks at me as if he 
thought me slightly deranged.

“ I have not studied the case. But my 
own impressions are that the man is. 
guilty If I can manage.what you want 
me to do, where shall I meet you?”

"I f  you come to Carleton Street for 
me, I shall be ready to go with you.”

“ It will very likely be to-morrow.” 
“ Then I shall remain at home all to

morrow. And, if you fail, you will le t 
me know?”

" I  will let you know. I  hope you are 
taking care of yourself, Cousin Rosalie. 
You look thoroughly worn out.”

"Oh I am very well—a little tired from 
the journey perhaps!”

I wrap my fur cloak about me, shiver
ing, though it is August. Ronald walks 
down the hotel-stairB with me across the 
hall, in a silence which I  do not care to  
break. He puts me into the cab in the 
same almost stern Bilence. I do not 
glance back at him as the cab leaveB the 
door, though he stands there bareheaded, 
looking after me. I  am thinking of a 
man in prison—a man whom I seem to  
love the more the world hates him—the 
more he seems to have made shipwreck 
of his own most miserable life.* * * * * *

I have seen Gerard in prison. Ronald 
Scott managed it all for me—came with 
me himself to the prisoner’s cell.

I have heard Gerard’s story—I havi 
asked the single question I wanted to 
ask; and the answer has confirmed my 
own belief—Gerard'Baxter is innocent o f  
the horrible crime imputed to him. I 
believe every word of the story he has 
told me, as firmly as I believe that I 
am a living woman. He knows no more 
o f the manner in Jwhioh his wretched wife 
met her death than I do, except that he 
had no hand or part in it.

(To bo continued.)
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Canada Had 
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Net Profits amounted to 18,58% on. 
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Total Liabilities to 
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O n ce  m o r e  T h e  R o y a l B a n k  o f  
C a n a d a  is  a b le  to  r e p o r t  in  its  
F o r ty -s e co n d  A n n u a l S ta te m e n t a ll 
p r e v io u s  r e co rd s  b ro k e n .

D e p o s its  in cre a se d  o v e r  $16,000,- 
000, w h ich  b r in g s  th e  to ta l up to  
$88,294,000. L iq u id  assets a m ou n t 
to  $ 47*738,000, b e in g  49%  p e r  c e n t  
o f  th e  to ta l l ia b ilit ie s  to  th e  p u b lic . 
A c tu a l ca sh  on  h an d , b a la n ce s  on  
d e p o s it  w ith  o th e r  b a n k s , a n d  ca ll 
lo a n s  in  N ew  Y o r k  an d  L o n d o n , 
E n g la n d , e x c e e d  32 p e r  ce n t , o f  th e  
to ta l l ia b ilit ie s  to  th e p u b lic . T o ta l 
a ssets in cre a se d  d u r in g  the y e a r  
fro m  $92,510,000 to  $110,528,000. N e t 
p ro fits  a m ou n ted  to  $1,152,249,,, 
sh ow in g  a n  in cre a s e  o f  $200,913; 
o v e r  th e  p r e v io u s  y e a r— e q u a l to. 
18.58 p e r  p e n t, o n  th e ca p ita l s to ck  
o f  $6 ,20 0 ,0 0 0 .' C o m m e rc ia l loa n s ' 
a m o u n t , t o  $59,646,000,' b e in g  67.55^ 
p e r  ce n t , o f  th e  d e p o s its . : ! f

A s  w ill b e  seen  fr o m  th ese  co m 
p a r iso n s , th e  B a n k  has e x p e r ie n ce d ^  
a  w o n d e r fu lly  p r o s p e r o u s  y e a r .
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