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f The Trial and Verdict.
t"ILTY! " said the foreman

) I y in a voice that sounded
strained and unnatural,

if I could swear thai a dreadful
m gleam of something very like tri- -

f umph passed oer my uncle's face.
I turned my own away. I could
not bear that expression on the

fm face that had always looked 60
Lf' kindly on me.

The prisoner's now the con- -

demncd's face I could not see
The Judge asked whether he had
anything to sa. but no audible
words came from him. There fol-

lowed that terrible ceremony which
1s prefaced by the solemnity of the
Judge's donning the black cap.

rrfc. "' Tbe prisoner s doom was embit
tered, as It seemed to me, very

SB. unnecessarily, bj an assurance that
, he had been found guilty, after

the most Impartial form of trial
which mans wisdom through all
the ages had been able to devise,

$ I of the murder of the woman whom
he professed to love, a murder ag-

gravated by the c ircurristance that
h had enjoyed, a-

-, he had abused.
the hospitality of her husband,

T wherefore the sentence on him was
W that he should be hanged by the

neck till he was dead, and might
God have mercy on his soul.

CHAPTER XVII.

I O It was finished and we went
back to our hotel we were
staying in our county town

for the trial uncle and I together
In a taxi.

i Ufl e salc' "ever a word to me. I

glanced at him and still there was
some trace or so I thought of
that dreadful look In his face I

did not dare 6peak to him. and. of
truth. I did not know what I should
6ay, but I did venturo once to put
out my hand and lay It on his. In

part to give him sympathy and in

I '' part to ask for it from him In re--

turn. To my surprise and disap-

pointment he drew his hand away
from beneath nine, as If he ro- -

8ent;d my act, and I felt chilled
and disappointed.

IPV.f That night I hardly slept at all.
All the evening and when T went
to Led my mind was In a confusion.
Of course, the case, and nothing

RfjjjPffg out the case, occupied it. I saw
KWBH!; again the court and all its details,
KflSjSjE and the arguments of the opposing
fiBflgC counsel reiterated themselves as

JBIIif they went through my wearied
lifaSftig brain. And then, some time after

midnight, I think that my head
grew clear again and I seemed to

j follow all the argument v. ith almost
unnatural lucidity. And after a
period of that clear thought, I sup-
pose that 1 became healthily tired

fftti out ana" 1 dropped off to sleep, and
jlJjSpB "by the time that I was called In

the morning I was quite recovered.
amm i We liafl a praall sitting-roo- in

which we breakfasted and dined,
R for we did not care to meet lnquis

Itive eyes more than was neces--

sary. and after breakfast, when
8jfe uncle had gone out and I was sit- -

J ting there alone, a card wan
I brought up to me. It had Sergeant
f Crisp's name.

I was quite glad to see him. In
these days my life had been very

X lonely and be had been the one to
whom I could talk more freely than
to any other. I think he had a not?
of regret in his voice as he came
in and said that he had called to
take his leave as he did not sup-pos- e

we were very likely to meet
again.

"We have finished our business
together," he said, and in saying It
he seemed to me to express some-

thing of that triumph which I had
found so unendurable in Uncle

, As I say, I had been thinking
M' with an almost morbid lucidity in

li the small hours of that morning,
and the look on his wooden little
face and the note In bis voice tan

ij pelled me, all In a moment and al- -

most before I knew what I was say
ing, to flash out:

II "I believe you're all quite wrong.
I don't believe Captain Vibart had
anything to do with it."

"My dear lady! My dear lady!"
was all he could answer, aghast
with astonishment.

"No," I repeated, "1 don't believe
for a minute he did it."

"But, may 1 ask," he said, "have
you any reason?"

"Yes," I said, "I have I don't
know whether you will call It a
reason. 1 suppose It Is not a rea-

son which such a thing or placo as
a court of law would hold valid at

all, but I do not believe for a single
instant In the theory of the prose-

cution that If Aunt Enid went to
the Summer-hous- e to meet Captain
Vibart she would refuse I do not
believe even that she could refuse

to do anything he wanted of her."
Xelther the sergeant nor the

Judge nor the Jury nor any of the
wise men of the law had seen, as I

had seen, the way in which Aunt
Enid waited upon the bad. hand-

some eyes of that altogether stupid,
good-lookin- man. It was pathetic,
and I could not credit, having
watched her dog-lik- e obedience
even lu a crowded room, that when
he had her all to himself and at
night he could not persuade her to
anything that he liked, whether it
were or were not to her own spon-

taneous liking
So I put all this to the sergeant,

but, of course, he, manlike, took
very little account of It. He did
say then that, even so, there were
other causes of quarrel which
might quite well have arisen

I could not dispute that, but
what I did say was: 'Even so,

however that be. I do not believe
that Captain Yibar was the m;B
who would commit a crime such a

murder. rimes yes. He would
commit any number of small
crimes, of mean crimes, but any

crime on the big scale like that
no. I don t believe he has tbe tem-

perament to carry him away in a
gust of passion to do anything like
that."

Of course, one might as well talk
psycholog to a beetle as try to
make any appeal to a policeman's
mind even to the mind of a police-

man, so nvjch superior to the type
as Sergeant Crisp undoubtedly was

by any argument of that kind.
I realized the futility of It even as
I said the words. They did just
serve a certain purpose, as a safety-valv- e

to my own mind, though they
had no effect whatever on the mind
Into which I discharged them. So
I said "Farewell" with some sin-

cere regret, as I think, on both
sides, to Sergeant Crisp, and we

went back, uncle and I, to Scotney
House to take up again as we might
those threads of life which had
been so tragically broken.

Now all this that is to say, the
trial and condemnation of Captain
Vibart for the murder of my aunt

happened shortly before the legal
Long Vacation of 1914. It was a
nine days' wonder, or something
more, for all the newspapers, and
surely It would have engaged their
attention for a good while longer
had the) not begun to be occupied
with events of wider importance.
For very soon afterward began
that series of events, opening, so

far as was publicly seen, in the
murder of the Archduke at Sera
Jevo, which led up to the great war.

There followed those days ol
suspense which we all passed In a

singular state of arrested mental
activity and almost, as It seemed.
In a condition of restricted heart-

beats, when we knew not whether
v. p were going to fake the heroic
or the cowardly course to fight or
not to fight.

Then tne die was cast. Sir Ed-

ward Grey announced the moment-
ous decision in the House of Com-

mons, and the wav In which the
immense event afiected me most
closely was in Uncle Ralph's going
back, only a week or two later, to
rejoin his old regiment.

I was not at all able to fathom
the Uncle Ralph of these, the last
days In which I saw him In some
Indescribable way h had changed
from the Uncle Ralph whom I used
to know and love. I loved hLm Just
as well still, but I felt that I under-
stood him far lesa well His had
always been such a very simple
and open as well as very lovable
character. But now there was
something secretive and withdraw-
ing about it. It was not that he
loved me less I was quite sure of
that and he was Just as kind to
me as ever, but there was some-
thing between us, I could not de-

fine it, but I was keenly aware
of It.

So he went, with a very affec-
tionate "Good-by- " to me. and with
him went Grainger, that creature
of the Inscrutable face and mau-ner- ,

absolutely Inscrutable and ab-

solutely devoted to my uncle aa
ever.

And all the while Captain Vibart.
probably a gallant soldier for an
his sins, and one who should have
been of value to the Empire, lay
In prison, condemned to the last
penalty. He had given notice, as 1

understood, or appeal to what is
called the Court of Criminal Ap-

peal, and that would delay execu-

tion of his sentence in any case
unti' the judges sat again which,
I believed, would be In the Autumn

It Is not necessary that I should
try to speak here of deeds that are
flamingly Inscribed on the scroll of

farrte, the acb levement amount lng
to no less than the salvation of the
world's liberty of the "contemp-.tibl-

little army." Of that con-

temptible fraction uncle wat a

unit, and somewhere in the neigh
borhood or Mons, that God's rr
of heroes, he met, what I' almost
seemed as if he must hzt gone
out especially to seek, his drath

He had done, so the Ule dribbled
home to us, told in pieces by here
one. there another, poor wrecks of
broken humanity themsoivei, more

able lift
her up

and her P ''
easily without blood

clothes."

ihan It had seemed possible for a
man to do. After a day's fight, in
which he had exposed himself with
out fear, as all had gone hp would
insist on going out not once, but
again and again into that No Man's
Land, where the stricken lay dying
and the bullets still came search-
ing for any survivors, to bring in
wounded. Thrice he went out into
the hall of death, and thrice he
came home through it deathless,
each time returning with his bur-
den of a wounded man rescued
from death.

In spite of tbe prayers of his fel-

low officers he went a fourth lime
and did not come back, and his
death was mercifully swift, ending
a life which had not been so mercl-fultohl-

Graingerhad been killed
at an earlier hour of the same day,
otherwise I really think that, In
defiance of discipline, he would
probably have attempted to re-

strain his master by sheer force.
The day after that on which the

official announcement was made of
uncle's death, and, incidentally, of
his recommendation for a post-
humous Victoria Cross, I had a vis-

itor whom I had hardly expected
that I should ever see again Ser-
geant Crisp.

His pepper and salt coat of pro-
tective coloring seemed to fit him

(C) 1020. alternation!

as creaselessly as ever, yet after a
few overtures of commiseration
with me on Uncle ltalph's death,
mingled with congratulations on
Its heroic manner, he unbuttoned
his coat and produced from its
breast pocket I long envelope I

saw that it had the seal already
broken. On the outside was writ-
ten In Uncle Ralph's hand:

"To be opened in the event of
my death occurring, or any wound
or UlneiS rendering me In triable
of action, previously to uontenee. of
deth beiug carried out on Captain
VlbarL"

coming

I knew at once by Sergeant
Crisp's manner that the contents
of the envelope must be very grave,
but I was hardly prepared for tho
words which he spoke as soon as I

had read the inscription.
were quite right, Miss

Carlton. In your view that Captain
Vibart was not man to commit
the action for which he was sen-
tenced. I shall not so readily mis-
trust femiulne intuition again."

My Impatience to tho con-

tents of the envelope was so great
that I made no answer to that.

"Lot me read It,'' I said.
"You muet preparo yourself for

a surprise I am afraid for a great
shock," he said, as he handed It to
me.

I had a presentiment, which
chilled my heart, of what I should
find ns I took the envelope, but I

said nothing. I carried it with me
to the window seat and began to
read, while the sergeant effaced
himself, characteristically, and be-

came invisible and almost
In tho depths of an armchair.

CHAPTER XVIII.
My Uncle'a Letter.

WRITE this In case of my deathI happening or of my being In-

capacitated by illness, wounds
or accident before such time as

.1 Feature 8rvlc. Great Brl

sentence of death shall be carried
out on Captain Vibart.

I know, and no one else knows,
the real truth about the death of
ray wife, Enid Carlton. I think that
Grainger, my servant, knows some-
thing, but I do not know how
much

I know that It is not possible for
any man to be more devoted to a
woman that 1 was to my wife I

wonder whether any man ever has
loved a woman so much and been
rr,idv to give himself up to her as
I was. She was so beautiful and
gay. II was wonderful of her, or

to

carry
any of the on
my
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so T thought to marry me. and still
more wonderful that she loved me

I believed that she loved me.
She told me so again and again,
with most delightful ways of telle
Ing, and I believed every word she
said. Sho liked having young fel-

lows around her. and It was nat-

ural she should, she was so young
herself and so full of life. 1 was
more than twelve year? older.
There was only one man whose
presence I resented I do not know
that I was exactly Jealous. But I

hated him because I thought he
was n bad influence on my wife.
That Is Vibart, now under sentence
for her murder. He had been at
Simla when I married her and 1

believe he had made love to her
there I didn't ask. 1 hated to
think of anything of the kind. I

only heard rumors that I was
obliged to hear and I shut my ears
to them ns muc h as I could.

Ho came back to England with
tho regiment and thou he began to
come down and stay with us. I

could not forbid him, but I disliked
his coming. But he came, again
and again It seomed to me that
my wife was never the same when
he was there She was as if she
was under some Influence hypno-

tized She did not seem like her-

self I got to have tho feeding that
tain Rlehts Rfjerred.

Vibart was a kind of devil or evil
spirit for her

I did not know then how often
she was Rceing him in London, but
on my soul I hardly blame her. for
1 do not believe 6he could know
what she was doing when she was
with him He must have hypno-
tized her, perhaps without her
knowing it there is no other ex-
planation for it.

I expect I relt all the worse about
It because there was really noth-
ing of which I could complain,
nothing that I knew it was only
what I feared and suspected, and

yet wouldn't let myself suspect I

do not suppose that anyone read-- ,

ing this will understand it I

hardly understand myself. But I
have tried to put down how I felt
about this man Vibart and about
her.

Then, on one of his visits here
something happened, I found out
something about my wife and this
man Vibart which not only con-

firmed my suspicions, but made
them all the worse as bad as they
could be. I had been holding my

self In till then, but then 1 had to

let myself go, and I spoke. Any

husband with any self respect
would be obliged to And the tor-

ture that It was to me. too. to have

to speak as I did to a woman that
I loved as I loved Enid! 1 forbade
him ever to come near the hou- -

again or ever to see my wife or to
havo communication with her
again, and he swore he wouldn't
And I forbade her. too. ever to see

him or to have any sort of coruinu
nlcatlon with him again; and she.
too, promised and swore, with
tears and all sorts of protestations,
that she wouldn't

That was on the Thursday, and
he stayed on In the house that
night so as not to give the servants
reason to talk, and went early next
morning.

1 do not think I spoke to my wife
during tbe day and we hardly met.

She went to her bedroom early,
before dinner, saying she was not
well, and I dined alone with my

niece. After dluner I went Into

the library and began smoking, but
my thoughts were all disturbed and
I was suffering agony of mind It
was a beautiful night, with a bright
moon, and I went out at the library
window .

I walked out and went under the
trees along the shrubbery path,
and when 1 came nearly to where
the path goes off to the Summer-hous- e

I smelt tobacco smoke. I

should not have wondered so much
If it had been pipe tobacco smoke

such as any of the men about the
place smoke, but It s cigarette
Bmoke, and that did make me won-

der.
If seemed to be coming from the

Summer-hous- so I went down the
path, keeping to the shaded side,
and kept along on the grass, going
aa quietly as I could till I came to

i

the side of the house, and then I
pushed the bushes aside a little
and looked in at the window. j

There was Vibart, sitting per-fectl- y

at his ease, smoking a cigar-- !

ctte. F

I don't know what I did then' j

at least, i do know what I did, butl
It did not feel like myself doing it.
I did It alt in an unconscious klndl
of way. And yet I remember quite
well doing it.

I drew back from the window
very cautiously, so that he should
not hear me, and went back along
the path as before, keeping to the'
baded side Then I went back to i

the house I had not a hesitation
or a doubt about what I was going
to do I do not know what had
taken possession of me, but I had
only one idea in my mind, and no
question about the right or the

....e, ,l ciei uuturrea to me at
all I was going back to the house'
to get something to kill Vibart. It
never occurred to me, somehow,
that It was not the light thing to
do. and i seemed to know exactly
how I was going to do It. I went
to the drawer In the old oak bureau
where my hunting knives are kept
and took out a small Norwegian
sheath knife and put it, In its
sheath, ln my pocket. And so I

'

went out to kill Vibart.
1 don't want to Justify myself at

all of course. I was beside mself I

and I did not reason but I should
Just like here to ask anyone who j

reads this to stop a moment and
think what this man had done to
me. He had been a guest In my
house and he led my young wife j
wrong He had done a great deal
more than that, because ho had got
such an Influence over her that she
could not. I believe, help herself.
He was. in my mind, like a bad
demon that had got possession of
her. Then he had sworn, moi
solemnly, like a coward and like a
liar, that he would not see her and
would not hold any communication
with her again. And after swear-
ing that he came down the very
next day to meet her again. i

I was quite sure tuat he had
come to meet her. Of course, I

did not know that, but what else
could be be sitting in the Summer- -

uuuso iucii; ioi except co see ner:
And If so, then she must have lied
to me and must have broken or
been meaning to break her promise
to me, too I meant to ask him, l
meant to give him the chance of j

explaining in some other way what
he was doing there If I could But
I did not suppose for a moment
that he would have any explana-
tion. And I did not mean to give
him any other chance I had no
idea of fighting a duel with hlra or
meeting him on equal terms or any-thin- g

or that kind. I simply meant
to kill him that wa3 all. and It

"ined to me the right thing to do. ISo I went out of the house again.
with tbe knife in my pocket, and
when I came to that corner where
the path from the house Joins iu
with the main path, there I hap-pene- d

to look back, to the left. I

think it was quite by chance that
I happened to look back. I was
quite sure that it was to meet my
wife that Vibart had come to the
Summer-house- , but i was thinking
about nothing except that I was
going to kill him and I bad never
thought of seeing my wife.

But as I looked down the path
to the left I saw something, some-
thing white ln a woman's dress.
That could only mean that It had
come, this white figure, by the
track that runs from the conser-
vatory, and I had been under tho
trees, no doubt, by the. time that
person came out of the conser- - I
atory, so that she would Just miss
seeing me

I waited there then, ln the
shadow, to see who It was. But I

knew. I knew just as well as if I

was close beside her all the time.
It came along, that figure, and then
I saw It to be what I knew It was

my wife I did not 6ay a word,
but I stepped out of tbe shadow
and stood right across her path.

She gave a sort of gasp that died
away ln her throat. Then she
laughed a little. She actually
laughed, but it was not a very
merry laugh. "Oh," she said,
"what are you doing here?"

"It's rather more to the point
what you're doing hore," I said.

She must have known then by
my voice that I knewr, or at least
guessed, where she was going or
to whom, but I suppose she thought

(Continued on Sext Page)
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