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that: it was the peacefullest man’s face ever be-
held there. Many added that he looked sublime
and prophetic.

One of the most remarkable suffevers by the
same axe—a woman—had asked at the foot of
the same scaffold, not long before, to be allowed
to write down the thoughts thaf were inspiring
her. If he had given any utterance to his, and
they were prophetie, they would have been
these ]

«T see Barsad, and Cly, Defarge; The Ven-
geance, the Juryman, the Judge, long ranks of
the new oppressors who have risen on the de-
struction of the old, perishing by this retributive
instrument, before it ‘shall cease ouf of its pre-
senf use. I see a beautiful city and -a brilliang
people vising from {his abyss, and, in their
struggles fo be truly free, in their triumphs and
defeats, through long long years to come,
sce the evil of this time and of the previous
time of which this is the natural birth, gra-
dually making expiation for itself and wearing
out. &
« T see the lives for which T lay down my life,

eaceful, useful, prosperous and happy, in that Tg

aland which T shall see no more. I see Her
with a child upon her bosom, who bears my
name. 1 see her father, aged and hent, but
otherwise restored, and faithful to all men in his
healing office, and at peace. 1 sec the good
old man, so long their friend, in ten years’
time enriching them with all he has, and passing
tranquilly to his reward.

] see that I hold a sanctuary in their hearts,
and in the hearts of their descendants, genera-
tions hence. T see her, an old woman, weeping
for me on the anniversary of this day. I see
her and her husband, their course done, lying
side by side in their last earthly bed, and I know
that each was not more honoured and held
sacred in the other’s soul, than I was in-the
souls of hoth.

«T see that child who lay upon her bosom and
who bore my name, a man, winning his way up
in that path of life which once was mine. 1 see
bhim winming it so well, that my name is ‘made
illustrions there by the light of his. 1 see fhe
blots T threw upon it, faded away. T see him,
foremost of just judges and honoured men,
bringing a boy of my name, with a forehead
that 1 know and golden hair, to this place—
then fair to look upon, with mot a frace of
this day’s disfigarement—and 1 hear him tell
thechild my story, with a tender and a faltering
Yoice,

Tt is a far, far better thing that T do, thanT
have ever done; it is a far, far better rest that 1
2o to, than I have ever known.”

THE END.

We purpose always reserving the first place
in these pages for a continuous original work of
fiction, oceupying about the same amount of
time in ifs serial publication, as that which is
just completed. The second story of our series

we now beg to introduce to the attention of our
readers. It will pass, next week, into the station
lLitherto occupied by A Tale of Two Cities.
And it is our hope and aim, while we work havd
at every other department of our journal, to
produee, in this one, some sustained works of
imagination that may become a part of English
Literature.

THE WOMAN IN WHITE.
e L
PREAMBIE,
Tars is the story of what a Woman’s patience

«can_endure, and of what a Man’s resolufion can
1 | achieve.

1f the machinery of the Law could be depended
on to fathom every case of suspicion, and to con-
‘duct every process of inquiry, with moderate
assistance onﬁy from the lubricating influences of
oil of gold, the events which fill these pages
ight have claimed their share of the public
attention in a Court of Justice.

But the Law is still, in certain ineyitable
cases, the pre-engaged servant of the long purse ;
and the story is lett to be told, for the first time,
in this place. As: the Judge might once have
lieard it, so the Reader \shuﬁe hear it now. No
circumstance of importance, from the beginning
to the end of the disclosure, shall be related on
hearsay evidence. When the writer of these in-
troductory lines (Walter Hartright, by name)
happens to be more elosely connected than
others with the incidents to be recorded, he
will describe them in lis own person. When
his experience fails, he will retire from ihe
position of narrator; and his task will be con-
tmued, from the pointat which he has lelf it off,
by other persons who can speak to the cireum-
stances wmder notice from their own knowledge,
jhust as clearly and positively as he has spoken

efore them.

Thus, the story here presented will be told
by more than oue pen, as the story of an offence
against the laws is told in Courf by more than
one witness—with the same object, in both
cases, to present the truth always in its most
direet ami most intelligible aspect; and fo frace
the course of one complete series of events,
by making the persons who have been most
cloﬁaly connected with them, at each successive
stage, relate their own experience, word for

word.
Tiet Walter Hartright, teacher of drawing,
aged twenty-cight years, be heard first.

THE NARBATIVE OF WALTER HARTRIGHT, OF
CLEMENT'S INK, LONDON.

I

It was the last day of July. The long hot
summer was drawing to a close; and we, the
weary pilgrims of the Tonden pavement, were
beginning to think of the cloud-shadows on
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the corn-fields, and the autumn breezes on the
sea-shore.

Tor my own poor part, the fading summer
left me out of health, out of spirits, and, if
the truth must be told, out of money as well.
During the past year, I had not managed my
professional resources as carefully as usnal ; and
my extravagance now limited me to the Eruspcct
of spending the autumn economically between
my mother’s cottage at Hampstead, and my own
chambers in town.

The evening, I remember, was still and
clondy; the London air was at its heaviest;
the distant hum of the street-traffic was at its
faintest; the small pulse of the life within me
and the great heart of the city around me
seemed to be sinking in unison, languidly and
more languidly, with the sinking sun. I roused
mysell from the book which 1 was dreaming
over rather than reading, and left my chambers
to meet the cool night air in the suburbs. It
was one of the two evenings in every week
which T was accustomed to spend with
my mother and my sister. So I turned my
steps northward, in the direction of Hamp-
stead.

Events which I, have yet to relate, make it
necessary to mention in this place that my
father had been dead some years at the period
of which I am now writing; and that my sisfer
Sarah, and I, were the sole survivors of a family
of five children. My father was a drawing-
master before me.  His exertions had made him
highly successful in his profession; and his
affectionate anxiety to provide for the future of
those who were dependent on his labours, had
impelled him, from the time of his marriage, to
devote to the insuring of his life a much larger
sortion of his income than most men consider
1t necessary fo set aside for that purpose.
Thanks to his admirable prudence and self-
denial, my mother and sister were left, after his
death, ns ndependent of the world as they had
been during his lifetime. I succeeded to his
connexion, and had every reason 1o feel grateful
for the prospect that awaited me at my starting
in life.

The quiet fwilight was still trembling on the
topmost ridges of the heath; and the view of
London below me had sunk into a black gulf
in the shadow of the cloudy night, when I
stood before the gate of my mother’s cottage.
I had bardly rung the bell, before the house-
door was opened violently ; my worthy Italian
friend, Professor Pesca, appeared in the ser-
vant’s place; and darted ont joyously to receive
n;e, with a shrill foreign parody on an English
cheer,

On his own account, and, T must be allowed
to add, on mine also, the Professor merits the
honour of a formal introduction. Accident has
made him the starting-point of the strange
family story which it 1s the purpose of these
pages to unfold.

1 had first become acquainted with my Italian
friend by meeting him at certain great houses,
where he t&.nghﬁlis own language and I faught

drawing. All T then knew of the history of his
life was, that he had once held a situation in
the University of Padua; that he had left Ttaly
for political reasons (the nature of which he
uniformly declined to mention to anyone); and
that he had been for many years respectubly
established in London as a teacher of languages.

Without being actually a dwarf—for he was
perfectly well-proportioned from head to foot—
Pesca was, I think, the smallest human being I
ever saw, oub of a show-room. Remarkable
anywhere, by his personal appearance, he was
still further distinguished among the rank and
file of mankind, by the harmless eccentricity of
his character. The ruling idea of his life ap-
peared to be, that he was bound to show his
gratitude to the country which had afforded him
an asylum and a means of subsistence, by doing
his utmost to turn himself info an Englishman.
Not content with paying the nation in general
the compliment of invariably carrying an um-
brella, and invariably wearing gaiters and a
white hat, the Professor further aspired to be-
come an Englishman in his habits and amuse-
ments, as well as in his personal appearance.
Finding us distinguished, as a nation, by our
love of athletic excreises, the little man, in the
innocence of his heart, devoted himself im-
promptu to all our English sports and Fastimes,
whenever he had the opportunity of joining
them ; firmly persuaded tFmt he could adopt onr
national amusements of the field, by an effort of
will, precisely as he had adopted our national
gaiters and our national white hat.

T had seen him risk his limbs blindly at a fox-
hunt and in a cricket-feld ; and, soon afterwards,
T saw him risk his life, just as blindly, in the
sea at DBrighton. We had met there acei-
denfally, and were bathing together. If we
had been engaged in any exercise peculiar to
my own nation, [ should, of course, have looked
after Pesca carefully; but, as foreigners are
generally quite as well able to take care of
themselves in the water as Englishmen, it never
oceurred to me that the art of swimming migh
merely add one more fo the list of manly exer-
cises which the Professor believed that he could
learn impromptu. Soon after we had both
struck ont from shore, I stopped, finding my
friend did not gain on me, and turned round to
look for him. To my horror and amazement, I
saw nothing hetween me and the beach but two
little white arms, which struggled for an instant
ahove the surface of the water, and then dis-
appeared from view. When I dived for him,
t}IJ)e poor little man was lying quietly coiled up
at the bottom, in a hollow of shingle, locking
by many degrees smaller than T had ever seen
him look before. During tue few minutes that
elapsed while T was taking him in, the air re-
vived him, and he ascended the steps of the
machine with my assistance. With the partial
recovery of his animation came the refurn of
his wonderful delusion on the subject of swim-
ming, As soon as lis chattering teeth would
let him speak, he smiled vacantly, and said he
thought it must have been the Gramp,
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When he had thoroughly recovered himself
and had joined me on the beach, his warm
Southern nature broke through all artificial
English restraints, in a moment. He over-
whelmed me with the wildest expressions of
aflection—exclaimed passionately, in his ex-
ageerated Ttalian way, that he would hold his
life, henceforth, at my disposal—and declared
that he should mever be happy again, until he
lad found an opportunity of proving his grati-
tude by rendering me some service which I
might remember, on my side, to the end of my
days. I did my best to stop the torrent of his
fears and protestations, by persisting in treat-
ing the whole adventure as a good subject for
a joke; and succeeded at last, as I imagined, in
lessening Pesca’s overwhelming sense of obliga-
tion to me. Little did I think then—little did
1 think afterwards when our pleasant Brighton
holiday had drawn to an end—that the oppor-
{unity of serving me for which my grateful com-
panion so ardently longed, was soon to come;
that he was eagerly to seize it: on the instant;
and that, by so doing, he was fo turn the whole
current of my existence into a new channel, an
to alter me to myself almost past recognition.

Yet, so it was. If I had not dived for Pro-
fessor Pesca, when he lay under water on his
shingle bed, I should, in all human probability,
never have been connected with the story which
these pages willrelate—I should never, perhaps,
have heard even the name of the woman, '\\RIO
has lived in all my thoughts, who has possessed
herself of all my energies, who has become the
one guiding influence that now directs the pur-
pose of my life.

1L

Prsca’s face and manner, on the evening
when we confronted each other at my mother’s
gate, were more than sufficient to inform me
that something extraordinary had happened. It
was quite useless, however, to ask l;um for an
immediate explanation. I could only conjec-
ture, while he was dragzing me in by both liands,
that (knowing my habits) he had come to the
coltage to make sure of meeting me that night,
and that he had some news to tell of an unusually
agreeable kind.

We both bounced into the parlour in a highly
abrupt and undignified manner. My mother
sat by the open window, laughing and fanning
Lerself. Pesca was one of her especial favour-
ites; and lis wildest eccentricities were always
pardonable in her eyes. Poor dear soul! from
the first moment when she found out that the
little Professor was deeply and gratefully at-
tached to her son, she opened her heart to him
unreservedly, and took all his puzzling foreign
peculiarities for ted, without so much as
attempting to understand any one of them.

My sister Sarah, with all the advantages of
youth, was, strangely enough, less pliable. = She
did full justice to Pesca’s excellent qualities of
Leart ; but she eould not accept him implicitly,
as my mother accepted him, for my sake. Her
insular notions of propricty rose in perpetual

revolt against Pesca’s constitutional contempt
for appearances; and she was always more or
less undisguisedly astonished af her mother’s
familiarity with the eccentric liftle foreigner.
I have ohserved, not only in my sister’s case,
but in the instances of others, that we of the
young generation are nothing like so hearty and
so impulsive as some of our elders. T constantly
see old people flushed and excited by the pro-
speet of some auticipated pleasure which alto-
sether fails to ruffle the tranquillity of their
serene grandchildren. Are we,ql wonder, quite
such genuine boys and gitls now as our seniors
were, in their time? Has the great advance in
education taken rather too long a stride; and
are we, in these modern days, just the least
trifle in the world too well brought up?
Without attempting to answer those questions
decisively, 1 may at least record that T never
saw my mother and my sister together in Pesca’s
society, without finding my mother much the
younger woman of the two. On fhis occasion,
for example, while the old lady was laughing
heartily over the boyish manner in which we

d | tumbled into the parlour, Sarah was perturbedly

picking up the broken pieces of a teacup, whic
the Professor had knocked off the table in his
precipitate advance to meet me at the door.

] don’t know what would have happened,
Walter,” said my mother, “if you had delayed
much longer. Pesca has been half-mad with
impatience; and 1 have been half-mad with
curiosity. The Professor has brought some
wonderful news with hini, in which he says you
are concerned ; and he has cruelly refused to

ive us the smallest hint of it till his friend
alter appeared.”

¢ Very provoking : it spoils the Set,” mur-
mured Sarah to herself, mowmfully absorbed
over the ruins of the broken cup.

While these words were being spoken, Pesea,
happily and fussily unconscious of the irrepa.
ra‘bl}; wrong whiell the crockery had suffered ab
his hands, was dragging a large arm-chair fo the
opposite end of the room, so as to command us
-'.I.ﬁ three, in the character of a public speaker
addressing an audience. ~Having furned. the
chair with its back tawards us, he jumped into
it on bLis knees, and excitably addressed Eis small
congregation of three from an improwptu
pulpit.

< Now, my good dears,” began Pesca (who
always said “good dears,” when he meant
“yorthy friends”), “listen to me. The time
has come—I recite my good news—I speuk af
last.””

“ Hear, hear!” said my mother, humouring
the joke.

“The nextithing he will break, mamma,”
whispered Sarah, “will be the back of the
best arm-chair.”

1 go back into my life, and T address myself
to the moblest of created beings,” continued
Pesea, vehemently apostrophising my unworthy
self, over the top rail of the chair. ¢ Who found
me dead ab the bottomof 1he sea(through Cramp);
and who pulled me up to the top; and what did 1
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say when I eot into my own life and my own
clothes again

«Much more than was at all necessary,” I
answered, as dogzedly as possible ; for the least
encouragement in connexion with this subject

inmial;iv let loose the Professor’s: emotions in:

a flood of tears.

“1 said,” persisted Pesea, ““that my life
belonged to my dear friend, Walter, for the rest
of my days—and so if does. I said that T
should never be happy again till T had found the
opportunity of doing a good Something for
‘(C'altcr—and I have never been contented with
myself till this most blessed Now,” eried
the enthusiastic little mam ab the top eof his
voiee, ““ the overflowing happiness bursts out of
me at every pore of my skin, like a perspivation ;
for on my faith, and soul, and honour, t.lle Some-
thing is done at last, and the only word to say
now, is—Right-all-right !

Tt may be necessary to explain, here, that
Pesca prided himself on being a perfect English-
man, in his language, as well as in his dress,
manners, and amusements. Having picked up
a few of our most familiar colloguial expressions,
he seattered them about over his conversation
whenever they happened to ocour to him, furn-
ing them, in his high relish for their sound and
his general ignorance of their sense, into com-
pound words and repefitions of his own, and
alwnys running them into each other, as if they
consisted of one long syllable.

“Among the fine liondon houses where T
teach the language of my native country,” said
the Professor, rushing into his long-deferred ex-
planation without another word of preface,
“there is one, mighty fine, in the hig place
called Porfland. You all know where ti;mt is ?
Yes, yes—course-of-course. The fine house, my
§00d dears, has got inside it a fine family, A
AMamma, fair auc% fat; three young Misses, fair
and faf ; two young Misters, faiv and fat; and a
Papa, the faivest and the fattest of all, who is a
mighty merchant, up to his eyes in gold—a fine
man onee, but seeing that he has got a naked
head and two chins, fineno longer at the present
time. Now mind! I teachthe sublime Dante
to the young Misses, and ah l-—my-soul-bless-my-
soul !—it is not in human language to say how
the sublime Dante puzzles the pretty heads of
all three! No matter—all in good time—and
the more lessons the better for me. Now mind!
Imagine to yourselves that I am teaching the
young Misses to-day, as usual. We are all four
of us down together in the Hell of Danfe. At
the Seventh Cirele—but no matter for that : all
the Circles are alike to the three young Misses,
fair and fat,—at the Seventh Circle, neverthe-
less, my pupils are sticking fast; and I to set
them going again, recife, explain, and blow my-
sell up red-hot with useless enthusiasm, when—
a creak of boots in the passage outside, and in
comes ihe colden Papa, the mighty merchant
with the naked head and the two chins.—Ha!
my good dears, T am closer than you think for
to the business, now. Have you heen patient,
so far? or have you said to yourselves, ‘ Deuce-

what-fhe-deuce !
night £ 7

We declared that we were: deeply interested.
The Professor went on:.

¢«Tn his hand, the golden Papa has a letter;
and after he has made his excuse for disturbing
us in our Infernal Region with the common
mortal business of the house, he addresses him-
self to the three young Misses, and begins; as
you English begin everything in this blessed
world that you lave fo say, with a great O.
<0, my dears, says the mighty merchant, © 1
have got here a letfer from my friend, M.
? (the name has slipped out of my mind ;
but no matter; we shall come back to that: yes,
yes—right-all-right). So the Papa says, ‘ Thave
oot a letter from my friend, the Mister; and he
wants' a recommend from me, of a drawing-
master, to go down to his house in the country.”
My-soul-bless-my-soul ! when I heard the golden,
papa say those words, if I had been big enough
to reach up to him, I should have put my arms
round his neck, and pressed him to my bosom
in a long and grateful hug! As it was, T only
bounced upon my chair. My seat was on thorns,
and my soul was on fire to speak; hut I held
my tongue, and let Papa go on. ¢ Perhaps
you know,’ says this good man of money,
twiddling his friend’s letter this way and that,
in his golden fingers and thumbs, ¢ perhaps you
know, my dears, of a drawing-master that I can
recommend  The three young Misses all look
at each other, and then say {with the indispen-
sable great O to begin) ¢ O, dear no, Papa! But.
here is Mr. Pesca At the mention of
myself T can lold no louger—the thought of

Pesca is long-winded fo-

you, my good dears, mounts like blood to my

head—I start from my seat, as if a spike had

‘grown up from the ground through the bottem

of my chair—I address myself o the mighty

_merchmt, and I say (English phrase), “Dear
sir, I have the man! The first and foremost
drawing-master of the world! Recommend him
by the post to-night, and send him off, bag and
baggage (English phrase again—ha?), send him
off; bag and bageage, by the train to-morrow !
< Stop, stop, says the Papa, “ishea foreigner or
‘an Englishman £ ‘EngP

ish to the bone of his
back,” I answer. ‘Respectable ?’ says Papa.
¢8ir,” T say (for this last question of his out-
rages me, and I have done being familiar with
him), ¢Sir! the immortal fire of genius burns
in this Englishman’s bosom, and, what is more,
his father had it before him!* <Never mind,”
says the golden barbarian of a Papa, ¢ never mind
about his genius, Mr. Pesca. ¢ don’t want
enius in this country, unless it is acecompanied
v respectability—and then we are very glad to

(have it, very glad indeed. Can your [riend

produce testimonials—letters that speak fo lis
character?” T wave my hand negligently.
‘Letters I say. “Ha! wmy-soul-bless-my-
soul! I should think so, indeed! Volumes of
letters and portfolios of tfestimonials, it you
like # €Ome or two will do,” says this man of
phlegm and money. ‘Tet him send them tfo
me, with his name and address. And—stop,
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stop, Mr. Pesea—before you go fo your friend,
¢ Bank-note !’ 1
say, indignautly. ¢No bank-note, if you please,
till my brave Englishman has earned it first.
¢ Bank-nate ® says Papa, in a great surprise,
¢ who talked of bank-note? I mean a note of
the terms—a memorandum of whati he is ex-
seeted to do. Go on with your lessony M.

esea, and I will zive you the necessary extraet
from my friend’s letter.’” Down sits the man
of merchandise and money to his pen, ink, and

aper; and down I go once again mio.the Hell
of Dante, withmy three young Misses after me.
Tn ten minuies” time the nete is written, and
the hoots of Papa are creaking themselves away
in the passage outside. From that moment, on
my faith, and soul, and honeur, I know nothing
more! The glorious thought/that Lhave caught
my opportunity at last, and thab my grateful
service for my dearest friend in the world is as
good as done already, flies up into my head and

makes me drunk. IHow I.Fuﬂ my young Misses:

and myself out of our Infernal Region again,
how my other business is done afterwards, how
my little bit of dinner slides. ifself down my
throat, T know 1o more than a man in themoon,
Enough for me, that here I am, with the mighty
merchiant’s note in my hand, as large as life, as
liot as five, and as happy as a king! Ha! ha!
ha! right-right-right-all-right I’ Here the Pro-
fessor waved the memorandum of ferms over
his biead, and ended his long and voluble narra-
tive witly his. shrill Ttalian parody on an English
cheer.

My mother rose the moment he had done,
with flushed cheeks and brightened eyes. She

“caught the little man warmly by both hands.

My dear, good Pesca,” she said, “I never
doubted your true affection for Walter—but I
am more than ever persuaded of if now I

T am sure we are very much obliged to Pro-
fessor Pesca, for Walter's sake,” added Sarvah.
She half rose, while she spoke, as if to approach
the arm-chair, in Ler turn; buf, observing that
Pesea was rapturously kissing my mother’s
hands, looked serious, and resumed her seaf.
< 1f the familiar little man treats my mother in
ihat, way, how will he treat me#” Faces some-
times tell truth; and that was unguestionably
the thought in Saral’s mind, as she sab down

aiu,

Alihough I was myself gratefully sensible: of
the kindness of Pesca’s motives, my spirits were
hardly so much elevated as they ought to have
been by the prospeet of future employment now
placed” before me. When the Professor had
quite_done with my mother’s hands, and when
1 had warmly thanked him for his interfevence
on 1y behali, I asked to be allowed fo look at
the note of terms which his respectable patron
had deawn up (or my inspeetion.

Pesca ha-n(llrd me the paper, with a triumphant
flourish of the hand.

“ Read!” said the little man, majestically.
«T promise you, my friend, the writing of t]fc
golden Papa speaks with a fongne of trumpets

Y :
for itself.”

The note of terms was plain, straightforward,
and comprehensive, af any rate. It informed

me,

Fivst, That Trederick Tairlie, Esquire, of
Limmeridge House, Cumberland, wanted to
engage the services of a thoroughly competent
drawing-mastex, for a period of four months
certain.

Secondly, That the dufies which the master
was expected to perform would be.of a twofold
kind. He was to saperintend the instruction
of two young ladies in the art of painting in
water-colours ; and he was to devote his leisure

time, afterwards, to the business of arranging

and mounting a valuable collection of drawings,
which had been suffered to fall into a condition
of fotal neglect.

Thirdly, That the terms offered fo the person
who should underiake and properly perform
these duties; were four guineas a week; that he
was to reside at Limmeridge House; and that
he was to be treated there on the foofing of a
gentleman.

Fourthly, and lastly, That no person need
think of applying for {his situation, nnless he
could furnish the most unexceptionable refer-
ences to character and abilities. The references
were to be senli to Mr. Fairlie’s friend in' Lon-
don, who was empowered to conelude all neces-
sary arrangements: These instructions were
followed by the name and address of Pesca’s
employer in Portland-place—and: there the note,
or memorandum, ended,

The. prospect which this offer of an engage-
ment lLeld out was certainly an attractive one.
The employment was likely to be both easy and
agreeable; it was proposed to me af, the autumn
time of year when I was least oceupied; and
the terms, judging by my personal expericnee in
my profession, were surprisingly. liberal. I knew
thiss I knew that I ought to consider myself
very fortunate if T succeeded in securing the
offered employment—and yet, no sooner had 1
vead the memorandum than T felt an inex-
plicable unwillingness within me to stir in the
matter. I had never in the whole of my pre-
vious experience found my duty and my inclina-
tion so painfully and so unaccountably at variance
as I found them now.

¢« Qh, Walter, your father never had such a
chance as this!” said my mother, when the
had read the note of terms and had handed is
back to me.

«Such distinguished people to know,” re-
marked Sarah, straightening herself in her
chait; “and on such gralifying terms of
cquality, too!”

“Yes, yes; the terms, in every sense, are
tempting = enough,” 1 replied, impatiently.
“But, before I send in my testimonials, I
should like a liitle time to consider——"

« Consider I exclaimed my mother. < Why,
Walter, what is the matter with you !

« Consider!” ecchoed my sister. *“What a
very extraordinary thing to say, under the cir-
cumstances !

“ Consider climed

1 in the Professor,
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“What is fhere to consider about? Answer
me this! Have you not been complaining of
your health, and have you not been longing for
what you call a smack of the country breeze ¥
Well! there in your band is the paper that
offers you perpetual choking mouthfuls of coun-
try breeze, for four months’ time. Is it nof
so? Ha? Again—you want money. Well!
Is four golden guineas a week nothing? My-
soul-bless-my-soul ! ouly give it to me—and my
boots shall creak like the golden Papa’s, with a
sense of the overpowering richness of the man
who walks in them ! Four gunineas a week, and,
more than that, the charming society of two
young Misses; and, more than that, yonr bed,
your breakfast, your dinner, your gorging English
teas and lunches and drinks of foaming beer, all
for nothing—why, Walter, my dear good friend—
deuce-what-the-dence !—for tle first time in my
life T have not eyes enough in my head to look,
and wonder at you !”

Neither my mother’s evident astonishment at
my behaviour, nor Pesea’s fervid enumeration
of the advantages offered to me hy the new em-
ployment, had any effect in shaking my unrea-
sonable disinclination to go to Limmeridge
House. After starting all the petty objections
that I could thinkof to going to Cumberland ; and
affer hearing them answered, one after another,
to my own complete discomfiture, I tried to set
uF a last obstacle by asking what was to become
of my pupils in London, while T was teaching
Mr. Fairlie’s young ladies to sketeh from nature.
The obvious answer to this was that the greater
part of them wounld be away on their aufumn
travels, and that the few who remained at home
might be confided to the care of one of my
brother drawing-masters, whose pupils T had
once taken off his hands under similar eircum-
stances, My sister reminded me that this gen-
tleman had expressly placed his services at my
disposal, during the present season, in case
wisqled to leave fown ; my mother seriously ap-
pealed to me not to let an idle caprice stand in
the way of my own interests and my own health ;
and Pesca piteonsly entreated that I would not
wound him to the heart, by rejecting the first
grateful offer of service that he had been able
to make to the friend who had saved his life.

The evident sincerity and affection which in-
spired these remonstrances would have influ-
enced any man with an atom of good feeling in
his composition. Though T could not conquer
my own unaccountable perversity, I had at least
virtue enough to be heartily ashamed of if, and
to end the discussion pleasantly by giving way
and promising to do all that was wanted of me.
The rest of the evening passed merrily enough in
humorous anticipations of my coming life with
the two young ladies in Cumberland. Pesea,
inspired by our national grog, which appeared
to get into his head, in the most marvellous
manuer, five minutes after it had gone down his
throat, asserted his claims to be considered a
complete Englishman by making a series of
speeches in rapid succession; proposing my
mother’s health, my sister’s health, my health,

and the healths, in mass, of Mr. Fairlie and
the two young Misses ; pathetically returning
thanks himself, immediately afterwards, for the
whole party. “A secret, Walter,” said my
little friend, confidentially, as we walked home
together. 1 am flushed by the recollection of
my own eloquence. My soul bursts itself with
ambition. One of fhese days, I go info your
noble Parliament. Tt is the dream of my whole
life to be Honourable Pesca, M.P. !

The next morning 1 sent my testimonials fo
the Professor’s employer in Portland-place.
Three days passed; and I concluded, with secret
satisfaction, that my papers had not been found
sufficiently explicit. On the fourth day, how-
ever, an answer came, It announced that Mr.
Fairlie accepted my services, and requested me
to start for Cumberland immediately. All the
necessary instructions for my journey were care-
fully and clearly added in a postseripr.

made my arrangements, unwillingly enough,
for leaving London early the next day. Towards
evening Pesca looked in, on his way to a dinner-
party, to bid me good-by.

1 shall dry my tears in your absence,” said
the Professor, gaily, “with this glorious thought.
1t is my auspicious hand that has given the first

ush to your fortune in the world. Go, my
riend ! hen your sun shines in Cumberland
(English proverb), in the name of Heaven, make
your hay. Marry one of the two young Misses;
mherit the fat lands of Fairlie ; become Honour-
able Hartright, M.P. ; and when you arve on the
top of the ladder, remember that Pesca, at the
bottom, has done it all I

I tried to laugh with my little-friend over his
parting jest, but my spirits were not to be com-
manded. Something jarred in me almost pain-
fully, while he was speaking his light farewell
words.

When I was left alone again, nothing re-
mained to be done but to walk to the Hamp-
stead Cottage and bid my mother and Sara
good-by.

11T
Tnr heat had been painfully oppressive all
day; and it was now a close and suhry night.

‘My mother and sister had spoken so many
last words, and had begged me fo wait another
five minutes so many times, that it was nearly
midnight when the servant locked the garden-
gate behind me. I walked forward a few paces
on the shortest way back to London; then
stopfped, and hesitated.

The moon was full and broad in the dark blue
starless sky ; and the broken ground of the heath
looked wild enough in the mysterious light to
be hundreds of miles away from the the great
city that lay beneath it. The idea of descend-
g any sooner than I could help into the heat
and gloom of London repelled me. The pro-
sPect of going fo bed in my airless chambers, and
the prospect of gradual suffocation, seemed, in
my present restless frame of mind and body, to
be one and the same thing. I determined to
stroll home in the purer air, by the most round-
about way I could take; to follow the white
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winding paths across the lonely heath; and to
approach London through its most open suburb
by striking into the Finchley-road, and so get-
ting back, in the cool of the new morning, by
the western side of the Regent’s Park.

I wound my way downslowly overthe Heath,
enjoying the divine stillness of the scene, and
admiring the soft alternations of light and shade
as they followed each other over the broken
ground on every side of me. So long as I was
proceeding through this first and prettiest part
of my night-walk, my mind remained passively
open fo the impressions produced by the view ;
and 1 thought but little on any subject—indeed,
so far as my own sensations were concerned, 1
can hardly say that I thought at all.

But when I had left the Heath, and had
turned into the by-road, where there was less to
see, the ideas naturally engendered by the ap-
proaching change in my habits and occupations,
gradually drew more and more of my attention
exclusively to themselves. By the time I had
arrived at the end of the road, I had become
completely absorbed in my own fanciful visions
of Limmeridge House, of Mr, Fairlie, and of
the two ladies whose practice in the art of
watg.r-colcul: painting I was so soon to superin-
tend.

I had now arrived at that particular point of
my walk where four roads met—the road to
Hampstead, along which I had returned; the
road to Finchley; the road to West End;
and the road back to London. I had me-
chanically turned in this latter direction, and
was strolling along the lonely high-road—idly
wondering, Ei remember, what the Cumberland
young ladies would look like—when, in one
moment, every drop of blood in my body was
brought to a stop Ey the touch of a hand laid
lightly and suddenly on my shoulder from behind
me.

I turned on the instant, with my fingers
tightening round the handle of my stick.

There, in the middle of the broad, bright high-
road—there, as if it had that moment sprung
out of the earth or dropped from the heaven—
stood the figure of a solitary Woman, dressed
from head to foot in white garments; her face
bent in grave inquiry on mine, her hand point-
it:tg to the dark cloud over London, as I faced

er.

I was far too seriously startled by the sudden-
ness with which this extraordinary apparition
stood before me, in the dead of night and in
that lonely place, to ask what she wanted. The
strange woman spoke first.

“1s that the road to Liondon?” she said.

I looked attentively at her, as she puf that
singular question to me. It was fhen nearly
one o'clock. All I could discern distinetly by
the moonlight, was a colourless, youthful face,
meagre anf sharp to look at, about the cheeks
and chin; large, grave, wistfully-attentive eyes;
nervous, uncerfain lips; and light hair of
a pale, brownish-yellow hue. There was no-
thing wild, nothing immodest in her manner:
it was quiet and self-controlled, a little melan-

choly and a little touched by suspicion; not
exactly the manner of a lady, and, at the same

time, not the mamner of a woman in the .

humblest rank of life. The voice, little as T
had yet heard of it, had something eurtously
still and mechanieal in its tones, and the utter-
ance was remarkably rapid. She held a small
bag in her hand : and her dress—bonnet, shawl,
and gown all of white—was, so faras I could
guess, cerfainly nof composed of very delicate
or very expensive materials. Her figure was
slight, and rather above the average height—
her gait and actions free from the slightest ap-
proach to extravagance. This was all that I
could observe of her, in the dim light and under
the perplexingly-strange circumstauces of our
meeting. What sort of woman she was, and
how she eame to be out alone in the high-road,
an hour after midnight, I altogether failed to
guess. The one thing of which I felt cerfain
was, that the grossest of mankind could not
have misconstrued her motive in speaking, even
at that suspiciously late hour and in that sus-
piciously lonely place.

“ Did you hear me £ she said, still quietly
and rapidly, and without the least fretfulness or
impatience. [ asked if that was the way to
London.”

“Yes,” I replied, “that is the way: it leads
to St. Johm’s Wood and the Regent’s Park.
You must excuse my not answering you before,
1 was rather startled by your sudden appearance
in the road; and I am, even now, quite unable
to account for it.”

“You don’t suspect me of doing anything
wrong, do you? 1 have done nothing wrong.
I have met with an accident—I am very unfor-
tunate in being here alone so late. Why do
you suspect me of doing wrong £

She spoke with unnecessary earnestness and
agitation, and shrank back from me several
paces, I did my best to reassure her.

“Pray don’t su]?mse that I have any idea of
suspeeting you,” 1 said, “or any other wish
than to be of assistance to you, if I ean. [
only wondered at your appearance in the road,
because it seemed to me to be empty the instant
before 1 saw you.”

She turned, and pointed back to a place af
the junction of the road to London and the road
to Hampstead, where there was a gap in the

hedge.

“gle heard you coming,” she said, “and hid
there to see what sort of man you were, before
I risked speaking. I doubted and feared about
it till you passed; and then 1 was obliged to
steal after you, and touch you.”

Steal after me, and touch me? Why not; call
to me? Strange, to say the least of if.

* May 1 trust you ?” she asked. ‘ You don’f
think the worse of me because I have met
with an aceident ¥ She stopped in confusion;
shilted her bag from one hand to the other;
and sighed bitterly.

The loneliness and helplessness of the woman
touched me. The natural impulse to assist her
and to spare her, got the better of the judgment,
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the ocauntion, the worldly tact, which an elder,
wiser, and colder man mizht have summoned to
help him in this strange emergency.

“You may trust me for any harmless pur-
pose,” I said. “If it froubles you to explain
your strange situation to me, don’f < of
returning to the subject again. I have no right
to ask you for any explanations. Tell me how
I can help you; and if I can, Twill.?

“You are very kind, and I am ivery, wery
thankful to have met you.” The first touch of
womanly fenderness that I had heard from her,
trembled in her voice as she said the words
but no tears glistened in those large, wistfully
attentive eyes of hers, which were still fixed on
me. “I have onlybeen in Liondon once hefore,”
she went on, more and more rapidly; *“and
I know nothing about that side of it, yonder.
Can I get a fly, or a earriage of any kind? Is
it too late? I don’t know. If you could show
me where to get a fly—and if you will only

romise nof to interfere with me, and fo let me
eave you, when and how I please—I have a
friend in London who will be glad to receive
me—I want nothing else—will you promise £’

She looked anxiously up and down the road;
shifted her bag again from one hand fo the
other; repeated the words, “ Will you pro-
mise?” and looked hard in my face, with a
pleading fear and confusion that it troubled me
to see.

What could [ do? Here was a stranger
utterly and helplessly at my mercy—and that
stranger a forlorn woman. No house was near ;
no one was passing whom T could consult ; and
no earthly right existed on my part to give me a

ower of conirol over her, even if T had knewn
ow to exercise it. I frace these lines; self-
distrustfully, with the shadews of affer-events
darkening the very paper I write on; and still
I say, what could I do?

What I did do, was to try and gain time by
questioning her.

¢ Are you sure that your friend in London
‘;\'i.lcll receive you ab such a late hour as this?* I
said.

“ Quite sure.  Only say youwill leti me leave
you when and how I please—only say you won’t
mterfere with me. Will you promise?”

As she repeated the words for the third time,
she came close to me, and laid her hand, with a
sudden gentle stealthiness, on my bosom—a
thin hand ; a cold hand (when I removed if
with mine) even on that sultry night. Remem-
ber that I was young; remember that the hand
which fouched me was a woman’s.

* Will you promise ¥

(4 YCS‘”

One word! The little familiar word that is
on evérybody’s lips, every hour in the day.
Ohme! and I tremble, now, when T write it.

We set our faces towards Lordon, and walked
on together in the first still hour of the new day
—I, and this woman, whose name, whose cha-
racter, whose story, whose ohjeets in life, whose
very presence by my side, at that moment, were
fathomless mysteries to me. 1t was like a

dream. 'Was I Walter Hariright? Was this
the well-known, uneventful road, where holiday
people strolled on Sundays ? Had I really left,
Ettle more than an hour since, the quief, de-
cent, conventionally-domestic atmosplere of my
mother’s cottage? T was foo bewildered—too
conscious also of a vagne sense of something
like self-reproach—to speak fo my strange com-
panion for some mimites. If ‘was her voice
again that first broke the silence between us.

“I want to ask you something,” she said,
suddenly. “Do you know many people in
London £

¢ Yes, a great many.”

“ Many men of rank and ftitle?” There
was an unmistakable tone of suspicion in the
strange question. T lesitated about answer-
ing it.

“ Bome,” T said, after a moment’s silence.

 Many”—she came toa full stop, and looked
me searchingly in the face—“many men of the
rank of Baronef £

Too much astonished to reply, T questioned
her in my turn.

“Why doyou ask

“Because I hope, for my own sake, there is
one Baronet that you don’t kmow.”

 Will you tell me his name ?”

“L can’t—I daren’t—I forget myself, when
I mention it.” She spoke loudly and almost
fiercely, raised her clenched hand in the air, and
shook it passionately; then, on a sudden, con-
trolled herself again, and added, in tones lowered
to a whisper: “Tell me which of them gyou
know.”

I could hardly refuse to humonr herin such
a trifle, and 1‘mentioned three names. Two,
thenames of fafhers of families whose danghters
I taught; one, the name of a bachelor who had
once taken me a cruise in his yacht, fo make
sketches for him. .

“Ah! you dow’¢ know him,” she said, with a
sigh of relief. <“Are you a man of rank and
title yourself 2

“¥ar from:it. Tam only a drawing-master.”

As the reply passed my lips—a little bittexly,
perhaps—she took my arm with the abruptness
whicli characterised all her actions.

“Not a man of rank and tifle,” she repeated
fo herself. “Thank God! T may trust fim.”

I hiad hitherto contrived to masier my curio-
sity out of consideration for my companion;
but it got the better of me, now.

“T am afraid you have serious reason o com-
plain of some man of rank and title?? T said.
“T am afraid the baronet, whose name you are
unwilling 1o mention to me, has done you some
grievous wrong? Is he the eause of younr being
out here at this strange time of night

“Den’t ask me; don’t make me talk of i,
she answered. “T’m nof fit, now. T have heen
cruelly used and eruelly wronged. You will be
kinder than ever, if you il walk on fast, and
not speak tome. I sadly want to be silent—T
sadly want to quiet mysell, if T can.”

We moved ?'crwnrcl again at a quick pace;

and for half an hour, at least, not a word passed

!I

l!
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on either side. From time to time, being for-
hidden to make any more enquiries, I stole a
look af her face., It was always the same; the
lips close shut, the brow frowning, the eyes
looking straight forward, eagerly and yef ab-
sently. Whad reached the first houses, and
were close on the new Wesleyan College, before
her set features relaxed, and she spoke ence
more.

“ Do you live in London ¥’ she said.

“Yes” As T answered, it stfuck me that
she might have formed some intention of ap-

ealine to me for assistance or advice, and that
]Ij ought to spare her a possible disappoinfment
by warning her of my approaching absence from
home. So I added: “But to-morrow I shall
be away from London for some time. I am
going into the country.”

« Where ?* she asked. “ North, or'south?”’

“ North—to Cumberland.”

 Cumberland I she repeated the word ten-
derly. “Ah! T wish T was goﬁz; there, too.
I was once happy in Cumberland.”

I tried agam to liff the veil that hung be-
tween this woman and me.

¢ Perhaps you were born,” I said, “in the
beautiful Lake country.”

“No,” she answered. I wasborn in Hmn]l)-
shire; but T once went fo school for a little
while in Cumberland. Takes? I don’t re-
member any lakes. If's Limmeridge village,
and Limmeridge House, I should like to see
again.”

It was my turn, now, to stop suddenly. In
the excited state of my curiosity, at that mo-
ment, the chance reference to Mr. Fairlie’s
place of residence, on the lips of my strange
companion, staggered me with astonishment.

“Did you hear anybody calling after us
she askeri looking up and down the road
affrightedly, the instant I stopped.

“No, no. Iwas only struck by the name of
Limmeridee House—I heard it mentioned by
some Cumberland people a few days since.”

¢ Ah! not my pcop‘c‘ Mrs. Tairlie is dead;
and her husband is dead ; and their little girl
may be married and gone away by this time. 1
can’t say who lives at Limmeridge now. If
any more are left there of that name, I only
know I love them for Mrs. Fairlie’s sake.”

She seemed about to say more; but while she
was speaking, we came within view of the
turnpike, at the top of the Avenue-road. Her
hand tizhtened round my arm, and she looked
| anxiously at theigate before us.

{ “Is the turnpike man looking out?” she

-asked.

He was not looking-out'; no one else wasmear
the place when we passed through the gate.
The sight of the gas-lamps and houses seemed
fo agitate her, and to make her impatient.

% This is Tuondon,” she said. **Do you see
any carriage I can get ¥ I am dtired and
frightened. T wvant fo shut myself in, and be
driven away.”

I explained 4o her that we must walk a little
further o gef fo a cab-stand, unless we'were

fortunate enough to meet with an empty
vehicle ; and then tried ‘te resume the subject
of Cumberland. Tt wasuseless. That idea of
shutting herself in, and being driven away, had
now got full possession of her mind. She could
think and talk of nothing else.

We had hardly proceeded a third of 'the way
down the Avenue-road, when I saw a cab draw

['up at a house a few doors below us, on the op-

posite side of the way. A genfleman oot out
and let himself in at the garden door. T hailed
the cah, as the driver mounted the box again.
When we crossed the road, my companion’s im-
patience increased to sueh an exfent that she
almost foreed me to run.

« “It's so late,” she said.
hurry because it’s so late.”

I can’t take you, sir, if youw're mnot going
towards Tottenham-court-road,” said the driver,
civilly, when I opened the cab door. <My
horseis dead beat, and Tean’t get him no further
than the stable.”

“ Yes, yes. That will dofor me. T’mgoing
that way—I’'m going that way.” She spoke
with breathless eagerness, and pressed by me
into the cab.

I had assured myself that the man was sober
as well as civil, before I let her enier the vehicle.
And now, when she was seated inside, T entreated
Ler to let me see her set down safely at ler
destination.

“No, no, no,” she said, vehemently. “T’m
quite safe and quite happy now. TIf you are a
gentleman, remember your promise, et him
drive on, #ill I stop him. Thank you—oh!
thank you, thank you!”

My hand was on the cab door. She caught it
in hers, kissed i, and pushed it away. The cab
drove off at the same moment—I started info
the road, with some vague idea of stopping it
a%ain, T hardly knew why—hesitated from dread
of frightening and distressing her—called, af
last, but not loudly enough to attract the driver’s
atfention. The sound of the wheels grew fainter
in the distance—the cab melted info the black
shadows on ihe road—the woman in white was
gone.

“I am only in a

Ten minutes, or more, had passed. T was still
on the same side of the way; now mechanically
walking forward a few paces; now stopping
again absently. Af one moment, I found myselt
doubting the reality of my own adventure; at
another, [ was perplexed and distressed by an
uneasy sense of having done wrong, which yet
left me confusedly ignorant of how I could have
done right. I hardly knew where T was going,
or what I meanf to do next; I was conscious
of nothing but the confusion of my own
thoughts, when I was abruptly zecalled to
myself—awakened I might almost say—by the
sound of rapidly approaching wheels close be-
hind me.

I was on the dark side of the road, in the
thick shadow of some garden trees, when I
stopped to look round. On the opposite, and
lighter, side of the way, a-short distance below
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me, a policeman was strolling along in the
direction of the Regent’s Park.

The ecarriage passed me—an open chaise
driven by two men.

< Stop ! cried one.
Let’s ask him.”

The horse was instantly pulled up, a few yards
beyond the dark place where I stood.

“ Policeman " eried the first speaker. “Have
you seen a woman pass this way ¥’

# What sort of woman, sir?”’

# A woman in alavender-coloured gown——

“ No, no,” interposed the second man. *“The
clothes we gave her were found on her bed. She
must have gone away in the clothes she wore
when she came tous. Inwhite, policeman. A
woman in white.”’

“T haven’t seen her, sir,”

“Tf you, or any of your men meet with the
woman, stop her, and send her in careful keeping
to that address. DIl pay all expenses, and a fair
reward into the bargain.”

The policeman looked at the card that was
handed down fo him.

“Why are we to stop her, sir?
she done ¥

“Done! She has escaped from my Asylum.
Don’t forget: a woman in white. Drive on.”

“There’s a policeman.

What has

LOVED AND LOST.
#ICH MADE GELEET UND GELIERT.”

So you tell me Annie's dying, dying all for love of
me!

Spirits gone and beauty flying, cheek as pale as
flesh may be;

And you sue me for your sister, telling me I shall
repent, .

I shall mourn her when I've wmisséd her, when my
present rage is spent.

Mabel Durham, rage no longer fires my spirit, shakes
my frame;

There is yet a passion stronger, which I do not care
to name,

Deeper in its root than many which more rapidly
enslave :

Mabel, between me and Annie falls the shadow of a
grave !

Ellen Vaughan, her rank forgetting, promised to be-
come my bride ;

Every night the sun in setting saw me whispering
by her side—

Whispering 'mid her golden tresses, whispering in
her trellised ear.

Ah! those days which memory blesses.
days so dark and drear!

Ah! these

Loved we with a love so holy, so intense and so
entire,

Jealousy progressed but slowly, when she tried to
thin its fire;

We were heart, and heart together, love was unto
love avowed.

Hast thou marked the summer weather specked by
but one fleecy cloud?

That small clond was Annie’s raising. Ere its in-
fluence passed away,
I had marked Nell's bright eye glazing, seen her

lithe form turn to clay;

She who would have fronted danger, learned at
gossips' breath to pale,

She herself to doubt a stranger, sank beneath the
slanderer’s tale.

False and fickle then they called me, lightly wooing,
lightly won ;

Every woman’s eye enthralled me, but my heart was
caught by none ;

I had proffered vows to many, whom I since had
met with scorn; : .

I had whispered love to Annie, e’en while pledged to
Ellen Vaughan!

Lies prevailed, and Ellen faded. I was absent. When
I came,

But her closing eyes upbrdided, searce a word her
lips could frame;

All she said was meek and loving, prayer that sin
might be forgiven,

Not a sentence of reproving—peace on earth and
hope in Heaven. ‘

Ellen died, and then I learned it—Ilearned what said
the public liar!

Apger in my memory burned it, stamped it there in
words of fire!

Q'r her grave I swore detection, swift discovery of
the hand

Which had stabbed my life's affection, which my
death jn life had planned.

Soon I knew my false accuser; Mabel, now you know
her too.

Think you, e’en lest yvou should lose her, I could
e'er your sister woo ?

Vengeance I've foresworn; but never, to the latest
hour of life, ’

Could I venture to forgive her, dream of making her
my wife!

ITALTAN DISTRUST

Mg. GALLENGA, in his late work on Pied-
mont, referred to at page 461 of this journal,
has had the courage to tell his countrymen a
number of home truths, which, whatever may
be the frnit they are destined to bear, have
assuredly not increased his own popularity
amongst them, It is not at any time a ve
gracious task to comment upon the social life
and civilisation of a people; the moment chosen
for the present eriticism was peculiarly unhappy.
For a long time back it has been the halzwit
for all writers on Italy fo hold a cerfain
tone of compassionate pify for the people.
Compared with their great ancestors, whose
monuments stood around on every side, it was
not very difficult fo disparage them ; and it was
actually to satiety that we were told they were
riest-ridden, bigoted, superstitious, ignorant,
azy, and regardless of truth. The English
clergyman who passed his winter at Rome came
back full of the gross ignorance of the priest-
hood, their lax morals, and their infidelity. The
English polifician brought back stories of num-
berless atroeities in the administrative rule of the
eninsula—men arrested on mere hearsay, and
eft to rot out the remainder of life in a gaol. The
English sentimental tourist recorded his griefs
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