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MISS HALCOMBE'S NARRATIVE CONTINUED.

Jury 3.  Just as my hand was on the door of
my room, I heard Sir Percival’s voice calling to
me fiom be]gw. 3 ;

T must beg you to come down stairs again,
he said, ItgisyFosco’s fault, Miss Halcombe,
not mine. He has started some nonsensical
objection to his wife being one of the witnesses,
and has obliged me to ask you to join us in the
library.” :

I entered the room immediately with Sir
Percival. Laura was waiting by the writing-
table, twisting and furning her garden hat
uneasily in her hands. Madame Fosco sat near
her, in an arm-chair, imperturbably admiring
Ler husband, who stood by himself af the other
end of the library, picking off the dead leaves
from the flowers in the window.

The moment I appeared, the Count advanced
to meet me, and to offer his explanations.

A thousand pardons, Miss Halcombe,” he
said, “ You know the character which is given
to my countrymen by the English? We Italians
are all wily and suspicious %}y nature, in the
estimation of the good John Bull. Sef; me down,
if you please, as being no better than the rest of
my race. I am a wily Italian and a suspicious
Ttalian. You have thought so yourself, dear
lady, have you not? Well! it 1s part of my
wiliness and” part of my suspicion fo object to
Madame Fosco being a witness to Lady Glyde’s
signature, when T am also a witness myself.”

“ There is not the shadow of a reason for his
objection,” interposed Sir Percival. “I have
explained to him that the law of England allows
Madame Fosco to witness a signature as well as
her husband.”

“T admit it,” resumed the Count. *The
law of England says, Yes—but the conscience of
Fosco says, No.” He spread ouf his fat fingers
on the bosom of his blouse, and bowed solemnly,
asif he wished to introduce his conscience to us
all, in the character of an illustrious addition fo
the society. < What this document which Lad
Glyde is about to sign, may be,” he continued,
“fneither know nor desire fo know. T only
say this: circumstances may happen in the
future which may oblige Percival, or his repre-
sentatives, to appeal to the two witnesses; in
which case it is certainly desirable that those

»

witnesses should represent two opinions which
are perfectly independent the one of the other,
This cannot be if my wife signs as well as myself,
because we have but one opinion befween us,
and that opinion is mine. I will not have if cast
in my teeth, at some future day, that Madame
Fosco acted under my coercion, and was, in
plain fact, no witness at all. I speak in Perci-
val’s interests when I propose that my name
shall appear (as the nearest friend of the hus-
band), and your name, Miss Halcombe (as the
nearest friend of-the wife). Tam a Jesuit, if you
please to think so—a splitter of straws—a man
of trifles and crotchets and seruples—but you
will humour me, I hope, in merciful considera-
tion for my suspicious ]itn.lian character, and my
uneasy Italian conscience.” He bowed again,
stepped back a few paces, and withdrew his con-
science from our society as politely as he had
introduced it. .

The Count’s seruples might have been ho-
nourable and reasonable enough, but there was
something in his manner of expressing them
which increased my unwillingness to be con-
cerned in the business of the signature. No
consideration of less importance than my con-
sideration for Laura, would have induced me fo
consent to be a witness at all. One look, how-
ever, ab her anxions face, decided me to risk
anything rather than desert her. _

“T will readily remain in the room,” T said.
“ And if T find no reason for starting any small
seruples, on my side, you may rely on me as a
witness.” -

Sir Percival looked at me sharply, as if he
was about to say something. But, at the same
moment, Madame Fosco attracted his attention
by rising from her chair. She had caught her
husband’s eye, and had evidently received her
orders to leave the room.

“You needn’t go,” said Sir Percival.

Madame Fosco looked for her orders again,
got them again, said she would prefer leaving
us to our business, and resolutely walked out.
The Count lit a eigarette, went back to the
flowers in the window, and puffed little jets of
smoke at the leaves, in a state of the dJeepcst
anxiety-about killing the insects.

Meanwhile, Sir Percival unlocked a cupboard
beneath one of the hookcases, and produced
from it a piece of parchment folded, longwise,
many times over. He placed it on the table,
opened the last fold only, and kept his hand on

VoL, 1L

45

= -




F 430 [March3,1860.]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

fConducted by

therest. The last fold displayed a strip of blank
parchment with little wafers stuck on.it ab cer-
tain plages. 'Every line of fhe writing was!
hidden in the part svhich he still held folded up
under his ]luui Lanra and I looked at eac
other. Her face was pale—bat it showed no
indecision and no fear,

Sir Percival dipped a pen inink,-and handed
it to his wife. 2

“ Sign yourname, there,” he said, pointing to
the place. “You and Fosco are to sign after-
wards, Miss Halecombe, opposite those two
wafers. Come here, Fosco! witnessing a sig-
nature is not to be done hy mooning out of
window and smoking into the flowers.”

The Counf threw away his mﬁnrcttc, and
joined us at the table, with his hands  carelessly
thrust into the searlet belf of his blouse, and his
eyes steadily fixed on Sir Percival’s face. Laura,
who was en the other side of her hushand, with
the pen in her hand, looked at him, too. He
stood between them, holding the folded pareh-
ment down firmly on the table, and glancin
across at me, as I sat opposite to him,with sue
a sinister mixture of suspicion and embarrass-
ment in his face, that he looked more like a
Brisoncr at the bar than a gentleman in his own

ouse.

 Sign there,” he repeated, turning suddenly
on Laura, and pointing once more to the place
on the parchment,

“TWhat is it I am to sign?” she asked,
quietly.

T have no time fo explain,” he answered.
“The dog-cart is at the door; and I must go
directly. Besides, if T 'had time, you wouldn’t
understand. It is a purely formal document—
full of 1eé'§lmtechnicaiit-ies, and all that sort of
thing. e! come! sign your name, and let
s hive dtlalue as Toon alfn possihﬁe.”l

T ought surely to know what I am signing,
Sir Perzﬁ'a], before T write my name # :

“Nonsense! What have women to dowith
business? I tell you again, you can’t under-
stand it.”

“At any rate, let me try to understand it.
Whenever Mr. Gilmore had any business for me
to do, he always explamed it, first; .and I
always understood him.”

“T dare say he did. He was your servant,
and was obliged to explain. Tam your husband,
and am zof obliged. How much longer do you
mean to keep me here? 1 tell you again, there
is no time for reading anything : the dog-cart is
waiting at the door. ‘Once for all, will you sign,
or will you not #’ i

She still had the pen in her hand; but she
made no approach to signing ler name with it.

“If my signature Eledges me ‘to anything,”
she said, “surely, T have some claim to kuow
what that pledge is £

He lifted up the parchment, and struck it
angrily on the table.

“Speak out !” he said, ¢ You were always
famous for felling the truth. Never mind Miss
Halcomhe: never mind Fosco—say, in plain
terms, you distrust me.”

The Count took one of his hands out of his
belt, and laid it on Sir Percival's shoulder. Sir
Percival sheok:it toff drritably. The Count put
it on again with wnrufiled g

Control your unfortunate temper, Pereival,”
he said. “"]zady Glyde is right.”

“ Right I”” eried Sir Percival.
in distrusting her husband 1

“If is unjust and crnel to accuse me of dis-
trusting you,” said Laura. ** Ask Marian if I
am not justified -inwanting to Imow what this
writing requires of me, before I sign it

“1 won’t have any appeals made to Miss Hal-
combe,” retorted Sir '%ercival. “Miss Hal-
combe has nothing/to do/with the mafter.”

I had not spoken hitherto, and T would much
rather not have spoken now. But the expression
of distress in Laura’s face when she turned it
towards me, and the insolent injustice ‘of her
husband’s eonduct, left me no ‘other alternative
than to give my opinion, for her sake, as soonas
Inwas asked for it. A :

“ Exeuse'me, Sir Percival,” T said—“but, as
one of the witnesses to the signature, I venture
to think that I Jeve something to do with the
matter. Laura's objection seems ‘to me ‘to he
a perfectly fair one; and, speaking for myself
only, Ircanmot assume the responsibility of ‘wit-
‘nessing “her signature, unless she first under-
stands what the writing is which you wish her
tosign.”

“A cool declavation, upon my soul!” ecried
SirPercival. ““The next time you invite yourself
toa man’s house, Miss Haleombe, I recommend
yow mot to repay his hospitality by taking his
wife's side against him in a matter'that doesn’t.
coneern’ you,”

I started to my feet as suddenly as if he had
struck me. /If tha& been a 'man, T would have
knocked him down on ‘the threshold of his own
door, and have left his house, ‘never, on any
rearthly consideration, ‘to enterif again. But T
was only a woman—and I loved his wife so
dearly !

Thank: Ged, that faithful love helped me, and
I'sat down again, without saying a word. She
knew what T had suffered and what 1 had sup-
pressed. She ran round to me, with the fears
streaming from her eyes. Oh, Marian " she
whispered softly. *“If my mother had been
alive, she could have doneno'more for me!”

“Come back and sign!” cried ‘Sir Percival,
from the other side of ‘the table.

* Shall 12 she asked in my ear; ““I will, if
you tell me.” &

“No,” Lanswered. * Theright and the truth
are with yon—sign nothing, unless you have
vead it first?

* Come bhack and sign!”’ 'he reiterated, in his
loudest and angriest tones.

The Count, who had watched Laura and me
with @ close and silent attention, interposed: for
the second time.

“Percival | he said. “*T remember that T
am-in the presence of Jadies. Be gnod enough,
if -mu-lgalease, to remember it, too.”

Bir Percival turned on him, speechless with

“A wife right
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passion. The Count’s firm hand slowly tightened

1ts grasp on his shoulder, and the Count’s steady

voice quietly repeated, “Be good enough, if
ou please, to remember it, to0.”

They both looked at each other. Sir Per-
cival slowly drew his shoulder from wunder
the Count’s hand; slowly turned his face away
from the Count’s eyes; doggedly looked down
for a little while at the pa.rc:imeut on the table ;
and then spoke, with the sullen submission of a
tamed animal, rather than the hecoming resigna-
tion of a convineed man.

“T don’t want to offend anybody,” he said.
¢ Buf my wife’s obsfinacy is enough to fry the
patience of a samt, I have told her this is
merely a formal document—and what more can
she want ? You may say what you please; but
it is no part of a woman’s duty to set her hus-
hand at Eeﬁancc. Once more, Lady ‘Glyde, and
for the last time, will you sign or will younot £

TLaura returned to his side of the table, and
took up the pen again.

« T will sign with pleasure,” she said, “if you
will only treat me as a responsible being.
care little what saerifice is required of me, if if
x'lll affect no one else, and lead to no ill ve-

ts_,)

“ Who talked of a sacrifice being required of
you ** he broke in, with a half:suppressed re-
turn of his former violence.

T only meant,” she resumed, * that I would
refuse no concession which I could honourably
make. If I have a seruple about signing my
name to anengagement of which I know nothing,
why should you visit it on me so severely? It
is rather hard, T think, to treat Count Fosco’s
scruples so much more indulgently than you
have treated mine.”’

This unfortunate, yet most natural, réference
to the Count’s extraordinary power over her
husband, indirect as it was, set Sir Percival’s
smouldering temper on fire again in an instant.

¢ Seruples | he repeated. * Fowr scruples !
It is rather late in the day for you fo he seru-
pulous. I should have thought you had got
over all weakness of that sort, when you made
a yirtue of necessity by marrying me.”

The instant he spoke those words, Laura
threw down the pen—looked af him with an ex-
pression in her eyes, which, throughout all my
experience of her, I had never seen in them be-
fore—and turned her back on him in dead silence.

This strong expression of the most open and
the most bitter contempt, was so entirely unlike
herself, so utterly out of her character, that it
silenced us all. There was something hidden,
beyond a doubt, under the mere surface-brutalif,
of the words which her husband had just adi-r
dressed to her. There was some lurking insult
beneath them, of which T was wholly ignorant,
but which had left the mark of its profanation
so plainly on her face that even a stranger might
‘have seen if.

The Count, who was no stranger, saw it as
distinefly as I did. When [ left my chair to
join Laura, T heard him whisper under his breath
to Sir Percival: “You idiot!”

Laura walked before me to the door as T
advaneed ; ‘and, at the same time, her hushand
spoke to her once more.

_ Yo positively refuse, then, to give me your
signature " hesaid, in the altered tone of aman
who was conscious thatshe had let his own licence
of language seriously injure him,

 After what you have said tome,” she re-
plied, firmly, © T refuse my signature until I have
read every line in that parchment from the first
word to the last. Come away, Marian, we have
remained here long enough.”

# One moment |”* interposed the Connt, before
Sir Percival could speak again—one moment,
Lady Glyde, T implore you!”

Liaura would have left the room without no-
ticing him ; but I stopped her.

“Don’t make an enemy of the Count I’ I
whispered. * Whatever you do, don’t make an
enemy of the Count !”

She yielded to me. Iiclosed the door again;
and we stood near if, waiting. Sir Percival sat
down at the table, with his elbow on the folded

T | parchment, and his head resting on his clenched

fist. The Count stood between us—master of
the dreadful posifion inwhich we were placed,
as he was master of everything else.

“ Lady Glfrde,” he said, with a gentleness
which seemed to address itself to our forlorn
sifuation instead of to ourselves, “pray pardon
me, if T venture to offer oneé suggestion; and
pray believe that T speak out of my profound
respect and my friendly regard for the mistress
of this house.” He turned sharply towards Sir
Percival. *Is it absolutely mnecessary,” he
asked, “{fhat this thing here, under your élbow,

should be-signed to-day 77

It is necessary to my plans and wishes,” re-
plied the other, sulkily. “But that considera-
ition, -as you may have noticed, has no inflnence
with Lady Glyde.”

“ Answer my plain question, plainly. Can
the husiness of the sienature be put off till to-
morrow—JYes, or No

¢ Yes—il you will have it so.”

“ Then, what are you wasting your time for,
here ! Let the signature wail till to-morrow—
let it wait fill you come back.” !

Slir Percival looked up with a frown and an
oath.

“You are taking a fone with we that I don’t
like,” he said, “ A tone I won’t bear from any
man.”

T am advising you for your good,” returned
the Count, with a smile of quiet contempt.
“ Give yourself fime; give Lady Glyde time.
Have you forgotten fhat your dog-cart is wait-
ing at the door ? My tone surprises you—ha ?
1 dare say it does—it is the tone of a man who
can keep his temper. How many doses of good
advice have T given you in my time? More
than you can count. Have I ever been wrong ?
I defy you to quote me an instance of it. Go!
take your drive. The matter of the signature
can wait fill to-morrow. Tet ib wait —and
renew it when you come back.”

Sir Percival hesitated, and looked at his watch,
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His anxiety about the secret journey which he
was to take that day, revived by the Count’s
words, was now evidently disputing possession of
his mind with his anxiety to obtain Laura’s
signature. He considered for a little while; and
then got up from his chair,

“Jt is easy to argue me down,” he said,
“when I have no time to answer you. I will
take your advice, Foseco—not because I want it,
or believe in it, but because I can’t stop here any
longer.” He paused, and looked rou.utf darkly at
his wife. “If you don’t give me your signature
when I come back to-morrow——!” The rest
was lost in the noise of his opening the book-
case cupboard again, and IOijngh];p the parch-
ment once more. He took his hat and gloves
off the table, and made for the door. Laura
and I drew back to let him pass. “Remember
to-morrow !’ he said to his wife; and went out.

We waited to give him time to cross the hall,
and drive away. The Count approached us
while we were standing near the door. «

“You have just seen Percival at his worst,
Miss Halcombe,” he said.  As his old friend,
T am sorry for him-and ashamed of him. As
his old friend, I promise you that he shall not
break out to-morrow in the same disgraceful
manner in which he has broken out to-day.”

Laura had taken my arm while he was speak-
ing, and she pressed it significantly when he had
done. It would have been a hard trial to any
woman to stand by and see the office of apologist
for her husband’s misconduet quietly assumed
by his male friend in her own house—and it was
a hard trial to fer. Tthanked the Count eivilly,
and led her out. Yes! I thanked him: for I
felt already, with a sense of inexpressible help-
lessness and humiliation, that it was either his in-
terest or his caprice to make sure of my con-
tinuing to reside at Blackwater Park; and I
knew, after Siv Percival’s conduet to me, that
without the support of the Count’s influence, T
could not hope to remain there. His influence,
the influence of all others that I dreaded most,
was actually the one tie which now held me to
Laura in the hour of her utmost need!

We heard the wheels of the dog-cart crash-
ing on the gravel of the drive, as we came out
info the halﬁ Sir Percival had started on his
journey.

“Where is he going to, Marian ?”’ Laura
whispered. * Every fresh thing he does, seems
to terrify me about the future. Have you any
suspieions £

After what she had undergone that morning,
I was unwilling to tell her my suspicions.

“ How should I know his secrets,” I said,
evasively.

1 wonder if the housekeeper knows ? she
persisted.

# Certainly not,” T replied.
quite as ignorant as we are.”

Laura shook ler head deubtfully.

# Did you not hear from the housekeeper that
there was a report of Amme Catherick having
been seen in this neighbourhood? Don’t you
think he may have gone away to look for her £

“ She must be

T would ratler compose myself, Laura, by
not thinking about it, at all; and, after what
has happened, you had better follow my e 1

mple.
Come 1mnto my room, and rest and quiet vourself
a little.” ’

We sat down together close fo the window,
and let the fragrant summer air breathe over our
faces.

“] am ashamed to look at you, Marian,” she
said, “after what you submitted to down stairs,
for my sake. Ob, my own love, T am almost
heart-broken, when Iythink of it! But I will
try to make it up to you—I will indeed !’

 Hush ! husl?!” 1 replied; “don’t talk so.
What is the trifling mortification of my pride
compared to the dreadful sacrifice of your hap-
piness ?”

“You heard what he said to me?’ she went
on, quickly and vehemently.  You heard the
words—but you don’t know what they meant—
you don’t know why I threw down the pen and
turned my back on him.”> She rose in sudden
agitation, and walked about the room. “T
have kept many things from your knowledge,
Marian, for fear of distressing you, and making
you unhappy at the outset of our new lives.
You don’t know how he hasused me. And yet,
you ought to know, for you saw how he used
me t&fiﬁt}'. You heard him sneer at my pre-
suming to be scrupulous ; you heard him say T
had made a virtue of necessity in marrying
him.” She sat down again; her face ﬂushnea
deeply, and her hands twisted and twined to-
gether in her lap. I can’t tell you about i,
now,” she said ; “T shall burst out erying if T
tell you now—later, Marian, when T am more
sure of myself. My poor head aches, darling—
aches, aches, aches. Where is your smelling-
bottle? Let me talk to you about yourself. I
wish I had given him my signature, for your sake.
Shall I give it to him, to-morrow? I would
rather compromise myself than compromise you.
After your taking my part against him, he will
lay all the blame on you, if T refuse again, What
shall we do? Ob, for a friend to Tlelp us and
advise us !—a friend we could really trust !”

She sighed bitterly. T saw in her face that
she was thinking of Hartright—saw it the more
plainly beeause her last words had set me think-
ing of him, too. In six months only from her
marriage, we wanted the faithful service he had
offered to us in his farewell words. How little
T once thought that we should ever want it at
all !

“We must do what we can to help ourselves,”
I said. “Let us fry to talk it over calmly,
Laura—Ilet us do all in our power fo decide for
the best.”

Putting what she knew of her husband’s
embarrassments, and what I had heard of his
conversation with the lawyer, together, we ar-
rived necessarily ab the conclusion that the
parchment in the library had been drawn up for
the purpose of borrowing money, and that
Laura’s signature was absolutely necessary to
fit it for the attainment of Sir Percival’s object.

The second question, concerning the nature
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of the legal contract by which the money was
to be obtained, and the degree of personal re-
sponsibility to which Laura might subject her-
self if she signed it in the dark, involved consi-
derations which lay far beyond any knowledge
and experience that either of us possessed. My
own convictions led me to believe that the
hidden contents of the parchment concealed a
transactionof the meanest andthemostfraudulent

nd.

I had not formed this conclusion in con-
sequence of Sir Percival’s refusal to show the
writing, or o explain it; for that refusal might
well have mceeged from his obstinate disposi-
tion and his domineering temper alone. My
sole motive for distrusting his honesty, spran
from the change which I had observed i
1 and his manners at Blackwater Park,
a change which convinced me that he had been
acting a part throughout the whole period of
his probation at Limmeridge House. His ela-
borate delicacy; his ceremonious politeness,
which harmomsed so agreeably with Mr. Gil-
more’s old-fashioned notions; his modesty with
Laura, his candour with me, his moderation with
Mr. Fairlie—all these were the artifices of a
mean, cunning, and brutal man, who had dropped
his disguise when his practised duplicity had
gained its end, and lla:f openly shown himself
n the library, on that very day. I say nothing
of the grief which this discovery caused me
on Laura’s account, for it is not to be expressed
by any words of mine. I only refer to it at all,
because it decided me to oppose her signing the

+ parchment, whatever the consequences might
Ee, unless she was first made acquainted with
the contents.

Under these circumstances, the one chance
for us, when to-morrow came, was to be provided
with an objection to giving the signature, which
might rest on sufficiently firm commereial or
legal grounds to shake Sir Percival’s resolution,
and to make him suspect that we two women
understood the laws and obligations of business
as well as himself.

After some pondering, I determined to write
to the only honest man within reach whom we
could trust to help us disereetly, in our forlorn
situation. That man was Mr. Gilmore’s partner
—who conducted the business, now that our old
friend had been obliged to withdraw from it,
and to leave London on account of his health.
I explained to Laura that I had Mr. Gilmore’s
own authority for placing implicit confidence
in his partner’s integrity, discretion, and accurate
knowledge of all her affairs ; and, with her full
approval, I sat down at once to write the letter.

I began by stating our position to him exactly
as it was; and then asked for his advice in re-
turn, expressed in plain, downright terms which
we cou1[:1 comprehend without any danger of
misinterpretations and mistakes. My letter was
as short as I could possibly make it, and was, I
hope, unencumbered by needless apologies and
needless details.

Just as T was about to put the address on the
envelope, an obstacle was discovered by Laura,

which, in the effort and preoccupation of writing,
had escaped my mind altogether.

 How are we to get the answer in time?” she
asked. “ Your letter will not be delivered in
London before to-morrow morning; and the
post will not bring the reply here till the morn-
ing after.”

The only way of overcoming this difficulty
was to have the answer brought to us from the
lawyer’s office by a special messenger. I wrote
a postscript to that effect, begging that the
messenger might be despatched with the repl
by the eleven o’clock morning frain, which
would bring him to our station at twenly
minutes past one, and so enable him to reach
Blackwater Park by two o’clock at the latest.
He was to be directed to ask for me, fo answer
no questions addressed to him by any one else,
and to deliver his letter into no hands but mine.

“TIn case Sir Percival should come back to-
morrow before two o’clock,” I said io Laura,
“the wisest plan for you to adopt is to be out
in the grounds, all the morning, with your book
or your work, and not to appear at the house
till the messenger has had time to arrive with
the letter. I will wait here for him, all the
morning, to guard against any misadventures or
mistakes. By following this arrangement I
hope and believe we shall avoid being taken by
surprise. Let us go down to the drawing-room
now. We may excite suspicion if we remain
shut up together too long.”

“ Suspicion #’ she repeated. “ Whose sus-
ficion can we excite, now that Sir Percival has
eft. the house? Do you mean Count Fosco

* Perhaps I do, Laura.”

“You are begimning to dislike him as much
as I do, Marian.”

“No; not to dislike him. Dislike is always,
more or less, associated with contempt—I can
see nothing in the Count to despise.”

“You are not afraid of him, are you ?”’

“ Perhaps I am—a little.”

¢ Afraid of him, after his interference in our
favour to-day !””

“Yes. I am more afraid of his interference,
than I am of Sir Percival’s violence. Remem-
ber what I said to you in the library. Whatever
you do, Laura, don’t make an enemy of the
Count !”

We went down stairs. Laura entered the
drawing-room; while I proceeded across the
hall, with my letter in my hand, fo put it info
the post-bag, which hung against the wall oppo-
site to me.

The house door was open; and, as [ crossed
past if, I saw Count Fosco and his wife standing
talking together on the steps outside, with their
faces turned towards me.

The Countess came into the hall, rather
hastily, and asked if I had leisure enough for
five minutes’ private conversation. Feeling a
little surprised by such an appeal from such a
person, I put my letter into t.Ee bag, and replied
that T was quite at her disposal. She took my
arm with unaccustomed friendliness and fami-
liarity ; and instead of leading me into an empty
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room, drew me out with her to the belt of furf
which surrounded the large fish-pond.

As we passed the Count on the steps, he
bowed an(f smiled, and then wentat once into
the house ; pushing the hall-door to: after him,
but not actually closing it.

The Countess walked me gently round the
fish-pond. I expected fo be made t e.de&]omtary
of some extraordinary confidence; and I was

astonished to find that Madame Foseo’s: com-
munication for my private ear was nothing mare
than a polite assurance of her sympathy for me;
after what: had hﬂn ned in: the library. Her
husband had: tol -Il)far- of all that had: passed,
and. of the insolent: manner in which Sir Percival
had spoken to me: This information had so
shocked and: distressed her; on. my account and
on: Laura’s;, that she had made up her mind, if
anything of the: sort hapPened again, to mark
her semse of Sir' Percival’s outrageous: conduct
by leaving the house. The Count had approved
of her idea, and shemow hoped that I approved
of it, teo.

I thought this a very strange proeeeding: on

the part of such a remarkably reserved woman|

as Madame Fosco—especially after the inter-
change of sharp speeches which. had passed. be-
tween us during the conversation in the boafs
house; on that very moming. However, it was
my plain duty to meet a polite and iriendlﬁ
advance, on the part. of one of my elders, wit
a polite and friendly reply. I answered the
Countess, accordingly, in her own tone; and
then, thinking we had said all that was necessary
on either side, made. an attempt to. get back to.
the house.

But Madame Fosco seemed resolved not to
part with me, and, to my unspeakable amaze-
ment;, resolved also to talk.. Hitherto, the most
silent of women, she now persecuted me with
fluent conventionalities on the subject of married
life, on the subject of Sir Percival and TLaura,
on the subject of her own happiness; on: the
subject of the late Mry., Fairlie’s conduct to
her in the matter of her legacy, and. on half a
dozen other subjects besides, until she had de-
tained me, walking round and round the fish-
pond. for more than half an hour, and hadi
quite wearied me out. Whether she dis-
covered this, or nof, I cannot say, but she:
stopped as abruptly as she had begun—looked
towards the house door—resumed her icy manner
in a moment—and. dropped. my arm of her own
accord, before I could think of an excuse for
accomplishing my own release from her.

As_,f pushed open the door, and entered the
hall, T }ound. myself suddenly face to face with
the Count again. He was just putting a letter
into the post-bag.

After he had dropped it in, and had closed the
bag, he asked me where I had left Madame
Fosco., I told him; and he went ouf at thehall
door, immediately, to join his wife. His manner,
when he spoke to me, was so unusnally quiet and
subdued that I turned and looked after him,
wondering if he were ill or out of spirits.

‘Why my next proceeding was to go straight

up to the post-bag, and take out my own letter,

and look at it aghin, with a vagne distrust on
me; and why the locking at it for the second
time instantly suggested the idea to my mind
of sealing the envelope for its greater security
—are mysteries which are either too deep or
too shallow for me fo fathom. Women, as
everybody knows, constantly act on impulses
which they cannot explain even to themselves ;
and I can only suppose that one of those impulses
was the hidden cause of my unaccountable con-
duct on this oecasion. .

Whatever influence animated me, I. found
cause to congratulate myself on having obeyed
it as soon as I prepared to seal the letter
inmy own room. I had ori%'imlly closed the
envelope, in the usual way, by moistening the
adhesive point and pressing it on fhe paper
beneath; and, when I now tried it with my
finger; after a lapse of full three-quarters of an
hour, the envelope opened on the instant, without
sticking or tearing. Perhaps I had fastened it
insufficiently ? Perhaps there might have been
some defeetin the adhesive gum ?

Or, perhaps—No! it Is quite revolting
enough to feel that third conjecture stirring in
my mind. I wouldrather not see it confronting

‘me, in plain: black and: white,

1 almost dread to-morrow—so much depends
on my diseretion and self-control. There are
two precautions, at all events, which T am sure
not to forget. One: of them is, to keep up
friendly appearances with the Count; and the
other to be well on my guard, when the messen-
ger from the office comes here with the answer
to my letter:

TURKISH. PRISONS.

Oxgy, last night T was miles away, in a lonel:
bay of the Sea of Marmora, listening to th);
hoatmen’s self-encouraging: shout of * Allah!”
and watehing the sea: boil info white dripping

fire, as the strong oars dipped simultaneously in

the phoz}ihorgrscan.t water.. To-day I am safe in
\Galata, drinking Scoich ale for luncheon, af a

downright British store, and discussing Burns’s:
songs with. a. discontented Glasgow man, Mac:

Phun, who is. a humorist upon compulsion, and
famous for his “wut” (among s, country-
men). Suddenly an Armenian porter comes
for me from tllC?Bank, and, going there;, I find
Grimani, the dragoman to the Kamischatka
embassy, and Dr. Opinkoff, the Russian. doctor,,
a blunt, kindly, sagacious, man, and my special
ally in the land of turbans. They are holdin
a great. palaver about.the state of the Turkis%
risons, and, the necessity of some:reform. Dr.
pinkoff and Grimani are just setting out for:
the Bagnio, the prison of the galley slaves, the
horrid den of wickedness, so vigorously depieted
in that oft-read novel. of my youth, Anastasius,
to the truth of which clever book every resi-
dent in the Bast has testified. The doctor is
obliged to pay a periodical visit to this hell upon
earth, to report upon any Russian subject who
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