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THE WOMAN IN WHITE.
——
MR. PATRLIE'S NARRATIVE CONCLUDED.

Ts it necessary to say what my first impression
was, when I looked af my visitor’s card ? Surely
not? My sister having marrvied a foreigner,
there was but one impression that any man in
his senses could possibly feel. Of dourse the
Count had come to borrow money of me. :

“ Louis,” I said, “do you think he would go
away, if you giave him five shillings

Louis looked quite shocked. He surprised
me inexpressibly, by declaring that my sister’s
foreign husband was dressed superbly, and
looked the picture of prosperity. Under these
circumstances, my first impression altered to a
certain extent. I now took it for granted, that
the Count had matrimonial difficulties of his
own to contend with, and that he had come, like
the rest of the family, to cast them all on my
shoulders.

“Did he mention his business ¥’ I asked.

“* Count Fosco said he had come here, sir, be-
cause Miss Halcombe was unable to leave Black-
water Park.”

Fresh troubles, appargntly. Not exaetly his
own, as I had supposed, but dear Marian’s. Tt
made very little difference. Troubles, any way.
Oh dear!

“ Show him in,” I said, resignedly.

The Count’s first appearance really startled
me. He was such an alarmingly larze person,
that T quite irembled. 1 felt cerfain that he
would shake the floor, and knock down my ari-
ireasures. He did neither the one nor the
other. He was refreshingly dressed in summer
costume ; his manner was delightfully self-pos-
sessed and quiet—he had a charming smile. My
first impression of him was highly favourable. It
is not creditable to my penetration—as the se-
quel will show—to acknowledge this; but T am
a naturally candid man, and I do acknowledge if,
notwithstanding.

“Allow me to present myself, Mr. Fairlie,”
he said.  *I come from Blackwater Park, and
I have the honour and the happiness of being
Madame Fosco’s husband. Let me take my
first, and last, advantage of that circumstance,
by entreating you not fo make a stranger of me.
I beg you will not disturb yourself—I beg you
will not move.”

* You are very good,” T replied. < T.wish I

L4

was strong enough to gef up. Charmed to see
you af Limmeridge. Please take a chair.”?

“I am afraid you are suffering to-day,” said
the Count.

“Asusnal,” T said. “I am nothing but a
bundle of nerves dressed up to look like a man.”

“I have studied many subjeets in my time,”
remarked this sympathetic person. ¢ Among
others, the inexhaustible subject of nerves. May
I make a suggestion, at once the simplest and
the most profound ?  Will you let me alter the
light in your room p”

¢ Certainly—if you will be so very kind as
not to let any of il in on me.”

He \ralkecf to the window. Such a contrast

his movements !

“Light,” he said, in that delightfully confi-
dential tone which is so soothing to an invalid;
“is the first essential. Light stimulates, nou-
rishes, preserves. You ean no more do without
it, Mr. Fairlie, than if you were a flower.
Observe. Here, where you sit, I close the
shutters, to compose you, There, where you do
ot sif, T draw up the blind and let in the in-
vigorating sun. Admit the light into your room,
if you cannot bear it on yourself. Laght, six, is
the grand decree of Providence. You. acecept
Providence with your own restrictions. Aceept
Light—on the same terms.”

I thought this very convincing and attentive.
He liad taken me in—up to that point about the
light, he had certainly taken me 1n.

*“You see me confused,” he said, refurning to
his place—* on my word of honour, Mr, Fairlie,
you see me confused in your presence.” .

“Shocked to hear it, T am sure. May I in-
quire why ¢

“ Sir, can I enter this room (where you sit a
sufferer), and see you surrounded by these ad-
mirable objects of Art, without discovering that
you are a man whose feelings are acufely im-
pressionable, whose sympathies are perpetually
alive? Tell me, can I do this

If T had been strong enough to sit up in my

strong enough, I smiled my acknowledgments
instead. It did just as well ; we both understood
one another.

“ Pray follow my train of thought,” continued
the Count. “T sit here, a man of refined sym-
pathies myself, in the presence of another man
of refined sympathies also. I am conscious of a

to dear Marian! so extremely considerate in all

chair, T should of course have bowed. Not being
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terrible necessity for lacerating those sympathies,
by referring to domestic events of a very melan-
choly kind. What is the inevitable consequence ?
I have done myself the hongur of Pointi.ng it
out to you, already. T sit eonfused.”

Was it at this point that T began fo suspect
he was going to bore me ? T rather think if was,

“Is it absolutely necessary to refer fo these
wipleasant matters® T inquired. “In our
]lOlI‘IL!l_:F; Tinglish plirase, Count: Faseo, won’t they

keep P

’I];le Count, with the most alarming solemnity,
sighed and shook his head.

“Must I really hear them P2

He shrugged his shoulders (it was the first
foreign thing he had done, since he had been in
the room) ; and looked at me in an unpleasantly

enctrating manner. My instinets told me that
E had better close my eyes. I obeyed my
instinets,

“Please, break it gently,” I pleaded. ¢ Any-
body dead 7

“Dead !” cried the Count, with unnecessary
foreign fievceness.  “ Mr. Fairlie! your national
composure terrifies me. In the name of Heaven,
what have T said, or done, to make you think
me the messenger of death #”

“Pray accept my apologies,” I answerad.
““You have said amf done nothing. T make it
a tule, in these distressing cases, always to
anticipate the worst. It breaks the blow, by
meeting it half way, and so on. Inexpressibly
relicved, I am sure, to hear that nobody is dead.
Anybody ill

f opened my eyes, and looked at him. Was
he very yellow, when he came in? or had he
turned very yellow, in the last minute or twao?
I really can’t say; and I can’t ask Touis, be-
cause he was nof in the room at the fime.

“Anybody ill?” T vepeated ; observing that

| my national composure still appeared to affect

ki,

“That is part of my bad news, My, Fairlie.
Yes. Somebody is ill.”

“ Grieved, I am sure. Which of them is it ?”

“To my profound sarrow, Miss Haleombe.
Perhaps JoR. Harn in some degree prepared to
hear this? Perhaps, when you found that Miss
Halecombe did not come here by herself, as you
proposed, and did not write a second time, your
affectionate anxiety may have made you fear that
she was 1118

I have no douht my affectionate anxiety had
led to that, melancholy apprelension, at some
time or other ; but, af the moment, my wretched
memory entirely failed o remind me of the eir-
cumstance. However, I said, Yes, in justice to
myself. T was much shocked. It was so very
uncharacferistic of such a robust person as dear
Marian to b3 ill, that I eould only supposo she
had met with an accident. A horse, or a false
step on the stairs, or something of that sort.

“Is it serious 2 T asked.

“ Serions—beyond a_doubt,” he replied.
*“ Dangerous—I hope and trust not, Miss Hal-
combe u.nhapf)ily exposed herself to be wetted
through by a heavy rain. The cold that followed

was of an aggravated kind; and it has now
bl‘%t;%ht with if the worst consequence—Fever.”
en L heard theword, Fever, and when I
remembered, at the same moment, that the un-
scrupulous person who was now addressing me
had just come from Blackwater Park, T thought
I should have fainted on the spot.
 Good. God ! I said.  “Ts it infectious ¥
“ Not at present,” he answered, with detest-
able: composure, Tt may turn to infection—
but no such deplorable complication had taken
place when I left Blackwater Park. T have felt

‘the deepest interest in the case, Mr. Fairlie—I

have endeavoured to assist the regular medical
attendant in watching it—aceept my personal
assurances of the uninfecfions nature of the
fever, when I last saw it.”

Accept' his assurances! T never was farther
from aceepting anything in my life. 1 would
not have helieved him on his oath. He was too
yellow to be helieved. He looked like a walking-
West-Indian-epidemic. He was big enouglhi {o
carry typhus by the ton, and to dye the very
carpet he walked on with scarlet fever. In cer-
tain emergencies, my mind is remarkably soon
L\}ade up. Linstantly determined to get rid of

m.

“ You will kindly exense an invalid,” T said—
“but long conferences of any kind invariably
upset me. May L beg fo know exaetly what
the abjeet is to which T am indebted for the
honour of your visit #

I fervently hoped that this remarkably broad
hint would throw him off his balance—ecanfuse
him—zeduee him to polite apologies—in short,
gef him out of the room. On the contrary, it
only settled him in his chair. He beeame addi-
tionally solemn and dignified and confidential.
He held up two of his horrid fingers, and gave
me eznother of his unpleasantly penetrating
looks. What was I to,do? I was not sirong
enough to quarrel with him. Conceive my
situation, if yon please. Is language adequate
to deseribe it? I think not.

“The objeets of my visit,” he went on, quite
irrepressibly, “are numbered on my fingers.
They are two. First, I come to bear my festi-
mony, with profound sorrow, to the lamentable
disagreements between Sir Percival and Lady
Glyge. I am Sir Percival’s oldest friend; Tam
related to Lady Glyde by marviage; I am an
eye-witness of all that has happened at Blaek-
water Park, In those three capacities I speak
with authority, with confidence, with honour-
able regret. Sir! I inform you; as the head of
Lady Glyde’s family, that Miss Haleombe has
exaggerated nothing in the letter that she wrote
to your address. I affirm that the remedy
which that admirable lady has proposed, is the
only remedy that will spare you the horrors of
public scandal. A temporary separation be-
tween hushand and wife is the one peaceable
solution of this difficulty. Part them for the
present s and when all causes of irritation are
removed, I, who have now the honour of ad-
dressing you—I will undertake to bring Sir
Percival to reason. Lady Glyde is innocen.t,
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Lady Glyde is injured ; but—{ollowmy thought
here !—she is, on that very account (I say it
with shame), the eause of irvitafion while she
remiins under lier husband’s roofl. No other
liouse can receive her with propriety, but yours.
I invite you to open it!”

Cool. Here was a matrimonial hailstorm
pouring in the South of England ; and I wasin-
vited, 'Ey a man with fever in every fold of his
coat, to come out from the North of England, and
take my share of the pelting. I fried to putthe
point foreibly, just as I have put it here. The
Count deliberately lowered one of his horrid
fingers; kept the otherup 3 and went on—rode
over me, as it were, without even the common
coachmanlike attention of erying “Hi ”* before
he knocked me down.

“Tollow my thought ence more, if you

lease,” lie resumed. “My first object you
Eave heard. My second object in coming to
this house is to do what Miss Haleombe's
. illness has prevented her from doing for hersell.
My large experience is consulted on all difficult
matters at Blackwater Park ; and my friendly
advice was requested on the interesting subject
of your letter to Missi Haleombe. I understood
at once—for my sympathies are your sympathies
—why you wisheg to see her here, before: you
p]cdged} yourself to inviting Lady Glyde. You
are most right, sir, in hesitating to receive the:
wife, until you are quite eertain that the husband
will not exert lis authority to reclaim her. T
agree to that. I also agree that such delicate
explanations as this difheunlty involves, are not
explanations which ean be properly disposed of
by writing only. My presenee here (fo my own
greab inconvenience) is the proof that I speak
sincerely. As for the explanations themselves,
I—Fosco—I1 who know Sir Percival much
better than Miss Haleombe knows him, affirm
to you, on my honour and my word, that
he will not come near this house, or attempt
to communicate with this house, while his
wife is living in it. His affairs are em-
barrassed. Offer him his freedom, by means
of the absence of Lady Glyde. T promise you
he will take his freedom, and go back to the
Continent, at the earliest moment when he can
et away. Is this clear toyou aserystal ¥ Yes,
ib is. Have you questions fo addresstome? Be
it so; I am here to answer: Ask, Mr. Faiilie
—oblige me by asking, to your heart’s content.”

He iad said so much already in spite of me;
and he looked so dreadfully capable of saying a
great deal more, also in spite of me, that T
declined his amiable invitation, in- pure self:
defence.

“Many thanks;” I replied. *I am sinking
fast.  In'my state of health, I must take things
for granted. Allow me to do so, on this ‘ocea-
sion. We quite understand each other. Yes.
Much obliged, Tam sure, for your kind inter-
ference. If I ever get better, and ever have a
second opportunity of improving our aequaint-
ance &

He got mp. T thouglt he was going. No.
More talk ; more time for the development of

infections influences—in 7y room, too; re-
member that, in sy room !

*One moment, yet,” he said ; ““one moment,
before T take my leave. I ask permission, af
farim«', to impress on you an urgent necessity.

tiis this, sir! You must not think of waiting
till Miss Haleombe recovers, before you receive
Lady Glyde. Miss Halcombe has the attendance
of the doctor, of the housekeeper at Blackwater
Park, and of an experienced nurse as well—
three persons for whose capacity and devotion
I answer with'my life. T tell you that. I tell
you, also, that the anxiety and alarm of her
sister’s illness has already affected the health
and spirits of Tady Glyde, and has made ler
totally unfit to be of use in the sick-room. Her
position with her husband' grows more and more
deplorable and dangerous;, every day. If you
leave her any longer at Blackwater Park, you
do nothing whatever to hasten her sister’s re-
covery, and, at the same time, you risk the
public seandal, which you, and I, and all of us,
are hound, in the sacred interests of the Family,
to-avoid. With all my soul, I advise you to
remeve the serious responsibility of delay from
your owir shoulders, by writing to Lady Glyde
to come here at once. Do your affectionate,
your honourable, your inevitable duty; and,
whatever happens in the future, no one can lay
the blame on yow. T speak from my large ex-
perience; 1 offer my friendiy advice, Is it ac-
cepted—Yes, or No ?”
looked at him—merely looked at him—with
my sense of his amazing assurance, and my
dawning resolution to ring for Louis, and have
him shown out of the room, expressed in every
ling of my face. It is perfectly incredible, but
:luite true, that my face did not appear to pro-
uce the slightest impression on him. Born
without nerves—evidently, born without nerves!

“You hesitate?” he said. *Mr, Fairlie! T
understand that hesitation. You object—see,
sir, how my sympathies lonk straight down into
your thoughts ! —you object that iad} Glyde is
not: in health and not in spirits to take the lon
journey, from Hampshire to this place, by her-
self. Her own madid is removed from her, as you -
know ; and, of other servants fit to travel with
her, from one end of England to another, there
are none at Blackwater Park. You object, again,
that she cannot comfortably stop and rest in
London, on her way here, because she cannot
comforfably go alone to a public hotel where she
is a total stranger. In one breath, I grant both
objections—in another breath, I remove them.
Follow' me, if you please, for the last time. 1t
was my intention, when 1 returned to England
with 8ir Percival, to seftle myself in the neigh-
bourhood of London. That ]!)urpose has just
been happily accomplished. 1 have taken, for
six months, a little furnished house, in ‘the
quarter called St. John’s Wood. Be so obliging
as fo keep this fact in your mind ; and ohserve
the programme I now propose. Tady Glyde
travels to London (a short journey)—l mysell
meet her at the station—T take her to rest and
sleep at my house, which is also the house of her
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aunt—when she is restored, T escort her to the
station again—she travels to this place, and her
own maid (who is now under your roof) receives
her at the carriage-door, Here is comfort con-
sulted ; here are the interests of propriety con-
sulted ; here is your own duty—duty of hospi-
tality, sympathy, protection, to an unhappy
lady in need of all three—smoothed and made
easy, from the beginning to the end. T cor-
dially invite you, sir, to second my efforts in
the sacred interests of the Family. I seriously
advise you to write, by my hands, offering the
hospitality of your house gmd heart), and the
hospitality of my house (and heart), to that in-
jured and unfortunate lady whose cause I plead
to-day.”

He waved his horrid hand at me; he struck
his infectious breast ; he addressed me oratori-
cally—as if T was laid up in the House of Com-
mons. It was high time fo take a desperate
course of some sort. It was also high time to
send for Louis, and adopt the precaution of
fumigating the room.

In this trying emergeney, an idea occurred to
me—an inestimable idea which, so to speak,
killed two intrusive birds with one stone. Ide-
termined to get rid of the Count’s tiresome elo-
quence, and of Lady Glyde’s tiresome troubles,
by complying with this odious foreigner’s re-
quest, and writing the letter at once. There
was not the least danger of the invitation being
accepted, for there was not the least chanee that
Laura would consent to leave Blackwater Park,
while Marian was lying there ill. How this
charmingly convenient obstacle could have es-
caped the officious penetration of the Count, it
was impossible fo conceive—but it £ad escaped
him. My dread that he might yet discover it,
if T allowed him any more time to think, stimu-
lated me to such an amazing degree, that I
struggled into a sitting position; seized, really
seized, the writing materials by my side ; and
produced the lefter as rapidly as if I had been
a common clerk in an office. * Dearest Laura,
Pleas¢ come, whenever you like. Break the
journey by sleeping in London af your aunt’s

ouse. Grieved 10 hear of dear Marian’s illness.
Ever affectionately yours.” I handed these
lines, at arm’s length, to the Count—1 sank back
in my chair—1I said, *“ Excuse me ; I am entirely
prostrated; I can do no more. Will you rest
and lunch down stairs ?  Love to all, and sym-
pathy, and so on. Good morning.”

He made another speech—the man was abso-
lutely inexhaunstible. I closed my eyes; [ en-
deavoured tohear as little as possible. In spite
of my endeavours, I was obliged to Lear a great
deal. My sister’s endless husband congratulated
himself ‘and congratulated me, on the result of
our interview ; he mentioned a great deal more
abont his sympathies and mine ; he deplored my
miserable hcallth ; be offered to write me a pre-
seription ; he impressed on me the necessity of
not forgetting what he had said about the im-
portance of light ; he accepted my obliging in-
vitation to rest and lunch ; he recommended me
to expect Lady Glyde in two or three days’ time

lie begged my permission to look forward fo our
next meeting, instead of paining himself and
paining me, by saying farewell; he added a
great deal more, which, I rejoice to think, I did
not attend to at the time, and do not remember
now. Iheard his sympathetic voice fravelling
away from me by degrees—bhut, large as he was,
I never heard /um. He had the negative merit
of being absolutely noiseless. T don’t know
when he opened the door, or when he shut it.
I ventured to make use of my eyes again, after
an interval of silence—and he was gone.

I rang for Louis, and retired to my bath-
room. Tepid water, strengihened with aromatic
vinegar, for myself, and copious fumigation, for
my study, were the obvious precautions to take;
and of course I adoPted them. I rejoice to say,
they proved successtul. I enjoyed my customary
siesta. I awoke moist and cool. My first in-
quiries were for the Count. Had we really got
ridof him? Yes—he had gone away by the after-
noon train. Had he lunched; and, if so, upon
what ?  Entirely upon {ruit-tart and eream.
What a man! What a digestion !

Am I expected to say anything more? T
believe not. I believe I have reached the limits
assigned to me. The shocking circumstances
which happened ai a lafer period, did not, T am
thankful to say, happen in my presence. 1 do
beg and entreat that nobody will be so very un-
feeling as to lay any part of the blame of those
circumstances on me. I did everything for the
best. 1 am not answerable for a deplorable
calamity, which it was quite impossible to fore-
see. 1 am shattered by it; 1 have suffered
under it, as nobody else has suffered. My ser-
vant, Louis (who is really attached to me, in his
unintelligent way), thinks I shall never get over
it. He sees me dictating at this moment, with
my handkerchief to my eyes. Iwish to mention,
in justice to myself, that it was not my fault,
and that T am quite exhansted and lleartgroken.
I can say no more.

THE NARRATIVE OF ELIZA MICHELSON, HOUSE-
EEEPER AT BLACKWATER PARK.

I ax asked to state plainly what I know of
the progress of Miss Halcombe’s illness, and of
the circumstances under which Lady Glyde left
Blackwater Park for London.

The reason given for making this demand on
me is, that my testimony is wanted in the inte-
rests of fruth. As the widow of a clergyman
of the Church of England (reduced by misfor-
tune to the necessity of accepting a situation),
I have been taught fo place the claims of truth
above all other considerations. I therefore com-
ply with a request which I might olllcr\\'iege,
through reluctance to connect myself with dis-
tressing family affairs, have hLesitated to grant.

1 made no memorandum af the time, and I
cannot therefore be sure to a day, of the date;
but I believe I am correct in stating(;l that Miss
Halcombe’s serious illness began during the
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first week in July. The breakfast hour was late
at Blackwater Park—sometimes as lafe as fen,
never earlier than half-past nine. On the morn-
ing to which T am now referring, Miss Hal-
combe (who was usually the first to come down)
did not make her appearance at the table. After
the family had waited a quarter of an hour,
the upper housemaid was sent to see after her,
and camne running out of the room, dreadfully
frightened. I met the servant on the stairs,
and went at once to Miss Halecombe to see what
was the matter. The poor lady was incapable of
telling me. She was walking about her room
with 2 pen in her hand, quite light-headed, ina
state of burning fever.

Lady Glyde (being no longer in Sir Percival’s
service, I may, without impropriety, mention my
former mistress by her name, instead of calling
her My Lady) was the fiest to come in, from her
own bedroom. She was so dreadfully alarmed
and distressed, that she was quite uscless. The
Count Fosco, and his lady, who came up-stairs
immediately afferwards, were both most ser-
viceable and kind. Her ladyship assisted me
to get Miss Halcombe to her bed. His lord-
ship the Count, remained in the sifting-room,
mui), having sent for my medicine-chest, made
a mixture gl"::»r Miss Halecombe, and a cooling
lotion to be applied to her head, so as to lose
- o fime before the doctor came. We applied
the lotion ; but we could not get her to take
the mixture. Sir Percival unﬁertook to send
for the doctor. He despatched a groom, on
lhorseback, for the mearest medical man, Mr.
Dawson, of Oak Lodge.

Me. Dawson arrived in less than an hour’s
time. He was a respectable elderly man, well
known, all round the country; and we were
much alarmed when we found that he consi-
dered the case to be a very serious one. His
lordship the Count, affably enfered into conyer-
sation with Mr. Dawson, and gave his opinions
with a judicious freedom. Mr. Dawson, not
over-courteously, inquired if his lordship’s advice
was the advice of a doctor ; and being informed
that it was the advice of one who had studied
medicine, unprofessionally, replied that he was
not aceustomed to consult with amateur-phy-
sicians. The Count, with truly Christian n':ceﬁ-
ness of temper, smiled, and left the room. Be-
fore he went out, he told me that he might be
found, in case he was wanted in the course of
the day, at the boat-house on the banks of the
lake. ~Why he should have gone there, I cannot
say. Duf he did go; remaining away the whole
day till seven o’clock, which was d)inner-time.
Perhaps, he wished to set the example of keep-
ing the house as quiet as possible. Tt was en-
tirely in his character to do so. He was a most
considerate nobleman.

Miss Haleombe passed a very bad night ; the
fever coming and going, and geiting worse to-
wards the morning, instead of Eetter. No nunrse
fit to wait on her being to be found in the
neighbourhood, her ladyship the Countess, and
myself, undertook the duty, relieving each other.
Lady Glyde, most unwisely, insisted on sitting

up with us.  She was much too nervous and too
delicate in health to bear the anxiety of Miss
Haleombe’s illness ealmly. She only did her-
self harm, without being of the least real as-
sistance. A more gentle and affectionate lady
never lived; but she eried, and she was fright-
ened—two weaknesses which made her entirely
unfit to be present in a sick-room. ;

Sir Percival and the Count came in the morn-
ing to make their inquiries. Sir Percival (from
distress, I presume, at his lady’s afflietion, and
at Miss IIa\combe’s illness) appeared much con-
fused and unsettled in his mind. His lordship
testified, on the contrary, a becoming compo-
sure and interest. He had his straw hat in one
hand, and his book in the other ; and he men-
tioned to Sir Percival, in my hearing, that he
would go out again, and stady at the lake.
et us keep the house quiet,” he said. “Tef
us not smoke in-doors, my friend, now Miss Hal-
combe is ill. You go your way, and I will go
mine,  When I study, Ilike to be alone. Good
morning, Mrs, Michelson.”

Sir Percival was not civil enough—perhaps, I
ought, in justice to say, not composed enough—
to take leave of me with the same polite atten-
tion. The only person in the house, indeed, who
treated me, at that time or at any other, on the
footing of a lady in distressed circumstances,
was the Count. He had the manners of a true
nobleman ; he was considerate towards every one.
Tiven the young person (Fanny, by name) who at-
tended on Lady &yde, was not beneath his notice.
When she was sent away by Sir Percival, his lord-
ship (showing me his sweet little birds at the
time) was most kindly anxious to know what had
become of her, where she was fo'go the day she
left Blackwater Park, and so on. 1t is in snch
little delicate attentions that the advantages of
aristocratic birth always show themselves. f?m ake
no apology for introducing these particulars ;
they are Brought forward m justice to his lord-
ship, whose cﬁnracter, I have reason to know, is
viewed rather harshly in certain quarfers. A
nobleman who can respect a lady in distressed
cireumstances, and can take a fatherly interest
in the fortunes of an humble servant girl, shows
])rinciples and feelings of too high an order to be

ightly called in question. Tadvance no opinions

—1 offer facts only. My endeayour through
life is to judge not, that I be not judged. One
of my bc{m'ed hushand’s finest sermons was on
that text. Iread it constantly—in myown coEy
of the edition printed by subseription, in the
first days of my widowhood—and, at ever fresh
perusal, T derive an increase of spiritual benefit
dnd edification.

There was no improvement in Miss Halcombe;
and the seeond night was even worse than the
first. Mr. Dawson was constant in his attend-
ance. The practical duties of nursing were still
divided between the Countessand myself ; Tad
Glyde persisting in sitting up with us, though
we both entreated her to take some rest. My
place is by Mavian’s bedside,” was her only an-
swer. © Whether I am ill, or well, nothing will
induce me to lose sight of her.”




54  [Apeit 3, 18002

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

fCondueted By

Towards mid-day, I went down stairs to
attend to some of my regular duties. An hour
alterwards, on my way back to the sick-room, 1
saw the Count (who had gene ouf again early,
for the third time), entering the hall, to all ap-
pearance in the highest good spirits. Sir Per-
cival, at the same moment, put his head out of
the library-door, and addressed his noble friend,
with extreme eagerness, in these words:

< Have you found her ?

His lordship’s large face became dimpled all
over with placid smiles; but he made no reply
in words. At the same time, Sir Percival turned
his head, observed that I was approaching the
stairs, and looked at me in the most rudely angry
manner possible.

¢ Come in here and tell me about it,” he said,
to the Count. “ Whenever there are women in
a house, they’re always sure to be going up or
down stairs,”

“ My dear Percival,” observed his lordship,
kindly, ““ Mrs. Michelson has duties. Pray re-
cognise her admirable performance of them as
sincerely as I do! How is the sufferer, Mrs.
Michelson 2

“No better, my lord, T regret to say.”

* Sad—most sad !” remarked the Count. “You
look fatigued, Mrs. Michelson. It is certainly
time you and my wife had some help in nursing.
I think I may be the means of offering you that
help. Circumstances have happened which will
oblige Madame Fosco to travel to London, either
fo-morrow or the day after. Bhe will go awa
in the morning, and return at night; and she
will bring back with her, to relieve you, a nurse
of excellent conduet and eapacity, who is now
disengaged. The woman is known to my wife
as a person to be trusted. Before she comes
here, say nothing about her, if you please, to
the doctor, because he will look with an evil eye
on any nurse of my providing, When she
apgears in this house, she will speak for herself;
and M. Dawson will be obliged to acknowledse
that there is no excuse for not employing her.
Lady Glyde will say the same. FPray pre-
sent my st respects and sympathies to Lady
Glyde.’ A

I expressed my grateful acknowledgments for
bis, lordship’s kind considerations. Sir Pereival
cut them short by caliing to his noble friend
(using, L regret to say, a profane expression)
to come info the library, and not to l?eep him
waiting there any longer.

I proceeded upstars. We are poor erring
creafures ; and however well established a wo-
man’s principles may be, she cannot always keep
on her gnard against the temptation fo exercise
an idle curiosity. T am ashamed to say that an
idle curiosity, on this oceasion, got the hetter of
”f principles, and made me unduly inquisitive
about 1he Tllestion which Bir Percival had ad-
dressed to his noble friend, at the library door.
Who was the Count expected fo find, in the
course of his studious morning rambles at Black-
water Park? A woman, it was to be presumed,
from the terms of Sir Percival’s inquivy. I did
not suspect the Count of any impropriety—I

knew his moral character too well. The only
question I asked myself was—Had he foun
her? -

VERY COMMON LAW.

Ir would be an inexcusable omission on our
part were we toconclude our gossip on shopping

| law ‘without alluding to sale in open market, or,

as the books have it, “ market overt.”

Not auitc so particular as onr Saxon ances-
tors in this respect, who prohibited the sale of
anything of greater value than twenty-pence
unless in market overt, and, moreover, directed
every bargain and sale to be coniracted in the

‘presence of eredible witnesses, we still continue

to assign eertain privileges to this species of
barter. gnAs thus ]'Sﬂ_ my goods are st.!olcn and
sold ot of market overt, I may retake them
wherever T may be forfunate enough to find
them ; but if they are sold iz market overt, the
I:m'clmser may held them in spite of me. Not
ut what the significance of the term, however,
is somewhat larger in our day than it was in the
days we speak of ; for although in the country
“market overt” still continues to bear the old
interpretation, and signifies asale upon a market
day and in the market-place only, yet in London
every day, exeept Sunday, is esteemed by the
law to be a market day, and every shop (except
a pawnbroker’s) to be a market overt.
awnbrokers ave treated to a special law of

y | their own, and “the sale of any goods,” our

readers may be pleased to hear, *wrongfully
taken to a pawnbroker’s in Liondon, or within
two miles thereof, shall not alter the prn&:erl‘y,
for this being generally a clandestine trade, is,
thievefore, made an exception to the general
rule.”

There is another exception, by the way,
which may interest the horse-dealing fraternity,
although disclosing that the law has occasion-
ally treated them with a curious suspicion. So
long ago as the veign of Philip and Mary the
Legislature were compelled to interfere with
the horse-dealers of the period, but, as we find
from the preamble to a statute passed in the
subsaquent Parliament of Elizabeth, with but
indifferent success. “ Whereas,” suys that enact-
ment (and our readers will please to observe
how wonderfully perspicuous is the language of
the act), « throngh most eomnties of this realm
horse-stealing is grown so common, as neither in
pastures or closes, nor hardly in stables, the same
are to be in safety from stealing, which ensueth
by the ready buying of the same by horse
coursers gnd others in some open fairs or mar-
kets far distant from the owner, and with such
speed as the ownereannot, by pursuit, possibly
help the same, and sundry good ordinances have
heretofore,” &c. &c. &e. The effect of this
act was—and ifs provisions continue in force to
the present day—that “no purchaser should gain
a good property in a stolen Lorse unless it had
been bought in" open market after having been
exposed for one whole hour, between ten A
and sunset, in the public place used for such
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