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THE HOUSEKEEPER'S NARRATIVE CONCLUDED.

Miss Harncomse had never left Blackwater
Park !

When I heard those words, all my thoughts
were startled back on the instant to my ¥art-
ing with Lady Glyde. I can hardly say I re-
yroached myself—but, at that moment, I think
i would have given many a year’s hard savings
to have known four hours earlicr what I knew
1HOW.

Mrs. Rubelle waited, quietly arranging her
nosegay, as if she expected me to say some-
thing.

T could say nothing. I thought of Lady
Glyde’s worn-out energies and weakly health ;
and I trembled for the time when the shock
of the discovery that T had made would fall on
er. For a minute, or more, my fears for the
] lady silenced me. At the end of that
time, Mrs, Rubelle looked 115 sideways from her
flowers, and said, “ Here is Sir Percival, ma’am,
returned from his ride.”

I saw him as soon as she did. He came
towards us, slashing viciously at the flowers
with his riding-whip. When he was near enough
to see my face, he stopped, struck at his boot
with the whip, and burst ouf laughing, so harshly
and so violently, that the birds flew away,
startled, from the tree by which he stood.

“ Well, Mrs. Michelson,” he said ; ** you have
found it out at last—have you £

I made no reply. He furned to Mrs. Rubelle.

“ When did you show yourself in the gar-

de

“T showed myself about half an hour ago,
sir.  You said 1 might take my liberty again,
a on as Lady f}l_vdc had gone away to

* Quite I don’t blame you—I only
asked the question.” He waited a moment, and
then addressed himself once more to me. * You
can't believe it, can you?” he said, mockingly.
“Here ! come along and see for yourself.”

He led the way round to the front of the
house. I followed him; and Mrs. Rubelle fol-
lowed me. After passing through the iron gates,
he stopped, and pointed with his whip to the
disused middle wing of the building.

[here!” he said. “Look up at the first

Soor. You know the old Elizabethan bedrooms ?

Miss Halcombe is snug and safe in one of the
best of them, at this moment. Take her in,
Mrs. Rubelle (you have got your key?); take
Mrs. Michelson in, and let her own eyes satisfy
her that there is no deception, this time.”

The tone in which he spoke to me, and the
minute or two that had passed since we left the
garden, helped me to recover my spirits a little.
What I might have done, at this eritical moment,
if all my life had been passed in service, I cannof
say. As it was, possessing the feelings, ihe
principles, and the bringing-up of alady, I could
not hesitate about the right course to pursue.
My duty to myself, and my duty to Lady Glyde,
alike forbade me to remain in the employment
of a man who had shamefully (lcccivc:(fjus both
by a series of atrocious falsehoods.

“I must beg permission, Sir Percival, to
speak a few words to you in private,” T said.
“Having done so, I shall be ready to proceed
with this person to Miss Halcombe’s room.”

Mrs. Rubelle, whom I had indicated by a
slight turn of my head, insolently suiffed at her
nosegay, and walked away, with great delibera-
tion, towards the house door.

“ Well,” said Sir Percival, sharply ;  what is
it now

1 wish to mention, sir, that T am desirous of
resigning the situation I now hold at Blackwater
Park.” “That was literally how I put it. I was
resolved that the first words spoken in his pre-
sence should be words which expressed my in-
tention to leave his service.

He eyed me with one of his blackest looks,
and thrust his hands savagely info the pockets
of his riding-coat.

“Why 2 he said; “why, I should like fo
know 7

It is not for me, Sir Percival, to express an
opinion on what has taken place in this house.
I desire to give no offence. I merely wish to
say that I do not feel it consistent with my duty
to Lady Glyde and to myself to remamn auy
longer in your service.”

“Is it consistent with your duty to me to
stand there, casting suspicion on ‘me fo my
face P he broke out, in his most violent manner.
“I see what you're driving at. You have taken
your own mean, underhand view of an innocent
deception practised on Lady Glyde, for her own
good. It was essential fo her health that she
should have a change of air immediately—and,
you know as well as I do, she would never have
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gone away, if she had known Miss Halcombe
was still left here. She has been deceived in her
own interesis—and 1 don’t eare who knows it.
Go, if you lke—there are plenty of house-
keepers as good as you, to be had for the asking.
Go, when vou please—but take care Lhow you
spread scandals about me and -my affairs, when
you're out of my service. Tell the truth, and
nothing but the truth, or it will be the worse for
vou! See Miss Halcombe for yourself ; see if
she hasn’t been as well taken care of in one part
of the house as in the other. Remember the
doctor’s own orders that Lady Glyde was to have
a change of air af the earliest possible oppor-
tunity. Bear all that well in mind—and then
say anything against me and my proceedings if
you dare!” -

He poured ouf these words fiercely, all in a
breath, walking backwards and forwards, and
striking about him in the air with his whip.

Nothing that he said or did shook my opinion
of the disgraceful series of falsehoods that he had
told, in my presence, the day before, or of the
cruel deception by which he had separated Lady
Glyde from her sister, and had sent her use-
lessly to London, when she was half distracted
with anxiety on Miss Halcombe’s account. I
naturally kept these thoughts to myself, and said
nothing more to irritate him ; but I was nof the
less resolved to persist in my purpose. A soft
answer furneth away wrath ; and I suppressed
my own feelings, accordingly, when it was my
turn to reply.

“While I am in your service, Sir Percival,”
I said, ““I hope Lknow my duty well enough not
to inquire into your motives. When I am ouf
of lyuur service, I hope I know my own place
well enough nof to speak of matters which don’t
coneern me——""

“ When do you want to go ?’ he asked, inter-
rupting me without ceremony. *Don’t suppose
I am anxious to keep you—don’t suppose I care
about four leaving the house. I am perfectly
fair and open in this matter, from first to last.

hen do you want to go?”

“1 should wish fo leave at your earliest con-
venience, Sir Percival.”

“ My convenience has nothing to do with it.
I shall be out of the house, for good and all, to-
morrow morning ; and I can seftle your accounts
to-night. If yon want to study anybody’s eon-
venience, it had better be Miss Haleomhe’s.
Mrs. Rubelle’s time is up to-day; and she has
reasons for wishing to be in London to-night.
If you [go at once, Miss Halcombe won’t have a
soul left here to look after her.”

1 hope it is unnecessary for me fo say that I
was quite incapable of deserting Miss Halcombe
in such an emergency as had now befallen Lady
Glyde and herself, ~After firsf distinetly ascer-
taining from Sir Percival that Mrs. Rubelle was
certain fo leave af once if I ook her place, and
after_also obfaining permission to arrange for
Mr, Dawson’s resuming his attendance on his
patient, T willingly eonsented to remain at Black-
water Park, until Miss Halcombe no longer re-
quired my services. It was settled that I should

give Sir Percival’s solicitor a week’s notice be-
fore T left; and that he was to undertake the
necessary arrangements for appointing my sue-
cessor. The matter was discussed in very few
words. At its eonclusion, Sir Percival abruptly
turned on his heel, and left me free to join Mrs.
Rubelle. That singular foreign person had heen
siffing composedly on the door-step, all this
time, waiting till T could follow her to Miss Hal-
combe’s room.

I had hardly walked half way fowards the
house, when Sir Percival, who had withdrawn
in the opposite direction, suddenly stopped, and
called me back.

““Why are you leaving my service P he asked.

The question was so extraordinary, after what
had just passed between us, that T hardly knew
what to say in answer to it.

“Mind! I don’t know why you are going,”
he went on. “You must give a reason %01‘
leaving me, I suppose, when you get another
situation. What reason? The breaking-up of
the family ? s that it 2

“There can be no-positive objeetion, Sir Per-
cival, to that reason.

“Very well! That’s all T want to know.
If people apply for your character, that’s your
reason, sfated by yourself. You go in conse-
quence of the breaking-up of the family.”

He turned away again, hefore I could say
another word, and walked out rapidly into the
grounds. His manner was as strange as his lan-
guige T acknowledge he alarmed me.

ven the patience of Mrs. Rubelle was get-
ting exhausted, when I joined her at the house
door,

“ At last!* she said, with a shrug of her lean
foreign shoulders. She led the way into the in-
habited side of the house, ascended the stairs,
and opened with her key the door at the end of
the passage, which communicated with the old
Elizabethan rooms—a door never previously
used, in my time, at Blackwater Park. The
rooms themselves I knew well, having entered
them myself, on various oceasions, from the other
side of the house. Mrs. Rubelle stopped at the
third door along the old gallery, handed me the
key of it, with %he key of the goor of eommuni-
cation, and fold me I should find Miss Haleombe
in that room. Before I went in, T theught it
desirable to make her understand that her at-
tendance had ceased. Accordingly, I fold her
in plain words that the eharge of the sick lady
henceforth devolved entirely on myself.

“Iam glad fo hear it, ma’am,” said Mrs.
Rubelle, *T want to go very much.”

“Do you leave to-day? I asked, to make
sure of her.

“Now, that you have taken the echarge,
ma’am, I leave in half an hom’s time. Sir Per-
cival has kindly placed at my disposition the
gardener, and the chaise, whenever I want them.
I shall want them in half an hour’s time, to go
to the station. T am packed up, in anticipation,
already. I wish you good day, ma’am.”

She dropped a brisk curtsey, and walked back
along the gallery, humming a little tune, and
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keeping time to it cheerfully, with the nosegay
in her hand. I am sincerely thankful to say,
that was the last T saw of Mrs. Rubelle.

When I went info the room, Miss Halcombe
was asleep. I looked at her anxiously, as she
lay in the dismal, high, old-fashioned bed, She
was certainly nof in any respect alfered for the
worse, since I had seen her last. She had nof
been neglected, T am bound to admif, in any
way that I could perceive. The room was
dreary, and dusty, and dark; but the window
{lookmg on a solitary court-yard at the back of
the house) was opened fo let in the fresh air,
and all that could be done to make the place
eomforiable had been done. The whole cruelty
of Sir Percival’s dcccrtiou had fallen on poor
Lady Glyde. The only ill-usage which either
he or Mrs. Rubelle had inflicted on Miss Hal-
combe, consisted, so far as I could see, in the
first offence of hiding her a.wag.

I stole back, leaving the sick lady still peace-
fully asleep, to give the gardener instructions
about bringing the doctor. T begged the man,
after he had taken Mrs. Rubelle to the stafion,
to drive round by Mr. Dawson’s, and leave a
message, in my name, asking him fo call and
see me. L knew he would come on my account,
and T knew he would remain when he found
Count Fosco had left the house.

In due course of time, the gardener refurned,
and said that he had driven round by Mr.
Dawson’s residence, after leaving Mrs. Rubelle
at the station. The doctor sent me word that
he was Poori_v in health himself, but that hLe
would eall, if possible, the next morning.

Having delivered his message, the gardener
was abont to withdraw, but I stopped him fo
request that he would come back before dark,
:ml;ﬁ sit up, that night, in one of the empty bed-
rooms, 50 as to be within eall, in case 1 wanted
him. He understood readily enough my un-
willingness to be left alone all m']gjlt, in the
most desolate part of that desolate house,
and we arranged fhat he should come in be-
tween eight and nine. He came punctually ;
and I found cause to be thankful that T had
adopted the precanfion of calling him in. Be-
fore midnight, Sir Percival’s strange temper
broke out in the most violent and most

ing manner; and if the gardener had not
been on the spot to pacify him on the in-
stant, gdam afraid to ﬁ.ﬁ.ﬂk what might have
bappened.
Almost all the affernoon and evening, he had
been walking about the house and grounds in
1 uns ttleci excitable manner; having, in all
bability, as I thought, taken an excessive
quantity of wine af his solitary dinner. How-
ever that may be, T heard his volce ealling loudl{
and angrily, in the new wing of the house, as
was taking a turn backwards and forwards along
the gullery, the last thing at night. The gar-
own fo him; .':l.n%m

dener immediately ran

elosed the door of communieation, to keep the
aiarm, if possible, from reaching Miss Halcombe’s
ears. It was full half an hour before the gar-
Semer came back. He declared that his master

was quite out of his senses—not through the
excitement of drink, as I had supposed, but
throngh a kind of panie er frenzy of mind, for
which it was impossible {0 account. He had
found Sir Percival walking backwards and for-
wards by himself in the hall; swearing, with
every appearance of the most violent passion,
that he would not stop another minute alone in
such a dungeon as his own house, and that he
would take the first stage of lis journey imme-
diately, in the middle of the night. The gar-
dener, on approaching him, had been hunted
out, with oaths and threats, to get the horse
and chaise ready instantly. In a quarter of an
hour Sir Percival had jomed him in the yard,
had jumped into the chaise, and, lashing the
horse into a gallop, had driven Bimself away,
with his face as pale as ashes in the moonlight.
The gardener had heard him shouting and
cursing at the lodge-keeper to get up and open
the gate—had heard the wheels roll furiously
on again, in the still night, when the gate was
unlocked—and knew no more.

The next day, or a day or two after, I
forget which, the chaise was brought back
from Knowleshury, our nearest town, by the
ostler at the old inn. Sir Pereival had stopped
there, and had afterwards left by the frain—
for what destination the man could nof tell. I
never received any further information, either
from himself, or {rom.any one else, of Sir Per-
cival’s proceedings: and I am not even aware,
at this moment, whether he is in England or
out of it. He and I have not mef, since he
drove away, like an escaped criminal, from his
own house; and if is my fervent hope and
prayer that we may never meet again.

My own part of this sad family story is now
drawing to an end.

I have been informed that the particulars of
Miss Haleombe’s waking, and of what passed
between us when she found me sitting by
her bedside, are not maferial to the purpose
which is to be answered by the present narra-
tive. It will be sufficient for me to say, in
this place, that she was not herself conscious of
the means adopted to remove her from the in-
habited to the uninhabited part of the house.
She was in a deep sleep at the time, whether
naturally or artificially produced she could not
say. In my absence at Torquay, and in the
absence of all the resident servants, except
Margaret Porcher (who was perpetually ealing,
drh:Eing, or sleeping when she was not at work),
the secret transfer of Miss Halcombe from one
part of the house to the ofher was no doubt
easily performed. Mrs. Rubelle (as I dis-
covered for myself, in looking about the room)
had provisions, and all ofher necessaries, to-
gether with fhe means of heating water, broth,
and so on, without kindling a fire, placed at her
disposal during the few d%.ys of her imprison-
ment with the sick ladﬁ; She had declined to
answer the questions which Miss Halcombe na-
furally put; but lad nof, in other respeets,
treated her with unkindness or neglect. The
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disgrace of lending herself to a vile deception is.

the only disgrace with which I can conscien-
tiously charge Mrs. Rubelle.

I need write no particulars (and T am re-
lieved to kunow it) of the effect produced on
Miss Halcombe by the news of Lady Glyde’s de-
parture, or by the far more melancholy tidings
which reached us only foo soon afterwards at
Blackwater Park. In both cases, I prepared
her mind beforehand as gently and as earefully
as possible ; Laving the doctor’s advice fo guide
me, in the last case only, through Mr. Dawson’s
being too unwell to come to the house for some
days after I had sent for him. It was asad time,
a time which it afflicts me to think of, or to write
of, now. The precious blessings of religious con-
solation which I endeavoured to convey, were
long in reaching Miss Halcombe’s heart; but I

- hope and believe they came home to her at last.

T never left her till her strength was restored.
The train which took me away from that mise-
rable house was the train which took her away
also. We parted very mournfully in London.
T remained with a relative at Islington; and
she went on to Mr. Fairlie’s house in Cumber-
land.

T have only a few lines more to write, before
T close this painful statement. They are dic-
tated by a sense of duty.

In the first place, T wish to record my own
personal conviction that no blame whatever, in
connexion with the events which I have now re-
lated, attaches to Count Fosco. I am informed
that a dreadful suspicion has been raised, and
that some very serious constructions are placed
upon his lol}gship’s conduct. My persuasion
of the Count’s innoeence remains, however,
quite unshaken. If he assisted Sir Percival
in sending me to Torquay, he assisted under
a delusion, for which, as a foreigner and a
stranger, he was not to blame. Tf he was
concerned in bringing Mrs. Rubelle to Black-
water Park, it was his misfortune and not his
fault, when that foreign person was base enough
to assist a deception pﬁmncd and carried out
by the master of the house. T protest, in the
interests of morality, against blame heing gra-
tuitously and wantonly attached to the proceed-
ings of the Count.

In the second place, T desire to express my
regret at my own Inability to remember the pre-
cise day on which Lady Glyde left Blackwater
Park for London. I am told that it is of the last
importance to ascertain the extact date of that
lamentable journey ; and T have anxiously taxed
my memory to recal it. The effort has been in
vain.' I can only remember now that it was
towards the latter part of July. We all know
the difficulty, after a lapse of time, of fixing
precisely on a past date, unless it has been pre-
viously written down. That difficulty is greatly
increased, in my case, by the alarming and con-
‘using events which took place about the period of
ady Glyde’s departure. I heartily wish T had
made a memorandum at the time. I heartily
wish my memory of the date was as vivid as my
memory of that poorlady’s face, when if looked

at me sorrowfully for the last time from the
carriage window.

THE NABRRATIVE OF HESTER PINHORN, COOK IN
THE SERVICE OF COUNT FOSCO.

[TAXEN DOWN FROM HER OWN smﬂ:nssn.l

I ax sorry to say that I have never leatnt
to read or write. I have been a hard-working
woman all my life, and have kept a good cha-
racter. I know thaf it is a sin and wickedness
to say the thing whichis not; and T will fruly
beware of doing so on this oceasion. All that
T know, I will tell; and T humbly beg the gen-
tleman who takes this down to put my language
right as he goes on, and to make dllowances for
my being no scholar.

In this last summer, T happened to be out of
place (through no fault of my own) ; and T heard
of a situation, as plain cook, at Number Five,
Forest-road, St. John’s Wood. Ttook the place,
on trial. My master’s name was Fosco. My
mistress was an English lady. He was Count
and she was Countess. They had a girl to do
housemaid’s work, when I got there. She was
not over clean or tidy—but there was no harm
inher. T and she were the only servants in the
Liouse.

I had not been very long in my new place,
when the housemaid came down stairs, and said
company was expected from the cmth The
company was my mistress’s niece, and the back
bedroom on the first floor was got ready for
her. My mistress mentioned to me that Lady
Glyde (that was her name) was in poor health,
and that T must be particular in my cooking
accordingly. She was to come the next day;
or it might be the day alter, or it might be even
longer than that. I am sorry to say it’s no use
asking me about days of the month, and such-
like. Except Sundays, half my time I take no
heed of them ; being a hard-working woman and
no scholar. All T know is, it certainly was not
long before Lady Glyde came ; and, when she did
come, a fine fright she gave usall, surely. T don’
know how master brought her to the house,
being at work at the time. Buf he did bring
her, in the afternoon, I think ; and the house-
maid opened the door to them, and showed them
into the parlour. Before she had been long
down in the kitchen again with me, we heard
a hurry-skurry, up-stairs, and the bell ringing
like mad, and my mistress’s voice calling out
for help.

We both ran up; and there we saw the lady
laid on ihe sofa, with her face ghastly white, and
her hands fast clenched, am% her head drawn
down to one side. She had been faken with a
sudden fright, my mistress said ; and master he
told us she was in a fit of convulsions. I ran
out, knowing the neighbourhood a little better
than the rest of them, to fefch the nearest
doctor’s help. The nearest help was at Good-
ricke’s and Garth’s, who worked together as
partners, and had a good name and connexion,
as I have heard, all round St. John’s Wood.
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Mr. Goodricke was in; and he came back with
me dirvectly.

1t was some time. before he could make him-
self of much use. The poor unforfunate lady
fell out of one fit into another—and went on so,
till she was quite wearied out, and as helpless
as a new-born babe. We then got her to bed.
Mr. Goodricke went away to his house for medi-
cine, and came back again in a quarter of an
Liour or less. Besides the medicine he brought a
bit of hollow mahogany wood with him, shaped
like a kind of trumpet ; and, affer waiting alittle
while, he put one end over the lady’s heart and
ihe other to his ear, and listened carefully.
When he had done, he says tomy mistress, who
was in the room, “This is a very serious case,”
he says; “1 recommend you to write to Lady
Glyde’s friends divectly.” My mistress, says to
him, “Is it heart-disease > Andhe says “ Yes;
heart-disease of a most dangerous kind.” He
told hLer exactly what he thought was the matter,
which I was not clever enough to understand.
But T know this, he ended by saying that he
was afraid neither his help nor any other doetor’s
help was likely to be of much service.

My mistress took this ill news more quietly
than my master. He was a big, fat, odd sort of
elderly man, who kept birds and white mice,
and spoke fo them as if they were so many
Christian children. He seemed terribly eut up
by what had happened, “Ah! poor Lady
Glyde! poor dear Eady Glyde!” he says—and
went st-ul)king about, wringing his fat hands more
like a play-actor than a gentleman. For one
question my mistress asked the doctor about the
lady’s chances of gefting round, he asked a good
fifty at least. I dcclarhlc quite tormented us all
—and, when he was quiet at last, out he went into
the bit of back garden, picking trumpery little
nosegays, and asking me to fake them up-stairs
and make the sick-room look pretty with them.
As if that did any good! I think he must have
been, at times, a little soft in his head. . But he
was not a bad master: he had a monstrous civil
tongue of his own; and a jolly, easy, coaxing
way with him. I liked him a deal better than
my mistress., She was a hard one, if ever there
was a hard one yet.

Towards night-time, the lady roused up a
little. She had been so wearied ouf, before
that, by the convulsions, that she never stirred
hand or foot, or spoke a word to anybody. She
moved in the bed now ; and staved about her at
the room and us in it. She must have been a
nice-looking lady, when well, with light hair,
and blue eyes, and all that. Her rest was
troubled at night—at least so I heard from my
mistress, who sat up alone with her. T only went
in onee before going to bed, to see if I could be
of any use; and then she was talking to herself,
in a confused, rambling mamner. She seemed to
want sadly to speak to somebody, who was absent
from her somewhere. I couldn’t catch the name,
the first time; and the second time master
knocked at the door, with Lis regular mouthful of
questions, and another of his trumpery nosegays.
When I went in, early the next morning, the

lady was clean worn out again, and lay in a kind
of fainf sleep. Mr. Goodricke brought his part-
ner, Mr, Garth, with him to advise. They said
she must not be disturbed out of her rest, on
any account. They asked my mistress a many
questions, at the other end of the room, about
what the lady’s health had been in past times,
and who had attended her, and whether she had
ever suffered much and long together under
distress of mind. I remember my mistress
said “ Yes,” to that last question. And Mr.
Goodricke looked at Mr. Garth, and shook his
liead ; and Mr. Garth looked at Mr. Goodricke,
and shook his head. They seemed to think that
the distress might have something fo do with
the mischief at the lady’s heart. She was buta
frail thing to look at, poor creature! Very
little strength, at any time, I should say—very
little strength.

Later on the same morning, when she woke,
the lady took a sudden turn, and got seemingly a
great deal better. I was not lef in again to see

1er, no more was the housemaid, for the reason
that she was not to be disturbed by strangers.
‘What I heard of her being better was through
my master. He was in wonderful good spirits
about the change, and looked in at the kitchen
window from the garvden, with his great big
curly-brimmed white hat on, to go out. “Good
Mrs. Cook,” says he, * Lady Glyde is better.
My mind is more easy than it was; and T am
going out to stretech my big legs with a sunny
little summer walk. Shall T order for you,
shall T market for you, Mrs. Cook ? - Wiiat" are
you making there? A nice tart, for dinner?
Much crust, if you please—much crisp crust,
my dear, that melts and crumbles delicious in
the mouth.”” That was his way. He was past
sixty, and fond of pastry. Just think of that!

The doctor came again in the forenoon, and
saw for himself that Lady Glyde had woke up
better. He forbid us to talk to her, or to let
her talk fo us, in case she was that way dis-
posed ; saying she must be kept quiet before
all things, and encouraged to sleep as much ase
possible. She did not seem to want to talk
whenever I saw her—except overnight, when
I conldn’t make out what sLe was saying—she
seemed too much worn down. Mr. Goodricke
was nob- nearly in such good spirits about: her
as master. He said nothing when lLe came
down stairs, except that he would call again at
five o’clock. About that time (which was be-
fore master came home again), the bell rang
hard from the bedroom, and my mistress ran
out into the landing, and called to me to go
for Mr. Goodricke, and tell him the lady Lad
fainted. 1 got on my bonnet and shawl, when,
as good luck would have if, the docfor himself
came to the house for his promised visit.

I let him in, and went up-stairs alung; with
him. “Lady Glyde was just as usual,” says
my mistress to him at the door; “she was
awake, and looking about her, in a strange, for-
lorn manner, when I heard hLer give a sort of
half cry, and she fainted in a moment.” The
doctor went up to the bed, and stooped down
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over the sick lady. He looked very serious, all
on a sudden, at the sight of her; and put his
hand on her heart.

My mistress stared hard in Mr. Goodricke’s
face. “Not dead!” says she, whispering, and
turning all of a tremble from head to foot.

“ Yes,” says the doctor, very quiet and
grave. “Dead. T was afraid it would happen
suddenly, when I examined her heart yester-
day.” My mistress stepped back from the
bedside, while he was speaking, and trembled
and trembled again. “Dead!” she whispers to
herself ; “dead so suddenly! dead so soom!
‘What will the Count say?” Mr. Goodricke
advised her to go down stairs, and quiet berself
alittle. “You have been sitting up all night,”
says he; “and your nerves are shaken. This
person,” says he, meaning me, “ this person will
stay in the room, till I can send for the neees-
sary assistance.” My mistress did as he fold
her. I must prepare the Count,” she says.
1 must carefully prepare the Count.” And
s0 she left us, shaking from head fo foot, and
went out.

“ Your master is a foreigner,” says Mr. Good-
ricke, when my mistress had left us. * Does he
understand about registering the death #? <« 1
can’t rightly tell, sir,”” says I; “but I should
think not.” The doetor considered a minute ;
and then, says he, “I don’t usually do such
things,” says he, “ but it may save the family
troubie in this ease, if I register the death my-
self. T shall pass the distriet office in half an
hour’s time ; and T can easily look in. Mention,
if you please, that I will do so.” * Yes, sir,”
says I, * with thanks, T'm sure, for your kind-
ness in thinking of it.” * You don’t mind stay-

| ing here, till I can send yon the proper person
| says he.
the poor lady, fill then. I suppose nothing

“No, sir,” says I; “Tll stay with

more could be done, sir, than was done ?” says
I #*No,” says he; “nothing; she must have
suffered sadly before ever I saw her: the case
was hopeless when I was called in.” “ Ah, dear
me ! we all come 1o it, sooner or later, don’t we,
sir 7’ says I. He gave no answer to that; le
didn’t seem to care about talking. He said,
“Good day,” and went out.

I stopped by the bedside from that time, till
the time when Mr. Goodricke sent the person
in, as he had promised. She was, by name,
Jane Gould. < considered her to be a respect-
able-looking woman. She made no remark, ex-
cept to ::5 that she understood what was wanted
of her, that she had winded a many of them
in her time.

How master bore the news, when he first
heard it, is more than I can tell; not having
been present. When I did see him, he looked
awfulrjr overcome by it, to be sure. He sat quiet
in a corner, with his fat hands hanging over his

thick knees, and his head down, his eyes
looking at nothing. He seemed not so much
sorry, as scared and dazed like, by what had

that was

hap&fncd‘ My mistress managed
to be done about the funeral. It must have
cost a sight of money: the coffin, in particular,

being most beautiful. The dead lady’s husband
was away, as we heard, in foreign parts. But
my mistress (being her aunt) settled it with her
friends in the country (Cumberland, T think)
that she should be buried there, in the same
grave along with her mother. TEverything was

one handsomely, in respect of the funeral, T say
again; and master went down fo attend the
burying in the country himself. He looked

rand in his deep mourning, with his big solemn
ace, and his slow walk, and his broad hatband—
that he did!

In conelusion, T have to say, in answer fo
questions put fo me,

(1) That meither I nor my fellow-servant
ever saw my master give Lady Glyde any medi-
cine himself.

(2) That he was never, to my knowledze and
belief, left alone in the room with Lady Glyde.

(3) That T am not able to say what caused
the sudden fright, which my mistress informed
me had seized the lady on her first coming into
the house. The cause was never explained,
either to me or to my fellow-servant.

The above statement has been read over in
my presence. 1 have nothing to add to it, or to
take away from if. T say, on my oath as a
Christian woman, This is the truth.

(Signed)  Hester Pinhorn, Her + Mark.

THE NARRATIVE OF THE DOCTOR.

“To The Registrar of the Sub-District in
which the under-mentioned Death took place.—
T hereby certify that T attended Lady Glyde,
aged Jwenty-one last Birthday ; that T Tast saw
her, on fhe 28fh July, 1850 ; that she died on
the same day at No. 5, Forest-road, St. John's
Wood; and that the cause of her death was

CAUSE OF | DURATION OF
DEATH. DISEASE.
Aneurism. | Not Enown. ‘
Signed,

Alfred Goodricke.
Prof'. Title. M.R.C.8. Eung. LS. 4.
Address. 19, Croydon Gardens, St. Johw's Wood.

THE NARRATIVE OF JANE GOULD,

T was the person sentin by Mr. Goodricke, to
do what was right and needful by the remains of
a lady, who had died at the house named in the
certificate which precedes this. I found the body
in charge of the servant, Hester Pinhorn. I re-
mained with it, and prepared it, at the proper
time, for the grave. Tt was laid in the coffin,
in my presence ; and I afterwards saw the cofiin
screwed down, previous to ifs removal. When
that had been done, and not before, I reeeived
what was due to me, and left the house. I refer
persons who may wish to investigate my cha-
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racterto Mr. Goodricke. He has known me for
more than six years : and he will bear witness
that I can be trusted to tell the truth.

(Signed) Jane Gould.

THE NARRATIVE OF THE TOMBSTONE.

Sacrey
70 THE MEMORY OF
LAURA,
LADY GLYDE,
| WIFE OF SIR PERCIVAL GLYDE, BART,
OF BLACKWATER PARK, HAMPSHIRE ;
AND
DAUGHTER OF THE LATE PHILIP FAIRLIE, ESQ.,
OF LIMMERIDGE HOUSE, IN THIS PARISH.
BORN, MARCH 27TH, 1829,
MARRIED, DECEMBER 23RD, 1849
DIED, JULY 28TH, 1850,

THE NARRATIVE OF WALTER HARTRIGHT,
RESUMED.
I,

Eanny in the summer of 1850, I, and my sur-
viving companions, left the wilds and forests of
Central America for home. Arrived at the coast,
we took ship there for England. ‘The vessel was
wrecked in the Gulf of Mexico; I was amon
the few saved from the sea. It was my thir
escape from peril of death. Death by disease,
death by the Indians, death by drowning—
three had approached mej; all three had passed
me by.

The survivors of the wreck were reseued by
an American vessel, bound for Liverpool. The
ship reached her port on the thirteenth day of
October, 1850. We landed late in the afternoon ;
and T arrived in London the same night.

These pages are not the record of my wander-
ings and my dangers away {rom home. The
motives which led me from my country and m
friends to a new world of adventure and peril
are known. TFrom that self-imposed exile I
came back, as T had hoped, Erayed, believed
I should come back—a changed man. In the
waters of a new life I had tempered my nature
afresh. In the stern school of extremity and
danger my will had learnt to be strong, m
Leart to be resolute, my mind fo rely on ltse,]g
! had gone out to fly from my own future. I
cume back fo face if, as a man should.

To face it with that inevitable suppression
of my=elf which I knew it would demand
w. T had parted with the worst bitfer-
ness of the past, bubt not with my heart’s re-
membrance of the sorrow and the tenderness of
that memorable time. I had not ceased to feel
the one irreparable disappointment of my life—
I had only learnt to bear it. Laura Fairlie was
in all my thoughts when the ship bore me away,
and T looked my last at England. Laura Fairlie
was in all my thoughts when the ship brought
me back, and the morning light showed the
friendly shore in view.

My pen traces the old letters as my heart goes

i

back to the old love. I write of her as Laura
Fairlie still. Tt is hard to think of her, it is
hard to speak of her, by her lusband’s name.

There are no more words of explanation to add,
on my a peunn
pages. “This final navrative, if I have the strength
and the courage to write it, may now go on.

My first anxieties and first hopes, when the
morning came, centred in my mother and my
sister. 1 felt the necessity of preparing them
for the joy and surprise of my return, after an
absence, during which it had been impossible
for them to receive any tidings of me for months
past, Tarly in the morning, I sent a letter to
the Hampstead Cottage ; and followed it myself,
in an hour’s time.

When the first meeting was over, when our

uiet and composure of other days began gra-
ually to return to us, I saw something in
my mother’s face which told me that a seeret
oppression lay heavy on her heart. There was
more than love—fhere was sorrow in the anxious
eyes that Jooked on me so tenderly; there was
pity in the kind hand that slowly and fondly
strengtheried its hold on mine. We had no
concealments from each other. She kuew Low
the hope of my life had heen wrecked—she
knew why I lad left her. It was on my lips
to ask as composedly as I could, if any letter
had come for me from Miss Halcombe—if there
was any news of her sister that I might hear.
Buf, when T looked in my mother’s face, I
lost courage to pub the question even in that
guarded form. 1 could only say, doubtfully and
restrainedly,

“You have something to tell me.” .

My sister, who had been sitting oppesite to
us, rose suddenly, without a word of explana-
tion—rose, and left the room.

My mother moved closer to me on fhe sofa,
and put her arms round my neck. Those fond
arms trembled ; the tears flowed [ast over the
faithful, loving face.

“ Walter !” she whispered—* my own darling !
my heart is heavy for you. Oh, my son! my
son! try to remember that T am still left 1

My head sank on her bosom. She had said
all, in saying those words.

II.

It was the morning of the third day since my
i.‘)etum-—the morning of the sixteenth of Octo-

er.

I had remained with them at the Cotiage; I
liad tried hard not to embitter the happiness of
my return, to Zlem, as it was embittered to me.
I iad done all man could to rise after the shock,
and accept my life resignedly—to let my great
sorrow come in tenderness to my heart, and not
in despair. It was useless and hopeless. No
tears soothed my aching eyes; no velief ¢ame to
Ine from my sister’s sympathy or my mother’s
ove.

On that third morning, T opened my hearf; to
them. At last the wuurﬁs passed my lips which

for the second time in these -
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I had longed fo speak on the day when my
mother told me of her death,

“ Let me go away alone, for a little while,” T
said. 1 shall bear it better when I have looked
once more at the place where I first saw her—
when 1 have kneﬂ; and prayed by the grave
where they have laid her to rest.”

I departed on my journey—my journey to the
grave of Laura Fairlie.

It was a quiet aufumn afternoon, when I
stopped at the solitary station, and set forth
alone, on foot, by the well-remembered road.
The waning sun was shining faintly through
thin white clouds; the air was warm and still;
the peacefulness of the lonely country was over-
shadowed and saddened by the influence of the
falling year.

I reached the moor; I stood again on the
brow of the hill ; T looked on, along the path—
and there were the familiar garden trees in the
distance, the clear sweeping semicircle of the
drive, the high white walls of Limmeridge House.
The chances and changes, the wanderings and
dangers of months and months past, all shrank
and shrivelled fo nothing in my mind. Tt was
like yesterday, since my feet had last trodden
the fragrant heathy ground! T thought T should
see her coming to meet me, with her little straw
hat shading her face, her simple dress flutter-
ing in the air, and her well-filled sketch-book
ready in her hand.

Ol, Death, thou hast thy sting! oh, Grave,
thou hast thy victory !

I turned aside; and there below me, in the
glen, was the lonesome grey church ; the poreh
where I had waited for the coming of the woman
in white ; the hills encircling the quiet burial-
ground ; the brook bubbling cold over its stony
bed. There was the marble eross, fair and white,
at the head of the tomb—ithe tomb that now
rose over mother and daughter alike.

I approached the grave. T crossed once more
the low stone stile, and bared my head as I
touched the sacred ground. Sacred fo gentleness
and gooduess ; sacred to reverence and grief.

I stopped before the pedestal from which the
cross rose. On one side of if, on the side nearest
to me, the newly-cut inscription met my eyes—
the hard, clear, cruel black letters which told
the story of her life and death. I tried to read
them. I did read, as far as the name. “Sacred
to the Memory of Laura ** The kind blue
eyes dim with tears; the fair head drooping
wearily ; the innocent, parting words which im-
plored me to leave her—oh, for a happier last
memory of her than this; the memory I took
away with me, the memory I bring back with
me to her grave !

A seeond time, I fried to read the inseription,
I saw, at the end, the dafe of her death; and,
above it—-

Above it, there were lines on the marble,
ithere was o name among them, which disturbed
my thoughts of her. 1 went round to the other
side of the grave, where there was nothing to
read—nothing of earthly vileness to force its way
between Ler spirit and mine.

T knelt down by the tomb. T laid my hands,
I laid my head, on the broad white stone, and
closed my weary eyes on the earth around, on
the light above. T let her come back to me.
Oh, my love ! my love! my heart may speak fo
you now/ It is yesterday again, since we parted
—yesterday, since your dear hand lay in mine—
yesterday, since my eyes looked their last on
you. My love! my love!

# # i #* #

Time had flowed on; and Silence had fallen,
like thick night, over its course.

The first sound that came, after the heavenly
peace, rustled faintly, like a passing breath of
air, over the grass of the burial-ground. I heard
it nearing me slowly, until it came changed {o
my ear—came like footsteps moving onward—
then stopped.

I looked up.

The sunset was near at hand. The clouds
had parted; the slanting light fell mellow
over the hills. The last of the day was cold
and clear and still in the quiet valley of the
dead.

Beyond me, in the burial-ground, standing to-
gether in the eold clearness of the lower light, I
saw two women. They were looking towards
the tomb; looking towards ne.

Two.

They came a little on; and stopped again.
Their veils were down, and hid their faces from
me.  When they stopped, one of them raised
her veil. Tn the sti]f evening light, T saw the
fac&of Ma[l]ﬁa% Hal{é{lmhef. i .

hanged, ¢ ed as if years had passed over
it ! 'l‘i]fec cycsai]agrge and I::vild, and looking af
me with a strange terror in them. The face
worn and wasted piteously. Pain and fear and
grief written on her as with a brand.

I took one step towards her from the grave.
She never moved—she never spoke. The veiled
woman with her eried out faintly. T stopped.
The springs of my life fell low ; and the shud-
dering of an unutterable dread crept over me
from head to foot.

The woman with the veiled face moved away
from her companion, and came towards me
slowly. Teft by herself, standing by herself,
Marian Haleombe spoke. Tt was the voice that
I remembered—the voice not changed, like the
frightened eyes and the wasted face.

“My dream ! my dream !” T heard her say
these words softly, in the awful silence. She
sank on her knees, and raised her clasped hands
to the heaven, *Tather! strengthen him. Fa-
ther! help him, in his hour of need.”

The woman came on; slowly and silently
came on. 1 looked at her—at her, and at none
other, from that moment.

The voice that was praying for me, faltered
and sank low—then rose on a sudden, and called
affrightedly, called despairingly to me to come
away.

B{lt the veiled woman had possession of me,
body and soul. She stopped on one side of the
grave. We stood face fo face, with the fomb-
stone between us. She was close to the inscrip-

1
| i
|
|




Charles Dickens. ]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND,

[May 19, 1560.]

129

tion on the side of the pedestal. Her gown
touched the black letters.

The voice came nearer, and rose and rose more
passionately still. “ Hide your face ! don’t look
af her! Oh, for God’s sake, spare him |——”

The woman lifted her veil.

Sacred
T0O THE MEMORY OF

LAURA,

LADY GLYDE,——

Laura, Lady Glyde, was standing by the in-
seription, and was looking at me over the grave.

THE END OF THE FIRST PART.

ORCHARD HOUSES.

Two separate advantages are found to be de-
rived by the public from a reductionin the price,
by diminished taxation, of any commodity in
general use ; namely, the expected advantage and
the wnexpected advantage. When sugar sud-
denly dropped in price, some years ago, few
could have guessed that its immediate effect
would be the saving of a host of small
market-gardeners from very embarrassed cir-
cumstances—many from ruin. Yet the steps
of the process were simple. Those gardeners
had in cultivation an immense quantity of
perishable strawberries, currants, gooseberries,
and raspberries, which (unlike the prunes, the
figs, and the raisins of the South) do not attain of
themselves sufficienf sweetness to preserve them.
With high-priced sugar, their conversion into
preserves was a losing speculation; therefore,
what was not consumed immediately, was left to
vot upon the bushes. Lven what was consumed,
sold badly. Buf, with cheap suE , the same de-
spised fruits were at once bought up eagerly and
made into jams and jellies, not only for home
consumption, but for exportation, to be paid for
in hard cash, or b{ goods sent in return. The
gardeners paid their rents, cleared off their
mortgages, and bought their families the new
Sunday clothes, of which they had long been

~standing in need.

Another illustrative instance of the good effects
of aliberal system appears to be manifesting itself
to the inhabitants of the British Islands. No one
can tell, even yet, what convenient and agreeable
results may be the consequence of cheap glass.
Crystal palaces are things to admire and wonder
at; but photographie galleries, covered courts,
glazed passages, inereased sunlight in offices and
counting-houses, and inexpensive greenhouses
and aquaria, are all things of daily comfort and
entertainment. To these, Mr, Thomas Rivers,
of rose cclebrity, has added a - set of useful
and efficient constructions, fo which Le has given
the modest iitle of Orcnarp Houses.

When cheap glass was offered to the garden-
ing world, garﬁeuers were far from anticipat-
ing that cheap glass would ever knock down
garden-walls. If is not on Mr. Rivers’s sole
authority that we state it is likely to do

so; because that gentleman, far-seeing hor-
ticulturist as he is, might be suspected of
prejudice in favour of his own hobby. An
authority less liable to suspicion, Dr. Lindley,
foresees that Orchard Houses will serve both o
give trees a better climate by shelter, and to in-
crease their fruitfulness by maintaining an equi-
poise of growth. No wall, under any conceiy-
able circumstances, can secure so good a climate
as a well-managed glass-house; for, in such a
structure we not only gain heat and repel cold,
but expose our Ylants incessantly fo those rapid
currents of {resh air which are denied to a wall,
although they are the greatest cause of colour
and flavour. The learned professor further pre-
dicts that the Orchard House System will be the
means of simplifying and facilitafing the busi-
ness of PRUNING and TRAINING fruif-frecs, re-
lieving gardeners of this troublesome and difficult
work, which consumes no end of labour, half
kills men in winter by cold, and, in summer, by
baking them against hot walls, and is constantly
attended by disappointment instead of being re-
warded with success.

What is the use of garden-walls? “To
keep ouf thieves,” answers some unreflecting
reader. Certainly, it must be allowed that walls
do, to some extent, help to exclude pilferers from
a tempting spof ; but, in hundreds of gardens,
walls have been built solely for the purpose of
having fruit-trees nailed against them. Invent a
better mode of growing fruit-trees in the British
climate, and British garden-walls are sapped
and mined, ready to totter at the firsi high
wind. BMr. Rivers and his little book are the
Joshun and the trumpet at whose blast and
shoutings the brick and mortar fortifications
of the horticultural Jericho must eventually
crumble into dust.

Walls have hitherto had it all their own way,
for want of competition ; nothing better has ap-
peared to rival them. Not to speak of their
expensiveness, a great check to the enferprising
gardener is the limited extent to which his wa
space can possibly be increased. It is of no use
making walls above a certain height; because
wall-trees only grow to a certain height. An
acre of garden, surrounded by a wall, will onl
give a fixed extent of wall with south, east, an
western aspect, along its outer boundary. The
wall facing the north is of little use, except for
currants and Morello cherries, Walls running
across the middle of a garden, like the bars of a
gridiron, are melancholy and wasteful contriv-
ances: every square foot of sunshine they ecatch
is dearly paid for by an extensive area of cold
and sha({y border. The fruit-trees, unnaturally
trained and flattened against them, are diseased
and short-lived. Only eompare a wall peach or
apricot tree, even in our southern counties, with
the standard peaches and apricots that grow
wild in the vineyards of Burgundy !

Neither do walls completely fulfil the duties
that are expeeted of them. Our finer fruits
(natives of climates that differ from and are in
some respects finer than our own) have all some
trifling peculiarity of constitution which unfits
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