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PART THE SECOND. HARTRIGHT'S NARRATIVE.

V.

Tae story of my first inquiries in Hampshire
is soon told.

My early departure from London enabled me
to reach Mr. Dawson’s house in the forenoon.
Our interview, so far as the object of my visit
was concerned, led to no satisfactory result.
Mr. Dawson’s books certainly showed when he
liad resumed his attendance on Miss Halecombe,
at Blackwater Park; but it was not possible to
calculate back from this date with any exact-
ness, without such help from Mrs. Michelson as
I knew she was unable to afford. She could not
say from memory (who, in similar cases, ever
can ?) how many days had elapsed between the
renewal of the doctor’s attendance on his patient
and the previous departure of Lady Glyde. She
was almost certain of having mentioned the cir-
cumstance of the departure to Miss Halcombe,
on the day after it happened—Dbut then she was
no more able to fix the date of the day on which
this disclosure took place, than io fix the date
of the day before, when Lady Glyde had left for
London. Neither could she calculate, with any
nearer approach to exactness, the time that had
passed from the departure of her mistress, to the

eriod when the undated letter from Madame
fosco arrived. Lastly, as if to complete the
series of difficulties, the doctor himself, havin
been ill at the time, had omitted to make his usutﬁ
entry of the day of the week and month when the
gardener from Blackwater Park las called on
him to deliver Mrs. Michelson’s message.

Hopeless of obtaining -assistance from Mr.
Dawson, I resolved to fry next if I could esta-
blish the date of Sir Percival’s arrival at
Knowlesbury. It seemed like a fatality! When
I reached Knowlesbury the inn was shut up;
and bills were posted on the walls, The specu-
lation hiad been a bad one, as I was informed,
ever since the time of the railway. The new
hotel at the station had gradually absorbed
the business; and the old inn (which we
knew to be the inn at which Sir Pereival had
put up), had been closed about two months
since. The proprietor had left the town with all
his goods and chattels, and where he had gone I
could not positively ascertain from any one. The
four people of whom I inquired gave me four

different accounts of his plans and projects when
lie left Knowlesbury.

There were still some hours to spare before
the last train left for London; and I drove back
again, in a fly from the Knowlesbury station, to
Blackwater Park, with the purpose of question-
ing the gardener and the person who kept the
Ioﬁge. f they, too, proved unable to assist me,
my resources, for the present, were at an end,
and I might return to town.

I dismissed the fly a mile distant from the
park ; and, gefting my directions from the
driver, proceeded by myself fo the house. AsT
turned mto the lane from the high road, I saw a
man, with a carpet-bag, walking before me ra-
pidly on the way to the lodge. He was a little
man, dressed in shabby black, and wearing a re-
markably large hat. I set him down (as well as
it was possible to judge) for a lawyer’s elerk;
and stopped at once to widen the distance be-
tween us. He had not heard me ; and he walked
on out of sight, without looking hack. When I
passed through the gates myself, a little while
afterwards, he was not visible—he had evidently
gone on to the house.

There were two women in the lodge. One of
them was old; the other, I knew at once, by
Marian’s deseription of her, to be Margaret
Porcher. T asked first if Sir Percival was at the
park ; and, receiving a reply in the negative, in-
quired next when he had left it. Neither of the
women could tell me more than that he had gone
away in the summer. T could exfract nothing
from Margaret Porcher buf vacant smiles and
shakings of the head. The old woman was a
little more intelligent; and T managed to lead
lier info speaking of the manner of Sir Percival’s
departure, and of the alarm that it caused her.
She remembered her master calling her ouf of
bed, and remembered his frigﬁxmning her by
swearing—but the date at which the occurrence
happened was, as she honestly acknowledged,
“ quite beyond her.”

n leaving the lodge, I saw the gardener at
work not far off. When I first addressed him,
he looked at me rather distrustfully; but, on
my using Mrs. Michelson’s name, with a eivil
reference to himself, he entered into conversa-
tion readily enough, There is no need to deseribe
what passed between us: it ended, as all my
other attempts to discover the date had ended.
The gardener knew that his master had driven
away, abt night “some time in July, the last
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fortnight or the last ten daysin the month”—
and knew no more,

While we were speaking together, T saw the
man in black, with the large hat, come out from
the house, and stand at some little distance ob-
serving us.

Certain suspicions of his errand at Black-
water Park had already crossed my mind.
They were now inereased by the gardener’s in-
ability (or unwillingness) to tell me who the
man was ; and I determined to clear the way be-
fore me, if possible, by speaking to him. The
plainest. question I could put, as a stranger,
would be to inquire if the house was allowed to
be shown to visitors. I walked up to the man
at once, and accosted him in those words.

His look and manner unmistakably betrayed
that he knew who I was, and that he wanted to
irritate me into quarrelling with him. His reply
was insolent, enough to have answered the pur-
pose, if I had been less determined to control
myself. As it was, T met him with the most re-
solute politeness ; apologised for my involuntary
intrusion (which he called a “tres ass”’), and
left the grounds. If was exactl{ as 1 suspected.
The recognition of me, when T left Mr. Kyile's
office, had been evidently communicated to Sir
Percival Glyde ; and the man in black had been
sent to the park, in anticipation of my making
inquiries at the house, or in the neighbourhood.
It T had given him the least chance of lodging
any sort of legal complaint against me, the in-
terference of the local magistrate would no
doubt bave been turned to account, as a clog on
my proceedings, and a means of separating me
from Marian and Laura for some days at least.

I was prepared to be watched on fhe way from
Blackwater Park to the station, exactly as I had
been watched, in London, the day before. But
T could not discover at the time, and I have
never found out since, whether T was really fol-
lowed on this occasion or nof. The man in black
might have had means of tracking me at his dis-
posal of which I was not aware—but I certainly
saw nothing of him, in his own person, either
on the way to the station, or afterwards on
my arvival at the London ferminus, in the
evening. I reached home, on foot ; taking the
precaution, before I appreached our own door,
of walking round by the loneliest street in the
neighhourhood, and there stopping and looking
back more than once over the open space behin
me, I had first learnt fo use this stratagem
against suspected treachery in the wilds of Cen-
tral America—and now I was practising if again,
with the same purpose and with even greater
caution, in the heart of civilised London !

Nothing had happened to alarm Marian during
my absence. She asked eagerly what success I
had met with. When I told her, she ecould not
conceal her surprise af the indifference with
which T spoke of the failure of my investiga-
tions, thus far,

The truth was, that the ill-suceess of my in-
quiries had in no sense daunted me. I had
pursued them as a matter of duty, and I had ex-
pected nothing from them. In the state of my

mind, at that time, it was almost a relief to me
to know that the struggle was now narrowed to
a trial of strength between myself and Sir Per-
cival Glyde. Thewindictive motive had mingled
itself, all along, with my other and better
motives; and I confess it was a satisfaction fo
me to feel that the surest way—the only way

left—of serving Laura’s cawse, was to fasten |

my hold firmly on the villain who had married
her. I acknowledge that I was not strong
enough fo keep my motives above the reach of
this instinct of revenge. But I can honestly
say That no base speculation on the future rela-
tions of Laura and myself, and on the private
and personal concessions which I might force
from Sir Percival if T once had him at my
merey, ever entered my mind. I never said
to myself, * If T do succeed, it shall be one re-
sult of my suceess that I put it out of her hus-
band’s power to take her from me again” T
could not look at her and think of the future
with such thoughts as those. The sad sight of
the change in her from her former self, made the
one interest of my love an interest of fenderness
and compassion, which her father or'her brother
might have felt, and which T felt, God knows,
in my inmost heart. All my hopes looked no
farther on, now, than o the day of her recovery.
There, till she was strong again and ]][\]J\Jj‘
again—there, fill she conld look at me as she
had once looked, and speak to me as she had
once spoken—the future of myhappiest thoughts
and my dearest wishes ended.

These words are written under no prompting
of idle self-contemplation, Passages in this
narrafive are soon to come, which will set the
minds of others in judgment on my conduct.
It is right that the best and the worst of me
should be fairly balanced, before that time.

On the morning after my refurn from Hamp-
shire, T took Marian up-stairs into my working-
room ; and there laid hefore her the plan that I
had matured, thus far, for mastering the one
assailable point in the life of Sir Pereival Glyde.

The way to the Seeret lay through the mys-
tery, hitherto impenetrable to all of us, of the
woman in white. The approach to that, in its
turn, might be gained by obfaining the assist-
ance of Anne Catherick’s mother ; and the only
ascertainable means of prevailing on Mrs. Ca-
therick to act or to speak in the matter, de-
pended on the chance of my discovering local
particulars and family particulars, first of all,
from Mrs. Clements. T had thonght the subject
over carefully ; and I felt certain that the new
inquiries eould only begin, to any purpose, by my
placing myself in communication with the faithfu!
friend and protectress of Anne Catherick.

The first difficulty, then, was to find Mrs.
Clements.

I was indebted to Marian’s quick percep-
tion for meeting this necessity at once by the
best and simplest means. She proposed 1
write to the farm mear Limmeridge (Todd's
Corner), to inquire whether Mrs. Clements had
communicated with Mrs. Todd during the past
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few months. How Mps. Clements had been
separated from Anne, it was impossible forus to
say; bub that separation once effected, it would
cerfainly oceur to Mrs. Clements to inguire
after the missing woman in the neighbourhood
of all others to which she was kunown to be
most attached—the neighbonrhood of Lim-
meridge. T saw directly that Marian’s Eroposnl
offered us a prospeet of suceess; and she wrote
to Mrs. Todd accordingly by that day’s post.

While we were waitmg for the reply, I made
myself master of all the information Marian
could afford on the subject of Sir Percival's
family, and of his early life. She could only
speak on these topies from hearsay; buf she
was reasonably certain of the truth of what
little she had to tell.

Sir Percival was an only child. His father,
Sir Felix Glyde, had suffeved, from his birth,
under a painful and incurable deformity, and had
shunned all society from his earliest years. His
sole happiness was in_the enjoyment of music;
and he Eﬂd married a lady with tastes similar to
his own, who was said to{e a most accomplished
musician. He inherifed the Blackwater pro-
Eerl,y while still a young man. Neither he nor

is wife, after taking possession, made advances
of any sort towards the society of the neigh-
bourhcod ; and no one endeavoured to tempt
them into abandoning their reserve, with the one
disastrous exception of the reefor of the parish.

The rector was the worst of all innocent mis-
chief-makers—an over-zealous man. He had
heard that Sir Felix had left College with the
character of being little better than a revo-
lutionist in politics and an infidel in religion;
and he arrived conscientiously at the conelusion
that it was his bounden dufy fo summon the
lord of the manor to hear sound views enunciated
in the parish church. Sir Felix fiercely resented
the clergyman’s well-meant but ill-directed in-
terference ; insulting him so grossly and ‘so
publicly, that the families in the neighbourhood
sent letters of indignant remonstrance to the
park ; and even the tenants on the Blackwater
property expressed their opinion as strongly
as they dared. The baronet, who had no
counfry tastes of any kind, and no attach-
ment to the estate, or to any one living on it,
declared that society at Blackwater should never
have a second chanee of annoying him ; and left
the place from that moment. After a short
residence in London, he and his wife departed
for the Continent ; and never refurned to Eng-
land again. They lived part of the time
France, and part in Germany—always keeping
themselves in the strict retirement which the
morbid sense of his own personal deformity
had made a necessity to Sir Felix. Their
son, Percival, had been born abroad, and had
been educated there by private tutors. His
mother was the first of his parents whom he
lost, His father had died a few years after her,
either in 1825 or 1826. Sir Percival had been
in England, as a young man, once or fwice
before that period; but his acquaintance with
the late Mr. Fairlie did not ‘}Jegm till after

the time of his father’s death. They soon
hecame very intimate, although Sir Percival
was seldom, or mever, at Limmeridge House
in those days. Mr. Frederick Fairlie might
have met hm once or twice in Mr. Philip
Fairlie’s company; but he could have known
little of him at that or at any other time. Sir
Percival’s only intimate friend in the Fairlie
family had been Laura’s father.

These were all the particulars that T conld gain
from Marian. They suggested nothing which
was useful to my present purpose; but 1 noted
them down carefuﬁy, in the event of their prov-
ing to be of importance at any future period. *

Mrs. Todd’s reply (addressed, by our own
wish, to a post-office at some distance from us)
had anivet{‘ at its destination when I went to
apply for it. The chances, which had been all
against us, hitherto, turned, from this moment,
in our favour. Mrs. Todd’s letter contained the
first item of information of which we were n
search.

Mrs, Clements, it appeared, had (as we had
conjectured) written to Todd’s Corner; asking

ardo., in the first place, for the abrupt manner
m which she and Anne had left their friends af
the farm-house (on the morning after T had met
the woman in white in Limmeridge churchyard) ;
and then informing Mrs. Todd of Anne’s dis-
appearance, and enfreating that she would cause
inquiries to be made in the, neighbourhood, on
the chance that the lost woman might have
strayed back to Limmeridge. In making this
request, Mrs. Clements had been careful to add
to 1t the address at which she might always be
heard of; and that address Mrs. Todd now
transmitted to Marian. If was in London ; and
within half an hour’s walk of ourown lodging.

In the words of the proverb, I was resolved
nof to let the grass grow under my feet. The
next morning, % set forth to seek an interview
with Mrs, Clements. This was my first step
forward in the investigation. The story of the
desperate attempt to which T now stood com-
mitted, begins here.

VI.

Tue address communicated by Mrs. Todd took
me to a lodeing-house situated in a respectable
street near the Gray’s Inn-road.

When I knocked, the door was opened by Mrs.
Clements herself. She did not appear to re-
member me ; and asked what my business was.
I recalled to her our meeting m Limmeridge
churchyard, at the close of my inferview there
with the woman in white; taking special care to
remind her that I was the person who assisted
Anne Catherick (as Anme had herself declared)
to eseape the pursuit from the Asylum. This
was my only elaim to the confidence of Mrs.
Clements. She remembered the circumstance
the moment I spoke of it ; and asked me into
the parlour, in the greatest anxiety to know if I
had brought her any news of Anne.

It was impossible for me to tell her the
whole truth, without, at the same time, enter-
ing into particulars on the subject of the con-
spiracy, which it would have been dangerous to




220

[Junc 16, 1850.]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

[Conducted by

confide to a stranger. I could only abstain most
carefully from raising any false hopes, and then
explain that the objeet of my visit was to dis-
cover the persons who were really responsible
for Anne’s disappearance. I even added, so as
to exonerate myself from any after-reproach of
my own conscience, that I entertained not the
least hope of being able to trace ler; that
I believed we should never see her alive
again; and that my main interest in the affair
was o bring fo punishment fwo men whom
I suspected to be concerned in luring her away,
and at whose hands I and some dear friends
of mine had suffered a grievous wrong. With
this explanation, I left it to Mrs. Clements to
say whether our interest in the matter (whatever
difference there might be in the motives which
actuated us) was not the same ; and whether she
felt any reluctance to forward my object by
giving me such information on the subject of
my inquiries as she happened to possess.

The poor woman was, at first, too much con-
fused and agitated to understand thoroughly
what I said to her. She could only reply that I
was welcome to anything she could tell me in
return for the kindness I had shown to Anne.
But as she was not very quick and ready, at the
best of times, in talking to strangers, she would
beg me to put her in the right way, and to say
where I wished her to begin. Knowing by ex-
perience that the plainest narrative attainable
from persons who are not accustomed to arrange
their ideas, is the narrative which foes far
enough back at the beginning to avoid all im-

ediments of retrospection in its course, T asked
Mts. Clements to tell me, first, what had happened
after she had left Limmeridge ; and so, by watch-
ul questioning, carried her on from point to
point till we reached the period of Anmne’s dis-
appearance.
he substance of the information which T thus
obtained, was as follows :

On leaving the farm at Todd’s Corner, Mrs.
Clements and Anne had travelled, that day, as
far as Derby ; and had remained there a week,
on Anne’s account, They had then gone on to
London, and had lived in the lodging occupied
by Mrs. Clements, at that time, for a month or
more, when ecireumstances connected with the
house and the landlord had obliged them tfo
change their quarters. Amne’s terror of being
discovered in London or its neighbourhood,
whenever they ventured to walk out, had gra-
dually communicated itself to Mrs, Clements ;
and she had determined on removing fo one of
the most out-of-the-way places in England, fo the
town of Grimsby in Lincolnshire, where her de-
ceased husband had passed all his early life. His
relatives were respectable people settled in the
town; they had always treated Mrs. Clements
with great kindness; and she thought it im-
possible to do better than go there, and take the
advice of her husband’s friends. Anne would
not hear of returning to her mother at Wel-
mingham, because she had been removed to the
Asylum from that place, and because Sir Per-
cival would he certain to go kack there and find

her again. There was serious weight in this
objection, and Mrs. Clements felt that it was not
to be easily removed.

At Grimsby the first serious symptoms of ill-
ness had shown themselves in Anne. They ap-
peared soon after the news of Lady Glyde’s mar-
riage had been made public in the newspapers,
and had reached her through that medium.

The medical man who was sent for to attend
the sick woman, discovered at once that she
was suffering from a serious affection of the
hearf, The illness lasted long, left her very
weak, and returned, at intervals, though with
mitigated severity, again and again. They re-
mained at Grimsby, in consequence, all through
the first half of the new year; and there they
might probably have stayed much longer, but
for the sudden resolution which Anne took, at
this time, to venture back to Hampshire, for the
ingpose of obtaining a private interview with

ady Glyde

Mrs. Clements did all inher power to oppose
the execution of this hazardous and unaccount-
able project. No explanation of her motives was
offered by Anne, except that she believed the
day of her death was not far off, and that she
had something on her mind which must be com-
municated toDLadj Glyde, at any risk, in secret.
Her resolution to accon;lpliah this purpose was so
firmly settled, that she declared her infention of
aoing to Hampshire by herself, if Mrs. Clements

elt any unwillingness fo go with her. The
doctor, on being consulted, was of opinion that
serious opposition to her wishes would, in all
probability, produce another and perhaps a fatal
fit of illness ; and Mrs. Clements, under this
advice, yielded to necessity, and once more, with
sad forebodings of trouble and danger to come,
allowed Anne Catherick to have her own way.

On the journey from London to Hampshire,
Mrs. Clements discovered that one of their
fellow-passengers was well acquainted with the
neighbourhood of Blackwater, and could give
her all the information she needed on the subject
of localities. In this way, she found ouf that the
only place they could go to which was not danger-
ously near to Sir Percival’s residence, was a large
village, called Sandon. The distance, here, from
Blackwater Park was between three and four
miles—and that distance, and back again, Anne
had walked, on each occasion when she had ap-
peared in the neighbourhood of the lake.

For the few days, during which they were at
Sandon without being Esuovered, they had
lived a little away from the village, in the cottage
of a decent widow-woman, who had a bedroom
to let, and whose disereet silence Mrs. Clements
had done her hest to secure, for the first week
at least. She had also tried hard to induce
Anne to be content with writing to Lady Glyde,
in the first instance. But the failure of the
warning contained in the anonymous letter sent
to Limmeridge had made Anne resolute to speak
this time, and obstinate in the determination to
2o on her errand alone.

Myrs, Clements, nevertheless, followed her
privately on each occasion when she went to

—
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the lake — without, however, venfuring near
enough fo the boat-house to be witness of
what took place there. When Anne returned
for the last time from the dangerous neigh-
bouthood, the fatigue of walkimz, day after
day, distances whicli were far too great for her
strength, added to the exhausting effect of. the
agitation from which she had suffered, produced
the result which Mrs. Clements had dreaded all
along. The old pain over the heart and the
other symptoms of the illness at Grimsby re-
turned ; and Anne was confined to her bed in
the cottage.

Tn this emergeney, the first necessity, as Mrs.
Clements knew by experience, was to endeavour
to quiet Anne’s anxiety of mind; and, for this
purpose, the good woman went hersell the next
day to the lake, to try if she could find Lady
Glyde Ewho would be sure, as Anne said, to take
her daily walk to the boat-house), and prevail on
her to come back privately to the cottage near
Sandon. On reaching the outskirts of the planta-
tion, Mrs. Clements encountered, not LadyGlyde,
but a tall, stout, elderly gentleman with a book
in his hand—in other words, Count Fosco. |

The Count, after looking at her very atfen-
tively for a moment, asked if she expected to
see any one in that place ; and added, before she
could reply, that he was waiting there with a
message from Lady Glyde, but that he was nof
quite certain whether the person then before
liim answered the deseription of the person with
whom he was desired to communicate. Upon
this, Mrs. Clements at once confided her errand
to him, and entreated that he would help to allay
Amne’s anxiety by trusting his message to her.
The Count most readily and kindly complied
with her request. The message, he said, was a
most important one, Lady Glyde entreated
Aune and her good friend to return immediately
to London, as she felt certain that Sir Percival
would discover them, if they remained any longer
in the neighbourhood of Blackwater. She was
herself going to London in a short time; and if
Mrs. Clements and Anne would go there first,
and would let her know what their address was,
they should hear from her and see her, in a fort-
night or less. ‘The Count added, that he had
already attempted to give a friendly warning
to Anne herself, but that she had been too mue
startled by secing that he was a stranger, to let
him approach anﬁ speak to her.

T'o this, Mrs. Clements replied, in the greatest
alarm and distress, that she asked nothing betier
than to take Anne safely to London; but that
there was no present hope of removing her from
the dangerous neighbourhood, as she lay ill in
her bed at that moment. The Count inquired
if Mys. Clements had sent for medical advice;
and, hearing that she had hitherto hesifated to
do so, from the fear of making their position

ublicly known in the village, informed her that
\¢ was himself a medical man, and that he would
go back with her, if she pleased, and see what
could be done for Anne. Murs. Clements (feel-
ing a natural confidence in the Count, as a per-
son trusted with a secret message from Lady

Glyde) gratefully aceepted the offer; and they
went back together to the cottage. i

Anne was asleep when they got there. The
Count started at the sight of her (evidently from
astonishment at her resemblance to Lady Glyde).
Poor Mrs. Clements supposed that he was only
shocked to see how ill she was. He would not
allow hLer to be awakened; he was contented
with putting questions to Mrs, Clements about
her symptoms, with looking at her, and with
lightly touching her pulse. Sandon was a large
enough place to have a grocer’s and druggist’s
shop in 1t ; and thither the Count went, to write
his preseription and to get the medicine made
up. He brought it back himself; and told Mos.
Clements that the medicine was a powerful sti-
mulant, and that it would certainly give Anne
strength to get up and bear the fatigue of a
journey to London of only a few hours. The
remedy was to be administered at stated times,
on that day, and on the day after. On the third
day she would be well enough to travel ; and he
arranged to meet Mrs. Clements at fhe Black-
water station, and to see them off by the mid-day
train, If they did not appear, he would assume
that Anne was worse, ans would proceed at once
to the cottage.

As events turned out, however, no such emer-
geney as this ocourred. The medicine had an
extraordinary effect on Anne, and the good re-
sults of it were helped by the assurance Mrs.
Clements could now give her that she would
soon see Lady Glyde in London. At the ap-
pointed day and time (when they had not been
quite so long as a week in Hampshire, alto-
gether), they arrived at the station. ‘I'he Count
was waiting there for them, and was talking to
an elderly lady, who appeared to be going to
travel by the train to ]Eundou also. He most
kindly assisted them, and put them into the
carriage himsell’; begging Mxys. Clements not to
forget to send her address to Lady Glyde. The
elderly lady did not travel in the same compart-
ment ; and they did not notice what became of her
on reaching the London terminus. Mrs. Clements
secured respectable lodgings in a quiet neighbour-
hood ; and then wrote, as she ha(? engagca to do,
to inform Lady Glyde of the address.

A little more than a fortnight passed, and no
answer came,

At the end of that time, a lady (the same
elderly ladg whom they had seen at the sta-
tion) called in a cab, and said that she came
from Lady Glyde, who was then at an hofel
in London, and who wished to see Mrs. Cle-
ments for the purpose of arranging a future
interview with Anne. Mrs. Clements expressed
lier willingness (Anne being presenf ab the
time, and entreating her to do so) to forward
the object in view, especially as she was not re-
quired to be away from the house for more than
half an hour at the most. She and the elderly
lady (clcm‘]{' Madame Fosco) then left in the
cab. The lady stopped the cab, after it had
driven some distance, at a shop, hefore they got
to the hotel; and begged Mrs. Clements to wait
for her for a‘few minutes, while she made a pur-
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chase that had been forgotten. She never ap-
peared again.

After waiting some time, Mrs. Clements be-
came alarmed, and ordered the cabman to drive
back to her lodgings. When she got there,
after an absence of rather more than lLalf an
hour, Anne was gone.

The only information to be obtained from the
people of the house, was derived from the ser-
vant who waited on the lodgers. She had
opened the door to a boy from the street, who
had left a letter for “the young woman who
lived on the second floor” (tﬂe avt of the house
which Mrs. Clements uccupiecg. The servant
had delivered the letter; had then gone down
stairs; and, five minutes afterwards, had ob-
served Anne open the front door, and go ouf,
dressed in her bomnet and shawl. She had pro-
bably taken the letter with her; for it was not
to be found, and it was therefore impossible fo
tell what inducement had been offered to make
her leave the house. It must have been a strong
one—for she would never stir out alone in Lon-
don of her own accord. If Mrs. Clements had
not known this by experience, nothing would
have induced her to go away in the cab, even for
so short a time as hr%f an hour only.

As soon as she could colleet her thoughts, the
first idea that paturally occurred to Mrs. Cle-
ments, was to go and make inquiries at the Asy-
lum, to which she dreaded that Anne had been
taken back.

She went there the next day—having been
informed of the locality in' which the house
was situated by Anne herself. The answer
she received (her application having, in all
probabilify, been made a day or two hefore
the false Anne Catherick had really been con-
signed to safe keeping in the Asylum) was, that
no such person had been brought back there.
She had then written to Mrs. Catherick, at
Welmingham, to know if she had seen or heard
anything of her daughter; and had received an
answer in the negative. Affer that reply had
reached her, she was at the end of her resources,
and perfectly ignorant where else to inquire,
or what else to do. From that #ime to this, she
had remained in total ignorance of the cause of
Anne’s disappearance, and of the end of Anne’s
story.

OUR EYE-WITNESS AT THE NATIONAL
GALLERY.

Proceenize with that examination of the
leading ornamental characteristics of our metro-
Eoljs which has included its statues, its publie

uildings, and some of its private houses and
shops, we come to a eonsideration of a certain
collection of pictures lodged in one of the public
buildings which lLas been already described (not
favourably), and which collection must be looked
upon as one of the public decorative features of
London.

The British publie is long-suffering and pa-
tient. It takes, for the most part, what is given
to it, and bears what is inflicted on it, with a

gentle acquiescence. So long as it is allowed
fo yawn oceasionally, and to change frequentl
its supporting leg from the right to the left
and back again, 1t will submit to almost an
amount of boring that ifs tormentors thini
proper fo inflict. The publie is, in the mass,
reverential, and has an implicit confidence—
Heaven help it!—in professors. When Pro-
fessor Conkey tells it that it must go through a
collection of ten thousand cases full of shells;
when Professor Pradam commands ifs attention
to a similar number of fossils; when Professor
Fluffy commands it to eontemplate a million or
two of moths, ever ?rain of whose down be-
comes at last a weight of tons upon the spec-
tators’ spirits, the public “supposes it is all
l'i%t,” and does as 1t is bid.

uf, O much-enduring and sweet-tempered
public! you are uone the less taken in and
cruelly dealt with. Professor Fudge, known as
the Eye-witness, is determined to turn king’s
evidence upon all other professors, and to 1m-
plore you to throw their yoke off, to think for
yourselves, and to become emancipated once
and for ever from a blind allegiance to « collec-
tions.”

It is pitiful fo see how, when a solemn pro-
fessor—suppose we eall him Waghorn—when a
solemn Professor Waghorn tells the public he is.
going to enunciate an opinion, the public * waits
for the Waghorn,” and believes implicitly. What
your Bye-witness has to propose, by way of
remedy, is a simple and easiEv organised arrange-
ment. He proposes that in all collections of
scientifie and arfistic treasures, there shall be
two deparfments : one for the public, containing
the things which if gives that public pleasure to
see; one for the professors, consisting of all the
boring things which it gives the public pain to
see; and that for these last, THE PROFEssoms
THEMSELVES SHALL PAY.

Now, this question concerning the national
collection of pietures in Trafalgar-square being
one of consi(ﬁ:rahle importance, your Eye-wit-
ness desires to give in his report, rather in the
form of legal evidence, than in any less exact
manner. He will suppose himself, with the
reader’s permission, in a witness-hox before a
Jury, consisting of the whole of his fellow-
countrymen ; Professor Waghorn, and the ghost
of Bir George Beaumont on the bench. The
evidence given by the Eye-witness—who mounts
the witness-hox with a catalogue of the national
collection in his hand, and who presents rather a
worn appearance (in consequence, probably, of
his recent; endurances)—is to this effect :

His name is Fudge—David Fudge. His resi-
dence is at No. 2, Lumbago-terrace. Has had
a long and careful Art-education, and has been
engaged, during a great period of his life, in Art-
studies. Considers himself, therefore, qualified
to give an opinion on matters connected with the
Fine Arts. Has been to the National Gallery.
Has been recently—yesterday in faet. Thinks
there ave some very noble pictures in that col-
leetion. Thinks, also, that there is a great deal
of rubbish, (Shudder through the frame of the




	ATYR_60_217
	ATYR_60_218
	ATYR_60_219
	ATYR_60_220
	ATYR_60_221
	ATYR_60_222

