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M first conviction, as soon as I found myself
outside the house, was that no alternative was
left me but to act at once on the information I
had received—to make sure of the Count, that
night, or to risk the loss, if I only delayed till
the morning, of Laura’s last chance. I looked
at my watch : it was ten o’clock.

Not the shadow of a doubt crossed my mind
of the purpose for which the Count had left the
theatre. His escape from us, that evening, was,
beyond all question, the preliminary only to his
escape from London. The mark of the Brother-
hood was on his arm—I felt as certain of it
as if he had shown me the brand—and the
betrayal of the Brotherhood was on his con-
seience—I had seen it in his recognition of
Pesca.

It was easyto understand why that recognition
had not been mutual. A man of the Count’s cha-
racter would never risk the terrible consequences
of turning spy without looking to his personal
security quite as carefully as he looked to his
golden reward. The shaven face, which T hLad
pointed out at the Opera, might have been
covered by a beard in Pesca’s fime; his dark
brown hair might be a wig. The accident of time
might have helped him as well—his immense
corpulence might have come with his later years.
There was every reason why Pesca should not
have known him again—every reason, also, why
he should have known Pesea, whose singular
personal appearance made a marked man of him,
go where he might.

I have said that T felt certain of the purpose
in the Count’s mind when he escaped us at the
theatre. How could I doubt it, when I saw,
with my own eyes, that le believed himself, in
spite of the change in his appearance, to have
been recognised by Pesca, and to be therefore
in danger of his life? If T could get speech of
him that night, if T eould show him that I,
too, knew of the mortal peril in which he stood,
what result would follow ?  Plainly this. One
of us must be master of the situation—one
of us must inevitably be at the mercy of the
other.

I owed it to myself to consider the chances
against me, before I confronted them. I owed

it to my wife to do all that lay in my power to
lessen the risk.

The chances against me wanted no reckoning

up: they were all merged in one. If the Count
discovered, by my own avowal, that the direct
way to Lis safety lay through my life, he was
probably the last man in existence who would
shrink  from throwing me off my guard and
taking that way, when he had me alone within his
reach. The only means of defence against him on
which T could at all rely to lessen the risk, pre-
sented themselves, after alittle careful thinking,
clearly enough. Before I made any personal
acknowledgment of my discovery in his pre-
sence, I must place the discovery itself where
it would be ready for instant use against him,
and safe from any attempt at suppression on his
hmrt. If I laid the mine under his feet befors
- approached him, and if I left instructions with
a third person to fire it, on the expiration of a
certain time, unless directions to the contrary
were previously received under my own hand, or
from my own lips—in that event, the Count’s
security was absolutely dependent upon mine,
and I might hold the vantage ground over him
securely, even in his own house.

This idea occurred to me when I was close to
the new lodgings which we had taken on return-
ing from the sea-side. -1 went in, without dis-
turbing any one, by the help of my key. A light
was in the hall; and T stole up with it to my
workroom, to make my preparations, and abso-
lutely to commit myself to an interview with the
Count, before either Laura or Marian could
ha\zle the slightest saspicion of what I intended
to do.

A letter addressed to Pesca represented the
surest measure of precaution which it was now
possible for me to take. I wrote as follows:

“The man whom I pointed ouf to you at the
Opera, 15 a member of the Brotherhood, and
has been false to his trust. Put both these
assertions fo the test, instantly. You know the
name he goes by in England. His address is
No. 5, Forest-road, 8t. John’s Wood. On the
love you once bore me, use the power entrusted
to you, without merey and without delay, against
that man. T have risked all and lost all—and
the forfeit of my failure has been paid with my
life.”

I signed and dated these lines, enclosed them
in an envelope, and sealed it up. On the out-
side, I wrote this direction: *Keep the en-
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closure unopened, until nine o’clock to-morrow
morning. If you do not hear from me, or see
me, heﬁ)rc that time, break the seal when the
clock sirikes, and read the contenis.” I added
my initials; and profected the whole by enclosing
it in a second sealed envelope, addressed to Pesca
at his lodgings.

Nothing remained to be done after this, but
to find the means of sending my letter to ils
destination immediately. 1 shonld then have
accomplished all that lay in my power. If any-
thing happened to me in the Count’s house, I
had now provided for his answering it with his
life. That the means of preventing his escape
under any circumstances whatever, were af
Pesca’s disposal, if he chose to exert them, I did
not for an instant doubt. The extraordinary
anxiety which he had expressed to remain un-
enlightened as to the Count’s identify—or, in
other words, to be left uncertain enough about
facts to justify him to his own conscienee in re-
maining passive—betrayed plainly that the
means of exercising the terrible justice of the
Brotherhood were ready to his hand, although,
as a naturally humane man, he had shiunk from
glainiy saying as much in my presence. The

eadly certainty with which the vengeance of
foreign political societies can hunt down a traitor
to the cause, hide himsell where he may, had
been foo often exemplified, even in my super-
ficial experience, to allow of any doubt. Con-
gidering the subject only as a reader of news-
Eapers-, cases recurred to my memory, both in

ondon and in Paris, of foreigners found stabbed
in the sireets, whose assassins could never be
traced—of bodies and parts of bodies, thrown
into the Thames and the Seine, by hands that
could never be discovered—of deaths by seeret
violence which could only be accounted for in
one way. I have disguised nothing relating to
myself in these pages—and I do nof disguise
here—that L be!ievcd I bad written Count
Fosco’s death-warrant, if the fatal emergency
happened whicl authorised Pesca to open my
enclosure,

I left my room to go down to the ground-
floor of the house, and speak to the land-
lord about finding me a messenger. He hap-
pened to be ascending the stairs at the time,
and we mef on the landing. His som, a
quick lad, was the messenger he proposed to
me, on hearing what I wauted. We had the
boy up-stairs; and I gave him his directions.
He was to take the letter in a cab, to put it
into Professor Pesea’s own hands, and to bring
me back a line of acknewledgment from that
gentleman ; returning in the cab, and keeping
it at the door for my use. It was then nearly
half-past ten. T calculated that the boy miglt
be back in twenty minutes; and that I might
drive to St. John’s Woed, on his return, in
twenty minutes more.

When the lad had deparfed on his errand, T
returned to my own room for a little while, to
ﬁzt certain papers in order, so that they might

easily found, in case of the worst. The Ecj
of the old-fashioned bureaw in which the papers

were kept, I sealed up, and left it: on my fable,
with Marian’s name written on the outside of
the little packet. This done, I went down stairs
to the sitting-room, in which I expeeted to find
Laura and Marian awaiting my return from
the Opera. I felt my hand trembling for
Ehe first time, when I laid it on the lock of the
oor.

No one was in the room but Marian, She
was readinﬁ; and she looked at her watch, in
surprise, when I came in.

““ How early you are back!” she said. “You
must have come away before the opera was
over.”

“Yes,” 1T replied; “neither Pesca nor I
waited for the end. Where is Laura P

“ Bhe had one of her bad headaches this
evening; and T advised her to go to bed, when
we had done tea.”

I left the room again, on the pretext of wish-
ing to see whet.heraimua was asleep, Marian’s
quick eyes were beginning fo look inquiringly
at my face ; Marian’s quick instinet was be-
ginning to discover thatl had something weigh-
ing on my mind.

Vhen I entered the bed-chamber, and softly
approached the bedside by fhe dim flicker of the
mght-lamp, my wife was asleep.

We had not been married quite a month yet.
If my heart was heavy, if my resolution for a
moment faltered again, when I looked at her
face turned faithfully to my pillow in her sleep,
when I saw her hand resting open on the cover-
lid, as if it was waiting unconsciously for mine,
surely there was some excuse for me? I only
allowed myself a few minutes to kneel down at
the bedside, and to look elose at her—so close
that her breath, as it came and went, fluttered
on my face. T only touched her hand and her
cheek with my lips, at parting. She stirred in
her sleep, and murmured my name—but without
waking. I lingered for an instant at the door
to look at her again. “ God bless and keep
you, my darling I T whispered—and left her.

Marian was af the stair-head waiting for me.
She bad a folded slip of paper in her hand.

“The landlord’s son has brought this for
you,” she said, “He has got a cab at the door
—he says you ordered him to keep it at your
disposal.”

. “Quite right, Marian. I want the cab; Iam
going out again.”

T descended the stairs as T spoke, and looked
into the sitfing-room to read the slip of paper by
the light on the table. It confained these two
sentences, in Pesca’s handwriting :

« Your letter is received. 1f1 don’t sec you
before the time you mention, I will break the
seal when the elock strikes.”

I placed the paper in my pocket-hook and
made for the door. Marian met me on the
threshold, and pushed me back into the room
where the candlelight fell full on my face. She
leld me by both hands, and her eyes [astened
searchingly on mine.

“T see!” she said, in a low eager whisper,
“You are trying the last chance to-night.”
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¢ Yes —the last chance and the best,” I whis-
pered back.

«Not alone! Oh, Walter, for God’s sake,
not alone! Let me go with you. Don’t refuse
me because T'm only a woman. I must go! 1
will go! I’ll waif outside in the cab !”

It was my turn, now, to hold Zer. She tried
to break away from me, and get down first to
the door.

“If you want to helpme,” I said, “stop here,
and sleep in my wife’s room to-night. Ouly let
me go away, with my mind easy about Laura, and
I answer for everything else. Come, Marian,
give me a kiss, and show that you have the
courage to waif till I come back.”

I dared not allow her time fo say a word
more. She tried to hold me again. T unclasped
her hands—and was out of the room in a mo-
ment. The boy below heard me on the stairs,
and opened the hall-door. T jumped into the
cab, before the driver could get off the box.
¢ Torest-road, St. John’s Wood,” T ealled to
him through the front window. * Double fare,
if you get there in a quarter of an hour.” “T’Il
do if, sir.” I looked at my watch. TEleven
o’clock—not a minute to lose.

The rapid motion of the cab, the sense that
every instant now was bringing me nearer to
the Count, the conviction that I was embarked
at last, without let or hindrance, on my ha-
zardous enterprise, heated me info such a fever
of excitement that T shouted to the man fo go
faster and faster. As we left the streets, and
crossed St. John’s Wood-road, my impatience
so completely overpowered me that T stood up
in the cab and stretched my head out of the
window, to see the end of fhe journey before we
reached if. Just as a church clock in the dis-
tance struck the quarter past, we turned into
the Forest-road. 1 stopped the driver a little
away from the Count’s house—paid, and dis-
missed him—and walked on to the door.

As T approached the garden gate, T saw an-
other person advaneing towards 1t also, from the
direction opposite to mine. We met under the

as-lamp in the road, and looked at each ofher.
ﬁsnslam}y recognised the licht-haired foreigner,
with the scar on his cheek; and I thought he
recognised me. He said nothing; and, instead
of stopping at the house, as T did, he slowly
walked on. Was he in the Forest-road by
aceident P Or had he followed the Count home
from the Opera?

1 did not pursue those questions. After waif-
ing a litile, till the foreigner had slowly passed
out of sight, I rang the gate bell. Tt was then
twenty minutes past eleven—late enough to
make it quite easy for the Count to gef rid of
me by the excuse that he was in bed.

The only way of providing against this eon-
tingeney was to send in my name, without ask-
ing any preliminary questions, and to let him
know, at the same time, that T lad a serious
motive for wishing to see him af that late hour.
Acecordingly, while I was waiting, I took ouf my
card, and wrote under my name, “On imporlant
business.,” The maid-servant answered the door,

while T was writing the last word in pencil;
and asked me distrustfully what I “pleased to
want.”

“ Be so0 good as to take that fo your master,”
I replied, giving her the card.

1 saw, by the girl's hesitation of manner, that
if T had asked for the Count in the first in-
stance, she would only have followed her in-
structions by telling me he was not at home.
She was staggered by the confidence with which
I gave her the card. After staring ‘at me in
great perturbation, she went back into the house
with my message, closing the door, and leaving
me fo waif in ?ﬁe garden.

In a minute or so, she reappeared. *Her
master’s compliments, and would T be so
thig{ug as to say what my business was?”
“Take my compliments back,” T replied ; *“and
say that the business cannot be mentioned to
any one but your master.”” She left me again—
again returned—and, this time, asked me to
walk in.

There was no lamp in the hall; but by the
dim light of the kitclen candle which the girl
had brought up-stairs with her, I saw an elderly
lady steal noiselessly out of a back room on the
ground floor. She cast one viperish look at me

as Lentered the hall, but said nothing, and went

slowly up-stairs, without returning my bow.
My familiarity with Marian’s journal sufficiently
assured me that the elderly lady was Madame
Fosco.

The servant led me to the room which the
Countess had just left. T entered it ; and found
myself face to face with the Count.

He was still in his evening dress, except his
coat, which he had thrown across a chair. His
shirt-sleeves were turned up at the wrists—buf
no higher. A carpet-bag was on one side of
him, and a box on the other. Books, papers,
and articles of wearing apparel were scattered
about the room. On a table, at one side of the
door, stood the cage, so well known to me by
description, which contained his white mice.
The canaries and the cockatoo were probably in
some other room. He was seated before the
box, packing it, when I went in, and rose with
some papers in his hand to receive me. His fice
still betrayed plain traces of the shoek that liad
averwhelmed him at the Opera. His fat clieeks
hung loose; his cold grey eyes were furtivel
vigilant ; his voice, look, and manner were a
sharply suspicious alike, as he advanced a step
to meet me, and requested, with distunt civility,
that T would take a chair.

“You come liere on business, siv # he said.
“Tam at a loss to kuow what that business can
possibly be.”

The unconcealed curiosity with which le
looked hard in my face while he spoke, con-
vinced me that I had passed unnoticed by him
at the Opera. He had seen Pesca fivst; and
from that moment, till bhe left the theatre, he
had evidentlyseen nothing else. My name would
necessatily sugzest to him that I Lad not come
into his house with other than a hostile purpose
towards himself—but he appeared to be utterly
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ignorant, thus far, of the real nature of my
errand.

“T am fortunate in finding you here to-night,”
Isaid. “ You seem to be on the point of taking
a journey ¥

“Is your business connected with my jour-
ney £

“In some degree.”

“In what degree? Do you know where I
am going to F”

“No. I only know why you are leaving
London.”

He slipped by me with the quickness of
thought ; focke(F the door of the room; and
put the key in his pocket.

“You and I, Mr. Hartright, are excellently
well acquainted with one another by reputa-
tion,” he said. “Did it, by any chance, occur
to you when you came to this house that T was
not the sort of man you could trifle with ?

“Tt did oceur to me,” I replied. “And I
have not come to trifle with you. T am here
on a matter of life and death—and if that door
which you have locked was open at this moment,
nothing you could say or do would induce me
to pass through it.”

1 walked lﬁartller into the room and stood
opposite to him, on the rug before the fireplace.
He drew a chair in front of the door, and sat
down on if, with his left arm resting on the
table. The cage with the white mice was close
to him ; and the little creatures seampered out
of their sleeping-place, as his heavy arm shook
the table, and peered at him through the gaps
in the smartly painted wires.

On a matter of life and death?” he repeated
to himself. “Those words are more serious,
perhaps, than you think. 'What do you mean ?”

“ What I say.”

The perspiration broke out thickly on his
broad forehead. His left hand stole over the
edge of the table. There was a drawer in it,
with a Jock, and the key was in the lock. His
finger and thumb closed over the key, but did
not turn it.

“ So you know why I am leaving London #”’
lie went on. “Tell me the reason, if you please.”
He turned the key, and unlocked the drawer as
lie spoke.

1 can do better than that,” T replied; I
can show you the reason, if you like.”

“ How can you show it #”

“ You have got your coat off,” I said. “Roll
up the shirt-sleeve on your left arm—and you
will see it there.” :

The same livid, leaden change passed over
his face, which I had seen pass over it af the
theatre. The deadly glitfer in his eyes shone
steady and straight info mine. He said nothing,
But his left hand slowly opened the table drawer,
and softly slipped into it. The harsh grating
noise of something heavy that he was moving,
unseen to me, sounded for a moment—then
ceased. The silence that followed was so in-
tense, that the faint ticking nibble of the white
?i{ie a&u their wires was distinctly audible where

stood,

My life hung by a thread—and I knew it.
At that final moment, I thought with Ais mind ;
I felt with £is fingers—I was as certain, as if I
had seen it, of what he kept hidden from me in
the drawer.

“ Wait a little,” I said. * You have got the
door locked—you see I don’t move—jyou see
my hands are empty. Wait a little. T have
something more to say.”

““ You have said enough,” he replied, with a
sudden composure, so unnatural and so ghastly
that it fried my nerves as no outbreak of vio-
lence could have fried them. “I want one
moment for my own thoughts, if you please.
Do you guess what I am thinking about

* Perhaps T do.”

“Tam thinking,” he said, “ whether I shall
add to the disorder in this room, by scattering
your brains about the fireplace.”

If T had moved at that moment, I saw in his
face that he would have done it.

T advise you to read two lines of writing
which I have about me,” 1 rejoined, “before
you finally decide that question.”

The proposal appeared to excite his curiosity.
He no decg his head. I took Pesca’s acknow-
ledgment of the receipt of my letter out of my
pocket-book ; handed'it to him af arm’s length;
and retwrned to my former position in front of
the fire-place.

He read thelines aloud : “*Your letter is re-
ceived. If I don’t hear from you before the
time you mention, I will break the seal when
the clock strikes.””

Another man, in his position, would have
needed some explanation of those words—the
Count felt no such necessity. One reading of
the note showed him the precaution that I had
taken, as plainly as if he had been present at the
time when I a(ﬂ)pted it. The expression of his
face changed on the instant ; and his hand came
out of the drawer, empty.

“T don’t lock up my drawer, Mr. Hartright,”
he said; “and I don’t say that I may not
scatter your brains about the fiveplace, yet. But
I am a just man, even to my enemy—and I will
acknowicdge, beforehand, that they are cleverer
brains than T thought them. Come to the point,
siv! You want something of me

¢ I do—and I mean to have it.”

“ On conditions

“On no conditions.”

His hand dropped into the drawer again.

“ Bah ! we are travelling in a circle,” he said ;
“ and those clever brains of yours are in danger
again, Your tonme is deplorably imprudent,
sit—moderate it on the spot! The risk of
shooting you on the place where you stand, is
less to e, than the risk of letting you out of
this house, execept on conditions that I dictate
and approve. You have nof got my lamented
friend to deal with, now—you are face to face
with Fosco! If the lives of twenty Mr. Hart-
rights were the stepping-stones to my safety,
over all those stones I would go, sustained by
my sublime indifference, self-balanced by my im-
penetrable calm. Respeet me, if you love your
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own life! I summon you fo answer three

uestions, before you open your lips again.

ear them—they are necessary to this inter-
view. Answer them —they are necessary fo
ue.” He held up one finger of his right hand.
“ Pirst question!” he said. “Yon come here
possessed of information, which may be true, or
may be false—where did you get it P

1 decline to tell you.”

« Nomatter : T shall find out. If thatinforma-
tion is true—mind I say, with the whole force
of my resolution, #/—you are making your mar-
ket of it here, by treachery of your own, or by
treachery of some other man. I note that eir-
cumstance, for future use, in my memory which
forgets nothing, and proceed.” He held up an-
other finger. “ Second question! Those [1]iues
you invited me to read, are without signature.
‘Who wrote them

¢ A man whom 7 have every reason to depend
on; and whom yox have every reason fo fear.”

My answer reached him to some purpose. His
left hand trembled audibly in the drawer.

“How long do you give me,” he asked, put-
ting his third question in a guieter tone, * be-
fore the clock strikes and the seal is broken

“Time enough for you to come tomy terms,”
I replicd.

“@Give me a plainer answer, Mr. Hartright.
“What hour is the clock to strike P”

¢ Nine, to-morrow morning.”

¢ Nine, to-morrow morning ? Yes, yes—your
trap is laid for me, before I can get my pass]luort
regulated, and leave London. It is not earlier,
T suppose? We will see about that, presentl
—I can keep you hostage here, and bargain wit
you to send for your letter before I let you go.

n the mean fime, be so good, next, as to men-
tion your terms.”

¢ You shall hear them. They are simple, and
soon stated. You know whose interests T re-
present in coming here £

He smiled with the most supreme composure ;
and carelessly waved his right hand.

“ T consent to hazard a guess,” he said, jeer-

ly. A lady’s interests, of course !

“ My Wife’s interests.”

He looked at me with the first honest expres-
sion that had crossed his face in my presence—
an expression of blank amazement. I could see
that I sank in his estimafion, as a dangerous
man, from that moment. He shut up the drawer
at once, folded hLis arms over his breast, and
listened to me with a smile of satirical atten-
tion.

“You are well enough aware,” I went on,
“of the course which my inquiries have taken
for many months past, to know that any at-
tempted denial of plain facts will be quite use-
less in my presence. You are guilty of an in-
famous conspiracy. And the gan of a fortune

‘of ten thousand pounds was your motive for

itl.”

He said nothing. But his face became over-
clonded suddenly by a lowering anxiety.

< Keep your gain,” Isaid. (His face lightened
again immediately, and his eyes opened on me

in wider and wider astonishment.) “1I am not
here to disgrace myself by bargaining for mone;
which has passed through your hands, and whie
has been the price of a vile crime g

“ Gently, Mr. Hartright. Your moral clap-
traps have an excellent effect in England—kee
them for yourself and your own countrymen, 1f
you please, The ten thousand pounds was a
legacy left to my excellent wife by the late Mr,
Fairlie. Place the affair on those grounds; and
I will discuss it, if you please. To a man of my
sentiments, however, tEe subject is deplorably
sordid. T prefer to pass it over. I invite you
to resume the discussion of your terms. What
do you demand #”’

% n the first place, I demand a full confes-
sion of the conspiracy, written and signed in
my presence, by yourself.”

He raised his finger again. *One!” he said,
checking me off with the steady attention of a
practical man.

“In the second place, I demand a plain proof,
which does noft depend on your personal as-
severation, of the (Yatc at which my wife left
Blackwater Park, and travelled to London.”

“So! so! yon can lay your finger, I see, on
the weak place,” he remarked, composedly.
“ Any more £’ :

At presenf, no more.”

“Good! You have mentioned your terms;
now listen to mine. The responsibility o my-
self of admilting, what you are pleased to call
the ¢ conspiracy,” is less, perhaps, upon the whole,
than the responsibility of laying you dead on
that hearth-rug. Let us say that I meef your
proposal—on my own conditions. The state-
ment you demand of me shall be written; and
the plain proof shall be produced. You call a
letter from my late lamented friend, informing
me of the day and hour of his wife’s arrival in
London, written, signed, and dated by himself,
a proof, I suppose? I can give you this. I
can also send you to the man of whom I hired
the carriage to fetch my visitor from the rail-
way, on the day when she arrived—his order-
book may help you to your date, even if his
coachman who drove me proves to be of no use.
These things I can do, andp will do, on conditions.
I recite them. First condition! Madame Fosco
and I leave this house, when and how we please,
without interference of any kind, on your par.
Second condition! You wait here, in company
with me, to see my agent, who is coming ab
seven o’clock in the morning to regulale my
affairs. You give my agent a written order to
the man who has got your sealed lerter foresign
his possession of it. You wait here till my
agent places that letter unopened in my hands ;
and you then allow me one clear halt-liour to
leave the house—after which you resume your
own [reedom of action, and go where you please.
Third condition! You give me the satisfaction
of a gentleman, for your intrusion into my private
affairs, and for the lanzuage you have allowed
yowself to use to me, at this conference. The
time and place, abroad, to be fixed in a lefter
from my hand when I am safe on the Continent;
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and that letter to contain a strip of paper mea-
suring aceurately the length of my sword.
Those are my terms. Inform me if you accept
them—7Yes, or No.”

The extraordinary mixture of prompt decision,
far-sighted cunning, and mountebank bravado in
this speech, staggered me for a moment—and
only for a moment. The one question to con-
sider was, whether I was justified, or not, in pos-
sessing myself of the means of establishing
Laura’s identity, at the cost of allowing the
scoundrel who had robbed her of it fo escape
me with impunity. I knew that the motive of
securing the just recognition of my wife in the
birthplace {rom which she had been driven out
as an impostor, and of publicly erasing the lie
that still profaned her mother’s tombstone, was
far purer, in its freedom fromall taint of evil pas-
sion, than the vindictive motive which had
mingled itsell with my purpose from the first.
And yet I cannot honestly say that my own moral
convictions were strong enough to decide the
struggle in me, by themselves. They were
helped by my remembrance of Sir Percival’s
death. How awfully, at the last moment, had
the working of the retribution, ¢%ere, been
snafched from my feeble hands! What right
had T to decide, in my poor mortal ignorauce
of the future, that this man, too, must escape
with impunity, because he escaped me? I
thought of these things—perhaps, with the su-
perstition inherent in my nature; perhaps, with
a sense worthier of me superstition. It
was hard, when T had fastened my hold on him,
at lust, to loosen it again of my own accord—
but 1 forced myself to make the sacrifice. In
plainer words, I determimed to be guided by
the one higher motive of which T was certain,
the motive of serving the cause of Lawra and
the cause of Truth.

T aceept your conditions,” T said. “With
one reservafion, on my part.”

“What reservation may that be *” he asked.

Tt refers to the sealed letter,” I answered.
“T require you to destroy it, unopened, in
my presence, as soon as it is placed in your
hands.”

My object in making this stipulation was
simply to prevent him from carrying away
written evidence of the nature of my communi-
cation with Pesca. The fuel of my communica-
tion he would neeessarily discover, when I gave
the address to his agent, in the morning. But
he could muke no use of it, on his own unsup-
ported testimony—even if he really ventured
to iry the experiment— which need excite
in me the slightest apprehension on TPesca’s
account.

“1 grant your reservation,” he replied, after
considering the question gravely for a minute
or two. It is not worth dispute—tke letter
shall be destroyed when it comes into my
hands.”

He rose, as he spoke, from the chair in which
he had been sitting opposite to me, up to this

time. With one effort, he appeared to free his
mind from the whole pressure on it of the inter-
view between us, thus far, “Ouf!” he eried,
stretching his arms luxuriously ; “the skirmish
was hot while it lasted. Take a seat, Mr. Hart-
right. We meet as mortal enemies hereafter—
let us, like gallant gentlemen, exchauge polite
attentions in the mean time. Permit me to take
the liberty of calling for my wife.”

He unlocked and opened the door. “Eleanor!”
he called ouf, in his deep voice. The lady of
the viperish face came in. ““Madame Fosco—
Mr. Hartright,” said the Count, introducing
us with easy dignity. My angel,” be went on,
addressing his wife; “will your labours of pack-
ing-up allow you fime fo make me some nice
strong coffee ? T have writing-business 1o trang.
act with Mr. Hartright-—ans I require the full
possession of my intelligence to do justice to my-
self.”

Madame Fosco bowed her head twice—once
sternly to me; once submissively fo her husband
—and glided out of the room.

The Count walked to a writing-table near the
window; opened his desk, and took from if
several quires of paper and a bundle of quill
pens. He secattered the pens about the luble,
so that they might lie ready in all directions to
be taken up when wanted, and then cut the

paper into a heap of narrow slips, of the form

used by professional writers for the press. “1
shall make this a remarkable document,” he said,
looking at me over his shoulder. * Habits of
literary composition are perfectly familiar to me.
One of the rarest of all the intellectual accom-
plishments that man can pessess, is the grand
faculty of arranging his ideas. Immense pri-
vilege! I possessit. Do you?”

e marched backwards and forwards in the
room, until the coffee appeared, humming to
himself, and marking the places at which ob-
stacles occurred in the arrangement of his ideas,
by striking his forehead, from tine to time, with
the palm of his hand. The enormous audacit
with which he seized on the situation in which
had placed him, and made it the pedestal on
which his vanity mounted for the one cherished
purpose of self-display, mastered my astonish-
ment by main forcé. Sincerely as 1 loathed the
man, 1Ec prodigious strength of his character,
even in its most trivial aspects, impressed me in
spite of myself.

The coffee was brought in by Madame Tosco.
He kissed her hand, in gratefulacknowledgment,
and escorted her to the door; returned, poured
out a cup of coffee for himself, and iock it to
the writing-table.

¢ May 1 offer you some coffee, Mr. Hartright?
lie said, before he sat down.

T declined.

«What ! you think T shall poison yon ?” he
said, gaily. "« The English infellect is sound, so
far as it zoes,” he continued, scating himsell at
the table; “but it has one grave defect—It is
always cautious in the wrong place.” -

He dipped Lis pen in the mk; placed the first
slip of paper before him, with a thump of Lis
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hand on the desk; cleared his throat ; and began.
He wrote with great noise and rapidity, in so
Jarge and hold a Land, and with such wide spaces
between the lines, that he reached the bottom of
the slip in not more than two minutes eertainly
from the time when he started at the top. Bach
slip as he finished it, was paged, and tossed over
his slioulder, out of his way, on the floor. When
his first pen was worn ouf, #hef went over his
shoulder too; and he pounced on a second from
the supply scattered agout. the table. Slip after
slip, by dozens, by fifties, by hundreds, flew over
his shoulders on either side of him, till he had
snowed himself uwp in paper all round his
chair. Hour after hour passed—and there I
sat, watehing; therelie sat, writing. He never
_stopped, except to sip his coffee; and when
that was exlhausted, to smack his forehead,
from time to time. Omne o’clock struck, two,
three, four—and still the slips flew about all
round him; stll the untiring pen seraped its
way ceaselessly from top to bottom of the page;
still the white chaos of paper rose higher and
higher all round his chair. At four o’clock,
1 l{\eard a sudden splutter of the pen, indica-
tive of the flourish with which he signed his
name. * Bravo!” he cried—springing to his
feet with the activity of a young man, and look-
ing me straight in the lace with a smile of
superb triumph.

* Done, Mr. Hartright !” he announced, with
a sell-renovating thump of his fist on his broad
breast. “Doue, to my own profound satisfac-
tion—to yowr profound astonishment, when you
read what I have written. The subject is ex-
hausted : the Man—TFosco—is not. T proceed
to the arrangement of my slips, to the revision
of my slips, to the reading of my slips—ad-
dressed, emphatically, to your privale ear.
Four o’clock has just struck. ! Arrange-
ment, revision, reading, from four to five.
Short snooze of restoration for mysell, from
five to six. Winal preparations, from six to
seven. Affair of agent and sealed letter from
seven to eight. Ateiglht, ex route. Behold the

ramme !

e sat down cross-legged on the floor, among
his papers; strung them together with a bodkin
and a piece of string; revised them; wrote all
the titles and honours by which he was per-
sonally distinguished, at the head of the first
page; and then read the manuseript to me,
with loud theatrical eml:‘il.msis and profuse
theatrical gesticulation, The reader will have
an opportuuity, ere long, of forming lLis own
opinion of the document. Tt will be suffi-
cient to mention Lere that it answered my pur-
pose.

His next proceeding was to write me the ad-
dress of the person from whom he had hired
the fly to go to the railway, and to hand me
Sir Pereival’s letter. I read this last with
breathless interest. It only contained a [ew
lines; but it distincily announced the arcival
of “Lady Glyde” in Liondon, hy the mid-day
train from Blackwater, on the 29tk of July, 1850
—exactly, as I had supposed, one day alier the

date of her (assumed) death on the doctor’s cer-
tificate.

. I&re you satisfied £ asked the Count,

*T am.”

“ A quarter past five,” he said, looking at his
watch, “Time for my restorative snooze. I
personally resemble Napoleon the Great (as you
may have remarked, Mr. Hartright) —I also re-
semble that immortal man in my power of com-
manding sleep at will. Excuse me, one mo-
ment. I will sammon Madame Foseo, tokeep
you from feeling dull.”

Knowing as well as he did, that he was sum-
moning Madame Fosco, to ensure my not leav-
ing the house while he was asleep, I made
no reply, and occupied myself in tying up
the papers which he had placed in my posses-
sion. e

‘The lady came in, cool, pale, and venomous
as ever. ““Amuse Mr. Hartright, my angel,”
said the Count, He placed a chair for her,
kissed her hand for the second time, withdrew
to a sofa, and, in three minutes, was as peace-
fully and happily asleep as the most virtuous
man in existence.

Madame Fosco took a hook from the table,
sat down, and looked at me, with the steady,
vindictive malice of a woman who never forgot
and never forgave,

“ [ have been listening to your conversation
with my husband,” she said. “If [ had been
in Aés place—I would have laid you dead on the
hearth-rug.”

‘With those words, she opened her book;
and never looked at me, or spoke to me,
fl'OEl that time till the time when her husband
woke.

He opened his eyes and rose from the sofa,
aceurately to an hour from the time when he
had gone to sleep.

“% feel infimtely refreshed,” he remarked.
* Eleanor, my good wife, are you all ready, up-
stairs ¥ That 1s well. My little packing here
can be completed in ten minutes—my travelling-
dress assumed in ten minutes more. What re-
mains, before the agent comes?®® He looked
about the room, ml:g noticed the cage with his
white mice in it. “ Ah!” he cried, piteously;
“a last laceration of my sympathies still re-
mains. My innocent pets! my little cherished
children! what am I to do with them? For
the present, we are settled nowhere; for the
present, we travel incessantly—the less baggage
we carry, the better for ourselves. My cocka-
too, my canaries, and my little mice —who
will ci:crish them, when their good Papa is

ne

He walked about the room, deep in thonght.
He had not been at all troubled about writing
his conlession, but he was visibly perplexed an
distressed about the far more important question
of the disposal of his pets. After long con-
sideration, he suddenly sat down agaiu at the
writing-table.

“ An idea!” he exclaimed. T will offer my
canacies and my eockatoo to this vast Metro-
polis—my agent shall present them, in my name,
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to the Zoological Gardens of London. The
Document that describes them shall -be drawn
out on the spot.”

He began to write, repeating the words as
they flowed from his pen,

“Number One. Cockatoo of transcendant
plumage: attraction, of himself, to all visitors
of taste. Number Two. Canaries of unrivalled
vivacity and intelligence : worthy of the garden
of Eden, worthy also of the garden in the Re-

nt’s Park. Homage to British Zoology.

ffered by Fosco.”

The pen spluttered again; and the flourish
was atlached to his signature. i

“Count ! you have not included the mice,”
said Madame Fosco.

He left the table, took her hand, and placed
it on his hearf,

« All human resolution, Eleanor,” he said,
solemnly, “has its limits. My limits are in-
seribed on that Document. I cannot pard
with my white mice. Bear with me, my angel,
and remove ihem to their fravelling-cage, up-
stairs.” :

¢ Admirable tenderness !” said Madame Fosco,
admiring her husband, with a last viperish look
in my direction. She took up the cage care-
fully; and left the room. “F

he Count looked at his wateh. ™ In spite of
his resolute assumption of composure, he was
geiting anxious for the agent’s arrival. The
candles had long since been extinguished; and
the sunlight of the new morning poured into the
room. 1t was not till five minutes past seven
that the gate bell rang, and the agent made his
appearance. He was a foreigner, with a dark
beard. : i

« Mr. Hartricht—Monsieur Rubelle,” said
the Count, introducing us, He took the agent
(a foreign spy, in every line of his face, if ever
there was one yet) into a corner of the room ;
whispered some directions to him ; and thenleft
us together. “Monsieur Rubelle,” as soon as
we were alone, suggested, with great politeness,
that T should favour him with his instructions.
1 wrote two lines to Pesca, authorising him to
deliver my sealed letter “to the Bearer;” di-
rected the note; and handed it to Monsieur
Rubelle. - :

The agent waited with me till his employer
returned, equipped in travelling costume. ‘The
Count, exnmineg the address of my letter before
he dismissed the agent, “I thought so!”
be said, turning on me, with a dark look,
and altering again in his manner from thaf
moment. :

He completed his packing ; and*heén sat con-
sulting a travelling map, making entries in his
pocket-book, and looking, every now and then,
impatiently at his watcl. Not another word,
addressed to myself, passed his lips. The near
a]];proach of the hour for his dl::parture, and
the proof he had seen of the communication
established between Pesca and mysell, had
plainly recalled his whole attenlion fo the
measures that were necessary for securing his
escape.

Jme, nor looked i{owards me.

A little before eight o’clock, Monsieur Ru-
belle eame back with my unopened letter in his
hand. The Count looked carefully at the super-
scription and the seal—lif a candle—and burnt
the letter. T perform my promise,” he said ;
“but this matter, Mr. Hartright, shall not end
here.”

The agent had kept at the door the cab in
which he had returned. He and the maid-ser-
vant now busied themselves in removing the
luggage. Madame Fosco came down slairs,
thickly veiled, with the travelling-cage of the
white mice in her hand. She neither spoke to
Her husband
escorted her to the cab. ““*Follow me, as
far as the passage,” he whispered in my ear;
“T may want to speak to you at the last mo-
ment.”

T went out to the door; the agent standing
helow me in the front garden. The Count came
back alone, and drew me a few steps inside the
passage.

“ Remember the Third condition!” he whis-
pered. * You shall hear from me, Mr. Hartright
—1 may claim {from you the satisfaction of a gen-
tleman sooner than you think for.” He caught
my hand, before I was aware of him, and wmns
it hard—then turned to the door, stopped, an
came back to me again.

“QOne word more,” he said, confidentially.
“ When I last saw Miss Halcombe, she looked
thin and ill. I amanxious about that admirable
woman. Take care of her,sir! With my hand
on my heart, I solemnly implore you—take care
of Miss Halcombe 1"

Those were the last words he said to me, be-
fore he squeezed his huge body info the cab,
and drove off. e R

The agent and I waited at the door a few
moments, looking after him., While we were
standing fogether, a second cab appeared from
a turning a little way down the road. Tt fol-
lowed the direction previous]dy taken by the
Count's cab ; and, as it passed the house and
the open garden gate, a person inside looked at
us out of the window. The stranger at the
Opera again!—the light-haired foreigner with
the scar on his left cheek ! :

 You wait here with me, sir, for half an hour
more P’ said Monsieur Rubelle.

113 I d(}.“

We returned to the sitting-room. I was in
no humour to speak to the agent, or to allow
him to speak to me. I took ouf the papers
which the Count had placed in my hands ; and
read the terrible story of the conspiracy told
by the man who had planned and perpetrated
it. e g v

Ix pursuance of the plan announced at the
commencement of Tue Wouax v WoITE, we
have the pleasure of presenting to the reader a
New Story by Mr. Cizarves LEVER. Alfter the
completion of The Woman in White next week,
A Day’s Ripe: a Lire’s Roaance, will occupy
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