(Written for the ¢ Canndian Jlustrated News,”)
DEAD LILTAN,

My Lilinn, of thodeep dove-eyes,
"Piaend to wateh alone .

The Jow gold sunset leavo the skios,
And bear the nizht breeze moan;

o think that like some distant buod
Que dear past lonely les,

To miss the toueh of tipe or hand,
Doad Lilun, of the deep dove-eyex!

My Litiau, of the denpdove-oyes,
{ow shiatl [ live throngh years

L whangeless angni-h that donies
Pooveto the soml it seazs ]

The )} el burzeund on the hough,
Solt spring to snmtoer divs

T alnavs winter with e now,
Dead Litian, of the desp dove-eyes!

My Lilinn of the deepdove-aves!
O uniy hope rerains,

i privelesde colort taat deties
The worst af =orcow's paine,

At st please Geel it may b given,
When death stindl stilt my «igh

T bnew sour Feultless face in
Dead Lidin, for thoar decp e rs

Eviar Fawerrern,
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THE NEW WAGDALEN.

BY WILKIE CCOLLINS.
Frst Scuxt—=T"% Cottaye on the Frontier,

PREAMBLE,

e place is Franes

The thme s antumn, i the vear ecighteen
dred and seventy—the vear of the war
en Franse and Germany,

c Captain Arnault, of the
charnny o Sargean Survitle, of the Preench
ambmlance s Savgeon Weteel, of the Geoman
army; Mercy Morrdek attached as norse tothe
Fronch ambulance; and Graee Rosebeney, a
traveoHinge ety on her way to England,

CHAPTER 1.

THE TWO WOMEN,

Tv was adark night,
it torrent s,

Late in the evening a skirmishing party of
the: French aud o <kKivmishing party of the
tizrmans had wet, by aocident, noar the Htthe

Hings of Lagrange, olose to the Geeman
tier,  In the struggrde that followed, the
o had (far onee) ot the better of the
cmy. For o the time, at least, a fow hun-
sty oot of the Lot of invaders had been
oK over the frontier. Ttowas a tritling
soenrtig not oty after the great G
wate victory at Welsornbennz, amd the news-
rs bk R or o notiee of it
Aarn Arnandt commanding on the French
<al ulone in one of the cottages of the
,ishablted by the mitler of thedistriet,
captain wits reacding, by the light of a
tary tullow candle, some intercepted des

spatches taken from the Germans, He had
aarberind the wonsd gire seattered over the larae

s grate, to burnlow: the rod embars auly

fatatly itaminated a part of the room. On
the tloor bebind him lay sonme of the millers
iy sacks,  Inoa cormer opposite to him
was G aidlers solid walnut-wood bed. On
the walls sl roned him were the miller's
colvared prints, representing o happy misture
of devothenal nnd domestic wnbjestss A door
af communteation leading inta the kKitchen of
the cottage il been torn froon its hinges, awd
usend e cnery the mon wounded in the skir-
wish from the field, They were now comfort-
ably Inid at rest in the kitchen, under the
care of the Fropeh sargeon and the English
surse attached to the ambalance, A\ piece of
coarse canvas sereened the opening between
the two tooms, in place of the door. A second
doar, leading from the bedehamber into the
vard, was locked ; and the wooaden shutter
protecting the one window of the room was
varefnlly  barred, Rentinels,  doubled  in
nasaber, were placod at all the outposts. The

Frenel commander had neglected no precau-

tion which could rensouably insure for him-
selfamd for hin men a quict and comfortable
nicht,

Still absorbed in his perusal of the de-
spatchen, and now and then making notes of
what hie read by the help of writing materisla
placcid at his side, Captain Aroanit was inter-
rupted by the appenrance of an intrader in
the room.  Surgeon Surville, entering from
the Kitehen, drew aside the eanvas sereen, and
sppronched the little round table at which his
superior officer was xitting,

YAWhat i it 2" sald the captaing sharply,

YA question te ask,™ replied the surgeon,
#Are we safe for the night?” :

“Why do you want toknow 7" inquired the
eaptain, suspiciously )

The rurgeon pointmd to the kitchen——now
the hogpital devoted to the wounded men,

SN The poor follows are anxious about the

next fow hours," he replied. ¢ 'Chey dread a

The rain wag pouring

wurprise ; and they ask me i there is any

reasonable hope of theie having one night's
TeRt, s

What do you think of the chaners ?
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The captain shrugged his shoulders. The
surgeon pergisted.

“Surely yon ought to know ?” he said,

“Iknow that we aro in possession of the
village for the present,” retorted Captain Ar-
naalt, “and I know no more, Here are the
papers of the enemy.”  He held them up, and
khook them impatiently as he spoke.  «They
give me no information that I can rely on.
For all 1T can tell to the contrary, the main
body of the Germang, outnumbering us ten to
one, may be nearer this cottage than the main
hody of the French,  Draw your own conclu-
gions. I have nothing more to say.”

Having answered in these discournging
termx, Captain Avnanlt got on his feet, drew
the hood of his great coat over his head, and
lit a cigur at the candle,

“ Where are  you going ??
RUTIHON,

“To vizit the ontposts.”

“ Do you want this room for alittle while 77

‘¢ Not for some hours to come.  Are yon
thinking of moving any of your wounded men
in here?®

1 was thinking of the English Iady,” an-
sweoered the surgron #The kitchen is not
quite the place for her. She would be more
comiortable here; and the Knoglish nurse
might keep her company.”

asked the

Captain Arpanit smiled, not very pleasantly,
¢ They wre two fine women” he said, %and
Surgeon Surville is o ladies’ man, Lt them
come in, if they are rash enongh to trust
themeelves here with you”  He checked
himself on the point of going ent, and looked
back  distrustfally at the lighted candle,
“Caution the women" he said, ¢ to Hinit the
exercize of their enriogity to the ioside of thig
room.”’

“ What do you mean ?”

The captain's forefinger pointed signifieant-
Iy 1o the closed window-shutter,

“ Did vou ever know & woman who conld
rosist lookineg out of window 27 he nsked,
HoDark s it i, sooner or later these Iadics of
valrs will feel tempted to open that shutter.
Tell them [ don’t want the: light of the candie
to betray my headgnarters to the Gernan
reonts,  How is the weather? Still raining 77

“Pouring.”

¢ 8o omuch the better. The Garmans won't
12 With  that consolatory remark he
unincked the door beasding into the yard, and
walkod out,

The surgeon §ifted the canvas sereen, and
called into the kitehen @ ¢ Miss Merrick, have
vou time to take a httle rest 7

4 Plenty of time)” answered 8 goft voice,
with an anderlying melancholy in it plainly
distinguishable though it had ouly spoken
three words,

“Come in then” continued the surgeon,

[ Re

waud bring the English lady with you, Here
ix o quiet room, all to youraeives
e held tack the canvas, and the two

womenl .‘lppr.’lrml.

The nurse led the way—tall, Hihe and
sruveiul--atiire fo hor nniform dress of nest
Black »tuff, with plain linen colbie and cnils,
st with the searlet crpss of the Geneva Cone
vention embroiderad on her left shounlder.
Pale and sad, her expression and her manuer
both eloguently saggestive of suppressed safc
fering and  sorrow;  there was an innate
nobility in the carriage of this woman's head,
au innate grandeur in the waze of her Jarge
grey eyves and in the lines of her finely<prna.
partioned face, which mude her irresistibly
striking and beautiful, seen nnder any clronime-
stances amd olad in any dress. Hercompanion,
darker o complexion and smaller in stature,
possested attractions which were quit - mark.
vd enough to account for the smgeon’s polite
anxiety to shelter her in the captain’s racm.
‘The cotmmon consent of mankind would have
tleclared her to be an unusnally prety woman
She ware the large grey cloak that covered
her from head to foot, with a grace that lent
its own attractions to a pltin and cven a
ghubby article of dress. The languor in her
movements, and the uneertainty of tone inher
voice as she thanked the surgeon, suggested
that she was suflering from  fatigue,  Her
dark eyes searched the dimlv.lichted room
timidly, and she held fast by the gurse’s ann
with the air of a woman whose nerves had
been shaken by some recent alarm

“Yon have one thing to remember, ladies,”
sid the surgeon, @ Beware of opening the
shutter, for fear of the light being seen through
the window. For the rest, we are free to make
onrselves as comfortable here as we ean, Yome
pose yourself, dear madam, and rely on the
protection of a Frenchman whao is devoted to
vout" He gallantly ctuphasized his jast words
by raising the hand of the English lady 1o his
lips. At the woment when he kissed it the
canvag seroen wak again drawn aside, A per-
son in the service of the ambulanee appeared ;
announcing that a bandage had slipped, and
that one of the wounded men was to all ap-
pearance bleeding to death, . The . surgeon,
submitting to destiny with thoe worst possible
grace, dropped the charming Koglishwomau's
hand, and returned to hiz daties in the kitehen,
The two ladies were left together in the
room,

@ Will you take & chair, madam 7 asked the
nurse,

“Don’t call me fmadam,' 7 returned the

young lady cordially, “ My name is Grace
Hoseberry. What is your nume 77

The nurse hesitated,  « Not a pretty namo
like yours,” ‘she said, and hesitated again,
“Call me ‘ Mercy Merrick,” " she added, after
amoment’s consideration.

Had ghe given an assumed name? Was
there rgome unhappy celebrity attached to her
own name ? Miss Roseberry did not wait to
ask  herself those questions, ¢ How can I
thanuk you,” she exclaimed, gratefully, ¢ for
your sisterly kindness to a stranger like
me

“1 have only done my duty,” said Merey
Merrick, a little coldly. ¢ Don't speak of it.”

“1 must speak of it, What a situation yon
found me in when the French soldiers had
driven the Germans away! My travelling
carriage stopped ; the horses seized ; I myself
in « strange country at nightfall, robbed of
my money and my luggage, and drenched to
the skin by the pouring rain! I am indebted
to you for shelter in this place—Iam wearing
your clothes—TI should have died of the fright
and the expostre but for you. What return
can | make for such services ag these 7

Murey placed # chair for her guest near the
captain’s table, and seated herself, at some
little distance, on an old chest in a corner of
the room,  “May I ask you a question?” she
said, abeaptly.

“A hundred questions,” cried Grace, “if
you like.”  She locked at the expiring fire,
and at the dimly visible figure of her com-
paaion seated in the obscurest corner of the
room, ¢ That wretched candle hardly gives
any lght" she said impaticntly.  “ It won't
last much longer. Can’t we make the place
more cheerful? Come ont of your corner.
Call for more wood and more lights,”

Mercy remained in her corner and shook
her head, ¢ Candles and wood are scarce
things her2,” ghe answersd, % We must be
patient, evenif we are Jeft in the dark.,  Tell
me,” she went on, raising her quiet volice a
little, ¢ how came you to risk crossing the
frontier in warc time 2

Grace's voice dropped when sho answered
the question. Grace’s momentary gaiety of
manner susddenty left her,

¢ T had urgent reasons,”
turning to Kagland.”

# Alone? rejoined the other,
any one to protect yon?”

Grace's head sank on her bosom, ¢ T bave
left my only protector—my father—in the
English burial-zronud at Rome,” she answered
simply. My mother died, years since, in
Canada”

The shadowy figure of the nurse suddenly
changed its position on the chest, She had
started as the last word passed Miss Roseberry's
lips,

# Do you know (anada 27 asked Grace,

HWell was the brief answer—reluctantly
given, short as it was,

+ Were you ever near Port Logan 27

1 onee lived within a few miles of Port

she said, # for re.

“ Without

¥ome time singe With those words
Merey Merrick shrank back into her corner
and changed the subject. # Your relatives in
England must be very anxious about you,”
she aaid. ’

Grace sighed, =71 have no relatives in Eng-
fand.  You can hardly imagine ) person more
frisndless than I am. We went away from
Canada, when my father's healeh failed, o try
the climate of Ttaly by the doctor's advice.
ilis death has Tefi me not only friendless bat
poor ™ She pansed, and touk a Jeather letter-
caxe from the pocket of the large grey cloak
which the nurse had leat to her. & My pros-
peets in 1ife,” she resamed, ¢ are all contained
in this little ease. Here is the one treasure T
contrived to conceal when I was robbed of my
other things”

Merey could just see the letter-caseas Grace
helld it up in the deepening obscurity of the
room, ‘¢ Have you ygot mouney in it?" she
asked.

# No o oaly a few family papers, and a letter
from my father, introdoeing me to an elderty
Insdy in England—a connection of his by mar-
ringe, whom [ have never seen. The budy has
consented to recvive me as hercompanion and
vearler, 1 L don’t return o England soon
some other person may get the place.”

# Have you no other resonree 77

« None. My edueation has been neglected
—wae ted s wild life in the far West. Tam
quite unfit to go out as a governess. lam
absolutely dependent on this stranger who re-
ceives me for my father's sake ™ Siie pit the
lettersensie back i the pocket of her cloak,
and euded her tittle nareative as unaffoctedly
as <he had begun it, *Mine is a sad story, is
it not?” she said,

The voice of the nurse answered her sud-

~denly and bitterly iu thess strange words :

BoThere are . sadder stories than  vours.
There are thousands of miserable women who
would “ask for’ no, greater blessing than to
change plages with you.”

Grace started. 9 What ean’ there possibly
be to envy in guch a lot as mine ?”

“ Your unblemished character, and your
prospect of being dstablished honourably in a
respectable house.™

Grace turned in her chairy and looked won-
deringly into the dim corner of the room.

“ How strangcly yon say that!” she ex-
claimed. There was no answer ; the shadowy
figure on the chest never moved. Grace rose
impulsively, and drawing her chair after her,
approached the nurge. ¢ I3 there some
romance in yonr life?” she asked., ¢« Why
have you sacrificed yourself to the terrible
dutics which I find you performing here?
You interest me indescribably. Give me your
hand

Merey shrank back, and refused the offered
hand,

“Are we not friends? Grace asked, in
astonishment.

*“ We can never be friends,”

“Why not??

The nurse was dumb., Grace called to
mind the hesitation that she had shown when
she had mentioned her name, and drew a new
conclusion from it. “Should I be guessing
right” she asked eagerly, “if I guessed you
to be some great lady in disgnise 77

Merey laughed to hersclf—low and bitterly.
“1 a great lady!” she said contemptuously,
 For heaven's sake, let us talk of sowmething
elze )

“(irace’s curiosity was thoroughly roused,
She persisted. @ Opnce more,” she whispered
persuasively., ¢ Let us be friends.” She
gently laid her hand as she spoke on Mercy's
shoulder. Merey ronghly shook it off, There
was a rudeness in the action which wonld
have offended the most patient woman living,
Grace drew back indignantly. ¢ Ah ' ghe
cried, ¥ you are crucl”

“1am kind," answered the nurse, speaking
more sternly than ever,

“Ir it kiud to keep me at a distance? [
have told you my story.”

The nurse’s voice rose excitedly. “ Don't
tempt me to speak out,” she said; “ you will
regret it.”

Grace declined to nceept the warning.  # 1
have placed confidence in you,” she went on.
“ 1t is ungenerous to lay me under an obliga-
tion, and then to shut me ont of your confi-
denece in return”

“You el have it? said Mercy Merrick.
“You shail have it! 8it down again.”
Grace’s heart began to quicken its beat in
expuctation of the disclosure that was to come,
She drew her chair closer to the chest on
which the purse was sitting. With a tirm
hand Mercy put the chair back 10 a distance
from her. ¢ Not near me!”’ she said
harshly.

“Why not?”

% Not s0 near,” repeated the sternly resolute
voice, ¢ Wait till you have heard what I
have to say.”

Grace obeyed without a word more, There
was 4 momentary silence. A faint flash of
light leapt up from the expiring candle, and
showed Mercy crouching on the chest, with
her elbows on her knees; and her face hidden
in her hands. The next instant the room was
buaried in obscurity.  As the darkness fell on
the two women the nurse spoke,

Ty b
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continued.

If vour food distresses you, take a half
teaspoonful of Jacob's Rheumatic Ligunid in
the morning.

Madame Adelina Patti has consented tosing
in Paris, at the request of Madame Thiers,
once in the ¥ Huguenots,” for the benetit of
the sutferers from the war, She will sing at
Hombourg for a few nights, prior to her
cugagement at St, Petersburg, and from there
wiil go to Vienna, to play during the first two
months of the Exhibidon, and will be in
London in May 1373, for Covent Garden,
where she has renewed her engagemuent for
two years at £200 per night, reserviog her
own repertoire. At the end of the scason of
1873 Madame Patti will make a tour in this
country under the direction of her brother-in.
law, Herr Maurice Strakosch.

Shakespeare at length appears in a new
character—that of a printee.  He had pre-
viously bad to sustain the character of »
schoolmaster, lawyer, soldier, sailor, farmer,
surgeon, and a dozen of other trades and pro-
fessions, and has been proved-—satisfactorily
to the minds of many writers—to have been
well versed in alchemy, botany, music and ali
the ologies; but it has remained for - Mr,
Blades, the emincat Caxtonian, to prove that
Shakespeare was one of his own craft—a
printer. In the volume just issued by Messrs,
Trubner, it is clearly shown that Shakespeare,
when he fivst arrived in London, called upon
his fellow.townsman Field, who had married
the danghter of Vautrollier, a printer, and
had succeeded him in his business,  Here,
then, Shakespeare, as press-reader or a shop-
man, or as both, remained for four vears, and
became master of the terms reprints, title-.
pages, preface, typo, ‘nomparail, - broadside,
locking-up, register, and printer's devil, all of
which are to be found in his works. 1t is
quite refreshing to have these four years of
Shakespeare's lite accounted for in so satisfac-
tory a_maunner, and still more gratifying to
think' that he may lave picked Jup his

knowledge while picking up type, so that
henceforth he may be heldqup as & modsl to
all young typos.




