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mouth was in the bill, and the audienco had
been swindled out of that ; but they evidently
knew I'd been in danger, and they called me
before the curtain, [ looked up at that white-
faced devil in the privato box. He was stand-
ing up, rubbiug his hands in a satistled kind
of way, as if he had seen what he wanted to
sea; and as I passed just under him he sald in
a slow measured voice that gave me the
shivers :

4 ¢+ & narrow escape, Herr,
indeed! I congratulate you.'

# 1 gave bim & ook, which he ought to have
understood if he didpo't, made my bow to the
bouse, and went off the stage. Robinson was
quiet enough by this time. My man, Joe
Purdy, had walked him off to hia box, and
there he was growling over his shin-bones, as
xild & lion as you'd like to see. ©Only let
me get you safe back to London, my friend,’
says [, “and I'll ake you down to Jamrack’s
and swop you for something better tempered.
Talent is all very well; but temper's worth
all the talent in the world! However, that’s
five years agoe, and there’s Robiuson still per-
forming with me. The brute has such a
wonderful gift for bis profession! and bis
heart and soul's in it too. Take that snimal
in the middle of the day, when he ain’t par-
ticular hungry, and he’s a decent fellow
«nough, but come between him and his busi-
ness, and you'll ind out what a lion is. He's
the vainest Least out, and cuts up rough if he
don't get a round of spplause for every trick
he does.  But, Lord bless you, there's no such
thing as genius without vanity. He's been a
fortune to me first and last, has that animal,
Brown and Jones are nothing more than sapers
to him.”

“ You didn't see any more of your friend in
the box?" inquired Mr. de ls Zouche, who
was not particularly interested in these praises
of the gifted Robinson.

¢« Carse him, no! By the time I'd changed
my clothes he had left the house. 1 went
round to the box-office to seo if the box-
keepers could tell me anything about him.
No; be was a stranger. He had taken his
box that worning, inding there was no stall
to be had, and paid his three guineas without
a Question

¢ Now I daresay you'll think me an out-and-
out fool when I tell you I couldn't sleep that
night, nor many nights after, for thinking of
that man. I couldn’t get his pale chereks and
lank jaws and light grey eyes, with that hor-
rid gloating look in them, out of mind.
¢ That's a fellow who'd go 1o sec 8 man hang,'
I said to myself, *That's a8 man who'd stand
bF to sev his fellow-creatures huny, drawa,
and quartered, and enjoy it—especially the
drawing.’ T hadn'tadoobtin my miad that
be was on the lovk-out for an accident all the

Very well done

evening; I hadn't a doubt in my mind that -

it was through him I made a mess of it at
the end.”

# Did you never see him again ? ™ asked the
low comedian,

¢ Never; God forb'd I ever should, for I've
a notion thatii I did, it would be the death
of me. I'm not & nervous man in a gencra!l
way, por superstitious either ; but I'd give up
the biggest haul [ ever made by a benedt
rather than act before that man.”

‘¢ A queer notion,” said the humorous
Tiddikins.

¥ A very queer notion,” echoed the gentle-
manly De la Zouche.

He was not a fine actor, the walking gentle-
man, b:longing rather to that class of per-
formers who is contemptuously likened to a
stick, and bis dramatic path had been by no
means strewn with roses; yet he was fain to
congratulate himself that it bad not been be-
set by lions., e had been sc newhat inclined
to envy Rudolph Prusinowski .ae distinction
and prosperity of his career; but just now it
occurred to him that there were two sider to
the picture. He rubbed his shoulder thought-
fully, and was giad to think that he was ex-
posed to the assaults of no fizrcer animals than
those rampant tragedians who snubbed him
when he played Horatio, and made light of
bim in Caszio, but who melted a little on their
benefit nights, and treated him to beer.

(To be continued.)

M. Paonchet, in hi» great work *The 1'ni-
verne,” says that < Anatomically and physically
apeaking, the human. mechanlsm s very rude
and coarse compared Lo the exquisite dellcacy
revenled in the organism of certain anlinals,
But {p us, the intellect, the real scepire of the
universe, predominates aver the apparent im-.
perfection of matter. Through it man alone
approaches the chiosen creatures who shine near
the throne of the Fternal, and form a bond of
union between heaven and earth, If in his
struciure he: belongs to our sphere, he xeems
already tn elevale himse!lf towards the Supreme
Essence by the splendour of his genlus, A grand
and philosophie truth, and yet how comnpara-

tively emall the number, and rare the gentos,

displayed in proportion o the number of the
earth's inhablitants. Were man 1o econform more
W the faws Of health and of nature, and be lesy
addicted to the gratifieation of his passions, it
would not be necexkkary to advertise Follows'
Compound 8yrup of Hypophosphites as a re-

" storative for the powers of the braln und nervous
system, while the world's progress in enlighten.
ment wotdd indeed b murvellous.
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THE NEW MAGDALEN.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

Bacoxp Soxxy—Nablethorpe House.

CHAPTER X.
A COUNCIL OF THRER.

For 8 moment Horace stood thunderstruck,
looking in blank astonishment at Lady Janet.
His first words, as soon as he had recoversd
himself, were addressed to Julian :

I3 this a joke ?" he asked sternly. 11t
is, 1 for one don't see the humour of it.”

Julian pointed to the closely written pages
of the consul’s letter,

"W A man writes in earnest,”” he said, ¢ when
he writes at such length as this. The woman
seriously gave the name of (race Roseberey,
and when she left Mannheim she travelled to
Englacd for the express purpose of presenting
herself to Lady Janet Roy.” He turned to his
sunt, % You saw me start,” he woent on,
“when you first mentioned Miss Roseberry’s
name in my hearing. Now you know why”
He addressed himself once more to Homce.
“You heard me 3ay that you, as Miss Rose-
berry's future husband, had an interest in be-
ing present at my ioterview with Lady Janet.
Now you know why,”

% The woman is plainly mad,” said Lady
Janet. ¥ But it is certainly s startling form
of madness whon one first hears of it. Of
course we mast keep the matter, for the pre-
sent at least, a secret from Grace”

‘“ There can be no doudt,” Horace agreed,
‘“that Grace must ke kept in the dark, ia her
present state of health. The servants had
better be warned beforehand, in case of this
adventuress or madwoman, whichever she
may be, attempting to make her way into the
house.”

It shall be done immediately,” said Lady
Janet. ¢ What surprises me, Julian (ring the
bell) if you please,) is, that you should des-
cribe yourself in your letter as feeling an in-
terest in this person.”

Julian answered—without riuging the bell,

“[ am more intereated than ever,” he said,
‘““now 1 find that Miss Roseberry herself is
your guest at Mabtiethorpe House”

¢ You were always parverse, Julisn, as a
child, in your likinks and dislikings, Lady
Janet rejoined. « Why don’t you ring the
bell 7

“% For one good reason, my dear aunt, I
don't wish to hear you tell your servants to
close the door on this friendless creature.”

Lady Janet cast a look at her nephew which
plainly expressed that she thought he had
taken a liberty with her.

“ Yon don't expect me to sew the woman 7
she asked, in a tone of cold surprise.

“«] hope you will Dot refuse to see her,”
Julian answered quictly, “ 1 was out when
she called. I must hear what she ha< to say
—and I should infinitely prefer hearing it in
your presence. When [ got yourreply to my
letter, permitting me to present her to you, I
wrote to her itnmediately, appointing a meet-
ing here”

Lady Janet lifted her bright black eyes in
mute expostulation to the carved cupids and
wreaths on the dining-room ceiling.

‘“ When am I to have the honour of the
lady’s visit 7" she inquired, with ironical re-
signation.

 To-day,” answered her nephew, with im-
penetrable paticoce.

# At what hour ?7 .

Julian  composedly consulted his watch.
¢ She {5 ten minutes after her time,” he said
—and put his watch back in his pocket
again.

At the same moment the servant appeared,
and advanced to Jalian, carrying a visiting
card ou his little silver tray.

¢ A lady to see you, sir”

Julian took the card, and, bowing, handed
it to his aunt,

“ Here she i8," he eald, jurt as quietly aa
ever.

Lady Janet looked at the card—and tossed
it indignantly back to her nephew, ¢ Miga
Roseberry I she exclaimed, ¢ Printed, ac-
tually printed on her card! Julian, even xv
patience hias ita limits. I refuse to see her '™

The servant was still waiting—not like a
human being who took an interest in the
proceedings—but (As brcame a perfectly bred
footman) like an article of furniture artfully
constructed to come and go at the word of
command, Julian gave the word of command,
addreasing the admirably constraucted auto-
maton by the name of “James.”

“ Where is the lady, now 7" he asked,

“ In the breakfast-room, sir.”

# Leave here there, if you please; and wait
outside within hearing of the bell,” :

The legs of ‘the furniture-footman acted,
and took him noisclessly out of the room.
Jullan turned to hia aunt, o

“ Forgive me,” he sald, ¢ for venturing to
give the man his orders in: your presence, I
am very anxious that you should not decide
hastily. Burely we ought to hear what thia
laddy has to say 2 ) o

. i 1S s g,

Horace dissanted widely from his friend's
opinion, ¢ It's an {nsult to Grace," he broko
out warmly, ' to bour what sho has to eay1”

Ledy Janet nodded ker hoad in high appro-
val, ¢ think so too," said her ladyship,
crossing her handsome old ‘hands resolutely
on her lap,

Julina applied himself to answering Horaco
frat,

# Pardon me,” he sald, ¢ I have no intention
of presuming to reflect on Miss Roseberry, or
of bringing her into tho mattor at all. The
consul's letter,” he went on, speaking to his
aunt, “moentions, if you remomber, that thoe
medical authorities of Mannheim waors divided
In opinion on their pationt's case, Some of
them—the physicisn-fu-chief being awong
the numbear—beliove that the recovery of her
mind has not accompanied the recovery of her
body.”

iIn other words,” Lady Janet remarked,
t“a madwoizan s in my honse, and [ am ex-
pected to receive hori”

#Don’t let us exaggemte,”" sald Jullan,
gently, It can serve no good interess, in
this scrious wmnatter, to vxaggerate auything.
The cvonsul assures us, on the authority of the
doctor, that she is porfectly gentlo and harm-
less.  If she is roally tho victim of a mental
delusion, the poor creature is surely an object
of compassion, and she ought to be placed
under proper care.  Ask your own kind heart,
my dear aant, if it would not be downright
cruelty to turn this forlorn woman adrift in
the world, without making some {nquiry
firat 7

Lady Janet's inbred sense of justice admitted
—not over-willingly—the reasonablenvas as
well as the humanity of the view expressed
in thode words.

i There is vome trath in that, Julian,” she
said, shifting her position uneasily in her
chair, and looking at Horare., 4 Don’t von
think so too 7" she added.

1 can't say I do,” nuswered Horace, in the
positive tone of & man whose obstinacy i«
proof against every form of appeal that can b
saddressed to hiwm.

The paticnce of Julian was tiem enough to
be a match for the obstinacy of Horace,

“At any rate,” he resumed, with undimin-
ished good temipar, “ we are all three equally
intereated in setting this matter at rest, [
put it to you, Lady Janet, if we are not
favoared, at this lucky moment, with the very
opportunity that we want? Miss Roseberey
is not only out of the room, but out of the
house. If wo let this chance alip, who can
say what awkward accident may not happen
in the course of the nuxt few dayg 7"

¢ Let the wowman come in,” cried Lady
Janet, deciding headlong with her customary
impaticace of all delsy. ** At once, Julian——
before (irace can coma back. Will you ring
the bell this time? ™

This time Jalian mug it.

“ May I give the man his orders 7" he re-
apectiully iuquired of his annt,

“ Give him anything you like, and have
done with it!" retorted the irritabls old lady,
getting briskly on her feet, and taking a turn
in the roowm to compoan herself,

The servant withdrew, with onders to show
the visitor in.

Hormee crossed the room st the same time
—apparcutly with the {ntention of leaving it
by the door at the opposite end.

“ You are not going away?" exclaimed
Lady Jannt,

“Isce no use in my romaining here” re-
plied Horace, not very graciously,

“In that case,” retorted Lady Janet, ¢ re-
main here because T wish (8.

4 Cortainly—if you wish it. Only temem-
ber,” he added, moro obstinately than ever,
#that T differ enticely from Julian's view, In
my opinion the woman has no claim on us.”

A passing movement of irritation cacaped
Julian for the drst time,

“ Don't be hard, Horace,” he said, sharply.
“All women have a claim on us”

They had unconsciously gathered together,
in the heat of the little debate, turning their
backs va the library door. At the last words
of the reproofl administered by Julian to
Horace, their attention was recalled to passing
events by the slight noise produced hy the
opening and closing of the door. With one
accord the three turned and looked in the
direction frem which the sounds had come,

CHAPTER XI.
THE DEAD ALIVE,

Jrar inside the door there appeared the
fignre of a small woman dressed in plain and
poor black garments, ~ She silently lifted her
black net veil, and disclosed adull, pale, worn,
weary face. - The forchead was low und broad ;
the eyes wern uausually far apart; the lower
fvatnres wore remarkably amalt and delicate,
In health (as the consul at Mannheim had ro-
marked) this woman must have possesacd, if
not-absolute beauly, at least rare attractions
peculiarly her own. - Ax it was now, suffering
—+aullen, silent, self-contained suffering—had
marred fta  beauty. - Attontlon and even
curlosity it might still rouse., Admiration or
iaterest it could oxcite no longer,

The small thin black figure stood immovably
Inside the door. - The dull, worn, white face

looked eilontly ‘at the throo persons In the
room.,

The threo persons ln the room, on tholr
slde, atood for a moment without moving, ang
looked silontly at the stranger on the threy.
hold. There was something, either in thy
woman herself or in the sudden and stenlthy
manner of hor appuarance in the room, which
froze, ag if with the touch of au tavisible cold
haud, the sy mpathies of all three.  Accustom.
od to the world, habitually at their ease iy
every woclal  cmergency, they woere ngw
sllenced for the first thmo in thelr livos by thy
first sorious sense of cubarrassment whicl,
thay had felt since they were childrun, fu the
presence of a stranger,

Had the appearance of the trite Grace Rose.
berry aroused in their minds a suspioion of
the wowan who had stolen her name, aad
taken her place in the houde?

Not s0 mnuch as the shadow of a suspicion
of Mercy was at the bottom of the strangy
sepse of uneasiness which had now deprived
them alike of their habitual courtesy and thelr
habitual presence of mind. It wag practically
fwpossible for any one of these three to douls
the identity of the adopted daughter of thy
house, as it would be for you who read these
lines to doubt the identity of the nearest und
deareat relative yon have in the world.,  Qir.
cumstances had fortited Mercy behind the
strongest of all natural righta—the right of
first possession.  tircumstances had armed
her with the most frresistible of all natural
forvede-the force of previous assoclation angd
provious habit  Not by so much as s hairy
breadth was the podition of the false Grace
Roseberry shakon by the frst appearauce of
the true Grace Reseberry within the doors of
Mabtlethorpe House. Lady Janet felt suddenly
repallied, without knowing why.,  Asked 10
describo their own senaations at the momont,
they would have shaken their heads o despair
and would have avswered in those worda, The
vague presentiment of some misfortune to
como had entorsd the room with the entrance
of the woman i black,  But {t moved invi.
sibly ; and it spoRe, axall presvatiments speak,
in the Unknown Tonzue,

A mowent pasami, The crackling of the
tire and the ticking of the clock were the oniy
soutids audible in the room.

The voive of the visitor—hard, clear, and
quivt—was the first voica that broke the
ailence,

w Mr Julian Gray 77 she said, looking foter-
rogatively from une of the twa gentlemen o
the other

Juling mivanced a fow steps, tustantly o
covering his self-possession, <1 am sarry |
wis not AL home,”" b anid, 9 when you called
with your letter from the consul,  Pray take
A chatr”

By way of setting the vxample, Lady Jan«t
seated  hersell at some littde distance, with
Horace in attendapce standing uear. She
bowed to the stranger with studions politeness,
but without uttering a word, before she
uettled herselfl Ju her ehalr, 1 am obliged
to listen to this person,” thooght the old
lady, But | am nasr obliged to speak
to her, That is Julian's buntacas—aot mine”
o Don’t sand, Horace! You fidget me, N1t
down,” Armed beforehand in her policy of
silence, Lady Jauet fojdet hur handsome
hands a# usual, and waited for the proceed-
ings to begin, like a judge on the beoch,

HWill you take a chair?? falian repeated,
obwerving that the vister appeared neither
to heed nor W bear hia fiest words of welcome
to her.

At this sevand appeal she spoke to hito, “1s
that Lady Jauet Roy 7" she saked, with ber
gyes fixed un the mistresa of the house,

Jullan answered, atd drew back to watch
the resnlt,

The womun. in the poor black ganments
changed her position fur the tirst time,  She
moved slowly neruss the room to the place at
whicii Lady Janet was sitting, atd addressed
het reapectinlly with perfect selfepussession of
manner. Her whole demennour, from the mo-
ment when she had appeared ot the door; bad
expressed—at once plainly and becomingly —
confidence in the reception that awaited hier,

“ Almost the last words my father aaid to
me an bis denth-bed | she began, vwers words,
madam, which told me to expect protection
and kindness from you”

It waa not Lady Janet's business to speak.
She Hutened with the blandest sttention, She
waited with the moat exasperating silence to
hear mory, .

(ieaco Howoborey deaw back a step—not inti-
midated—only murtiBed and surprised. ¥ Was
my father wrong ?* she asked, with & simple
dignity of tone knid munuer which foreed Lady
Jauut to abandon her policy of silence, in apite
of herself,

1 Who was your father 7" she asked, coldly.

(irace Roseberry anawered the question ina
tone of atern anrprise, )

1 Has the servant not given you my card 77
who said. ¢ Don't you know my name ?”

1 Which of your ‘names?’ rejoiaed Lody
Junet. '

4 'don’t understand your ladyship”

(To be continued.)
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Jncobw' Rheumatic Liqulid applled in M
troquently prevonts weeks of suttoring.




