ilkie Collins

R A

=

=
oo
=
=
P
<
=
&
=
[1Y
m .




34 P

A

- RV - 2. 2.08.8.%.%-E]

BXRELA TRO BE

THE WOMAN IN WHITE
[3£] WILKIE COLLINS

ER AR R
BL LR TN B



BEHERR%E (CIP) #iE

BRZA: 23X/ (G0 MErEF. —HR: itHE
PHEELAF, 2000.1 °

G e 22T B i)

ISBN 7—5062—3119—0

I.H... I.#... I.¥EE_FIEY, MNE
N.H319.4:1

FERAE51E CIP $EZFE (1999) 557181 5

¥R FLRLELR
THE WOMEN IN WHITE
BXREA CGDEHKY #FH FEga IR

HEHE KRR HERIT-IRS

HAE 2808 d howd  737x1002 2% 2FE 690 FF 19.2580%
2% FHIPCBIE FEBIE 200051 AR LK 20004E 1 B&5 1 IKEAR
ENR) BR 75 4 4L # EJ B T~ ISBN 7-5062—3119—0/1+11  @&#:21.00 5%

it RN EKE 175 BRER 710001 B iE (029)7279676
3 (029)7279675 B F{E4H xian. wpc @ public. xa. sn. cn




BNE - M &



WRLFLRBE R RES
Gl e X 3 )

Ji% &)
FWT G w R FRIEXIRD)
INR N (B9 B & F 17 5 #38)
TR
NWEBR(HFRXFIEEFRRELELFHR)
MRB(HEIEEFRRELFHE HIEHL)
REK(EEITEEF T REHE)
B R (LB EEFRREF R
T FOELFSEBEXFREF KIS, RiEHL)
Bl £ %%
TNBFBRFERLEFHD) .
THERB(ERERERFAIFREEHS)
I B(BIRFRELFHR REHL)
TRB(EILRFREFHIR)
KT (BEIEEFEREFEHR)
MEB(EEXBERFREHR)
TR BB I &
EARY tHtBs-6-9 TEE



EEHET

B AR o ATARM(1824—1889) R LK, £ 4 0540 AE
Foth B PR TR 1824 4 TR LA E L 85K,
FEBE, AR REE L FLRAOLERBRN 128 T
AKX g AR A (David Wilkie) 894k 4 BT, A58 £
I a2 F Rk A2 F A T B S 64 547 B 35 1836—
1838 4, HuFl RA L& KA B M5, X K4 $ 5niR. 1
BFRERBNFLE, LA NSGELEELRY. Bk,
B —REFTH O NG IR, 1846 5, AR T F 1, 2
R AF KX AR F A ik fot| 5 @ . 1848 S, 49— 4
BB R T FGETFHLER. OF —KDH(FT L2
% )(The Fall of Rome)) % % -F 1850 %, 1851 K AR &8
ABIR I 45 H 5 LR A AT AL T K B AT P £ £,
B R 09 AN Rl — A2 I 5 LA A1 T (i A 1R 44 5 5D
(“The Lazy Tour of Two Idle Apprentices”) %4k % ., AP
RMBEZARNE T BT K, FAMENREFHEFT BT
AR BITPT R A K B ATAE A 2) @ @ 83555 AT bk
WA % 7% o ATIHRATZE K B AT A 89C £ % %5 ) (Household
Words) fo{ — 5-v3 & ) (All the Year Round) fo 3 J £.4345,
VE4LT /1 L. BEie Ao B A 1852 £ €. /R ) (Basil) #9 %
W AR E IR B KA Z AN BB EHF., pe %2
AR AA TR B AR R (& R & A (The Woman
in White, 1860) #o( F % % % )(The Moonstone, 1868). (axk
TAIVRFEREKREM LB OC—F W) & b, 3l
B L5l R o) — ik R A &k, ik B &5 R eui e
P g i 0 A S X — A B R A B AR ARE . i

e 1.



HREFEFBTHABSAMAKR. ABRGPRDHALET R
Flit F O HH X LARBRFT RIL ik A EELT e
CIEMAL. (AERELERPEAARELRAMETAK
RN B BT EREANRK TR BERXT FH. AT
ROXBETRIPTFADH S, PHETRR GBI &AL
AFEH, 2 — AR LA A

M 1870 5B Mk i, FTARIEAIE T B+ A b2
AL AKAE EIRALTHER, 6 FRLET R, 54
AT BOR TLAR A L, B P ENRRRFRRS N
— RIS 2R MR Ak TR E, AR EZARET. A
MAAEFEFBFEBI S . HoM RBELERK12) 25
FiE.E LA B E, 18731874 12 Y L L EMEK
B E .

RN — ARG, SR F . R EBMIRADHLZ L.
B4 T RE 4 % FAAKER —F 4605 ik A oh, foth )
HAM G H P BB B ERK A, R
He 4B B Bl FodE o AN I AR BAR. 3 TSR B K A
W %) & B A HOR Ao XA 1245 KA ek, R 5 ik . edk
A iE T RN AR, BB GE. ORI PR ER—LFH
KGR A BB ARG &k~ A EZ A FANERELYEE
AL SHb R, 0t 35 B 49 H5HA B B o) L ak R F A
32 A, 4ol T M 89 £ 4 Y (The Evil Genius,1886),(i% & &)
& =Y (The Legacy of Cain,1889) %, ##4M T 1889 F A X E
.



RS AEHE

BERAMEGIN G, RRHE R RBRB)ES 204
16 LR AR F E B R RSB AT, %2374 8 M S
WA BALIT, P KRB — 42 G & F B9k F i ]
EHHNAR . REHBEBFTR f O REALER RS, %
B, RRFEE A G 22 EBOEAMFREE, R—
AR TFRAB L. A0, W DE S AR, & F—
BREFIEERTFE A G R LB BARMRATZRA .,
BRUEAEE, A RBNRBEL,
ARRFBTHRBTERD LA TRERSHENSE A, B
ERKARF P A2 AR BT, W BF kb,
BRAIRSH A R B R RO U ARA S 1, S A TR R S LR,
AFBORBRIREAGEP T. 3B ETRLAYRE. A
RAG. BRI ND FEH R LR L
BT E RIS RRAE. RREIEA £ 8 R&TF 09 R E LR
THAWME, BWELMAT R EREGIEE, A TR G k&
FTHRRFHE - FRAXKAENLCEB LS - NEL A,
BRRARREPLRA 8L X, 1258 i 25 581,
AR FHR—IAE. AR B BT LA R % REE
REAFE RANARKEF AR, B AP 156050516440
a&z,ﬁ/ﬁa‘e%ﬁw@mamm%aﬁmaebm:ﬁfﬂr%ﬁfr*
FIRAGF . AN, 5 40l 8] —H B 245, K Pk db 5 30 &
RROGEF.BELERLEN. BR, ARBELLE TS 24
R R fash B E AR — s F T, H 2P0 89 B d 2 2k HRgR. A T 2
HORRHA SERLA BAB S RIS, BRE L. KRHE
AFE ABEARKEER AE. FHEACHET G, WIEE L
o« I



EA R B ELRELEHE, EXRBEHAFHEYT. R
RHIBIREFHABER ATSTFFAME. 2B ELREH
WATHEARGAOSHRERT D T LARE R T H.
TR B AATRAT T4 HF E B RANEEA . ARFEF X
A B, SRR, BR BETRMBANG M MT — &
b £ 8 H TIREA,

WHERFHEEA AR, DR RAASTHRAE BH
MERARATRERE . BEFENENAREARNE
M BHERAMER BEABARLETE RREBW L
Fol MR BAAB HEF.

MG ER RALPFENARFRECBANAEHKE.
B ERIAN Y SR BERBHEXRAARFIARE
RE—Z4HM AL, AT BAFEIHREFM FHLE
BOARABEAA L, RiBAFHAEM FHRY LEF, RIEF
B MG T RRETEE TR R AHFTHEFDR. Z
B, PHBREBRLGRET Mo PifeT —LaBRER
BAEHRE., B S RESLETFEALABRRO—HFRT
EAFTE BRI, @ RETEIRRL. XARE L EF
HEENERE XA L. MBRRAAFECETET AT
A X E F BN Ak,

1 & A BHHAIL TR EMBREN R, BT AP
W AR — A, AR A R AR L ERIR . BAZT IR
BRRTRE, AHIRLAM F, FEHBTELERRLETRG
U 5| A E K. BT EEERFRARIATH, HEREL
Yoo BFERAL, FILAPBIIRE] T ;

J& ko B TR T . RIFF T 4 B A ARARE
BRELFRERMN., L5, DT EARE PRS2 — 10 55H
BET. PHEAEMENE, A, BHEET . FHTE
Wk T 3,3 R E AR AR T R B RAR, I AR

« IV o



AR B SR, XM ABRLRbIe S EFHIZEL T RA
RAHEF.

B ARG WA IC T . H K RAZ 4 2 AA TR
o EARATEENAI R I, BT EH Ik B RALRL, —
REEHTAHRBF LR, 2F L RLEHRREHKIELD
P W HWANIEZ I, R CLIMAHA, LT, Lk
ERATH L. BREAFENBRZITEAEAE., RMNBE
EHnt,18 3] T iR ARSI E IR R

RRFReFBEZTHE RCAHRBE, ARERLES
B ELRAGRT, BRAOEH LR XEEAH E XL, R
YARFAL. W UK B, B ik T B L0 AT,
J& R RVA B doil TR FLE SR KB 4B E e kb £ 3 T A
AR, ARFEZET M2, £AFEERRERLFF 4k,

HMORLREFRIARFELALSRHGRE, ZABAK
AL REBRATHANIERE, AH. BXIIRT XK. E K
RO TLEY KE,

AREH ML FRMAE G Em. B2ERREZL—/H
FWMLE AR o KR IRBABAA 2L E A & OB i
BB T H, IREFHBEREKEP S Z, 0TS HE
AT BR-BHMARBRE L, FAACLMBEE.

FERATHRITRE FERSGEEN. FEPRRBLE
AR AN X DR A KR H R B SRR T . fikis
ARINF IR BARA. FHGREREE, FEE RS EILF
X=HETAEH, Abit F LB T LE,



Preamble

This is the story of what a woman’s patience can endure, and of
what a Man’s resolution can achieve.

If the machinery of the Law could be depended on to fathom ev-
ery case of suspicion, and to conduct every process of inquiry, with
moderate assistance only from the lubricating influences of oil of gold,
the events which fill these pages might have claimed their share of the
public attention in a Court of Justice.

But the Law is still, in certain inevitable cases, "the pre-engaged
servant of the long purse; and the story is left to be told, for the first
time, in this place. As the Judge might once have heard it, so the
Reader shall hear it now. No circumstance of importance, from the
beginning tq the end of the disclosure, shall be related on hearsay evi-
dence. When the writer of these introductory lines (Walter Har-
tright, by name )happens to be more closely connected than others
with the incidents to be recorded, he will describe them in his own
person. When his experience fails, he will retire from the position of
narrator; and his task will be continued, from the point at which he
has left it off, by other persons who can speak to the circumstances
under notice from their own knowledge, just as clearly and positively
as he has spoken before them.

Thus, the story here presented will be told by more than one
pen, as the story of an offence against the laws is told in Court by
more than one witness—with the same object, in both cases, to pre-
sent the truth always in its most direct and most intelligible aspect;
and to trace the course of one complete series of events, by making
the persons who have been most closely connected with them, at each
successive stage,relate their own experience, word for word.

Let Walter Hartright, teacher of drawing, aged twenty-eight
years, be heard first.



CHAPTER 1

The Narrative Walter Hartright,
Of Clement’s Inn,London

|

It was the last day of July. The long hot summer was drawing to
a close; and we, the weary pilgrims of the London pavement, were
beginning to think of the cloud-shadows on the corn-fields, and the
autumn breezes on the sea-shore.

For my own poor part, the fading summer lift me out of health,
out of spirits, and, if the truth must be told, out of money as well,
During the past year, I had not managed my professional resources as
carefully as usual and my extravagance now limited me to the prospect
of spending the autumn economically between my mother’s cottage at
"Hampstead s and my own chambers in town.

The evening, I remember, was still and cloudy; the London air
was its heaviest; the distant hum of the street-traffic was at its
faintest; the small pulse of the life within me and the great heart of
the city around me seemed to be sinking in unison, languidly and more
languidly , with the sinking sun. I roused myself from the book which
I was dreaming over rather than reading, and left my chambers to
meet the cool night air in the suburbs. It was one of the two evenings
in every week which I was accustomed to spend with my mother and
my sister. so I turned my steps northward, in the direction of Hamp-
stead.

Events which I have yet to relate, make it necessary to mention
in this place that my father had been dead some years at the period of
which I am now writing; and that my sister Sarah, and I, were the
sofe survivors of a family of five children. My father was a drawing-
master before me. His exertions had made him highly successful in his
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profession; and his affectionate anxiety to provide for the future of
those who were dependent on his labours, had impelled him, from the
time of his marriage, to devote to the insuring of his life a much larger
portion of his income than most men consider it necessary to set aside
for that purpose. Thanks to his admirable prudence and self-denial ,
my mother and sister were left, after his death, as independent of the
world as they had been during his lifetime. I succeeded to his connex-
ion, and had every reason to feel grateful for the prospect that await-
ed me at my starting in life.

The quiet twilight was still trembling on the topmost ridges of
the heath; and the view of London below me had sunk into a black
gulf in the shadow of the cloudy night, when I stood before the gate
of my mother’s cottage. I had hardly rung the bell, before the house-
door was opened violently; my worthy Italian friend, Professor
Pesca, appeared in the servant’s place; and darted out joyously to re-
ceive me, "with a shrill {oreign parody on an English cheer.

On his own account, and, I must be allowed to add,.on mine al-
so, the Professor merits the honour of a formal introduction. Acci-
dent has made him the starting-point of the strange family story which
it is the purpose of these pages to unfold.

I had first become acquainted with my Italian friend by meeting
him at certain great houses, where he taught his own language and 1
taught drawing. All I then knew of the history of his life was, that he
had once held a situation in the university of Padua; that he had left I-
taly for political reasons (the nature of which he uniformly declined to
mention to anyone); and that he had been for many years respectably
established in London as a teacher of languages.

Without being actually a dwarf—for he was perfectly well pro-
portioned from head to foot—Pesca was, I think, the smallest human
being I ever saw, out of a show-room. Remarkable anywhere, by his
personal appearance, he was still further distinguished among *the
rank and file of mankind, by the harmless eccentricity of his charac-
ter. The ruling idea of his life appeared to be, that he was bound to
show his gratitude to the country which had afforded him an asylum
and a means of subsistence, by doing his utmost to turn himself into
an Englishman. Not content with paying the nation in general the
compliment of invariably carrying an umbrella, and invariably wearing
gaiters and a white hat, the Professor further aspired to become an
Englishman in his habits and amusements, as well as in his personal
appearance. Finding us distinguished, as a nation, by our love of ath-

* 3



letic exercises, the little man, in the innocence of his heart,devoted
himself impromptu to all our English sports and pastimes, whenever
he had the opportunity of joining them; firmly persuaded that he
could adopt our national amusements of the field, by an effort of will,
precisely as he had adopted our national gaiters and our national white
hat. .
1 had seen him "risk his limbs at a fox-hunt and in a cricket-field;
and, soon afterwards, I saw him risk his life, just as blindly, in the
sea at Brighton. We had met there accidentally, and were bathing to-
gether. If we had been engaged in any exercise peculiar to my own na-
tion, I should, Of course, have looked after Pesca carefully; but, as
foreigners are generally quite as well able to take care of themselves in
the water as Englishmen, it never occurred to me that the art of
swimming might merely add one more to the list of manly exercises
which the Professor believed that he could learn impromptu. soon af-
ter we had both struck out from shore, I stopped, finding my friend
did not gain on me, and turned round to look for him. To my horror
and amazement, I saw nothing between me and the beach but two lit-
tle white arms, which struggled for an instant above the surface of the
water, and then disappeared from view. When I dived for him, the
poor little man was lying quietly coiled up at the bottom, “in a hollow
of shingle, looking by many degrees smaller than I had ever seen him
look before. During the few minutes that elapsed while I was taking
him in, the air revived him, and he ascended the steps of the machine
with my assistance. With the partial recovery of his animation came
the return of his wonderful delusion on the subject of swimming. As
soon as his chattering teeth would let him speak, he smiled vacantly,
and said he thought it must have been the Cramp.

When he had thoroughly recovered himself and had joined me on
the beach, his warm Southern nature broke through all artificial Eng-
lish restraints, in a moment. He overwhelmed me with the wildest ex-
pressions of affection—exclaimed passionately, in his exaggerated I-
talian way, that he would hold his life, henceforth, at my disposal—
and declared that he should never be happy again, until he had found
an opportunity of proving his gratitude by rendering me some service
which might remember, on my side, to the end of my days. Idid my
best to stop the torrent of his tears and protestations, by persisting in
treating the whole adventure as a good subject for a joke; and suc-
ceeded at last, as I imagined, in lessening Pesca’s overwhelming
sense of obligation to me. Little did I think then—little did I think af-
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terwards when our pleasant Brighton holiday had drawn to an end—
that the opportunity of serving me for which my grateful companion
so ardently longed, was soon to come; that he was eagerly to seize it
on the instant; and that, by so doing, he was to turn the whole cur-
rent of my existence into a new channel, and to alter me to myself al-
most past recognition. R

Yet, so it was. If I had not dived for Professor Pesca, when he
lay under water on his shingle bed, I should, in all human probabili-
ty, never have been connected with the story which these pages will
relate—I should never, perhaps, have heard even the name of the
woman, who *has lived in all my thoughts, *who (has possessed her-
self of all my energies), who has become the one guiding influence
that now directs the purpose of my life.

I

Pesca’s face and manner, on the evening when we confronted
each other at my mother’s gate, were more than sufficient to inform
me that something extraordinary had happened. It was quite useless,
however, to ask him for an immediate explanation. I could only con-
jecture, while he was dragging me in by both hands, that (knowing
my habitsdhe had come to the cottage to make sure of meeting me that
night, and that he had some news to tell of an unusually agreeable
kind.

We both bounced into the parlour in a highly abrupt and undigni-
fied manner. My mother sat by the open window, laughing and fan-
ning herself. Pesca was one of her especial favourites; and his wildest
eccentricities were always pardonable in her eyes. Poor dear soull
from the first moment when she found out that the little Professor
was deeply and gratefully attached to her son, she opened her heart to
him unreservedly, and took all his puzzling foreign peculiarities for
granted, without so much as attempting to understand any one of
them.

My sister Sarah, with all the advantages of youth, was, strange-
ly enough, less pliable. she did full justice to Pesca’s excellent quali-
ties of heart; but she could not accept him implicitly, as my mother
accepted him, for my sake. "Her insular notions of propriety rose in
perpetual revolt against Pesca’s constitutional contempt for appear-
ances; and she was always more or less undisguisedly astonished at
her mother’s familiarity with the eccentric little foreigner. I have ob-
served, not only in my sister’s case, but in the instances of others,
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that we of the young generation are nothing like so hearty and so im-
pulsive as some of our elders. I constantly see old people flushed and
excited by the prospect of some anticipated pleasure which altogether
fails to ruffle the tranquillity of their serene grandchildren. Are we, I
wonder, quite such genuine boys and girls now as our seniors were, in
their time? Has the great advance in education taken rather too long a
stride; and are we, in these modern days just the least trifle in the
world too well brought up?

Without attempting to answer those questions decisively, I may
at least record that I never saw my mother and my sister together in
Pesca’s society, without finding my mother much the younger woman
of the two. On this occasion, for example, while the old lady was
laughing heartily over the boyish manner in which we tumbled into the
parlour, Sarah was perturbedly picking up the broken pieces of a
teacup, which the Professor had knocked off the table "in his precipi-
tate advance to meet me at the door.

“I don’ t know what would have happened, Walter,” said my
mother, “if you had delayed much longer. Pesca has been half-mad
with impatience; and I have been half-mad with curiosity. The Pro-
fessor has brought some wonderful news with him, in which he says
you are concerned; and he had cruelly refused to give us the smallest
hint of it till his friend Walter appeared. ”

“Very provoking: it spoils the set,” murmured Sarah to herself,
mournfully absorbed over the ruins of the broken cup.

While these world were being spoken, Pesca, happily and fussily
unconscious of the irreparable wrong which the crockery had suffered
at his hands, was dragging a large arm-chair to the opposite end of
the room, so as to command us all three, in the character of a public
speaker addressing an audience. Having turned the chair with its back
towards us, he jumped into it on his knees, and excitably addressed
his small congregation of three from an impromptu pulpit.

“Now, my good dears,” began Pesca (who always said “good
dear,” when he meant “worthy friends”), “listen to me. The time
has come—T recite my good news—1I speak at last. ”

“Hear, hear!” said my mother, humouring the joke.

“The next thing he will break, mamma,” whispered Sarah. “Will
be the back of the best arm-chair. ”

“I go back into my life, and I address myself to the noblest of
created beings,” continued Pesca, vehemently apostrophising my un-
" worthy self, over the top rail of the chair. “Who found me dead at the
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bottom of the sea(through Cramp); and who pulled me up to the top;
and what did I say when I got into my own life and my own clothes a-
gain?”

“Much more than was at all necessary,” I answered, as doggedly
as possible for the least encouragement in connexion with this subject
invariably let loose the Professor’s emotions in a flood of tears.

“1 said,” persisted Pesca. “that my life belonged to my dear
friend, Walter for the rest of my days—and so it does. I said that I
should never be happy again till I had found the opportunity of doing a
good something for Walter—and I have never been contented with
myself till this most blessed day. Now,” cried the enthusiastic little
man at the top of his voice. “the overflowing happiness bursts out of
me at every pore of my skin like a perspiration; for on my faith, and
soul, and honour, the something is done at last. and the only word to
say now, is—Right-all-right!”

VIt may be necessary to explain, here, that Pesca prided himself
on being a perfect Englishman in his language, as well as in his dress,
manners, and amusements. Having picked up a few of our most famil-
iar colloquial expressions, he scattered them about over his conversa-
tion whenever they happened to occur to him, turning them, in his
high relish for their sound and his general ignorance of their sense, in-
to compound words and repetitions of his own, and always running
them into each other, as if they consisted of one long syllable.

“Among the fine London houses where I teach the language of
my native country,” said the Professor, rushing into his long-deferred
explanation without another word of preface, “there is one, mighty
fine, in the big place called Portland. You all know where that is?
Yes, yes—course-of-course. The fine house, my good dears, has got
inside it a fine family. A Mamma fair and fat; three young Misses,
fair and fat; two young Misters, fair and fat; and a Papa, the fairest
and the fattest of all, who is a mighty merchant, up to his eyes in
gold—a fine man once, but seeing that he has got a naked head and
two chins, fine no longer at the present time. Now mind! I teach the
sublime *Dante to the young Misses, and ah! my-soul-bless-my-
soul! —it is not in human language to say how the sublime Dante
puzzles the pretty heads of all three! No matter—all in good time—
and the more lessons the better for me. Now mind! Imagine to your-
selves that I am teaching the Young Misses to-day, as usual. we are
all four of us down together in "the Hell of Dante. At the Seventh
Circle—but no matter for that: all the Circles are alike to the three
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