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MosT of us see some romances in life. In my cgpacity as
Chief Manager of a Life Asaurance Office | think | have
within the last thirty yeas sen more romances than the
generdity of men, havever unpromising the oppatunity
may, at first sight, seem.

As | have retired, and live & my ease, | possss the
means that | used to want, of considering what | have seen,
at leisure. My experiences have amore remarkable asped, so
reviewed, than they had when they were in progress | have
come home from the Play now, and can recdl the scenes of
the Drama uponwhich the artain hes fallen, free from the
glare, bewil derment, and bustle of the Thedre.

Let merecdl one of these Romances of the real world.

There is nothing truer than physiognomy, taken in
conredion with manner. The at of reading that book d
which Eternal Wisdom obliges every human creaure to
present his or her own page with the individua charader
written onit, is a difficult one, perhaps, and is little studied.
It may require some natural aptitude, and it must require (for
everything does) some patience and some pains. That these
are not usualy given to it,—that numbers of people accet a
few stock commongace a&pressons of the faceas the whale
list of charaderistics, and reither se&k nor know the
refinements that are truest,—that You, for instance give a
gred deal of time and attention to the reading of music,
Greek, Latin, French, Italian, Hebrew, if you pease, and do
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6 HUNTED DOWN

not qualify yourself to read the face of the master or mistress
looking over your shouder teaching it to you—I assume to
be five hunded times more probable than improbable.
Perhaps a littl e self-sufficiency may be at the bottom of this;
fada expresson requires no study from you, you think; it
comes by nature to you to knov enough abou it, and you are
not to betaken in.

| confess for my part, that | have been taken in, over
and ower again. | have been taken in by acqquaintances, and |
have been taken in (of course) by friends; far oftener by
friends than by any other classof persons. How came to be
so decaeved? Had | quite misrea their faces?

No. Believe me, my first impresson d those people,
founded onface and manner aone, was invariably true. My
mistake was in suffering them to come neaer to me and
explain themselves away.
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THE partition which separated my own office from our
general outer office in the City was of thick plate-glass |
could see through it what passed in the outer office withou
heaing a word. | had it put up in placeof a wall that had
been there for yeas,—ever sincethe house was built. It isno
matter whether | did or did na make the change in order that
| might derive my first impresson of strangers, who came to
us on bwiness from their faces alone, withou being
influenced by anything they said. Enough to mention that |
turned my glass partition to that acourt, and that a Life
Asairance Officeis at al times exposed to be practised upon
by the most crafty and cruel of the human race

It was through my glass partition that | first saw the
gentleman whase story | am going to tell.

He had come in without my observing it, and had pu
his hat and umbrella on the broad courter, and was bending
over it to take some papers from one of the derks. He was
abou forty or so, dark, excealingly well dressed in bladk,—
being in mourning,—and the hand he extended with a pdlite
air, had a particularly well-fitting bladk-kid glove upon it.
His hair, which was elaborately brushed and dled, was
parted straight up the midde; and he presented this parting to
the derk, exadly (to my thinking) as if he had said, in so
many words: “You must take me, if you please, my friend,
just as | show myself. Come straight up here, follow the
gravel path, keep off the grass | alow notrespassing.”
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8 HUNTED DOWN

| concaved a very gred aversion to that man the
moment | thus saw him.

He had asked for some of our printed forms, and the
clerk was giving them to hm and explaining them. An
obliged and agreeable smile was on hs face and hs eyes
met those of the derk with a sprightly look. (I have known a
vast quantity of nonsense talked abou bad men na looking
you in the face Don't trust that conventional idea
Dishoresty will stare honesty out of courtenance, any day in
the week, if thereis anything to be got by it.)

| saw, in the corner of his eyelash, that he becane avare
of my looking at him. Immediately he turned the parting in
his hair toward the glass partition, as if he said to me with a
swed smile, “ Straight up here, if you dease. Off the grasd”

In afew moments he had pu on his hat and taken up hs
umbrell a, and was gone.

| beckoned the derk into my room, and asked, “Who
was that?’

He had the gentleman’s card in his hand. “Mr. Julius
Slinkton, Middle Temple.”

“A barrister, Mr. Adams?’

“1 think na, sir.”

“l shoudd have thought him a dergyman, bu for his
having no Reverend here,” said I.

“Probably, from his appeaance” Mr. Adams replied,
“heisreading for orders.”

| shoud mention that he wore adainty white aavat, and
dainty linen altogether.

“What did he want, Mr. Adams?’

“Merely aform of proposal, sir, and form of reference”

“Recmmmended here? Did he say?’

“Yes, he said he was recommended here by a friend o
yours. He noticed you, but said that as he had na the
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pleasure of your personal aajuaintance he would na troude
you.”

“Did he know my name?’

“Ovyes, sir! Hesaid, ‘ Thereis Mr. Sampson, | sed’ ”

“A well -spoken gentleman, apparently?’

“Remarkably so, sir.”

“Insinuating manners, apparently?’

“Very much so, inded, sir.”

“Hah!” said I. “I want nothing at present, Mr. Adams.”

Within a fortnight of that day | went to dine with a
friend d mine, amerchant, aman of taste, who buys pictures
and bools, and the first man | saw among the mmpany was
Mr. Julius Slinkton. There he was, standing before the fire,
with goodlarge eyes and an open expresson d face but still
(I thought) requiring everybody to come & him by the
prepared way he offered, and by no aher.

| noticed hm ask my friend to introduce him to Mr.
Sampson, and my friend dd so. Mr. Slinkton was very happy
to see me. Not too happy; there was no owr-doing of the
matter; happy in a thoroughly well-bred, perfedly
unmeaning way.

“1 thought you had met,” our host observed.

“No,” said Mr. Slinkton. “I did look in a Mr.
Sampson's office, on your recommendation; but | redly did
not fed justified in troubling Mr. Sampson hmself, on a
point in the everyday routine of an ardinary clerk.”

| said | shoud have been glad to show him any attention
on ou friend sintroduction.

“l am sure of that,” said he, “and am much oHdiged. At
another time, perhaps, | may be lessdélicate. Only, however,
if 1 have rea business for | know, Mr. Sampson, hav
predous business time is, and what a vast number of
impertinent people there aein the world.”
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| adknowledged his consideration with a slight bow.
“You were thinking,” said I, “of effeding a pdicy on your
life.”

“O dear no! | am afraid | am nat so prudent as you pay
me the cmpliment of suppasing me to be, Mr. Sampson. |
merely inquired for a friend. But you knov what friends are
in such matters. Nothing may ever come of it. | have the
gredest reluctance to troubde men of businesswith inquiries
for friends, knowing the probabiliti es to be athousand to ore
that the friends will never follow them up. People ae so
fickle, so sdfish, so inconsiderate. Don't you, in your
business find them so every day, Mr. Sampson?”’

| was going to give a qualified answer; but he turned his
smoath, white parting on me with its “Straight up here, if
you please!” and | answered “Yes.”

“l hear, Mr. Sampson,” he resumed presently, for our
friend hed a new cook, and dnner was not so purctual as
usual, “that your profession hes recently suffered a great
loss”

“In money?’ said I.

He laughed at my ready association d 1oss with money,
andreplied, “No, in talent and vigour.”

Not at once following out his alusion, | considered for
a moment. “Has it sustained a lossof that kind?’ said I. “I
was not aware of it.”

“Understand me, Mr. Sampson. | don't imagine that you
haveretired. It isnot so bad asthat. But Mr. Meltham——"

“O, to be sure!” said I. “Yes! Mr. Meltham, the young
aduary of the ‘Inestimable.” ”

“Just so,” hereturned in a cnsoling way.

“He is agred loss He was at once the most profound,
the most original, and the most energetic man | have ever
known conreded with Life Asaurance”
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| spoke strongly; for | had a high esteem and admiration
for Meltham; and my gentleman had indefinitely conveyed
to me some suspicion that he wanted to sneea at him. He
recdled me to my guard by presenting that trim pathway up
his head, with its internal “Not on the grass if you dease—
the gravel.”

“You krew him, Mr. Slinkton.”

“Only by reputation. To have known him as an
aquaintance or as a friend, is an honouw | shoud have
sought if he had remained in society, though | might never
have had the good fortune to attain it, being a man o far
inferior mark. He was scarcdy abowe thirty, | suppose?”’

“Abou thirty.”

“Ah!” he sighed in his former consoling way. “What
credures we ae! To bre&k up, Mr. Sampson, and kecome
incgpable of business at that time of lifel—Any reason
assgned for the melancholy fact?’

(“Humph!” thought I, as | looked at him. “But | WON'T
go upthetradk, and | wiLL go onthe grass”)

“What reason have you head assgned, Mr. Slinkton?”
| asked, pant-blank.

“Most likely a false one. You knov what Rumour is,
Mr. Sampson. | never reped what | hear; it is the only way
of paring the nails and shaving the head of Rumour. But
when you ask me what reason | have head assgned for Mr.
Meltham’'s passng away from among men, it is another
thing. | am not gratifying idle gossp then. | was told, Mr.
Sampson, that Mr. Metham had relinqushed al his
avocaions and al his prospeds, because he was, in fact,
broken-hearted. A disappointed attachment | heard,—though
it hardly seems probable, in the cae of a man so
distinguished and so attractive.”
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“Attradions and dstinctions are no armour against
deah,” said .

“0O, she died? Pray pardon me. | did na hea that. That,
indead, makes it very, very sad. Poor Mr. Meltham! She
died? Ah, dea me! Lamentable, lamentable!”

| still thought his pity was nat quite genuine, and | still
suspeded an unaccourntable snea under al this, until he said,
as we were parted, like the other knats of takers, by the
annourcement of dinner:

“Mr. Sampson, you are surprised to see me so moved
on behalf of a man whom | have never known. | am nat so
disinterested as you may suppcse. | have suffered, and
recantly too, from deah myself. | have lost one of two
charming nieces, who were my constant companions. She
died young—barely threeandtwenty; and even her
remaining sister isfar from strong. The world isagrave!”

He said this with dee feding, and | felt reproached for
the aldnessof my manner. Coldnessand dstrust had been
engendered in me, | knew, by my bad experiences; they were
not natural to me; and | often thought how much | had lost in
life, losing trustfulness and haow little | had gained, gaining
hard caution. This gate of mind keing habitual to me, |
trouded myself more abou this conversation than | might
have trouded myself about a greater matter. | listened to his
tak at dinner, and observed howv reaily other men
responckd to it, and with what a graceful instinct he adapted
his sibeds to the knowledge and hebits of those he talked
with. As, in talking with me, he had easily started the subjea
I might be suppcsed to understand bkest, and to be the most
interested in, so, in talking with athers, he guided himself by
the same rule. The company was of a varied character; but he
was not at fault, that | could dscover, with any member of it.
He knew just as much of each man’s pursuit as made him
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agreeable to that man in reference to it, and just as little &
made it natural in him to see&k modestly for information
when the theme was broached.

As he talked and talked—bu redly not too much, for
the rest of us semed to force it upon hm—I became quite
angry with myself. | took his face to pieces in my mind, like
a watch, and examined it in detail. | could nd say much
against any of his feaures sparately; | could say even less
against them when they were put together. “Then is it not
monstrous,” | asked myself, “that because a man happens to
part his hair straight up the midde of his head, | shoud
permit myself to suspect, and even to detest him?”

(I may stop to remark that this was no poof of my
sense. An observer of men who finds himself steaily
repelled by some gparently trifling thing in a stranger is
right to give it grea weight. It may be the clue to the whole
mystery. A hair or two will show where alion is hidden. A
very littl e key will open avery heavy doar.)

| took my part in the conversation with him after atime,
and we got on remarkably well. In the drawing-room | asked
the host how long he had known Mr. Slinkton. He answered,
not many months, he had met him at the house of a
cdebrated painter then present, who had knavn him well
when he was travelling with his nieces in Italy for their
hedth. His plans in life being broken by the death of one of
them, he was reading with the intention d going back to
coll ege & a matter of form, taking his degree, and going into
orders. | could na but argue with myself that here was the
true explanation d his interest in poa Meltham, and that |
had been aimost brutal in my distrust on that simple head.
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ON the very next day but one | was stting behind my glass
partition, as before, when he came into the outer office as
before. The moment | saw him again withou heaing him, |
hated him worse than ever.

It was only for amoment that | had this oppatunity; for
he waved his tight-fitting black glove the instant | looked at
him, and came straight in.

“Mr. Sampson, goodday! | presume, you see upon
your kind permisson to intrude uponyou. | dorit kegp my
word in being justified by business for my businesshere—if
| may so abuse the word—is of the slightest nature.”

| asked, was it anything | could asgst him in?

“l thank you, na | merely cdled to inqure outside
whether my dilatory friend had been so false to himself as to
be practicd and sensible. But, of course, he has dore
nothing. | gave him your papers with my own hand, and he
was hot upon the intention, bu of course he has dore
nothing. Apart from the general human dsinclination to do
anything that ought to be dore, | dare say there is a spedalty
abou asauring one's life. You find it like will-making.
People ae so superstitious, and take it for granted they will
die soonafterwards.”

“Up here, if you please; straight up here, Mr. Sampson.
Neither to the right nor to the left.” | amost fancied | could
hea him breathe the words as he sat smiling at me, with that
intolerable parting exadly oppdasite the bridge of my nose.

14
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“There is such a feeling sometimes, no dabt,” |
replied; “but | don't think it obtains to any great extent.”

“Well,” said he, with a shrug and a smile, “I wish some
goodangel would influencemy friendin the right diredion. |
rashly promised his mother and sister in Norfolk to seeit
dore, and he promised them that he would do it. But |
suppacse he never will .”

He spoke for a minute or two onindifferent topics, and
went away.

| had scarcdy unlocked the drawers of my writing-table
next morning, when he regopeared. | naticed that he cane
straight to the door in the glasspartition, and dd nat pause a
single moment outside.

“Can you spare me two minutes, my dea Mr.
Sampson?”’

“By al means.”

“Much oHiged,” laying his hat and umbrella on the
table; “I came early, nat to interrupt you. The fact is, | am
taken by surprise in reference to this propasal my friend hes
made.”

“Has hemade one?’ said I.

“Ye-es,” he answered, deliberately looking at me; and
then a bright ideaseemed to strike him—*or he only tells me
he has. Perhaps that may be a new way of evading the
matter. By Jupiter, | never thought of that!”

Mr. Adams was opening the morning’s letters in the
outer office. “What is the name, Mr. Slinkton?” | asked.

“Beckwith.”

| looked out at the doa and requested Mr. Adams, if
there were apropasal in that name, to bring it in. He had
arealy laid it out of his hand onthe curter. It was easily
seleded from the rest, and he gave it me. Alfred Beckwith.
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Propacsal to effed a pdlicy with us for two thousand pound.
Dated yesterday.

“From the Middle Temple, | seg Mr. Slinkton.”

“Yes. He lives on the same staircase with me; his doar
Is oppasite. | never thought he would make me his reference
though.”

“It seems natural enough that he shoud.”

“Quite so, Mr. Sampson; but | never thought of it. Let
me see” He took the printed paper from his pocket. “How
am | to answer all these questions?’

“According to the truth, o course,” said I.

“Q, of course!” he answered, looking up from the paper
with a smile; “I meant they were so many. But you doright
to be particular. It stands to reason that you must be
particular. Will you allow me to use your pen and ink?’

“Certainly.”

“And your desk?’

“Certainly.”

He had been howring abou between his hat and hs
umbrella for a place to write on. He now sat down in my
chair, a my blotting-paper and inkstand, with the long walk
up his heal in accurate perspective before me, as | stood
with my bad to thefire.

Before answering ead question he ran over it aoud,
and dscussd it. How long had he known Mr. Alfred
Bedkwith? That he had to cdculate by years upon hs
fingers. What were his habits? No dfficulty abou them;
temperate in the last degree and took a little too much
exercise, if anything. All the answers were satisfadory.
When he had written them all, he looked them over, and
finaly signed them in a very pretty hand. He suppcsed he
had now dore with the business | told hm he was nat likely
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to be trouded any farther. Shoud he leare the papers there?
If he pleased. Much oHiged. Good-morning.

| had had ore other visitor before him; not at the office,
but a& my own howse. That visitor had come to my bedside
when it was nat yet daylight, and had been seen by no ore
else but by my faithful confidential servant.

A semond reference paper (for we required aways two)
was ent down into Norfolk, and was duly received badk by
post. This, likewise, was stisfadorily answered in every
resped. Our forms were al complied with; we acceted the
propasal, and the premium for one year was paid.
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FOR six or seven months | saw no more of Mr. Slinkton. He
cdled orce & my house, but | was nat at home; and he once
asked me to dne with him in the Temple, but | was engaged.
His friend's asarance was effected in March. Late in
September or early in October | was down at Scarborough
for a breath of sea-air, where I met him on the bead. It was
a hat evening; he came toward me with his hat in his hand,
and there was the walk | had felt so strongly disinclined to
take in perfed order again, exadly in front of the bridge of
my nose.

Hewas naot alone, bu had ayoung lady on hisarm.

She was dressed in mourning, and | looked at her with
grea interest. She had the gpearance of being extremely
delicate, and her face was remarkably pale aad melanchaly;
but she was very pretty. He introduced her as his niece Miss
Niner.

“Are you strolling, Mr. Sampson? Is it possble you can
beidle?

It was posgble, and | was strolli ng.

“Shall we stroll together?’

“With peasure.”

The young lady walked between us, and we walked on
the @wad seasand,in the diredion d Filey.

“There have been whedls here,” said Mr. Slinkton.
“And nav | look again, the wheds of a hand-cariage!
Margaret, my love, your shadow withou doult!”

18
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“MissNiner's fhadow?’ | repeded, looking dowvn at it
onthe sand.

“Not that one” Mr. Slinkton returned, laughing.
“Margaret, my dear, tell Mr. Sampson.”

“Indead,” said the young lady, turning to me, “there is
nothing to tell—except that | constantly seethe same invalid
old gentleman at all times, wherever | go. | have mentioned
it to my uncle, and he cdls the gentleman my shadow.”

“Does helivein Scarborough?’ | asked.

“Heis daying here.”

“Do youlivein Scarborough?’

“No, | am staying here. My uncle has placed me with a
family here, for my hedth.”

“And your shadow?’ said |, smiling.

“My shadow,” she answered, smiling too, “is—like
myself—not very robust, | fear; for | lose my shadow
sometimes, as my shadow loses me & other times. We bath
sean liable to confinement to the house. | have not seen my
shadow for days and dhys, but it does oddy happen,
occasiondly, that wherever | go, for many days together, this
gentleman goes. We have mme together in the most
unfrequented nooks onthis sore.”

“Isthishe?’ said |, panting before us.

The wheds had swept down to the water’s edge, and
described a great loop onthe sand in turning. Bringing the
loop kadk towards us, and spinning it out as it came, was a
hand-carriage, drawn by a man.

“Yes,” said Miss Niner, “this redly is my shadow,
uncle.”

As the cariage gproached us and we gproaced the
cariage, | saw within it an dd man, whose head was sunk an
his breast, and who was enveloped in a variety of wrappers.
He was drawn by a very quiet but very keen-looking man,
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with iron-gray hair, who was dightly lame. They had passed
us, when the cariage stopped, and the old gentleman within,
putting out his arm, caled to me by my name. | went badk,
and was absent from Mr. Slinkton and Hs niece for abou
five minutes.

When | rejoined them, Mr. Slinkton was the first to
sped. Indedl, he said to me in a raised voice before | came
upwith him:

“It iswell you have not been longer, or my niece might
have died of curiosity to knov who her shadow is, Mr.
Sampson.”

“An dd East India Diredor,” said I. “An intimate friend
of our friend's, a whaose house | first had the pleasure of
meding you. A certain Mgor Banks. You have heard o
him?”’

“Never.”

“Very rich, MissNiner; but very old, and very crippled.
An amiable man, sensible—much interested in you. He has
just been expatiating on the dfedion that he has observed to
exist between you and your uncle.”

Mr. Slinkton was halding his hat again, and he passed
his hand upthe straight walk, as if he himself went up it
serenely, after me.

“Mr. Sampson,” he said, tenderly pressng his niecés
arm in his, “our affection was aways a strong one, for we
have had bu few near ties. We have still fewer now. We
have associations to bring us together, that are not of this
world, Margaret.”

“Dear uncle!” murmured the young lady, and turned her
face aideto hide her tears.

“My niece and | have such remembrances and regretsin
common, Mr. Sampson,” he fedingly pursued, “that it would
be strange inded if the relations between us were @ld o
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indifferent. If | remember a @nversation we once had
together, you will understand the reference | make. Chee up,
dea Margaret. Don't droop, dont droop My Margaret! |
canna bear to seeyou doop”

The poa young lady was very much affeded, bu
controlled herself. His fedings, too, were very aaite. In a
word, he found hmself under such gred need o a
restorative, that he presently went away, to take abath of
seawater, learzing the yourng lady and me sitting by a point
of rock, and probably presuming—but that you will say was
a pardorable indugence in a luxury—that she would praise
him with al her heat.

She did, poa thing! With all her confiding heart, she
praised him to me, for his care of her dead sister, and for his
untiring devotion in her last illness The sister had wasted
away very slowly, and wild and terrible fantasies had come
over her toward the end, but he had never been impatient
with her, or at aloss; had always been gentle, watchful, and
self-possessed. The sister had knowvn him, as sie had knawvn
him, to be the best of men, the kindest of men, and yet a man
of such admirable strength of charader, asto be avery tower
for the suppat of their wes natures while their poar lives
endured.

“1 shall leave him, Mr. Sampson, wery soon, said the
young lady; “I know my life is drawing to an end; and when
| am gone, | hope he will marry and be happy. | am sure he
has lived single so long, oy for my sake, and for my poor,
poa sister’s.”

The littl e hand-carriage had made ancother grea loop on
the damp sand, and was coming badk again, gradualy
spinning out aslim figure of eight, half amile long.
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“ Young Lady,” said 1, laying my Hand wpon her Avm . . .

* Tvme presses™
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“Young lady,” said I, looking around, laying my hand
upon fer arm, and speaking in a low voice, “time presss.
You rea the gentle murmur of that se&?”

She looked a me with the utmost wonder and alarm,
saying, “Yes!”

“And you krow what a voice is in it when the storm
comes?’

“Yesl”

“You see how quiet and peaceful it li es before us, and
you knav what an awful sight of power withou pity it might
be, thisvery night!”

“Yesl”

“But if you had never heard or seen it, or heard of it in
its cruelty, could you believe that it beds every inanimate
thing in its way to pieces, withou mercy, and destroys life
withou remorse?’

“Youterrify me, sir, by these questions!”

“To save you, young lady, to save you! For God s ske,
colled your strength and collea your firmnesd If you were
here done, and hemmed in by the rising tide on the flow to
fifty feet above your head, you could not be in greaer danger
than the danger you are now to be saved from.”

The figure on the sand was un ou, and straggled off
into a aooked littl e jerk that ended at the diff very near us.

“As | am, before Heaven and the Judge of all mankind,
your friend, and your dead sister’s friend, | solemnly entreat
you, MissNiner, withou one moment’s lossof time, to come
to this gentleman with me!”

If the littl e cariage had been lessnear to us, | doubt if |
could have got her away; but it was © near that we were
there before she had recovered the hurry of being urged from
the rock. | did nd reman there with her two minutes.
Certainly within five, | had the inexpressble satisfadion o
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sedang her—from the poaint we had sat on, and to which | had
returned—half suppated and half carried upsome rude steps
notched in the diff, by the figure of an active man. With that
figure beside her, | knew she was sfe anywhere.

| sat alone on the rock, awaiting Mr. Slinkton’s return.
The twilight was deepening and the shadows were heavy,
when he cane round the point, with his hat hanging at his
button-hale, smoathing his wet hair with ore of his hands,
and pcking out the old path with the other and a pocket-
comb.

“My niece not here, Mr. Sampson?’ he said, looking
abou.

“Miss Niner seamed to fed a dill in the air after the
sunwas down, and has gone home.”

He looked surprised, as though she were not
acastomed to doanything withou him; even to ariginate so
slight a proceeding.

“1 persuaded MissNiner,” | explained.

“Ah!” said he. “Sheis easily persuaded—for her good
Thank you, Mr. Sampson; she is better within doas. The
bathing-place was farther than | thought, to say the truth.”

“MissNiner isvery delicate,” | observed.

He shook hs head and dew a deep sigh. “Very, very,
very. You may rewmllect my saying so. The time that has
since intervened has not strengthened her. The gloomy
shadow that fell upon her sister so ealy in life seems, in my
anxious eyes, to gather over her, ever darker, ever darker.
Dea Margaret, dear Margaret! But we must hope.”

The hand-carriage was ginning away before us a a
most indecorous pacefor an invalid vehicle, and was making
most irregular curves upon the sand. Mr. Slinkton, ndicing it
after he had pu his handkerchief to his eyes, said;

www. | r PDF. com



www. | r PDF. com

CHARLES DICKENS 25

“If 1 may judge from appeaances, your friend will be
upset, Mr. Sampson.”

“It looks probable, certainly,” said I.

“The servant must be drunk.”

“The servants of old gentlemen will get drunk
sometimes,” said |.

“The major draws very light, Mr. Sampson.”

“The major does draw light,” said I.

By this time the carriage, much to my relief, was lost in
the darkness We walked on for alittl e, side by side over the
sand, in silence. After a short while he said, in a voice still
affected by the emotion that his niece’'s date of hedth had
awakened in him,

“Do you stay here long, Mr. Sampson?’

“Why, no.l am going away to-night.”

“So soon? But business aways halds you in request.
Men like Mr. Sampson are too important to athers, to be
spared to their own need of relaxation and enjoyment.”

“l don't know abou that,” said |. “However, | am going
bad.”

“To Londor?’

“To London’

“| shall bethere too, soon after you.”

| knew that as well as he did. But | did na tell him so.
Any more than | told hhm what defensive weapon my right
hand rested on in my pocket, as | walked by his sde. Any
more than | told hm why | did na walk on the seaside of
him with the night closing in.

We left the bead, and ou ways diverged. We
exchanged goodnight, and hed parted indeed, when he said,
returning,

“Mr. Sampson, may | ask? Poor Meltham, whom we
spoke of,—dead yet?’
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“Not when | last head of him; but too lroken a man to
live long, and h@elesdy lost to hisold cdling.”

“Dear, dear, dea!” said he, with great feeling. “Sad,
sad, sad! Theworld isagrave!” And so went hisway.

It was nat his fault if the world were not a grave; but |
did na cdl that observation after him, any more than | had
mentioned those other things just now enumerated. He went
hisway, and | went mine with al expedition. This happened,
as | have said, either at the end d September or beginning of
October. The next time | saw him, and the last time, was late
in November.
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| HAD a very particular engagement to lreakfast in the
Temple. It was a bitter north-easterly morning, and the slee
and dlush lay inches deep in the streds. | could get no
conveyance, and was on wet to the knees; but 1 shoud
have been true to that appointment, though | had to wade to
it up to my nedk in the same impediments.

The gpadntment took me to some cambers in the
Temple. They were & the top d a lonely corner house
overlooking the river. The name, MR. ALFRED BECKWITH,
was painted onthe outer doa. On the doa oppdasite, on the
same landing, the name MR. JuLIUS SLINKTON. The doars of
both sets of chambers dood open, so that anything said aloud
in ore set could be heard in the other.

| had never been in those dhambers before. They were
dismal, close, unwholesome, and oppressve; the furniture,
originally good, and nd yet old, was faded and dirty,—the
rooms were in grea disorder; there was a strong prevailing
smell of opium, brandy, and tobacco; the grate and fire-irons
were splashed all over with ursightly blotches of rust; and an
a sofa by the fire, in the room where bre&fast had been
prepared, lay the host, Mr. Bedkwith, a man with al the
appeaances of the worst kind d drunkard, very far advanced
upon hs dameful way to deah.

“Slinktonisnat come yet,” said this creaure, staggering
up when | went in; “I'll cdl him.—Halloa! Julius Caesar!
Come and dink!” As he hoarsely roared this out, he bea the

27
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poker and tongs together in a mad way, as if that were his
usual manner of summoning his associate.

The voice of Mr. Slinkton was head through the datter
from the oppasite side of the staircase, and he came in. He
had na expeded the pleasure of meding me. | have seen
several artful men brought to a stand, bu | never saw a man
so aghast as he was when his eyes rested onmine.

“Julius Cassar,” cried Beckwith, staggering between us,
“Mist’ Sampson! Mist’ Sampson, Julius Caesar! Julius, Mist’
Sampson, isthefriend o my soul. Julius kegps me plied with
liquar, morning, noon and right. Julius is ared benefactor.
Julius threw the teaand coffeeout of windov when | used to
have any. Julius empties all the water-jugs of their contents,
and fill s "em with spirits. Julius winds me up and keeps me
going.—Bail the brandy, Julius!”

There was a rusty and furred saucepan in the ashes,—
the ahes looked like the acumulation d weeks,—and
Bedkwith, rolling and staggering between us as if he were
going to plunge heallong into the fire, got the saucepan ou,
andtried to forceit into Slinkton's hand.

“Boail the brandy, Julius Casar! Come! Do your usual
office Boail the brandy!”

He becane so fierce in his gesticulations with the
saucepan, that | expeded to seehim lay open Slinkton's head
with it. | therefore put out my hand to check him. He reded
bad to the sofa, and sat there panting, shaking, and red-
eyed, in his rags of dressng-gown, looking at us bath. |
naoticed then that there was nothing to drink onthe table but
brandy, and ndhing to ea but salted herrings, and a hat,
sickly, highly-peppered stew.

“At al events, Mr. Sampson,” said Slinkton, dfering
me the smocth gravel path for the last time, “I thank you for
interfering between me and this unfortunate man’s violence
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However you came here, Mr. Sampson, a with whatever
motive you came here, at least | thank youfor that.”

“Boail the brandy,” muttered Beckwith.

Withou gratifying his desire to know how | came there,
| said, quetly, “How is your niece Mr. Slinkton?’

Helooked hard at me, and | looked hard at him.

“l am sorry to say, Mr. Sampson, that my niece has
proved treacherous and ungrateful to her best friend. She left
me withou aword of notice or explanation. She was misled,
no doulb, by some designing rascd. Perhaps you may have
head o it.”

“1 did hear that she was misled by a designing rascd. In
fad, | have proof of it.”

“Areyousure of that?" said he.

“Quite.”

“Bail the brandy,” muttered Bedkwith. “Company to
breafast, Julius Casar. Do your usual office—provide the
usual bre&fast, dinner, teg and supper. Boil the brandy!”

The eyes of Slinkton looked from him to me, and he
said, after amoment’ s consideration,

“Mr. Sampson, you are aman o the world, and so am I.
I will be plain with you”

“Ono,youwon't,” said I, shaking my head.

“1 tell you,sir, | will be plain with you”

“And | tell you you will not,” said I. “I know all abou
you. You plain with any one? Nonsense, norsense!”

“l plainly tell you, Mr. Sampson,” he went on, with a
manner amost compaosed, “that | understand your objed.
You want to save your funds, and escgpe from your
liabiliti es; these ae old tricks of trade with you Office
gentlemen. But you will not do it, sir; you will not succeel.
You have nat an easy adversary to play against, when you
play against me. We shall have to inqure, in due time, when
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and hav Mr. Beckwith fell into his present habits. With that
remark, sir, | put this poa creaure, and hs incoherent
wanderings of speed, aside, and wish you a good morning
and a better case next time.”

While he was saying this, Beckwith had filled a half-
pint glass with brandy. At this moment, he threw the brandy
at hisface andthrew the glassafter it. Slinkton put his hands
up, Helf blinded with the spirit, and cut with the glassaaoss
the forehead. At the sound d the bre&age, a fourth person
came into the room, closed the doar, and stood at it; he was a
very quiet but very keen-looking man, with iron-gray hair,
and slightly lame.

Slinkton puled ou his handkerchief, assuaged the pain
in his smarting eyes, and dabbled the blood on fis forehead.
He was alongtime &out it, and | saw that in the doing of it,
a tremendows change came over him, occasioned by the
change in Beckwith,—who ceased to pant and tremble, sat
upright, and rever took his eyes off him. | never in my life
saw a face in which abhorrence and determination were so
forcibly painted as in Beckwith’'s then.

“Look at me, you \llain,” said Bedkwith, “and seeme
as | redly am. | took these rooms, to make them a trap for
you. | came into them as a drunkard, to bait the trap for you.
You fell into the trap, and you will never leave it aive. On
the morning when you last went to Mr. Sampson’s office, |
had seen him first. Your plot has been known to bah o us,
al adong, and you have been counter-plotted all aong.
What? Having been cgoled into putting that prize of two
thousand pound in your power, | was to be dore to deah
with brandy, and, brandy nat proving quick enough, with
something quicker? Have | never seen you, when you
thought my senses gone, pouing from your littl e battle into
my glass? Why, you Murderer and Forger, alone here with
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you in the dead of night, as | have so dften been, | have had
my hand uponthe trigger of a pistol, twenty times, to blow
your brains out!”

This sudden starting up o the thing that he had
suppased to be his imbecile victim into a determined man,
with a settled resolution to hurt him down and be the deah
of him, mercilesdy expressed from head to foat, was, in the
first shock, too much for him. Withou any figure of speech,
he staggered undkr it. But there is no greater mistake than to
suppase that a man who is a calculating criminal, is, in any
phase of his guilt, otherwise than true to himself, and
perfectly consistent with his whole dharader. Such a man
commits murder, and murder is the natural culmination o
his course; such a man has to oufacemurder, and will do it
with hardihood and effrontery. It is a sort of fashion to
express sirprise that any notorious criminal, having such
crime upon hs conscience, can so brave it out. Do you think
that if he had it on Hs conscience 4 all, or had a conscience
to haveit upon, e would ever have committed the crime?

Perfedly consistent with himself, as | believe all such
monsters to be, this Slinkton recovered himself, and showed
a defiance that was aufficiently cold and quet. He was white,
he was haggard, he was changed; but only as a sharper who
had played for a grea stake and hed been ouwitted and hed
lost the game.

“Listen to me, you \llain,” said Bedkwith, “and let
every word you hear me say be astab in your wicked heart.
When | took these rooms, to throw myself in your way and
lead you o to the scheme that | knew my appeaance and
suppased character and habits would suggest to such a devil,
how did | know that? Because you were no stranger to me. |
knew you well. And | knew you to be the auel wretch who,
for so much money, had killed ore innacent girl while she
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trusted hm implicitly, and who was by inches killing
ancther.”

Slinktontook ou a snuff-box, took a pinch of snuff, and
laughed.

“But see here” said Bedkwith, never looking away,
never raising his voice, never relaxing his face never
unclenching his hand. “Seewhat a dull wolf you have been,
after al! The infatuated drunkard who never drank a fiftieth
part of the liqua you plied him with, bu poued it away,
here, there, everywhere—amost before your eyes, who
bouwght over the fellow you set to watch him and to gy him,
by outbidding you in his bribe, before he had been at his
work three days—with whom you have observed nocaution,
yet who was 9 bent on ridding the eath of you as a wild
beest, that he would have defeaed you if you had been ever
so prudent—that drunkard whom you have, many atime, left
onthe floor of thisroom, and who has even let you go ou of
it, alive and urdeceved, when you have turned him over
with your foot—has, almost as often, on the same night,
within an hou, within a few minutes, watched you awake,
had his hand at your pillow when you were alee, turned
over your papers, taken samples from your bottles and
padkets of powder, changed their contents, rifled every secret
of your life!”

He had had ancther pinch o snuff in his hand, but had
gradudly let it drop from between his fingers to the floor;
where he now smoothed it out with hisfoat, looking down at
it the while.
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He had another Pinch of Snuff in his Hand, but gradually
let it drop from between his Fingers
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“That drunkard,” said Bedkwith, “who had free acess
to your rooms at al times, that he might drink the strong
drinks that you left in his way and ke the sooner ended,
hoding no more terms with you than he would hdd with a
tiger, has had his master-key for al your locks, histest for al
your poisons, his clue to your cipher-writing. He can tell
you, as well as you can tell him, how long it took to
complete that deed, what doses there were, what intervals,
what signs of gradual decay upon mind and body; what
distempered fancies were produced, what observable
changes, what physicd pain. He can tell you, as well as you
can tell him, that al this was recorded day by day, as a
lesoon d experience for future service He can tell you,
better than you can tell him, where that journa is at this
moment.”

Slinkton stopped the adion d his foot, and looked at
Bedkwith.

“No,” said the latter, as if answering a question from
him. “Not in the drawer of the writing-desk that opens with a
spring; it isnat there, and it never will be there again.”

“Then you are athief!” said Slinkton.

Withou any change whatever in the inflexible purpaose,
which it was quite terrific even to me to contemplate, and
from the power of which | had aways felt convinced it was
impossble for this wretch to escape, Beckwith returned,

“And| am your niece’ s shadow, too.”

With an imprecaion Slinkton pu his hand to his head,
tore out some hair, and flung it to the ground It was the end
of the smoath walk; he destroyed it in the adion, and it will
soon te seen that his use for it was past.

Bedkwith went on: “Whenever you left here, | |eft here.
Although | understood that you foundit necessary to pause
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in the completion d that purpose, to avert suspicion, still |
watched you close, with the poar confiding grl. When | had
the diary, and could read it word by word,—it was only
abou the night before your last visit to Scarborough,—you
remember the night? you slept with a small flat via tied to
your wrist,—I| sent to Mr. Sampson, who was kept out of
view. Thisis Mr. Sampson's trusty servant standing by the
doa. Wethreesaved your niece anong us.”

Slinkton looked at us all, took an uncertain step o two
from the place where he had stood, returned to it, and
glanced abou him in a very curious way,—as one of the
meaner reptil es might, looking for ahdeto hidein. | naticed
at the same time, that a singular change took dacein the
figure of the man,—as if it coll apsed within his clothes, and
they consequently became ill -shapen andill -fitting.

“You shall know,” said Beckwith, “for | hope the
knowledge will be bitter and terrible to you, why you have
been pusued by one man, and why, when the whale interest
that Mr. Sampson represents would have epended any
money in hurting you down, you have been tradked to deah
at asingleindividua’s charge. | hear you have had the name
of Meltham onyour lips smetimes?”’

| saw, in addition to those other changes, a sudden
stoppage come upon hs breahing.

“When you sent the swed girl whom you murdered
(you krow with what artfully made-out surroundings and
probabiliti es you sent her) to Meltham’s office, before taking
her abroad to originate the transadion that doamed her to the
grave, it fell to Meltham’s lot to see her and to spes with
her. It did na fal to his lot to save her, though | know he
would fredy give his own life to have done it. He amired
her;—I would say he loved her deeply, if | thought it
possble that you could understand the word. When she was
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saaificed, he was thoroughly asaured of your guilt. Having
lost her, he had bu one objed left in life, and that was to
avenge her and destroy you”

| saw thevillain’s nostrilsrise and fall convusively; but
| saw nomoving at his mouth.

“That man Meltham,” Bedwith stealily pursued, “was
as absolutely certain that you could never elude him in this
world, if he devoted hmself to your destruction with his
utmost fidelity and earnestness and if he divided the saaed
duty with no dher duty in life, as he was certain that in
achieving it he would be apoa instrument in the hands of
Providence, and would do well before Heaven in striking
you ou from among living men. | am that man, and | thank
Godthat | have done my work!”

If Slinkton hed been running for his life from swift-
footed savages, a dozen miles, he @muld na have shown
more amphatic signs of being oppessed at heat and
labouring for breah, than he showed now, when he looked at
the pursuer who had so relentlesdy hurted hm down.

“You rever saw me under my right name before; you
see me under my right name now. You shall see me once
again in the body, when you are tried for your life. You shall
seeme once again in the spirit, when the rd is roundyour
ned, andthe aowd are crying against you!”

When Meltham had spoken these last words, the
miscreant suddenly turned away his face, and seamed to
strike his mouth with his open hand. At the same instant, the
room was fill ed with a new and powerful odaur, and, ailmost
at the same instant, he broke into a crooked run, leap, start,—
| have no rame for the spasm,—and fell, with a dull weight
that shookthe heary old doas and windowsin their frames.

That was thefitting end d him.
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When we saw that he was deal, we drew away from the
room, and Meltham, giving me his hand, said, with a weay
air,

“1 have no more work on eath, my friend. But | shall
seeher again elsewhere.”

It was in vain that | tried to rally him. He might have
saved her, he said; he had na saved her, and he reproached
himself; he had lost her, and he was broken-heated.

“The purpose that sustained me is over, Sampson, and
there is nathing now to hold meto life. | am nat fit for life; |
am we& and spiritless | have no hog axd noobjed; my
day isdone.”

In truth, |1 could hardly have believed that the broken
man who then spoke to me was the man who had so strongly
and so differently impressed me when hs purpose was
before him. | used such entreaies with him, as | could; but
he dtill said, and always said, in a patient, uncemonstrative
way,—nathing could avail him,—he was broken-hearted.

He died early in the next spring. He was buried by the
side of the poor young lady for whom he had cherished those
tender and urhappy regrets; and he left all he had to her
sister. She lived to be ahappy wife and mother; she married
my sister’s on, who succealed poa Meltham; she is living
now, and her children ride @ou the garden onmy walking-
stick when | go to seeher.
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