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Tho light flows round them with a happy tune,
Whilo the uriting charm is made complete

WWith handa thrice waved fowards the setting mogn,
And the buds ope to give ns flawers sweet.

HUNTED DOWN.
BY CHARLES DICKENS.

In Two PorTioxs, PORTION THE SECOND.
Iv.

Tor six or seven monihe, I saw no more of
Mr. Slinkton. He ealled once at my house, but
I was not at home; and he once asked me to
dine with him in the Temple, but I was engaged.
His friend’s Assurance was effected in Mareh.
Late in September or early in October, I was
down at Scarborough for a breath of sea air,
where I met lim on the beach. Tt was a hot
evening; he came towards me with his hat in
his hand ; and 1here was the walk T had felt so
strongly disinclined to twke, in perfect order
again, exactly in front of the hridge of my nose.

Ile was not alone; he had a young lady on
his arm. She was'dressed in mourning, and I
looked at her with great interest, She had the
appearance of being extremely delicate, and her
face was remarkably pale and melancholy; hut
she was very pretty. He introdueed ber, as his
niece, Miss Niner.

“ Are you strolling, Mr. Sampson? Ts if pos-
sible you can be idle P

It was possible, and I was strolling.

* Shall we strall together ?”

“With pleasure.”

The young lady walked between us, and we
walked on the cool sea sand in the direction of
Filey.

*“There have been wheels herc,” said Mr.
Slinkton. “And now I look again, the wheels
of a hand-carriage! Margaret, my love, your
shadow, wit hout doubt !”

““Miss Niner’s shadow P T repeated, looking
down at it on the sand.

“Not that ome,” Mr. Slinkton rteturned,
laoghing. * Margaret, my dear, tell Mr. Samp-
son-ll

“Indeed,” said the young lady, turning to
me, “there is nothing to tell—exeept that I
constantly see the same invalid old gentleman,
al all times, wherever I go. T have mentioned
it to my uncle, and le calls the genileman my
shadow.”

“ Does he live in Searborough #’ T asked.

% He is staying here.”

“Do you live in Scarhorough #”

“Neo, I am staying bere. My uncle has
placed me with a family here, for my health.”

*“ And your shadow ¥’ said 1, smiling.

“My shadow,” she answered, smiling too,
“is—like myseli—not very robust, I fear; for,
I lose my shadow sometimes, as my shadow
loses me at other times. We both seem liable
to confinement to the house. T have not seen
my shadow for days and days; but it does oddly
happen, oceasionally, that wherever I go, for

have come together in the most “[m
nooks on this shore.” e

“Is this he #”" said I, painting before us,

The wheels had swept dowm io tle Weler
edge, and described a great 1oop on the sapd -
turning, DBringing the loop baek towards
and spinning it out as it cume, was ﬂlﬂ-c;;:
riage drawn by a man. ‘

“Yes,” said Miss Niner, “this regllyis gy
shadow, uncle!” B o

As the carriage approached us and we
proached the carriage, T saw withia'it ap off
man, whose head was sunk on lLis Beast, 5pq
who was enveloped in a vz\rie1}y] of weamers,
He was drawn by a very quiet hut ugmm,
looking man, with jron-grey hair, who
slightly lame. They had passed us, when tt,
carriage stopped, and the old gentleman wiy;
puttine out lis arm, called to me hy my oy,
I went back, and was absent from Mr. Sk
and liis nicce for about five minutes.

Yhen 1 rejoined them, Mr. Slinkton wak:
first to speak. Indeed, he said to me in a ni:
voice before T came np with him: “ It is ¥
you have not been longer, or my niecc mm
have died of curiosity to know who her shaf
is, Mr. Sampson.”

« An old East India Director,” said 1. 24
intimate friend of our friend’s at whose honel
first had the pleasure of mecting you. A cerlam
Major Banks. You have heard of him #

* Never.”

« Very rich, Miss Niner; but very old, md
very erippled. An amiable man—scnsible—ma
interested in you. He has just been cxpatiane
on the affection that he has observed to existh
tween you and your uncle.” ;

Mr. Slinkton was holding his hat again, ui
lic passed his hand up the straight walk, as itk
himself went up it serenely, after me. !
“Mr. Sampson,” he said, tenderly preum
his niece’s arm in his, * our alfection was alap
a strong ane, for we have had bt few near &
We have still fewernow. We have assoeiaiee
to hring us together, that are not of this wed,
Margaret.”

“Dear uncle!” murmured the young lid)
and turned her face aside to hide her tean.

* My niece and I have soch remcmhmc’u
and regre(s in cammon, Mr. Sampson;'tjefe-
ingly pursued, “that it wonld be stras fngeed
if the relations hetween us were caldor v
different. If you remember a conversslion YR
and T once had together, you will understasd
reference I make. Cheer up, dear Mgt
Don’t droop, don’t droop. My Margacer! 1
cannot bear to sce you droop!”

The poor young lady was very much affected
but controlled herself. His feelings, Lo, wer
very ncute. 1In a word, he found himself nnder
such great need of & restorative, that be pre:
sently went away, to take a hath of sea walefi
leaving the young lady and me sitiing on 8
poinl of rocz, and probably presuming—bub
that, you will say, was a pardonable indulgmet
in a luxury—that she would praise Lise wilh 4

many days together, this gentleman goes. We

her heart.
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She did, poor thing. With all her econfiding
heart, she praised him to me, for his carc of her
dead sister, and for his untiring devoticn in her
Inst. illuess. The sister liad wasted away very
slowly, and wild and terrible fantasies hiad come
over ger townrds the end; but he had never been

impatient with ber, or at a loss; had nlways
been gentle, watehful, and self-possessed. The
sister had known him, and she knew him, to be
1ihe best of men, the kindest of men, and yet a
man of such admirable strength of character, as
to be a very tower for the suppart of their weak
nalures while their poor lives endured.

*“1I shall leave him, Mr. Sampson, very soon,”’
snid the young lady; “I know my life 1= draw-
inq to an end; ana when Iam gone, I hope he
will marry and be happy. I am sure Le las
lived single so long, only for my sake, and for
my poor poor sister’s.”

The little hand-carriage had made another
great loap on the damp sand, and was coming
back agam, gradually spinning out a slim figure
of eight, half a mile long.

“ Young lady,” said I, looking around, lay-
ing my hand upon her arm, and speaking in a
low voice ; “ time presses. You hear the gentle
murmur of that sea ?”

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

“ And you know what a vaice is in it when
the slorm comes B”

some rade steps motched in the oliff, by the
ligure of an active man. With that figure be.
side her, I knew she was safe anywhere,

T sat alone on the rock, awaiting Mr. Slink-
ton's return. The twilight was decpening and
the shadows werc heavy, when he came roungd
the point, with lis bat banging at his button-
hole, smoothing his wet hair with one of his
Lands, and picking out the old path with the
other and & pocket-comb.

¢ My niece not Lere, Mr. Sampson ?” he said,

a“«© Yes !”

“You see how quiet and peaceful it les
before us, and you know what an awful sight
of o;rer without pity it might be, this very
night P

gl‘ ch !Jl

“ But if you had never heard or aeen it, or
beard of it, in its cruelty, could you believe
that it beats cvery inanimate thing in its way
to pieces, without merey, and destroyy lifc with-
out remorse 7’

“ You terrify me, sir, by these questions!”

“To save you, young lady, 1o save you!
For God's sake, eollect your strength and eol-
lect your finnmess! Tf you were here alone,
and hemmed in by the rising tide on the flow
to fifty feet ahove your head, you eould not be

looking ahout.

“ Miss Nincr seemed ta feel a chill in the air
after the sun was down, and has gone home.”

He looked surprised, aa though she were not
accustomed to do anything without him: even
to originate so slight a proceeding. “I per-
suaded Miss Niner,” I explained.

*“Ah'” gaid he. “S8he is easily persuaded—
for her good. Thank you, Mr. Sampson; she
is better within doors. The bathing-place was
further than I thought, to say the truth.”

“ Miss Niner is very delicate,” I observed.

He shook his head and drew & deep sigh.
““Very, very, very. You may recollect iny say-
ing so? The time that has siuce intervened, has
not strengthened her. The gloomy shadow thak
fell upon her sister so early in life, seems, in my
anxious eyes, to gather aver her too, cver darker,
ever darker. Dear Margaret, dear Margaret!
But we must hope.”

The hand-carriage was spinning away befare
us, at a most indecarous pace for an invalid
vehicle, and was making most irregular curves

upon the sand. Mr. Shokion, noticing it after
Le had put bis handkerchief to hia eyes, said :

RS l]I may judge from appearances, your
friend will be upsef, Mr. Sampson.”

Tt looks probable, certainly,” said I.

““ The scrvant must be drunk.”

* The servants of old gentlemen will get drunk
sametimes,” said 1.

 The major draws very light, Mr. Sampson.”

¥ The major does draw light,” said L.

By this time, the earringe, much to my relief,
was lost in the Warkness. We walked on for a
little, side by side over the sand, in silence.
After a short while Le said, in a voice still af-

in greater danger than the danger you are now
to be saved from.”

The figure on the sand was spun oui, and
straggled off into a crooked little jerk that
ended at the cliff very near us.

“ As I am, before Heaven and the Judge of
all mankind, your friend, and your dead sister’s
friend, I solemnly entrcat you, Miss Niner,
without one moment’s loss of time, to come to
this gentleman with me ! ;

I the little carriage had been less near to ug,
T doubt if I could have got her away; but, it
was so pear, that we were there, before ahe had
recavered the hurry of being urged from the
rock. I did not remaia there with ler, two
minutes. Certainly within five, I had the in-
expressible satisfaction of seeing her—from the
point we bad sat on, and to which I had ve-
turned—half supported and half carried up

fected by the emotion that bis niecc’s state of
hesalth bad awakened in bim :
“ Do you stay here long, Mr. Sampson I

“ Why, no. I an going away to-night.”

“ So soon? But, business always holds you
in request. Men Like Mr. Sampson are too im-
portant to others, to be spared to their own need
of relazztion and enjoyment.”

“T don’t know about that,” said I.
ever, I am going back.”

*To Loudon P”

“To London.” -

T shall be there too, soon after you. s

I kpew that, as well as he did.  But, T did
not tell him so. Any more than I told him what
defensive weapon my right hand rested on 10 my
pocket, as I walked by his side. Any more than
I told him why I did not walk on the sea-side

« How-

of him, with the night closing in.

==
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We left the beach, and our ways diverged.
We exchanged Good night, and had parted in-
deed, when le said, returnimg :

“ Alr. Sampson, may T ask ?  Poor Meltham,
whom we spoke of —Dead yet #”

“Not when I last heard of him; hut too
hroken a man to live lang, and hopelessly lost to
his old calling.”

< Dear, dear, dear !” said he, with great feel-
ing. *“8ad, sad, sad! The world is a grave!”
And so went his way. |

It was not his fault if the world were not a
Frave; but, I did not eall that observation afier
hin, any more than I had mentioned those other
things just now enumerated. He went his way,
and I went mine with all expedition. This hap-
pened, as I have said, either at the cnd of Sep-
tember or hegioning of Ocfober. The next
time I satw bim, and the last iime, was late in
November.

V.

I nAD a very particular engagement, to break-
fast in the Temple. It was a bitter north.
easterly morning, and the sleet and slush lay
inches deep in the sircets. I could get mo
conveyance, and was soon web to the knees;
but I should have been irue to that appoint-
ment though T had bad to wade lo it, up to my
neck in the same impediments.

The appoiniment 1ook me to some chambers
in the Temple. They were at the fop of a
loncly corner house overlooking the river. The
name M. Averep BECKWITH was painled on
the outer door. On the door opposite, on the
same landing, the name M. }]ULms SLINK-
tox. The doors of hoth sets of chambersstood
apen, so that anything said aloud in ome set,
could be heard in the other.

I liad never been in thase chambers before.
They were dismal, close, unwholesome, and op-
pressive ; the furniture, originally good, and not

et old, was faded and dirty; the rooms were
1u great disorder ; there was a strong pervading
smell of opium, brandy, and tobacco; the grate
and fire-irons were splashed allover, with un-
sightly bloiches of rust; and on a sofa by the
fire, in the room where breakfast liad been pre-
paved, lay the host, Mr. Beekwith : a man with
all 1he appearances upon him of the worst kind
of drunkard, very far advanced upon his shame-
ful wauy ta denth.

* Slinkton is not come yet,” said this ereature,
stageering up when I went in; “T'll call Lim.
Halloa! Julius Cmsar ! Comeand drink1”  As
he hoarsely roared this out, he beat the poker
and tangs together in a mad way, as if that
were his usual manner of summoning his asso-
clale.

The voice of Mr. Slinkton was heard through
the clatter, from ihe apposite side of the statr-
case, and he came in. He had not expected
the pleasure of meeling me. T have seen several
artful men brought to a stand, but I never saw
a man so aghast as he was when his eyes rested
on mine.

“Julius Cemsnr,” cried Beckwith, staggering

clween us, ““ Mist’ Sampson! Mist’ Sampson,

Julius Ceesar!  Julius, Mist’ Sampson, iy 4
friend of my soul. Jultus keeps nie n‘é_:“,d ‘f
liquor, morning, noon, and wight,  Juligs i:.
real benefnctor.  Julius threw the fey a:?
coffee out of window when I used to liars /o
Julius empties nll the water jugs of their o'
tents, and fills em with spirits.  Julingieing.
me up and keeps me going. Boil thefbar].
Julins I 1

There was a rusty and forred saesp iy
the ashes—the aslies looked like thegeeimyls.
tion of weeks—and Beckwith, rolliagand sise.

ering between us as if he were goif®ioluee
eadlang into Lhe fire, got the saucepanout, g
tricd 1o force it into Slinkton’s hand.®

“ Bail the brandy, Julins Cwsar! Come! 1),
your usual office.  Boil the brandy !”

He hecame so fierce in his gesticulationswis

the saucepan, that I expected to sce him layer::
Slinkton's head with it. T therefore put oty
hand to clieck him. He reeled back to (hexd,
and sat there, panting, shaking, and red-cysl.,
his rags of dressing-gown, looking at us bk
I noticed then, {hat there was noﬁling to im
on ihe table but brandy, and nothing to eath:
salted herrings, and a hot, sickly, highiy-pepps:
stew.
“ At all events, Mr. Sampson,” said Slinkix
offering me 1he smooth gravel path for thek
time, “T thank you far interfering between r:
and this unfortunate man’s violence. Howem
you came here, Mr. SBampson, or with whatew
motive you came here, at least T thank youl:
that.”

“ Boil the brandy !” mutiered Beckwith.

Without gratifying his desire 1o knaw har?
rame there, I said, quetly, * Flow is your it
M. Slinkton #”

4 He looked Lard at me, and T lacked larl 2
\iin,

“T am sorry to say, Mr. Sampson, thc;
niece has proved treacherous and ungratefolfo
her hest friend. Sbe left me, williont awerd¢:
notice or explanation. She was misled, nodonb
by some designing rascal. Perhaps you L
have heard of it $”

«“T did hear that she was misled by a desizic
ing raseal. In fact, I have proof of it

““ Are you sure of it ? said le.

(13 Quite.J’ ..‘ .

“Boil the brandy!” muttered ;:Bgckmh-
“ Company to breakfast, Julius Cessarl Do sour
usual office—pravide the usual Lireak{ast, dine,
tea, and supper—boail the brandy !”

The eyes of Slinkton looked from himio
and he said, after a moment’s consideralion:

‘“ Mr. Sampson, you are a man of the wor!
and so am I. T will be plain with youw”

“Qh, no, you won't,” said I, slakiog P¥
head. 3

T tell you, sir, I will be plain withyon"

“And T tell yon, you will nat,” saidl. "t
know all ahout you. Fox plain with any 0n¢-
Nonsense, nonsense !” :

“T plainly tell you, Mr. Sampson,” Le ¥
o, with n manner almost compossd, " bai !

unde stand your object. You want to save joU
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funds, and escape from your liahilities; these
are old tricks of irade with you Office-gentlemen.
But you will not do it, sir: you will not sue-
ceed. You bave not an easy adversary to play
agninst, when you play against me. We shall
have to inquire, in Eue time, when and how Mr,
Beckwith fell into his present habits. With
that remark, sir, I put this poor crealure and
his incolierent wanderings of speech, aside, and
wish you a good morning and a better case next
time.”

While he was saying this, Beckwith bad filled
a half-pint glass with brandy. At this moment,
he threw the brandy at his face, and threw the
Elass after it. Slinkton put Lis hands up, halt

linded with the spirif, and cut with the glass
across the forehead. At the sound of the
breakage, a fourth person came into the room,
closed the door, and stood at it. He was a very
quiet but very keen looking man, with iron-grey
hair, and slightly lame.

Slinkton pulled out his bandkerchief, assuaged
the pain in his smarting eyes, and dabbled the
hlood on lis forehead. He was a long time
ahout it, and 1 saw that, in the doing of it, a
tremendous change eame over him, occasioned
by the change in Beckwith—who ccased to pant
and tremble, sat upright, and never took his
eges off him. I never in my life saw a face in
which abhorrence and determination were so
forcibly painted, as in Beckwitl's then,

criminal, having such erime upon his conscience,
can so brave it out. Do you think that if he bad
it: on his conscience, or had a conscience to have
it upon, he would ever have committed the erime?

Perfeetly consistent with himself, as I believe
all snch monsters to be, this Slinkton recovered
himself, and showed a defiance that was suffi-
ciently cold and quiet. He was white, he was
hagrard, he was changed ; but, only as a sharper
who lad played for a great stake, and had been
outwitted and had lost the game.

“Listen to me, you villain,” said Beckwith,

* Look at me, you villain,” said Beckwith,
“and see me as I really am. I took ihese
rooms, to make them a trap for you. I came
into them as 2 drunkard, to bait the trap for
cu. You fell into the trap, and you will never
eave jt alive. On the morning when you last
went to Mr. Sampson’s office, 1 had seen him
first. Your plot has been known 1o both of us,
all along, and you have been counterplotted
all along. What ? Ilaving been cajoled into
putting that Prize of two thousand pounds in
iout power, | was to be dome to death with
randy, and, brandy not proving quick enough,
with something quicker? Have I never seen
you, when you thought my senscs gone, pouring
from your hitle bottle mto my glass?  Why,
you Murderer and Forger, alone here with you
in the dead of the night, as I have so often been,
I have liad my Liand upon the trigger of a pistol,
twenty times, to blow your brains out !

This sudden starting up of the thing thaf he
bad supposed to be his mmbecile vietim, into a
determined man, with a settled resolution to
hunt him down and he the death of him merei-
lessly expressed from head to foot, was, in the
first shock, too mueh for him. Withont any
figure of speccl,, he staggered under it. But,
ihere is no greater mistake than to suppose,
that 2 man who is a caleulating criminal, 1s, in
any phase of Lis guilt, otherwise ihan irue to
himself and perfeetly cansistent with his whole
chm‘ncte}'. Such 2 man commits morder, and
aurder is the natural eulmination of his course ;
such a man has to outface murder, and he will
do it with hardilicod and effronlery. It is a sort
-of faslion to express surprise that any notorious

“and let every word you lhear me say, he a stab
in your wicked heart. When I took these rooms,
to throw myself in your way and lead you on to
the scheme which I knew my appearance and
supposed character and habits would suggest to
such a devil, how did T kuow that? Becanse
you were no stranger to me. 1 knew yon well.
And T knew you to he the eruel wretch whe, for
so wuch money, had killed one innocent girl
while she trusted bim implicitly, and who was,
by inches, killing another.”

Slinkton took out a suuff-box, took a pinch of
snuff, and laughed.

“But, see lere,” said Beckwith, never look-
ing away, never raising his voice, never relexing
bLis face, never unclenching his hand. ** See
what a dull wolf you have been, after all! The
infatuated drunkard who never drank a fiftieth
part of the liquor you plied Liim with, but poured
it away, here, there, everywhere, almost before
your eyes—who bought over the fellow youn set
to wateh him and to ply him, by outbidding you
in his bribe, before lic had been at bis work three
days—with whom you have observed no caution,
yet who was so bent on ridding the earth of you
as a wild beast, that hie would liave defeated you
if you lad been ever so prudent—that drunkard
whom you liave many a time left on the floor
of this room, and who has even let you go out
of if, alive and undeceived, when you have
turned him over with your foot—has, almost as
often, on the same night, within an bour, within
a few minutes, watehed you awake, had his hand
at your pillow when you were asleep, tarned
over your papers, taken samples from your
bottles and packets of powder, echanged their
contents, rifled every secret of your life!”
He had bad another pineh of snuff in his
band, but had gradually let it drop from be-
tween his fingers to the floor, where he now
smoothed it out with his foot, looking down at
it the while.

“That drunkard,” said Beckwith, ©who had
free access to your rooms at all times, that he
might drink the strong drinks you left In
his' way and be the sooner ended, holding no
more terms with you than he would hold with a
tiger, lias bad his master-key for all your locks,
his test for all your poisoms, his clue to your
cipher writing. ~ He can tell you, as well as you
can tell bim, how long it took o complete that
deed, what doses there were, what intervals,
what signs of gradual decay upon mind and
hody, what distempered fancies were produced,

what observable changes, what physwcal pain.

[ Aogust 11, 1880.] 495 1|‘|
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He can {ell you, as well as yon can tell him, that
all this was recorded day by day, as a lesson of
experience for future service. He ecan icll you,
better than you can tell him, where that journal
is at 1his moment.”

Slinkton stopped the action of his foot, and
loaked at Beckwith.

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

“Tlen you are a thief !’ said Slinkton.

Without any change whatever in the inflexible
purpase which it was quite terrific even to me to
contemplate, and from the power of which I Liad
all along felt convineed it was impossible for this
wretch to escape, Beckwith returned:

“ And I am your niece’s shadow, too.”

‘With an imprecation, Slinkton put bis hand
to his head, tare out some hair, and flung it on
the ground. If was the end of the smooth walk;
he destroyed it in the action, and it will soon he
scen that his use for it was past.

Beckwith went on: “Whenever you left here,
T left here. Although I understood that yon
found it necessary to pause in the completion of
that purpose, to avert suspicion, still 1 watched
you close, with the poor confiding girl. When
I had your diary, amf could read it word by word
—it was only about ihe night before your last
visit to Scarborough—you remember the night ?
youslept with a small flat phial tied to your wrist
—1I sent to Mr. Sampson, who was kept out of
view. This is Mr. Sampson’s trusty servant
sfanding by the door. We three saved your
niece among us.”

Slinkton looked at us all, took an uncertain
step or two from the place where he had stood,
returned to it, and glanced about him in a very
curious way—as one of the meaner reptiles might,
when looking for a hole to hide in. I noticed at
the same time, that a singular change took place
in the figure of the man—asif it collapsed wilhin
his clolhes, and they consequently became ill-
shapen and ill-fitting,

“You shall know,” said Beckwith, “for I
hope the knowledge will be bitter and terrible to
you, why you have been pursued by one man,
and why, when the whole interest that Mr.
Sampson represents, would have expended any
money in hunling you down, you have been
tracked to death at a single individual’s charge.
I hear you bave had the name of Meltham on
your lips somelimes ¥’

I saw, in addition to those ather changes, a
sudden stoppage come upon his breathing.

“When you seut the sweet gil whom you
murdered (you kuow wilh what art{fully-made-
out surroundings and probabilities you sent her),
to Meltham’s office before taking her abroad, fo
originale the transaction thut doomed her to the
grave, it fell to Mcltham’s lot to see her and {o
speak with her. Tt did not fall to his lot to save
her, though I know be would freely give his own
life to have done it. He admired ber ;=1 would
say, he laved her deeply, if 1 thought it possible
that you could understand the word. When she |

was sacrificed, be was thoroughiy 4
your guilt. Having lost her, ic _hal;!ﬁ:d.f
abject left in life, and that was, o d‘epg;
and destroy you.”

I saw the villain’s nostrils rise and fy)) -
vulsively ; but, T saw no moving at hit monrk

“That man, Meltham,” Beckwith !I(;E}\
pursued, “was as absolutely certain fy; o
could never elude him in this world, i} ie'.]:
voted himself to your destrucﬁonwiﬁh}g Wl
most ﬁdelitg and carnestaess, and if ha dj".h.
the sacred duty with no other dutym Jife, 51,
was certain that in achieving it telwould b,
poor instrament in the hands of Plovidener
and would do well before Heaven in sr;
you out from among living men. Vem thy
man, and T thank Gop that I Lave dom ;.
work !” -

Tf Slinkton had been ronning for his lifs b~
swift-footed savages, a dozen miles, he cotlil g
have shown more emphatic signs of Leig o

ressed at heart and labouring for breath, i
Ee showed now, when he looked at the piny
wha had so rclentlessly hunted him down,

“You never saw me under my right i
before ; you see me under my right name, iy
You shall see me once again, in the hody, w2
you are tried for your life. Yon shall sey
once again, in the spirit, when the cord is me
your neck, and the erowd are crying s

on !!l

‘When Meltham had spoken these last w2t
that miscreant suddenly turned away his i
and seemed to strike his mouth with hi &2
band. At the same instant, the room was ki
with a new and powerful odour, and, alnuiz
the same instant, he broke into a crocked 2

leap, start—1I lave no name for the spasm~#.
fell, with a dull weight that shook the hesrra
doors and windows in their frames.

That was the fitting end of him.

When we saw that he was dead, we &
away from the room, and Meltham, gisingr:
his hand, said with a weary air:

¢ 1 have no more work on earth, my fie
But, T shall see ber again, elsewhere”

It was in vain that I iried to rallybim. B
might have saved her, he said; lie had o
saved her, and he yeproached limself; be =1
lost ber, and he was byoken-henrted.

* The purpose that sustained m& s 0%h
Sampson, and there is nothing goe to bo-d
me to life. Iam not fit for hife;ism
and spiritless ; I have no hope and 20 abjeck;
my day is done.”

In trath, T could bardly have believed thit th
broken man wha then spoke to me, was Lhe man
who had so strongly and so differentlyimpreset
me when his purpose was yet before bin. Tow!
such entreaties with him, as I could; bet,
still said, and always said, in a paliest oodt
monstrative way—nothing could avall Lim—be
was_broken-hearted.

He died early in the next spring. He e
buried by the side of the poor young lads
whom he bad cherished tlose tenderand i

happy regrets, and he left all ke had to ber
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sister. She lived to be a bhappy wife and
mother; she married my sister's son, who sue-
ceeded poor Meltham ; she s living now ; and
her children ride about the garden on my walk-
ing-stick, when I go to see ber.

NEEDLEWOMAN'S HALL,

Or the grown-up unmarried women in this
country, three out of four ; of the widows, twoin
three; of the wives, a seventh part, earn their
bread by their Inhour. OF these working women,
nearly half a million live by the ueedle, and one-
half of that number can only live at all by work-
ing twelve or sixteen hours a day.

be wretched earnings of the needle are, of
course, ta he aseribed to the excessive supply of
workers, aud the helplessness that urges thou-
sands of them to work for any payment that will
keep body and soul together. But the low pay-
ment of pieee-work compels hasty production,
and the good needlework in which a well-trained
housewile takes dchight, cannot be executed by
the fingers urged by the fear that sixteen hours
of work may fail fo get over eighteenpenny-
worth of pay.

‘We speak of skill in the mere act of sewing,
%uite apart from the sublime science of millinery.

'ew needlewomen can afford themselves the time
to cultivate such skill, yet very many happy wives
who are themselves able to sew with Selibcra-

do more with an odd sixpence a week than ner-
haps any other class of beings upon earth. The
{radesman cannot he expected to make weekly
distribution of material upon a large scale, to &
crowd of poor and suffering women whom he
does not know, depending upon nothing but the
principles of human nature for his surety. The
agency is unavoidable at present; although its
abolition, if it eould be got rid of, would close
a paltry way of mouney-making, with which men
could very well dispense. Wanted, a Needle-

tion, and delighty in the perfection of their own
work, can oppreciate its value, Thousands of
ladies are desiring in vain to know where they
can find women who might come to the house of
an employer, or take work to their own rooms
and put into it stifchery that is all ornament
and strength. Ladies are not, we think, un-
willing to understand that skilled work is entitled
to a price high in proportion to its rarity. But
where is it to he found? Wiiere is the care-
ful housewife to loak, in such a great hottle
of bay as London, {or example, when she wants
to find the needle that will serve her turn?
‘Wanted, a Needlewoman’s Hall.
A greal and, for the present, necessary bar-
den under which the neediowoman lies, 58 the
necessily of taking shopwork from the hands of
agents or sub-agents, and paying them o serions
per-centage of risk money fram their wretched
earnings. The tradesman requires security for
the material he sends ont to he made ; the ncedle-
woman herself lhas none but ler character {o
offer. Therciore, a more substantial middleman
steps in to tuke from the tradesman his material
and make himself responsible for its return cut
and stitebied into a certain number of garments,
at a stipulated price for each. This man employs
the needleworen, or perhaps sublets part of his
contract to athers who employ them, and, for the
risk of the gustantee, as well as for the profita
of the accupation he has taken on himself, the
price paid to the needlewoman for her work i3
made very decidedly to differ from the price paid
for it by the persun who first gave it ouf. The
deduclion is most serious to a class that is
obliged to know how—and does know how—to

woman’s Hall.

The want is, of a point of immediate con-
tact between the whole hody of the lonest
needlewomen in a town, and the whole bady
of the public. We cannot alter the main
principles of trade, to raise the needlewoman's
profits, but we can study those accidents of her
condition which deprive her of the whole advan-
tage to be had of patient industry. If only a
little money given by the rich, will set up 2 ma-
chinery that shall secure permanently for some
of the hardest and the worst rewarded workers
in the land, most of them helpless single women,
a condition permanently raised above its present
level, let the fact be shown, and the help may
be looked for, confidently.

A small beginning bas been established this

year in London: it is the Institotion for
the Employment of Needlewomen, Number
Twenty-six, Lamb’s Conduit-street. Thisinsti-
tution may be faken as the germ of Needle-
woman’s Hall. It is guite modest in its pre-
tension, but quite capable of developing its
mustard-seed nto a mustard-tree, iF benig-
nent showers shall prosper it. The founder of
it, i3 a lady who had heen drawn from one spec-
tacle of sorrow to another, into a genuine
examination of the state of the different classes
of Our Homeless Poor, and who, under that
tiile, told what she had seen of the condition of
poor women in Londen, in a little book peb-
lished by Messrs. Nishet, of Berners.street.
For example, a poor widow ceme with her two
little boya in the * slack scason’ of needlework,
to the Refuge at Field-lane. Eager to refunrn
to honest independence, she was started on her
own account in a bare room, and obtained the
loan of a chaff bed and bolster. What sum
would suffice to furaish her with necessaries ?
Half-a-crown was all she bhorrowed for the pur-
pose. She hunted vp a chair with three legs
and no back, which she could have for threepence,
and she knew & carpenter who had a spare leg
of & chair. In the same spirit she mude success-
ful search for all her other furmilure; found
a table, o cup, a saucer, & plate, a kettle and so
forth ; leaving fivepence of surplus when her fur-
niture had all been hought. Lhe fivepence she,
with all simplicity of heart, carried back to her
benefactor. 5

At Number Twenty-six, Lamb’s Conduit-
street, the upper part of a house has been taken;
one or two sensible and aclive ladies manage the
affajrs; but there is an ornamental committee,
and there is a sufficiency of episcopnl and noble

patrons fo attract that part of the public which

e ———




