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HUNTED DOWN.

BY CHARLES DICKENS.

@
“No, I am staying here. My uncle has placed me with a
amily g’ere, for my health.” L

*« And your shadow ?” said I, smiling.

“ My ow,” she answered, smiling too, ‘‘ is—like myself
—not very robust, I fear; for I lose my shadow sometimes, as
my shadow loses me at other 'imes. We both seem liable to
confinement to the house. I have not seen my shadow for
days and tllays,r but it dtaes oddly thappett:l,.oeoasgmnlly, that
wherever I go, for many days together, this gentleman goes.
We have come together in the most unfrequented nooks on

this shore.

« [3 this he ?” said I, pointing before us.

The wheels had swept down to the water’s edge, and
described a grent loop on the sand in turning. Brin, the
loop toward us, and spinning it out as it came, was a hand-

carri drawn by a man. -
Lfies Niner, “ this really is my shadow, uncle.”

age 4
" AN e moarﬂnﬁd hed d roached_th
e approac us and we app )
carriage, I saw within it an old man, whose head was sunk on
his breast, and who was envelo in a variety of wrappers.
He was drawn by a very quiet but very keen looking man,
with iron-gray hair, who was slightly lame. They had pcssod
us, when 310 carriage stopped, and the old gentleman within,
putting out his arms, called to me by my name. I went back,
and was absent from Mr. Slinkton and niece for about five
minutes.
When I rejoined them, Mr. Slinkton was the first to speak.
Indeed, he said to me in a raised voice before I came up with

m:
“]t is well you have not been longer, or my niece might
have died of ocuriosity to know who her shadow is,

Sampson.

*“ Au old East India Director,” said I. *‘‘ An intimate friend
of our friend’s, at whose house I first had the pleasure of meet-
ing yo&l. A certain Major Banks. You have heard of him?”

*Never.”

“ Very rich, Miss Niner; but very old and very orlif)plod.
An amiable man, sensible—much interested in you. He has
just been expatiating on the affection that he gms observed
to exist between you and your uncle.” )

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

“Mr. Sampson,” he said, tenderly pressing his niece’s arm
in his, “our affection was always a strong one, for we have
had but few near ties. We have still fewer now. We have
associations to bring us together that are not of this world,

Marga
*““Dear uncle!” murmured the young lady, and turned her
face aside to hide her tears. )
*“ My niece and I have such remembrances and regrets in
common, Mr. Sampson,” he feelingly pursued, * that it would
be strange indeed if the relations between us were cold or in-
different. If I remember a conversation we once had together,
ou will understand the reference I make. Cheer upt dear
ilargaret.. Don't dsoop. ?on'c droop. My Margaret! can-
not bear to see you droop! ™
The poor yo{: lady was very much affected, but controlled
herself. His feelings, too, were very acute. In a word, he
found himself under such great need of a restorative, that he
presently went away, to take a bath of sea-water, leaving.the
young lady and me sitting by a point of rock and gm bly
presu ming—but that you wi 1 say was a pudona'ble indulgence
in a luxury—that she would praise him with all her heart.
She did, poor thing! ith all her confiding he:rt, 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 com>
over her toward the end, but he had never besn impatient
with her. or at a lo3s; had always been geutle, watchful, and
self-possessed. The sister had known him, as she had kaown
him, to ba the bast of men, the kindest of men, and yet a man
of such admirable strength of character as to be a very tower
for the support of their weak natures while their poor lives

nd A
‘I shall leave him, Mr. Sampson, very soon,” said the
oung lady ; * I know my life is drawing to an end ; and when
fam gone, f hope he will marry and be happy. I am sure he
has lived single so long only for my sake, and for my poor,
poor sister’s.”

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

““Young lady,” said I, looking rouad, laying my ha.n'c,l upon,
her arm, and speaking inalow voine, time presses. ou*
hear the gentle murmur of that sea?”

She looked at me with the utmost wonder and alarm, saying:

Yo"

‘“And you know what a voice i3 in it when the storm
comes?”

“Yes!” o

““ You sce how quiet and peaceful it lies before us, and you
know what an awful sight of power without pity it might be,
this very night.”

“ Yes!” .

“But if you had never heard or seen it, or heard of it in
its cruelty, could you believe that it beats every inanimate
thing in its way to pieces, without mercy, and destroys life
without remorse?” "

“You terrify ma, sir, by these questions! s

“To save you, oung lady, to save you! For God's sake
collect your strength and collect your firmness! If you wer
here alone, and hemmed in by the rising t:ldc on the flow to
fifty feet above your head, you could not be in greater danger
than the danger you are now to be saved from. .

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

As I am, b:f:rc Heaven and the Judge of all mankind,
your friend, and your d:ad sis'er's friend, I solemnly entreat
you, Mi-ss Niner, witltxlout. one moment’s loss of time, to come
to this gentleman with me!” .

If the little carriage had b3en lass neartous, I doubt if I
could have got har away; but it was so near that we were
ther. before she had r>covered the hurry of being urged fr‘om
the rock. I did not remain there with her twa minut-s Cer-
tainly withia five, I had the inexpressible sagmtact.ion of seeing
her —from the point we had sat on and to which I had returaed
—half supported and half carried up some rude steps, notched
in the cliff, by the figura of anactive man. With that figure
beside her, I knew she was safe anywhera. .

I sat alone on th> rock, awaiting Mr. Slinkton’s return.
The twilight was deep ning and the shadows were heavy
when he cime around the point, with his hat hanging at his
buttonhole, smoothing his wet hair with one of his ) ands, and
picking out the old path with the other and a_po':ker_comb.

** My nicce not here, Mr. Sampson?” ha said, looking about.

“ \liss Niner scemed to feel a chill in the air after the sun
down and has gone home.”
ked i'lrpr?-wgd. as though she were not accustomed todo
ng without him; even toi)rigizlxgte s(;) slight a proc eding.
“1 persuaded Miss Niner,” I explained.

h'"said he. *She is casily persuaded—for her good.

ba -place was further than I th t, to say the truth.”
tt.x.lgm Niner is delicate,” Imobserrod. R
He shook his and drew a deep . “Very, very.
very. You may recollect my saying so. The time t.{nthas
since iutervened has not strengthemed her. The gloomy
shadow that fell u her sister so enmnh see in my
anxious eyes, to gather over her, ever . ever ker.
Dear garet, dear Margarst! But we must hope.”
The hand-carriage was Spinning away before us at a most
indecorous pace fur an invalid vehicle, and was most
lar curves upon the sand. Mr. noti it
a.fw‘r: he had put his handkerchief to his eye=, said :
ItI may judge from appearances, your friend will be
e Tooks Pt ar
‘It looks pro e, certainly,” L
:The servant must be drunk.”
The ssrvants of the old gentleman will get drunk some-

times,” said I.
The major draws veryu%ht; g:& %.unpaon...

sand, in silence. After a short while he said, in a voice
affected by the emotion that his niece's state of health had
unkf)-:d in him horo ;

b you ong, Mr. Sampson "

: hy, no. I am going away to- "

So soon?! Bat business always h o&ninreqnest. Men
like Mr. Sampson are too important to vs to be spared to
t.hei.l.' own need of relaxation and enjoyment.”

{ don’t know about that,” said I. *“However, I am going

*“To London "

good-nigh ?ﬁd had parted ind dli: uld.w:b:w
- W urning :
**Mr. gun may I ask? Poo:nlelthun. whom we

pediments.
o T e R T s Dy ho hcbokam ;
ple. ey were e a8 corner house ov!
qﬁmnm

gL B the d posi the &u
on the outer . On the door te, on same

the name, M, JULIUS SLINKTOR, The G0ors Of both sets 0f
chambers stood open, so that anything said aloud in one set
could be heard in the other.

I had llmver hoo‘lll in those chambers botao&.'l‘hey were
dismal, close, unwholesome, and oppressive ; furniture,
originally good, and not yet old, :gl faded and dirty,—the
rooms were in great disorder; thmm.m::rvdllm
smell of opium, grmdy. and tobacco ; the grate fire-irons
were splashed all over with unsightly blotches of rust; and,
ona Ab{theﬁre.in the room where breakfast had
prepared, lay the host, Mr. Beck
appearances of the worst kind very advanced
upon his shameful way to death.

“Slinkton is not come yet,” said this creature, mm
up when I went ia; “T'll him. Halloa! Julius
Come and drink!” As he hoarsely roared this out, he beat the
poker and together in & mad way, asif were his
usual manner of summoning his associate.

The voice of Mr. Slinkton was heard through the clatter
from the opposite side of the stai and he came in. He
had not expected the pleasure of meeting me. I have seen
several ul men brought to a stand, but I never saw a man
sonshastuhemyhenhhemt:lotadonmlno.

i th, between,
“ Mist’ Sampson! Mist’' Sampson, Julius Ceesar ! Julius, Mist'
Sampson, is the friend of my sou'. Julius keeps me with
liquor, morning, noon, and night. Julius is a real benefactor.
Julius threw the tea and coffee out of the window when I used
to have any. Julius empties all the water-jugs of their con-
tents, and fills 'em with ?lrlu. Julius winds me up and keeps
me going. Boil the braudy, Julius!™
here was a rasty and furred saucepan in the ashes—the
ashes looked like the accumulation of weeks,—and Beckwith,
rolling and sugfeﬂnﬁ‘ between us as if he wers going to
plunge headlong into the fire, got thy saucepan out and tried
to force it into Slinkton’s hand. “ Boil the brandy, Julius
Ceesar! Come! Do your usual office. Boil the bum{v! -

He became so fierce in his gesticulations with the sancepan
that I expected to see him lay open Slinkton's head with it.
{ht.horer:?re sut out my hand to check him. He reeled back

e sofa, an
rags of dressing-gown, looking at I noticed then that
there was nothing to drink on the table but braniy, and noth-
ing to eat but salted herrings, and a hot, siokly, highly-pep-

pered stew.

“ At all events, Mr. Sampson,” said Slinkton, offering me
the smooth gravel pa'h for the last time, ‘I thank you for
interfering between me and this unfortunate man's violence.
However you came he Mp. Sam , or with whatever
motive you came here, at least I than '{ou for that.”

““ Boil the brandy,” muttered Beckwith.

Without gratifying his desire to know how I came there,
I said, quietly, ** How is your niece, Mr. Slinkton "

He looked hard at me, and I looked hard at him.

“] am sorry to say, Mr. Samp3on, that my niece has proved
treacherous and ungrateful to her best friend. She left me
without a word of notice or explanation. She was misled, no
doubt, by some desiguning rascal. Perhaps you may have heard

f it ?

“] did hear that she was misled by a designing rascal. In
fact I have proof of it.”

“ Are you sure of that?” said he.

“Quite.”

“RBoil the brandy.” muttered Beckwith. ‘‘Company to
breakfast. Julins Ceesar. Do your usual office—provide the
usual breakfast, dinner, tea, and supper. Boil the brandy!"”

The eyes of Slinkton looked from him to me, and he said,
after a moment's consideration,

“ Mr. Sampson, you are a man of the world, and so am I.
I will be plain with you.”

“ 0 no, you won't,” said I, rRhaking my head.

“T tell you, sir, I will be plain with you.”

« And I tell you you will not.” said I. *J know all about
you. You plain with any one? Nonsense, nonsense !”

*“I plainly tell you, Mr. Sampson,” he went on, with a
manner almost composed, “that I understand your object.
You want to save your funds. and escape from your liabilities ;
these are old tricks of trade with you old Office-Gentle-
men. But you will not do it, sir; you will not succeed. You
have not an easy adversary to play against when you play
against me. We shall have to inquire, in due time, when and
how Mr. Beckwith fell into his present habits. With that
remark, sir, I put this por creature and his incoherent wan-
derings of speech aside, and wish you a good-morning and a
better case next time.”

Than you, Mr. Sampson ; she is better within doors. The

(] to
sat there panting, -h‘bk::{_' and red-eyed, in his
us
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Waile he was saying this, Beckwith had filled a half-pint
ﬁlm with brandy. At this moment he threw the bnnd}’ at
is face and threw the glass after it. Slinkton put his hands
up, half blinded with the spirits 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 qulottl.’ but very keen-lookiog man, with iron.gray hair,

0.
Slinkton pulled out his handkerchief, assuaged the pain
his smarting eyes, and dabbled the blood on ht.: tomh:nd. li:

in which abhorrence and determination w
painted aa in Bockw,vs then’ e I Ty
» at me, you villain,” said Beckwith, ‘“‘and see me as
I really am. I took these rooms to make them a trap for .
I came into them as a drunkard, to bait the trap for you. ?o‘n
fell into the trap, and you will never leave it alive. On the
mornlncwhen?nlu went to Mr. Sampson’s office I had
seen him first. Your plot has been known to both of us, all
‘lo"fﬁ‘ you have counter-plotted all along. What?t
Having been cajoled into putting that prize of two thousand
pounds in your power, I was to be done to death with brandy,
and, brandy not proving quick enough, with something
ave I never seen you, when you thought
mmﬁ pouring from your little bottle into my "‘
Vm. u Murderer and l'u:g:r. alone here with you the
d mn&ht.u I have so n been, I have quomy hand

of a pistol, twenty times, to blow your brains

This sudden starting up of the thing that he had supposed
to be his imbecile victim lngo a detormll‘:od man.o wltn.:gomod
resolution to hunt him down and be the death of him, merci-
ox| from head to foot, in the first shock, too

5 taggered

guilt, otherwise than true to himself, and pe consisten
his w! character. Such a man commits murder, u:
parter e il vzt of S s s
A 0)
effrontery. It Is asort of fashion to express surprise that any
notorious ha luoheﬂmonnnhhoom“n
80 brave it out. Do you k that if had it on his con-
science at all, or had a conscience to have it upon, he woula

had
i villain,” said Beckwith, * and let every
[0 m&'o“ "u .
word you hear me say be a stab in urwlckdhm.‘%bn
Itookthmm-.tothrowmndrl,n your way and lead you
on&othoaohcnot:ntl ewmysapauno:lnd‘-:m
suggest uch
know that? Boomumwmnoltnnw' M.In:.' kn‘o’wdum
well. And I knew you to be the cruel wretch who, for so much
.Mmhdmhnmt{mwhlh-hotmumm-
E’z.udwhowuby inches unngksnounr."
ton took out a snuff-box, took a pinch of snuff, and

huq‘hod.

But see here,” said Beckwith, never looking never
raising his voice, never relaxing his face, never : ¢
his hand. “See what a dull wolf you have after

E

'tlgl: l{qnmw dl;‘anhnl ﬂobn:ver dn?tk afl

uor you him with, but poured here,
onrywhm—.ﬁmt before your eyes ; wh:“" ww
toﬂowyonnttomtohhlmundwmhm. oul 0
in his bribe, be e had been at work -w’lE
rﬂdhc’l?l:l u:.ihoot e w?ﬁld ha

© ou as a

defeated you if yougulboenom 80 prudemnt—

when you were asleep, turned over your papers, taken samples
tronyonrbotﬂalang'mke L] ofuémdog.‘ changed their con-
tents, rifled every secret of your ™

Ho had had another pinch of enuff in his hand, but had
gradually let it drop from between his fingers to th floor;
i‘;’hu.:" h:nnow smoothed it out with his foot, looking 3owl at

e while.

*“That drunkard,” said Beckwith, ** who had free to

m{mmnttdlumnm&hom ht drink the stro rinks
you left in his and be the sooner ended, no

more terms with you he would hold with a tiger, has
had his master-key for all your locks, his test for all your
poisons, his clue to your olghor-wrltlu. He can tell you, as
well as you can-tell him, how long it took to complete ‘h:}
deed, what doses there were, what intervals, what
mdunl decay l";:Pou mind! and body; what distem

cies were uced, what observable o what phy-
sical pain. He can tell you, as well as you can tel hln.ghnt
all this was recorded day bﬁ day, %-0 a lu:x: of oxpoﬂ::leloh for
you, er than you can
where that journal is at this moment.” ¥ -,

Slinkton stopped the action of his foot and looked at Beck-

“No,” said the latter, as if answering a question from him,
“Not in the drawer of the writing-desk %hat opens with a
uprh& ; it is not there, and it never will be there again.”

““Then youare a thief!” said Slinkton.

Without any whatever in the inflexible pu
which it was quite terrific even to me to contemy:iate, a
from the power of which I had always felt convinved it was
impossible for this wretch to escape, Beck with returned :

*“And Iam your niece’s shadow, t0o.”

With an imprecation, Slinkton put his hand (o his head,
tore out somehair, and flang it to the ground. 1t was the end of
the smooth walk : he destroyed it in the action, and it will
soon be seen that his use for it was past.

Beckwith went on : “Whenever you 1‘ft here, I left here.
Although I understood that you found it necessary to pause
in the completion of that purpose, to avert suspicion, still I
watched you close, with the poor confiding girl. When I
had the diary, and read it word by word—it was only about
the night before your last visit to Scarb ) rough,—you remem-
ber the night? you slept with a small, flat vial tied to your
wrist,—1 sent for Mr. SBampson, who was kept out of view.
This is Mr. Sampsoa’s trusty servant standing by the door.
We three saved your nice among us.”

Slinkton looked at us all, took an uncertain step or two
from the placs where he had stood. returned to it, and glanced
about him in a very curious way,—as one of the meaner
reptiles might, 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,—as if it collapsed within his clothes, and they con-
sequently became ill-shapen and ill-fitting.

‘ You shall know,” said Beckwith, “for I hope the know-
ledge will be bitter and terrible to you, why you have been
wuueﬂ by 07¢ man, and why, when the whole interest that

r. Samp3on represents would have expended any money in
hunting you down—you have been tracked to death at a single
individual’'s charge. Ihear you have had the name of Melt-
ham on your lipssometimes?”

I saw, in ition to those other changes, a sudden stoppage
come upon his breathing.

‘“When you sent the sweet girl whom you murdered (you
know with what artfully made-out surroundings and proba-
bilities you sent her) to Meltham's office, before taking 'ner to
the grave, it fell to Meltham’s lot to see her and speak with
her. It did notfall to his lot to save her, though I know he
would freely give his own life to have done it He admired
her ;—I would say he loved her deeply if | thought it po-sible

that you could understand the word. When she was esacri-

]
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