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THIS AND THAT—A DALLAD.

A certain master, greatly vexed

‘With union men, was sore perplexed,
And wondered what the deuce to do,
And how his work should be got through.

His men had asked o rise, asthey
Considered they descrved moro pay ;
And also sought to work no more
Of hours a weck than fifty-four,

The master raved, and tove his hair,

And swore they were not agking fair—
Before he'd give their terms he vowed
He'dsee them—why, he'd seethem—Dblowed.

‘What '—to work an honr less & day,
And yet demaund an hour's more pay !
He never heard such want of sense—
Ho called it downright impudence !

But still the men were firm, and stood

On their demands, and as he would

Not grant them—why, they turned about—
As he *pitched” in, they ail walked out.

This master then tricd other ways;
He advertised for many days,

And stated he could give employ
To over Hifty—man wud boy!

And answers came from distant parts,
Each writer trying cunning arts

To make him stipuiate a price ;

But he declived - -it wasn’t nice !

In writing.hack, he said that * they
Might, if they pleased, have work next day ;
And in veply to yours for terms,

I give 2 mwan whate'er he earns !”

And notwithstandiny this, there came
A rabble lot—the half-inane

And whole black-sheepish,. vat-like race
Oft miscalled men—to man’s disgrace !

Who sell their birthright—!liberty,
As Esau did, for paltry fec ;

This done—still discontented—then
These men will gell their fellow-men !

Dragged up in shums, this scom exch day-
Bchunhers honest labor’s way ?

Subsists on crumbs that scornfully

Are thrown aside by labor—;/ree!

This masier looked at them aghast

As np they trooped, so thick and fast ;
And half-repenteil, when too late—
Bag, still pig-headed, Lraved his {ate,

He eet them on—they did their best,
He strove to stimulate their zest !

He offered this, and promised that ;
Tried all he could to make them pat.

But very soon this master saw

In ev'ry man some glaring flaw ;
And many a fool, and many a sot,
He found among the rabble lot.

His place, before from vermin free,
Was now o'cerrun, and vainly he
Employed a fow sagacions ¢ cats,”
The premises still swarmed with rats.

They gnawed and nibbled here and there ;
- They poked their noses everywhere,

He couldn’t call o thing his own,

Nor lay a mouldy morsel down.

He tried them oft, and tried again,

But all his efforts were in vain ;
And—though to say it makes one sad—
This master finally went mad.

Another master took bis place,

And drove away the outeast race—
1Who went no one conld mention where,
And truly no one scemed to care!

We ask not where sewage flows;
We know not where the refuse goes;
Nor will we track this human scum
Within its dreary, loathsome slum!

The former men were now recalled

And when they came, they stood appalled—
For dire confusion reigned supreme ;

Such utter rout they ne'er had seen,

But with their wishes now in full
They set to work—together pull;
The place looks shapely by and by,
The business goes on merrily.

No moral surely’s here required
But this—that labor loosely hired,
Will loosely aet, and in the end
Its hiver mnay to Bedlam send !

—
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HUNTED DOWN;

or, THE
STORY OF THE INSURANCE BROKER.

BY CHARLES DICKENS,

v e

i Cuarree III.

. . On the very next day but one, I was sitting
behind my glass partition, as bofore, when he
came into the outer office as hefore. The mo-
ment I saw him without hearing him, I hated
him worse tha}} aver,

-It was only for a momont that I had this
opportunity, for he waved his tight-fitting
black glove tho instant I looked at him, and
-came straight in.
¢ Mr. Sampson, good day ! I presume, you
:8e€, upon your kind permission,” to intrude

L.upon you. I don’t keep my word in heing

| justified by business, for my business here—it

1 1nay so abuse the word—is of the slightest
nature."”

1 asked, was it anything I could assist him
in?

« I thank you, no. I mercly called toin-
quirc ontside, whether my dilatory friend has
been so false to himself, or to be practical and

gensible.  But of course he has done nothing.
I gavoe him your prayers with my own hand,
and he was hot upon the intention, but of
course he has done nothing. Apm't‘ from the
| general human disinclination to do anything
that ought to he done, I dure say there is a
speciality about assuring one’s life 2 You find
it like the will-making? Pceople are so super-
stitions, and take it for granted they will die
soon afterwards?”’

Up hiere, it you please ; straight up bhere,
Mr. Sampson. Ncither to the right nor to
the left! 1 almost fancied 1 could hear him
breathe the words as he sat smiling at me,
with that intolerable parting exactly opposite
the bridge of my nose. '

“There is such a feeling somctimes, no
doubt,” I replied ; “but 1 dont think it ob-
taing to any great extent.”

“Well,” said e, with a shrog and a smile,
[ wish some good angel would influence my
fricnd in the right direction. I rashly pro-
mised his mother and sisber in Norfolk to see
it dene, and he promised them Le would do it.
But 1 suppose be never will.”

He spoke for a minute or two on different
tapies, and then went away.

I hadd searcely unlocked the drawers of my
writing-table next worning, when he re-ap-
peared. T noticed that he came straight to
the door in the glass partition, and did not
; pause & moment outside,
| “Can yougspare me two minutes, my dear
¢ Mr. Sampson?”

[ ““By ali means.”

I ¢ AIueh obliged,” laying bis hat and um-
bLrella on the table. **T came early, not to
interrupt you. The fact is, Tam taken by sur-
prisc in referrence to this proposal my friend
i has made.”

! ¢ JTas he made one 7’ said 1.

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

1

Mr. Adams was opening the morning's let-
ters in the outer office. |

““What is the matter, Mr. Slinkton?”’ I
t asked.

l_ ¢ Beckwith.”

i Ilooked out to the door and requested Mr,
I Adams if there were a proposal in that name
to bring it in. He bad already laid it out of
his hands on the counter. It was easily se-
lected from among the rest, aud he gaveisme,
Alfred Beckwith. Proposal to eflect a policy
with us for two thousand pounds. Dated
yesterday,

“ From the Middle Temple, I sec, Mr.
Slinkton ?”

““Yes: he lives on the same staircase with
me ; his door is opposite. I never thought he
would make e his reference though.”

¢ It scems natural enough that he should.”

“Quite so, Mr. Sampson; but I never
; thought of it. Let me see.” Ie took the
printed paper from his pocket. “ How am I
to answer all these questions 77

¢ According to tRe truth, of course,” said I.

““ Oh ! of conrse,” he answered, looking up
from the paper with a smile ; ¢‘ T meant they
were 50 mauy. But you do right to be parti-
cular. 1t stands to reason that you mwst be
particular. Will you allow me to use your
pen and ink 2”7

¢ Certainly.”

¢ And your desk?”

¢¢ Certainly.”

He had been hovering about between his
hat and his umbrella, for a place to write on.
He now sat down on my chair, at my blotting
paper and inkstand, with the long walk up
his head in accurate perspective before me, as
I stood with my back to the five.

Before answering each question, he ran over
it alond and discussed it :—How long had he
known Mr. Alfred Beckwith? That he had
to calculate by years upon his fingers. What
were his habits? No difliculty about them ;
temperate in the last degree, and took o little
too much ecxercise, if anything. All the ans-
wers were satisfactory. VWhen he had written
them all, he looked them over, and finally
signed them in a very pretty hand. He sup-
posed he had now done with the business? I
told him he was not likely to be troubled any
further. Should he leave tho papers there?
If he pleased. Much obliged. Good morning !

I had had one other visitors before him ;
not at the office, but at my house. That vi-
itor had come to my bedside when it was not
yet daylight, and had been scen by no one olse
but my faithful confidential servant.

A second reference (for we required always
two) was sent down to Norfolk, and was duly
received back by post. 'This likewise was
satisfactorily answered in every respect. Our
forms were all complied with, we accepted
the proposal, and the premium for one year
wag paid. ’

OuArTER. IV,

Tor gix or seven months I saw no more of
Mr. Slinkton. He called 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 March. Late in September or carly in Qc-

tobor I was down at Scarborogh for a breath
of sea air, where I met him on the beach. It
was a hot,evening ; he camo towards me with
his hat in his hand, and there was tho walk I
had felt so strongly disinclined to take, in
perfect order again, exactly in fropt of the
bridge of my nose.

ITe was not alone, butbad a young Iady on
his arm.  She was dressed in mourning, and I
loocked at her with great interost, She had
the appearance of being extremely delicate,
and her face was remarkably pale and melan-
choly, but she was very pretty. He intro-
duced her as his niece, Miss Niner.

“ Are you strolling Mr. Sampson? Is it
possible you can he idle ¢’

Tt was possible, aud I wqs strolling.

¢ Shall we stroll together 77

“With pleasure.” )

The voung lady wallked between us, and we
walked on the cool sea and in the direction of
TFiley.

*« There have been wheels bere,” said Mr,
Slinkton ; ¢“and now I Jook again, the wheels
of @ hand.carvinge ! Margarct, my love, your
shadow, without doubt !”

“Miss Niner's shadow 7’ I repeated, look-
ing down at it on the sand,

¢ Not that one,” Mr. Slinkton returned,

laughing.  ““Margarct, my dear, tell Mr.
Sampson "

*“Indecd,” said the young lady, turning to
me, “there is nothing to tell—exeept that T
constantly sce the samc invalid old gentleman,
at all times, wherever 1 go. I have mentioned
it to my uncle, and he calls the gentleman my
shadow,”

““ Docs he live in Searborogh ?” T asked.

“ He is staying here #7

“ Do you live in Scarborogh ?”

“XNo, T am staying here. My wuncle has
placed me with a family here, for my health.”

*“ And your shadow 7”7 said I, smiling.

““ My shadow,” she answered, smiling too,
“js—like myself—-not very robust, 1fear ; for,
I losc my shadow sometimes, asmy shadow
loses mc at other times. We both seem liable
to confinement to the house. I have not seen
my shadow for days and days; but it does
oddly happen, oceasionally, that wherever 1
go, for many days together, this gentleman
goes. We have come together in the most
unfrequented nooks on this shore ?”

¢¢Is this he?” 1 said, pointing before us.

The wheels had swept down to the watex’s
edge and described a great loop on the sand
in turning. Bringing the loop back towards
us, and spinning it ont as it came, was a hand-
carriage drawn by 2 man.

“Yes,” said Miss Niner,  this really is my
shadow, uncle 1”

As the carriage approached us and we ap-
proached the carriage, I saw within. it an old
man, whose head was sunk on his breast, and
who was enveloped in a variety of wrappers.
He was drawn by & very quiet but very keen-
looking man, with iron grey hair, who was
slightly lame.
riage stopped, and the old gentleman within,
putting out his arm, called me by my name.
1 went back, and was absent from Mr, Slink-
ton and his niece for about five minutes,

When I rejoined them, Mr. Slinkton was
the first to speak. Jndeed, he said to me ina
raised voice before I came up to him: “It
is well you have not been longer or my niece
might have died of curiosity to know how her
shadow is, Mr. Sampson.”

«¢ An old East India Director,” eaid I. *“ An
intimate friend of our friend’s at whose house
Ifirst had the pleasure of mecting you. A
certain Major Banks., You have heard of
bim 2"

“ Never.,’

““Very rich, Miss Niner ; hut very old, and
very crippled. An amiable man, sensible ;
much interested in you. He has just beenex-
piating on the affection that ho has observed
to exist between you and your unecle.”

Mr. Slinkton was holiing 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 al-
ways a strong one, for we have had but few
near tics. We bave 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 aside to hide her tears.

““My niece and I have such remembrances
and regrets in common, Mr., Sampson,” he
pursued, ¢ that it would be strange indeed if
the relations between us were cold or indiffer-
ent. If T remember a conversation we once
had together, you will understand the refer-
ence I made. Cheer up, dear Margaret. Don't
droop, don’t. droop. My Margaret! I can-
not bear to see you droop !’

‘The poor young lady was very much aflect-
ed, but controlled herself. His feelings, too,
were very acute. Inaword, he found himself
under such great neod of a restorative that ho
presently went to take a bath of sea-water,
leaving the young lady and me sitting by a
point of rock, and probably presuming—but
that, you will say, was a pardonable indul-
genco in a luxury—that she would praise him
with all lier heart.

She died, poor thing. With all her confid-
ing heart she praised himn to me for his care
of her dead sister, and for his untiring dovo-
tion in her last illnsss. The sister had wasted
away very slowly, and wild and terrible fan-
tasics had come over her towards the end, but
‘he had never been impatient with her, or at a
loss ; had always beengentle, watchful, and

self-possessed. The sister had known him, as

They passed us, when the car- |

’r

shé had known-him, to be the best of men,
the kindest of men, and yet o man of such ad-
mirable strength of character as to be a very
weak tower for tho support of their weak na.
ture while their poor lives endured.

T ghall leave him, Mr. Sampson, very
goon,” said the young lady : ‘I know my life
is drawing to an end ; and when I am gone I
Lopo he will marry and be happy. I am sure
e 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 coming
back again, gradually spinning out a slim
figure of cight, half a mil. long.

“ Young lady,” said 1, looking round, lay-
ing my hand upon her arm, and speaking in a
low voice : ‘““time presses. You hear the
gentle murmnr of that sea?”

She looked at e with the utmost wonder
and alarm, saying, *‘Yes.”

« And you know what o voice is in it when
the storm comes 2"

“ Yes,”

“Put if you had cver heard orscen it, or
heard of i, in its ernelty, could you believe
that it beats every inanimate thing in its way
to picces, without mercy, and destroys life
withont remorse "

«You terrify me, sir, by these questions !

-

“To save you, young lady, tosave you!
Tor God’s sake, collect your strength and col-
Ject your firtnmess ! If yon were here alone,
and hemmed in by the rising tide on the flow
to fifty fect above your head, you could not be
in greater danger than the danger you are now
to be saved from.”

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

« As Tam, hefore Heaven and the Judge of
all mankind, your {riend, and your dead sist-
er’s friend, T solemnly entreat, you Miss
Niner, without onc moment’s loss, to come to
this gentleman with me!”

If the littie carvinge had been less near to
us 1 doubt if I eould have got her away ; but

it was so near that we were there before she
had recovered the hurry of being urged from
the rock. I did not remain there with her
two minutes, Certainly within five I had the
inexpressible satifaction of seeing her2-from
the point we had sat on, and to which I had
veturned—half supported aund half cnrried up
some rude steps notched in the cliff by the
figure of an active wnan. With the figure be-
side her I knew she was safe anywhere,

I sat alone on the rock, awaiting Mr. Slink-
ton’s return. The twilight was deepening and
the shadows were heavy, when he came round
the point, with his hat hanging at his button-
hole, smoothing his wet hair witn one of his
bhands, and picking out the old path with
the other and a pocket-comb,

“My nicce not here, Mr. Sampson "
said, looking about.

‘¢ Miss Niner seomed to feel a chill in the
air after the sun was down, and has gone
home.”

e looked swrprised, as though she were
not accustvmmed to do anything without him,
cven to originate so slight a proceeding. ‘1
persuaded Miss Niner,” I explained.

“Ah!” said he. *‘Sheis easily persnaded
—for her good. Thank you, Mr. Sampson :
she is better within doors.  The bathing-place
was farther than I thought, to tell the truth.”

‘- Miss Niner is very declicate,” T obscrved.

He shook his bhend and drew o deep sigh.

‘““ Very, very, very. You may recollect my
saying so. The time that has since intervened
has not strengthened her. The gloomy sha-
dow that fell upon her sister so early in life
secimns, in my anxious cye, to gather over her,
ever darker, ever darker. Dear Margaret,
dear Margaret ! But we must hope.”

The hand-carnage was spinning away before
us at a most incredulous pace for an invalid
vehicle, and was making most irregular

he

it after he¢ had put his handkerchief to his
cyes, said—

“If I may judge from appearances, your
friend will be upset, Mr, Sampson,”

¢¢ It looks probable, certainly,” said I.

“ The servant must be drunk.”

“The servaunts of old gentlemen will get
drunk, sometimes,” said 1.

“The major draws very light, Mr. Samp-
son.” '

¢The major does draw light,” said I.

By this time the carriage, much to my re-
lief, was lost in the darkness. Ve walked on
for a little, side by side over the sand in sil-
ence. After a short while, ke said, in a voico
still agitated by tho emotion that his niece’s
state of health had awakened in him—

“Do you stay here long, Mr. Sampson 1’
““Why, no, I'm going away to-night.”

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

“I don’t know about that,” said I. ¢ How-
ever, I am going back.”
“To London?”

“To London.”

¢ I shall be there too, soon after you,”

I knew that as well as hie did. But I did
not tell him so. Any more than I told him
what defensive weapon my right hand rested
on in my pocket as I walked by his side. -Any
more than I told him why I did not walk on
the sea-side of him with the night closing in.
We left tho beach, and our ways diverged..
We exchanged “ Good night,” and had parted
indeed, when he said, returning—

.

¢ Mr. Sampson, may I ask ? Poor Moltham,
whoin wo spoke of —Dead yet 2”7

“Not when I last heard of him ; but too
broken a man to live long, and hopelessly lost
to his old calling.”

“Dear, dear, dear!” said ho with great
fecling. *“Sad, sad, sad! The world s a
grave!”  And so went his way.

It was not his fault if the world was not 5
grave ; but I did not call this observation
after him, any more than I had mentioned
thosc other things just now enumerated. He
went his way, and I went mine with all expe-
dition. 'This happened, as I have said, oither
at the end of September or the beginuning of
October. The next time T saw him, and-the
last time, was Iate in November.,

Cravreie ¥V,

I had a very particular engagement to
breakfast in the Temple, 1t was o bitter
northeasterly morning, and the sleet and slush
lay inches deep in the street, I conld get no
conveyance, and was scon wet to the knees;
but, | should have been true to that appoint-
ment though Ihad bhad to wade it up to my
neck in the same impediments.

‘Ihe appointment took me to some chambers
in the Temple. They were at the top of a
loucly corner house overlooking the river.
The name, Mr. Alfre t Veekwith, was painted
on the onter door. On the door opposite on
the same Luding, the name Mr. Julius Slink-
ton. The doors of Luth sets of chambers
stood-open, so that anything said aloud in one
scb could be heardin the other,

1 had never heen in 4hose chambers hefore.
They were dismal, close, nnwholesome, and
oppressive ; the furniture, originally good, and
not yeb old, was faded and dirty-—the rooms
were in greab disorder ; there was o strong
pervading smell of opium, brandy and tobae-
¢o ; the grate and fire-irons were splashed all
over with unsightly hlotehes of rust : and on
a sofaby the fire, in the room where break-
fast had been preparcd, lay the host, Mr.
Beckwith, & man with all the appearances of
the worst kind of a drankard, very far ad-
vanced upon his shameful way to death,

*“Slinkton is not come yet,” said this erea-
ture, staggering up when 1 went in; “I'1] eall
him. Holloa ! Julias Civsar!
drink 1"

As hie hoarsely roared this out, he heat the
poker and tongs together in a mad way, as if
that were his mad wanner of sammoning his
associate.

The voice of Mr. Slinkton was heard

through the clatter from the opposite side of
the staircase, aud he came in. He had not
expected the pleasure of meeting me. I have
secn several artful men brought to a stand,
but I never saw a man so aghast as be was
when his eyes rested on me. -
' “Julius Ciwsar !” eried Beckwith, stagger.
ing between wus, *¢Mist’ Sampson ! Mist’
Sampson, Julius Civsar ! Julius, Mist' Samp-
son, is the friend of my sonl. Jnlius keeps
me plied with liquor, morning, noon, and
night.  Julius isa real benefactor. Julius
threw the tea and coffec out of the ‘window
when I used to bave any. Julius empties all
the water-jugs of their contents and fills ’em
with spirits. Julius winds me up and keeps
me going.  Boil the brandy Julius

There was a rusty and furred saucepan in
the ashes—the ashes looked like the accumu-
lation of weeks—and Beckwith rolling and
staggering between us as if he was uoing to
plunge headlong into the fire, got the sauce-
pan cut, and tried to force it into Slinkton's
hand.

““Boil the brandy, Julius Ciesar! Come !
Do your usual oftice.  Roil the brandy ¢

He becume so fierce in his gesticulations
with the saucepan that T expected to see him
lay open Slinkton’s head with it. I therefore
pub up my head to check him. He reeled
back to the sofa, and sat there panting, shak-

Come and

] |ing, and red-eyed, in his rags of dressing-
curves upon the sand.  Mr. Slinktou, noticing ' o . - s

gown, looking at us hoth. I noticed then that
there was nothing to dvink on the table but
brandy, and nothing to eat bub salted herrings
and a hot, sickly, kigh-peppered stew.

“ At all events, Mr. Sampson,” said Shnk-
ton, offering me the smooth gravel-path for
the last time, T thank you for intorfering
between me and this unfortunate man’s viol-

| ence. However you came Liere, Mr. Sampson,

or with whatever motive you came here, at
least I thank you for that.”

“Boil the brandy,” muttered Beckwith.
Without gratifying his desive {o know how
I camo there, I said, quietly : * How is your
niece, My, Slinkton ?”

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

“Iam sorry to say, Mr. Sampson, that my
niece has proved treacherous and ungrateful
to her best friend. She left' me without a
word of notice or cxplanation,  She wag mis-
led, no doubt, by some designing rascal, Poy-
haps you may have heard of it ?”

I did hear that shie was misled by a de-
signing rascal. In faet, I have proof of it.”

‘¢ Are you sure of that ?” said he.”

 Quito,” ' ~
“Boil the brandy,” wmuttored Beckwith.
‘¢ Company to breakfast, Julius Ceesar? Do
your usual office—provide the usual breakfast,
dinner, tea and supper. Boil the brandy !”
The eyes of Slinkton looked from him to xe,
and ho anid, after o moment’s consideration r
““Mr. Sampson, yon are s man of the world,
and so am L. I will bo plain with ypu.”
‘‘Oh, no, you wont,” said I, shaking
head.

my

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



