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POSTHUMOUS PAPERS, &c.

‘CHAPTER XIIL.'

‘DESCRIPTIVE OF A VERY IMPORTANT PROCEEDING ON
THE PART OF MR. PICKWICK ; NO LESS AN EPOCH IN *
'HIS LIFE, THAN IN THIS HISTORY.

[ ]

Mgr. Pickwick’s apartments in Goswell Street, al-
though on a limited scale, were not only of a very
neat and comfortable descripton, but peculiarly
adapted for the residence of a man of his genius and
observation. His sitting-room was the first floor
front, his bed-room the second floor front; and thus,
whether he wag sitting at his desk in the parlour,
or standing before the dressing-glass in his dormi-,
tory, he had an equal opportunity of contétplating
human nature in agthe numerous phases it exhipits,
in that not more pdpulous than popular thorough-
fare. His landlady, Mrs. Bardell—the relict and
sole executrix of a deceased custom-house officer—
was a_comely woman of bustling manners and
agreeable appearance, with a natural genius for
cooking, improved by study and long practice into
an exquisite talent. There were no ghildren, no
servants, no fowls. Tpe.on,l other inmates of the
house were a large man, and a small boy; ‘the first
a lodger, the second a production of Mrs. Bardell’s.
The large man was always home precisely at ten
-o’clock at night, at which hour he regujarly con-

‘PART it 2
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densed himself into thedimits of a dwarfish French
bedstead in the back parlour; and the infantine
sports and gymnastic exercises of Master Bardell
were exclusively confined to the neighbouring pave-
ments ahd gutters. Cleanliness and quiet reigned
throughout the house; andin it Mr. Pickwick’s will
was law.

To any onec acquainted with these points of the
domestic cconomy of the establishment, and con-
versant with the admirable regulation of Mr. Pick-
wick’s mind; his appearance and behaviour on the
morning previous to that which had been (ixed upon
for the journey to.Eatansville, would have been

- most mysterious and unaccountable. Ilc paced the
room to and fro with hurried steps, popped his head
out of the window at intervals of about three mi-
nutes each, constantly referred to his watch, and ex-
hibited many other manifestations of impatience,
very unusual with him. It was evident that some-
thing of great importance was in contemplation,
but what that something was not even Mrs. Bar-
dell herself had been cnabled to discover.

“ Mrs. Bardell,”” said Mr. Pickwick at last, as
that amiable female approached tht termination of

«a prolonged dusting of the apartment—

¢ Sir,” said Mrs. Bardell.

“sYour,little boy is a very lon/ time gone.”

“ Why it’s a good long way to.the Borough, sir,”
remonstrated Mrs. Bardell.

« Ah,” said Mr. Pickwick, ¢ very'true; so it is.”

Mr. Pickwick relapsed into silence, and Mrs.
Bardell resumed her dusting.

« Mrs. Bardell,”* said Mr. Pickwick, at the ex-
piration of<a few minutes.

-4 8ir,” said Mrs. Bardellagain.

“ Do you think it’s a much_greater expense to
keep twa)eople, than to keep one ?”

« La, . Pickwick,” said Mrs. Bardcl], colour-
ing up te the very border of her cap, as she fancied
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she observed: a species of amatrimonial twinkle in
the eyes of her lodger ; « La, Mr. Pickwick, whata
question I”

“Well, but do you ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“That depends— said Mrs. Bardell, approach-
ing the duster very near to Mr. Pickwick’s elbow,
which was planted on the table; « that depends a
good deal upon the person,.you know, Mr. Pick-
wick; and whether it's a saving and carcfgl per-
son, «ir.”’ 2

“That's very true,” said Mr. Pickwick, “bat the
person 1 have in my eve (here he looked very hard
at Mrs. Bardell) T think possesges these qualities;
and has, inorcaver, a collsi(lc-I'nl:fz: knowledge of the -
world. and a great deal of sharpness, Mrs. Bar-
dell; which may be of material use to me.”

 La, Mr. Pickwick,” suid Mrs. Bardell, the crim-
son rising to her cap-border again.

“1 do.” said Mr. Pickwick, growing'energetic, as
was hix wont in speaking of a fubject which inte-
rested him, « 1 doindeed; and to tell you the truth,
Mrx. Bardell, I have made up my mind.”

“ Dear me, siv!” exclaimed Mrs. Bardell,

“You'll think it very strange now,” said the
amiable Mr. Bickwick, with a good-humoured .
glance at his companion, ¢ that I never consulted
vou about this mayer, and never cven mentioned
iz, till Isent your little boy out this morning—ch?”

Mrs. Bardell could only reply by a look. She
had long worshipped Mr. Pickwick at a distance,
but here she was, all at once raised to a pinnacle
to which her wildest and most extravagant hopes
had never dared to aspire. Mr. Pickwick was go-
ing to propose—a deliberate plan, toa—sent her
little boy to the Boroughs to get him out of the
way—how thought(ul how cousiderate!

“Well,”said Mr. Pickwick, “s¢hat do you think?”

«QOh, Mr. Pickwick,” said Mrs. Bardell,trembling
widh agitation, « you're very kind, sir.” o
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“It’ll save.you a goed deal of trouble, won’t it 7"
said Mr. Pickwick.

¢ Oh, 1 never thought any thing of the trouble,
sir,’treplied Mrs. Bardell ; « and, of course, 1should
take more trouble to please lgou then, than ever;
but it is so kind of . you, Mr. Pickwick, to have so
much consideration for my loneliness.”

« Ah, to be sure,” said Mr. Pickwick; “I never
thought of that. When I am in town, you’ll al-
ways have sortebody to sit with you. To be sure,

s0 you will”

“ I’m sure I ought to bec a very happy woman,”
said Mrs. Bardell.e -

« And your little boy—" said Mr. Pickwick.

* Bless his heart,” interposed Mrs. Bardell, with
a maternal sob.®

*« He, too, will have a companion,” resumed Mr.
Pickwick, « a lively one, who’ll teach him, I'll be
bound, moré tricks in a week, than he would ever
learn in a year.” ~ And Mr. Pickwick smiled pla-
cidly.

“Oh you dear—" said Mrs. Bardell.

Mr. Pickwick started.

*“ Oh you kind, good, playful dear,” said Mrs.

» Bardell; and without more ado, she rose from her
chair, and flung her arms round Mr. Pickwick’s
neck, with a cataract of tears, 3%d a chorus of sobs.

“ Bless my soul,” cried the astonished Mr. Pick-
wick;—¢ Mrs. Bardell, my good woman—dear me,
what a situation—pray consider.—Mrs. Bardell,
don’t—if any body should come—"

«.Oh, let them come,” exclaimed Mrs. Bardell,
frantically; “DI’ll never leave you—dear, kind,
good, soul; and, with these- words, Mrs. Bardell
clung the tighter. ‘.

“ Mercy upon me,” said Mr. Pickwick, struggling
violently, I hear somebody coming up the stairs.
Deon’t, don’t, there’s a good creature, J:m’t.” But
entreaty and remonstrance were alike unavailing :
for Mrs. Bardell had fainted in Mr. Pickwick’s arms H
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and before ke could gain {ime to deposite herona
chair, Master Bardell entered the room, ushering
in Mr. Tupman, Mr. Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrass.

Mr. Pickwick was struck motionless and specch-
less. Ile stood with his lovely burden in his arms;
gazing vacautly on the countenances of his friends,
without the slightest attempt at recognition or ex-
planation.  They, in their turn, stared at him; and
Master Bardell, m lis turn, stared at every body.

The astouishment of the Pickwickians wis so ag-
sorbing, and the perplexity of Mr.Pigkwick was so
extremne, that they might have remained in exactly
the same relative situations uutil the suspended ani-
mation of the Ly was restordd, had it not been for,
a most beawtiful and touching expression of filial
aflection on the part of hier yeughful son.  Clad in
atight suit of corduroy, spangled with brass butjons
of avery coosiderable size, he at first stood at the
door axtounded and uncertain: but by degrecs, the
impression that his mother wust have suffered some
personal damage, pervaded his partially developed
mind, and cousidermg Mr. Pickwick as the aggres-
sor, he sct up an appailing and semi-eagthly kind of
howlipg, and dutting forward with his head, com-
menged assailing that immortal gentleman about
the back and legs, with such blows and pinches a§
the ‘strength of his arm, and the violence of his
excitemunt, allowed. e °

“'T'ake this little villain away,” said the agonized
Mr. Pickwick, © he’s mad.”

% What ‘s the matter P’ said the three tongue-
tied Pickwickians.

“1 don’t know,” replied Mr. Pickwick, pettishly.
“Take away the boy—-(hcre Mr. Winkle garried
the interesting boy, scrgagming and struggling, to the
farther end of the apartment.)—Now help me lead
this woman downtairs, ’

% Oh, T am better now,” said Mrs. Bardell, faintly.

P
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« Let me lead you dewn stairs,” said the ever
gallant Mr. Tupman.

« Thank you, sir—thank yow,” exclaimed Mrs.
Bardell, hysterically. And down stairs she was Jed
aqcording{y, accompanied by her affectionate son.

¢« I-.cannot conceive—"’ said Mr. Pickwick, when
his friend returned—*“I cannot conceive what has
been the matter with that woman. I had merely
announged to her my intention of. keeping a man
servant, when sﬂwe fell into the extraordinary pa-
roxysm in which- you found her. Very extraordi-
nary thing.’*

“Very,” said his hree friends.

“Placed me in such an extremely awkward situa-
tion,” continued Mr. Pickwick.

“Very,” was tke reply of his followers, as they
coughedslightly, and looked dubiously at each other.

This behaviour was not lost upon Mr. Pickwick.
He remarked their incredulity. They evidently
suspected him. ‘

«There is a man in the passage now,” said Mr.
Tupman.

«Jt’s thesman I spoke to you about,” said Mr.
Pickwick, “ Isent for him to the Boroigh this morn-
in%.d Have the goodness to call him up, Snodgrass.”

r. Snodgrass did as he was desired; and Mr.
Samyel W.cller forthwith -presented himself,

% Oh—jyou remember me, I suppose?’’ said Mr.
Pickwick.

«] should think so,” replied Sam, with a patron.
ising wink. “Queer start that ’ere, but he was
one too many for you, warn’t he? Ubp to snuff and
a pinch or two over—ch 1”

.“lygvetlzlnﬁm} that matter now,” said Mr. Pick-
wick hastily, “I want to speak to you abo -
thi Elsei‘ySit down.” ¥ 7 ut some

S“Thank’ee, sir,” gaid Sam. ‘And down he sat
without farther bidding, having previously deposited
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his old white hat on the’landjng outside the door
Tan’t a werry good "un to look at,” said"Sam, “but
it's an astonishin’ un to wear; and afore the brim
went, {t was a werry handsome tile. Hows’evgr
it’s lighter without it, that’s one thing, and every
hole lets in some air, that’s another—wentilation
gossamer I calls it.”” On the delivery of this sen-
timent, Mr. Weller smiled. agreeably upon the as-
sembled Pickwickians.

“ Now with regard to the matter pn which I,
with the concurrencc of these gentlerhen, sent for
you,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ That’s the pint, sir,” inlerppse.d Sam ; out vith
it, as the father said to the child, ven he swallowed
a farden.”

“ We want to know, in the first place,” said Mr.
Pickwick, « whether you have any reason to be,
discontented with your present situation.”

« Afore I answers that ’ere question, gen’l’m’n,”
replicd Mr. Weller, « 1 should like*to know, in the
first place, whether you’re goin’ to purwide me
vith a better.”

A.sunbeam of placid benevolence played on Mr.
Pickwick?s featurts as he said, “I have half:made
up my mind to cngage you myself.”

“ Have you, though ?”’ said Sam.

Mr. Pickwick nodded in the affirmative.

“ Wages 1" inquired Sam.

« Twelve pounds a year,” replied Mr. Pickwiek.

“Clothes 1’

“ Two suits.”

“« Work 1™

“To attend upon me; and travel about with me
and these.gentlemen here.”? . .

% TFake the.bill down,”ssajd Sam, emphatically.
“Pm let to a singlc gentleman and the.lerms. is
agreed upon.” .

.“kYou accept the situation 1’ inquired Mr. Pick-
wick.
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« Cert’uly,” replicd Sam.  «Ifthe clothes fits me
half as well as the place, they’ll do.”

“ You can get a character, of course?” said Mr.
Rickwick. )

« Ask the landlady o’ the White Hart about that,
sir,”” replicd Sam.

“ Can you come this evening 17

« Il get into the clothes this minute, if they’re
herg,” said Sam with great alaerity.

« Call at gight thits eveaing,” <aid Mr. Pickwick;
and if the ifquirics are suistaciory, they shall be
provided.”

With the single ex~epiinn of one amiable indis-
cretion, in whichi an assist it housemaid had equally
participated, tie bListe.y «f Byv. Welier’s conduct
was so very Waincle s hat M Pickwick felt fully

Justilied in closing the o sasement that very even-
ing.  With the promutiess aud energy which cha-
racterizea not ouly tiex public proceedings, but all
the private actibus of ths extraordinary man, he at
once led his new atteudini ta one of those convenient
emporinms where gente “1.en's new and second-hand
clothes are provided, ant the troublesome and in-
convenient formalily of measdrement .dispensed
with; and before night Lad closed in, Mr, Weller
was furnished with a gray coat with the ‘p. ¢’
butlon, a black hat with a cockade to it, a pink
striped waistcoat, light breeches and gaiters, and
a variety of otlier necessaries, too numerous to re-
capitulate.

«Well,”said thatsuddenly transformed individual
as he took his scat on the outside of the Eatanswill
coach next morning; “ I wonder vether I’'m meant
10 be a foolman, or a groom, or a game-keeper, or
a seedsman. I looks Like. a sort of compo of every
one on’em. Never mind; there’s change of air,
plenty to see, and little to do% and all this suits my
complaint uncommon, so long life to the Pickvicks,.
says [’
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CHAPTER XIII

SOME ACCOUNT OF EATANSWILL ; OF THE STATF. OF PAR~
TIES THEREIN ; AND OF THE ELECTION®OF A MEM-
BER TO SERVE IN PARLIAMENT FOR THAT ANCIENT,
LOYAL, AND PATRIOTIC BOROUGH.¢

WeEe will frankly acknowledge, that up to the pe-
riod of our being first immersed in®the voluminous
papers of the Pickwick club, we had never heard.
of Eatanswill; we will with equal candour admit,
that we have in vain searched fqr proof of the ac-
tual existence of such a place at the present day.
Knowing the deep. reliat.ce to be placed on every
note and statement of Mr. Piekwick’s, and not pre-
sumins to sct up our.recollcction againkt the re-
corded dcclarations of that great man, we have con-
sulted every authority, bearing upon the subject, to
which- we could possibly. refer.  'We have traced
every name in the sthedules A and B, withqut meet-
ing with that of Eatanswill ; we have minutely ex-
amined cvery corner of the Pocket County Maps
issued for the benefit of society by our distinguished
publishers, and the same result has attended our in-
vestigation. We are therefore led to believe, that
Mr. Pickwick, with, that anxious desire to abstain
from giving offence to any, and with those defleate
feelings for which all whdknew him well know he
was so eminently remarkable, purposely substituted
a fictitious designation, for the real name of the .
place in which his observations were made. We
are confirmed in this belief by a little circutnstance,
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apparently slight and trivial in itself, but when con-
sidered in this point of view, not undeserving of no-
tice. In Mr. Pickwick’s note-book, we can just
trace an entry of the fact, that the places of himsell
and followers were booked by the Norwich coach;;
but this cntry was afterwards lined through, as if
for the purpose of conccaling even the direction in
which the borough is situated. We will not, there-
fore, hazard a gress upon the subject, but will at
once proceed with this history; content with the
materials which its characters have provided for
us.

It appeary, then, that the Fatanswill people, like
the people of mAuy other small towns, considered
themeelves of the utinost and most mighty impor-
tance, and that cvery wian in Fatanswill, conscious
of the weight thatattached to his example, felt him-
self bound to unite, heart and soul, with one of the
two great varties that divided the town—the Blues
and the Buatls.  {Now the Blues lost no opportunity
of opposing the Buils, and the Bufls lost no oppor-
tunity of opposing the Blues; and the consequence
was, that whenever the Balls and Blues met toge-
ther at public mecting, Pown-adl, (air, or market,
disputes and high words arose between them. With
these dissensions it is alinost superfluous to say that
every thing in Eatanswill was made a party-ques-
tivn.  1f the Bufls proposed to new sky-light the
market-place, the Blues got up public meetings,
and denounced the proceeding; if the Blues pro-

sed the crection of an additional pump in the

igh Strect, the Bafls rose as one man and stood
aghast at the enormity. There were Blue shops
and Buff <hops, Blue inns and Buff inns;—there
was a Blue aisle and a Buffaisle, in the very church
itself. '

Of course it was essentially and indispensably ne-.
cessary that cach ‘of thesc powerful parties should
have its chosen organ and representative: and, ac-.
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cordingly, there svere two newspapers in the town
—the Eatanswill Gazette and the Eatanswill Inde-
pendcent; the formeradvocating Blue principles,and
the latter conducted on grounds dccidedly Buff.
Fine ncwspapers they were. Such leading arfi-
cles, and such spirited attacks !'—¢ Qur worthless
contemporary the Gazette”—¢ That disgraceful
and dastardly journal, the Independent”—¢ That
false andscurrilous print, the Independent”—+« That
vile and slanderous calumniator, the Gazettey’—
these and other spirit-stirring denundiatjons were
strewn plentifully over the columns of each, in
cvery number, and excited feelings of the most in-
tense delight and indignation in tife bosoms of the
townspeople.

Mr. Pickwick, with his usual forcgight and saga-
city, had chosen a pecu]iarly desirable moment for,
his visit to the borough. Never was such a con-
test known. The honourable Samuel Slumkey, of
Slumkey Hall, was the Blue candilate ; and ITora-
tio I'izkin, Esq., of I'izkin Lodge, ncar Fatanswill,
had been prevailed upon by his friends 1o stand for-
ward on the BufFinterest. The Gazette warned the
clectors of Eatandwill that the eyes not only of En-
gland, but of the whole civilized world, were upon
them; and the Independent imperatively demanded
to know, whether the constituency of Eatanswill
were the grand fellows they had always taken theth
for, or basc and servile tools, undeserving alike of
the name of Englishmen and the blessings of free-
dem. Ncever bad such a commotion agitated the
town before.

It was late in the evening, when Mr. Pickwick
and his companions, assisted by Sam, dismoupted
from the roof of the Eatapsyill coach. Targe blue
silk flags were {lying from the windows of thc Town
Arvms Inn, and bills vere posted in every sash, inti-
mating, in gigantic letters, that the honourable Sa-
muel Slumkey’s Committcesat theredaily. 4 crowd
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of idlers were assembled in the road, looking at a
hoarse man in a Balcony, who was apparently
talking himself very red in the face in Mr. Slum-
key’s behalf’; but the force and point of whose ar-
ghments were impaired I?lv the perpetual beating of
four farge drums which Mr. Fizkin’s committee had
stationed at the street corner. There was a busy
little man beside him, though, who took off his hat
at intervals and motioned to the people to cheer,
which they regularly did, most enthusiastically ; and
as the red-fdced gentleman went on talking till he
was redder-in the face than ever, it seemed to an-
swer his purpose quite as well as if any body had
‘heard him. L : .

The Pickwickianshad no sooner dismounted, than
they were surrounded by a branch mob of the ho-
nest and independent, who forthwith set up three
“deafening cheers, which being responded to by the
‘main body (for it’s not at all necessary for a crowd
to know what they are cheering about) swelled into
a tremendous roar of triumph, which stopped even
the red-faced man in the balcony.

«“ Hurrah ! shouted the mob in conclusion.

“ One cheer more,” screamed the little fugleman
in the balcony ; and out shouted the mob again, as
if lungs were cast iron, with stcel works.

« Slumkey for cver !” roared the honest and inde-

nden.

“Slumkey for ever!”’ echoed Mr. Pickwick,
taking off his hat.

« No Fizkin,” roared the ¢crowd.

« Certainly not,” shouted Mr. Pickwick.

« Hurrah!” And then there was another roar-
ing, like that of a whole menagerie when the ele-
phant has rung the bell for the cold meat.

“Who is Slumkey 7* whispered Mr. Tupman.

“] don't know,”" replied Mr. Pickwick in the
same tone. “ Hush. Don’t ask any questions. It’s
aleaysc best on these occasions to do what the mob
& .!,



THE PICKWICK OLUB. 17

L]

"« But suppose there are two mobs?” suggested
Mr. Snodgrass. * .

“ Shout with the largest,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

Volumes could not have said more.

They entered the house, the crowd opening right
and left to let them pass, and cheering vociferous-
ly. The first object of consideration was to secure
quarters for the night.

“ Can we have beds here?” inquired Mr. Pick-
wick, summoning the waiter. .

“ Don’t koow, sir,” replied the man; ¢ afraid
we’te full, sir—D'll inquire, sir.” Away he went
for that purpose, and presently returned to ask
whether the gentlemen were «Bhe.”

Asneither Mr. Pickwick nor his companions took
any vital interest in the cause of cither candidate,
the question was rather a difficult bne to answer.
In this dilemma, Mr. Pickwick bethought himself
-of his new friend, Mr. Perker. .

“ Do you know a gentleman of the name of Mr.
Perker ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“« Certainly, sir: honourable Mr. Saumuel Stam-
key’s agent.”

“Heis Blue, b think 1”’

'« Oh yes, sir.”

“ Then we are Blue,” said Mr. Pickwick ; but
‘observing that the man looked rather doubtful at
this accommodating announcement, he gave him
his card, and desired him to present it to Mr. Per-
ker forthwith, if he should happen to be in the
‘house. The waiter vetired almost immedialely
with a request that Mr. Pickwick would follow
him, led the way to alarge room on the first floor,
where, seated at a long table covered with books
and papers, was Mr. Perker. LI

“ Ah—ah, my dear sit,"said the little man, ad-
vanciag to meet him,; ¥ very happy to see you, my
dear sir, very. Pray sit down. «So-you have car:

PART Ih
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ried your intention into effect. You have come
down here to see an election—eh 1”

Mr. Pickwick replied in the aflirmative.

« Spirited contest, my dear sir,” said the little
man. .

«1'am delighted to hear it,” said Mr. Pickwick,
rubbing his hands: «1 like to see sturdy patriotism,
on whatever side it is called forth;—and so il’s a
spirited contest 7

“ ©h yes,” said the little man, “ very much so
indeed. 'Wa have opened all the public houses in
the placc; and left our adversary nothing but the
beer-shops—masterly stroke of policy that, my dear
sir, eh ”’—and tke little man smiled complacently,
and took a large pinch of snuff.

“ And what are the probabilitics as to the result

of the contest ¥’ inquired Mr. Pickwick.
« ¢« Why doubtful, my dear sir; rather doubtful as
yet,” replied the little man. « Fizkin’s people have
got three-and-thirty voters in the lock-up coach-
house at the White Hart.”

¢ In the coach-house !” said Mr. Pickwick, consi-
derably astonished by this second stroke of policy.

“ They keep ’em locked up there, till they want
’em,”” resumed the little man. “ The effeet of that
is, you see, to prevent our gettingat them; and even
if we could, it would be of no use, for they keep
them very drunk on purpose. Smart fellow Fiz-
kin’s agent—very smart fellow indeed.”

Mr. Pickwick stared, but said nothing.

« We are pretty confident, though,” said Mr.
Perker, sinking his voice almost to a whisper. « We
had a little tea-party here, last night—five-and-for-
ty women, my dear sir—and gave every one of ’em
a green.parasol when they went away.”

“ A parasol I” said Xn Pickwick.

“Fact, my dear sir, fact., Five-and-forty green
rnrasols, at sevem,and six-pence a-piece. All women

ike finery—extraordinary the effcct of those para-
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sols. Secured all their husbaads, and half their bro-
thers—beats stockings, and flannel, and all that sort
of thing hollow. My idea, my dear sir, entirely.
Hail, rain, or sunshine, you can’t walk half a dozen
yards up the strect, without cncountering half a
dozen green parasols.”

Here the little man indulged in a convulsion of
mirth, which was only checked by the entrance of
a third party. .

This was a tall, thin man, with a sgndy coloured
head inclined to baldness, and a face inewhich so-
lemn importance was blended with a look of unfa-
thomable profundity. He was ¢yessed in a long
brown surtout, with a black cloth waistcoat, and
drab-trousers. A double eyc-glass dangled at his
waistcoal: and on his head he wore a very low-
crowned hat with a broad brim. The new comer
was introduced to Mr. Pickwick as Mr. Pott, the
editor of the Fatanswill Gazette. After a few pre-
liminary remarks, Mr. Pott turn®d round to Mr.
Pickwick, and said with solemnity—

“This contest excites great interest in the me-
tropolis, sir !” . .

[ believe it does,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“'FPo which I have reason to know,” said Pott,
looking towards Mr. Perker for corroboration,—¢to
which I have reason to know my arlicle of |ast Sa-
turday in some degree contributed.”

«“ Not the least doubt of that,” said the little
man.

“ The press is a mighty engine, sir,” said Pott.

Mr. Pickwick yielded his fullest assent to the pro-
position.

“ But I trust, sir,” said Pott, ¢ that I hawe never
abused the enormous powes 1 wield. 1 trust, sir,
that I have never pointed the noble instrument
which is placed in my hands, against the sacred
boson of private life, or the tender breast of indi-
Yidua] reputation ;—I trust, sir, that 1 have devoted,
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my energies to—tp epdeavours—hymble they may
be, humble I know they are—to instil those princi-
ples of—which—are—"

Here the editor of the Eatanswill Gazette, ap-
pearing to ramble, Mr. Pickwick came to his relief,
and said—

« Certainly.”

« And what, sir”’—said Pott—¢ what, sir, let
me ask you as an impartial man, is the state of
the public mind in London, with reference to my
contest with the Independent?”

% Greatly excited, no doubt,” interposed Mr. Per-
ker, with a look of slyness which was very likely
accidental. .

¢ That contest,” said Pott, “shall be prolonged so
long as I have health and strength, and that por-
tion of talent with which I am gifted. From that
contest, sir, although it may unsettle men’s minds
and excite their fcelings, and render them incapa-
ble for the dischéirge of the every-day duties of or-
dinary life; from that contest, sir, I will never
shrink, till I have sct my heel upon the Eatanswill
Independent. I wish the people of London and the
people of this country to know, §ir, that they may
rely upon me ;—that I will not desert them, that I
am resolved to stand by them, sir, to the last.”

« “ Your conduct is most noble, sir,” said Mr. Pick-
I)vick; and he grasped the hand of the magnanimous
olt.

“You are, sir, I perceive, a man of sensc and ta-
lent,” said Mr. Pott, almost breathless with the ve-
hemence of his patriotic declaration. “I am most
happy, sir, to make the acquaintance of such a
man.”

“And I,” said Mr. Pickwick, “feel deeply ho-
noured by this expression of your opinion. Xllow
e, sir, o introdgce you to’'my fellow-travellers,
the other corresponding members of the club I am

proud-to have founded.”
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% T shall be delighted” saig Mr. Pott. L

Mr. Pickwick withdrew, and returning with his
threc friends, presented them in due form to the
cditor of the Eatanswill Gazette. ..

« Now, my dear Pott,” said little Mr. Perkes, “ the
guestion is, what arc we to do with our friends

erce1”

«“ We can stop in this house, I suppose,” said Mr.
Pickwick.

“Not a spare bed in the house, my dear sir=—not
a sin®le bed.” .

« Extremely awkward,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Very,” said his fcllow-voyagers.

“I have an idea upon this subje®t,” said Mr. Pott,
“which I think may be very successfully adopted.
They have two beds at the Peacqck, and I can
boldly say, on behalf of Mrs. Pott, that she will be
delighted to accommodate Mr. Pickwick and any
one of his friends, if the other two gentlemen and
their servant do not object to shiféing, as they best
can, at the Peacock.”

After repeated pressing on the part of Mr. Pott,
and rcpeated protestations on that of Mr. Rickwick
that he could ndt think of incommoding or trou-
bling his amiable wife, it was decided that this was
the only feasible arrangement that could be made.
So it was made; and after dining to%cather at the
Town Arms, the friends separated, Mr. Tupmah
and Mr. Snodgrass repairing to the Peacock, and
Mr. Winkle proceeding to the mansion of Mr. Pott ;
it having been previously arranged that they should
all re-assecmble at the Town Arms in the morning,
and accompany the honourable Samuel Slumkey’s
procession 1o the place of nomination. .

“Mr. Pott’s domestic circle was limited fo himself
and his wife. All men Whdm mighty genius has
raised to a proud eminence in the world, have
usually some little weaknesswhicltappears the more
conspicuous from the contrast it presents to: their

3*
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general character. If Mr, Pott had a wealness, it
was, perhaps, that he' was rather too submissive to
the somewhat control and sway of his wife. We
do not feel justified in laying any particular stress
upbn #lc fact, because on the present occasien all
I\fl?s. olt’s most winning ways were brought into
requisition to receive the two gentlemen.

“ My dear,” said Mr. Pott, « Mr. Pickwick—MTr.
Pickwick of London.”

%s. Pott reccived Mr. Pickwick’s paternal grasp
of the hand ewith enchanting sweetness: and Mr.
Winkle, who had not been announced at all, sidled
and bowed unnoticed, in an obscure corner.

«P. My dear—<-"’ said Mrs. Pott.

“ My life,” said Mr. DPott.

“ Pray introduce the other gentleman.”

“I beg a tholisand pardons,”’ said Mr. Pott. “Per-
mit me—Mrs, Pott, Mr. »

¢ Winkle,” said Mr. Pickwick. .

“Winkle,” cghoed Mr. Pott; and the ceremony
of introduction was complete.

“ We owe you many apologies, ma’am,” said Mr.
Pickwick, «for disturbing your domcstic arrange-
ments at so short a notice.” .

“] beg you won't mention it, sir,” replicd the fe-
minine Pott, with vivacity. «It.is a high treat to
me, I assure you, to see any new faces; living as I
&o, from day to day,and week to week, in this dull
place, and secing nobody.”

“Nobody, my dear!” exclaimed Mr. Pott, archly.

¢ Nobedy but you,” retorted Mrs. Pott, with as-

erity. 1 1t N
Larh ou see, Mr. Pickwick,” said the host in ¢x-
planation of his wife’s lament, “that we are insome
méasure cul off from, many enjoyments and plea-
sures of which we might othgrwise partake. My
public station, as editor of the Eatanswjll Gazette,
the position which that paper holdsin the country,
my. constant immersion in the vortex, of Ppolitics—"
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«P. my dear ——" interposed Mrs. Pott.

“ My life—’’ said the edtor. .

I wish, my dear, you would endeavour to find
some topic of conversation in which these gentle-
mam might take some rational interest.”’

% But, my love,” said Mr. Pott with greAt humi-
lity, ¢ Mr. Pickwick does take an interest in it.”

«It’s well for him if he can,” said Mrs. Pott, cm-
phatically; « I am wearied out of my lifc with your
politics, and quarrels with the Independent, agd non-
sense. I am quite astonished, P., gt your making
such an exhibition of your absurdity.”

“ But, my dear——"? said Mr. Pott.

“ Oh, nonscnsc, don't talk to ge,” said Mrs. Pott.
“Do you play écarte, sir "’

“I shall be very happy to learn under your tui-
tion,” replicd Mr. Winkle. .

s« Well, then, draw that little table into this win-
doiw, and let me get out of hearing of those prosy
politics.”

s Jane,” said Mr. Pott, to the servant who brought
in candles, “go down into the office, and bring up
the file of the Gazette for Eightcen Hundred and
Twenty-Fighty D'l just read you—"+added the
editor,-turning to Mr. Pickwick, “T'll just rcad you
a few of the lgaders I wrote at that time, upon the «
Buff job of appointing a new tollman to the turn-
pike here; I rather think they’ll amuse you.” o

«] should like to hear them very much indeed,”
said Mr. Pickwick.

Up came the file, and down sat the editor, with
Mr. Pickwick at his side..

We have in vain pored over the leaves of Mr.
Pickwick’s note-book, in the hope of meeting witha

eneral summary of these beautiful cgmpositions.

e have every reason tq believe that he was per-
fectly enraptured with the vigour and freshness of
the style; indeed Mr. Winkle has recorded the fact.
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that his eyes were closed, as-if with excess of plea-.
sure during the whole time of their perusal.

Theannouncementofsupper put a stoptoboththe-
game at écarte, and the recapitulation of the beau-
ties of the Eatanswill Gazette. Mrs. Pott wa$ in
the highest spirits and the most agreeable humour.
Mr. Winkle had alrcady made considerable progress
in her good opinion, and she did not hesitate to in-
form him, confidentially, that Mr. Pickwick was “a
delightful old dear.” "These terms convey a fami-
liarity of expression, in which few of those who were
intimately acquainted with that colossal-minded
man, would have presumed to indulge. We have
preserved them, ndvertheless, as affording at once.
a touching and convincing proof of the estimation
in which he was held by every class of society, and-
the easc with which he made to their hearts and.
feelings.

It was a late hour of the night—long after Mr.
Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass had fallen asleep in the
inmost recesses of the Peacock—when the two
friends retired to rest.  Slumber soon fell upon the
senses of Mr. Winkle, but his feelings had been ex-
cited, and his admiration roused; 'and for many
hours after slecp had rendered him insensible to

“earthly objects, the fuce and figure of the agreea-
ble Mrs. Pott presented themselves again and again
to Kis wandering imagination.

The noise and bustle which ushered in the morn-
ing, were sufficient to dispel from the mind of the
most romantic visionary in existence, any associa-
tions but those which were immediately connected
with the rapidly approaching election. The beat-
ing of drums, the blowing of horns and trumpets,
the shouting of men, and tramping of horses, echoed.
and re-echoed through tHe treets from the earliest
dawn of day; and an occasional fight between the
light skirmishers of either party, at once enlivened
the pre pgrations, and agreeably diversified their.cha-~
racter. ’
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“ Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, as his valet ap-
peared at his bed-room doo}, just as he was con-
cluding his toilet ; «all alive to-day, I suppose?”

“ Reg'lar game, sir,” replied Mr. Weller ; « our
people’s a cal-lecting down at the Town Arms,
and they’re a hollering themselves hoarse alfeady.”

“ Ah,” said Mr. Pickwick, “do they secem devoted
to their party, Sam?”

“ Never sce such dewotion in my life, sir.”

“ Energetic, eh ?” said Mr. Pickwick, »

“ Uncommon,” replied Sam; « I never see men
cat and drink so much afore. I wondér they a’n't
afeer'd o’ bustin.” - .

“That's the mistaken kindress of the gentry,
here,” said Mr. Pickwick,

“ Werry likely,” replied Sam, briefly.

“Iine, fresh, hearty fellows they seem,” said
Mr. Pickwick, glancing from the window.

“ Werry fresh,” replied Sam; “ me, and the two
waiters at the Peacock, has begn a pumpin’ over.
the independent woters as supped there last night.”

“ Pumping over independent voters!” exclaimed
Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes,” said his attendant, « every man'slept vere-
he fell down ; we dragged ’em out, onc by one, this
mornii)’ and put ’em under the pump, and they’re -
in reg’lar fine order, now. Shillin’ a head the com-
mittce paid for that ’ere job.”

«Can such things be!” exclaimed the astonished:
Mr. Pickwick.

“ Bless your heart, sir,” said Sam, “why where
was you half baptized 1—that’s nothin’, that a’n’t.”

“ Nothing 1" said Mr. Pickwick,

¢ Nothin’ at all, sir,” replied his attendant. ¢ The
night afore the last day o’ the last election her?, the
opposite party bribed the’ bar-maid at the Town
Arms, to hocus the brandy and water of fourteen,
unpolled electors as was.a stoppin’ in the house.”



20 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

€
“ Whatdo you mea?)by ¢ hocussing’ brandy and
water ?* inquired Mr. Pickwick.

& Puttin laud’num in it,” replied Sam. * Blessed
if she didn’t send 'em all to sleep till twelve hours
arter the election was over. They took one man
up to the booth, in a truck, fast asleep, by way of
experiment, but it was no go—they wouldn’t poll
him; so they brought him back,and put him to bed
again.”

« Strange practices, these,” said Mr. Pickwick;
half speaking to himself, and half addressing Sam.

& N‘:)t half”so strange as a miraculous civcum-
stance as happencd to my own father, at an elec-
tion-time, in this Werty place, sir,” replicd Sam.

« What was that ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ Why he drove a coach down here once,” said
Sam; «“’Lection time came on, and he was engaged
l&y vun party to bring down woters from London.

ight afore he was a going to drive up, committce
on t’other side sends for him quietly, and away he
goes vith the messenger, who shows him in ;—large
room—Iots of gen’I’m’n—heaps of papers, pens and
ink, and all that ’ere. ¢ Ah, Mr. Weller,’ says the
gen’'m’n in the chair, s glad to sec you, sjr; how
are you’—¢ Werry well, thank’ee, sir,’ says my
father; ¢ I hope you’re pretty middlin,’ says he—
¢ Prelty well, thank’ee, sir,’ says the gen’’'m’n; ¢ sit
dotn, Me. Weller—pray sit down, sir” So my
father sits down, and he and the gen’’'m’n looks
werry hard at each,other. ¢ You don’t remember
me? says the gen’m'n?—¢ Can't say I do,’ says
my father—¢ Oh, I know you,’ says the gen’’m’n;
¢ know’d you ven. you was a boy,*says he—* Well,
I don’t remember you,’ says my father.—¢ That’s
werry oddy’ says the gen’l'm’n— Werry,’ says my
father—¢ You must have a bad mem’ry, Mr. Weller,”
says the gen’I'm’n—¢ Well, it a werry bad ’un,’ says
my father—¢ I thodizht so,’ says the gen''m'n. So
then they pours him out n._glass o wine, and gam;,
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mons him about his drjving, and gets him into a
reg’lar good humour, and at last shoyes a twenty
pound note in his hand. ¢I’'t’s a werry bad road
between this and London,’ says the gen’l'm’n—
‘Here and there itisa werry heavy road,’ says my
father—¢’Specially near the canal, 1 think}’ says
the gen’l’m’n—* Nasty bit,that’ ere,’ says my father
—¢ Well, Mr. Weller,’ says the gen’l’m’n, ¢ you'’re a
werry good whip, and can do what you like with
your horses, we know. We're all werry fond o you,
Mr. Weller, so in case you should have an accident
when youw’re a bringing these here woters down,
and should tip *em over into the canal vithout hurtin’
’em, thisisfor yoursclf,’ says he—éGen’l’m’n, you’re
werry kind,” says my father, ¢and I'll drink your
health in another glass of wine,’ says he; vich he
d.d, and then buttons up the monew, and bows him-
selfout.  You vouldn’t believe, sir,” continued Sam,
with a look of inexpressible impudence at hismaster,
* that on the werry day as he came down with them
woters, his coach was upset on that ’ere werry spot,
and ev’ry man on ’em was turned into the canal.”

“ And got out again?’ inquired Mr. Pickwick,
hastily. ' .

“« Why,” replied Sam, very slowly, “Irather think
one old gentleman was missin’; I know his hat was
found, but I a’n’t quite certain whether his head
was initor not. But what] look at, is the Jex-tsa-
ordinary, aund wonderful coincidence, that arter
what that gen’I’m’n said my father’s coach should
be upset in that werry place, and on that werry
day I”

X It is, no doubt, a very extraordinary circum-
stance indeed,” said Mr.Pickwick. ¢But brush my
hat, Sam, for I hear Mr. Winkle calling me to break-
fast.” oo

With these words Mr. Pickwick descended to
the parlour, where he found bregakfast laid and the
family already assembled. The meal was hastily
despatched; each of the gentlemen’s hatsewas de-
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corated with an enormous.blue favour, made up by
the fair hands of Mrs.’Pott herself, and as Mr. Win-
kle had undertaken to escort that lady to a house-
top, in the immediate vicinity of the husting, Mr.
Pickwick and Mr. Pott repaired alone to the Town
Arms, from the back window of which, one of Mr.
Slumkey’s committec was addressing six small boys
-and one girl, whom he dignified, at every 'second
sentence, with the imposing title of “men of Eatans-
will” whercat the six small boys aforesaid checred
prodigiously.. »

The stible-yard exhibited unequivocal symptonis
of the glory and strength of the Eatanswill Blues.
There was a regular army of blue flags, some with
onc handle, and some with two, exhi%iling appro-
-priate devices, in golden characters four feet high,
and stout in proportion. There wasa grand band
of trumpets, bassoons and drums, marshalled four
abreast, and earning their moncey, if cver man did,
‘espcciall'y the dgum beaters, who wcre very mus-
cular. There were bodies of constables with blue
staves, twenty committee-men with blue scarfs, and
a mob of vbters with blue cockades. There were
clectors ‘'on horseback, and electors a-foot. There
was an open carriage and four, for the hénourable
Samuel Slumkey; and tlicrc weve four carriages
and pair, for his friends and supporters: and the
fiags were rustling, and the band was playing, and
the constables were swearing, and the twenty com-
mittee-men were squabbling, and the mob were
shouting, and the horses were backing, and the post-
boys perspiring ; and every body ang every thing,
then and there assembled, was for the 'special use,
‘behoof, honour, and renown, of the honourable Sa-
mutl Slumkey of Stumkey Hall, one of the candi-
dates for the representution of the Borough of Eat-.
answill, in the Commons House of Parliament of the
United Kingdom..

‘boud and long were the cheers, and mighty was



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 29

L]

the rustling of one of the-blue, flags, with « Liberty
of the Press” inscribed thereon, when the sandy
head of Mr. Pott was discerned in one of the win-
dows, by the mob beneath; and tremendous was
the enthusiasm when the honourable Samuel $lum-
key himself, in top boots, and a blue neckerchief,
advanced and seized the hand of the said Pott, and
mele-dramatically testified by gestures to the
crowd, his ineffaceable obligations to the Eatanswill
Gazetle. *

«Is every thing ready?” said the hotouyable Sa-
muel Slumkey to Mr. Perker.

‘°lEvery thing, my dear sir,” was the little man’s
reply. ’

}:‘)I’V'olhing has been omitted, [ hope,” said the
honourable Samuel Slumkey.

« Nothing has been left undone, .my dear sir—
nothing whatcver. There are twenty washed men
at the street door for you to shake hands with;
and six children in arms that youdre to pat on the
head, and inquire the age of; be particular about
the children my dear sir—it has always a great
eflcet, that sort ofything.” .

“I’ll take care,” said the honourable Samuel
Slumkey. .

“ And, perhaps; my dear sir—said the cautious
little man, « perhaps if you could—I don’t mean to
say it’s indispensable—but if you could madage to
kiss one of ’em, it would produce a very great im-
pression on the crowd.”

“ Wouldn’t it have as good an effect if the pro-
oser or scconder did that?” said the honourable
amuel Slumkey.

“ Why, 1 am afraid it wouldn’t,” replied the
agent ; “if it were done by yourself, my (ﬁear sir, I
think it would make you very popular.””

. “ Ve.rlyl well,” sa.it‘ii the honcl;urable Samuel Slum-
ey with a resigned air, “then ft m

Thavs all? ' it be done.
PART 11 4
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“ Arrange the prbcession,”” cried the twenty
committee-men.

Amidst the cheers of the assembled throng, the
band, and the constables, and the committce-men,
and the voters, and the horsemen, and the car-
riages, took their places—each of the two-horse
vehicles being closely packed with as many gen-
tlemen as could manage to stand upright in it;
and ‘that assigned to Mr. Perker, containing Mr.
Pickwick, M:. Tupman, Mr. Snodgrass, and about
half a doZen of the committec besides.

There was a moment of awlul suspense as the
procession waite® for the honourable Samuel Slum-
key to step into his carriage. Suddenly the crowd
set up a great cheering.

“ He has co¥ne out,” said little Mr. Perker, great-
Iy excited; the more so as their position did not
enable them to sce what was going forward.

Another cheer, much louder.

¢« He has shaken hands with the men,” cried the
little agent.

Another checr, far more vehement.

“ He has patted the babes oh the head,” said
Mr. Perker, trembling with anxiety.

A roar of applause that rent the air.

« He has kissed one of ’em!”’ exclaimed the de-
Bghtedelittle man.

A second roar.

« He has kissed another,” gasped the excited ma-
nager.

A third roar.

« He’s kissing *em all I” screamed the enthusias-
tic Jittle fgentleman. And hailed by the deafening
shouts of the multitude, the procession moved on.

How or by what méan% it became mixed up with
the other procession, and how it was ever extricated
from the confusivn consequent thereupon, is more
than we can undertake to describe, inasmuch as
Mr. Pickwick’s hat was knocked over his cyes, nose,
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and mouth, by one hoke of a Buff flag staff, very
carly in the procecdingd. He describes himsclf as
being surrounded on every side, when hé could catch
a glimpse of the scene. by angry and ferocious
countenances, by a vast cloud of dust,and by a dense
crowd of combatants. Ile represents himselfes be-
ing forced from the carriage by some unsecn power,
and being personally engaged in a pugilistic en-
counfer; but with whom, or.how, or why, he is
wholly unable to state. e then felt himself forced
up some wooden steps by the persons from behind :
and on removing his hat, found himself sarrounded
by his fricnds, in the very frant of the left hand side
of the hustings.  The right wasgreserved for the
Bufl piarty, and the ceatre for (he mayor and his
efficers 3—one of whom —the fat erier of Fatanswill
——was 1inging an enormous bell, hy way of com-
mandine silence, while Mr. Horatio Fizkin, and the
Honourable Samuel Slumkey, with their hands upon
their Learts, were bowing with the utmost affability
to th troubled sea of heuds that itundated the open
space in front; and from whenee arose a storm of
groans, aud shouts, and vells, and hootings, that
would have done! honour to an carthquake.

“Theve's Winkle,” said Mr. Tupman, pulling his
friend hy the slegve.

“Where?” said Mr. Pickwick, putling on his
spectacles, which he had fortunately kepf in his
pocket hitherto.

““There,” said Mr. Tupman, “on the top of that
house.”  And there sure enough, in the leaden gut-
ter of a tiled roof, were Mr. Wiukle and Mrs. Pott,
comfortably scated in a couple of chairs, waving
their handkerchiefs in token of recognition—a com-
})liment which Mr. Pickwick returned by Kissing his
hand to the lady. .o

'!‘he procecdings had not yet commenced ; and as
an ipactive crowd is generally disposed to be jocose,
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this very innocent action was sufficient to awaken.
their facetiousness. )

“Qh you wicked qld rascal,” cried one voice,
“looking arter the. girls, are you?”

“Qh ! you wenerable sinner,” cried apother.

“Putting on his spectacles to look at a married
‘ooman !’ said a third.

«] see him a vinkin’ at her, with his vicked old
eye,” shouted a fourth.

“4.ook arter your wife, Pott,” bellowed a fifth ;
—and then there was a roar of laughter.

As these taunts were accompanied with invidious
comparisons between Mr. Pickwick and an aged
ram, and scveral witticisms of the like nature; and
as they morcover rather tended to convey reflec-
tions upon the honour of an innocent lady, Mr.
Pickwick’s indignation was excessive; but as silence
was proclaimed at the moment, he contented him-
self by scorching the mob with a look of pity for
their misguided minds, at which they laughed more
boisterously than ever.

«“Silence,” roared the mayor’s attendants.

« Whiffin, proclaim silence,” sajd the Mayor, with
an air of pomp befitting his lofty station. In obcdi-
ence to this command the crier performed another
concerto on the bell, whercupon a*gentleman in the
crowd called out * muffins ;” which occasioned ano-
ther laugh.

¢« Gentlemen,” said the Mayor, at as loud a pitch
as he could possibly force his voice to, “ Gentlemen.
Brother electors of the Borough of Eatanswill. We
are met here to-day, for the purpose of choosing a
r,eg;cscntalive in the room of our late—"

Here the Mayor was interrupted by a voice in
the crowd.

“Suc-cess to the Mayor !” cried the voice, “and
may he ncver desert the nail and sarspan business,
as he got his money by.”
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This allusion to the professional pursuits of the
orator was received with-a storm of delight, which,
with a bell-nccompaniment rendered the remainder
of his speech inaudible, with the exception of the
concluding sentence, in which he thanked the meet-
ing fo*the patient attention with which they had
heard him throughout,—an expression of gratitude
which elicited another burst of mirth, of about a
quarter of an hour’s duration.

Next,a tall thin gentleman, 1n a very stiff white
ncckerchicef, after being repeatedly desired by the
crowd to “send a boy home, to ask whgther he
hadw’t left his woice under the pillow,” begged to
nominatea fit and proper person to represent them
in Parliament. And when he saidit was Horatio
Fizkin, Isquire, of Fizkin Lodge, ncar Eatanswill,
the Fizkinites applauded and the, Slumkeyites
groaned, so long, and so loudly, that” both he and
the seconder might have sung comic songs in lieu
of speaking without any body’s being a bit the
Wiser, [ ]

"The friends of Iloratio Fizkin, Esquire, having
had theiv invings, a little choleric, pink-faced man
stond torward to propose another fit and propgr per-
son Lo represent the clectors of Eatanswill in Par-
liament 5 and very swimmingly the pink-faced gen-
teman would bave got on, it he had not been ra-
ther too choleric to enltertain a suflicient perception
of the fun of the crowd.  But alter a very few scn-
tences of figurative eloquence, the pink-faced gen-
tleman got from denouncing those who interrupted
him in the mob, to exchanging dcfiances with the
gentlemen on the hustings; whereupon arosc an up-
roar which reduced him to the nccessity of express-
ing his feelings by serious pantomime, which he dig,
and then left the stage to hig seconder, who deli-
vered a written speech of half an hour’s length, and
wouldn’t be stopped, because he had sent it all to

q* .
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the Eatanswill:Gazette, and the Eatanswill Gazette
had printed it, every word. .

Then Horatio Fizkin, Esquire, of Fizkin Lodge,
near Eatanswill, presented himself for the purpose
of addressing the electors ; which he no sooner did,
thanthe band employed by the honourable Samuel
Slumkey, commenced performing with a power to
which their strength in the morning was a trifle;
in return for which, the Buff crowd belaboured the
head and shoulders of the Bluc crowd; on which, the
Blue crowd, endcavoured to dispossess themsclves
of their wery unpleasant neighbours the Buffcrowd ;
and a scenc of struggling, and pushing, and fighting
succeeded, to which we can no more do justice than
the Mayor could, although he issued imperative
orders to twelve constables to seize the ring-leaders,
who mizht amount in number to two hundred and
fifty, or thereabouts. At all these encounters Ho-
ratio Fizkin, Exquire, of Fizkin Lodge, and his
friends, waxed ficrce and furious; until at last Ho-
ratio [izkin, Iijuire, of Iizkin Lodge, begged to ask
his opponent, the honourable Samuel Slumkey, of
Slumkey Hall, whether that band played by his
consend 5 which question the Ronourable Samucl
Slumkey  declining to answer, Horatio 1'izkin,
Esquire. of Fizkin Lodge, shogk his fist in the
countenince of the honourable Samuel Slumkey, of

oSlumkey Hall, upon which the honourable Samuel
Slumkey. his blood being up, defied Horatio Fizkin,
Esquire, tv mortal combat. At this violation of all
known rules and precedents of order, the Mayor
commanded another fantasia on the bell, and de-
clared that he would bring before himself, both Ho-
ratio Fizkin, Esquire, of Fizkin Lodge, and the ho-
neurable Samucl Slumkey, of Slumkey Hall, and
bind them over to keap the peace. Upon this terrific
denunciation, the supporters of the two candidates
interfered. and after the friends of each party had
quarrellcd in pairs for three-quarters of an hour, Ho-
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ratio Fizkin, Esquir'e, touched his hat to the honoura-
bleSamuel Sluymkey : the honourable Samuel Slum-
key touched his to Horatio Fizki, Esquire: the
band was stopped, the crowd were partially quicted,
and Horatio Fizkin, Esquire, was permiticd to pro-
cecd. .

The speeches of the two candidates, though dif-
ering in cvery other respect, afforded a beautiful
tribute to the merit and high worth of the clectors
of Batanswill. Both expressed their opinion that a
more independent, a more eulightened, a more pub-
lic-spirited, o nore noble-minded, 2 more disinte-
rested sct of men than those who had promised to
vote for hiin, never existed on e.m'lh; cach darkly
hinted his suspicions that the clectors in the oppo-
site interest had certain swinish and besotted infir-
mitics which rendered them unfit for the exercise
of the important duties they werc called upon to
discharge. Iizkin expressed his readiness to do any
thing he was wanted ; Slumkey his determination
1o do nothing that was asked of hwm.  Both said, that
the trade, the manufacturcs, the commerce, the
prosperi.y of Fatanswill, would ever be dearer to
their hearts thaw any carthly object; andeach had
it in hisg power tostate, with the utmost conlidence,
that he was the man who would eventually be re-
turncd. :

There was a show of hands ; the Mayor decided
in favour of the honourable Samuel Slutnkey, of
Slumkey Hall.  Horatio Fizkin, Esquire, of Fizkin
Lodge, demanded a poll, and a poll was fixed ac-
cordingly. "Then a vote of thanks was moved to
the Mayor for his able conduct in the chair; and
the Mayor devoutly wishing that he had had a chair
to display his uble conduct in (for he had Jbeen
standing during the wholg procecdings) returned
thanks. The processions re-formed, the carriages..
rolled slowly through the crowd. and its members .
screeched and shouted after th¥m as their feelings.
or caprice dictated. -
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During the whole time of the polling, the town
was in a perpetual fever of excitement. Every thing
was conducted on the most liberal and delightful
scale. Exciscable articles were remarkably cheap
at all the public houses; and spring vans paraded
the strgets for the accommodation of voters who
were seized with any temporary dizziness in the
head—an epidemic which prevailed among the
clectors, during the contest, to a most alarming ex-
tent, and under the influence of which they might
frequéntly be seen lying on the pavements in a state
of utter insenstbility. A small body of clectors re-
mained unpolled on the very last day. T'hey were
calculating and reflecting persons, who had not yet
been convinced b§ the arguments of cither party,
although they had had frequent conferences with
cach. One hour before the close of the poll, Mr.
Perker solicited the honour of a private interview
with these intelligent, these noble, these patriotic
men. "It was granted.  llis arguments were brief,
but satisfactory. I'hey went in a body to the poll;
and when they rctarned, the honourable Samuel
Slumkey, of Slumkey Ilall, was returncd also.
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CHAPTER XIV.

COMPRISING A BRIEF DESCRIPTION OF THE COMPANY AT
THE PEKACOCK ASSEMBLED ; AND A TALE TOLD BY A
BAGMAN.

It is pleasant to turn from contemplating the
strife and turmoil of political existen®c, tothe peace-
ful repose of private hfe.  Although in reality no
great partisan of cither side, Mr. Pickwick was suf-
ficiently fired with Mr Pots entfusiasm, to apply
his whole time and attention to the proceedings, of
which the Jast chapter affords a deseription com-
piled from his own memoranda.  Nor while he was
thus occupicd was Mr. Winkle idle, his witole time
being devoted to pleasant walks and short country
cxcursions with Mrs. Pott, who never failed, when
such an opportunity presented itself, to seck some
relief from the tcdious monotony she so comstantls
complained of. "T'he two gentlemen heing thus com-
pletely domesticated in the Editor's house, Mr. Tup-
man and Mr. Snodgrass were in a great measure
cast upon their own resources. Taking but little
interest in public affairs, they beguiled their time
chicfly with such amusements as the Peacock af-
forded, which were limited to a bagatellesboard in
the first floor, and a sequestered.skittle-ground in
the back yard. In the science®and nicety of: both
these recreations, which are far more abstruse than
ordinary men suppose, they were gradually initiated
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by Mr. Weller, who posscsscd‘a perfect knowledge
of such pastimes.  Thus, notwithstanding that they
were in a great measure deprived of the comfort
and advantage of Mr. Pickwick’s society, they were
still enabled to beguile the time, and to prevent its
hangtng heavily on their hands.

It was in the evening, however, that the Peacock
presented attractions which enabled the two friends
1o resist. even the invitations of the talented, though
prosily inclined, Mr. Pott. It was in the cvening
that the “ cqmmercial room ” was filled with a so-
cial circle, whose characters and manners it was
the delight of Mr. 'T'upman to observe; whose say-
ings and doings ¢t was the habit of Mr. Snodgrass
to note down.

Most people know what sort of places commer-
cial rooms usully are.  That of the Peacock dif-
fered in no material respeet from the generality of
such apartments; that is to say, it was a large bare-
tooking room, the furriture of which no doubt had
been better whin it was newer, with a spacious ta-
ble in the centre, and a variety of smaller dittos in
the corners; an extensive assortment of variously
shaped.chairs, and au old Turkey carpet, bearing
abom the same relative proportion to the size of the
room, as a lady’s pocket-handkegehief might to the
foor of a watch-box. T'he walls were garnished
avith que or two large maps: and several weather-
beaten rough great coats, with complicated capes,
dangled from a long row of pegs in one corner.
The mantle-shell was ornamented with a wooden-
inkstand, containing ore stump of a pen and half a
wafer, a road-book and directory, a county hislory,
minus the cover, and the mortal remains of a trout
in u glass coffin. The atmosphere was redolent of
tobacco-smoke, the fumes of which had communi-
cated a rather dingy hue to the whole room, and
more especially to the dusty red curtains which
shaded the windows. On the sidcboard, a variety
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of miscellancuus. _i: q.. vuoon Loeddlad tagethehehe
most conspicuous of which were some very clouty
fish-sauce cruets, a couple of driving-hoxes, two o1
three whips, and as many travelling shawls, a tray
of knives and forks, und the mustard. ¢

Here it was that Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snod-
grass were scaled on the cvening after the con-
clusion of the election, with several other tempo-
rary inmates of the house, smoking and drinkimg.

“« Well, gents,” said a stout, hale personage of
about forty, with only onc eye—a very bright black
cyc—which twinkled with a roguish expression of
fun and good humour, “Qur nolle sclves, gents.
I always propose that toast to the company, and
drink Mary to myscif.  Eb, Mary ?°

“Get along with you, you wreteh,” said the
hand-maiden, obviously not ill-pleased with the
compliment, however,

“Don’t go away, Mary,” said the black-cyed
man.

“ Let me alone, imperence,” said the young lady.

* Never mind,” said the onc-eyed man, caulling
after the girl as she left the room.  « T'll $lep out
by and by, Mary. Keep your spivits up, dear.”
Here herwent through the not very diflicult pro-
cess of winking upon the company with his solitary
eye, to the enthusiastic delight of an clderly pere
sonage with a dirty fuce and a clay pipe.

“ Rum creeters is women,” said the dirty-faced
man, after a pause.

« Ah! no mistake about that,” said a very red-
faced man, behind a cigar.  *

After this little bit of philosophy there was ano-
ther pause. -

«There’s rammer things® than women in this
world though, mind you,” said the man with the
black eyc, slowly filling a large Datch pipe, with a
most capacious bowl.

“Are you marricd?” inquired the dirty-facedman.
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et say [ am.” . .
‘ lhoughy'. muwe T3 aw. 3. «y<1aced man fell
ip® extasies of mirth at his own retort, in which he

was joined by a man of bland voice and placid
countenance, who always made it a point to‘agree
with every body.

« Women after all, gentlemen,’” said the enthu-
siastic Mr. Snodgrass, “arc the great props and
comforts of our existence.”

«So they are,” said the placid gentleman.

« When they’re in a good humour,” interposed
the dirty-faced man.

. %And that’s very true,”” said the placid one.

« I repudiate that qualification,” said Mr. Snod-
grass, whose thoughts were fast reverting to Emily
Wardle, 1 repudiate it with disdain—with indigna-
tion. Show me the man who says any thing against
women, as women, and I boldly declare he is not a
man.””  And Mr. Snodgrass took his cigar from
his mouth, and etruck the table violently with his
clenched fist.

“That’s good sound argument,” said the placid
man.

“Containing a position which I deny,” interrupt:
ed he of the dirty countenance.

« And there’s certainly a very great deal of truth
in what you observe too, sir,”” said the placid gen-
“‘tlema.

“Your hcalth, sir,”” said the bagman with the
lonely eye, bestowing an approving nod on Mr.
Snodgrass.

Mr. Snodgrass acknowledged the compliment.

“ I always like to hear a good argument,” con-
tinped the bagman,  a sharp one, like this; it’s very
improving; but this |ittle argument about women
brought to my mind a story I have heard an old
uncle of mine tell, the recollection of which, just
now, made me say there were rummer things than
women to be met with, sometimes.”
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I should like to hear that.same story,” said the
red-faced man’ with the cigar.

« Shounld you?” was the only reply of the bag-
man, who continued to smoke with great vehe-
mende. N

“ So should I,” said Mr. Tupman, speaking for
the first time. IIe was always anxious to increase
his stock of experience.

% Should you? Well then, Ill tell it. No, I
won’t. Iknow you won’t helieve it,” said th®man
with the roguish cye, making that organ Jook more
roguish than ever.

“If you say it’s true, of course I shall,” said Mr.
Tupman. -

*\Well, upon that understanding I'll tell it,” re-
plied the traveller.  «Did you ever hear of the
great commercial house of Bilson and Slum?  But
it docsn’t matter though, whether you did or not,
hecause they retired from business long since.  It’s
cighty years ago, since the circumastance happened
to a traveller for that house, but he was a pagticu-
lar fricnd of my uncle’s: and my uncle told the story
to me. It’s a qucer name ; but he uscd to call it

THE BAGMAN’S STORY,

and he used to tell it, something in this way, e
“One winter’s evening, about five o’clock, just as
it began to grow dusk, a man in a gig might have
been seen urging his tired horse along the road
which leads across Marlborough Downs, in the
direction of Bristol. I say he might have been
seen, and [ have no doubt he would have been, if
any body but a blind man had bappened to pass‘that
way ; but the weather was'so bad, and the night so
cold and wet, that nothing was out but the water,
and so the traveller jogged along in the middle of the
road, lonesome and dreary enough. Ifany bagman
PART IL 5
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of that day could have caught sight of the little
neck-or-nothing sort of gig, with a clay-coloured
body and red wheels, and the vixenish ill-tempered,
fast-going bay mare, that looked like a cross be-
twecn a butcher’s horse and a twopenny post-office
pony, e would have known at once, that this tra-
veller could have been no other than Tom Smanrt,
of the great house of Bilson and Slum, Cateaton
Street, City. However, as therc was no bagman
to look on, nobody knew any thing at all about the
matter; and so T'om Smart and his clay-coloured
gig with the red wheels, and the vixenish mare
with the fast pace, went on together, keeping the
secret among then§, and nobody was a bit the wiser.

« T'here are many pleasanter places even in this
dreary world, than Marlborough Downs when it
blows hard ; and if you throw in beside, a gloomy
winter’s cvening, a miry and sloppy road and a
pelting fall of heavy rain, and try the effect, by
way of experimen, in your own proper person, you
will experience the full force of this observation.

“« The wind blew—not up the road or down it,
though that’s bad enough, but sheer across it, send-
ing the radin slanting down like the lines they used
to rule in the copy books at school, to make the boys
slope well.  For a moment it would die away, and
the traveller would begin to delude himself iuto the
belief that, cxhausted with its previous fury, it had
quictly lain itsclf down to rest, when whoo! he
would hear it growling and whistling in the dis-
tance, and on it would come rushing over the hill-
tops, and swecping along the plain, gathering sound
and strength as it drew nearer, until it dashed with
a heavy gust against horse and man, driving the
sharp rain into their ears, and its cold damp breath
into their very bones; and past them it would scour,
far, far away, with a stunning roar, asif in ridicule
of their weakness, and triumphant in the conscious-
ness of its own strength and power.
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“ The bay mare splashed away through the mud
awnd water with drooping ears, now and then toss-
ing her head as if to cxpress her disgust at this
very ungentlemanly behaviour of the elements, but
keeping a good pace notwithstanding, until a gust
of wind, more furious than any that had yet as-
sailed them, caused her to stop suddenly, and plant
her four feet firmly against the ground, to prevent
ber being blown over. 1t’s a’special mercy that she
did this, for if she Aad been blown over, theevixen-
ish mare was so light, and the gig was so light, and
Tom Smart such a light weight into the bargain,
that they must infallibly have all gone rolling over
and over together, until they - réached the confines
of carth, or until the wind fell; and in cither case
the probability is, that neither the vixenish mare,
nor the clay-coloured gig with red*wheels, nor Tom
Smart, would ever have been fit for service again.

“¢ Well,’ says Tom Smart, (I'om sometimes had
an unpleasant knack of sweaging,) ¢if this ain’t
pleasant, blow me.”

“ Youw'll very likely ask me, why, as Tom Smart
had been pretty well blown already, he expressed
this wish to be submitted to the same prdtess again.
1 can’t say—all I know is, that Tom Smart said so
—or at least ht always (old my uncle he said so,
and it’s just the same thing.

“¢ Blow me, says Tom Smart; and the mare
ncighed as if she were preciscly of the same opinion.

“¢Cheer up, old girl} said Tom, patting the
bay mare on the neck with the end of his whip.
‘It won’t do pushing on, such a uight as this; the
first house we come to we'll put up at, so the fast-
er you go the sooncr it’s over. Soho, old girl—gen-
tly—gently.” . ’

“Whether the vixcnish marc was sufficiently well
acquainted with the tones of Tom’s voice to com-
prekend his meaning, or whether she found it colder
standing still than moving on, of course 1 gan’t say.
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But I can say that Tom had no soone. finished
?)eaking,_than she pricked up her ears, and started
orward at a speed which, made the clay-co-

loured gig rattle till you would have supposed every
one of the red spokes was going to fly out on the
turf of Marlborough Downs; and even Tom, whip
as he was, couldn’t stop or check her pace, until
she drew up of her own accord, before a road-
side inn on the right hand side of the way, about
half a quarter of a mile from the end of thec Downs.

“Tom cas} a hasty glance at the upper part of
the house*as he threw the reins to the hostler, and
stuck the whip in the box. It was a strange old
place, built of a kind of shingle, inlaid, as it were,
with cross-beams, with gable-topped windows pro-
jecting completely over the pathway, and a low
door with a dark porch, and a couple of stcep steps
leading down into the house, instead of the modern
fashion of half a dozen shallow ones, leading up to it.
It was a comfortablc-looking place though, for there
was a strong chicerful light in the bar-window,
which shed a bright ray across the road, and cven
lighted up the hedge on the other side; and there
was aredlickering light in the opposite window, one
moment, faiutly butdiscernible, and the next gleam-
ing strongly through the drawn curtains, which in-
timated that a rousing fire was blazing within.
WMarking thesc little cvidences with the cye of an
experienced traveller, Tom dismounted with as
much agility as his half-frozen limbs would permit,
and entered the house.

“In less than five minutes’ time, Tom was en-
sconced in the room opposite the bar—the very room
where he had imagined the fire blazing—Dbefore a
subsiantial matter-of-fact roaring fire, composed of
something short of a bushel of coals, and wood
enough to make half a dozen decent gooscherry-
bushes, piled half,way up the chimney, and roar-
ing and crackling with a soundthat of “itsclf would
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have warmed the heart of any reasonable man.
This was comfortable, but this was not all, for a
smartly dressed girl, with a bright cye and a neat
ankle, was laying a very clean white cloth on the ta-
ble; and as 'l}‘,om sat with his slippered fcet on the
fender, and his back to the open door, he saw a
charming prospect of the bar reflected in the glass
over the chimney piece, with delightful rowsof green
bottles and gold labels, together with jars of pickles
and preserves, and cheeses and boiled hamszrand
rounds of beef, arranged on shelves in the most
tempting and delicious array. Well, this'was com-
fortable too; but even this was not all—for in the
bar, scated at tea at the nicest pdsible little table,
drawn closc up before the brightest possible little
fire, was a buxom widow of somewhere about cight
and forty or thercabouts, with a f#ce as comfort-
able as the bar, who was cvidently the landlady
of the house, and the supreme ruler over all these
agreeable possessions.  There wag only one draw-
back to the beauty of the whole picture, and that
was a tall man—a very tall man—in a brown coat
and bright basket buttons, and black whiskers, and
wavy black hair, who was scatcd at tca With the
widow, ahd who it required no great penetration to
discover was in & fair way of persuading her to be
a widow no longer, but to confer upon him the
privilege of sitting down in that bar, for andedurin
the whole remainder of the term of his natural life.
“ Tom Smart was by no means of an irritable or
cnvious disposition, but somehow or other the tall
man with the brown coat and the bright basket
buttons did rouse what little gall he had in his com-
position, and did make him fecl extremely indignant,
the more especially as he could now and then ‘ob-
serve, from his seat before the glass, certain little
affectionate familiarities passing between the tall
man and the widow, which sufficiently denoted
that the tall man was as high in favour as he was
5"
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in size. Tom was fond of hot punch—I may ven-
ture to say he was very fond of hot punch—and
after he had seen the vixenish mare well fed and
well littered down, and eaten every bit of the nice
little hot dinner which the widow tossed up for him
with her own hands, he just ordered a tumbler of
it, by way of cxperiment. Now if there was onc
thing in the whole range of domestic art, which the
widow could manufacture better than another, it
was.this identical article ; and the first tumbler was
adapted to Tom Smart’s taste with such peculiar
nicety, that he ordered a second with the least pos-
sible delay. Ifot punch is a pleasant thing, gentle-
men—an extremely pleasant thing under any cir-
cumstances—but in that snug old parlour, before
the roaring fire, with the wind blowing outside till
every timber in the old housc creaked again, Tom
Smart found it perfectly delightful. He ordered
another tumbler, and then another—I am not quite
certain whether he didn’t order another after that
—but the more he drank of the hot punch the more
he thought of the tall man.

¢« Confound his impudence,’ said Tom Smart to
himself.¢ what business has he in that snug bar?
Such an ugly villain too !’ said Tom. ¢If the widow
had any taste, she might surely pick up some better
fellow than that” Here Tom’s cye wandered from

Jhe glyss on the chimney-piece, to the glass on the
table, and as he felt himself becoming gradually
sentimental, he emptied the fourth tumbler of punch
and ordered a fifth.

“Tom Smart, gentlemen, had always been very
much attached to the public line. It had long been
his ambition to stand in a bar of his own, in a green
coat, knce-cords, and tops. e had a great notion
of taking the chair at convivial dinners, and he had
often thought how well he could preside in a room
of his own in the talking way, and what a_capital
example he could set to his customers in the drink-
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ing department. All these things passed rapidly
through Tom’s mind as he sat drinking the hot
punch by the roaring fire, and he felt very justl
and properly indignant that the tall man should be
in a fair way of kecping such an excellent house,
while he, Tom Smart, was as far off from it as ever.
So, after dcliberating over the last two tumblers,
whether he hadn’t a perfect right to pick a quarrel
with the tall man for having contrived to get into
the good graces of the buxom widow, Tom Smart
at last arrived at the satisfactory conclusion that
he was a very ill-used and persecutéd ipdividual,
and had better go to bed.

«Up a wide and ancient staircase the smart girl
preceded Tom,shading the chamber candle with her
hand, to protect it from the currents of air which in
such a rambling old place might haye found plenty
of room to disport themselves in, without blowing
the candle out, bul which did blow it out neverthe-
less; thus affording Tom’s enemies an opportunity
of asserting that it was he, and ot the wind, who
extinguished the candle, and that while be pre-
tended to be blowing it a-light again, he was in
fact kissing the girl.  Be this as it may,, another
light was obtained, and T'om was conducted through
a maze of roomg, and a labyrinth of passages, to
the apartment which had been prepared for his re-
ception, where the girl bid him good night, and
left him alone. =

“It was a good large room with big closets, and
a bed which might have served for a whole board-
ing-school, to say nothing of a couple of oaken
presses that would have hield the baggage of a small
army ; but what struck Tam’s fancy most, was a
strange, grim-looking, high-backed chair, carved in
the most fantastic manncr, with a flowered damask
cushion, and the round knobs at the bottom of the
legs carefully tied up in red cloth, as if it had got
the %out in its toes. 8f any othef queer chair, Tom
would only have thought it was a quecr chair, and,
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there would have been an end of the matter; but
there was something about this particular chair, and
yet he couldn’t tell what it was, so odd and so un-
like any other piece of furniture he had ever scen,
that it secined to fascinate him. He sat down be-
fore the fire, and stared at the old chair for half an
hour :—It was such a strange old thing, he couldn’t
take his eyes off it.

“¢Well,” said Tom, slowly undressing himself,
and,staring at the old chair all the while, which
stood with a mysterious aspect by the bed-side, ¢1
never saw such a rum concern as that in my days.
Very odd, said Tom, who had got rather sage with
the hot punch, “Very odd.” ‘I'om shook his head
with an air of profound wisdom, and looked at the
chair again. He couldn’t make any thing of it
though, so heegot into bed, covered himsclf up
warm, and fell aslecp.

“In about half an hour, Tom woke up with a
start, from a confused dream of tall men and tum-
blers of punch: tind the first object that presented
itsclf to his waking imagination was the quecr
chair.

s I won’t look at it any more,” said Tom to him-
sclf, and he squeezed his eyelids together, and tricd
to persuade himself he was going to sleep again.
No use; nothing but queer chairs danced before his
Lyes, kicking up their legs, jumping over cach
other’s backs, and playing all kinds of antics.

“¢I may as well see one real chair, as two or
three complete sets of false ones,’ said Tom, bringing
out his head from under the bed-clothes. There it
was, plainly discernible by the light of the fire,
looking as provoking as ever.

“Tom gazed at the chair; and suddenly as he
looked at it, a most extraordinary change seemed
to come overit. The carving of the back graduall
assumed the lineaments and expression of an olg,
shrivelled human face; the damask cushion became
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an antique, flapped waistcoat; the round knobs
grew into a coaple of feet, encased in red cloth
slippers, and the whole chair looked like a very
ugly old man, of the previous century, with his arms
a-kimbo. Tom sat up in bed, and rubbed his eyes
to dispel theillusion. No. The chair was an ‘ugly
old gentleman ; and what was more, he was wink-
ing at Tom Smart.

“Tom was naturally a headlong, careless sort of
dog, and he had had five tumblers of hot punch into
the bargain; so, although he was a little startled at
first, he began to grow rather indignant When he
saw the old gentleman winking and leering at him
with such an impudent air. At lebgth he resolved
that he wouldn’t stand it; and as the old face still
kept winking away as fast as cver, Tom said in a
very angry {one— ¢

“¢What the d—1 arc you winking at me for ?’

«“¢ Becanse I like it, Tom Smart,’ said the chair;
or {he old gentleman, whichever you like to eall him.
He stopped winking though, when Tom spoke, and
began grinning like a superannuated monkey.

“¢low do you know my name, old nul-cracker
face? inquired Tom Smart, rather staggeregdT™—"
though hepretended to carry it off so weil.

“¢Conre, come,*Tom,’ said the old gentleman,
“that’s not the way to address solid Spanish Maho-
gany. You couldn’t treat me with less respect if «
I was vencered’ When the old gentleman said
this, he looked so fierce that Tom began to grow
frightencd.

“¢I didu’t mean to treat you with any disrespect,
sir, said Tom in a much humbler tonc than he had
spoken in at first.

“<Well, well, said the old fcllow, ¢ perhaps not"—
perhaps not. Tom—’ *

6“6 Nir—’

“«I know every thing about ygu, Tom; every

thing. You're very poor, Tom. o
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“¢I certainly am,’ said Tom Smart. ¢ But how
came you to know that?’

“¢Never mind that,’ said the old gentleman;
¢ you’re much too fond of punch, Tom.’

% Tom Smart was just on the point of pfotesting
that he hadn’t tasted a drop since his last birth-day,
but when his eycs encountered that of the old gen-
tleman, he looked so knowing that Tom blushed,
and was silent.

“+Tom,’ said the old gentleman, ¢ the widow’s a
finc wqmah—a remarkably finc woman—eh, Tom?’
Here the old fellow screwed up his cyes, cocked up
onc of his wagted little legs, and looked altogether
so unpleasantly amorous, that Tom was quite dis-
gusted with the levity of his behaviour;—at his
time of life {oo!

“<I am her guardian, Tom,’ said the old gentle-
man.

“¢Are you? inquired Tom Smart.

«¢]1 kncw ker mother, Tom,’ said the old fellow ;
¢and her grandmother. She was very fond of me—
made me this waistcoat, Tom.’

¢ Did she? said Tom Smart.

“¢And these shocs,’ said the old fellow, lifting up
one of the red cloth mufflers; ¢but don’t mention
it, Tom. Ishouldn't like to have it known that she
was so much attached to me. It might occasion some
unpleasantness in the family.” When the old ras-
cal said this, he looked so extremely impertinent,
that, as Tom Smart afterwards declared, he could
have sat upon him without remorse.

“¢I have been a great favourite among the wo-
men in my time, Tom,’ said the profligate old debau-
¢chee; ¢ hundreds of fine women have sat in my lap
for hours together. , What do you think of that, you
dog, ch® "The old gentleman was proceeding
to recount some other exploits of his youth, when
he was seizede with such a violent fit of creaking
that he was unable to procced.



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 51

¢ Just serves you right, old boy,’ thought Tom
Sinart; but he didn’t say any thing.

“ ¢ Ah !’ said the old {ellow, ¢1 am a good deal
troubled with this now. 1 am getting old, T'om,
and have lost nearly all my rails. I have had,an
operation performed, too——a small piece let into my
back—and I found it a scvere trial, T'om.’

“¢] dare say you did, sir, said Tom Smart.

« ¢ However,’ said the old gentleman, ¢ that’s not
the point. Tom, I want you to marry the widow.’

¢ Me, sir!” said Tom. .

“¢You,’ said the .old gentleman.

¢+ ¢ Bless your reverend locks,” said Tom, (he had
a few scattered herse-hairs left)—< bless your re-
verend locks, she wouldn’t have me’ And Tom
sighed involuntarily, as he thought of the bar.

“ ¢« Wouldn't she ? said the old gentléman, firmly.

¢ No, no,” said Tom; ¢ there’s somebody else in
the wind. A tall man—a confoundedly tall man—
with black whiskers. .

«¢'T'om,’ said the old gentleman ; ¢ she will never
have him.

“« Won't she? said Tom. ¢ If you stood in_the
bar, old gentleman, you’d tell another story.’

s ¢ Pooh, pooly,” saud the old gentleman. ¢ I know
all about that”  °

¢ About what ?” said Tom.

«¢The kissing bchind the door, and all that®sort
of thing, Tom,’ said the old gentleman; and here he
gave another impudent look, which made Tom
very wroth, because, as you all know, gentlemen, to
hear an old fellow, who ought to know better, talk-
ing about these things, is very unpleasant—nothing
more so. .

«¢] know all about that, Tqn,’ said the old gen-
tleman. ¢I havescen it done very often in'my time,
Tom, between more people than 1 should like to
meation to you; but it never came to any thing af-
ter all.’ .
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“¢ You must have seen some queer things,’ said
Tom with an inquisitive look.

“¢You may say that, Tom,’ replied the old fel-
low, with a very complicated wink. ¢I am the last
of my family, Tom,’ said the old gentleman, with
a melancholy sigh.

“¢ Was it a large one?’ inquired Tom Smart.

“'There were twelve of us, Tom,” said the old
gentleman ; “fine straight-backed, handsome fellows
as youw’d wish to see.  None of your modern abor-
tions—=1l with arms, and with a degree of polish,
though ['say it that should not, which it would have
done your heart good to behold.

« ¢« And what’s become of the others, sir?” asked
Tom Sraart.

“T'he old aentleman applied his elbow to hiseye
as he replied, ¢ Gone, T'om, gone.  We had hard
service, ‘T'om, and they hadn’t all my constitution.
They got rheumatic about the legs and arms, and
went into kitchens and other hospitals: and one of
’em, with long service and hard usage, positively
lost his senses:i—he got so crazy that he was obliged
te he hurnt,  Shocking thing that, Tom.’

¢ Dreadful ” said Tom Smart. i

“'I’he old fellow pauscd for a few minutes, appa-
rently strugeling with his feclings of cmotion, and
then said,

“«]1lowever, Tom, I am wandering from the
point.  This tall man, Tom, is a rascally adven-
turer. The moment he married the widow, he
would scll of all the furniture, and run away.
What would be the consequence? She would be
deserted and reduced to ruin, and I should catch
sy death of cold in some broker's shop.

“¢ Yes, but—’

¢ < Don’t interrupt me,” said the old gentleman.
¢ Of you, Tom, I entertain a very different opinion;
for I well kndw that if you once settled yourself
in & public house, you would never leave it, as
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long as there was any thing to drink within its
walls.”?

*¢Iam very much obliged to you for your good
opinion, sir,> said Tom Smart.

“¢“I'herefore,’ resumed the old gentleman, in a
dictatorial tone; ¢you shall have her, and he shall
not.’

“l‘ What is to prevent it? said Tom Smart, ea-
gerly.

“«This disclosure,” replied the old gentlenfan;
*he is already married.” * .

“¢How can I prove it? said Tom, starting half
out of bed. .

“"T'he old gentleman untucked bhis arm from his
side, and having pointed to one of the oaken presses,
immediately replaced it, in its old psition.

s« ]Ie little thinks,' said the old gentleman, ¢ that
in the right hand pocket of a pair of trousers in
that press, he has left a letter, entreating him to
rcturn to his disconsolate wife, with six—mark me,
Tom—six babes, and all of them small ones.’

“ As the old gentleman solemnly uttered these
words, his fcatures grew less and less distinct, and
his figure more shadowy. A film came over Tom'
Smart’s eyes. The old man secmed gradually blend-
ing into the chaif, the damask waistcoat to resolve
into a cushion, the red slippers to shrink into lit-
tle red cloth bags. ‘I'he light faded gently* away¥
and Tom Smart fell back on his pillow, and dropped
asleep. .

“ Morning roused Tom from the lethargic slum-
ber, into which he had fallen on the disappcarance
of the old man. [le sat up in bed, and for some
minutes vainly endeavoured to recall the events of
the preceding night. Suddenly they rushed upon
him. He looked at the chair, it was a fantastic and
grim-looking piece of furniture, ce.rtninly, bpt it
must have been a remarkably ingenious and lively

PART 1L 6



54 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

imagination, that could have discovered any resem-
blance between it and an old man.

«s How are you, old boy ?’ said Tom. He was
bolder in the day-light—most men are.

« The chair remained motionless, and spoke not
a word.

«¢«Miserable morning,” said Tom. No. The
chair would not be drawn into conversation.

««Which press did you point to7—you can tell
me that,’ said Tom. Not a word, gentlemen, the
chair woyld say.

«¢ ]t’s not much trouble to open it, any how,’ said
Tom, getting ouf of bed very deliberately. He
walked up to one of the presses. The key was in
the lock; he turned it, and opened the door. There
was a pair of trousers there.  He put his hand into
the pocket, and drew forth the identical letter the
old gentleman had described !

“<Quecr sort of thing, this, said Tom Smart;
looking first at the chair and then at the press, and
then at the letter, and then at the chair again.
*Very queer,’ said Tom. But as there was nothing

.,i eilhqr to lesscn the queecrness, he thought he
mlgﬁf as well dress himself, and settle the tall
man’s business at once—just to put him out of his
mlse’?'. '
% Tom surveyed the rooms he passed through, on
' nis way dowr} stairs, with the scrutinizing eye of a
landlord ; thinking it not impossible, that before
long, they and their contents would be his proper-
ty. The tall man was standing in the snug little
bar, with his hands behind him, quitc at home.
He grinned vacantly at Tom. A casual observer
might have supposed he did it, only to show his
white teeth ; but Tom Smart thought a conscious-
ness of triumph was passing through the place
where the tall man’s mind would have been, if he
had had any. Tom laughed in his face ; and sum-
moned the landlady.
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**Good morping, ma’am,’ said Tom Smart, closin
the door of the little parlour as the widow cutered.

“¢Good morning, sir,’ said the widow. ¢What
will you take for breakfast, sir 1

“Tom was thinking how he should open thg case,
so he made no answer.

““Ihere’sa very nice ham,’ said the widow, ¢ and
a b;aauliful cold larded fowl. Shall I send ’em in,
sir P’

“These words roused Tom from his reflcctions.
His admiration of the widow increaseli as she spoke.
Thoughtful creaturc!  Comfortable pm\?ider!

“¢ Who is that gentleman in the bar, ma’am T in-
quired Tom.

“«Ilis name is Jinkins, sir, said the widow,
slightly blushine.

“¢«He’s a tall man,’ said Tom.

“¢[le is a very fine man, sir,’ replied the widow,
‘and a very nice gentleman.’

¢« Ah I’ said Tom. .

“¢]s there any thing more you want, sir? in-
quired the widow, rather puzzled by Tom’s man-
ner.

«“«Why, ves,’ said Tom. ¢My dear ma*am, wiit
you have the kindness to sit down for one mo-
ment

“The widow looked much amazed, but she sat
down, and Tom sat down too, close besid® her. <=
don’t know how it happencd,gentlemen—indeed my
uncle used to tell me that Tom Smart said he didn’t
know how it happened cither—but somehow or
other the palim of Tom's hand fell upon the back of
the widow’s hand, and remained there while he
spoke. .

“«My dear ma’am,’ said Tom Smart—he had
always a great notion of committing the amiable
—* My dear ma’am, you deserve a very excellent
husband ;—you do indeed. .

“«Why, sir I’ said the widow—as well shg might;
Tom’s mode of commencing the conversation being



66 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

rather -unusual, not to say startling, the fact of his
never having set eyes upon her before the previous
night, being taken into consideration. ¢ Why, sir!’

“+] scorn to flatter, my dear ma’am,’ said Tom
Smarg. ¢ You deserve a very admirable husband,
and whoever he is, he’ll be a'very lucky man.” As
Tom said this, his eye involuntarily wandered from
the widow’s face to the comforts around him.

«The widow looked more puzzled than ever, and
made an effort to rise. Tom gently pressed her
hand, as jf to detain her, and she kept her seat.
Widows, gentlemen, are not usually timorous, as
my uncle uscd togsay.

««] am sure I am very much obliged to you, sir,
for your good opinion,” said the buxom landlady,
half laughing; ¢ and if ever I marry again’—

«e If, said Tom Smart, looking very shrewdly
out at the right hand corncr of his left cye. < If’—

“«Well, said the widow, laughing outright this
time. ¢ When I do, I hope 1 shall have as good a
husband as you describe.’

s ¢ Jinkins to wit,” said Tom.

“« Why, sir!” exclaimed the widow.

: “‘bh,}(,ion’t tell me,’ said Tom, ¢ I know him.
<] am sure nobody who knows him, knows any
thing bad of him,” said the widow, bridling up at
the mysterious air with which Tom had spoken.
=» «¢«Htm,’ said Tom Smart.

“The widow began to think it was high time to
cry, so she took out her handkerchicf, and inquired
whether Tom wished to insult her, whether he
thought it like a gentleman to take away the cha-
racter of another.gentleman behind his back, why,
if he had got any thing to say, he didn’t say it to
the man, like a man, ipstead of terrilying a poor
weak woman in that way ; and so forth.

“*I'll say it to him fast enough,’ said Tom, ¢ only
I want you to hear it first.’

“¢ What is it? inquired the widow, looking in-
tently in Tom’s countenance.
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«“¢Ill astonish you,’ said Tom, putting his hand
in his pocket. *

“<If it is, that he wants money,’ said the widow,
‘1 111{‘?0w that already, and you needn’t trouble your-
self?e

“¢Pooh, nonsense, that’s nothin’, said ~"Tom
Smart ; ¢ want money. ’Tan’t that.’

¢ Oh dear, what can it be ?’ exclaimed the poor
widow.

“<Don’t be frightened,’ said Tom Smart. *He
slowly drew forth the letter, and unfolded it. ¢You
won’t scream? said Tom, doubtfully. *

¢ No, no, replied the widow; ¢ let me sce it

“<«You won’t go fainting awdy, or any of that
nonsense !’ said Tom.

“¢No, no.’ returned the widow, hastily.

¢ And dow’t run out, and blow hinfup,’ said Tom,
*because I'll doall that for you; you had better not
excrt yourself

««Well, well, said the widow, ¢ let me see it.’

«¢I will, replied Tom Swart; and, with these
words, he placed the lctter in the widow’s hand.

“Gentlemen, I have heard my uncle say, that
Tom Smart said the widow’s lamentations,” When -
she heard the disclosure, would have pierced a
heart of stone. *Tom was certainly very tender-
hearted, but they pierced his, to the very core.
The widow rocked hersclf to and fro, and swrung--
her hands.

«<Qh, the deception and villany of the man!’
said the widow.

««Frightful, my dear ma’am ; but compose your-
self;’ said Tom Smart.

«¢Oh, I can’t compose myself,” shricked the wi-
dow. ¢I shall never find any one else I can love so
much? .

«¢«QOh, yesyou will, my dear soul,’said Tom Smart,

letting fall a shower of the larggst-sized tears, in
0*
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pity for the widow’s misfortunes. Tom Smart, in
the energy of his compassion, had put hisarm round
the widow’s waist ; and the widow, in a passion of
grief, had' clasped Tom’s hand. She looked up
in Tem’s face, and smiled through her tears.* Tom
looked down in hers, and smiled through his.

«] never could find out, gentleman, whether
Tom did or did not kiss the widow at that particu-
lar moment. He used to tell my uncle he didn't,
but'I have my doubts about it. Between oursclves,
gentlemen, I rather think he did.

« At all events, Tom kicked the very tall man
out at the front ‘door half an hour after, and mar-
ried the widow a month after. And he used to
drive about the country, with the clay coloured gig
with the red wheels, and the vixenish mare with
the fast pace, 1ill he gave up business many years
afterwards, and went to France with his wife ; and
then the old house was pulled down.”

“Will you allow me to ask you,” said the inquisi-

ive old gentleman, “ what became of the chair?”?

“ Why,” replied the one-eyced bagman, « it was
observed to creak very much on tlie day of the wed-
ding ; but Tom Smart couldn’t say for certain, whe-

wther it*was with-pleasure or bodily infirmity. He
rather thought it was the latter, though, for it ne-
ver spoke afterwards.”
very body belicved the story, didn't they ?”
said the dirty-faced man, re-filling his pipe.

« Except Tom’s enemics,” replied the bagman.
“Some of ’em said Tom invented it altogether;
and others said he was drunk, and fancied it, and

ot hold of-the wrong trouscrs by mistake before
e wgnt tobed. But nobody ever minded what they
said.” .
“Tpm Smart said it was all true?”
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« Every word.”
“ And your uncle?”
« Every letter.”

“They must have been nice men, both of 'em,”
said the dirty-faced man.

¢‘Yes, they were,”” replied the bagman; “'y very
nice men indeed !”’
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CIIAPTER XV.

IN *WIICH 1S GIVEN A FAITHFUL PORTRAITURE OF TWO
DISTINGUISHED PERSONS; AND AN ACCURATE DE-
SCRIP’I‘I()N OF A PUBLIC BREAKFAST IN THEIR HOUSE
AND GROUNDS : WHICH PUBLIC BREAKFAST LEADS TO
THE RE.COGNIT.iON OF AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE, AND
THE COMMENCKMENT OF ANOTHER CHAPTER.

Ma. Pickwick’s conscience had been somewhat
reproaching him, for his recent neglect of his friends
at the Pcacock ; and he was just on the point of
walking forth in quest of them, on the third morn-
ing after the election had terminated, when his
faithful valet put into his hand a card, on which
was engraved the following incription.

[ e

s, Aeco Fhunter,
The Den. Eatanswill.

L]

“ Person’s a waitin’,” said Sam, epigrammati-
cally.

“ Does the person want me, Sam ?” inquired Mr.
Pickwick.

« He wants you partickler; and no one else’ll do,
as the Devil’s private secretary said, ven he fetched
avay Doctor Faustus,” replied Mr. Weller.

“He. Isitagentleman?” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ A werry good imitationo’one, ifit an’t,” re plied

Mr. Weller,
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“ But this is a lady’s card,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Given me by a gen’Pm’n, hows’ever,” replied
Sam, ¢and he’s a waitin’ in the drawing-room—
said he’d rather wait all day, than not sce you.”

Mr. Pickwick on hearing ‘this determinationgde-
scended to the drawing-room, where sat a grave
man, w ho started up on his entrance, and said with
an air of profound respect—

“ Mr. Pickwick, I presume 1"

“ The same.”

% Allow me, sir, the honour of graspin’g your hand
—permit me, sir, to shake it,” said the grave man.

“ Certainly,” said Mr. Pickwicls

The stranger shook the extended hand, and then
continued.

“We have heard of your fame, siz. The noise
of your antiquarian discussion has reached the ears
of Mrs. L.co Hunter—my wife, sir; /am JMr. Leo
Hunter ”—the stranger paused, as if he expected
that Mr. Pickwick would be overcome by the dis-
closure; but sceing that he remained perfectly calm,
proceeded.

“My wife, sir—Mrs. Leo Hunter—is proud 4o
number among her acquaintance, all these who
have rendered themscelves celebrated by their works
and talents. Permit me, sir, to place in a conspi-
cuous part of the list, the name of Mr. Pickwick,
and his brother members of the club that derives
its pame from him.”

“T shall be extremely happy to make the ac-
quaintance of such a lady, sir,” replied Mr. Pick-
wick.

“ You shall make it, sir,” said the grave man.
“ To-morrow morning, sir, we give a public break-
fast—a féle champelre—to a great number of those
who have rendered themsclves cclebratéd by their
worksand talents. Permit Mrs. Leo Huuter, sir, fo.
have the gratification of secing yot at the Den.”

“ With great pleasure,” replied Mr. Pickwick,



82 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

“ Mrs. Leo Hunter has many of these breakfasts,
sir,” resumed the new acquaintance—* ¢ Feasts of
reason, sir, and flows of soul,” as some-body who
wrote a sonnct to Mrs. Leo Hunter on her, break-
fasts, feelingly and originally obscrved.”

« Was ke celebrated for his works, and talents?”
inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ He was, sir,” replied the grave man, “all Mrs.
Leo Hunter’s acquaintance arc; it is her ambition,
sir, to havg no other acquaintance.”

“Itds a very noble ambition,”’ said Mr. Pick-
wick.

“ When 1 iaform Mrs. Leo Hunter, that that
remark fell from your lips, sir, she will indeed be
proud,” said the grave man. “ You have a gentle-
man in youg train, who has produced some beau-
tiful little poems, 1 think, sir.”

“My fricnd Mr. Suodgrass has a great taste for
poetry,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“ S0 has Mrs. Leo Iunter, sir. She dotes on
poctry, sir. She adores it; I may say that her whole
soul and mind arc wound up and entwined with it.
She has produced some delightful picees, herself,
si.  You may have met with her ¢Ode to an ex-
piring Frog,’ sir. .

] don’t think I have,” said Mr. Pickwick.

«You astonish me, sir,” said Mr. Leo Hunter.
It created an immense sensation. 1t was signed
with an * L and cight stars and appeared original-
ly in a Lady’s Magazine. It commenced.

s¢Cun I view thee panting, lying
On thy stomach, without sighing;
Can I unmoved see thee dying
On a log,
Expiring Frog!”

¢ Beautiful I”” said Mr. Pickwick.
« Fine,” saié Mr. Leo Hunter, ¢ so simple.”
« Very,” said Mr. Pickwick:
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“'The next verse is still more touching. Shalll
repcat it ?”’

«If you pleasc,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“1t runs thus,” said the grave man, still more
gravel{.

“ Say have fiends in shape of boys,
With wild halloo, and brutal noisc,
Hunted thee from marshy joys,
With a dog,
Expiring frog}”

“ Finely cxpressed,” said Mr. Pickwick. ,

« All point, sir, all point,” said Mr. Leo Hunter,
*“ but you shall hear Mrs. Leo Hynter repeat it.
She can do justice toit, sir.  She will repeat it, in
character, sir, to-morrow morning.”

“In character !” °

“ As Mincrva. But I forgot—it’s a fancy dress
dejecune.”

* Dear me,” said Mr. Pickwick, glancing at his
own figure—* 1 can’t possibly”—

« Can’t, sir; can’t!” exclaimed Mr. Leo Hunter.
“ Solomion Lucas, the Jew in the High Street, has
thousands of fancy dresscs. Consider, sir, haw many
appropriate characters arc open for your sclection.
Plato, Zceno, Epicurus, Pythagoras—all founders of
clubs.”

¢ I know that,”” said Mr. Pickwick, “but as I
cannot put myself in competition with those great
men, I cannot presume te wear their dresses.”

The grave man considered decply, for a few sc-
conds, and then said,

< On reflection, sir, I don’t know whether it would
not afford Mrs. Leo Hunter, greater pleasure, if her
gucstssaw a gentleman of your cclebrity in his own
costume, rather than in an assumed one. 1 may
venture to promise an exception in your ¢ase, sir—
ves, I am quite certain that on behalf of Mrs. Leo
Hunter, I may venture to do so.” ¢

“ In that case,” said Mr. Pickwick, ¢ Ishall lsmave
great plecasure in coming.”
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* But 1 waste your time, sir,” said the grave man,
as if suddenly recollecting himself. <[ know its
value, sir. I will not detain you. 1 may tell Mrs.
Leo Hunter, then, that she may confidently expect
yousand your distinguished friends 7 Good mbining,
Sir, Iaun proud to have beheld so eminent a person-
age—not a step, sir; not a word.”  And without
giving Mr. Pickwick time to offer remounstrance or
depial, Mr. Leo Hunter stalked gravely away.

Mr. Pickwick took up his hat, and repaired to
the Peagock, but Mr. Winkle had conveyed the in-
telligence of the fancy ball there, before him.

“ Mrs. Pott’s going,” were the first words with
which he salated his leader.

“Is she? said Mr. Pickwick.

“As Apollp,” replied Mr. Winkle.  «Only Pott
objects to the tunic.”

“ e is right. e is quite right,” said Mr. Pick-
wick emphatically.

“Yes;—so she's going to wear a white satin gown
with gold spangiex.”

“They’ll hardly know what she’s meant for; will
they ” inquired Mr. Snodgrass.

«“Of cour-c they will,” replied Mr. Winkle, indig-
nantly. «They’ll see her lyre, won’t they 17

“T'ruc; I forgot that,” said Mr. Snodgrass.

“I shall go as a bandit,” interposed Mr. Tup-
man.

“ What 7" said Mr. Pickwick, with a sudden start.

“As a bandit,” repeated Mr. Tupman, mildly.

“ You don’t mean to say,” said Mr. Pickwick,
gazing with solemn sternness at his friend, « You
don’t mean to say, Mr. Tupman, that it is your in-
tention to put yoursclf into a green velvet jacket,
with a two-inch tail ?”

“Such'is my intention, sir,” replicd Mr. Tup-
man, warmly, * And why tot, sir 1”

“ Because sin?’’ suid Mr. Pickwick, considerably
excited—* Because you are too old, sir.”
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"¢ Too old?” exclaimed Mr. Tupman.

“ And if any farther ground of objection be want-
ing,” continued Mr. Pickwick, “ you are too fat,sir.”

“ Sir,” said Mr. Tupman, his face suffused with a
crimson glow, ¢ this is an insult.”

¢« 8ir,” replied Mr. Pickwick in the samec tone,
“It is not half the insult to you, that your appear-
ance in my presence in a green’velvet jacket, with
a two-inch tail, would be to me.”

“Sir.” said Mr. "Tupman you’re a fellow.”

«8ir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ you’re another !”

Mr. Tupman advanced a step or two, and glared
at Mr. Pickwick. Mr. Pickwick rcsurned the glare,
concentrated into a focus by means of his specta-
cles, and breathed a bold defiance. Mr. Snodgrass
and Mr. Winkle, looked on petrificdent beholding
such 2 scene between two such men.

“Rir,” said Mr. Tupman, after a short pause,
speaking in a low deep voice, “you have called
me old.”

“1 have,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ And fat.”

“1 reiterate the charge.”

“ And i fellow.”

“ Bo you are ™

There was a fearful pause.

“My attachment to your person, sir,” said Mr.
Tupman, speaking in a voice tremulous with emo-
tion, and tucking up his wristbands mean while, « is
great—very great—but upon that person, I must
take summary vengeance.”

“ Come on, sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick. Stimu-
lated by the exciting nature of the dialogue, the he-
roic man actually threw himself into a paralytic at-
titude, confidently supposed by the two by-sianders
to have been intended as a posture of defence.

“ What!” exclaimed Mr. Snodgrass, suddenly re-
covering the power of specch, of which intense as-
tenishment -had previously bereft him, and rushing

PART Il 7
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between the two at the imminent hazard of re-
ceiving an application on the temple from each.
“ What ! Mr. Pickwick, with the eyes of the world
upon you! Mr. Tupman! who in common with
us 2], derives a lustre from his undying name ! For
shame, gentlemen; for shame.”

The unwonted lines which momentary passion
had ruled in Mr. Pickwick’s clear and open brow,
gradually melted away, as his young fricnd spoke,
like the marks of a black-lead pencil beneath the
softening influence of India rubber. Llis counte-
nance had resumed its usual benign expression ere
he concluded.

«] have becn hasty,” said Mr. Pickwick, « very
hasty. ‘l'upman, your hand.”

The dark, shadow passed from Mr. Tupman’s
face, as he warmly grasped the hand of his friend.

“ ] have been hasty, too,” said he.

« No, no,” interrupted Mr. Pickwick, « the fault
was mine. You will wear the green velvet jack-
et?”

« No, no,” replied Mr. Tupman.

“To oblige me, you will,” resumed Mr. Pick-
wick. .

« Well, well, I will,” said Mr. Tupman.

It wasaccordingly settled that Mr. T'upman, Mr.
Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrass, should all wear fancy
dresses. Thus Mr. Pickwick was led by the very
warmth of his feelings to give his consent to a pro-
ceeding from which his better judgment would have
recoiled—a more striking illustration of his amiable
character could hardly have been conccived, even
if the events recorded in these pages had been
wholly imaginray.

Mr. Leo Hunter had not exaggerated the re-
sources of Mr. Solomon Lucas. Ifis wardrobe was
extensive—very extensive—not strictly classical
perhaps, nor quite new, nor did it contain any one
garthent made precisely after the fashion of any age
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or time, but every thing was more or less spangled ;
and what can be prettier than spangles? It may
be objected that they are not adapted to the day-
light, but every body knaws that they would glitter
if thefe were lamps; and nothing can be clegrer
than that if people give fancy ballsin the day-time,
and the dresses do not show quite as well as they
would by night, the fault lies solely with the people
who give the fancy balls, and is in no wise charge-
able on the spangles. Such was the convincing
reasoning of Mr. Solomon Lucas; and inﬂ\x}enced
by such arguments did Mr. Tupman, Mr. Winkle,
and Mr. Snodgrass, engage to arrgy themsclves in
costumes which his tasteand expericnceinduced him
to recommend as admirably suited to the occasion.

A carriage was hired from the Tgwn Arms, for
the accommodation of the Pickwickians, and a cha-
riot was ordered from the same repository, for the
purpose of conveying Mr. and Mrs. Pott to Mrs.
Leo Hunter’s grounds, which Mr. Pott, as a deli-
cate ackuowledgment of having received an invi-
tation, had already confidently predicted in the
Eatanswill Gazette « would present a scene of va-
ricd aud delicious enchantment—a bewildering
coruscation of heauty and talent—a Javish and pro-
digal display of hospitality—above all, a degree of
splendour softened by the most exquisite tastg; and
adornment refined with perfect harmony and the
chastest good-keeping—compared with which the
fabled gorgeousness of Eastern Fairy Land itself
would appear to be clothed in as many dark and
murky colours, as must be the mind of the splene-
tic and unmanly being who could presume to taint
with the venom of his cnvy, the preparations making
by the virtuous and highly*distinguished lady, at
whose shrine this humble tribute of admiration was
offercd.”  This last was a piece of biling sarcasm
against the Independent, who in cdnsequence of not
having been invited at all, had been througit four
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numbers affecting to sneer at the whele affair, in
his very largest type, with.all the adjectives in
capital letters.
he morning came; it was a pleasant sight to

behold Mr. Tupman in full Brigand’s costume, with
a very tight jacket, sitting like a pincushion over
his back and shoulders: the upper portion of his legs
encased in the velvet shorts, and the lower part
thercof swathed in the complicated bandages to
which all Brigandsarc peculiarly attached. It was
pleasing tosee his open and ingenuous countenance,
well mustachioed and corked, looking out from an
open shirt collar; and to contemplate the sugar-loaf
hat, decorated with ribands of all colours, which
he was compelled to carry on his knee, inasmuch
as no known conveyance with a top to it, would ad-
mit of any man’s carrying it between his head and
the roof. Equally humorous and agreeable, was
the appearance of Mr. Snodgrass in blue satin
trunks and cloak, white silk tights and shocs, and
Grecian helmet, which every body knows (and if
they do not, Mr. Solomon Lucas did) to have been
the regular, authentic, every-day costume of a T'rou-
badour, from the carlicst ages down to the time of
their final disappearance from the face of the earth.
All this was pleasant, but this was as nothing com-
parcd with the shouting of the populace when the
carriage drew up, behind Mr. Pott’s chariot, which
chariot itself drew up at Mr. Pott’s door, which
door itself opened, and displayed the great Pott ac-
coutred as a Russian officer of justice, with a tre-
mendous knout in his hand—tastefully typical of
the stern and mighty power of the Eatanswill Ga-
zette, and the fearful lashings it bestowed on public
offenders. N

“Bravoy” shouted Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snod-

ass from the passage, when they beheld the walk-
ing allegory. ¢

“ Bravo [? Mr. Pickwick was heard to exclaim,
from the passage.
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« Hoo—roar Pott,” shouted the populace. Amid
these salutations, Mr. Pott, smiling with that kind of
bland dignity which sufficiently testified that he felt
his power, and knew how to exert it, got into the
chariqt. )

Then there cmerged from the house, Mrs. Pott,
who would have looked very like Apollo if she
hadn’t had a gown on: conducted by Mr. Winkle,
who in his light red-coat, could not possibly have
been mistaken for any thing but a sportsman, if he
had not borne an equal resemblance w a general
postman. Last of all, came Mr. Pickwicks whom
the hoys applauded as loudly as any body, proba-
bly under the impression that his ttghts and gaiters
were some remnants of the dark ages; and then the
two vchicles proceeded towards Mrs. Leo Hunter’s.
Mr. Weller (who was to assist in waiting) being sta-
tioned on the box of that in which his master was
seated.

Every onc of the men, women, boys, girls, and
babies, who were assembled to see the visiters in
their fancy dresses, screamed with delight and ec-
stasy, when Mr. Pickwick, with the Brigand on one
arm, and the Troubadour on the other, walked so-
lemnly up the entrance. Never were such shouts
heard, as those witich greeted Mr. T'upman’s efforts
to fix the sugar-loaf hat on his head, by way of en-
tering the garden in style. -

The preparatious were on the most delightful
scale; fully realizing the prophetic Pott’s anticipa-
tions about the gorgeousness of Eastern Fairy-land,
and at once aftording a sufficient contradiction to
the malignant statements of the reptile Independent,
The grounds were more than an acre and a quarter
in extent, and they were filled with people! Never
was such a blaze of beauty, and fashion and litera-
ture. There wasthe younglady who “did” the poetry
in the Eatanswill .Gazette, in the ggrb of a sultans,
leaning: upon the-arm of t.he young gentleman wl. »

g
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“did” the review department, and who was appro-
priately habited in a field marshal's uniform —the
boots excepted. There were hosts of these geniuses,
and any reasonable person would have thought it
honour enough to mect them. But more thap these,
there were half a dozen lions from London—au-
thors, real authors, who had written whole books,
and printed them afterwards—and here you might
see ’cm, walking about, like ordinary men, smiling,
and talking—aye, and talking pretty considerable
nonsense tqw, no doubt with the benign intention of
rendering themselves intelligible to the common peo-
ple about them.  Morcover, there was a band of
music in pastebbard caps; four something-can sing-
ers in the costume of their country, and a dozen
hired waiters in the costumne of their country—and
very dirly cestume too. Aund above all, therc was
Mrs. Leo Hunter in the character of Minerva,
reccivin: the company, and overflowing with pride
and gratification at the notion of having called such
distinguished individuals together.

“ Mr. Pickwick, ma’am,”” said a servant, as that
gentleman approached the presiding goddess, with
his hat in his hand, and the Brigand and Trouba-
dour on either arm.

* What—where!”’ exclaimed Mrs. Leo Hunter,
starting up, in an affected rapture of surprise.

“ Here,” mid Mr. Pickwick.

“Is it possible that I have really the gratification
of beholding Mr. Pickwick himself!” ejaculated
Mrs. Leo Hunter.

“ No other, ma‘am,” replied Mr. Pickwick, bow-
ing very low. “Permit me to introduce my friends—
Mr. Tupman—Mr. Winkle—Mr. Snodgrass—tothe
authoress of ¢ The Expiring Frog.” ”

Very few people but those who have tried it,
know what a difficult process it is, to bow. in green
velvet smalls, and a tight jacket and high-crowned-
hat,gr in blue satin trunks and white silks, or knee-
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cords and top-boots that were never made for the
wearer, and have been fixed upon him without the
remotest relerence to the comparative dimensions
of himsell and the suit. Never were such distor-
tions,as Mr. Tupman’s frame underwent in his ef-
forts to appear eaxy and graceful—never was%uch
ingenious posturing, as his fancy-dressed friends ex-
hibited.

“ Mr. Pickwick.” said Mrs. Leo Hunter, I must
make vou promise not to stir from my side the wliole
day. ‘There are hundreds of peoplerhere, that 1

must positively introduce you to.” :
“You are very kind, ma’am,” said Mr. Pick-
H [ ]

wick.

“In the first place, here are my little girls ; I had
almost forgotten them,” said Minerva, carelessly
pointing towards a couple of full-g®wn young la-
dies, of whom one might he about twenty, and the
other a year or two older, and who were dressed in
very juvenile costumes—whether to make them
look young, or their mamma younger, Mr. Pick-
wick docs not distinctly inform us.

“'They are very beantiful,” said Mr. Pickwick,
as the juveniles turned away, after being pre-
sented.

“They are very like their mamma, sir,” said Mr.
Pott, majestica'ly.

“«Oh! you naughty man,” exclaimed M. Leo
Hunter, playfully tapping the Editor’sarm with her
fan (Minerva with a fan!)

“ Why now, my dear Mrs. Hunter,” said Mr.
Pott, who was trumpeter in ordinary at the Den,
“ you know that when your picture was in the Ex-
hibition of the Royal Academy, last year, every
body inquired whether it was intended for you, or
your youngest daughter; for you were so much
alike that there was no telling the difference be-
tween you.” .

“ Well, and if they did, why need you repeatit,
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before strangers 1" said Mrs. Leo Hunter, bestowing
another tap on the slumbering lion of the Eatans-
will Gazette.

s Count, Count,” screamed Mrs. Lco Hunter to a
well-whiskered individual'in a foreign uniform, who
was*passing by.

“Ah! you want me1” said the Count, turning
back.

“I want to introduce two very clever pcople to
eash other,” said Mrs. Leo Hunter. « Mr. Pickwick,
I have great pleasure in introducing you to Count
Smorltork.” She added in a hurried whisper to
Mr. Pickwick— the famous foreigner—gathering
malerials for his‘great work on England—hem 17—
Count Smorltork, Mr. Pickwick.”

Mr. Pickwick saluted the Count with all the re-
verence due t® so great a man, and the Count drew
forth a set of tablets. - :

“ What you say, Mrs. Ilunt?” inquired the Count,
smiling graciously on the gralified Mrs. Leo Hun-
ter. «Pig Vig or Big Vig—what you call—Law-
ver—eh? I sec—that is it, Big Vig”—and the
count was proceeding to enter Mr. Pickwick in his
tablets, as a gentleman of the long-robe, who de-
rived his pame from the profession to which he
belonged, when Mrs. Leo Huntet interposed.

# No, no, Count,” said the lady, “ Pick-wick.”

« fph, ah, I see,” replied the Count, * Peck—
Christian name ; Wecks—surname; good, ver good.
Peck Weeks. How you do, Weeks ?”

“ Quite well, I thank you,” replied Mr. Pick-
wick, with all his usual affability. *Have you
been long in England 1”

“ Long—ver long time—fortnight—more.”

% Do you stay here Jong 1”

“One week.”

“ You will have enough to do,” said Mr. Pick-
wick, smiling, “to gather all thc materials you
waat in that time.”
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« Eh, they are gathered,” said the Count.

¢ Indeed !” said Mr. Pickwick.

“T'hey are here,” added the Count, tapping his
forchead significantly. * Large book at home—full
of nofes—muusic, picture, science, poetry, poltic: all
tings.”

“The word politics, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick,
“ compri~cs in itself, a difficult study of no incon-
siderable magnitude.”

“Ah!” said the Count, drawing out the tablets
again, * ver good—fine words to begin' a chapter.
Chapter forty-seven.  Poltics. The word poltic
surprises by himself—" And dowg went Mr. Pick-
wick’s remark, in Count Smoltorck’s tablets, with
such variationsand additions as the Count’s exube-
rant fancy suggested, or his imperfget knowledge
of the language, oceasioned.

« Count,” said Mrs. Leo Hunter.

“Mrs, Hunt,” replied the Count.

“'This is Mr. Snodgrass, a friend of Mr. Pick-
wick's, and a poet.”

* Stop,” exelaimed the Count, bringing out the ta-
blets once more, * Head, poctry—chapter, literary
friends—uame, Snowgrass; ver good.  Introduced
to Suowgrass—ggeat [)oct. friend of Peek Weeks—
by Mrs. Hunt, which wrote other sweet poem—
what is that name—Frog—Perspiring Frog—ver
good—ver good indeed.”  And the Count put up
his tablets, and with sundry bows and acknowledg-
ments walked away, thoroughly satistied that he
had made the most important aud valuable addi-
tions to his stock of information.

“ Wonderful man, Count Smorltork,” said Mrs.
Leo Hunger.

“Sound philosopher,” sai¢ Pott.

“Clear-headed, strong-minded persdh,” added
Mr. Snodgrass.

A chorus of by-standers took *up the shout .of
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Count Smorltork’s praise, shook their heads sugely;.
and unanimously cried « Very.”

As the enthusiasm in Count Smorltork’s favour
ran very high. his praises might have been sung un-
til the end of the festivities, if the four sométhing-
ean singers had not ranged themselves in front of a
sma‘l apple tree. 1o look picturesque, and com-
menced singing their national songs, which appeared
by 1o means difficult of exceution, inasmuch as the
grand seeret seemed to be, that three of the some-
thing-cgn singers <hould grunt, while the fourth
howled. This interesting performance having con-
cluded amidst the lond plaudits of the whole compa-
pany. a boy forthwith proceeded to entangle himself
with the rails of a chair, and to jump over it, and to
crivwl under if, and fall down with it,and to do every
thing bat <it upon it, and then to make a eravatof his
leg~. and tie thewn round his neck, and then 1o illus-
trate the case with which a human being can be
made to look like a magnified toad—all which feats
vielded high delizht and satisfaction tothe assembled
spectators. After which, the voice of Mrs. Pott was
heard to chirp faintly forth, something which cour-
tesy interpreted into a song, which was all very
classical, and sirictly in character, because Apollo
wa- him~elf a corposer, and composers can very sel-
dom ging their own music or any body else’s, either.
This was succeeded by Mrs, Leo Hunter’s recita-
tion of her far-famed ode to an expiring Frog, which
was encored once, and would have been encored
twice, if the major part of the guests, who thought
it was high time (o get something to eat, had not
said that it was perfectly shameful to take advan-
tage of Mr«. Hunter’s good nature.  So, although
Mrs. Leo Hunter protessed her perfect willingness
to recite the ode again, her kind and considerate
friends wouldn’t hear of it on any account ; and the
refreshment rodm being thrown . open, all the peo-
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:ple who had ever been there before, scrambled in
with all possible despatch : Mrs. Leo Hunter’s usual
course of proceeding, being, to issue cards for a
hundred, and breakfast for filty, or in other words
to feel only the very particular lions, and let,the
smaller animals take care of themselves.

« Where is Mr. Pott 7? said Mrs. Leo Hunter, as
she placed the aforesaid livns around her.

“Here T am,” said the cditor, from the very far-
thest end of the room; far beyond all hope of food.
unless somcthing was donc for him by°the Jiostess.

“ Won't you come up here?”’

«Oh pray don’t mind him,” saideMrs. Pott, in the
most obliging voice—*“you give yoursell a great
deal of unnecessary trouble, Mrs. Hunter.  You'll
do very well there, won’t you—deay’’

«Certainly—love,” replicd the unbappy Pott,
with a grim smile. Alas {or the knout! T'he ner-
vous arm that wiclded it, with such gigantic force
upon public characters, was paralyzed bencath the
glance of the imperious Mrs. Pott.

“Mrs. Leo Hunter looked round her, in trinmph.
Count Sinorltork was busily engaged in taking notes
of the contents of the dizhes; Mr. Tupman was do-
ing the honours af the lobster salad to several hi-
oncsses, with a degree of grace which no Brigand
ever cxhibited before; Mr. Snodgrass havigg cut
out the young gentleman who cut up the books for
the Eatanswill Gazette, was engaged in an impas-
sioned argument with the young lady who did the
poetry ; and Mr. Pickwick was making himself uni-
versally agrceable. Nothing seemed wanting to
render the select circle complete, wher: Mr. Leo
Hunter, whose department on these occasions was
to stand about in door-ways, and talk to the less
important people—suddenly called out*-

“ My dear; here’s Mr. Charles Fitzmarshall.”

“ O dear,” said Mrs. Leo Hunte “ how anxious-
dy I have been expecting him! Pray make foom,
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to let Mr. Fitzmarshall pass. Tell Mr. Fitzmar-
shall, my dear, to come up to me directly, to be
scolded for coming so late.”

“Coming, my dear ma’am,” cried a voice, “as
quick as I can—crowds ofpeople—full room—hard
work—very.”

Mr. Pickwick’s knife and fork fell from his hand.
He stared across the table at Mr. T'upman, who had
dropped his knife and fork, and was looking a«1f he
were about, to sink into the ground without farther
notice..

“ Ah!” eried the voice. as its owner pushed his
way among the last five and twenty Turks, officers,
cavaliers, and Charles the Seconds, that remained
between him and the table, ¢ regular mangle—Ba-
ker’s patent---not a crease in my coat after all this
squeezing—might have « got upany linen as | came
along’—ha!ha!not a bad idea, that—queer thing
to have it mangled when it’s upon one, though—
trving process—very.”’

VV:th these broken words, a young man dressed
as a naval officer made his way up to the table,
and presented to the astonished Pickwickians, the
identical form and features of Mr. Alfred Jingle.

The offender had barcly time to take Mrs. Leo
Hunter's proffered hand, when his eyes encountered
the indignant orbs of Mr. Pickwick.

“Hallo " said Jingle. *Quite forgot—no dircc-
tions to postillion—give ’em at once—back in a mi-
nute.”

«The servant or Mr. ITunter will do it in a mo-
ment, Mr. Fitzmarshall,” said Mrs. Leo lHunter.

“ No, no—D'll do it—shan’t he long—back in no
time,” replicd Jingle. With these words, he disap-
peared among lhe crédwd.

« Will you allow me to ask you, ma’am,” said
the excited Mr. Pickwick, rising from hisscat,“ who
‘that young man is, and where he resides?”

“He is a gentleman of fortune, Mr. Pickwick,”
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said Mrs. Leco Hunter, “to whom I very much
want to introduce you. The Count will be delighted
with him.”

« Yeg, yes,” said Mr. Pickwick, hastily. ¢ His
residence—" *

“Is at present at the Angel at Bury.”

“ At Bury ?”?

«“ At Bury St. Edmunds, not many miles from
here.  But dear me, Mr. Pickwick, you are nat
going to leave us: surely, Mr. Pickwick, you can-
not think of going so soon.” .

But long before Mrs. Leo Hunter had finished
speaking, Mr. Pickwick had plungcd through the
throng, and reached the garden, whither he was
shortly aftecrwards joined by Mr. Tupman, who had
followed his friend closely. ®

“1’s of no use,” said Mr. Tupman. ¢ Ie has
gone.”

] know it,”” said Mr. Pickwick, “and I will
follow him.”

“ Follow him. Where ?” inquired Mr. Tupman.

“To the Angel at Bury,” replied Mr. Pickwick,
speaking very quickly. “Ilow do we know whom
he is dccciving there?  He deceived a worthy
man once, and w¢ were the innocent cause. He
shall not do it again, if I can help it; I'll expose
him. Sam! Where’s my servant 7 .

« Here you are, sir,” said Mr. Weller, emerging
from a scquestered spot, where he had been engagge
in discussing a bottle of Madeira, which he had ab-
stracted from the breakfast-table, an bour or two
before.  « Here’s your servant, sir.  Proud o’ the
|titlc, as the Living Skellinton said, ven they show’d
him.”’ ’ .

“ Follow me instantly,” $aid Mr. Pickwick.
“ Tupman, if I stay at Bury, you can join me
there, when I write. ‘T'ill then, good-bye.”

Remonstrances were uscless. © Mr. Pickyick
was roused, and his mind was made up. Mr. Tup-

PART M.
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man returned to his companions; and in another
hour had drowned all present recollection of Mr.
Alfred Jingle, or Mr. Charles Fitzmarshall, in an
exhilarating quadrille and a bottle of Cham-
pagne. By that time, Mr. Pickwick and Sam
Weller, perched on the outside of a stage coach,
were every succceding minute placing a less and
less distance between themselves and the good old
town of Bury Saint Edmunds.
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CIIAPTER XVIL

TOO FUI L OF ADVENTURES TO BE BRIEFLY DESCRIBED.
.

Tugrr is no month in the whole year, in which
naturc wears a more beautiful appearance than in
the month of August. Spring has many beau-
ties, and May is a fresh and bloomigg month, but
the charms of this time of year, are enhanced by
their contrast with the winter season. August has
no such advantage. It comes when we remember
nothing but clearskics, green ficlds, and sweet-smell-
ing flowers—when the recollection of snow, and ice,
and bleak winds, has faded from our minds as com-
pletely as they have disappeared from the earth,—
and yet what a pleasant time it is.  Orchards and
corn-ficlds ring with the hum of labour; trees bend
beneath the thick clusters of rich fruit which bow
their branches to the ground ; and the corng piled
in graceful sheaves, or waving in every light breath
that sweeps above it as if' it wooed the sickle, tinges
the landscape with a golden hue. A mellow soft-
ness appears to hang over the whole earth the in-
fluence ol the seasons seems to extend itself to the
very wagon, whose slow motion across the well-
reaped field, is perceptible only to the eye, but
strikes with no harsh sound tipon the car.

As the coach rolls swiftly past the fi8lds and or-
chards which skirt the road, groups 6f women and
children, piling the fruit in sievesfor gathering the
scattered cars of corn, pause for an instant’from
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their labour, and shading the sun-burnt face witha
still browner hand, gaze upon the passengers with
curious eyes, while some stout urchin, too small to
work, but too mischievouys to be left at home, scram-
bles over the side of the basket in which'he has
been deposited for security, and kicks and screams
with delight. The reaper stops in his work, and
stands with folded arms, looking at the vchicle as it
whirls past; and the rough cart horses bestow a
sleepy glance upon the smart coach team, which
says, as plainly as a horse’s glance can, « It’s all
very hne to look at, but slow going, over a hcavy
field, is better ghan warm work like that, upon a
dusty road, after all.”  You cast a look hehind you,
as you turn a corner of the road. The women and
children haye resumed their labour, the rcaper
once more stoops to his work, the cart horscs
have moved on, and all are again in motion.

The influence of a scenc like this was not lost
upon the well regulated mind of Mr. Pickwick. In-
tent upon the resolution he had formed of exposing
the real character of the nefarious Jingle, in any
quarter in which he might be pursuing his frandu-
lent designs, he sat at first taciturn and contempla-
tive, brooding over the means by.which his purpose
could be best attained. By degrees his attention
grewy more and more attracted by the objects
around him; and at last he derived as much enjoy-
ment from the ride, as if it had been undertaken for
the pleasantest reason in the world.

« Delightful prospect, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Beats the chimbley pots, sir,” replied Mr.
Weller, touching his hat.

1 suppose you have hardly seen any thing but
chimney-pots and bricks and mortar, all your life,
Sam,” saiti Mr. Pickwick, smiling.

“ I worn’t always a boots, sir,” said Mr. Weller,
with a shake of the head. “1 was a vagginer’s
boy,*once.”
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% When was that 1’ inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ When I vas first pitched neck and crop into
the world, to play at leap-frog with its troubles,”
replied Sam. ¢ I vas a ‘carrier’s boy at startin’:
then a vagginer’s, then a helper, then a boots.
Now I’'m a gew’lm’n’s servant. 1 shall be a gen-
’Im’n myself one of these days, perhaps, with a pipe
in my mouth, and a summer-house in the back
garden. Who knows? Zshouldn’t be surprised
for once.” i

“ You are quite a philosopher, Sam,” sad Mr.
Pickwick.

“It runs in the family, T blicve $ir,” replied Mr.
Weller. «sly father’s werry much in that line, now.
If iy mother-in-law blows him up, he whistles.
She flies in a passion, and brakes his ffipe; he steps
out and gets another. Then she screams werry
loud, and falls into ’sterics; and he smokes werry
comfortably ’till she comes to again.  That’s philo-
sophy sir, an’t it ?”?

“ A very good substitute for it, at all events,” re-
plied Mr. Pickwick, laughing. It must have been
of greal service to you, in the course of your ram-
bling life, Sam.”

“Bervice, sir,” éxclaimed Sam. % You may say
that.  Arter I run away from the earrier, and afore
I took up with the vagginer, I had unfurnihed
lodgin’s for a fortnight.”

« Unfurnished lodgings ! said Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes—the dry arches of Waterloo Bridge.  Fine
sleepin-place—uvithin ten minutes’ walk of all the
public offices—only if there is any objection to it,
it is that the sitivation's rayther too airy. I see
some queer sights there” )

“Ah, I suppose you did,” said Mr. Pickwick,
with an air of considerable interest, o

« Sights, sir,”” resumecd Mr. Weller, « as *ud pe-
netrate your benevolent heart, and come out onsthe
other side. You don’t scc the reg’lar wagrants

8*
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there; trust ’em, they knows better than that.
Young beggars, male and female, as hasn’t made a
rise in their profession, takes up their quarters there
sometimes; but it’sgenerally the worn-out, s{arving,
héuscless creeturs as rolls themselves up in thedark
corners o’ them lonesome places—poor creeturs as
an’t up to the twopenny rope.”

% And pray, Sam, what is the twopenny rope 17
tnquired Mr. Pickwick.

«The twopenny rope, sir,” replied Mr. Weller,
“is just a cheap lodgin’-house, vere the beds is two-
pence a night.”

«What do thiey calla bed a rope for ?” said Mr.
Pickwick.

« Bless your innocence, sir, that a'n'tit,” replied
Sam. «“Veén the lady and gen’lm’n as keeps the
Hot-el, first begun business, they used to make the
beds on the floor; but this wouldn’t do at no price,
*cos instead o’ taking a moderate twopenn’orth o’
slecp, the lodgers used to lie there half the day.  So
now they has two ropes, *bout six foot apart, and
three from the floor, which goes right down the
room; and the beds are made of slips of coarse
sacking, stretched across ’em.” '

« Well,” said Mr. Pickwick.

«Well,” said Mr. Weller, “the adwantage o’ the
plan’s hobvious. At six o’clock every mornin’, they
lets go the ropes at one end, and down falls all the
lodgers.  ’Conscquence is, that being thoroughly
waked, they get up werry quietly,and walk away!”

“ Beg your pardon, sir,” said Sam, suddenly
breaking off in his loquacious discourse. «Is this
Bury Saint Edmunds?”

«[t is,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

The goach rattled through the well-paved streets
of a handsome little town, of thriving and cleanly
appearance, gnd stopped beforc a large inn situated
im a wide open street, nearly facing the old abbey.

«And this,” said-Mr. Pickwick, looking up, *is
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the Angel. We alight here, Sam. But some cau-
tion is necessary. Order a private room, and do
not mention my name. You understand.”

« Right asa trivet, siry”’ replied Mr. Weller, with
a wink of intelligence; and having dragged Mr.
Pickwick’s portmantcau from the hind boot, into
which it had been hastily thrown when they joined
the coach at Eatanswill, Mr. Weller disappeared on
his errand. A private room was speedily engaged;
and into it, Mr. Pickwick was ushered without de-

lay. .
“ Now, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, ¢ the first thing
to be done is to”— e

 Order dinner, sir,” interposed Mr. Weller. «It's
werry late, sir.”

“ Ah, so it is,” said Mr. Pickwicls, looking at his
walch. « You are right, Sam.”

« And if I might adwise, sir,” added Mr. Weller,
«I’d just have a good night’s rest arterwards, and
not begin inquiring arter this here deep *un’till the
mornin’.  There’s nothin’ so refreshin’ as sleep, sir,
as the servant-girl said afore she drank the cgg-
cup-full o’ laudanum.”

“T think you are right, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.
« But 1 must fir§t ascertain that he is in the house,
and not likely to go away.”

“ Leave that to me, sir,” said Sam. ket me
order you a snug little dinner, and make my in-
quiries helow while it’s a getting ready; I could
wort ev’ry secrct out o’ the boot’s heart, in five
minutes.”

“ Do so,”” said Mr. Pickwick ; and Mr. Weller at
once retired.

In half an hour, Mr. Pigkwick was seated’at a
very satisfactory dinner ; and in three;quarters Mr.
Weller returned with the intellizgnce that Mr.
Charles Fitzmarshall had ordered his private room
to be retained for him, until farther notice. He
was going to spend the evening at some private
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house in the neighbourhood, had erdered the boots
to sit up until his return, and had taken his servant
with him.

« Now sir,” argued Mr. Weller, when he had
concluded his report, «if I can geta talk with this
here servant in the mornin’, he'll tell me all his
master’s concerns.”

“ Iow do you know that 1” interposed Mr. Pick-
wick.

“ Bless your heart, sir, servants always do,” re-
plied Mr. Wecller.

“Oh, ah, I forgot that,” said Mr. Pickwick.—
“« Well.” ¢

« Then you can arrange what's best to be done,
sir, and we can act accordingly.”

As it appdared that this was the best arrange-
ment that could be made, it was finally agreed
upon. Mr. Weller, by his master’s permission, re-
tired to spend the evening in his own way; and
was shortly afterwards, elected, by the unanimous
voice of the assembled company, into the tap-room
chair, in which honourable post he acquitted him-
sclf so much to the satisfaction of the gentlemen-
frequenters, that their roars of laughter and appro-
bation penctrated to Mr. Pickwick’s bed-room, and
shortened the term of his natural rest, by at least
three*hours.

Early on the ensuing morning, Mr. Weller was
dispelling all the feverish remains of the previous
evening’s conviviality, through the instrumentality
of a halfpenny shower-bath (having induced a
{oung gentleman attachcd to thestable-department,

y the offer of that coin, to pump over his head and
face, until he was perfgctly restored,) when he was
attracted by the appearance of a young fellow in
mulberry colaured livery, who was sitting ona bench
in the yard, reading what appeared to be a hymn-
book, with an air of deep abstraction, but who oc-
casionally stole a glance at the individual under the
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pump, as if he took some intcrest in his proceed-
ings, nevertheless.

“You’re a rum "un to look at, you are,” thought
Mr. Weller the first time, his eyes encountered the
glanck of the stranger in the mulberry coloured
suit, who had a large, sallow, ugly face: very sunk-
en eyes, and a gigantic head, from which depended
a quantity of lank black hair. “ You’re a rum ’un,”
thought Mr. Weller; and thinking this, he went on
washing himself, and thought no more about him.

Still the man kept glancing from his hymn-book
to Sam, and from Sam to his hymn-hook, as if he
wanted to open a conversation, 3@ at last, Sam, by
way of giving him an opportunity, said, with a
familiar nod—

«“ How are you, governor P’ .

“J am happy to say, I am pretty well, sir,” said
the man, speaking with great deliberation, and
closing the book.  “ I hope you are the same, sic??

“Why, if I felt less like a walking brandy bottle,
[ shouldi’i be quite so staggery this mornin’,” re-
plied Sam. « Are you stoppin’ in this house, old "un?”

The muolberry man replied in the aflirmative.

“ How.was it, you worn’t one of us, last night?”
inquired Sam, sorubbing his face with the towel.
“You seem one of the jolly sort—looks as conwi-
vial as a live trout in a lime-basket,” addegd Mr.
Weller in an under tone.

“I was out last night, with my master,” replicd
the stranger.

“ What’s his name?” inquired Mr. Weller, co-
louring up very red with sudden excitement, and
the friction of the towel combined.

* Fitzmarshall,” said the mulberry man, .

“Give us your hand,” faid Mr. Weller, ad-
vancing ; ¢ I should like to know you. *1I like your
appearance, old fellow.” rd l

“ Well, that is very strange,” sffid the mulberry
man, with great simplicity of manner. «I like
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yours so much, that I wanted to speak to you, from
the very first moment 1 saw you under the pump.”

“Did you though?”’

“Upon my word. ¢ Now, isn’t that curious?”

“ V\;)crry sing’ler,” said Sam, inwardly congratu-
lating himsclf upon the softness of the stranger.
“ What’s your name, my patriarch ?”

“Job.”

“ And a werry good name it is; only onc, T know,
that ain’t got a nickname to it.  What’s the other
name?,’

“Trotter,” said the stranger. * What is yours?”

Sam bore inenind his master’s caution, and re-
plied,

“ My name’s Walker ; my master’s name'’s Wil-
kins. Will you take a drop o’ somethin’ this morn-
in,” Mr. Trotter?”

Mr. Trotier acquiesced in this agreeable pro-
posal: and having deposited his book in his coat-
pocket, accompanied Mr. Weller to the tap, where
they were soon occupied in dizcussing an exhila-
rating compound, formed by mixing tosether, in a
pewler vessel, certain quantities of British Tol-
lands, and the fragrant essence of the clove.

“ And what sort of a place bave you got 1" in-
quired Sam, as he filled his companion’s glass, for
the gecond tine.

“ Bad,” said Job, smacking his lips, « very bad.”

“You don’t mean that,”’ said Sam.

“[ do, indeed.  Worse than that, my master’s
going to be married.”

“ No.”?

“Yes; and worse than that, toe, hie’s going to
run away with an immense rich hciress, from
boarding-school.”  *

“ What' g dragon ” said Sam, re-filling his com-
paniou’s gl «It’s some boarding-school.in this
town, I suppost, a’n't it 1”

Now, although this question was put in the most
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careless tone imaginable, Mr. Job Trotter plainly
showed, by gestures, that he perceived his new
friend’s anxiety to draw forth an answer to it. He
empticd his glass, looked mysteriously at his com-
panion, winked both of his small eyes, one after
the other, and f{inally made a motion with his arm,
as if he were working an imaginary pump handle:
thereby intimating that he (Mr. ‘I'rotter) considered
himsclf as undergoing the process of being pumped,
by Mr. Samucl Weller. o

“No, no,”” said Mr. T'rotter, in conclusion, ¢ that’s
not to be told to cvery body. ‘T'hat is a secret—
a great secret, Mr. Walker.” J

As the mulberry man said this, he turned his
glass upside down, by way of reminding his com-
panion that he had nothing left wherasvith to slake
his thirst.  Sam obscrved the hint; and fecling the
delicate manner in which it was conveyed, ordered
the pewter vessel to be refilled, whereat the small
eyes of the mulberry man glistened.

« And so it's a sccret,” said Sam.

“] should rather suspect it was,” said the mul-
berry man, sipping his liquor, with a complacent
face. .

“I suppose your mas’t’s very rich?” said Sam.

Mr. Trotter smiled, and holding his glass in his
left hand, gave four distinct slaps on the pocket of
his mulberry indescribables with his right, as if to
intimate that his master might have doue the same
without alarming any body much by the chinking
of coin.

“ Ah,”’ said Sam, ¢ that’s the game, is it ?”’

The mulberry man nodded significantly.

“Well, and don’t you think, old feller,” remoh-
strated Mr. Weller, ¢ that if 'you let your master
take in this here young lady, you’n;,ﬂ precious
rascal 1” [

_“1 know that,” said Job TrotteT, turning vpon
his companion a countenance of dcep contrition,
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and groaning slightly. «I know.that, and that’s
what it is that preys upon my mind. But what
am I to do?”

“Do !” said Sam; “dirwulge to the missis, and
give up your master.”

“Who'd believe me?” replied Job Trotter. “The
young lady’s considered the very picture of inno-
cence and discretion.  She’d deny it, and so would
my master. Who'd belicve me? 1 should lose
my place, and get indicted for a conspiracy, or
some such thing; that’s all I should take by my
motion.”

« There’s sofiethin’ in that,”” said Sam, rumi-
nating : © there’s somethin’ in that.”

“If I knew any respectable gentleman who would
take the mastter up,” continued Mr. Trotter, ¢ 1
might have some hope of preventing the elope-
ment ; but there’s the same difticulty, Mr. Walker,
just the same. I know no gentleman in this strange
place; and ten 1o one if 1 did, whether he would
believe my story.”

“Come this way,” said Sam, suddenly jumping
up, and grasping the mulberry man by the arm.
« My mas’e’s the man you want, | sce.” And af-
ter & slight resistance on the patt of Job T'rotter,
Sam led his newly found friend to the apartment
of Mr. Pickwick, to whom he presented him, to-
gether with a brief summary of the dialogue we
have just repeated.

“] am very sorry to betray my master, sir,” said
Job Trotter, applying to his eyes a pink check
pocket handkerchicf of about three inches square.

“ The fecling does you a great deal of honour,”
replicd Mr. Pickwick ; « but it is your duty, never-
theless.

“I know\jt is my duty, sir,” replied Job, with
great emotiorr  “ We should all try to discharge
our gluty, sir, and I humbly endeavour to discharge
mine, sir; bat it is a hard trial to betray a mas-
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ter, sir, whose clothes you wear, and whose bread
you eat, even though he is a scoundr(zl, sir.”’ )

“You are a very good fellow,” said Mr. Pick-
wick, much affccted ; « an honest fellow.”

« Come, come,” interposed Sam, who had wit-
nessed Mr. T'rotter’s tears with considerable impa-
tience, “blow this here water-cart bis'ness. It
won’t do no good. this won’t.”

«Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, reproachfully, <l
am sorry to find that you have so littlearespect for
this young man’s feclings.” .

« His fvelins is all werry well, sir,” replied Mr.
Weller; “and as they're so werry®fine, and it’s a
pity he should lose ’em, I think he’d better keep
’em in his own bussum, than let ’em ewaporate in
hot water, ’specially as they do no good. Tears
never yet wound up a clock, or worked a steam
ingin’.  ‘The next time you go out to a smoking
party, young feller, fill your pipe with that ’cre re-
flection; and for the present, just put that bit of
pink gingham into your pocket. >Tan’t so hand-
some that you need keep waving it about, as if
you was a tight-rope dancer.”

“ My man is in the right,” said Mr. Pickwick,
accosting Job, “although his mode of expressing
his opinion is somewhat homely, and occasionally
incomprechensible.” .

«“[le is, sir, very right,” said Mr. Trotter, % and
I will give way no longer.”

“Very well,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ Now, where
is this boarding-school 1”’

«It is a large, old, red-brick house, just outside
the town, sir,” replied Job Trotter.

“ And when,” «aid Mr. Pickwick, “ when is this
villanous de~ign to be carried into executign—when
is this elopement to take place ”

“ To-night, sir,” replied Joh.

“To-night " exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

PART 1L 9
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«This very night, sir,” replied Job Trotter.
“That is what alarms me so much.”

« Instant measures must be taken,” said Mr.
Pickwick. «1 will see'the lady who keeps the
establishment, immediately.”

«1 beg your pardon, sir,” said Job, “but that
coursc of proceeding will never do.”

« Why not ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

» % My master, sir, is a very artful man.”

«] know he is,” said Mr. Pickwick.

« Aad he has so wound himself round the old la-
dy’s heart, sir,” resumed Job, “ that she would be-
lieve nothing t& his prejudice, if you went down on

our bare knees, and swore it ; especially as you

ave no proof but the word of a servant, who, for
any thing she knows (and my master would be sure
to say so,) was discharged for some fauli, and does
this in revenge.”

“ What had better be done, then?” said Mr.
Pickwick.

“ Nothing but taking him in the very fact of
eloping will convince the old lady, sir,” replied
Job.

« All them old cats will run their heads agin mile-
stones,” observed Mr. Weller irt a parenthesis.

“But this taking him in the very act of elope-
ment, would be a very diflicult thing to accomplish,
I fear,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“] don’t know, sir,” said Mr. Tiotter, after a few
moments’ reflection. «1 think it might be very
easily done.”

“ How 1” was Mr. Pickwick’s inquiry.

“ Why,” replied Mr. Trotter, “ my master and 1,
béing in the confidence of the two servants, will be
secreted jn the kitchen at ten o’clock. When the
family ha\ﬁrctired to rest, we shall come out of
the kitchen,\1nd the young lady out of her bed-
roam. A post-chaise will be waiting, and away we
go'”
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« Well,” said Mr. Pickwick.

« Well, sir, I have becn thinking that if you were
waiting in the gardea behind, alone—"

« Alone,” said Mr. Pickwick. « Why alone?”

«1 hought it very nattral,” replied Job, * that
the old lady wouldn’t like such an unpleasant dis-
covery to be made before more persons than can
possibly be helped. The young lady too, sir—con-
sider her feclings.”

« You are very right,” said Mr. Pickwick. “The
consideration evinces great delicacy of feeling. Go
on; wu are very right.” .

“ Well, sir, [ was thinking that if you were wait-
ing in the back garden alone,and 1Was to let you in,
at the door which opensinto it, from the end of the
passage, at exactly half-past eleven o’clock, you
would be just in the very moment of ¢ime, to assist
me in frustrating the designs of this bad man, by
whom I have been unfortunately insnared.” Here
Mr. ‘T'rotter sighed deeply.

“Don’t distress vourself on that account,” said
Mr. Pickwick, “ if he had one grain of the delicacy
of fecling which distinguishes you, humble as your
station is, 1 should have some hopes of him.”

Job Trotter bowed low; and in spite of Mr.
Weller’s previoul remonstrance, the tears again
rose to his cyes.

“I never see such a feller,” said Sam.  « Blessed
if I don’t think he’s got a main in his head as is al-
ways turned on.”

“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, with great severity.
« Hold your tongue.”

“ Werry well, sir,”” replied Mr. Weller.

“1 don't like this plan,” said Mr. Pickwick, after
deep meditation. “ Why cannot [ communicate
with the young lady’s fricndis ™

“ Because they live one hundred mijés from here,
sir,” responded Job Trotter.

# That’s a clincher,” said Mr. Weller, asid=.



92 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

“ Then this garden,” resumed Mr. Pickwick.
“ How am I to get into it 1” .

« The wall is very low, sir, and your servant will
give you a leg up.”

« My servant will givé me a leg up,” repeated
Mr. Pickwick, mechaanically. “ You will be sure
to be near this door, that you speak of?”’

« You cannot mistake it sir; it’s the only one that
opens into the garden. Tap at it, when you hear
tke clock strike, and [ will open it instantly.””

« 1 don’telike the plan.” said Mr. Pickwick; “ but
as I see no other, and as the happiness of this young
lady’s whole lifc is at stake, 1 adopt it I shall be
sure to be there'”’

Thus, for the second time, did Mr. Pickwick’s
innate good-feeling involve him in an enterprise
from which ¢he would most willingly have stood
aloof.

« What is the name of the house ?” inquired Mr.
Pickwick.

“« Westgate House, sir.  You turn a little to the
right when you get to the end of the town; it stands
by itself, some little distance off the high road, with
the name on a brass plate on the gate.”

] know it,” said Mr. Pickwick. ¢« 1 observed
it once before, when 1 was in this town. You may
depend upon me.”

r. Trotter made another bow, and turned to
depart, when Mr. Pickwick thrust a guinea into his
hand.

“You're a fine fellow,” said Mr. Pickwick, ¢ and
I admire your goodness of heart. No thanks. Re-
member—celeven o’clock.”

“There is no fear of my forgetting it, sir,” re-
plied Job Trotter. With these words he left the

room followed by Sam.
] sny,’wthe latter, “ not a bad notion that

’ere crying. R cry like a rain-water spout in a
shower, on such good terms. How do you do it?”
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«1t comes fronr the heart, Mr. Walker,” replied
Job, solemnly, ¢ Good morning, sir.”

“ You’re a soft customer, you are;—we’re got
it all qut o’ you, any how,” thought Mr. Weller,
as Job walked away.

We cannot state the precise nature of the
thoughts which passed through Mr. Trotter’s mind,
because we don’t know what they were.

The day wore on, evening came, and at a little
before ten o’clock Sam Weller reported that Mr.
Jingle and Job had gone out together, thae their
luggage was packed up, and that they had ordered
a chaise. The plot was cvidcntly’n cxecution, as
Mr. Trotter had foretold.

Half-past ten o’clock arrived, and it was time for
M. Pickwick to issue forth on his delitate errand.
Resisting Sam’s tender of his great coat, in order
that he might have no incumbrance in scaling the
wall, he set forth, followed by his attendant.

There was a bright moon, but it was behind the
clouds. It was a fine dry night, but it was most
uncommonly dark. Paths, hedges, fields, houses,
and trees, were enveloped in one decp shade. The
atmospherc was hot and su try, the summer light-
ning quivered fainily on the verge of the horizon,
and was the only ~ight that varied the dull gloom
in which cvery thing was wrapped—sound there
was none except the distant barking of some rest-
less house-dog.

They found the house, read the brass-plate,
walked round the wall, and stopped at that portion
of it which divided them from the bottom of the
garden,

“You will return to the ign, Sam, when you

have assisted me over,” said Mr. Pickwick.
«“ Werry well, sir.”

“ And you will sit up, till I retur
«Cert’nly, sir.” .
ok
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% Take hold of my leg; and when I say ¢ Over,’
raise me gently.”

« All right, sir,”

Having settled these preliminaries, Mr. Pick-
wick grasped the top of the wall, and gave the
word “Over,”- which was very literally obeyed.
Whether his body partook in some degree of the
elasticity of his mind, or whether Mr. Weller's
‘hotions of a gentle push were of a somewhat rough-
er description than Mr. Pickwick’s, the immediate
effect of his assistance was to jerk that immortal
gentleman comppletely over the wall on to the bed
bencath, where, after crushing three gooseberry
bushes and a rose-tree, he finally alighted at full
length.

“ You Ha'n’t hurt yourself, 1 hope, sir,’”’ said
Sam, in a loud whisper, as soon as he recovered
from the surprise conscquent upon the mysterious
disappearance of his master.

“I have not hurt myself, Sam, certainly,” re-
plied Mr. Pickwick, from the other side of the
wall, “ But 1 rather think that you have hurt me.”

“] hope not, sir.” said Sam.

“ Never mind,” said Mr. Pickwick, rising, «it’s
nothing but a few scratches. Go away, or we shall
be overheard.”

¢ Good-bye, sir.”

“ Good-bye.”

With stealthy steps Sam Weller departed, leaving
Mr. Pickwick alone in the garden.

Lights occasionally appeared in the different
windows of the house, or glanced from the stair-
¢asex, as if the inmates were retiring to rest.  Not
caring to go too near the door, until the appointed
time, Mg Pickwick crouched into an angle of the
wall, an’\tﬁted its arrival,

It was aMétuation which might well have de-
pressed the spirits of many a man. Mr. Pickwick,
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however, felt neither depression nor misgiving.
He knew that his purpose was in the main a good
one, and he placed implicit reliance on the high-
minded Job. 1t was dull, certainly; not to say,
dreary ; but a contemplative man can always em-
ploy himself in meditation. Mr. Pickwick had
meditated himsclf into a doze, when he was roused
by the chimes of the neighbouring church ringing
out the hour—half past cleven. .

« That’s the time,” thought Mr. Pickwick, get-
ting cautiously on his feet. He looked up at the
house. The lights had disappeared, and the shut-
ters were closed—all in bed no d8ubt. He wa ked
on tip-toe to the door, and gave a gentle tap. Two
or thrce minutes passing without any reply, he
gave another tap rather louder, and then another
rather louder than that.

At length the sound of feet was audible upon
the stairs, and then the light of a candle shone
through the key-hole of the door. There was a
good decal of unchaining and unbolting, and the
door was slowly opened. ’

Now the door opened outwards : and as the door
opened tider and wider, Mr. Pickwick receded
behind it, more and more. What was his astonish-
ment when he just peeped.out, by way of caution,
to sce that the person who had opened it was—not
Job Trotter, but a servant-girl with a candle in her
hand! Mr. Pickwick drew in his head again,
with the swiftness displayed by that admirable
melo-dramatic performer, Punch, when he lies in
wait for the flat-headed comedian with the tin box
of music.

“It must have been thg cat, Sarah,” said the
girl, addressing herself to some one jn the house.

“ Puss, puss, puss—tit, tit, tit.”

But no animal being decoyed bf these blandish-
ments, the girl slowly closed the door, and ¢e-fast-
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ened it ; leavin% Mr. Pickwick drawn up straight
against the wall.

* This is very curious,” thought Mr. Pickwick.
% They are sitting up beyond their usual haur, I
suppose. Extremely unfortunate, that they should
have chosen this night of all others, for such a
Rijrpose—exceedingly.” And with these thoughts,

r. Pickwick cautiously retired to the angle of
the wall in which he had been before ensconced ;
waiting until such time as he might decm it safe
to repeat the signal.

He had not been here five minutes, when a vivid
flash of lightning*was followed by a loud peal of
thunder that crashed and rolled away in the dis-
tance with terrific noisc—then came another flash
of lightning, btighter than the other, and a second
peal of thunder louder than the first; and then
down came the rain, with a force and fury that
swept every thing before it.

Mr. Pickwick was perfectly aware that a tree
is a very dangerous neighbour in a thunder-storm.
Hec had a tree on his right, a tree on his left, a
third before him, and a fourth behind. If he re-
mained where he was, he might fall the victim of
an accident; if he showed himsclf in the centre of
the garden, he might be consigned to a constable;
—once or twice he tried to scale the wall, but
having no other legs this time than those with
which Nature had furnished him, the only cffect
of his struggles was to inflict a variety of very un-
pleasant gratings on his knees and shins, and to
throw him into a state of the most profuse perspi-
ration.

¢ What a dreadful situation,” said Mr. Pick-
wick, pausing to wipe his brow after this exercise.
He looked Mhe house—all was dark. They
must be gone tdbed now. Ile would try the sig-
'al again.
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He walked on tip-toe across the moist gravel,
and tapped at the door. He held his breath, and
listened at the key-hole. No reply; very odd.
Another knock. l?’lc listened agamn. There was
a low.whispering inside, ind then a voice cricd—

“« Who’s there 1”

“ That’s not Job,” thought Mr. Pickwick, hasti-
ly drawing himself straight up against the wall
again. “IUs a woman.”

He had scarcely had time to form this conclu-
sion, when a window above stairs, was thrown up,
and three or four female voices repeated thequery
—« Who's there 1"

Mr. Pickwick dared not move hand or foot. It
was clear that the whole establishment was roused.
He made up his mind to remain where he was un-
til the alarm had subsided : and then fo make a su-
pernatural effort, and get over the wall, or perish
in the attempt.

Lake all Mr. Pickwick’s determinations, this was
the best that could be made under the circum-
stances; bat, unfortunately, it was founded upon the
assumption that they would not venture to open
the door again.  What was his discomfiture, when
he heard the chain and bolts withdrawn, and saw
the door slowly opening wider and wider! He re-
treated into the corner, step by step; but do what
he would, the interposition of his own person, pre-
vented its being opened to its utmost widih.

“ Who’s there ?” screamed a numerous chorus of
treble voices from the stair-case inside, consisting
of the spinster lady of the establishment, three
teachers, five female servants, and thirty boarders,
all half-dressed, and in a forest of curl-papers.

Of course Mr. Pickwick didp’t say who was there:
and then the burden of the chorus changed into—
“Oh! I am so frightened.”

“ Cook,” said the lady abbess, wib took care to
be on the top stair, the very last of the growp—
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«Cook, why don’t you go a little way into the
garden ?” '

“Please ma’am, I don’t like,” responded the cook.

« What a stupid thing that cook is,” said the
thirty boarders. ‘ .

% Cook,” said the lady abbess, with great digni-
ty ; don’t answer me, if you please. 1 insist upon
your looking into the garden, immediately.”

Here the cook began to cry, and the house-maid
#aid it was a “shame!” for which partisanship she
received as month’s warning on the spot.

“ Do you hear, cook !” said the lady abbess,
stamping her foot, impatiently.

“ Don’t you hear your misses, cook ”’ said the
three teachers.

“ What an impudent thing, that cook is!” said
the thirty b8arders.

The unfortunate cook, thus strongly urged, ad-
vanced a step or two, and holding her candle just
where it prevented her seeing any thing at all, de-
clared there was nothing there, and it must have
been the wind; and the door was just going to be
closed in consequence, when an inquisitive boarder,
who had been peeping between the hinges, set up a
fearful screaming, which called back the cook and
the housemaid, and all the more adventurous, in no
time.

“ What is the matter with Miss Smithers 7"’ said
the lady abbess, as the aforesaid Miss Smithers
proceeded to go into hysterics of four young lady

ower.

¢ Oh, Miss Smithers dear,” said the other nine-
and-twenty boarders.

“Oh, the man—the man—behind the door!”’
screamed Miss Smithers,

The lady abbess no sooner heard this appalling
cry, (hnn(s\e\retremed to her own bed-room, dou-
ble-locked thwdoor, and fainted away all comfort-
ably. The boarders, and the teachers, and the ser-
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vants, fcll back. upon the stairs, and upon each
other ; and never was such a screaming, and faint-
ing, and struggling, beheld. In the midst of the
tumulf, Mr. Pickwick emerged from his conceal-
ment, and presented himself amongst them.

« Ladiecs—dcar ladies,”” said Mr. Pickwick.

% Oh, he says we’re dear,” cried the oldest and
ugliest teacher. ¢ Oh the wretch.”

« Ladies,” roared Mr. Pickwick, rendered des-
perate by the danger of his situation. % Hear me.
I am no robber. I want the lady of the hopse.”

«Oh, what a ferocious monster!”” screamed an-
other teacher. “He wants Miss Momkins.”

Here there was a general scream.

“Ring the alarm bell, somebody,” cried a dozen
voices. ’

« Don’t—don’t,” shouted Mr. Pickwick. ¢ Look
at me. Do T look like a robber? My dear ladies
—you may bind me hand and leg, or lock me up
in a closet, if you like. Only hear what I have
got to say—only hear me.”

“ [low did you come in our garden?” faltered
the house-maid.

“Call the lady of the house, and I'll tell her
every thing—cvery thing:” said Mr. Pickwick, ex-
erting his lungs to the utmost pitch. ¢ Call her—
only be'quiet, and call her, and you shall hear
every thing,”

It might have been Mr. Pickwick’s appearance,
or it might have been his manner, or it might have
been the temptation—so irresistible to a female
mind—of hcaring something at present enveloped
in mystery, that reduced the more reasonable por-
tion of the establishment (some four individuals) to
a state of comparative quiet. By them it was pro-
posed, as a test of Mr. Pickwick’s sincefity, that he
should immediately submit to personal restraint;
and that gentleman having consented to hold a,con-
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ference with Miss Tomkins, from the interior of a
closet in which the day boarders hung their bonnets
and sandwich-bags, he at once stepped into it, of
his own accord, and was. securely locked in. This
revived the others; and Miss Tomkins having been
brought to, and brought down, the conference began.

“ What did you do in my garden, man?”’ said
Miss Tomkins, in a faint voice,

« “I came to warn you, that one of your young
ladies wag, going to clope to-night,” rcplied Mr.
Pickwjick, from the interior of the closet.

“ Elope!” exclaimed Miss Tomkins, the three
teachers, the thitty boarders, and the five servants.
“ Who with 7

¢ Your friend, Mr. Charles Fitzmarshall.”

“ My fricnd! 1 don’t know any such person.”

“ W'?::ll: Mr. Jingle, then.”

“I never heard the name in my life.”

“Then I have been deceived, and deluded,” said
Mr. Pickwick. « 1 have been the victim of a con-
spiracy—a foul and base conspiracy. Send to the
Angel, my dear ma’am, if you dow’t believe me.
Send to the Angel for Mr. Pickwick’s man-scrvant,
[implore you, ma'am.”

« He must be respectable—he keeps a man-ser-
vant,” said Miss Tomkins to the writing and ci-
phering governess.

“1t’s my opinion, Miss Tomkins,” said the wri-
ting and ciphering governess, © that his man-ser-
vant keeps him. I think he’s a madinan, Miss
Tomkins, and the other’s his keeper.”

“1 think you are very right, Miss Gwynn,” re-
sponded Miss Tomhins. ¢ Let two of the servants
repair to the Angel, and let the others remain here,
to protect us.”

So two ¥ the servants were despatched to the
Angelin search of Mr. Samuel We ler: and the re-
maiging three stopped behind to protect Miss Tom-
kins, and the three teachers, and the thirty boarders.
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And Mr. Pickwick sat down in the closet, beneath
a grove of sandwich bags, and awaited the return
of the messengers, with all the philosophy and for-
titude he could summon to his aid.

An hour and a half elapsed before they came
back, and when they did come, Mr. Pickwick re-
cognised, in addition to the voice of Mr. Samuel
Weller, two other voicces, Lthe tones of which struck
familiarly on his ear: but whose they were, ha
could not for the life of him call to ming.

A very bricf conversation ensued. The, door
was unlocked.  Mr. Pickwick stepped out of the
closet, and found himself in the presence of the
whole establishment of Westgate House, Mr. Sa-
muel Weller, and—old Wardle, and his destined
son-in-law, Mr. T'rundle! .

“DMy dear friend,” said Mr. Pickwick, running
forward and grasping Wardle’s hand, “my dear
friend, pray, for lleaven’s sake, explain to this lady
the unfortunate and dreadful situation in which T
amn placed. You must have heard it from my ser-
vant ; say, at all events, my dear fellow, that [ am
neither a robber nor a madman.”

“ [ have said so, my dear friend. I.have said so
already,” replied Mr. Wardle, shaking the right
hand of his fricud, while Mr Trundle shook the
left.

« And whoever says, or has said, he is,” inter-
poscd Mr. Weller, stepping forward, ¢ says that
which is not the truth, but so far from it, on the
contrairy, quite the rewerse.  And if there’s any
number o’ men on these here premises as has said
50, I shall be werry happy to give ’em all a werry
convincing proof o’ their being mistaken, in this hete
werry room, if these werry respectableladies’ll have
the goodness to retire, and order ’em up, one at a
time.” llaving delivered this deiance with great
volubility, Mr. Weller struck his open palm gm-
phatically with his clenchtd fist, and winkced plea-

PART 1L 10
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santly on Miss Tomkins, the intensity of whose hor-
ror at his supposing it within the bounds of possi-
bility that there could be any men on the premises
of Westgate House Establishment for Young La-
dies, it is impossible to describe.

Mr. Pickwick’s explanation having been alrcady

rtially made, was soon concluded. But neither
1n the course of his walk home with his friends, nor
aflerwards when seated before a blazing fire at the
supper he s& much needed, could a single observa-
tionbe drawn from him. He seemed bewildered and
amazed. Once, and only once, he turned round to
Mr. Wardle, and*said,

¢ How did you come here 1”

“ Trundle and 1 came down here, for some good
shooting on tHfe first,” replied Wardle. «“We ar-
rived to-night and were astonished to hear from
your servant that you werc here too. But I am
glad you are,” said the jolly old fellow, slapping
him on the back. «1 amglad youare. We shall
have a jolly party on the first, and we’ll give Win-
kle another chance—eh, old boy 1~

Mr. Pickwick made no reply; he did not even
ask after his friends at Dingley Dell, and shortly
afterwards retired for the night, desiring Sam to
fetch his candle when he rung.

The bell did ring in due course, and Mr. Weller
presented himself.

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking out from
under the bed-clothes.

& Sir,” said Mr. Weller.

Mr. Pickwick paused, and Mr. Weller snuffed
the candle.

“ Sam,” said Mr. Rickwick again, as if with a
desperate effort.

& Sir,” said Mr. Weller, once more.

“ Where is that Trotter1”

s Job, sir 1°

“ Yes.”
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“Gone, sir.” _

“ With his master, I suppose ?*’

“ Friend or master, or whatever he is, he’s gone
with him,” replied Mr. YVeller. « There’s a pair
on ’em, sir.”

« Jingle suspected my design, and set that fellow
on you, with this story, I supposc?” said Mr. Pick-
wick, half choking.

« Just that, sir,”’ replied Mr. Weller.

« It was all false, of course?”

“All, sir,” replied Mr. Weller. “Reg’lar do,
sir; artful dodge.” -

“ I don’t think he’ll escape us guite so easily the
next time, Sam 7 said Mr. Pickwick..

« ] don’t think he will, sir.”

“ Whenever I meet that Jingle again, wherever
it is,” said Mr. Pickwick, raising himfelf in bed, and
indenting his pillow with a tremendous blow, « I’ll
inflict personal chastisement on him, in addition to
the exposure he so richly merits. I will or my
name is not Pickwick.”

“ And venever I catches hold o’ that there melan-
cholly chap with the black hair,”” said Sam, «if 1
don’t bring some real water into his eyes, for once
in a way, my name a'n’t Weller. Good night, sir.”

[
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CHAPTER XVIL

SHOWING THAT AN ATTACK OF RHEUMATISM, IN fOM}
CASES, ACTS AS Q QUICKENER TO INVENTIVE GENIUS.

TuE constitution of Mr. Pickwick, though able to
sustain a very considerable amount of ¢xertion and
fatigue, was not proof against such a combination
of attacks as he had undergone on the memorable
night recorded in the last chapter. The process
of being washed in the night air, and rough-dried
in a close closct, is us dangerous as it is peculiar.
Mr. Pickwick was laid up with an attack of rhcu-
matism.

But although the bodily powers of the great man
were thus impaired, his mental energies retained
their pristine vigour. His spirits were clastic; his
good humour was restored. Fven the vexation
consequent upon his recent adventure had vanished
from his mind; and he could join in the hearty laugh-
ter which any allusion to it ¢xcited in Mr. a’nr le,
without anger and without embarrassment.  Nay,
more. During the two days Mr. Pickwick was con-
fined to his bed, Sam was his constant attendant.
On the first, he cndeavoured to amuse his master
by anecdote and convérsation ; on the second Mr.
Pickwick demanded his writing-desk, and pen and
ink, and was deeply engaged during the whole day.
On the third, being able tosit up in his bed-chamber,
he d8spatched his valet with a message to Mr.
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Wardle and Mr. Trundle, intimating that if they
would take their wine there, that evening, they
would greatly oblige him. The invitation was
most«willingly accepted ;'and when they were seat-
ed over their wine, Mr. Pickwick with sundry
blushes, produced the following little tale, as having
been “edited ” by himself, during his recent indis-
position, from his notes of Mr. Weller’s unsophis-
ticated recital. .

¢ THE PARISH CLERK—A TALE OF TRUE LVE.

“OncE upon a time, in a-very snfall country town,
at a considerable distance from London, there lived
a little man named Nathaniel Pipkin, who was the
parish clerk of the little town, and lived in a little
house in the little high street, within ten minutes’
walk of the little church ; and who was to be found
every day from nine till four, teaching a little learn-
ing to the little boys. Nathaniel Pipkin was a
harmless, inoffensive, good-natured being, with a
turned-up nose, and rather turned-in legs, a cast in
his eye, and a halt in his gait; and he divided his
time between the church and his school, verily be-
lieving that there existed not, on the face of the
earth, so clever a man as the curate, so imposing
an apartment as the vestry-room, or so well ordered
a seminary as hisown. Once, and only once, in his
life, Nathaniel Pipkin had seen a bishop—a real
bishop, with his arms in lawn sleeves, and his head
in a wig. He had seen him walk, and heard him
talk at a confirmation, on which momentous occa-
sion Nathaniel Pipkin was so overcome with reve-
rence and awe, when the aforesaid bishop laid" his
hand on his head, that he fainted right clean away,
and was borne out of church in the arms of the
beadle.

“This was a great event, a tremendous e, in
Nathaniel Pipkin’s life, and it was about the only

10+
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one that had ever occurred to rufilé the smooth cur-
rent of his quiet existence, when happening one
fine afternoon, in a fit of mental abstraction, to
raise his eyes from the slite on which he was de-
vising some tremendous problem in compound addi-
tion for an offending urchin to solve, they suddenly
resied on the blooming countenance of Maria Lobbs,
the only daughter of old Lobbs the great saddler
oter the way. Now, the eyes of Mr. Pipkin had
rested on the pretty face of Maria Lobbs many a
time and oft before, at church and clsewherce : but
the eyes of Magia Lobbs had never looked so
bright, the cheeks of Maria Lobbs had never looked
so ruddy, as upon this particular occasion. No
wonder then, that Nathaniel Pipkin was unable to
take his eyes Yrom the countenance of Miss Lobbs;
no wonder that Miss Lobbs, finding herself stared
at by a young wman, withdrew her head from the
window out of which she had been peceping, and
shut the casement and pulled down the blind; no
wonder that Nathanicl Pipkin, immediatcly there-
after, fcll upon the young urchin who had previous-
ly offended, and cuffed and knocked him to his
heart’s content. All this was very natural, and
there’s nothing at all to wonder at about it.

« It ¢s matter of wonder, though, that any onc of
Mr. Nathaniel Pipkin’s retiring disposition, nervous
temperament, and most particularly diminutive in-
come, should from this day forth, have dared to as-
pire to the hand and heart of the only daughter of
the fiery old Lobhs—of old Lobbs the great saddler,
who could have bought up the whole village at one
stroke of his pen, and never felt the outlay—old
Lobbs, who was well known to have heaps of mo-
ney, invested in the bank at the nearest market
town—who was reported to have countless and in-
exhaustible trcasures, hoarded up in the little iron
safeWith the big key-hole, over the chimney-piece
in the back parlour—and who, it was well known,
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on festive occasions garnished his board with a real
silver tea-pot, cream ewer, and sugar-basin, which
he was wont, in the pride of his heart, to boast
should be his daughter’s property when she found
a man to her mind. 1 repeat it, to be a matter of
profound astonishnient andintense wonder, that Na-
thanicl Pipkin should have had the temerity to cast
his eyes in this direction.  But love is blind, and
Nathanicl had a cast in his eye; and perhaps thesSe
two circumstances, taken together, prévented his
secing the matter in its proper light. h

* Now, if old Lobbs had c¢ntertgined the most re-
mote or distaut idea of the state of the aftections
of Nathanicel Pipkin, he would just have razed the
school-roem to the ground, or exterminated its mas-
ter from the surface of the earth,or committed some
other outrage and atrocity of an equally ferocious
and violent description; for he was a terrible old
fellow that Lobbs, when his pride was injured, or
his blood was up.  Swear!  Such trains of oaths
would come rolling and pealing over the way, some-
times when he was denouncing the idleness of the
bony apprentice with the thin legs, that Nathaniel
Pipkin would shake in his shoes with horror, and
the hair of the pupils’ heads would stand on end
with fright.

“ Well, day after day, when school was over, and
the pupils gone, did Nathaniel Pipkin sit himself
down at the front window, and while he feigned
to be reading a book, throw sidclong glances over
the way in scarch of the bright eycs of Maria
Lobbs; and he hadn’t sat there many days, before
the bright eyes appeared at an upper window, ap-
parently decply engaged in reading too. This was
delightful, and gladdening to the heart of Nathan-
iel Pipkin. It was something to sit there for hours
together and look upon that pretty face when the
eyes were cast down; but.when Maria Lobbs bdgan
to raise her eyes from her book, and dart their rays
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in the direction of Nathaniel Pipkin, his delight and
admiration were perfectly boundless. At last,one
day when he knew old Lobbs was out, Nathaniel
Pipkin had the temerity to kiss his hand to Maria
Lobbs; and Maria Lobbs, instead of shutting the
window, and pulling down the blind, kissed hers to
him, and smiled. Upon which Nathaniel Pipkin de-
termined that come what might he would develope
the state of his feclings, without farther delay.

A prettier foot, a gayer heart, a more dimpled
face, or a smarter form, never bounded so lightly
over the earth they graced, as did those of Maria
Lobbs, the ‘old saddler’s daughter. There was a
roguish twinkle in her sparkling eyes, that would
have made i{s way to far less susceptible bosoms
than that of Nathaniel Pipkin ; and there was such
a joyous sound in her merry laugh, that the sternest
misanthrope must have smiled to hear it. Even
old Lobbs himself in the very height of his ferocity,
couldi:’t resist the coaxing of his pretty daughter ;
and when she, and her cousin Kate—an arch, im-
pudent-looking, bewitching little person—made a
dead set upon the old man together, as, to say the
truth, they very often did, he could have refused
them nothing, even had they asked for a portion of
the countless and inexhaustible treasures, which
were hidden from the light, in the iron safe.

« Nathaniel Pipkin’s heart beat high within him,
when he saw this enticing little couple some hun-
dred yards before him, one summer’s evening, in
the very field in which he had many a time strolled
about till night-time, and pondered on the beauty
of Maria Lobbs. But though he had often thought
then how briskly he would walk up to Maria Lobbs
and tell her of his passion if he could only meet her,
he felt, now that she was unexpectedly before him,
all the blood in his body mounting to his face, ma-
nifestly to the great detriment of his legs, which,
deprived of their usual portion, trembled beneath
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him.  When they stopped to gather a hedge flower,
or listen to a bird, Nathaniel Pipkin stopped too,
and pretended to be absorbed in meditation, as in-
deced he really was; forthe was thinking what on
carth he should ever do, when they turned back, as
they inevitably mustin time, and meet him face to
face. But though he was afraid to make up to
them, he couldn’t bear to lose sight of them; so
when they walked faster he walked faster, when
they lingered he lingered, and when they stopped
he stopped; and so they might have gone on, till
the darkness prevented them, if Kate had not looked
slyly back, and encouragingly bedkoned Nathaniel
to advance. There was something in Kate’s man-
ner that was not to be resisted, and so Nathaniel
Pipkin complicd with the invitation® and after a
great deal of blushing on his part, and immoderate
laughter on that of the wicked little cousin, Natha-
niel Pipkin went down on his knees on the dewy
grass and declared his resolution to remain there
for cver, unless he was permitted to rise the accept-
cd lover of Maria Lobbs Upon this, the merry
laughter of Maria Lobbs rang through the calm
evening ait—without seeming to disturb it, though ;
it had such a pleasant sound—and the wicked little
cousin laughed more immoderately than before, and
Nathanicl Pipkin blushed deeper than ever. At
length, Maria Lobbs being more strenuously urged
by the love-worn little mman, turned away her head,
and whispered her cousin to say, or at all cvents
Kate did say, that she felt much honoured by Mr.
Pipkin’s addresses, that her hand and heart were
at her father’s disposal, but that nobody could be
inscnsible to Mr. Pipkin’s megits. As all this was
said with much gravity, and as Nathaniel Pipkin
walked home with Maria Lobbs, and struggled for
a kiss at parting, he went to bed a happy man, and
dreamed all night long, of softening old Lobbs, ozen-
ing the strong box, and marrying Maria.
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“The next day, Nathaniel Pipkin saw old Lobbs
go out upon his old gray pony, and after a great
many signs at the window from the wicked little cou-
sin, the object and meaning of which he could by no
means understand, the bony apprentice with the
thin legs came over to say that his master wasn’t
coming home all night, and that the ladies expected
Mr. Pipkin to tea, at six o’clock precisely. How

«sthe lessons were got through that day, neither Na-
thaniel Pipkin nor his pupils knew any more thau
you.do; but they were got through somehow, and,
after the boys had gone, Nathaniel Pipkin took till
full six o’glock %o dress himself to his satisfaction;
not that it took long to select the garments he
should wear, inasmuch as he had no choice about
the matter,ebut the putting them on to the best
advantage, and touching them up previously, was
a task of no inconsiderable difficulty or importance.

“There was a very snug little party, consisting of
Maria Lobbs and her cousin Kate, and three or
four romping, good-humoured, rosy-cheeked girls.
Nathaniel Pipkin had ocular demonstration of the
fact, that even the rumours of old Lobbs’s treasures
were not exaggerated. There were the real solid
silver tea-pot, cream-ewer, and sugar-basin, on the
table, and real silver spoons to stir the tea with,
and real china cups to drink it out of, and plates
of the same, to hold the cakes and toast in. The
only eye-sore in the whole place, was another cou-
sin of Maria Lobbs’s, and brother of Kate, whom
Maria Lobbs called ‘Henry,’ and who seemed to
keep Maria Lobbs all to himself, up in one corner
of the table. It's a delightful thing to see affection
#x-familics, but it may be carried rather too far,
##d Nathaniel Pipkih could not help thinking that
Maria Lobbs must be very particularly fond of her
relations, if she paid as much attention to all of
them as to this individual cousin. After tea, too,
when the wicked little cousin proposed a game: at
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blind man’s buff, it somehow or other happened
that Nathaniel Pipkin was nearly always blind,
and whenever he laid his hand upon the male cou-
sin, he was sure to find that Maria Lobbs was not
far off  And though the wicked little cousin and
the other girls pinched him, and pulled his hair, and
ﬂlsbed chairs in his way, and all sorts of things,

aria Lobbs never seemed to come near him at
all; and once—once—Nathaniel Pipkin could haven
sworn he heard the sound of a kiss, followed by a
faint remonstrance from Maria Lobbs, and a half-
suppressed laugh from her female friends. All
this was odd—very odd—and thére is no saying
what Nathaniel Pipkin might or might not have
done, in consequence, if his thoughts had not been
suddenly directed into a new channel.,

“ The circumstance which directed his thoughts
into a new channel was a loud knocking at the
street-door, and the person who made this loud
knocking at the strcet door, was no other than old
Lobbs himself, who had unexpcctedly returned,
and was hammering away, like a coffin-maker: for
he wanted his supper. The alarming intelligence
was no sooner communicated by the bony appren-
tice with the thin legs, than the girls tripped up
stairs to Maria Lobbs’s bed-room, and the male
cousin and Nathaniel Pipkin were thrust into a
couple of closets in the sitting-room, for want of any
better places of concealment; and when Maria
Lobbs and the wicked little cousin had stowed
them away, and put the room to rights, they opened
the strect-door to old Lobbs, who had never left
off knocking since he first began.

“Now it did unfortunately happen that old Lobbs
being very hungry was monstrous cross. Nathaniel
Pipkin could hear him growling away like an old
mastiff with a sore throat; and whenever the un-
fortunate apprentice with the thin legs came into
the room, so surely did old ‘Lobbs commence swear-
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ing at him in a most Saracenic and ferocious man-
ner, though apparently with no other end or object
than that of easing his bosom by the discharge of a
few superfluous oaths. At length some supper,
which had been warming up, was placed oh the
table, and then old Lobbs fell to, in regular style;
and, having made clear work of it in no time, kissed
his daughter, and demanded his pipe.

& Nature had placed Nathaniel Pipkin’s knecs in
very close juxtaposition, but when he heard old
Lobbg demand his pipe, they knocked together, as
if they were going to reduce cach other to powder ;
for, depending frém a couple of hooks, in the very
closet in which he stood, was a large brown-stem-
med, silver-bowled pipe, which pipe he himsclf had
seen in the gouth of old Lobbs, regularly cvery
afternoon and evening, for the last five years. The
two girls went down stairs for the pipe, and up
stairs for the pipe, and every where but where they
knew the pipe was, and old Lobbs stormed away
mean while, in the most wonderful manner. At last
he thought of the closet, and walked up to it. It
was of no use a little man like Nathaniel Pipkin
pulling the door inwards, when a great strong fel-
low like old Lobbs was pulling it outwards. Old
Lobbs just gave it one tug, and open it flew, dis-
closing Nathanicl Pipkin standing bolt upright in-
side, and shaking with apprchension from head to
foot. Bless us! what an appalling look old Lobbs
gave him, as he dragged him out by the collar, and
held him at arm’s length.

«¢« Why, what do you want here? said old Lobbs,
in a fearful voice.

« Nathaniel Pipkin could make no reply, so cld
Lobbs shook him backwards and forwards, for two
or three minutes, by way of arranging his ideas for
him.

“e What do you want here?”” roared Lobbs, ¢1
suppose you have come after my daughter, now.”
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# Old Lobbs merely said this as a sneer; for he
did not believe that mortal presumption could have
carried Nathaniel Pipkin so far. What was his
indignation when that poor man replied—

“+¢¥Yes, I did Mr. Lobbs—I did come after your
daughter. I love her, Mr. Lobbs.’

“¢« Why you snivelling, wry-faced little villain,’
gasped old Lobbs, paralyzed at the atrocious con-
fession ; ‘ what do you mean by that? Say this to mg
face! Why, I'll throttle you. ”

« It is by no means improbable, that old Lobbs
would have carried his threat into execution, in the
excess of his rage, if his arm had not been stayed
by a very unexpccted apparition, to wit, the male
cousin, who stepping out of his closct, and walking
up to old Lobbs, said— ,

«¢] cannot allow this harmless person, sir, who
has been asked here, in some girlish frolic, to take
upon himself, in a very noble manner, the fault (if
fault it is) which I am guilty of, and am ready
to avow. I love your daughter, sir; and I ¢ame
here for the purpose of meeting her.’

« Old Lobbs opened his eyes very wide at this,
but not wider than Nathaniel Pipkin.

“¢«You did 7" said Lobbs: at fast finding breath
to speak.

“e] did. -

“¢ And I forbade you this housc, long ago.’

«<You did, or I should not have been here, ckan-
destinely, to-night.’

“[ am sorry to rccord it of old Lobbs, but I think
he would have struck the cousin,if his pretty daugh-
ter, with her bright eyes swimming in tears, had
not clung to his arm. ]

“¢Don’t stop him, Maria,’ éaid the young man:
¢if he has the will to strike me, let him. I would
not hurt a hair of his gray head, for the riches of
the world.’

“'The old man cast down his eyes at this reptBof,

PART II, 11
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and they met those of his daughter: I have hinted
once or twice before that they were very bright
eyes, and though they were tcarful now, their in-
fluence was by no means lessencd. Old Lobbs turn-
ed his head away, asif to avoid being persuaded by
them, when, as fortune would have it, he encoun-
tered the face of the wicked little cousin, who, half
afraid for her brother, and half laughing at Nathan-
f€i Pipkin, presented as bewitching an expression of
countenance with a touch of slyncss in it too, as
any fivan, old or young, nced look upon. She drew
" her arm coaxingly through the old man’s and whis-
pered something in his ear ; and do what he would,
old Lobbs couldn’t help breaking out into a smile,
while a tcar stole down his cheek, at the same time.

“ Five minates after this, the girls were brought
down from the bed-room with a great deal of gig-
gling and modesty; and while the young people
were making themselves perfectly happy, old Lobbs
got down the pipc, and smoked it; and it was a
remarkable circumstance about that particular pipe
of tobacco, that it was the most soothing and light-
ful 'one he ever smoked.

“ Nathanicl Pipkin thought it best to keep his
own counsel, and by so doing gradually rose into
high favour with old Lobbs, who taught him to
smoke in time ; and they used to sitoutin the gar-
den on the fine evenings, for many years afterwards,
smoking and drinking in great state. e soon re-
covered the effects of his attachment, for we find
his name in the parish register, as a witness to the
marriage of Maria Lobbsto her cousin; and it also
appears, by reference to other documecnts, that on
the night of the wedding, he was incarcerated in
the village cage, for hving in a state of extreme in-
toxication, committed sundry excesses in the streets,
in all of which he was aided and abetted by the
bory apprentice with the thin legs.”
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CHAPTER XVIIL

BRIEFLY ILLUSTRATIVE OF TWO POINTS ;—FIAST, THE
POWER OF HYSTERICS, AND, SEEONDLY, THE FORCE
OF CIRCUMSTANCES. .

For two days after the dejeune a® Mrs. Hunter’s,
the Pickwickians remained at Eatanswill, anxious-
ly awaiting the arrival of some intelligence from
their revered leader.  Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snod-
grass were once again left to their own means of
amusement ; for Mr. Winkle, in compliance with a
most pressing invitation, continued to reside at Mr.
Pott’s house, and devote his time to the companion-
ship of his amiable lady. Nor was the occasional
society of Mr. Pott himself, wanting to complete
their felicity. Deceply immersed in the intensity of
hisspeculations for the public weal,and the destruc-
tion of the Independent, it was not the habit of that
great man to descend from his mental pinnacle to
the humble level of ordinary minds. On this occa-
sion, however, and as if expressly in compliment to
any follower of Mr. Pickwick’s he unbent, relaxed,
stepped down from his pedestal, and walked upon
the ground: benignly adapting his remarks to the
comprehension of the herd, and sceming in outward
form, if not in spirit, to be one of them.

Such having been the demeanour of this cele-
brated public character towards Mr. Winkleeit will
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be readily imagined that considerable surprise was
depicted on the countenance of the latter gentle-
man, when, as he was sitting alonc in the break-
fast-room, the door was hastily thrown open, and as
hastily closed, on the cntrance of Mr. Pott, who,
stalking majestically towards him, and thrusting
aside his proffered hand, ground his teeth, as if to
put a sharper edge on what he was about to utter,
apd exclaimed, in a saw-like voice,—

“ Serpent}”

“Sig)” exclaimed Mr. Winkle, starting from his
chair.

«“Scrpent, sir,”srepeated Mr. Pott, raising his
voice, and thien suddenly depressing it; “I said,
Serpent, sir—make the most of it.”

Now when gou have parted with a man, at two
o’clock in the morning, on terms of the utmost good
fellowship, and he meets you again at half-past
nine, and greets you as a serpent, it is not unrcason-
able to conclude that something of an unpleasant
nature has occurred mean while. So Mr. Winkle
thought. He returned Mr. Pott’s gaze of stone, and
in compliance with that gentleman’s request, pro-
ceeded to make the most he could of the “serpent.”
The most, however, was just nothing at all; so,
after a profound silence of some minutes’ duration,
he said,—

“Scrpent, sir! Serpent, Mr. Pott! What can you
mean, sir —this is pleasantry.”

“Pleasantry, sir!” exclaimed Pott, with a motion
of the hand, indicative of a strong desire to hurl the
'Erit\annia metal tea-pot at the head of his visiter.

‘asantry, sir! but no, I will be calm; 1 will
alm, sir;” and in proof of his calmness, Mr.

" flung himself into & chair, and foamed at the
motth,

“ My dear sir,” interposed Mr. Winkle.

_;‘,,éo;- sir!” replied Pott. “ How dare you ad-
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dress me, as dear sir,sir? How dare you look me
in the face and do it?”

“ Well, sir, if you come to that,” responded Mr.
Winkle, “ how dare you look me in the face, and
call me a serpent, sir?”

“ Because you,arc onc,” replied Mr. Pott.

“Prove it, sir,” said Mr. Winkle, warmly. “Prove
it.”’

A malignant scowl passed over the profound4ace
‘of the editor, as he drew from his spocket the In-
dependent of that morning; and laying.eis finger
on a particular paragraph, threw the journal across
the table to Mr. Winkle. .

That gentleman took it up, and read as follows:—

¢ Qur obscure and filthy contemporary, in some
disgusting obscrvations on the rocent clection, for
this borough, has presumed to violate the hallowed
sanctity of private life, and to refer, in a manner
not to be misunderstood, to the personal affairs of
our late candidate—ay, and notwithstanding his
base defeat, we will add, our future member, Mr.
Fizkin. What does our dastardly contemporary
mean? What would the ruffian say, if we, setting
at naught, like him, the decencies of social inter-
course, were to raise the curtain which happily
conceals his private life from general ridicule, not
to say from general exccration! What, if we were
even to point out, and comment on, facts and cir-
cumstances which are publicly notorious, and be-
held by every one, but our mole-eyed contempora-
ry—what if we were to print the following effusion,
which we received while we were writing the com-
mencement of this article, from a talented fellow-
townsman and corrcspondent :—

[ ]

«“<LINES TO A BRASS POT.

«¢0h Pott! if you'd known
How false she’d have grown,

11*
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When you heard the marriage bell’s tinkle;
You’d have done then, I vow,
‘What you cannot help now,

And handed her over to Wt ®ee*>

«What,” said Mr. Pott, solemnly—what rhymes
to ¢ tinkle,” villain 1”

« What rhymes to tinkle?” said Mrs. Pott, whose
entrance at the moment forestalled the reply.
“ What rhymés to tinkle? Why, Winkle, I shouﬁl
conceiv®:” and saying this, Mrs. Pott smiled sweetly
on the disturbed Pickwickian, and extended her
hand towards Lim. The agitated young man would
have accepted it, in his confusion, had not Pott in-
dignantly interposed.

« Back, ma’amh—back,” said the editor. “ Take
his hand before my very face!”’

« Mr. P.!”” said his astonished lady.

« Wretched woman, look here,”’ exclaimed the
husband. ¢ Look here, malam—¢ Lines to a brass
Pot’ ma’am. ¢Brass pot;’—that’s me, ma’am.
‘False she’d have grown;’—that’s you, ma’am—
you.”” With this ebullition of rage, which was not
unaccompanied with something like a tremble, at
the expression of his wife’s face, Mr. Pott dashed
the current number of the Eatanswill Independent
at her feet.

« Upon my word, sir,” said the astonished Mrs.
Pott, stooping to pick up the paper. “Upon my
word, sir.”’

Mr. Pott winced beneath the contemptuous gaze
of his wife. He had made a desperate struggle to
screw up his courage, but it was fast coming un-
screwed again, T

There appears nothing very tremendous in this
little sentence, « Upon my word, sir,” when it comes
to be read; but the tone of voice in which it was
delivewed, and the look that accompanied it, both
seeming to bear reference to some revenge to be
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thereafter wreaked upon the head of Pott, produced
their full effect upon him. The most unskilful ob-
server could have detected in his troubled counte-
nance, a readincss to résign his Wellington boots to
any efficient substitute who would have consented
to stand in them at that moment.

Mrs. Pott read the paragraph, uttered a loud
shriek, and threw herself at full length on the
hearth-rug, scrcaming, and tapping it with the
heels of her shoces, in a manner which could leave
no doubt of the propriety of her feclings orf'the oc-
casion. o

« My dcar,” said the terrified Pott,s»—«1I didn’t sa y
1 believed it;—I——" but the unfortunate man’s
voice was drowned in the screaming of his partner.

¢ Mrs. Pott, let me entreat you, my dear ma’am,
to compose yourself,” said Mr. Winkle; but the
shricks and tappings were louder, and more fre-
quent, than ever.

“My dear,” said Mr. Pott, “I am very sorry. If
you won’t consider your own health, consider me,
my dear. We shall have a crowd round the house.”

But the more strenuously Mr. Pott entreated, the
more vchemently the screams poured forth.

Very fortunately, however, attached to Mrs.
Pott’s person was a body-guard of onc ta
young lady whose ostensible employment was to
preside over her toilet, but who rendered herself
useful in a variety of ways, and in none more so
than in the particular department of constantly aid-
ing and abetting her mistress in every wish and in-
clination opposcd to the desires of the unhappy Pott.
The screams reached this young lady’s cars in due
course, and brought her tq the room with a speed
which threatened to derange materially, the very
exquisitc arrangement of her cap and ringlets.

«“Oh, my dcar, dear mistress!” exclaimed the
body-guard, kneeling frantically by the side#f the
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rostrate Mrs. Pott. ¢ Oh, my dear mistress, what
is the matter ¥’

« Your master—your brutal master,” murmured
the patient.

Pott was evidently giving way.

«It’s a shame,” said the body-guard, reproach-
fully. “I know he’ll be the death on you, ma’am.
Poor dear thing.”’

*He gave way more. The opposite party followed
up the attaak.

“ Oh..don’t leave me—don’t leave, Goodwin,”
murmured Mrs. Pott, clutching at the wrists of the
said Goodwin, witlf an hysteric jerk. “You’re the
only person that’s kind to me, Goodwin.”

Xt this affecting appeal, Goodwin got up a little
domestic tragedy of her own, and shed tears copi-
ously.

“{\Tevcr, ma’am—never,” said Goodwin. ¢ Oh,
sir, you should be careful—you should indecd ; you
don’t know what harm you may do Missis ; you'll
be sorry for it one day, I know—I've always said
so.”

h The unlucky Pott looked timidly on, but said no-
thing.

“%}oodwin,” said Mrs. Pott, in a soft voice.

« Ma’am,” said Goodwin.

“If.you only knew how I have loved that
man—"

“Don’t distress yourself by recollecling it,ma’am,”
said the body-guard.

Pott looked very frightened. It was time for a
clencher.

“ And now,” sobbed Mrs. Pott—* now, after all,
to be treated in this way; to be reproached and in-
sulted in the presence of a third party, and that
party alinost a stranger. But 1 will not submit to
ifs,Goodwin,” continued Mrs. Pott raising herself

4@ the arms of her attendant. My brother, the
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Li.eufenant, shall interfere. I’ll be separated, Good-
win.’

“It would certainly serve him right, ma’am,”
said Goodwin. .

Whatever thoughts the threat of a separation
might have awakened in Mr. Pott’s mind, he for-
bore to give uttcrance to them, and contented him-
self by saying with great humility,—

«“ My dear, will you hear me?”’ -

A fresh train of sobs was the ogly reply, as
Mrs. Pott grew more hysterical, requesteg to be
informed why she was ever born, and required
sundry other pieces of information of a similar de-
scription. '

“ My dcar,”’ remonstrated Mr. Pott, “ do not give
way to these sensitive feelings. I,never believed
that the paragraph had any foundation, my dear—
impossible. I wasonly angry, my dear—I may say
outrageous—with the Independent people for daring
to insert it; that’s all;” and Mr. Pott cast an im-
ploring look at the innocent cause of the mischief,
as if to entreat him to say nothing about the ser-

ent.

« And what steps, sir, do you mean to take to ob-
tain redress?” inquired Mr. Winkle, gaining cou-
rage as he saw Pott losing it.

« Oh, Goodwin,” observed Mrs. Pott, “does he
mean to horsewhip the editor of the Independent—
does he, Goodwin?”

« Hush, hush, ma’am ; pray keep yourself quiet,”
replied the body-guard, “ I'darc say he will, if you
wish it, ma’am.”

« Certainly,” said Pott, as his wife evinced de-
cid(I:d symptoms of going off again— of course I
shall.” ’

¢ When, Goodwin—when ?” said Mrs. Pott, still
undecided about the going off.

« Immediately, of course,” said Mr. Pott j'“ be-
fore the day is out.”
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¢« Oh, Goodwin,”®> resumcd Mrs. Pott, «it’s the
only way of meeting the slanderer, and setting me
rigzt with the world.”

« Certainly, ma’am,” replied Goodwin. “ No
man as is a man, ma‘am, could refuse to do it."”

So as the hysterics were still hovering about,
Mr. Pott said once more, that he would do it ; but
Mrs. Pott was so overcome at the bare idea of
hgving ever been suspected, that she was half-a-
dozen times gn the very verge of a rclapse, and most
unquestionably would have gonc ofl, had it not
been for the indefatigablc efforts of the assiduous
Goodwin, and rcpeated entreaties for pardon
from the confjuered Pott; and finally, when that
unhappy individual had been frightencd and
snubbed down_ to his proper level, Mrs. Pott re-
covered, and ':Ley went to breakfast.

“ You will not allow this base newspapcer slan-
der to shorten your stay here, Mr. Winkle?” said
Mrs. Pott, smiling through the traces of her tears.

“]1 hope not,” said Mr. Polt, actuated, as he
spoke, by an internal wish that his visiter would
choke himself with the morscl of dry toast which
he was raising to his lips at the moment: and so
terminate his stay effectually.

« I hope not.”

“ You are very good,” said Mr. Winkle; * but
a letter has been received from Mr. Pickwick—so
I'learn by a notc from Mr. Tupman, which was
brought up to my bed-room door, this morning—
in which he requests us to join him at Bury to-day;
and we are to leave by the coach at noon.”

“ But you will come back,” said Mrs. Pott.

# Oh, gertainly,” replied Mr. Winkle.

“You are quile sure?’ said Mrs. Pott, stealing
a tender look at her visiter.

“ Quite,” responded Mr. Winkle.

T{ze breakfast passed off in silence, for each
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member of the party was brooding over his or her
own personal grievances. Mrs. Pott was regret-
ting the loss of a beau; Mr. Pott his rash pledge
to horse-whip the Independent; and Mr. Winkle
his huving placed himself in so awkward a situa-
tion. Noon approached, and after many adieux
and promises to return, he tore himsclf away.

“If he ever comes back, I’ll poison him,”
thought Mr. Pott, as he turned into the little back
office where he prepared his thunderbolts.

“If T ever do come back, and mix mysel®up
with these people again,” theught Mr. Winkle, as
he wended his way to the Peacock, “J shall de-
serve to be horsewhipped myself—that’s all.”

His friends were ready, the coach was nearly so,
and in half an hour they were proceeding on their
Journey, along the road over which Mr. Pickwick
and Sam had so recently travelled, and of which,
as we have already said something, we do not feel
called upon to extract Mr. Snodgrass’s poetical and
beautiful description.

Mr. Weller was standing at the door of the An-
gel, ready to receive them, and by that gentleman
they were ushered to the apartment of Mr. Pick-
wick, where, to the no small surprise of Mr. Win-
kle and Mr. Snodgrass, and the no small embar-
rassment of Mr. Tupman, they found old Wardle
and Trundle.

«“How arc you?” said the old man, grasping
Mr. Tupman’s hand. “Don’t hang back, or look
scntimental about it; it can’t be helped, old fellow.
For her sake, I wish you’d had her; for your own,
I’m very glad you have not. A young fellow like
you, will do better one of these days—eh 7>  With
this consolation, old Wardle sfapped Mr. Tupman
on the back, and laughed heartily.

“ Well, and how are you, my fine fellows 1” said
the old gentleman, shaking hands with Mr. Wi
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kle and Mr. Snodgrass at the same time. ¢ 1 have
just been telling Pickwick that we must have you
all down at Christmas. We’re going to have a
wedding—a real wedding this time.”

“ A wedding!” exclaimed Mr. Snodgrass, turn-
ing very pale.

“Yes, a wedding. But don’t be frightened,”
said the good-humoured old man; «it’s only Trun-

*dle there, and Bella.”

« Oh, isthat all?” said Mr. Snodgrass, relieved
froma painful doubt which had fallen heavily on
his breast. “ Give you joy, sir. How is Joe!”

« Oh, hg;—very well,” replied the old gentle-
man. “Sleepy as ever.”

“ And your mother, and the clergyman, and all
of ’em1”

“ Quite well.”

« Where,” said Mr. Tupman, with an effort—
“ where is—she, sir?” and he turned away his
head, and covered his eyes with his hand. -

“«She !” said the old gentleman, with a knowing
shake of the head. “Do you mcan my single re-
lative—ch 1”

Mr. Tupman, by a nod, intimated that his ques-
tion aplied to the disappointed Rachael.

¢ Oh, she’s gone away,” said the old gentleman.
“ She's living at a relation’s far cnough off. She
couldn’t bear to sec the girls, so I let her go. But
come, hcre’s the dinner. You must be hungry
after your ride. I am, without any ride at all; so
let us fall to.”

Ample justicc was done to the meal; and when
they were seated round the table, after it had been
disposed of, Mr. Pickwick to the intense horror
and indignation of his followers, rclated the ad-
venture he had undergone, and the success which
had attended the base artifices of the diabolical

Jagle.
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% And the attack of rheumatism which I caught
in that garden,” said Mr. Pickwick, in conclusion,
“renders me lame at this moment.”

¢1, too, have had something of an adventure,”
said Mr. Winkle, with a smile; and, at the request
of Mr. Pickwick, he detailed the malicious libel
of the Eatanswill Independent, and the consequent
excitement of their fricnd, the editor.

Mr. Pickwick’s brow darkened, during the re-
cital. His friends observed it. and, when Mr.
Winkle had concluded, maintained a profound si-
lence. Mr. Pickwick struck the table emphati-
cally with his clenched fist, and wpoke as follows:

«]s it not a wonderful circumstance,” said Mr.
Pickwick, ¢“that we seem destined to enter no
man’s house, without involving him .in some de-
gree of trouble? Does it not, 1 ask, bespeak the
indiscretion, or, worse than that, the blackness of
heart—that 1 should say so!—of my followers,
that, beneath whatever roof they locate, they dis-
turb the peace of mind and happiness of some con-
fiding female? Is it not, I say 2

Mr. Pickwick would in all probability have gone
on for some time, had not the entrance of Sam, with
a letter, caused him to break off in his eloquent dis-
course. He passed his handkerchief across his fore-
head, took off his spectacles, wiped them, and put
them on again; and his voice had recovered its
wonted softness of tone, when he said,—

« What have you there, Sam?”’

« Callcd at the Post-ofticc just now, and found
this here letter, as has laid there for two days,” re-
plied Mr. Weller. “1It’s sealed vith a vafer, and
directed in round hand.”

“I don’t know this hand,¥ said Mr. Pickwick,
opening the letter. “ Mercy on us! what’s this?
It must be a jest ; it—it—can’t be true.”’

“ What’s the matter?”’ was the general inquij

’ PART IL 12
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¢ Nobody dead, is there 1 said Wardle, alarmed
at the horror in Mr. Pickwick’s countenance.

Mr. Pickwick made no reply, but pushing the
letter across the table, and desiring Mr. Tupman
to rcad it aloud, fell back in his chair with a look
of vacant astonislinent quite alarming to behold.

Mr. Tupman, with a trembling voice, rcad the
letter, of which the following is a copy : —
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Therc was something so impressive in the mute
astonishment with which cach man regarded his
neighbour, and every man regarded Mr. Pickwick,
that all scemed afraid to speak. The silence was
at length broken by Mr. Tupman.

“ Dodson and Fogg,” he repeated mechanically.

“ Bardell and Pickwick,” said Mr. Snodgrass,
musing.

“ Peace of mind and happiness of confiding fe-
males, murmured Mr. Winkle, with awe air of ab-
straction. - -

¢ [t’s a conspiracy,” said Mr. Pigkwick, at length
recovering the power of speceh;—¢“a base con-
spiracy between these two grasping attorneys, Dod-
son and Fogz.  Mrs. Bardell would never do it
—she hasn’t the heart to do it ;—she 1fasn’t the case
to do it.  Ridiculous—ridiculons.”

“Of her heart,” said Wardle, with a smile, “ you
should certainly be the best judge. I don’t wish
to discourage you, but I should certainly say of her
case. Dodson and Fogs are far better judges than
any ot us can be.”

“1's a vile atterapt to extort money,” said Mr.
Pickwick.

“1 hope it ix,” said Wardle with a short dry
cough.

“ Who cver heard me address her in any way
but that in which a lodzer would address his land-
lady 7’ continued Mr. Pickwick, with great vehe-
mence.  * Who cver saw mie with her? Not even
my friends here ?

“ Iixcept on one occasion,” said Mr. "T'upman.

Mr. Pickwick changed colour,

“Ah,” said Wardle. « Well, tha’s important.
T'here was nothing suspicious then, I suppose

Mr. Tupman glanced timidly at his leader.
“ Why,” he said, “there was nothing suspiciougs

- but—I don’t know how it happened, mind—she t,%"
tainly was reclining in his arms.”
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« Gracious powers !’ ejaculated Mr. Pickwick,.
as the recollection of the scene in question struck
forcibly upon him;—¢ what a dreadful instance of
the force of circumstances! So she was—so she
was.”

« And our friend was soothing her anguish,” said
Mr. Winkle, rather maliciously.

“ 8o I was,” said Mr. Pickwick ; “ I won’t deny

vit. Sol was.”

“ Hallo'?® said Wardle: «for a case in which
wheee’s nothing ~u~p1c1ous, this looks rather queer—
eh, Pickwick—eh ! Ah, sly dog—sly dog!” and he
Iauglwd till,the (rldw,s on the side-board rang again.

« What a dreadful conjunction of appearances !”
exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, resting his chin upon his
hands. ¢ Winkle—Tupman T beg your pardon
for the observations I made just now. We areall
the victims of circumstances, and 1 the greatest.”
With this apology, Mr. Pickwick buricd his head
in his hands, and ruminated ; while Wardle mca-
sured out a rcgular cirele of nods and winks, ad-
dressed to the other members of the company.

“ Tl have it explained though,” said Mr. Pick-
wick raising bis head, and hammering the table.
« 1°ll <ee this Dodson and Fogg. I’ll go to London
to-morrow.”

“Not to-morrow,” said Wardle; “you're too
lame.”

« Well then, next day.”

“ Next day is the first of September, and you’re

ledged to ride out with us, as far as Sir Geoffrey
%’Ianning’s arounds, at all eventsto meet us at Junch,
if you don’t take the tield.”

“ Well then, the day after,” said Mr. Pickwick;
“ Thursday.—Sam.”

« Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

% Take two places outside to London, on Thurs-

morning, for yourself and me.”

¢« Werry well, sir” -
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Mr. Weller left the room, and departed slowly
on his errand, with his hands in his pocket, and his
eyes fixed on the ground.

“ Rum feller, the hemperor,” said Mr. Weller, as
he walked slowly up the street. ¢ Think o’ his
makin' up to that erc Mrs. Bardcll—vith a little
boy, too! Always the vay vith these here old *uns
hows’cver, as is such stecady gocrs to look at. 1
didn’t think he’d ha’ done it, though—1I didn’t think
he’d ha’ done it.  After moralizing in this strain,
Mr. Samuel Weller bent his steps towards'the book-
ing-office.
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CHAPTER XIX,

A PLEASANT DAY, WITH AN UNPLEASANT TERMINATION.
9

Tur birds, who, happily for their own peace of
mind, and persofial comfort, were in blissful igno-
rance of the preparations which had been making
to astonish them, on the first of September, hailed
it, no doubt, as one of the pleasantest mornings they
had scen that scason. Many a young partridge
who strutted complacently among the stubble, with
all the finicking coxcombry of youth, and many an
older onec who watched his levity out of his little
round cye, with the contemptuous air of a bird of
wisdom and experience, alike unconscious of their
approaching doom, basked in the fresh morning air
with lively and blithesome feclings, and a few
hours afterwards were laid low upon the earth.
But we grow affecting: let us proceed.

In plain common-place matter of fact, then, it
was a tinc morning—so fine that you would scarce-
ly have believed that the few months of an English
summer had yet flown by. Hedges, ficlds, and
trees, hill and moorland, presented to the eye their
ever-varying shades of deep rich green : scarce a
leaf had fallen, scarce a sprinkle of yellow mingled
with the hues of summer warned you that autumn
had begun. The sky was cloudless ; the sun shone
out bright and warm ; the songs of birds, and hum
of myriads of summer insects, filled the air; and
‘thc cotlage gardens, crowded with flowers of every.
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rich and beautiful tint, sparkled in the heavy dew,
like beds of glittering jewels. Every thing bore
the stamp of summer, and none of its beautiful co-
lours had yet faded from the dye.

Sueh was the morning, when an open carriage,
in which were three Pickwickians, (Mr. Snodgrass
baving preferred to remain at home,) Mr. Wardle,
and Mr. Trundle, with Sam Weller on the box be-
side the driver, pulled up by a gate at the road-_
side, before which stood a tall, raw-boged game-
keeper, and a half-booted, lcather-leggined by .
each bearing a bag of capacious dimensions, and
accompanied by a brace of pointets,

«] say,” whispered Mr. liiVinkle to*Wardle, as
the man let down the steps, ¢ they don’t suppose
we’re going to kill game enough to fij) those bags,
do they ?”’

“Fill them!” exclaimed old Wardle. ¢ Bless
you, yes! You shall fill one, and I the other; and
when we've done with them, the pockets of our
shooting-jackets will hold as much more.”

Mr. VVJinklc dismounted without saying any thing
in reply to this observation; but he thought within
himself, that if the party remained in the open air,
till he had filled one of the bags, they stood a con-
siderable chance of catching tolerable colds in the
Lead.

«IIi, Juno, lass—hi, old girl; down, Daph, down,™
said Wardle, caressing the dogs. ¢ Sir Geoffrey
still in Scotland, of course, Martin 1”

The tall gamckeeper replied in the affirmative,
and looked with some surprise from Mr. Winkle,
who was holding his gun as if he wished his coat
pocket to save him the trouble of pulling the trig-
ger, to Mr. Tupman, who was holding his, as if he
were afraid of it—as there is no earthly reason to
doubt that he really was.

“ My friends are not much in the way of i<

~sort of thing yet, Martin,” said Wardle,. noticing
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the look. “Live and learn, you know. They’ll
be good shots one of these days. I beg my friend
Winkle’s pardon, though ; he has had some prac-
tice.”

Mr. Winkle smiled feebly over his blue nocker-
chief in acknowledgment of the compliment, and
got himsclf so mysteriously entangled with his gun,
in his modest confusion, that if the picce had becn
loaded, he must incvitably have shot himself dead
upon the spot.
wiYou mustn’t handle your picce in that ere
way, when you come to have the charge in it, sir,”
said the tall gamtkeeper gruflly, “or you'll make
cold meat of some on us.”

Mr. Winkle, thus admonished, abruptly altered
its position, agd in so doing, contrived to bring the
kan[']cl into pretty smart contact with Mr. Weller’s

cad.

“Hallo!” said Sam, picking up his hat, which
had been knocked off; and rubbing his temple.
« Hallo, sir! if you comes it this vay, yow'll fill one .
o’ them bags, and something to spare, at one fire.”

Here the leather-leggined boy laughed very
heartily, and then triced to look as if it was some-
body clse, whercat Mr. Winkle frowned majesti-
cally.

“yWherc did you tcll the boy to mect us with
the snack, Martin?’ inquired Wardle.

% Side of One-tree 1lill, at twelve o’clock, sir.”

“That’s not sir Geoffrcy's land, is it I

“No, sir; but it’s close by it. It’s Caplain
Boldwig’s land ; but there’ll be nobody to interrupt
us, and there’s a fine bit of turf there.”

“Very well,” said old Wardle. “Now the
sooncr we're off the better.  Will you join us at
twelve, then, Pickwick 1”

Mr. Pickwick was particularly desirous to view
M sport, the more especially as he was rather
anxious in respect of Mr.-Winkle’s life and limbs.
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On so inviting @ morning, too, it was very tanta-
lizing to turn back, and leave his friends to enjoy
themselves. 1t was, therefore, with a very rueful
air that he replied,— .

« Why, I suppose I must.”

« An't the gentleman a shot, sir?” inquired the
long gamekeeper.

% No,” rcplicd Wardle; « and he’s lame besides.”

«1 should very much like to go,” said Mr. Pick-
wick—¢ very much.”

There was a short pause of commiscration. . v

«There’s a barrow t’other side _the hedge,” said
the boy. If the gentleman’s™ seryant would
wheel along the paths, he could keep nigh us, and
we could lift it over the stiles and that.”

“The werry thing,” said Mr. Weler, who was
a party intcrested, inasmuch as he ardently longed
1o see the sport. “ The werry thing. Well said,
Small-check; I'll have it out in a minute.”

But here a difliculty arose. The long game-
keeper rcsolutcly protested against the introduc-
tion into a shooting-party, of a gentleman in a bar-
row, as a gross violation of all established rules
and precedents.

It was a great objection, but not an insurmoun-
table one. The gainckeeper having been coaxed
and feed, and having, morcover, eased his mind by
«punching ”’ the head of the inventive youth who
had first suggested the use of the machine, Mr.
Pickwick was placed in it, and off the party sct;
Wardle and the long gamckeeper leading the way,
and Mr. Pickwick in the barrow, propelled by Sam,
bringing up the rear.

“ Stop, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, when they
had got half across the first fleld.

“ What’s the matter now ?” said Wardle.

“ 1 won’t suffer this barrow to be moved anotheg,
.step,” said Mr. Pickwick, resolutely, * unless Wih-
kle carries that gun of his, in a different manner.”
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“ How am I to carry it?” said the wretched
Winkle.

« Carry it with the muzzle to the ground,” re-
plied Mr. Pickwick. |

« It’s so unsportsman-like,” reasoned Winkle.

“I don’t care whether it's unsportsman-like or
not,” replicd Mr. Pickwick; I am not going to be
shotin a wheelbarrow, for the sake of appearances,
to please any hody.”

“] know the L,enllcm.m Il put that cre charge

~iadn somebody afore he’s done,” growled the long
man.

«\Well, well-*-T don’t mind,” said poor Mr. Win-
kle, turning his qun stock uppermost;—*there.”

“ Any thin’ for a quict life,” said ‘Mr. Weller;
and on they went again.

“ Stop,” ~aid Mr. Pickwick, after tl:ey had gone
a few yards farther.

“What now?” said Wardle.

“That gun of Tupmanw’s is not safe: T know it
isn’t,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Lih? What! not saie?” said Mr. Tupman in a
tone of great alarm.

“ Nol as you are curvying it,” said Mr. Pickwick.
«T am very sorry to make any farther objection,
but | cannot consent to go on, unless you carry it,
as Winkle docs hi.”

[ think you had better, sir,” said tl:c long game-
 keeper, “or you're quite as Illwly toledge lh(, charge
in your own vestcoat as any body clhe’s,

Mr. "Tupman, with the most ul)li'__:ing “haste,
placed his picce in the position required, and the
party moved on again; the two amateurs marched
with reversed arms, like a couple of privates at a
royal funeral.

The dogs suddenly came to a dead stop, and thc

,g:‘ty advancing stcalthily a single pace, stopped
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« What’s the matter with the dogs’legs 1 whis-
pered Mr. Winkle. «How queer they’re standing.”

“ITush,can’t you!?” replied Wardle, softly. «Don’t
you sce, they’re making a point 77

« Making a point!” said Mr. Winkle, staring
about him, as if he expected some particular beau-
ty in the landscape, which the sagacious animals
were calling special attention to. “Making apoint!
What are they pointing at?”

« Keep your cyes open,” said Wardle, pot heed-
ing the question in the cxcitement of the moment,.
“ Now then.”

T'here was a sharp whirring noisc® that made Mr.
Winkle start back as if he had been shdt himself.
Bang, bang, went a couple of guns;—the smoke
swept quickly away over the field, andycurled into
the air.

“ Where are they ?” said Mr. Winkle, in a state
of the highest excitement, turning round and round
in all directions. « Where are they ! Tell me
when to fire.  Where are they—where are they !’

“Where are they!” said Wardle, taking up a
brace of birds which the dogs had deposited at
his feet. ¢« Where are they! Why, here they are.”

« No, no; I mean the others,” said the bewil-
dered Winkle.

“ Far cnough off; by this time,” replied Wardle,
coolly rcloading his gun.

“ We shall very likely be up with another covey
in five minutes,” said the long gamekeeper. «If
the gentleman begins to fire now, perhaps he’ll
just get the shot out of the barrel by the time they
rise.”

“Ha! ha! ha !” roared Mr. Weller.

«Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, tompassionating his
follower’s confusion and embarrassment.

“ Sir.”

, “Don’t laugh.” #

« Certainly not, sir.” Se, by way of indemnifi-
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cation, Mr. Weller contorted his features from bes
hind the wheelbarrow, for the cxclusive amuse-
ment of the boy with the leggings, who thereupon
burst into a boisterous laugh, and was summarily
cuffed by the long gameckeceper, who wanted a
pretext for turning round, to hide his own merri-
ment.

% Bravo, old fellow!” said Wardle to Mr. Tup-
man; “you fired that time at all events.”

“Oh ygs,” replied Mr. Tupman, with conscious

<Rpride. 1 let it oft.”

“Well done. You’ll hit something next time,
if you look sharp. Very easy, ain’t it ?”

“Yes, it's very casy,” said Mr. Tupman. “How
it hurts one’s shoulder, though. It nearly knocked
me backwagds. Ihad no idea these small fire-arms
kicked so.”

« Ah,” said the old gentleman, smiling; “ you'll
get used to it, in time. Now then—all ready—all
right with the barrow there?”

« All right, sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

“Come along then.”

« Hold hard, sir,” said Sam, raising the barrow.

% Ay, ay,” replied Mr. Pickwick; and on they
went, as briskly as need be.

“ Keep that barrow back now,” cricd Wardle,
when it had been hoisted over a stile into another
field, and Mr. Pickwick had been deposited in it
once more.

« All right, sir,” replied Mr. Wecller, pausing.

“ Now, Winkle,” said the old gentleman, ¢« fol-
low me softly, and don't be too late this time.”

“Never fear,” said Mr. Winkle. ¢ Are they
pointing 7

“No, no; notnow. Quietly now, quietly.” On
they crept, and very quietly they would have ad-
vanced, if Mr. Winkle, in the performance of some

“ery intricate evolutions with his gun, had not ac-
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cidentally fired, at the most critical moment, over
the boy’s head, exactly in the very spot where the
tall man’s brain would have been, had he been
there instead. :

“ Why, what on earth did you do that for ?"* said
old Wardle, as the birds flew unharmed away.

“ I never saw such a gun in my life,” replied
poor Winkle, looking at the lock, as if that would
do any good. ¢ It goes off, of its own ac;cord. It
will do 1t.” )

« Will do it!” echoed Wardle, with something
of irritation in his manner. I wish it would kill
something of its own accord.” .

«I’ll do that afore long, sir,”” obscrved the tall
man, in a low, prophetic voice. .

“« What do you mean by that observation, sir?”
inquired Mr. Winkle, angrily.

« Never mind, sir—never mind,” replied the
long gamekeeper ;—¢ Pve no family myself, sir;
and this here boy’s mother will get something
handsome from Sir Geoffrey, if he’s killed on his
land. Load again, sir—load again.”

« Take away his gun,” cried Mr. Pickwick from
the barrow, horror-stricken at the long man’s dark
insinuations. ¢ Take away his gun, do you hear,
somebody 1”

Nobody, however, volunteered to obey the com-
mand ; and Mr. Winkle, after darting a rebellious
glance at Mr. Pickwick, reloaded his gun, and pro-
ceeded onwards with the rest.

We are bound, on the authority of Mr. Pick-
wick, to state, that Mr. Tupman’s mode of pro-
ceeding cvinced far more of prudence and delibe-
ration, than that adopted by Mr. Winkle. Still,
this by no means detracts from the great authority
of the latter gentlemnan, on all matters connected
with the ﬁelg; because, as Mr. Pickwick beaut: -
Tully observes, it has somghow or other happened,

PART 1L 13
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from time immemorial, that many of the best and
ablest philosophers, who have been perfect lights
of science in matters of theory, have been wholly
unable to reduce them to practice.

“ Mr. Tupman’s process, like many of our most
sublime discoveries, was extremely simple. 'With
the quickness and penetration of a man of genius,
he had at once observed that the two great points
to be attained were—first, to discharge his piece
without ipjury to himself, and secondly, to do so,

<axithout danger to the by-standers ;—obviously, the

best thing to do, after surmounting the difficulty
of firing at all, ¥as to shut his eyes firmly, and fire
into the air.

On one occasion, after performing this feat, Mr.
Tupman, oneopening his eyes, behcld a plump par-
tridge in the very act of falling wounded to the

round. He was just on the point of congratulating
%Vardlc on his invariable success, when that gen-
tleman advanced towards him, and grasped him
warmly by the hand.

“ Tupman,” said thc old gentleman, “ you sin-
gled out that particular bird

« No,” said Mr. Tupman—¢ no.”

“You did,” said Wardle. “] saw you do it—
I observed you pick him out—I noticed you as
you raised your piece to take aim ;—and I will say
this, that the best shot in existence could not have
done it more beautifully. You are an older hand
at this, than I thought you, Tupman ;—you have
been out before.”’

« It was in vain for Mr. Tupman to protest, with
a smile of self-denial, that he never had. The very
smilc was taken as evidence to the contrary; and
from that time forth his reputation was established.
It is not the only reputation that has been acquired
as easily, nor are such fortunate circumstances con-

d to partridge-shooting. N
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Mean while Mr. Winkle flashed and blazed
and smoked away without producing any material
results worthy of being noted down; sometimes
expending his charge in mid-air, and at others
sending il skimming along so near the surface of
the ground, as to place the lives of the two dogs
on a rather uncertain and precarious tenure. As
a display of fancy shooting, it was extremely va-
ried and curious; as an exhibition of firing with
any precise object, it was, upon the whole, per-"
haps, a failure. It is an established aiom, that
“every bullet has its billet.” If it apply in an
equal degree to shots, those of Mr. Winkle were
unfortunate foundlings, deprived of their natural
rights, cast loose upon the world, and billeted no
where.

“Well,” said Wardle, walking up Yo the side of
the barrow, and wiping the streams of perspira-
ti?ln from his jolly red face; “smoking day, isn’t
it?”

"«It is indeed,” replied Mr. Pickwick. «The
sun is tremendously hot, even to me. I don’t
know how you must feel it.”

“ Why,” said the old gentleman, «pretty hot.
It’s past twelve, though. You'see that green hill
there 1”

“Certainly.”

“That’s the place where we are to lunch; and
there’s the boy with the basket, punctual as clock-
work.”

“So he is,” said Mr. Pickwick, brightening up.
“Good boy, that. T'll give him a shilling presently.
Now then, Sam, wheel away.”

“Hold on, sir,” said Mr. Weller, invigorated
with the prospect of refreshments. ¢ Out of the
vay, young leathers. If you wally my precious
life, don’t upset me, as the gen’l’man said to the
, driver, when they was a carryin’ him to Tyburp 2~
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And quickening his pace to a sharp rup, Mr. Wel-
ler wheeled his master nimbly to the green hill,
shot him dexterously out by the very side of the
basket, and proceeded to unpack it with the utmost
despatch. ,

« Weal pie,” said Mr. Weller, soliloquizing, as
he arranged the eatables on the grass. « Werry
good thing is a weal pie, when you know the lady
as made it, and is quite sure it an’t kittens; and
arter all though, where’s the odds, when they’re
so like weal that the werry piemen themselves
" o't know the difference 7”

“Don’t they, Sam ?” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Not they, sit,” replied Mr. Weller, touching
his hat. [ Jodged in the same house vith a pieman
once, sir, and a werry nice man he was—reg’lar
clever chapgetoo—make pies out o' any thing, he
could. ¢What a number o’ cats you keep, Mr.
Brooks,” says I, when I got intimate with him.
€ Ah,’ says he, ¢ I do—a good many,’ says he. ‘You
must be werry fond o’ cats,’ says 1. ¢<Other people
is, says he, a winkin’ at me; ¢ they an’t in scason
till the winter though,’” says he. ¢Not in season!’
s%s I. ¢ No, says heNgfruits is in, cats is out.’
¢ Why, what do you meah?’ says I. ¢ Mcan? says
he. ¢That I’ll never be a party to the combina-
tion o’ the butchers, to keep up the prices o’ meat,’
says he. ¢<Mr. Weller,” says he, squeezing my
hand werry hard, and vispering in my ear— don’t
mention this here agin, but it’s the seasonin’ as
does it. They’re all made o’ them noble animals,’
says he, a pointin’ to a werry nice little tabby kit-
ten, ‘and | seasons ’em for beefsteak, weal, or kid-
ney, 'cordin’ to the demand ; and, more than that,’
says he, ‘I can make a weal a becfsteak, or a beef-
steak a kidney, or any one on ’em a mutton, at a
minute’s notice, just as the market changes, and

_Eppetites wary I'”
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“He must have been a very ingenious young
man, thaf, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, with a slight
shudder.

“Just was, sir,” replicd Mr. Weller, continuing
his occupation of emptying the basket, “and the
pies was beautiful. Tongue; well, that's a werry
good thing, when it a’n’t a woman’s. Bread—
knuckle o’ ham, reg’lar picter—cold beef in slices,
werry good. What’s in them stone jars, young
touch-and-go 1’

¢ Beer in this one,” replied the boy, taking from
his shoulder a couple of large stone bottles, fast-
ened together by a Eaathern strap—g* cold punch in
t’other.” R

“ And a werry good notion of a lunch it is, take
it altogether,” said Mr. Weller, surveying his ar-
rangement of the repast with great 8atisfaction.
“ Now, gen’l’men, ¢ fall on,” as the English said to
the French when they fixed bagginets.”

It needed no second invitation to induce the
party to yield full justicc to the meal; and as little
pressing did it require, to induce Mr. Weller, the
long gamekeeper, and the two boys, to station
themsclves on the grass at.a litie distance, and do
good exccution upon a decent proportion of the
viands. An old oak tree afforded a pleasant shel-
ter to the group, and a rich prospect of arable and
meadow land, intersected with luxuriant hedges,
and richly ornamented with wood, lay spread out
below them.

“This is delightful—thoroughly delightful 1"
said Mr. Pickwick, the skin of whose expressive
countenance was rapidly pealing off with exposure
to the sun.

“ So it is—so it is, old felloy,” replied Wardle.
“Come; a glass of punch.”

« With great pleasure,” said Mr. Pickwick ; and

13*
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the satisfaction of his countenance after drinking
it, bore testimony to the sincerity of the reply.

“Good,” said Mr. Pickwick, smacking his lips.
«Very good. «I’ll take another. Cool; very cool.
Come, gentlemen,” cortinued Mr. Pickwick, still
retaining his hold upon the jar, “a toast. Our
frieads at Dingley Dell.”

The toast was drunk with loud acclamations.

“T'll tell you what T shall do, to get up my
shooting again,” said Mr. Winkle, who was eating
bread and ham with a pocket-knife. “T’ll put a
stuffed partridge on the top of a post, and practise
at it, beginning at a short distance, and lengthen-
ing it by degrees. I understand it's capital prac-
tice.”

« I know a gen’’man, sir,” said Mr. Weller, «as
did that, and begun at two yards; but he never
tried on it again ; for he blowed the bird right clean
away at the first fire, and nobody ever seed a fea-
ther on him afterwards.”

« Sam,”” said Mr. Pickwick.

« Sir,”” replied Mr. Weller.

« Have the goodness to reserve your anecdotes,
till they are called for.”

« Cert’nly, sir.”

Here Mr. Weller winked the cye which was not
concealed by the beer-can he was raising to his
lips, with such exquisite facetiousness, that the two
boys went into spontancous convulsions, and even
the long man condescended to smile.

“Well, that certainly is most.capital cold punch,”
said Mr. Pickwick; looking earnestly at the stone
bottle ;” and the day is extremely warm, and Tup-
man, my dear friend, a glass of punch ?”

“ With the greacest delight,” replied Mr. Tup-
man; and having drank that glass, Mr. Pickwick
took another, just to sce whether there was any
,orange peel in the punch, because orange pcel al,
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ways disagrecd with him; and finding that there
was not, Mr. Pickwick took another glass o the
health of their absent friend, and then felt himself -
imperatively called upon to propose another in ho-
nour of the punch-compounder, unknown.

This constant succession of glasses, produced con-
siderable effect upon Mr. Pickwick; his counte-
nance bcamed with the most sunny smiles, laughter
playcd around his lips, and good-humoured merri-
ment twinkled in his eye. Yielding by degrees to-
the influence of the exciting liquid, rentlered more
so by the heat, Mr. Pickwick expressed a strong
desire to recollect a song whicly he had heard in
his infancy, and the attempt provipg abortive,
sought to stimulate his memory with more glasses
of punch, which appeared to have quite a contrary
effect; for, from forgetting the words®f the song, he
began to forget how to articulate any words at all;
and finally, after rising to his legs to address the
company in an eloquent spcech, he fell into the
barrow, and fast asleep, simultaneously.

The basket having been repacked, and it being
found perfectly impossible to awaken Mr. Pickwick
from his torpor, some discussion took place whether
it would be better for Mr. Weller to wheel his
master back again, or to leave him where he was,
until they should all be ready to return. The latter
course was at length decided on; and as their far-
ther expedition was not to cxceed an hour’s dura-
tion, and as Mr. Weller begged very hard to be one
of the party, it was determined to leave Mr. Pick-,
wick asleep in the barrow, and to call for him on
their return. So away they went, leaving Mr.
Pickwick snoring most comfortably in the shade.

That Mr. Pickwick wquld have continued to
snore in-the shade until his friends came back, or,
in default thereof, until the shades of evening had
fallen on the landscape, there appears no reasonable
- cause to doubt ; always supposing:that he had been
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suffered to remain there, in peace. But he was not -
suffered to remain there in peace. And this is what
prevented him.

Captain Boldwig was a little fierce man in a stiff
black neckerchief and blue surtout, who, when be
did condescend to walk about his property, did- it
in company with a thick rattan stick, with a brass
ferrule, and a gardener and sub-gardener with meek
faces, to whom the (gardeners, not the stick) cap-
tain Boldwig gave his orders with all due gran-
deur and ferocity : for captain Boldwig’s wife’s sis-
ter had married a marquis, and the Captain’s house
was a villa, and his land “ grotinds,” and it was all
very high, and mighty, and grcat.

Mr. Pickwick had not been asleep half an hour,
when little Captain Boldwig, followed by the two
gardeners, cAme striding along as fast as his size
and importance would let him; and when he came
near the oak tree, Captain Boldwig paused, and
drew a long breath, and looked at the prospect, as
if he thought the prospect ought to be highly gra-
tified at having him to take notice of it ; and then
he struck the ground emphatically with his stick,
and summoned the head-gardener.

« Hunt,” said Captain Boldwig.

« Yes, sir,” said the gardener.

“.Roll this place to-morrow morning—do you
hear, Hunt 1

¢ Yes, sir.”

« And take care that you keep me this place in
good order—do you hear, Hunt1”

¢ Yes, sir.”

“ And remind me to have a board done about
trespassers, and spring guns, and all that sort of
thing, to keep the cgmmon people out. Do you
hear, Hunt: do you hear 1”

«“I'll not forget it, sir.”

«]I beg your pardon, sir,” said the other man, ad-
vancing, with his hand to his hat.



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 145

« Well, Wilkins, what's the matter with you?”
said Captain Boldwig.

“ | beg your pardon, sir—but I think there have
been trespassers here to-day.”

«“Ha !” said the Captain, scowling around him.

“ Yes, sir—they have becn dining here, I think,
sir.” .
“Why, d— their audacity, so they have,” said
Captain Boldwig, as the crumbs and fragments that
were strewn upon the grass, met his eye. «They
have actually been devouring their food here. I
wish I had the vagabonds here!” said the Captain,
clenching the thick stick. .

«I wish I had the vagabonds herey” said the
Captain, wrathfully.

“ Beg your pardon, sir,” said Wilkins, ¢ but—"

“But what? Eh?” roared the Captdin; and fol-
lowing the timid glance of Wilkins, his eyes en-
countered the wheelbarrow and Mr. Pickwick.

“ Who are you, you rascal 7’ said the Captain,
administering scveral pokes to Mr. Pickwick’s body
with the thick stick. ¢ What’s your name?”

“ Cold punch,” murmured Mr. Pickwick, as he
sunk to sleep again.

“ What !” demanded Captain Boldwig.

No reply.

“ What did he say his namc was?” asked the
Captain.

¢« Punch, I think, sir,” replied Wilkins.

“That’s his impudence—that’s his confounded
impudence,” said Captain Boldwig. «He’s only
feigning to be aslcep now,” said the Captain, in a
high passion. «He’s drunk; he’s a drunken ple-
beian. Wheel him away, Wilkins, wheel him
away dircctly.”’ .

“Where shall I wheel him to, sir I”” inquired Wil-
kins, with great timidity.

W'“ Wheel him to the Devil,” replied Captain Bold-

g .
“Very well, sir,” said Wilkins.
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“Stay,” said the Captain. '

Wilkins stopped accordingly.

“ Wheel him,” said the Captain, « wheel him to
the Pound; and let us see whether he calls himself
Punch, when he comes*to himself. He shall not-
bully me—he shall not bully me. Wheel him
away.”

Away Mr. Pickwick was wheeled in compliance
with this imperious mandate; and the great Cap-
tain Boldwig, swelling with indignation, proceeded
on his walk.

Inexpressible was the astonishment of the little
party when they returned, to find that Mr. Pick-
wick had disappeared, and taken the wheelbarrow
with him. It was the most mysterious and unac-
countable thing that was ever heard of. For a lame
man to have got upon his legs without any previous
notice, and walked off, would have been most ex-
traordinary ; but when it came to his wheeling a
heavy barrow before him, by way of amuscment,
it grew positively miraculous. They searched
every nook and corner round, togcther and sepa-
rately : they shouted, whistled, laughed, called—
and all with the same result. Mr. Pickwick was
not to be found; and after some hours of fruitless
search, they arrived at the unwelcome conclusion,
that they must go home without him.

Mean while Mr. Pickwick had bcen wheeled to
the Pound, and safely deposited therein, fast asleep
in the wheelbarrow, to the immeasurable delight
and satisfaction, not only of all the boys in the vil-
lage, but three-fourths of the whole population,
who had gathered round in expectation of his
waking. If their most intense gratification had been
awakened by seeing him whecled in, how many
hundred-fold was their joy increased when, after a
few indistinct cries of “ Sam!” he sat up in the
barrow and gazed with indescribable astonishment
on the faces before him,
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A general shout was of course the signal of his
having woke up: and his involuntary inquiry of
« What’s the matter !’ occasioned another, louder
than the first, if possible. *

“ Here’s a game,” roared the populace.

“ Where am 1?1 exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

«In the Pound,” replied the mob.

“How came 1 here? What was I doing! Where
was I brought from1” .
 Boldwig—Capiain Boldwig,” was the only re-

ly.
P Let me out!” cried Mr. Pickwick. ¢ Where’s
my servant? Where are my friends 7¢

“You an’t got no friecnds. Hurrah!” And then
there came a turnip, and then a potajo, and then
an cgg, with a few other little tokeuns of the play-
ful disposition of the many-headed.

How long this scenc might have lasted, or how
much Mr. Pickwick might have suffered, no one
can tcll, had not a carriage which was driving
swiftly by, suddenly pulled up, from whence there
descended old Wardle and Samucl Weller, the
former of whom, in far less time than it takes to
write it, if not to read it, had made his way to Mr.
Pickwick’s side, and placed him in the vehicle, just
as the latter had concluded the third and last round
of a single combat with the town-beadle.

«Run to the Justice’s,” cried a dozen voices.

“Ah, run avay,” said Mr. Weller, jumping up
‘on the box. “ Give my compliments—Mr. Veller’s
compliments to the Justice, and tell him I’ve spoilt

" his beadte, and that if he’ll svear in a new *un I’
come back again to-morrow and spoil him. Drive
on, old feller.” .

« I’ll give directions for the commencement of an
action for false imprisonment against this Captain
Boldwig, directly I get to London,” said Mr. ]?ick-
wick, assoon as the carriage turned out of the town.

“We were trespassing, it scems,” said Wardle.
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«] don’t care,” said Mr. Pickwick, “I'll bring
the action.”

« No, you won't,”” said Wardle.

“I will,—” but as tHere was a humorous ex-
pression in Wardle’s face, Mr. Pickwick checked
himself, and said—¢ Why not 1”

« Because,” said old Wardle, half-bursting with
laughter, “ because they might turn round on sorne
of us, and, say we had taken too much cold punch.”

Do what he would, a smile would come into Mr.
Pickwick’s face : the smile extended into a laugh,
the laugh into a%oar, and the roar became general.
So, to keep up their good humour, they stopped at
the first road-side tavern they came to, and ordered
a glass of bgandy and water all round, with a mag-
num of extra strength, for Mr. Samuel Weller.
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CHAPTER XX.

SHOWING HOW DODSON AND FOGG WERE MEN OF BUSI-
NESS, AND THEIR CLERKS MEN OF BLEASURE : SHOW-
ING ALSO WHAT CHOICE SPIRITS ASSEMBLED AT THE
MAGPIE AND STUMP, AND WHAT A CAPITAL CHAPTER
THE NEXT ONE WILL BE.

In the ground-floor front of a dingy house, at the
very farthest end of Freeman’s Court, Cornhill, sat
the four clerks of Messrs. Dodson and Fogg, two
of His Majesty’s attorneys of the Courts of King’s
Bench and Common Pleas at Westminister, and so-
licitors of the High Court of Chancery; the afore-
said clerks catching about as favourable glimpses of
Heaven’s light and Heaven’s sun, in the course of
their daily labours, as a man might hope to do,
were he placed at the bottom of a reasonably deep
well; and without the opportunity of perceiving the
stars in the day-time, which the latter secluded
situation affords.

The clerk’s office of Messrs. Dodson and Fogg was
a dark, mouldy, earthy-smelling room, with a high
wainscoted partition to screen the clerks from the
vulgar gaze: a couple of old wooden chairs, a very
loud-ticking clock,an almanack, and umbrella-stand,
a row of hat pegs, and a few shelves, on which were
deposited several ticketed bundles of dirty papers,
seme old deal boxes with paper labels, and sundry
decayed stone ink bottles of various shapes and

PART II 14
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sizes. There was a glass door leading into the pas-
sage which formed the entrance to the court, and
on the outer side of this glass door, Mr. Pickwick,
closely followed by Sam Weller, presented himself
on the Friday morning succeeding the occurrence,
of which a faithful narration is given in the last
‘chapter.

« Come in, can’t you,” cried a voice from behind
the partition, in reply to Mr. Pickwick’s gentle tap
at the door. And Mr. Pickwick and Sam entered
accordingly.

“Mr. Dodson or Mr. Fogg at home, sir?” in-
quired Mr. Pidkwick, gently, advancing, hat in
hand, towérds the partition.

«Mr. Dodson ain’t at home, and Mr. Fogg’s
particularly engaged,” replied the voice; and at
the same time the head to which the voice be-
longed, with a pen behind its ear, looking over the
partition, and at Mr. Pickwick.

It was d{ragged head, the sandy hair of which,
scrupulously parted on one side, and flattened
down with pomatum, was twisted into little semi-
circular tails round a flat face ornamented with a
pair of small eyes,and garnished with a very dirty
shirt-collar, and a rusty black stock.

“ Mr. Dodson ain’t at home, and Mr. Fogg’s
particularly engaged,” said the man to whom the
head belonged.

% When will Mr. Dodson be back, sir ?”” inquired
Mr. Pickwick.

«Can’t say.”

‘;’Will it be long before Mr. Fogg is disengaged,
sir?”?

“ Don’t know.”

Here the man ptoceeded to mend his pen with
great deliberation, while another clerk, who was
mixing a Seidlitz powder, under cover of the lid
of his desk, laughed approvingly. N
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s I think I’ll wait,” said Mr. Pickwick. There
was no reply ; so Mr. Pickwick sat down unbid-
den, and listened to the loud ticking of the clock
and the murmured conversation of the clerks.

“That was a game, wasn’t it?” said one of the
gentlemen, in a brown coat and brass buttons, inky

rabs, and bluchers, at the conclusion of some in=~
audible relation of his previous evening’s adven-
tures.

“ Devilish good—devilish good,” said sthe Seid-
litz-powder man.

«Tom Cummins was in the chajr,” said the man
with the brown coat; “it was half-past four when
I got to Somers Town, and then I was so precious
drunk, that I couldn’t find the place where the
latch-key went in, and was obliged % knock up
the old 'ooman. I say, I wonder what old Fog
'ud say, if he knew it. I should get the sack,%
s’pose—ch 1”

At this humorous notion, all the clerks laughed
in concert.

“There was such a game with Fogg hcre, this
mornin’,” said the man in the brown coat, “while
Jack was up stairs sorting the papers, and you two
were gone to the stamp-office. Fogg was down
herc opening the letters, when that chap as we
issucd the writ against at Camberwell, you know,
came in—what’s his name again 1"

“ Ramsey,” said the clerk who had spoken to
Mr. Pickwick.

“Ah, Ramscy—a precious seedy-looking custo-
mer. ¢Well, sir,’ says old I'ogg, looking at him very
ficrce—you know his way—¢ wcll, sir, have you
come {o settle?” ¢Yes, I have, sir, said Ramsey,
putting his hand in his pocket, and bringing out
the money, ¢ the debt’s two pound ten, and the costs
three pound five, and here it is, sir;’ and he sighed
like bricks, as he lugged out the money, done up in
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a bit of blotting-paper. Old Fogg looked first at
the money, and then at him, and then he coughed
in his rum way, so that 1 knew something was
coming. ‘You don’t know there’s a declaration
filed, which increases thé costs materially, I sup-
Rc;se'f’ said Fogg. ¢You don’t say that, sir,’ said
RAamsey, starting back ; ¢ the time was only out, last
night, sir.”  ¢I do say it, though,’ said Fogg, ‘my
clerk’s just gone to file it. Hasn’t Mr. Jackson gone
to file thag declaration in Bullman and Ramsey,
Mr. Wicks?” Of course I said yes, and then Fog,

coughed again, and looked at Ramsey. ¢An

here,’ said Ranfsey; “have I nearly driven my-
self mad, straping this money together, and all to
no purpose.’ ¢ None at all,’ said ogg, coolly ; ¢so
you had better go back and scrape some more to-
gether, and bring it here in time. ¢I can’t get it,
exclaimed Ramsey, striking the desk with his
fist. *Don’t bully me, sir,” said Fogg, getting into
a passion on purpose. ‘I am not bullying you,sir,
said Ramsey. ¢ You are,’ said I'ogg; ¢ get out, sir;
get out of this office, sir, and come back, sir,” when
you know how to behave yourself’  Well, Ramsey
tried to speak, but Fogg wouldn’t let him, so he
put the money in his pocket, and sneaked out. The
door was scarcely shut, when old Fogg turned
round to me, with a sweet smile on his face, and
drew the declaration out of his coat pocket. ¢ Here,
Wicks,” says Fogg, ¢take a cab, and go down to
the Temple as quick as you can, and file that. The
costs are quite safe, for he's a steady man with a
large family, at a salary of five-and-twenty shil-
lings a week, and if he gives us a warrant of attor-
ney, as he must in the end, I know his employers
will see it paid; so we may as well get all we can
out of him, Mr. Wicks; it’s a Christian act to do
it, Mr. Wicks, for with his large family and small
income, he’ll be all the better for a good lessen
against getting into debt,—won’t he, Mr. Wicks,
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won’t he?”—and, he smiled so good-naluredl{l as
he went away, that it was dclightful to see him
He is a capital man of business,” said Wicks, in a
tone of the deepest admiration, ¢ capital, isn’t he?”

The other three cordially subscribed to this opi-
nion, and the anecdote afforded the most unlimited
satisfaction. -

“ Nice men these here, sir,”” whispered Mr.
Weller to his master; “werry nice notion of fun
they has, sir.”

Mr. Pickwick nodded assent, and coughed to at-
tract the attention of the young gentleman behind
the partition, who, having now relaxed their minds
by a little conversation among themselwes, conde-
scended to take some nolice of the stranger.

“I wonder whether Fogg’s discnggged now?”
said Jackson.

“Tll see,” said Wicks, dismounting lcisurely
from his stool. “What name shall I tell Mr.
Fogg?”

« Pickwick,” replied the illustrious subject of
these memoirs.

Mr. Jackson departed up stairs on his crrand,
and immediately returned with a message that Mr.
Fogg would see Mr. Pickwick in five minutes;
and having delivered it, rcturncd again to his
desk.

“ What did he say his name was?” whispered
Wicks.

« Pickwick,” replied Jackson; “it’s the defend-
ant in Bardell and Pickwick.”

A sudden scraping of feet, mingled with the
sound of suppressed laughter, was heard from be-
hind the partition.

“They’re a twiggin’ you, sir,” whispered Mr.
Weller.

« Twigging me, Sam!” replied Mr. Pickwick ;
“what do you mean by twigging me?”’

14*
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Mr. Weller replied by pointing with his thumb-
over his shoulder; and Mr. Pickwick, on looking
up, became sensible of the pleasing fact, that all
the four clerks, with countecnances cxpressive of
the utmost amusement, and their heads thrust over
the wooden screen, were minutely inspecting the

-figure and general appearance of the supposed tri-

fler with female hearts, and disturber of female
happimess. On his looking up the row of heads
suddenly disappeared, and the sound of pens tra-
velling at a furious rate over paper, immediately
succeeded.

A sudden ringd at the bell which hung in the of-
fice, summobned Mr. Jackson to the apartment of
Fogg, from whence he came back to say that he
(Fogg) wasgeady to sce Mr. Pickwick if he would
steg up stairs.

p stairs Mr. Pickwick did step, accordingly,
leaving Sam Weller below. The room door of
the one-pair back, bore inscribed in legible charac-
ters the imposing words “ Mr. Fogg;” and, having
tapped thereat, and been desired to come in, Jack--
son ushered Mr. Pickwick into the presence.

“Is Mr. Dodson in?” inquired Mr. Fogg.

« Just come in, sir,” replied Jackson.

“ Ask him to step here.”

“ Yes, sir.” Exit Jackson.

“Take a seat, sir,” said Fogg; « there is the pa-
per, sir: my partner will be here directly, and we
can converse about this matter, sir.”

Mr. Pickwick took a seat and the paper, but,.
instead of reading the latter, pecped over the top
of it, and took a survey of the man of business,
who was an elderly pimply-faced, vegetable-diet
sort of man, in a black coat, dark mixture trou-
sers, and small black gaiters; a kind of being who-
seemed to be an essential part of the desk at which
he-was writing, and to have about as mueh thought:
or ﬁeliﬂg' *
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After a few minutes’ silence, Mr. Dodson, a
plump, portly, stern-looking man, with a loud
voice, appeared; and the conversation commenced.

“« This is Mr. Pickwick,” said Fogg.

«“Ah! You are the defendant, sir, in Bardell and
Pickwick ?” said Dodson. .

«I am, sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick. -

“ Well, sir,” said Dodson, “and what do you
propose?”’ <

« Ah! said Fogg, thrusting his hands into his
trousers’ pockets, and throwing himself back in
his chair, “ what do you propose, Mr. Pickwick 1"

« Hush, Fogg,” said Dodson, “let me hear what
Mr. Pickwick has to say.” *

«] came, gentlemen,” replied Mr. Pickwick,—
gazing placidly on the two partness,—“I came
here, gentlemen, to express the surprise with which
I received your letter the other day, and to in-
quire what grounds of action you can have against
me.”

“ Grounds of”—Fogg had ejaculated thus much,
when he was stopped by Dedson.

“Mr. Fogg,” said Dodson, “I am going to
speak.”

1 beg your pardon, Mr. Dodson,” said Fogg.

“ For the grounds of action, sir,” continued Dod-
son, with moral elevation in his air, « you will con-
sult your own conscience and your own feelings.
We, sir, are guided entircly by the statement
of our clicnt. That statement, sir, may be true,,
or it may be false; it may be credible, or it may
be incredible; but, if it be true. and if it be credible,
I do not hesitate to say, sir, that our grounds of
action, sir, are strong, and not to be shaken. You
may be an unfortunate man; sir, or you may be a
designing one ; but if I were called upon as a jury-
man upon my oath, sir, to express an opinion of
your conduct, sir, I do not hesitate to assert that 1L
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should have but one opinion about it.” Here Dod-
son drew himself up, with an air of offended virtue,
and looked at Fogg, who thrust his hands farther
in his pockets, and, nodding his head sagely, said,
in a tone of the fullest cbncurrence, ¢ Most cer-
tainly.”’

=i Well, sir, said Mr. Pickwick, with considera-
ble pain depicted in his countenance, *you will
permit mie to assure you, that I am a most unfor-
tunate man, so far as this case is concerned.”

« I hope you are, sir,” replied Dodson; “I trust
you may be, sir. If you are rcally innocent of
what is laid to y8ur charge, you are more unfor-
tunate than { had believed any man could possibly
be. What do youw say, Mr. Fogg 7’

« 1 say pregisely what you say,” replied Fogg,
with a smile of incredulity.

¢ The writ, sir, which commences the action,”
continued Dodson, ¢« was issucd regularly. Mr.
Fogg, where is the precipe book 1”

« Here it is,” said Fogg, handing over a square
book, with a parchment cover.

« Here is the entry,” resumed Dodson. ¢ Mid-
dlesex, Capias Martha Bardell, widow, v. Samuel
Pickwick. Damages, £1500. Dodson and Fogg
for the plaintiff, Sept. 28, 1830.” All regular, sir;

erfectly.” And Dodson coughed and looked at
E g, who said “ Perfectly,” also. And then they
both looked at Mr. Pickwick.

«] am to understand, then,” said Mr. Pickwick,
« that it really is your intention to proceed with
this action 1”

% Understand, sir!—that you certainly may,” re-
lied Dodson, with something as ncar a smile as
is importance would allow.

* And that the damages are actually laid at fif-

teen hundred pounds?” said Mr. Pickwick.

«7To which understanding you may add my as-.
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surance, that if we could have prevailed upon our
client, they would have been laid at treble the
amount, sir,” replied Dodson.

“I believe Mrs. Bardell specially said, how-
ever,” observed Fogg, glancing at Dodson, ¢ that
she would not compromise for a farthing less.”

“ Unquestionably,” replied Dodson, sternly
For the action was only just begun; and it woufdn’t
have done to let Mr. Pickwick compromisest then,
even if he had been so disposed.

“ As you offer no terms, sir,”’ said ﬁodson, dis-
playing a slip of parchment in his right hand, and
affectionately pressing a ;;aper opy of it on Mr.
Pickwick with his lcft, “I had better serve you
with a copy of this writ, sir. Here is the original,
sir.”

“Very well, gentlemen, very werl,” said Mr.
Pickwick, rising in person and wrath at the same
time; “you shall hear from my solicitor, gentle-
men.”

“ We shall be very happy to do so,” said Fogg,
rubbing his hands.

“ Very,” said Dodson, opening the door.

“ And hefore I go, gentlemen,” said the excited
Mr. Pickwick, turning round on the landing, « per-
mit me to say, that of all the disgraceful and ras-
cally proccedings—”

«Stay, sir, stay,” interposed Dodson, with great
politeness.  « Mr. Jackson—Mr. Wicks.”

« Sir,” said the two clerks, appearing at the bot-
tom of the stairs.

“ ] just want you to hear what this gentleman
says,” replied Dodson. ¢ Pray, go on, sir—dis-
grfxdceful and rascally proceedings, I think you
said.” .

“1 did,” said Mr. Pickwick, thoroughly roused.
« 1 said, sir, that of all the disgraceful and rascally
proceedingls that ever were attempted, this is the
most so. [ repeat it, siz.”
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“ You hear that, Mr. Wicks!”’ said Dodson.

“You won’t forget these expressions, Mr. Jack-
son,” said Fogg.

«“ Perhaps you would like to call us swindlers,
sir,”” said Dodson. ¢ Praty do, sir, if you feel dis-
posed—now pray do, sir.”
~.“1 do,” said Mr. Pickwick. “You are swin-
dlerss”

“ Veliyg ,’said Dodson. “Youcan hear down
there, I hqpe, Mr. Wicks.

¢ Oh yes, sir,” said Wicks.

“You had better come up a step or two higher,
if you can’t,” addtd Mr. Fogg:

“Go on, sir; do go on. %ou had better call us
thieves, sir; or perhaps you would like to assault
one of us. RPray do it, sir; if you would, we will
rot make the smallest resistance. Pray do it, sir.”

As Fogg put himself very temptingly within the
reach of Mr. Pickwick’s clenched fist, there is little
doubt that that gentleman would have complicd
with his earnest entreaty, but for the interposition
of Sam, who, hearing the dispute, cmerged from
the office, mounted the stairs, and seized his mas-
ter l&y the arm.

“You just come avay,” said Mr. Weller. «Bat-
tledore and shuttlecock’s a werry good game, vhen
you an’t the shuttlecock and two lawyers the bat-
tledores, in vich case it gets too excitin’ to be plea-
sant. Come avay, sir. If you want to easc your
mind by blowing up somebody, come out.into the
court and blow up me; but it’s rather too expen-
sive work to be carried on here.”

And without the slightest ceremony, Mr. Weller
hauled his master down the stairs, and down the
court, and having safely deposited him in Cornhill,
fell behind, prepared to follow whithersoever he
should lead.

Mr. Pickwick walked on abstractedly, crossed
opposite the Mansion House, and bent his steps up



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 159

Cheapside. Sam began to wonder where they were
going, when his master turned round, and said—

« Sam, 1 will go immediately to Mr. Perker’s.”

«That’s just-exactly the werry place vere you
ought to have gone last riight,” replied Mr. Weller.

«1 think it is, Sam,”” said Mr. Pickwick.

«1 know it is,” said Mr. Weller. Pl

« Well, well, Sam,” replied Mr. Pickwi%k, “we
will go there at once;; but first, as I have*been ra-
ther rufficd, I should like a glass of brandy and wa-
ter, warm, Sam. Where can I have it, Sam?”
Mr. Weller’s knowledge of London was extensive
aud peculiar. He replied without the slightest con-
sideration— °

« Second court on the right hand side—last house
but vun on the same side the vay—take the box as
stands in the first fire-place, ’cos there an’t no leg
in the middle o’ the table, vhich all the others has,
and it’s werry inconwenient.”

Mr. Pickwick observed his valet’s directions im-
plicitly, and bidding Sam follow him, entered the
tavern he had pointed out, where the hot brandy
and water was speedily placed before him ; while
Mr. Weller, seated at a respectful distance, though
at the same table with his master, was accommo-
dated with a pint of porter.

The room was onc of a very homely description,
and was apparcntly under the especial patronage
of stage coachmen; for several gentlemen, who had
all the appearange of belonging to that learned pro- ,
fession, were drinking and smoking in the different
boxes. Amongthe number was one stout,red-faced,
clderly man in particular, seated in an opposite box,
who attracted Mr. Pickwick’s attention. The stout
man was smoking with gredt vehemence, but be-
tween every half-dozen puffs, he took his pipe from
his mouth, and looked first at Mr. Weller and then
at Mr. Pickwick. Then he would bury in a quart
pot, as much of his countenance as the dimensions
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of the quart-pot admitted of its receiving, and take
another look at Sam and Mr. Pickwick. Then he
would take another half-dozen puffs with an air of
profound meditation, and look at them again. And
at last the stout man, putting up his legs on the seat,
and leaning his back against the wall, began to puff
3. his pipe without leaving off at all, and to stare
throuzh the smoke at the new-comers, as if he had
made up his mind to see the most he could of
them.

At first the evolutions of the stoutmanhad escaped
Mr. Weller’s obsgrvation, but by degrees as he saw
Mr. Pickwick’s eves every now and then turning
towards him, he began to gaze in the same direc-
tion, at the same time shading his eyes with his
hand, as if he partially recognised the object before
him and wished to muake quite sure of its identity.
His doubts were speedily dispelled, however; for
the stout man, having blown a thick cloud from his
pipe, a hoarse voice, like some strange effort of ven-
triloquism, emerged from bencath the capacious
shawls which muffled his throat and chest, and slow-
ly uttered these sounds—« Vy, Sammy.”

“ Who’s that, Sam ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“« Why, 1 wouldn’t ha’ believed it, sir,” replied
Mr. Weller, with astonished eyes. “It’s the old
'un.”

« Old one,” said Mr. Pickwick. ¢ What old one?”

“ My father, sir,” replied Mr. Weller. «How
are you, my ancient? And with this beautiful
ebulition of filial affection, Mr. Weller, made room
on the seat beside him, for the stout man, who.ad-
vanced pipe in mouth and pot in hand, to greet him.

“Vy, Sammy,” said the father, “I han’t seen you,
for two years and bctter.”

“Nor more you have, old codger,” replied theson.
« How’s mother-in-law 1”’

“Vy, Ill tell you what, Sammy,” said Mr. Wel-
ler, senior, with much svlemnity in his manner;
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“seglere was nevér a nicer woman as a widder, than
that ’ere second wentur o’ mine—a sweet cretur
she was, Sammy; and all I can say on her now, is,
that as she was such an uncommon pleasant wid-
der, it’s a great pity she’ever changed her condi-
tion. She don’t act as a vife, Sammy.”

“Don’t she though?” inquired Mr. Weller, jupier.

The elder Mr. Weller shook his head, W
plied with a sigh, “1’ve done it once too oft¢h, Sam-
my; I've done it once too often. Take example b
your father, my boy, and be werry careful o’ wid-
ders all your life, specially if they kept a public
house, Sammy ;”” and having delivered this parental
advice with great pathos, Mr. Weller setiorre-filled
his pipe from a tin-box he caried in his pocket:
and, lighting his fresh pipe from the @shes of the
old one, commenced smoking at a great rate.

“Beyg your pardon, sir,” he said, renewing the
subject, and addressing Mr. Pickwick, after a con-
siderable pause, “ nothing personal, I hope, sir; I
hope you han’t got a widder, sir.”

“ Not I,” replied Mr. Pickwick laughing; and
while Mr. Pickwick laughed. Sam Weller informed
his parent in a whisper, of the relation in which he
stood towards that gentleman.

“ Beg your pardon, sir,” said Mr. Weller, senior,
taking off his hat, «I hope you’ve no fault to find
with Sammy, sir.”

« None whatever,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“« Werry glad to here it, sir,” replied the old man;
“I took a good deal o’ pains with his eddication,
sir; let him run in the streets when he was werry
young, and shift for his-self. Its the only way to
make a boy sharp, sir.”

% Rather a dangerous process, I should imagine,”
said Mr. Pickwicﬁ, with a smile,

“ And not a werry sure one, neither, added Mr.
Weller: “1 got reg’larly done the other day.”

«Nol” said th:%ather..

PART i 15
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«1 did;” said the son: and he préceeded to relate
in as few words as possible, how he had fallen a
ready dupe tb the stratagems of Job T'rotter.

« Mr. Weller, senior, listencd to the tale with the
most profound attention, and, at its tcrmination,
said—
~ aWorn't one o’ these chaps slim and tall, with
long 'Mﬁ'll', and the gift o’ the gab werry gallopin’”

Mr. Pickwick’ did not quite understand the last
item of description, but, comprehending the first,
said “Yes,”” at a venture.

«T"others a blyck-haired chap inmulberrylivery,
with a werry large head?”

«Yes, yes, he is,” said Mr. Pickwick and Sam,
with great earnestness.

“Then 1&know where they are, and that’s all
about it,” said Mr. Weller; they’re at Ipswich, safe
enough, them two.”

“No!”? said Mr. Pickwick.

s Fact,” said Mr. Weller, « and I'll tell you how
I know it. I work an Ipswich coach now and then
for a friend o’ mine. I worked down the werry day
arter the night as you caught the rheumatiz, and at
the Black Boy at Chelmsford—the werry place
they’d come to—1I took ’em up, right through to
Ipswich, where the man servant—him in the mul-
berries—told me—they was a goin’ to put up for
a long time.”

«T’ll follow him,” said Mr. Pickwick ; ¢ we may
:s w::ll sce Ipswich asany other place. T'll follow

im.’

“You’re quite certain it was them, governor?”
inquired Mr. Weller, junior.

“Quite, Sammy, quite,” replied his father, « for
their appearance is werry sing’ler; besides that ’ere,
1 wondered to see the gen’I’'m’n so familiar with his
servant ; :ind, more than that, as they sat in front,
right behind the box, I heard ’em laughing and

pying how they done old Fireworks.”
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«0ld who?” $aid Mr. Pickwick.

“Old Fireworks, sir, by which, I’ge no doubt,
they mcant you, sir.”

There is nothing positjvely vile or atrocious in
the appellation of * old Fireworks,” but still it is
by no meaus a respectful or flattering designation.
The recollection of all the wrongs he had sustgsfe
at Jingle’s hands, had crowded on Mr. Pick#ick’s
mind, the moment Mr. Weller began to speak; it
wanted but a feather to turn the scalef and « old
Fireworks " did it.

“’ll follow him,” said Mr. Pigkwick, with an
emphatic blow on the table.

«I shall work down to Ipswich the day arter to-
morrow, sir,”” said Mr. Weller, the elder, “from
the Bull in Whitechapel; and if youarcally mean
to go, you'd better go with me.”

“ 8o we had,” said Mr. Pickwick; « very true;
I can write to Bury, and tell them to meet me at
Ipswich. We will go with you. But don't hurry
away, Mr. Weller; won’t you take any thing 1”

“ %ou’rc werry good, sir,” replied Mr. Weller,
stopping short—¢ perhaps a small glass of brandy
to drink your health, and success to Sammy, sir,
wouldn’t be amiss.”

“ Certainly not,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “A
glass of brandy here.”

The brandy was brought; and Mr. Weller, after
pulling his hair to Mr. Pickwick, and nodding to
Sam, jerked it down his capacious throat as if it
had been a small thimble-full.

« Well done, father,” said Sam, ¢ take care, old
fellow, or youw’ll have a touch of your old com-
plaint, the gout.” '

“ I’ve found a sov’rin’ cure for that, Sammy,”
replied Mr. Weller, setting down the glass.

“ A sovereign cure for the gout,” said Mr. Pick-
wick, hastily producing his note-book, “ what is it

“The gout, sir,” replied Mr. Weller, « the gout
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!
is a complaint as arises from too much ease and
comfort. If ever you’re attacked with the gout,
sir, jist you marry a widder as has got a good loud
woice, with a decent notion of usin’ it, and you'll
never have the gout agin. It’s a capital prescrip-
tjon, sir. I takes it reg’lar, and I can warrant it
to Wive away any illncss as is caused by too much
ollity’¢ Having imparted this valuable sccret, Mr.
{Nel er drained his glass once more, produced a
laboured Wink, sighed deeply, and slowly retired.

“« Well, what do you think of what your father
says, Sam 1" inqeired Mr. Pickwick, with a smile.

“ Think,, sir I’ replied Mr. Weller; «why, I
think he’s the wictim o’ connubiality, as Blue
Beard’s domestic chaplain said, with a tear of pity,
ven he buried him.”

Therc was no replying to this very apposite con-
clusion, and, thercfore, Mr. Pickwick, after settling
the reckoning, resumed his walk to Gray’s Inn.
By the time he rcached its sccluded groves, how-
ever, eight o’clock had struck, and the unbroken
stream of gentlemen in muddy high-lows, soiled
white hats, and rusty apparel, who were pouring
towards the different avenues of egress, warned
him that the majority of the offices had closed for
that day.

After climbing two pairs of stecp and dirty stairs,
he found his anticipations were realized. Mr.
Perker’s ¢ outer door” was closed; and the dead
silence which followed Mr. Weller’s repeated kicks
thereat, announced that the officials had retired
from business for the night.

“This is pleasant, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick ;
“1 shouldn’t lose an hour in seeing him;. I shall
not be able to get one wink of sleep to-night, I know,
unless [ have the satisfaction of reflecting that I
have confided this matter to a professional man.”

% Here’s an old 'ooman comin’ up stairs, sir,” re-
plied Mr. Weller; “p'raps she kpows where we
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can find somebody. Hallo, old lady, vere’s Mr.
Perker’s people 1” .

«Mr., Perker’s people,” said a thin, miserable-
looking old woman, stopping to recover breath after
the ascent of the staircase;  Mr. Perker’s people’s
gone, and I’m a goin’ to do the office out.”

“Are you Mr. Perker’s servant?’ inquired M},,
Pickwick. .

“1 am Mr. Perker’s laundress,” replied }'.[ old
woman. -

« Ah,” said Mr. Pickwick, half aside to Sam, ¢ it’s
a curious circumstance, Sam, that they call the old
womecn in these inns, laundresses.  § wonder what’s
that for.” .

“’Cos they have a mortal awersion to washin’ any
thin’, I suppose, sir,”” replied Mr. Weller.

] shouldn’t wonder,”’ said Mr. Picl®vick, look-
ing at the old woman, whose appearance as well
as the condition of the oftice, which she had by this
time opcued, indicated a rooted antipathy to the
application of soap and water; .“do you know
where 1 can find Mr. Perker, my good woman ?”

“No, I don’t,” rcplied the old woman, gruffly;
*“ he’s out o’ town now.”

«'That’s unfortunate,”’ said Mr. Pickwick ;—
« where's his clerk—do you know 1”

“Yes, I know where he is, but he wouldn’t thank
me for telling you,” replied the laundress.

«] have very particular business with him,” said
Mr. Pickwick.

“« Won’t it do in the morning 1" said the woman.

« Not so well,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

* «Well,” said the old woman, «if it was any thin

very particular, I was to say where he was, so

suppose there’s no harm in telling. If you gust go

to the Magpie and Stump, and ask at the bar for

Mr. Lowten, they’ll show you in o him, and he’s

Mr. Perker’s clerk.” )
15%
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With this direction, and having been farthermore:
informed  that the hostelry in question.was situated
in a court, happy in the double advantage of being
in.the vicinity of Clare Market, and closely approxi-
mating to the back of New Inn, Mr. Pickwick and
Sam descended the ricketty staircase in safety, and
fsoned forth in quest of the Magpie and Stump.

T*js favoured tavern, sacred to the evening or-
gies ot Mr. Lowten and-his companions, was what
ordinary .people would designate a public house.
That the landlord was a man of a money-making
turn, was sufficiently testificd by the fact of a small
bulk-head benedth the tap-room window, in size
and shape not unlike a sedan-chair, being underlet
to a mender of shoes: and that he was a being of
a philanthrgpic mind, was evident from the protec-
tion afforded to a pie-man, who vended his delica-
cies without fear of interruption, on the very door-
step. Inthe lower windows, which were decorated
with curtains of a saffron hue, dangled two or three
printed cards, bearing reference to-Devonshire ci-
der and Dantzic spruce, while a large black board,
announcing in white letters to anenlightened public,
that there were 500,000 barrels of double stout in
the cellars of the establishment, left the mind in a
state of not unpleasing doubt and uncertainty, as to
the precise direction in the bowels of the earth, in
which this mighty cavern might be supposed to ex-
tend. When we add, that the weather-beaten sign-
board bore the half obliterated semblance of a mag-
pie intently eyeing a crooked streak of brown paint,
which the neighbours had been taught from infancy
to consider as the “stump,” we have said all that
need be said- of the exterior of the edifice.

On Mr. Pickwick’s presenting himself at the bar,
an elderly female emerged from behind a screen
therein, and presented herself before him.

“Is Mr. Lowten here, ma’am?” inquired Mr:
Pickwick.
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“Yes, he is, sir,” replied the landlady. ¢ Here,.
Charley, show the gentleman in to Mr Lowten.”

“ The gen’l’'m’n can’t go in, justenow,” said a-
shambling pot-boy, with a. red head, “’cos Mr.
Lowten’s a singing a corhic song, and he’ll put him
out. He’ll be done d’rectly, sir.”

The red-headed pot-boy had scarcely finjsived
speaking, when a mest unanimous hammeping of
tables, and jingling of glasses, announce# that the
song had that instant terminated ; ang Mr. Pick-
wick, after desiring Sam to solace himself in the-
tap, suffered himself to be conducted iuto the pre-
sence of Mr. Lowten. *

At the announcement of *a gentleman to speak
to you, sir,” a puffy-faced young man who filled the
chair at the head of the table, lookgd with some-
surprise in the direction from whence the voice
procecded ; and the surprise seemed to be by no-
means diminished, when his eyes rested on an in-
dividual whom he had never seen before.

“] beg your pardon, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick,
“and I am very sorry to disturb the other gentle-.
men, too, but I come on very particular business ;-
and if you will suffer me to detain you at this end
of the room.for five minutes, I shall be very much.
obliged to you.”

The puffy-faced young man rose, and drawing a
chair close to Mr. Piekwick, in an obscure corner
of the room, listened attentively to his tale of wo..

« Ah,” he said, when Mr. Pickwick had con-
cluded “ Dodson and Fogg—sharp practice their’s.
—capital men of business is Dodson and Fogg, sir,”

Mr. Pickwick admitted the sharp practice of

Dodson and Fogg, and Lowten resumed.
" «Perker ain’t in town, and.he won’t be neither,
before the end of next week; but if you want the
action defended, and will leave the copy with me, I
can do-all that's:needful ’till he comes back,” -
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« That's exactly what I came here for,” said Mr.
Pickwick, handing over the document. «If any
thing particular occurs, you can write to me at the
post office, Ipswich.”

«That’s all right,” replied Mr. Perker’s clerk;
and then seeing Mr. Pickwick’s cye wandering cu-
rioesly towards the table, he added, « Will you join
us, fotthalf an hour or so? We are capital com-
pany hera,to-night, There’s Samkin and Green’s
managing-clerk, and Smithers and Price’s chance-
ry,’and Pimkin and Thomas’s out o’ door—sings a
capital song, he does—and Jack Bamber, and ever
so many morc. Y6u’re come out of the country, I
suppose. Weuld you like to join us?”

Mr. Pickwick could not resist so tempting an op-
portunity of studying human nature. Ile suffered
himself to be led to the table, where, after having
been introduced to the company in due form, he
was accomodated with a seat ncar the chair-
man, and called for a glass of his favourite beve-
rage.

A profound silence, quite contrary to Mr. Pick-
wick’s expectation, succeeded.

“You don’t find this sort of thing disagrceable,
1 hope, sir?” said his right-hand neighbour, a gen-
tleman in a checked shirt and Mosaic studs, with a
cigar in his mouth.

““Not in the lcast,”replicd Mr. Pickwick, «I like
it very much, although I am no smoker myself.”

“1 should be very sorry to say [ wasn't,” in-
terposed another gentleman on the opposite side
of the table. “It’s board and lodging to me, is
smoke .”

Mr. Pickwick glanced at the speaker, and
thought that if it were washing too, it would be all
the better.

Here there was another pause. Mr. Pickwick
was a stranger, and his coming had evidently cast
a damp upon the party.
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“ Mr. Grundy’s going to oblige the company with
a smlvé,” said the chairman.

“No he ain’t,”” said Mr. Grundy.

“Why not?” said the chairman.

“ Because 1 can’t,” said Mr. Grundy.

“You had better say you won’t,” replied the
chairman. 2

“Well, then, I won'l,” retorted Mr. Gpandy.
Mr. Grundy’s positive refusal to gratify the compa-
ny, occasioned another silence. .

“ Won’t any body enliven us?” said the chairman,
despondingly. .

“ Why don’t you enliven us yourself, Mr. Chair-
man!” said a young man with a whisRer, a squint,
and an open shirt collar (dirty) from the bottom of
the table. .

“Hear! hear!” said the sthoking gentleman, in
the Mosaic jewellery.

“ Because I only know one song, and I have sung:
it already, and it’s a fine of ¢ glasses round’ to sing
the same song twice in a night,” replied the chair-
man.

This was an unanswerable reply, and silence pre-
vailed again.

«]1 have been to night, gentlemen,” said Mr.
Pickwick, hoping to start a subject in which all the
company could take part in discussing, “ I have been
to-night in a place which you all know very well,
doubitless, but which I have not been in before, for
some years, and know very little of ; I mean Gray’s
Inn, gentlemen. Curious little nooks in a great.,
place, like London, these old Inns are.”

« Now,”” said the chairman, whispering across
the table to Mr. Pickwick, “you have hit upon
something that one of us at least, would talk upon-
for ever. You'll draw old Jack Bamber out; he was
never heard to talk about any thing else but the
Inns, and he has lived alone in them till he’s half.
crazy.” ) :
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The individyal to whom Lowten alluded, was a
little yellow high-shoildered man, whose counte-
nance, from bis habit of stooping forward when si-
lent, Mr. Pickwick had not observed before. He
wondcred, though when the old man raised his shri-
velled face, and bent his bright gray cye upon him,
with a keen and inquiring look, that such remark-
abl2 features could have escaped his attention for a
momehty There was a fixed grim smile perpetually
on his countenance; he leant his chin on a loug
skinny hand, with nails of extraordinary length;
and as he inclined his head to one side, and looked
keenly out from bencath his ragged gray eye-brows,
therc was a.strange, wild slyness in his leer, quite
repulsive to behold.

his was the figure that now started forward, and
burst into aif animated torrent of words. As this
chapter has been a long one, however, and as the
old man was a remarkable personage, it will be
more respectful to him, and more convenient to us,
to let him speak for himsclf in a fresh one.
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CHAPTER XXI

N WHICH THE OLD MAN LAUNCHES FORTH INTO HIS
FAVOURITE THEME, AND RELATES A STQRY ABOUT A
QUEER CLIENT.

“ Apa!” said the old man, a*brief dc’:scription of
whose manner and appearance concluded the last
chapter, “Aha ! who was talking about the Inns 7’

« [ was, sir,” replicd Mr. Pickwick—I was ob-
serving what singular old places they are.”

“ You!” said the old man contemptuously—
« What do you know of the time when young men
shut themsclves up in those lonely rooms, and read
and read, hour after hour, and night after night, till
their reason wandered bencath their midnight stu-
dies; till their mental powers were exhausted ; till
morning’s light brought no freshness or health to
them ; and they sank beneath the unnataral devo-
tion of their youthful energits to their dry old books?
Coming down to a later time, and a very different
day, what do you know of the gradual sinking be-
neath consumption, or the giick wasting of fever—
the grand results of ¢life’ and dissipation—which
men have undergone in those same rooms?  How
many vain pleaders for mercy, do you think have
turned away heart.sick, from the lawyer’s office, to
find a resting-place in the Thames, or a refuge in
the jail? They are no ordinary houses, those.
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There is not a panel in the old wainscoling, but
what, if it were endowed with the powers of speech
and memorys could start from the wall, and tell its
tale of horror—the romance of life, sir, the romance
of life. Common-place as'thcy may secm now, T tell
you they are strangk old places, and I would rather
hear many a legend with a terrific-sounding name,
thamghe true history of one old set of chambers.”

There was something so odd in the old man’s
sudden energy, and the subject which had called it
forth, when Mr. Pickwick was prepared with no
observation in reply; and the old man checking his
impetuosity, and resuming the leer, which had dis-
appeared dtring his previous excitement, said—

« Look at them in another light : their most com-
mon-place and least romantic : what fine places of
slow torture they #@re. Think of the needy man
who has spent his all, beggared himself, and pinched
his friends, to enter the profession, which is destined
never to yield a morsel of bread to him. The wait-
ing—the hope—the disappointment—the fear—the
misery—the poverty—the’ blight on his hopes, and
end to his carcer—the suicide perhaps, or better
still, the shabby, slip-shod drunkard. Am I not
right about them, eh?” And the old man rubbed
his hands, and lecred as if in delight at having found
another point of view in which to place his favourite
subject.

Mr. Pickwick cyed the old man with great curi-
osity, and the remainder of the company smiled,
and looked on in silence. .

«“Talk of your German universities,” said the lit-
tle old man—¢ Pooh, pooh ! there’s romance enough
at home, without going half a mile for it ; only peo-
ple never think of it.”

“I never thought of the romance of this parti-
cular subject before, certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick,

{aughing.
“ql‘o ie sure you didn’t,” said the little old man,
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* of course not. As a friend of mine used to say to
me, ¢ What is there in chambers, in particular P
‘ Queer old places,’ said I. ¢Not at all,’ said he.
‘Lonely,’ said I. *Not a bit of it,’ said he. He
died one morning of apoplexy, as he was going
to open his outer door. Fell with his head in
his own letter-box, and there he lay for eighteen
months. Every body thought he’d gone ont of
town.” 0

“ And how was he found at last?” inquired Mr.
Pickwick.

“ The benchers determined to break his door
open, as he hadn’t paid any rent for two years. So
they did. Forced the lock ; and a very dusty ske-
leton in a blue coat, black knee-shorts, and silks, fell
forward in the arms of the porter whg opened the
door. Queer, that. Rather, pethaps; rather; ch 7"
And the little old man put %is head more on one
side, and rubbed his hands with unspcakable glee.

& ] know another case,” said the little old man,
when his chuckles had in some degree subsided—
“It occurred in Clifford’s Inn. Tenant of a top set
—bad character—shut himself up in his bed-room
closet, and took a dose of arsenic. The steward
thought he had run away : opened the door, and put
a bill up. Another man came, took the chambers,
furnished them, and went to live there. Somehow
or other he couldn’t slecp—always restless and un-
comfortable. ¢Odd,’ sayshe. ¢I’ll make the other
room my bed-chamber, and this my sitting-room.’
He madc the change and slept very well at night, ,
but suddenly found thatsomehow hecouldn’t read in
the evening: he got nervous and uncomfortable, and
used to be always snufting his candles and staring
about him. ¢I can’t make this out,” said he, when
he came home from the play one night, and was
drinking a glass of cold grog, with his back to the
wall, in order that he mightn’t be able to fanc;
there was any one behjnd him—¢I can’t make it

PART II 16
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out,’ said he; and just then his eyes rested on the
little closet that had been always locked up, and a
shudder ranhrough his whole frame from top to
toe. ¢I have felt this strange feeling before,’- said
he—-¢I cannot help thinking there’ssomething wrong
about that closet.” He made a strong effort, plucked
up his courage, shivered the lock with a blow or
two of the poker, opened the door, and there, sure
enough, standing bolt upright in the corner, was
the last tgnant, with a little bottle clasped firmly in
his hand, and his face livid with the hue of a pain-
ful death.”> As the little old man concluded, he
looked round on e attentive faces of his wondering
auditory with a smile of grim delight.

« What strange things these are you tell us of,
sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, minutely scanning the old
man’s counfenance,sby the aid of his glasses.

“Strange?” said the little old man—*Nonsense;
you think them strange, because you know nothing
about it. They are funny, but not uncommon.”

“Funny!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, involuntarily.

« Yes, funny, are they not?” replied the littlc old
man with a diabolical leer; and then, without
pausing for an answer, he continued—

“I knew another man—let me sec—it’s forly
years ago now—who took an old damp rotten set
of chambers, in one of the most ancicnt Inns, that
had been shut up and empty for years and years
before. There werc lots of old women’s stories
about the place, and it certainly was very far ffom
being a cheerful one; but he was poor, and the
rooms were cheap, and that would have been quite
a sufficient reason for him, if they had been ten
times worse than they really were. He was obliged
to take some mouldering fixtures that were on the
place, and, among the rest, was a grcat lumbering
wooden press for papers with large glass doors, and
a green curtain inside; a pretty useless thing for
him, for he had no papers to put init; and as to his
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clothes he carried them about with him, and that
wasn’t very hard work, either. Well, he had moved
in all his furniture—it wasn’t quite a tronk-full—and
sprinkled it about the room, so as to make the
four chairs look as much like a dozen as possible,
and was sitting down before the fire at night drink-
ing the first glass of two gallons of whisky he had
ordcred on credit, wondering whether it would ever
be paid for, and if so, in how many yeaps’ time,
when his eyes encountered the glass doers of the
wooden press. ¢ Ah!” says he,—if I hadn’t been
obliged to take that ugly article at the old broker’s
valuation, I might have got something comfortable
for the money. D’ll tell you what it is,*ld fellow,’
he said, spcaking aloud to the press, just because
he had got nothing else to speak to—¢ I it wouldn’t
cost more to break up your old chrcass, than it would
ever be worth afterwards, I'd have a fire out of you,
in less than no time.” He had hardly spoken the
words, when a sound resembling a faint groan, ap-
peared to issue from the interior of the case. It
startled him at first, but thinking, on a moment’s
reflection, that it must be some young fellow in
the next chambers, who had been dining out, he
put his feet on the fender, and raised the poker to
stir the fire. At that moment the sound was re-
peated : and one of the glass doors slowly opening,
disclosed a pale and emaciated figure in soiled and
worn apparel, standing erect in the press. The
figure was tall and thin, and the countenance ex-
pressive of carc and anxicty ; but there was some-
Lthing in the hue of the skin, and gaunt and un-
earthly appecarance of the whole form, which no
being of this world was ever seen to wear. ¢ Who
are you? said the new tcnant, turning very pale,
poising the poker in his hand, however, and taking
a very dccent aim at the counmtenance of the
figure—¢ Who are you? ¢Don’t throw that poker
at me,’ replied the form—* If you hurled it with
ever so sure an aim, it would pass through me, with-
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out resistance, and expend its force on the wood be-
bind. ITama spirit” ¢And pray what do you want
here? faltered the tenant. ¢In this room,’ replied
the apparition, ¢ my worldly ruin was worked, and
1 and my children beggared. In this press, the
papers in a long, long suit, which accumulated for
years, were deposited. In this room, when I had
died of grief, and long-deferred hope, two wily har-
pies diyided thc wealth for which 1 had contested
during a_wretched existence, and of which at last,
not one farthing was lcft for my unhappy descend-
ants. I terrified them from the spot, and since that
day have prowed by night—the only period at
which I can re-visit the carth—about the scenes of
my long-protracted miscry. This apartment is
mine: lcave it to me.” <If you insist upon making
your appea¥ance here,” said the tenant, whohad had
time to collect his presence of mind during this pro-
sy statement of the ghost’s—¢I shall give up pos-
session with the greatest pleasure; but I should
like to ask you one question, if you will allow me.’
¢ Say on,’ said the apparition, sternly. ¢ Well, said
the tenant, <1 don’t apply the observation person-
ally to you, because it is equally applicable to all
the ghosts I ever heard of; but it docs appear to
me, somewhat inconsistent, that when you have an
opportunity of visiting the fairest spots of earth—
for I suppose space is nothing to you—you should
always return exactly to the very places where
you have been most miscrable”” ¢That’s very
true ; Inever thought of that before,’ said the ghost.
‘You see, sir,” pursued the tenant, ¢ this is a very
uncomfortable room. From the appeararice of that *
press, I should be disposcd to say that it is not
wholly free from bugs; and I really think you
might find much more comfortable quarters: to
say nothing of the climate of London, which'is ex-
tremely disagrecable.” ¢You arc very right, sir,’
said the ghost, politely; ‘it never struck me ill
now; I'll try change of air directly’—and, in fact,
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he began to vanish as he spoke: his legs, indeed,
had quite disappeared. ¢ And if, sir, said the te-
nant calling after him, ¢ if you would have the good-
ness to suggest to the other ladies and gentlemen
who are now engaged in haunting old empty houses,
that they might be much more comfortable else-
where, you will confer a very great benefit on so-
ciety.” ¢l will,’ replied the ghost; ¢we must be dull
fellows—very dull fellows, indeed ; I can’t imagine
how we can have been sostupid’ With thése words,
the spirit disappeared ; and what is rather remarka-
ble,”” added the old man with a sMrewd look round
the table, « he never came back againl’

«That ain’t bad, if it’s true,” said the man in
the Mosaic studs, lighting a fresh cigar.

«If P’ exclaimed the old man, with & look of ex-
cessive contempt. “1I suppose,” he added, turning
to Lowten, “ he’ll say next, that my story about the
queer client we had, when I was in an attorney’s
office, is not true, either—1I shouldn’t wonder.”

“ I shan’t venture to say any thing at all about it,
seeing that I never heard the story,” observed the
owner of the Mosaic decorations.

“I wish you would repeat it, sir,” said Mr. Pick-
wick.

« Ah, do,”’ said Lowten: « nobody has heard it
but me, and I have ncarly forgotten it.”

The old man looked round the table, and lecred
more horribly than ever, as if in triumph, at the
attention which was depicted in every face. Then
rubbing his chin with his hand, and looking up to
* the ceiling as if to recall the circumstances to his
memory, %e began as follows:—

THE OLD MAN’S TALE ABOUT THE QUEER CLIENT.

«Ir matters little,” said the old man, ¢ where,
or how, I picked up this brief history. If I were
to relate it in the order in which it reached me, I

16*
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should commence in the middle, and when I had'
arrived at the conclusion, go back for a beginning.
It is enough for me to say that some of its circum-
stances passed before my own eyes; for the re-
mainder‘l) know them to have happened, and there:
are some persons yet living, who will remember
them but too well.

“In the borough High Street, ncar Saint
George’s* Church, and on the same side of the
way, stands, as most pcople know, the smallest of
our debtlor’s prisons—the Marshalsea. Although
in later times it &ias been a very different place
from the sink of filth and dirt it once was, cven
its improved condition holds out but little tempta-
tion to the extravagant, or consolation to the im-
provident. &'he copdemned felon has as good a
yard for air and exercise in Newgate, as the insol-
vent debtor in the Marshalsea Prison.

« It may be my fancy or it may be that I can-
not separate the place from the old recollections
associated with it, but this part of London I can-
not bear. The street is broad, the shops are spa-
cious, the noise of passing vechicles, the footsteps
of a perpetual strcam of pcople—all the busy
sounds of traffic, resound in it from morn till mid-
night, but the strects around, arc mean and close ;
poverty and debauchery lie festering in the crowd-
ed alleys, want and misfortune are pent up in the
narrow prison; an air of gloom and drcariness.
seems in my cycs at lcast, to hang about the
;cene, and to impart to it, a squalid and sickly

ue.

“ Many eyes, that have long since been closed.
in the grave, have looked round upon that scene
lightly enough, when entering the gate of the old
Marshalsea Prison for the first time: for despair
seldom comes with the first scvere shock of mis-
fortune. A man has confidence in untried frierds,
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he remembers the many offers of service so freely
made by his boon companions when he wanted
them not; he has hope—the hope of* happy inex-
perience—and however he may bend beneath the
first shock, it springs up in his bosom,and flourishes
there for a brief space, until it droops beneath the
blight of disappointment and neglect. How soon
have those same eyes, deeply sunken in the head,
glared from faces wasted with famine, artd sallow
from confinement, in days when it wad no figure
of specch to say that debtors rotted in prison, with
no hope of release, and no prespect of liberty!
The atrocity in its full extent no lopger exists,
but there is enough of it left, to give rise to oc-
currcncees that make the heart bleed.

“ Twenty years ago, that pavemefit was worn
with the footsteps of a mother and child, who,
day by day, so surely as the morning came, pre-
sented themselves at the prison gate; often after a
night of restless misery and anxious thoughts,
were they there, a full hour too soon, and then
the young mother turning meekly away, would
lead the child to the old hridge, and raising him
in her arms to show him the glistening water,
tinted with the light of the morning’s sun, and
stirring with all the bustling preparations for bu-
siness and pleasurc that the river presents at that
carly hour, endcavour to interest his thoughts in
the objcets before him. But she would quickly
set him down, and hiding her face in her shawl,.,
give vent to the tears that blinded her, for no ex-
pression of interest or amusement lighted up his
thin and sickly face. His recollections were few
enough, but they were all of one kind—all con-.
nected with the poverty and misery of his parents.
Hour after hour, had he sat on his mother’s knee,
and with childish sympathy watched the tears that
stole down her face, and then crept quietly away



180 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF

into some dark corner, and sobbed himself to
sleep. The hard realities of the world, with many
of its worst privations—hunger and thirst, and
cold and want—had all come home to him, from
the first dawnings of reason; and though the form:
of childhood was there, its light heart, its merry
laugh, and sparkling eyes were wanting.

“The father and mother looked on upon this,and
upon eaofq other, with thoughts of agony they
dared not breathe in words. The healthy, strong-
made man, who could have borne almost any fa-
tigue of active ex€rtion, was wasting beneath the
close confinament and unhealthy atmosphere of a
crowded prison. The slight and delicate woman
was sinking beneath the combined effects of bodi-
ly and mental illness; the child’s young heart
was breaking.

¢ Winter came, and with it weeks of cold and
heavy rain. The poor girl had removed to a
wretched apartment close to the spot of her hus-
band’s imprisonment; and though the change had
been rendered necessary by their increasing po-
verty, she was happier now, for she was nearer
him. For two months, she and her little compa-
nion watched the opening of the gate as usual.
One day she failed to come, for the first time.
Another morning arrived, and she came alone.
The child was dead.

¢« They little know, who coldly talk of the poor

.nan’s bereavements, as a happy release from pain
to the departed, and a mereciful relief from expense
to the survivor—they little know, I say, what the
agony of those bereavements is. A silent look of
affection and regard when all other eyes are turned
coldly away—the consciousness that we possess
the sympathy and affection of one being when all
others have dcserted us—is a hold, a stay, a com-
fort in the deepest affliction, which no wealth
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could purchase, or power bestow. The child had
sat at its parents’ feet for hours together, with his
little hands patiently folded in each other, and his
thin wan face raised towards theth. They had
secn him pine away, from day to day ; and though
his brief existence had been a joyless one, and he
was now removed {o that peace and rest which,
child as he was, he had never known in this world,
they were his parents, and his loss sunk deep into
their souls. ’

“It was plain to those who looked upon the
mother’s altered face that death must soon close
the scene of her adversity an® trial. Her hus-
band’s fcllow prisoners shrunk from gbtruding on
his grief and misery, and left to himself alone, the
small room he had previously occupied in com-
mon with two companions. , She sitared it with
him: and lingering on without pain, but without
hope, her life ebbed slowly away.

% She had fainted onc cvening in her husband’s
arms, and he had bornc her to the open window, to
revive her with the air, when the light of the moon
falling full upon her face,showed him a change upon
her features, which made him stagger beneath her
weight, like a helpless infant.

“*¢Sect me down, George,’ she said faintly. He
did so, and seating himself besidc her, covered his
face with his hands, and burst into tears.

« ]t is very hard to lcave you, George,’ she said,
¢but it’s God’s will, and you must bear it for my sake.
Oh! how I thank him for having taken our boy.
He is happy, and in heaven now. What would he*
have donc here, without his mother I’

“ ¢« You shall not die, Mary, you shall not die;
said the husband, starting up. e paced hurriedly
to and fro, striking his hcad with his clenched fists;
then veseating himself beside her, and_supporting
her in his arms, added more calmly, ¢ Rouse yours
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self, my dear girl—pray, pray do. You will revive
et
T Never again, George; never again’—said the
dying woman. ¢ Let them lay me by my poor boy
now, but promise me, that if ever you leave this
dreadful place, and should grow rich, you will have
us removed to some quiet country churchyard, a
long, long way off—very far from here, where we
caﬁ rest in peace. Dear George, promise me you
will.!
L | do,‘I do,—said the man, throwing himself
assionately on his kiiess before her. “Speak to me,
ary, another wotd ; one look—but onc—’

“ IZIe ceased to speak : for the arm that clasped
his neck, grew stiff and heavy. A decp sigh escaped
from the wasted form before him; the lips moved,
and a smile pYayed upon the face, but the lips were
pallid, and the smile faded into a rigid and ghastly
starc. He was alone in the world.

“That night, in the silence and desolation of his
miserable room, the wretched man knelt down by
the dead body of his wife, and called on God to wit-
ness a dreadful oath, that from that hour, he de-
voted himself to revenge her death and that of his
child; that from thenceforth to the last moment of
his life, his whole encrgies should be directed to this
one object ; that his revenge should be protracted
and terrible; that his hatred should be undying
and unextinguishable; and should hunt its object
through the world.

“'The deepest despair, and passion scarcely hu-
‘man, had made such fierce ravages on his face and
form, in that one night, that his companions in mis-
fortune shrunk affrighted from him as he passed by.
His eyes were bloodshot and heavy, his face a dead-
ly white, and his body bent as if with age. He had
bitten his under lip nearly through in the violence
of his mental suffering, and the blood which had
flowed from the wound had trickled down his chin,
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and stained his shirt and neckerchicf. No tear, or
sound of complaint escaped him ; but the unsettled
look, and disordered haste with which he paced up
and down the yard, dengted the fever which was
burning within,

« It was neccssary that his wife’s body should be
removed from the prison, without dclay. He re-
ceived the communication with perfect calmness,
and acquiesced in its propriety. Nearly all the in-
mates of the prison had assembled to withess its re-
moval ; they fell back on cithﬁide when the wi-
dower appeared; he walked hut™edly forward,and
stationed himself, alone, in a littlc railed area close
to the lodge gate, from whence the crowd, with an
instinctive fecling of delicacy,hadretired. Therude
coffin wasborne slowly forward gn men’sshoulders. A
dead silence pervadedthe throng, broken only by the
audible lamentations of the women, and the shuffling
steps of the bearers on the stone pavement. The
reached the spot where the bereaved husband stood;
and stopped. He laid his hand upon the coffin, and
mechanically adjusting the pall with which it was
covered, motioned them onwards. The turnkeys
in the prison lobby took off their hats as it passed
through, and in another moment the heavy gate
closed behind it. 1llc looked vacantly upon the
crowd, and fell heavily to the ground.

« Although for many weeks after this, he was
watched night and day, in the wildest ravings of
fever, neither the consciousness of his loss, nor the
recollection of the vow he had made, ever left him
for a moment. Scecnes changed before his eyes,
place succeeded place, and event followed event, in
all the hurry of delirium; but they were all con.
nected in some way with the great object of his
mind. He was sailing over a boundless expanse of
sea, with a blood-red sky above, and the angry wa-
ters lashed into fury beneath, boiling and eddying
up, on every side. There was another vessel be-
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fore them, toiling and labouring in the howling
storm; her canvass fluttering in ribands from the
mast, and her deck thronged with figures who were
lashed to the sides, over which huge waves every
instant burst, sweeping away some devoted crea-
tures into the foaming sea. Onward they bore,
amidst the roaring mass of water, with a speed and
force which nothing could resist ; and striking the
stern of the foremost vessel, crushed her, beneath
their keel. From the huge whirlpool which the
sinking wreck ocgdsioned, arose a shriek so loud
and shrill—the death-cry of a hundred drowning
wretches, blended into one fierce yell—that it rung
far above the war-cry of the clements, and echoed,
and re-cchogd till it scemed to pierce air, sky, and
ocean. But what was that—that old gray-head
that rose above the water’ssurface, and with looks
of agony, and screams for aid, buffeted with the
waves ! One look, and he had sprung from the ves-
sel’s side, and with vigorous strokes was swimming
towards it. e reached it; he was close upon it.
They were his features. The old man saw him
coming, and vainly strove to elude his grasp. But
he clasped him tight, and dragged him beneath the
water. Down, down with him, fifty fathoms deep :
his struggles grew fainter and fainter, until they
wholly ceased. Ilc was dead ; he had killed him,
and had kept his oath.

“He was traversing the scorching sands of a
mighty desert, bare-footed and alone. The sand
¢hoked dnd blinded him; its fine thin grains en-
tered the very pores of his skin, and irritated him
almost to maduess. Gigantic masses of the same
material, carried forward by the wind, and shone
through, by the burning sun, stalked in the distance
like pillars of living fire. The bones of men, who
had perished in the dreary waste, lay scattered at
his feet ; a fearful light fell on every thing around }
and so far as the eye could reach, nothing but ob»
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ainly striving to utter a cry of tegror, with his
tongue cleaving to his mouth, he rushed madly for-
ward.  Armed with sdpernatural strength, he
waded through the sand, until exhausted with
fatigue and thirst, he fell senscless on the earth.
What fragrant coolness revived him; what gushinﬁ
sound was that? Water! It was indced a jwell; an
the clear fresh stream was running at hks feet. He
drank deeply of it, and throwgg his aching limbs
upon the bank, sunk into a de&nus trance. The
sound of approaching footsteps roused him. Anold
gray headed man tottered forward to sltke his burn-
ing thirst. Tt was /e again. Ile wound his arms
round the old man’s body, and held hign back. He
struggled in powerful convulsiéns, and shrieked for
water—for but one drop of water to save his life.
But he held the old man firmly, and watched his
agonics with greedy cyes; and when his lifeless
head fell forward on his bosom, he rolled the corpse
from him with his feet.

« When the fever left him, and consciousness re-
turned, he awoke to find himself rich and free: to
hear that the parent who would have let him die in
jail—wrould ! who had let those who were far dearer
to him than his own existence, diec of want and the
sickness of heart that medicine cannot cure—had
been found, dead in his bed of down. He had all
the heart to leave his son a beggar, but proud even
of his health and strength, he had put off the act till
it was too late, and now might gnash his teeth in
the other world, at the thought of the wealth his
remissness had left him. He woke to this, and he
woke to more. Torecollect the purpose for which
he lived, and to remember that his enemy was his
wite’s own father—the man who had cast him into
prisun, and who, when his daughter and her child
sued at his feet for mercy, had spurned them from
his door. Oh, how he cursed the weakness that

Parrt IL 17
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prevented him from being up, and active, in his
scheme of vengeance!

“He caused himself to be carried from the scene
of his loss and misery, and conveyed to a quiet re-
sidence on the sca coast—not in the hope of reco-
vering his peacc of mind or happiness, for both were
fled for ever; but to restore his prostate energies,
and medifate on his darling object. And herc, some
evil spirit gast in his way, the opportunity for his
first, most horrible revenge.

«]Itwas summexytfmc; and wrapped in his gloomy
thoughts, he would issuc from his solitary lodgings
early n the evening, and wandering along a narrow
path beneath the clifis to a wild and lonely spot that
had struck his fancy in his ramblings, scat himself
on some fallen fragments of the rock, and burying
his face in his hands, remain there for hours—some-
times until night had completely closed in, and the
long shadows of the frowning cliffs above his head,
cast a thick black darkness on cvery object near
him.

« He was seated here, one calm evening in his
old position, now and then raising his head, to watch
the flight of a seagull, or carry his eye along the
glorious crimson pith, which commencing in the
middle of the ocean, seemed to lead to its very verge
where the sun was setting, when the profound still-
ness of the spot was broken by a loud cry for help ;
he listened, doubtful of his having heard aright,
when the cry was repeated with even greater vehe-
mence than before, and, starting to his feet, he has-,
tended in the direction from whence it proceeded.

“The tale told itself at once: some scattered gar-
ments lay on the beach; a human head was just vi-
sible above the waves at a little distance from the
shore; and an old man wringing his hands in agony,
was running to and fro, shrieking for assistance.
The invalid, whose strength was now sufficiently
restored, threw off his coat, and rushed towards the
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sea, with the intention of plunging in, and dragging
the drowning man ashore.

«¢ Hasten here, sir, in God’s narfie; help, help,
sir, for the love of Heaven. He is my son, sir, my
only son,’ said the old man, frantically, as he ad-
vanced to meet him. ¢ My only son, sir, and he is
dying before his father’s eyes.’

« At the first word the old man uttered, the stran-
ger checked himself in his career, and, folding his
arms, stood perfectly motionless.

« ¢« Great God " exclaimed\ge old man, recoiling
—*Heyling?

“The stranger smiled, and was silent.

¢«¢ Heyling I’ said the old man wildly—¢ My boy,
Heyling, my dear boy, look, look ;” and, gasping for
breath, the miserable fathen pointed to the spot
where the young man was struggling for life.

«¢JTark! said the old man—¢ He cries once more.
He is alive yet. Heyling, save him, save him.’

« The stranger smiled again, and remained im-
moveable as a statue.

“¢« ] have wronged you,’ shricked the old man,
falling on his knees, and clasping his hands together
—¢ Be revenged ; take my all, my life; cast me into
the water at your feet, and, if human nature can
repress a struggle, I will die, without stirring hand
or foot. Do it, Heyling, do it, but save my boy,
he is so young, Heyling, so young to dic.’

«¢ Listen,’ snid the stranger, grasping the old man
fiercely by the wrist—¢ I will have life for life, and
here is oNk. My child died before his thther’s eyes,
a far more agonizing and painful death than that
young slanderer of his sister’s worth ismeeting while
Ispcak. Youlaughed—laughed in your daughter’s
face, where death had already set his hand—at our
sufferings, then. What think you of them now?
See there, see there.’

« As the stranger spoke, he pointed to the sea.
A faint cry died away upon its surface: the last
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powerful struggle of the dying man agitated the
rippling waves for a few scconds: and the spot
where he hadegone down into his early grave, was
undistinguishable from thg surrounding water.

* * * *

“Three years had clapsed when a gentleman
alighted from a private carriage at the door of a
London a¢torney, then well known to the public, as
a man of ho great nicety in his professional deal-
ings, and rcquest%’private interview on business
of importance. Afthough evidently not past the
prime of life, his face was pale, haggard, and de-
jected; and it did not require the accute perception
of the man of business, to discern at a glance, that
disease or suffering hgd done more to work a change
in his appearance, than the mere hand of time
could have accomplished in twice the period of his
whole life.

“¢] wish you to undertake some legal business
for me,’ said the stranger.

« The attorney bowed obsequiously, and glanced
at a large packet, which the gentleman carrvied in
his hand. His visiter observed the look, and pro-
ceeded.

« «It is no common business,’ said he; ¢ nor have
these papers reached my hands without long trou-
ble and great expense.’

“The attorney cast a still more anxious look at
the packet: and his visiter, untying the string that
bound it, dieclosed a quantity of nromissory notes,
with some copies of deeds, and other documents.

« ¢« Upon these papers,” said the client, ¢ the man
whose name they bear, has raised, as you will see,
large sums of money, for some years pust. There
was a tacit understanding between him and the
men into whose hands they originally went—and
from whom I have by degrees purchased the whole,
for treble and quadruple their nominal value—that
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these loans should be from time to time renewed,
until a given period had elapsed. Such an under-
standing is nowhcre expressed. He has sustained
many losses of late; and these obligations accu-
mulating upon him at once, would crush him to
the earth.”

“The whole amount is some thousands of
pounds,” said the attorney, looking over the papers.

« Jt is,” said the client. /

« What are we to do !” inquired the’man of bu-
siness. \V
« Do !” replicd the clicnt,™ith sudden vehe-
mence—* Put every engine of the Jaw in force,
every trick that ingenuity can devise, and rascali-
ty exccute; fair means and foul ; the open oppres-
sion of the law, aided by all the craft of its most
ingenions practitioners. I would have him die a
harassing and lingering death. Ruin him, seize
and scll his lands and goods, drive him from house
and home, and drag him forth a beggar in his old
age, to die in a common gaol.”

« ¢« But the costs, my dear sir, the costs of all
this,’ rcasoned the attorney, when he had recovered
from his momentary surprise,— If the defendant
be a man of straw, who is to pay the costs, sir P

« ¢« Name any sum,’ said the stranger, his hand
trembling so violently with excitement, that he
could scarcely hold the pen he seized as he spoke,
¢ Any sum, and it is yours. Don’t be afraid to
name it, man. I shall not think it dcar, if you gain
my object.’ d ‘

«The attorney named a large sum, at hazard,
as the advance he should require to secure himself
against the possibility of loss: but more with the
view of ascertaining how far his client was really
disposed to go, than with any idea that he would
comply with the demand. The stranger wrote a
cheque upon his banker, for the whole amount, and
left him. ’

17+
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«The draft was duly honoured, and the attorney,
findiug that his strunge client might be safely re-
lied upon, commenced his work in earnest. For
more than two years afterwards, Mr. IHeyling
would sit whole days togcther, in the office, poring
over the papers as they accumulated, and reading
again and again, his eyes gleaming with joy, the
letters of remonstrance, the prayers for a litile de-
lay, the regresentations of the certain ruin in which
the opposill% party must be involved, which poured
in, as suit after suity and process after process,
were commenced. #1'o all applications for a brief
indulgence, there was but one reply—the money
must be paid® Land, house, furniture, each in its
turn, was taken under some one of the numerous
executions which were issued; and the old man
himself would have been immured in prison, had he
not escaped the vigilance of the officers, and fled.

“ The implacable animosity of Heyling, so far
from being satiated by the success of his persccu-
tion, increased a hundred fold with the ruin he in-
flicted. On being informed of the old man’s flight,
his fury was unbounded. He gnashed his tceth
.with rage, tore the hair from his head, and as-
sailed, with horrid imprecations, the men who had
becn intrusted with the writ.  Ile was only re-
stored to comparative calmness by repeated assu-
rances of the certainty of discovering the fugitive.
Agents were sent in quest of him in all directions;
every stratagem that could be invented was resort-
ed to, for the, purpose of discovering his place of
retreat; but it was all in vain. Half a year had
passcd over, and he was still undiscovered.

At length, late one night, Heyling, of whom
nothing had been seen for many weeks before, ap-
peared at his attorney’s private residence, and sent
up word that a gentleman wished to see him instant-
ly. Before the attorney, who had recognised his
voice from above stairs, could order the servant to
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admit him, he had rushed up the staircase, and en-
tered the drawing-roomn pale, and breathless.—
Having closed the door, to prevemt being over-
heard, he sunk into a chair, and said, in a low
voice— )

«¢ Hush! I have found him at last.’

“¢No ! said the attorney—* Well done, my dear
sir; well done.’

*¢¢ He lies concealed in a wretched Jodging in
Camden Town.” said Heyling—¢ Perhidps it is as
well we did lose sight of §m, for he has been
living alone there in the most'Wbject misery all the
time, and he is poor—very poor.’

“sVery good,” said the attorney—¢ You will
have the caption made to-morrow, of course ?’

“sYes, replicd Heyling. ¢ Stay leNo! The next
day. You are surprised at my wishing to post-
pone it he added, with a ghastly smile; ¢but I
had forgotien. The next day is an anniversary in
his life: let it be done then.’

“Very good,’ said the attorney—¢ Will you
write down instructions for the officer?

«¢No; let him mect me here, at eight in the
evening, and I will accompany him myself.’

«They met on the appointed night, and hiring a
hackney-coach, directed the driver to stop at that
corner of that old Pancras road, at which stands
the parish work-house. By the time they alighted
there, it was quite dark; and, proceeding by the
dead wall in front of the Veterinary Hospital, they
entcred a small by-street, which is, orewas, at that
time, called Little College Strect, and which, what-
ever it may be now, was, in those days, a desolate
place enough, surrounded by little else than fields
and ditches.

“ Having drawn the travelling cap he had on,
half over his face, and muffled himself in his cloak,
Heyling stopped before the meanest looking house
in the street, and knocked gently at the door. It
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was at once opened by a woman, who dropped a
courtesy of recognition, and Heyling, whispering
the officer to remain below, crept gently up stairs,
and opening the dvor of the front room, entered
at once.

« The object of his search, and his unrclenting
animosity, now a decrepit old man, was seated at
a bare deal table, on which stood a miserable can-
dle. He started on the entrance of the stranger,
and rose feebly to his feet.

¢« What now, whgf now? said the old man—
‘What fresh miscr/ﬁ this? What do you want
here?” .

«“¢« A word with you,” replied Heyling. As he
spoke, he seated himself at the other end of the ta-
ble, and, thro¥ing off’ his cloak and cap, disclosed
his features.

“The old man seemed instantly deprived of
the power of specch. He fell backward in his
chair, and, clasping his hands together, gazed on
the apparition with a mingled look of abhorrence
and fear.

« «This day six years’ said Heyling, « I claimed
the life you owed me for my child’s.  Besides the
lifeless form of your daughter, old man, I swore to
live a life of revenge. 1 have never swerved from
my purpose for a moment’s space; but if I had,
one theught of her uncomplaining, suffering look,
as she drooped away, or of the starving face of
our innocent child, would have nerved me to my
task. My first act of requital you well remember:
this is my last.

« The old man shivered, and his hands dropped

werless by his side.

#¢] lenve England to-morrow,” said Heyling,
after a moment’s pause.—¢ To-night I consign you
to the living death, to which you devoted her—a
hopeless prison——'

« He raised his eyes to the old man’s counte-
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nance, and paused. He lificd the light to his face,
set it gently down, and left the apartment.

“«You had better see to the olde man,’ he said
to the woman, as he openncd the door, and mo-
tioned the officer to follow him into the street—¢1
think he is ill”  The woman closed the door, ran
hastily up stairs, and found him lifeless. He had
died n a fit.

* 3 * * *

“Bencath a plain grave-stone, in one of the most
peaceful and sccluded churc\gn rds in Kent, where
wild flowers mingled with thé® grass, and the soft
landscape around forms the fairest spot in the gar-
den of Fingland, lie the bones of the young mother
and her gen 1: child.  But the ashes of the father
do not ming'e with theirs; ner fromsthat night for-
ward, did the attorney ever gain the remotest clew
to the subsequent history of his queer. client.”

As the old man concluded his tale, he advanced
to a peg in onc corver, and taking down his hat
and coat, put them on with great delberation;
and, without saying another word, walked slowly
away. As the gentleman with the Mo aic studs
had tallen asleep, and the major part of the com-
pany were deeply occupied in the humorous pro-
cess of dropping melted tallow-grease into his
brandy and water, Mr. Pickwick departed unno-
ticed. and having settled his own scome, and thateof
Mr. Weller. he issued forth, in company with that
gentleman, from beneath the portal of the Magpie
and Stump.
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CHAPTER XXIIL

MR. PICKWICK JOURNE{S TO IFSWICIH, AND MEETS WITH
A ROMANTI? ADVENTURE WITH A MIDELE-AGED
LADY, IN YELLOW CURL PAPERS.

“ TuaT ’ere your governor’s luggage, Sammy?”
inquired Mr. Weller, senior, of his affectionate son,
as he entered the yard of the Bull Inn, Whitecha-
pel, with a travelling bag, and a small portman-
teau.

“ You might ha’ made a worser guess than that,
old feller,” replied Mr. Weller, the younger, setting
down his burden in the yard, and sitting himself
down upon it afterwards. ¢ The governor himself
’Il be down here presently.”

“ He’s a cabbin’ it, I suppose 1” said the father.

“Yes, he’s a havin’ two mile o’ danger at eight-
pence,” responded the son. ¢ IIow’s mother-in-
law this morn’?”

 Queer, Sammy, queer,” replied the elder Mr.
Weller, with impressive gravity. « She’s been get-
tin’ rayther in the Methodistical order, lately, Sam-
my ; and she is uncommon pious, to be sure. She’s
too good a crectur for me, Sammy—I feel 1 don’t
deserve her.”

« Ah,” said Mr. Samuel, « that’s werry sclf-de-
nyin’ o’ you.”

s Werry,” replicd his parent, with a sigh. « She’s
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got hold o’ some inwention for grown-up people be-
ing born again, Sammy—the newsbirth, I thinks
they calls it. Ishould wesry much like to see that
system in haction, Sammy. 1 should weary much
like to sce your mother-in-law born again.
Wouldw’t I put her out to nursc?”’

“ What do you think them women does t’other
day,” continued Mr. Weller, after a s}frl pause,
during which he had significantly struck the side
of his nosc with his fore-fimger, some half-dozen
times. ¢ Whatdo you think they does t'other day,
Sammy ”

« Don’t know,” replied Sam, ¢ whaf?”

“ Goes and gets up a grand tea drinkin’ for a
feller they calls their shepherd,” saideMr. Weller.
“] was a standing starin’ in, at the pictur shop,
down at our place, when I sees a little bill about
it; ¢ tickets half-a-crown. All applications to be
made to the committee. Secretary, Mrs. Weller;’
and when I got home, there was the committee a
sittin’ in our back parlour—fourteen women; 1
wish you could ha’ heard ’em, Sammy. There
they was, a passin’ resolutions, and wotin’ supplies,
and all sorts o’ games. Well, what with your mo-
ther-in-law a worrying me to go, and what with
my looking for’ard to secin’ some queer starts if 1
did, T put my name down for a ticket; at six
o’clock on the Friday evenin’ I dresses myself out
werry smart, and oft I goes with the old ’ooman,
and up we walks into a first floor, where there wa¢
tea things for thirty, and a whole lot o’ women as
begins whisperin’ to one another, and lookin’ at
me, as if they’d never scea a rayther stout gen’lm’n
of eight-and-fifty afore. By and by, there comes
a great bustle down stairs, and a lanky chap, with
arted nose and white neckcloth, rushes up, and
sings out, ¢ Here’s the shepherd a coming to wisit
his faithful flock;’ and in comes a fat chap in black,
with a great white face, a smilin’ avay like clock.
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work. Such goin’s on, Sammy. ¢ The kiss of
peace,’ says the shepherd; and then he kissed the
women all round, and ven he’d done, the man with
the red nose began. I was just a thinkin’ whether
I hadn’t better begin too—’specially as there was
a werry nice lady a sittin’ next me—ven in comes
the tea, and your mother-in-law, as had been
makin’ the kettle boil, down stairs. At it they
went, tooth and nail.  Such a precious loud hymn,
Sammy, while the ypa was a brewing: such a

race, such eatin’ aid drinkin’. I wish you could

a’ seen the shepherd walkin® into the ham and
muffins. I never sec such a chap to cat and drink
—never. The red-nosed man warn’t by no imeans
the sort of pgrson you'd like to grub by contract,
but he was nothin’ fo the shepherd. Well, arter
the tea was over, they sang another hymn, and
then the shepherd began to preach: and werry well
he did it, considerin’ how heavy them mutlins must
have lied on his chest. Presently he pulls up, all of
a sudden, and hollers out, * Where is the sinner;
where is the miscrable sinner?” upon which, all the
women looked at me, and began to groan as if they
was dying. I thought it was rather sing’ler, but
hows’ever, I says nothing. Presently he pulls up
again, and lookin’ very hard at me, says, ¢ Where
is the sinner; where is the miserable sinner? and
all the women groans again, ten times louder than
afore. I got rather savage at this, so I takes a
step or two for’ard and says, ¢ My friend,” says I,
¢did you apply that ¢’re obhserwation to me P’—
*Stead of beggin’ my pardonas any gen’Im’n would
ha’ done, he got more abusive than ever; called
me a wessel, Sammy—a wessel of wrath—and all
sorts 0’ names. So my blood being reg’larly up, I
first gave him two or three for himself, and then
two or three more to hand over to the man with
the red nose, and waiked off. I wish you could
ha’ heard how the women screamed, Sammy, ven
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they picked up the shepherd from under the table.
Hallo ! here’s the governor, the size of life.”

As Mr. Weller spoke, Mr. Pickwick dismounted
frora a cab, and entered 'the yvard.

“ Fine mornin, sir,” said Mr. Weller, senior.

« Beautiful, indeed,”—replied Mr. Pickwick.

¢ Beautiful, indeed,” echoed a red-haired man,
with an inquisitive nose and blue spectacles, who
had unpacked himselt from a cab at the same mo-
ment, as Mr. Pickwick. “ Geing to Ipswich, sir?”

«I am,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

« Extraordinary coincidence. So am L.”

Mr. Pickwick bowed. .
“ Going outside ?” said the red-haired man.
* Mr. Pickwick bowed again, »

“Bless my soul, how remarkable—I am going
outside, 100,” said the red-haired man : “ we are po-
sitively going together.”  And, the red-haired man,
who was an important-looking, sharp-nosed, mys-
terious-spoken personage, with a bird-like habit of
giving his head a jerk every time he said any thing,
smiled as if he had made one of the strangest dis-
coverices that ever fell to the lot of human wisdom.

«] am happy in the prospect of your company,
sir,” said M[:! )li’ickwicli(). d y paty

“ Ah,” said the ncw-comer, “it’s a good thing
for both of us, isn’t it? Company, you see—com-
pany is—is—it’s a very diflerent thing from soli-
tude—a’n’t it?”

« There’s no denyin’ that ’cre,” said Mr. Wellen
joining in the conversation, with an affable smile.
“ That’s what I call a self-evident proposition, as
the dog’s-meat man said, when the house-maid told
him he warn’t a gentleman.”

“ Ah,” said thc red-haired man, surveying Mr.
Weller from head to foot, with a supercilious look.
“ Friend of yours, sir1”

« Not exactly a friend,” replied Mr. Pickwick,

Parr IL 18
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in a low tone. ¢ The fact is, he is my servant, but
I allow him to take a good many liberties ; for, be-
tween ourselves, I flatter myself he is an original,
and I am rather proud of him.”

« Ah,” said the red-haired man, « that, you see
is a matter of taste. Iam not fond of any thing
original; I dor’t like it ; don’t sec the necessity for
it.  What’s your name, sir ?”

“ Here is my card, sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick,
much amused by the_abruptness of the question,
and the singular manher of the stranger.

“ Ah,” said the red-haired man, placing the card
in his pocket-book, ¢ Pickwick ; very good. I like
to know a man’s name, it saves so much trouble.
That’s my card, sir. Magnus, you will perceive,
sir—Magnusis my nume. 1t’s rather a good name,
I think, sir 7

“ A very good name, indeed,” said Mr. Pickwick,
wholly unable to repress a smile.

“Yes, I think it is,” resumed Mr. Magnus.
% There’s a good name before it, too, you will ob-
serve. Permit me, sir—if you hold the card a lit-
tle slanting, this way, you catch the light upon the
up-stroke. There—Peter Magnus—sounds well,
I think, sir.”

“ Very,” said Mr. Pickwick.

« Curions circumstance about those initials, sir,”
said Mr. Magnus. “ You will obscrve—P. M.—
post meridian. In hasty notes to intimate ac-
clkug;inlance. I sometimes sign myself ¢ Afternoon.’

t amuses my friends very much, Mr. Pickwick.”

«It is calculated to afford them the highest gra-
tification, I should conceive,” said Mr. %’ickwick,
rather envying the case with which Mr. Magnus’s
friends were entertained.

“ Now, gen’lm’n,” said the hostler, ¢ coach is
ready, if you please.”

«Is all my luggage in1” inquired Mr. Magnus.

« All right, sir”
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s Is the red bag in?”

s All right, sir.”

« And the striped bag?”

«“Tore boot, sir.” *

*“ And the brown-paper parcel 1”

¢ Under the seat, sir.”

« And the leathern hat-box ?”

« They’re all in, sir.”

« Now, will you get up?” said Mr. Pickwick.

« Jixcuse me,” replied Magnus, standing on the
wheel. “Excuse me, Mr. Pickwick. 1 cannot
consent to get up in this state of uncertainty. I
am quite satisfied fromn that man’s®* manner, that
that leathern hat-box is not in.”

The solemn protestations of theshostler being
wholly unavailing, the leathern hat-box was obliged
to be raked up from the lowest depth of the boot,
to satisfy him that it had been safely packed ; and
after he had been assured on this head, he felt a
solemn presentiment, first, that the red bag was
mislaid, and next that the striped bag had been
stolen, and then that the brown paper parcel had
“ come unticd.” At length, when he had received
ocular demonstration of the groundless nature of
each and every of these suspicions, he consented
to climb up to the roof of the coach, observing
that now he had taken every thing off his mind, he
felt quite comfortable and happy.

“ You're given to nervousness, an’t you, sir?”
inquired Mr. Weller, scnior, eyeing ¢he stramger
askance, as he mounted to his place.

“Yes; I always am, rather, about these little
matters,” said the stranger, “but I am all right,
now,—quite right.”

« Well, that’s a blessin’,” said Mr. Weller.—
“ Sammy, help your master up to the box ; t'other
leg, sir, that’s it; give us your hand, sir. Up with

ou. You was a lighter weight when you was a

Y, sir.”
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“ True enough, that, Mr. Weller,” said the
breathless Mr. Pickwick, good-humouredly, as he
took his seat on the box beside him.

“ Jump up in front, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller.
« Now, Villam, run’em out. Take care of the
archvay, gen’Im’n. ¢ Heads,’ as the picman says.
That’'ll do, Villam. Let ’em alone.” And away
went the coach up Whitechapel, to the admiration
of the whole population of that pretty densely po-
pulated quarter. .

“ Not a werry nice ncighbourhood this, sir,” said
Sam, with the touch of the hat which always pre-
ceded his entering into conversation with his mas-
ter.

«It is not, indeed, Sam,” replied Mr. Pickwick,
surveying the crowded and filthy street through
which they were passing.

“It’s a werry remarkable circumstance, sir,”
said Sam, « that poverty and oysters always scems
to go together.”

I don’t understand you, Sam,” said Mr. Pick-
wick.

¢ What I mean, sir,” said Sam, “is, that the
poorer a place is, the greater call there seems to
be for oysters. Lok here, sir; herc’s a oyster
stall to every half-dozen houses—the street’s lined
vith ’em. Blessed if I don’t think that ven a man’s
werry poor, he rushes out of his lodgings, and eats
oysters in reg’lar desperation.”

& To be sure he does,” said Mr. Weller, senior,
#and it's just the same with pickled salmon !”

« Those are two very remarkable facts, which
never occurred to me before,” said Mr. Pickwick,
“ The very first place we stop at, I'll make a note
of them.”

By this time they had rcached the turnpike at
Mile End ; a profound silence prevailed, until they
had got two or three miles.further on, when Mr,
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Wﬁller, senior, turning suddenly to Mr. Pickwick,
said— .

«“ Wherry queer life is a pike-keeper’s sir.”

“ A what1” said Mr. Plckwick.

« A pike-kecper.”

«“ What do you mean by a pike-keepgr ?” inquired
Mr. Peter Magnus.

“ The old’un means a turnpike keeper, gen’lm’n,”
observed Mr. Weller, in explanation.

« Oh,” said Mr. Pickwick, “T see. Yes, very
eurious life.  Very uncomfortable.”

« They’re all on’em men as has met vith some
disappointment in life,” said Mr. Wellér, senior.

“ Ay, ay ” said Mr. Pickwick.

«Yes. Consequence of vich, theyeretires from
the world, and shuts themsclves upin pikes; partly
with the view of being solitary, and partly to re-
wenge themselves on mankind, by takin’ tolls.”

« Dear me,” said Mr. Pickwick, “I never knew
that before.”

« Fact, sir,” said Mr. Weller, «if they was gen’-
Im’n, you'd call ’em misanthropes, but as it is they
only takes to pike-keepin’.”

With such conversation, possessing the inestima-
ble charm of blending amusement with instruction,
did Mr. Weller beguile the tediousness of the jour-
ney, during the greater part of the day. Topics
of conversation were never wanting, for even
when any pause occurred in Mr. Weller’s loquaci-
ty,it was abundantly supplied by the desire evinced

"by Mr. Magnus to make himself acquainted with
the whole of the personal history of his fellow-tra-
vellers, and his loudly expressed anxiety at every
stage, respecting the safety and well-being of the
two bags, the leathern hat-box, and the brown pa-
per parcel. :

In the main street of Ipswich, on the left hand
side of the way, a short distance after you have
passed through the open space fronting the Town

18+
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Hall, stands an inn known far and wide by the ap-
pellation of « The Great White Horse,” rendered
the more cohspicuous by a stone statue of some
rampacious -animal, with flowing mane and tail,
distantly resembling an insane cart-horse, which is
elevated above the principal door. The Great
White Horse is famous in the neighbourhood, in
the same degree as a prize ox, or county paper-
chronicled turnip, or unwieldy pig—for its enor-
mous size. Never were such labyrinths of uncar-
peted passages, such clusters of mouldy, badly-
lighted rooms, such huge numbers of small dens
for cating or sleeping in, beneath any onc roof, as
are collected together between the four walls of
the Great White Horse at Ipswich.

It was at the door of this overgrown tavern that
the London coach stopped at the same hour ever
evening; and it was from this same London coac
that Mr. Pickwick, Sam Weller, and Mr. Peter
Magnus dismounted, on the particular evening to
which this chapter of our history bears reference.

“ Do you stop here, sir?” inquired Mr. Peter
Magnus, when the striped bag, and the red bag,
and the brown paper parcel, and the leathern hat-
box, had all been deposited in the passage. “ Do
you stop here, sir 1”

1 do,” said Mr. Pickwick.

« Dear me,” said Mr. Magnus, “ I never knew
any thing like these extraordinary ecoincidences.

N h{;VI stop here, tov. 1 hope we dine together 1’

“ With pleasure,” replied Mr. Pickwick. «I am:
not quite certain whether I have any friends here
or not, though. Is there any gentleman of the
name of Tupman here, waiter 1”

A corpulent man, with a fortnight’s napkin un-
der his arm,and coeval stoekings on his legs, slow-
R:desisted from his occupation of staring down

e street, on this question- being put to him by Mr.
Pickwick; and after minutely inspecting that,gen-~
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tleman’s appearance, from the crown of his hat to

the lowest button of his gaiters, re’plied emphati-
cally—

« No.”

“ Nor any gentleman of the name of Snodgrass ™
inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ Nol”

“ Nor Winkle ?”

% No.”

« My friends have not arrived to-day, sir,” said
Mr. Pickwick. « We will dine alone, then. ¢« Show
us a private room, waiter.”

On this request being preferredysthe corpulent
man condescended to order the boots to bring in
the gentlemen’s luggage, and, preceding them down
a long dark passage, ushered them into a large,
badly furnished apartment, with a dirty grate, in
which a small fire was making a wreiched attempt
to be cheerful, but was fast sinking beueath the dis-
piriting influence of the place. After the lapse of
an hour, a bit of fish and a stenk, were scrved up
to the travellers, and when the dinner was cleared
away, Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Peter Magnus drew
their chairs up to the fire, and having ordered a
bottle of the worst possible port wine, at the high-
est possible price, for the good of the house, drank
brandy and water for their own.

Mr. Peter Magnus was naturally of a very com-
municative disposition, and the brandy and water
operated with wonderful eflect in warmingedato
life the deepest hidden scerets of his bosom. —After
sundry accounts of himself, his family, his connex-
ions, his friends, his jokes, his business,and his bro-
thers (most talkative men have a great deal to say
about their brothers,) Mr. Peter Magnus took a
blue view of Mr. Pickwick through his coloured
spectacles for several minutes, and then said, with
an air of modesty—

« And what do you think—what dc you think,
Mr. Pickwick—I have come down here far 7
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« Upon my word,” said Mr. Pickwick, « it is
wholly impossible for me to guess: on business,
perhaps.”

 Partly right, sir,” replied Mr. Peter Magnus,
“ but partly wrong, at the same time: try again,
Mr. Pickwick.”,

“ Really,” said Mr. Pickwick, “I must throw
myself on your mercy, to tell me or not, as you
may think best; for I should never guess, if I were
to try all night.”

“ Why, then, he—he—he !” said Mr. Peter Mag-
nus, with a bashful titter, ¢ what should you think,
Mr. Pickwick; if I had come down here to make a
proposal, sir, eh ? he—he—he !”

“ Think ! that you,are very likely to succeed,
replicd Mr. Pickwick, with one of his most beam-
ing smiles.

“ Ah!” said Mr. Magnus, but do you really think
80, Mr. Pickwick? Do you, though 1”

¢ Certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick.

% No, but you’re joking, though.”

«“ ] am not, indecd.”

“ Why, then,” said Mr. Magnus, “ to let you into
a little secret, I think so too. I don’t mind telling
you, Mr. Pickwick, although I'm dreadtul jealous
by nature—horrid—that the lady is in this house.”
Here Mr. Magnus took ofl his spectacles, on pur-
pose to wink, and then put them on again.

“ That’'s what you were running out of the room
fossbeforc dmner, then, so often,” said Mr. Pick-
wick, archly.

 Hush—yes, you’re right, that was it; not such
a fool as to see her, though.”

“No!”

“ No; wouldn’t do, you know, after having just
come off a journey. Wait till to-morrow, sir, dou-
ble the chance then. Moy, Pickwick, sir, there is &
suit of clothes in that bag, and a hat in that box,

”
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which I expect, in the effect they will produce, will
be invaluable to me, sir.”

« Indeed !” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Yes; youmust have vbserved myanxiety about
them to-day. I do not believe that such another
suit of clothes, and such a hat, coul be bought for
money, Mr. Pickwick.”

Mr. Pickwick congratulated the fortunate own-
ner of the irresistible garments, on their acquisi-
tion; and Mr. Peter Magnus rcmained for a few
moments, apparently absorbed in contemplation.

“ She’s a fine creature,” said Mr. Magnus.

¢ Is she 1” said Mr. Pickwick. .

“Very,” said Mr. Magnus, “ very. She lives
about twenty miles from here, Mr. ickwick. I
heard she would be here to-night and all to-morrow
forenoon, and came down to seize the opportunity.
I think an inn is a good sort of place to propose to
a single woman in, Mr. Pickwick. She is more
likely to feel the loneliness of her situation in tra-
velling, perbaps, than she would be at home. What
do you think, Mr. Pickwick ?”

« I think it very probable,” replied that gentle-
man.

«“] beg your pardon, Mr. Pickwick,” said Mr.
Peter Magnus, « but I am naturally rather curious;
what may you have come down here for

«On a far less pleasant errand, sir,” replied Mr.
Pickwick, the colour mounting to his face at the
recollection—¢ [ have come down herg, sir, tois
pose the treachery and falsechood of an individual,
upon whose truth and honour I placed implicit re-
liance.”

« Dear me,” said Mr. Peter Magnus, «that’s
very unpleasant. It is a lady, T presume? Eh?
ah | Sly, Mr. Pickwick, sly. Well, Mr. Pickwick,
sir, I wouldn’t probe your feelings for the world.
Painful subjects, these, sir, very painful. Don’t
mind me, Mr. Pickwick, if you wish to give vent
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to your feclings. I know what it is to be jilted,
sir ; I have endured that sort of thing three or four
times.”

I am much obliged td you for your condolence
on what you presume to be my melancholy case,”
said Mr. Pickwick, winding up his watch, and lay-
ing it on the table, « but——"’

*“ No, no,” said Mr. Peter Magnus, ¢ not a word
more: it’s a painful subject, I sec, I see. What’s
the time, Mr. Pickwick ”

“ Past twelve.”

“Dear me, it’s time to go to bed. It will never
do sitting here. 1 shall be pale to-morrow, Mr.
Pickwick.”

At the bawe notiop of such a calamity, Mr. Pe-
ter Magnus rang the bell for the chamber-maid;
and the striped bag, the red bag, the leathern hat-
box, and the brown paper parcel, having been con-
veyed to his bed room, he retired in company with
a jepanncd candle stick, to one side of the house,
while Mr. Pickwick and another jepanned candle-
stick, were conducted through a multitude of tor-
tuous windings, to another.

“ This is your room, sir,” said the chamber-
maid.

“ Very well,” replied Mr. Pickwick, looking
round him. It was a tolerably large double bedded
room, with a fire; upon the whole, a more com-
fortable looking apartment than Mr. Pickwick’s
ekort experience of the accommodations of the
Great White ITorse had led him to expect.

“ Nobody sleeps in the other bed, of course,”
said Mr. Pickwick,

“ Oh no, sir.”

“Very good. Tell my servant to bring me up
some hot water at half past cight in the morning
and that I shall not want him any more to-night.”

“Yes, sir.” And bidding Mr. Pickwick good
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night, the chamber-maid retired, and left him

alone.

Mr. Pickwick sat himself down in’ a chair be-
fore the fire, and fell into-a train of rambling me-
ditations.  First, he thought of his friends, and
wondered when they would Juin him; then his
mind reverted to Mrs. Martha Burd@ll; and from
that lady it wandered, by a natural process, to the
dingy counting-house of Dodson and Fogg. From
Dodson and IF ogg’s it flew ofl" at a tan;,cnt to the
very centre of the history of the queer client: and
then it came back to the Great White Horse, at
Ipswich, with suflicicnt clearncss to convince Mr.
Pickwick that he was falling asleep; so he roused
himself, and began to undlcaq, when hg recollected
he had left his watch on the table déwn stairs.

Now this watch was a special favourite with Mr.
Pickwick, having been carried about, beneath the
shadow of his waistcoat, for a gieater number of
years than we feel called upon to state at present.
The possibility of going to slecp, unless it were
ticking gently beneath his pillow, or in the watch-
pocl\(,t over his head, had never entered Mr. Pick-
wick’s brain.  So, as it was pretty late now, and
he was unwilling to ring his bell at that hour of the
night, he bllppcd on his coat, of which he had just
divested himself, and t.1l\m(r the japanned candle-
stick in his hand, walked qunelly down stairs.

The more stairs Mr, Pickwick went down, the
more stairs there scemed to be to descend, mdb
.again and again,when Mr. Pickwick got into some
nm row passage, and began to congratulate himself
on having gaincd the «vround floor, did another
flight of stairs appear before his astonished eyes.
At last he reached a stone hall, which he remem-
bered to have seen when he entered the house.
Passage after passage did he explore ; room after
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room did he peep into; at length, just as he was
on the point of giving up the search in despair, he
opened the door of the identical room in which he
had spent the evening, and beheld his missing pro-
perty on the table.

Mr. Pickwick seized the watch in triumph, and
proceeded to retrace his steps to his bed-chamber.
If his progress downwards had becn attended with
difficultics and uncertainty, his journey back was
infininitely more perplexing. Rows of doors, gar-
nished with boots of every shape, make, and size,
branched off in every possible dircction. A dozen
times did he «softly turn the handle of some bed-
room door, which resembled his own, when a gruff
cry from wighin of “ Who the devil’s that?” or
“ What do yoi want here "’ caused him to stcal
away, on tiptoe, with a perfectly marvellous celeri-
ty. He was reduced to the verge of despair, when
an open door attracted his attention. e peeped
in—right at last. There were the two beds, whose
situation he perfectly remembered, and the fire
still burning.  His candle, not a long one when he
first received it, had flickered away in the draughts
of air through which he had passed, and sunk into
the socket, just as he closed the door after him.
« No matter,” said Mr. Pickwick, ¢ I can undress
myself just as well, by the light of the fire.”

The bedsteads stood, one on each side of the
door! and on the inner side of each was a little
po#1, terminating in a rush-botomed chair, just
wide enough to admit of a person’s getting into,
or out of bed, on that side, if he or she thought

roper. Having carefully drawn the curtains of
is bed on the outside, Mr. Pickwick sat down on
the rush-bottomed chair, and Icisurely divested
himself of his shoes and gaiters. He then took off
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and folded up his coat, waistcoat, and neck-cloth,
and slowly drawing on his tasseled hight-cap, se-
cured it firmly on his head, by tying bencath his
chin the strings which he always had" attached to
that article of dress. It was at this moment. that
the absurdity of his recent bewilderment struck
upon his mind ; and throwing himeclf back in the
rush-hottomed chair, Mr, Pickwick laughed to him-
self so heartily, that it would have been quite de-
lightful to any man of well-constituted mind to
have watched the smiles which expanded his amia-
ble features as they shone forth, from beneath the
night-cap. .

It is the best idea,” said Mr. Pickwick to him-
selfl smiling, till he almost crached tlee night-cap
strings—= It is the best idea, my lofing myself in
this place, and wandering about those staircases,
that 1 cver heard of.  Droll, droll, very droll.”
Here Mr. Pickwick smiled asain, a broader smile
than before, and was about to continue the process
of undressing, in the best possible humour, when
he was snddenly stopy ed by a mest unespeeted in-
terruption; to wit, the entrance into the room of
some person with a candle, who, alter loclivg the
door, advaneed to the dressing table, and set down
the lizht upon it

The snmle that played on Mr. Pickwick’s fea-
tures, was instantancously lost in a look of the most
unbounded and  wonder-stricken surprise. The
person, whocever it was, had come in se suddeittys
and with so little noise, that Mr. Pickwick had
had no time to call out or oppuse their entrance.
Who could it be? A robber!?  Some evil-minded
person, who had scen him come up stairs with a
handsome watch in his hand, perhaps.  What was
he to do?

The only way in which Mr. Pickwick could
catch a glimpse of hisnysterious visiter with the

Part 11 19
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least danger of being scen himself, was, by creep-
ing on to the bed, and peeping out {rom between
the curtains on the opposite side.  To this manceu-
vre he accordingly resorted.  Keeping the curtains
carelully closed with his hand, so that nothing
more of hms could be seen than his face and
night-cap, and putting on his spectacles, he mus-
tered up courage, and looked ont

Mr. Pickwick almost fainted with horror and
dismay. Standing before the dressing glass, was
a middle-aged Lulv in yellow curl papers, busily
engavsed in brushing what ladies call their « black
hair.” ITowever the unconscious middle-aged lady
can.c into that roon, it was quite clear that she
contenplatad remaiping there for the night; for she
had bronght a rushlizht and shade with hl‘r, which,
with pmscv.or(hy precauation against fire, she had
stationed in a basin on the floor, where it was
glimmering away, like a gigantic light-housc, in
a pmti(‘ulallv sinall piece of water.

“ Bless my soal,” thought Mr. Pickwick, « what
a dreadiul thing I”

«[Tem !1” md the lady ; and i in went Mr. Pick-
wi c»\ 's nead, with antomaton-like rapidity.

I never met with any thing so awful as this,”
thoughl poor Mr. Pichwick, the cold perspiration
starting in drojs tpon his night-cap. ¢ Never.—
This is fearful.”

It was quite impossible to resist the urgent de-
eife to seo.what was going forward.  So out went
Myr. Pickwick’s head again.  The prospect was
worse than before. The middle- aged lady had
fimshed arranging her hair; had cnrvfullv cnve-
loped it in a muslin night-cap, with a small plaited
border, and was gazing pensively on the fire.
« 'This matter 1s growing alarming,”’—reasoned
Mr. Pickwick with himself. I cant allow things
to go on in this way. By the self posscssion of
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that lady, it’s clear to r'nc that [ must have come
into the wrong room. If T call out, she’ll alarm
the house, but if I remain here the” consequences
will be still more frightfyl.”

Mr. Pickwick, it is quite unnecessary to say,
was ouc of the most modest and delicate-minded
of mortals. 'T'he very idea of exhibfing his night-
cap to a lady, overpowered him, but he had tied
those confounded strings in a knot, and do what
he would, he couldu’t get it off. The disclosure
must b¢ made. There was only one other way
of doing it. Ilc shrunk behind the curtains, and
called out very loudly, .

« Ha—um.”

That the lady started at this unexpected sound
was cvident, by her falling dp agminst the rush-
light shade ; that she persuaded hersclt it must have
been the eflect of imagination was cqually clear,
for when Mr. Pickwick, under the impression that
she had fainted away, stone dead from itight, ven-
tured to peep out again, she was gazing pensively
on the fire as before.

« Most extraordinary female this,” thought Mr.
Pickwick, popping in again.  “lla—um.”

These last sounds, so hke those in which, as le-
gends inform s, the ferocions giant Bluaderbore
was in the habit of expressing his opinion that it
was time to lay the cloth, were too distinetly audi-
ble, to be again mistaken for the workings of
fancy. . -.

«(racious ITcaven!” said the middle-aged lady;
«what’s that!”

«1y’s—it’s—only a gentleman, ma’am,” said Mr.
Pickwick from behind the curtains. )

« A gentleman!” said thelady with a terrific
scream. .

«[’s all over,” thought Mr. Pickwick.

« A strange man!” shricked the lady. Another



212 POSTHUMOUS PAFERS OF

instant, and the house would be alarmed. Her
garments rustled as she rushed towards the door.

“ Ma’am "—said Mr. Pichwick, thrusting out
his hcad, in the extremity of his desperation,
“ Ma'am.”

Now although Mr. Pickwick was not actuated
by any definhe object in putting out his head, it
was instantancously productive of a cood cffect.
The lady, us we have already stated, was near the
door.  Nhe must pass it. to réach the sinirease, and
she would mest undoubtedly have done so, by this
time, had not the sudden apparition of Mr. Pick-
wicl's nighp-cap driven her back, into the remotest
coruer of the apartiment, where she steod, staring
wildly at Mr Pickwick, while Mr. Pichwick, in
his turn, stared wilily at her.

“Wreteh,”—said the lady, covering her eyes
with her hands, < what do you want here ”

“Nothiner, '1:1:1':1:11—-nm||ing whatever, ma’am,”
said Mr. Pishwick, carnestly.

“Nothing I said the lady, looking up.

e Nothing, maau, poa ey honeur,” said Mr.
Pichv.ick, vodding his head so cnergetically, that
the tassel of his uight-cap danced again. «1 am
almest ready to sink, ma‘um, beseath the confu-
sion of addressing a lady in my niahit-cap (here
the fady Eastly snatched off hery,) but I ean't get
it off, ma‘am, here Mr. Pickwick gave it a tre-
mendous tuz in proof of the statement. It is evi-
dent to e, wa'um, now, that I have mistaken this

cd-room for iny own. T had not heen here five
minutes, ma'ain, vwhen you suddenly entered it.”

“If this improbable story be reaily true, sir ”—
said the lady, sobbing violently, « you will leave it
instantly.”

“I will, ma’am, with the greatest pleasure”—re-
plied Mr. Pickwick.

« Instantly, sir,” said the lady.
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« Certainly, ma’am,” intcrposed Mr. Pickwick,
very quickly. ¢Certainly, ma’am. l—I—am very
sorry, ma’amn,” said Mr. Pickwick, niaking his ap-
pearance at the bottom of the bed, “to have been
the innocent occasion of this alarm and emotion;
deeply sorry, ma’am.”

The lady pointed to the door. One excellent
quality of Mr. Pickwick’s character was bzautifully
displaycd at this moment, under the most trying cir-
cumstances. Although he had hastily put on his
hat over his night-cap, after the manner of the old
patrol; although he carried his shoes and gaiters in
his hand, and his coat and waistcoat over his arm,
nothing could subdue his native politeness.

“I am exceedingly sorry, majam,” saéd Mr. Pick-
wick, bowing very low. °

“If you are, sir, you will at once leave the room.
said the lady.

“Immediately, ma'am; this instant, ma’am,” said
Mr. Pickwick opening the door, and dropping both
his shoes, with a loud crash in so doing.

«1 trust, ma’am,” resmmned DMr. Pickwick, ga-
thering up his shoes, and turning round to bow again.
«I trust, ma’am, that my unblemished character,
and the devoted respect I entertain for your sex,
will plead as some shight excuse for this "—But be-
fore Mr. Pickwick could conclude his sentence, the
lady bad thrust him into the passage, and locked
and bolted the dvor behind him.

Whatever grounds of scli-congratulation Mere

. Pickwick might have, for having cscaped so quiet-
ly from his late awkward situation, his present po-
sition was by no mcans cnviable. Ile was alone,
in an open passage, in a strange house, in the mid-
dle of the night, half-dressed ; it was not to be sup-
poscd that he could find 'his way in perfect dar,
ness to a room which he had been wholly unable
to discover with a light, and if he made the slightest
noisc in his fruitless attempts to do so, he stoed.

19%
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every chance of being shot at, and perhaps killed,
by some waheful traveller.  1lle had no re
source but to'remain where he was, until daylight
appeared.  So after groping his way a few paces
down the passage, aud to his iufinite alarm, stumb-
ling over several pairs of boots in so doing, Mr.
Pickwick crduched into a little recess in the wall,
to wait for morning, as philosophically as he might.
e was not destined, however, to undergo this
additional trial of patience: for he had not been long
ensconced in his present concealment when, to his
unspeakable horror, a man, bearing a light, ap-
peared at the end of the passage.  1lis horror was
suddenly converted into joy, however, when he re-
cognised thg form of his faithful attendant. It was
indeed Mr. Samuél Weller, who after sitting up
thus late, in conversation with the Boots, who was
sitting up for the mail, was now about to retire to
Test.

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, suddenly appearing
before him, « Where’s iny bed-room {”

Mr. Weller stared ut his master with the most
emphatic surprisc; and it was not until the question
had been repeated three several times, that he
turned round, and led the way to the long-sought
apartment,

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick as he got into bed.
I have madc one of the most extraordivary mis-
takes to-night, that cver were heard of.”

« o Werry hkely, sir,” replied Mr. Weller drily.

“«But of this T am determined, Sam,” said Mr.
Pickwick; «“that if 1 were to stop in this house for
six months, I would never trust myself about it,
alone, again.”

«That’s the werry prudentest resolation as you
could come to, sir,” replicd Mr. Weller. «You
rayther want somebody to look arter you sir, ven
your judgment gocs out a wisitin’.”



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 215

« What do you meah by that Sam?” said Mr.
Pickwick. e raised himself in bed, and extend-
ed his hand, as if he were about te say something
more ; but buddcnly chegeking himself, turned round,
and bade his valet « Good mrrht ”

“Good night, sir,” rcplu.d Mr. Weller. e
paused when he got outside the door—shook his
lieud—walked on—stopped—snufled the candle—
shook his head again—and finally proceeded slow-
ly to his chamber, apparently buried in the pre-
foundest meditation.
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CHAPTER XXIIIL

IN WHICH MR, SAMUEL WELLER BREGINS TO DEVOTE 1115
ENERGIES TO THE RETURN MATCH BETWEEN HIM-
SELF AND MR. TROTTER.

In a small room in the vicinity of the stable-
yard. betimes in the morning, which was ushered
in by Mr. Pickwick’s adventure with the middle-
aged lady in the yellow curl-papers, sat Mr. Wel-
ler, senior, preparing himsclt for his journey to
London. Ile was sitting in an cxcellent attitude
for having his portrait taken; and here it is.

1t is very possible that at some carlier period of
his carcer, Mr. Weller’s profile might have pre.
sented a bold, and determined outline.  Ilis face,
however, had cxpanded under the influcnce of
good living, and a disposition remarkable for re-
signation; and its bold fleshy curves had so far
extended beyond the limits originally asggned
them, that unless you took a full view of his coun-
tenance in front, it was diflicuit to distinguish more
than the extreme tip of a very rubicund nose.
His chin, from the same cause, had acquired the
grave and imposing form which is generally de-
scribed by prefixing the word «double” to that
expressive feature, and his complexion exhibited
that peculiarly mottled combination of colours,
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which is only to he seen ih gentlemen of his pro-
fession, and underdone roast beef. Round his
neck he wore” a crimson travelling shawl, which
merged into his chin by such imperceptible grada-
tions, that it was difficult to distinguish the folds of
the one, from the folds of the other. Over this he
mounted a lorfg waistcoat of a broad pink-striped
pattern, and over that again, a wide-skirted green
coat, ornamented with large brass buttons, where-
of the two which garnished the waist, were so far
apart, that no man had ever beheld them both at
the same time. 1lis hair, which was short, sleck,
and black, was just visible beneath the capacious
brira of a low-crowned brown hat. His legs were
encased in Jince-cord brecches, and painted-top
boots: and a copper watch-chain terminating in
one seal, and a key of the same matcrial dangled
loosely from his capacious waist-band.

We have said that Mr. Weller was engaged in
preparing for his journcy to London—he was
taking sustenance, in fact. On the table before
him stood a pot of ale, a cold round of beefl, and
a very respectable-looking loaf, to cach side of
which he distributed his favours in turn, with the
most rigid impartiality. He had just cut a mighty
slice from the latter, when the footsteps of some-
body entering the room, caused him to raise his
head ; and he behcld his son.

“ Mornin’, Sammy,” said the father.

The son walked up to the pot of ale, and nod-
ding significantly to his parent, took a long draught
by way of reply.

« Werry good power o’ suction, Sammy,” said
Mr. Weller, the elder, looking into the pot, when
his first-born had set it down half empty. “ You'd
ha' made an uncommon finc oyster, Sammy, if
you’d been born in that station o’ life.”

« Yes, I des-say I should ha’ managed to pick up
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a respectable livin’,” reined Sam, applying himself
to the cold beef, with considerable vigour.

“I'm werry sorry, Sammy,” said the elder Mr.
Weller, shaking up the ale, by describing small ¢ir-
cles with the pot, preparatory to drinking. «“I'm
werry sorry, Sammy, to hear from vour lipsTas you
let yourself be gammoned by that ®ere mulberry
man. T always thought, up to three days ago, that
the names of Veller and gammon could never com-
into contract, Sammy—never.”

“Always exceptin’ the case of a widder, of
course,” said Sam.

“Widders, Sammy, replied Mr. Wller, slightly
changing colour. “Widders are ’ceptions to ev'ry
rale. 1 Aave heerd how mauy ord'ngry women,
onc widder’s equal to, in pint o comin’ over you.
[ think it’s five-and-twenty, but I don’t rightly
know vether it ain’t more.”

“« Well; that’s pretty well,” said Sam.

¢ Besides,” continued Mr. Weller, not noticing
the interruption, “that’s a werry diflerent thing.
You know what the counsel said. Sammy, as de-
fended 1he genl’'m’n as beat his wife with the poker,
venever he got jolly. ¢ Aund arter all, my lord,’
says he, ¢if’s a amiable weakness”  So 1 says re-
spectin® widders, Sammy, and so you’ll say, ven
you gets as old as I am.”

“1 ought to ha’ know’d better, I know,” said
Sam. .

“ Qught to ha’ know’d better!” repeated Mr;
Weller, striking the table with his fist. «Ought
to ha’ know’d bhetter! why, I know a young 'un
as hasuo’t had half vor quarter your edication—as
hasn’t siept about the markets, no, not six months;
who’d ha’ scorned to be let in, in such a vay;
scorned it, Sammy.” In the excitement of feel-
ing produced by this agonizing reflection, Mr.
Weller rang the bell, and ordered an additional
pint of ale.
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« Well, it's no use talkln’ about it now,” said
Sam. «It’s over, and can’t be helped, and that’s
one consolatién, as they alvays says in Turkey,
ven they cuts the wrong anan’s head off. It’s my
innings mow, gov’rnor, and as soon as I catches
hold o*this here Trotter, I'll have a good *un.”

“I hope y8u will, Sammy. T hope you will,”
returncd Mr. Weller. < ITere’s your health, Sam-
my, and may you speedily vipc off the disgrace
as you've inflicted on the family name.” In ho-
nour of this toast Mr. Weller imbibed at a draught,
at lcast two-thirds of the newly-arrived pint, and
handed it oxer to his son, to dispose of the remain-
der, which he instantancously did.

« And nogv, Summy,” said Mr. Weller, consult-
ing the large Gioublc-cased silver wateh that hung
at the end of the copper chain.  «7ow, it’s time
I was up at the office to get my vay-bill, and see
the coach loaded; for couches, Sammy, is like
guns—they requires to be loaded with werry great
care, afore they go ofi.”

At this parental and professional joke, Mr. Wel-
ler, junior, smiled a filial smile.  Ilis revered pa-
rent continued in a solemn tone—

“I'ma goin’ to leave you, Samivel, myboy, and
there’s no telling ven I shall sce yon again. Your
mother-in-law may ha’ been too much for me, or
a thousand things may have happened by the time

ou next hears any news o’ the celebrated Mr.

@'ler o’ the Bell Savage.  The family name de-
pends werry much upon you, Samivel, and 1 hope .
you'll do wot’s right by it.  Upon all little pints o’
breedin’, I know I may trust you as vell as if it
was my own sclf. So I’ve only this here one little
bit of adwice to give you. If ever you gets to up-
‘ards of fifty, and fecls disposed to go a marryin’
any body—no matter who—jist you shut yourself
up in your own room, if you’ve got one, and pison
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yoursclf off hand. Hangin’s wulgar, so don’t you
have nothin’ to say to thht. Pison yourself, Sami-
vel my boy, pison yourself, and you’ll be glad on
it arterwards.” With these affecting words, Mr.
Weller looked steadfastly, on his son, and turning
slowly upon his heel, disappcared {rom his sight.
In the contemplative mood which theseswords
had awakened, Mr. Samucl Wellerswalked forth
from the Great Whitc Tlorse when his father had
left him ; and bending his steps towards Saint Cle-
ment’s Church, endeavoured to dissipate his me-
lancholy, by strolling among its ancient precincts.
tHe had loitered about, for some time, when he
found himself in a retired spot—a kind of court-
yard of venerable appearance—which he disco-
vered had no other outlet than the turning by
which he had entered.  Ile wasaboud r8tracing his
steps, when he was suddenly translixed to the spot
by a sudden appearance; and the mode and manner
of this appearance, we now proceed (o relate.
Mr. Samucl Weller had been staring up, at the
ol red brick houses; now and then, in his deep ab-
straction, bestowing a wink upon some healthy-
looking servant girl as she drew up a blind, or
threw open a bed-room window, when the green
gatcof a garden at the bottom of the yard, opened,
and a man having emerged therefrom, closed the
green gatc very carcfully after him, and walked
briskly towards the very spot where Mr. Weller
was standing.
Now, taking this as an isolated fact, unaccom-
panied by any attendant circumstances,4here Was
*nothing very extraordinary in it, because in many
parts of the world, men do come out of gardens,
close green gates after them, and cven walk briskly
away, without attracting any particular share of
public observation. It is clear, thercfore, that there
must have been something in the man, or in his
PART 11 20
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manner, or both, to attracf Mr. Weller’s particular
notice. ‘Whether there was, or not, we must leave
the reader to dctermine, when we have faithfully
recounted the behaviour of the individual in ques-
tion. : .

When the man had shut the green gate after him,
he walked, ag we have said twice alrcady, with a
brisk pace up the court-yard: but hec no sooncr
caught sight of Mr. Weller, than he faltered, and
stopped, as if uncertain for the moment what course
to adopt. As the green gate was closed hehind him,
and there was no other outlet but the one in front,
however, he was not long in perceiving that he
must pass ‘Mr. Samucl Weller to get away. Ilc
therefore resumed his brisk pace, and advanced,
staring stragight before him. "T'he most extraordi-
nary thing abbut the man was, that he was contort-
ing his face into the most fearful and astonishing
grimaces that ever were beheld. Nature’s handi-
work never was disguised with such extraordinary
artificial carving, as the man had overlaid his coun-
tenance with, in onc moment.

« Well,”—said Mr. Weller to himself, as the man
approached. “This is werry odd. I could ha
sworc it was him.”

Up came the man, and his face became more
frightfully distorted than ever, as he drew ncarer.

“I could take my oath to that ’cre black hair,
and mulberry suit,” said Mr. Weller; “only I never
sce such a face as that, afore.””

As Mr..\Veller said this, the man’s features as-
sumed an unearthly twinge, perfectly hideous. He
was obliged to pass very near Sam, however, and
the scrutinizing glance of that gentleman cnabled
him to detect, under all these appalling twists of
feature, something too like the small eyes of Mr.
Job Trotter, to be casily mistaken.

« Hallo, you sir,” shouted Sam, fiercely.

The stranger stopped. ,
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“ Hallo,” repeated Sam, still more grufily.

The man with the horrible face, looked, with
the greatest surprise, up the court, and down the
court, and in at the windows of the houscs—eve-
ry where but at Sam Weller—and took another
step forward, when he was brought to again, by
another shout. -

« ITallo, you sir ”—said Sam, forethe third time.

There was no pretending to mistake where the
voice came from now, so the stranger, having no
other resource, at last looked Sam Weller full in
the face.

“ It won't do, Jub Trotiter,” said Sam. ¢ Come,
none o' thut ’ere nonsense.  You aip’t so werry
ansome that yon can afford to throlv avay many
o’ yonr good looks. Bring them ’ere cyes o
your'n hack iuto their proper’places,or I'll knock
’em out ol your head.  D’ye hear?”

As Mo Weller appeared fully disposed to act
up to the spirit of this address, Mr. Trotter gra-
dually allowed his face to resume its natural
expression: and rhen giving a start of joy, ex-
claimed, * What do I sce?  Mr. Walker?”

« Ah,” replied Sam—¢“ You're werry glad to
see me, ain’t you?”

“Glad!? exelaimed Job Trotter-——«< Oh, Mr.
Walker, it you had but known how T have Inoked
forward to this meeting! It is too much, Mr.
Walker; I cannot bear it, indeed I eannot.” And
with these words, Mr. Trotter burst into a regu-
lar inundation of tears, and, flinging his arms
round those of Mr. Weller, embraced him clTJsgly
in an eestasy of joy.

“ Get off;”? eried Sam, highly indignant at this

rocess, and vainly endeavouring to extricate him-
self from the grasp of his’ enthusiastic acquaint-
ance—* Get off, I tell you. What are you cry-
ing over me for, you portable ingine?”

“ Because I am so glad to sec you,” replied Job
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Trotter, gradually releasing Mr. Weller,as the first
mptoms of his pugnacfty disappeared. ¢ Oh,

Walkcr, this is too much.”

N\Too much!” echoed Sam. ¢1I think it is too
much—rayther. Now what have you got to say
to me, ch?”

Mr. Trotter made no reply; for the little pink
pocket handkérchicf was in full force.

“What have you got to say to me, afore I
knock your head off?” repcated Mr. Weller, in a
threatening manner.

“ Ih!” said Mr. Trotter, with a look of vir-
tuous surprise.

“ What h4rc you got to say to me?”

«1, Mr. Walker!”

“ Don’t call me Vilker; my name's Veller; you
know that vellenough.  What have you got to
say to me?”

“Bless you, Mr. Walker-——Weller T mean—-z
great many things, if vou will come away some-
where, where we can talk comfortably. I you
knew how I have looled for you, Mr. Weller—"

“Werry hard, n‘d. ed, I's Imsc? 7 suid Nam, drily.

“ Very, very, sir, npll I My, Trotter. w llhout
moving a muscle of his fuce. ¢ But shake Lhunds,
Mr. Weller.”

Sam cyed his comparnion for a few seconds, and
then, as if actuated by a sudden impulse, complied
with his request,

“ ITow,” suid Job Trotter, as they walked away
—¢ How is your dear, good master?  Oh, he is a
worthy gentleman, 81 Weller. T hope he didn’t
cateh cold, that drearttal night, sir.”

There was a momentary look of deep siyness
in Job Trotter’s eve, as he said this, which ran a
thrill throngh DMr. Weller's elenched fist as he
burnt with a desire to make a demonstration on
his ribs.  Sam counstrained himself, however, and
replied that his master was extremely well.
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“Oh, I am so glad,” replicd Mr. Trotter, «is
he here ?” \

“Is your’n?”? asked Sam, by way of reply.

“ Oh, yes, he is here, and I gricve to say, Mr.
Weller, he is going on, worsc than ever.”

« Ah, ah 7 said Sam.

¢ Oh, shocking—terrible.”

“ At a boarding-school 7 said Sanf.

“No, not at a boarding-school,” replied Job
Trotter, with the same sly look which Sam had
noticed before—¢ Not at a boarding-school.”

« At the house with the green gate?” inquired
Sam. eycing his companion closcly.

“ No, no—ol, not there,” replied Job; with a
quickness very unusual to him, “ not there.”

“ What was you a doin’ there?” gsked Sam,
with a sharp glanee—«Got inside the gate by ac-
cident, perhaps.”’

“ Why, Mr. Weller,” replicd Joh, « T don't mind
telling vou my little sccrets, hecause you know
we ook such a faney for cach other when we first
met You recolluet how pleasant we werc that
maproing 17

“Oh yes,” said Sam, impatiently—*1 remem-
Lew. Well?

« Well,” replied Job, <peaking with great pre-
vision, and in the low tone of a man who comnwu-
aicates an mportant secret—¢ In that house with
the green gate, Mr. Vidiler, thicy keep a good
mauy servands”

« o 1 should think, {rom the look on it,” in{gr-
posed Sam. ¢ .

“«Yes,” continned Mr. T'rolter, “and onc of
them is a cook, who has saved up a little moncy,
Mr. Weller, and is desirous, if she can establish
herself in life, 10 open a little shop in the chand:
lery way, you see.”

“Yes,”
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“Yes, Mr. Weller. Well, sir, I met her at a
chapel that I go to—a wery ncat little chapel in
this town, Mr. Weller, where they sing the num-
ber four colfection of hymns, which I generally
carry about with me, in = little book, which you
may perhaps have scen in my hand—and I got a
little Intimate with her, Mr. Weller, and from
that, an acquiintance sprung up between us; and I
may venture to say Mr. Weller, that 1 am to be
the chandler.”

“Ah, and a werry amiable chandler yowll
make,” replied Sam, cycing Job with a side look
of intense dislike.

“The grpat advantage of this, Mr. Weller,”
continued Job, his cyes filling with tears as he
spoke, “ will be, that 1 shall be able to leave my
present disgraceful service with that bad man, and
to devote myself to a better and wmore virtuous
life—more like the way in which I was brought
up, Mr. Weller.”

% You must ha’ been werry nicely brought up,”
said Sam.

«Oh, very, Mr. Weller, very,” replicd Fob;
and at the recollection of the purity of his youti -
ful days, Mr. "Frotter pulled forth the pink hand.
kerchicf, and wept copiously.

“ You must ha’ been an uncommon nice boy, to
go to school vith,” said Sam.

“] was, sir,”” replicd Job, heaving a decp sigh.
« was the idol of the place.”

& Ab,” said Sam, 1 don’t wonder at it. What
a comfort you must ha’ been to your blessed mo-
ther!” R

At these words, Mr. Job Trotter inserted an
end of the pink handkerchicf into the corner of
each cye, one after the other, and hegan to weep
copiously.

“ Vhat's the matter vith the man,” said Sam in.



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 217

dignantly. #Chelsea waterworks is nothin’ to
you. What are you mFlting ‘vith now—the con-
sciousncss o’ willany?”

“1 cannot keep my feelings downsMr. Weller,”
said Job, after a short pause. “To think that my
master should have suspected the conversation I
had with yours, and so dragged me awas in a
post-chaise, and after persuading the swect young
lady to say she knew nothing of him, and bribing
the school-mistress to do the same, deserted her
for a better speculation,—oh! Mr. Weller, it
makes me shudder.”

“ Oh, that was the vay, was it " said Mr. Wel-
ler.

“To be sure it was,” replied Job.

«Vell,” said Sam, as they had now arrived near
the Hotel, “I vant 1o have a Mttle bit » talk with
you, Job; so if you’re not partickler engaged, 1
should like to sce you at the Gicat White Horse
to-night, somewheres about cight o’clock.”

«J shall be sure to come,” said Joh.

“Yes, you'd better,” replied Sam, with a very
meaning look, “or eclse I shall perhaps be askin’
atter you, at the other side of the green gate, and
"then I might cut you out, you know.”

“[ shall be sure to be with you,” said Mr.
Trotter; and wringing Sam’s hand with the ut-
most fervour, he walked away.

«'I'ake care, Job Trotter, take care,” said Sam,
looking after him, “or I shall be one too many for
you this time, I shall, indeed.” faving uttered
this soliloquy, and looked after Job till he wa$ to
' he seen no more, Mr. Weller made the best of Ris
way to his master’s bed-room.

«[t’s all in training, sir,” said Sam.

« What’s in training, Sam?” inquired Mr. Pick-
wick.

« ] have found ’em out, sir,” said Sam.
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“ Found out who?”’

“That ’erc queer customer, and the melan-chol-
ly chap with the black hafr.”

“Impossible, Sam!” said Mr. Pickwick, with
the greatest energy—¢ Where are they, Sam;
where are they?”

“ Hugh, hush I replied Mr. Weller; and as he
assisted Mr. Pickwick to dress, he detailed the
plan of action on which he proposed to enter.

“ But when is this to be done, Sam?” inquired
Mr. Pickwick.

« All in good time, sir,” replied Sam.

Whether it was done in good timc, or not, will
he seen hereafter.
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numerous illustrations by Sam Weller, which will
ot be delayed beyond the earliest moment after
the reception of the last sheets from the author.


















