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POSTHUMOUS PAPERS

OF

THE PICKWICK CLUB

CHAPTER L

oW THE i’lcxwmmms MADE AND CULTIVATED THE ACQUAISNTANCE OF A COUPLE OF
. MIGE YOUNG' MEN BKLONGING TO ONE OF THE LIBERAL PROFESSIONS ; HOW THEY
nis’mnmi% Tﬁwsnwns ON THE-ick; AND Mow" THEIR VISIT CAME TO A CON-
cwsmn

w“ W‘E_LL, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick as that favoured servitor
entered his bed-chambeér with his warm water, on the morning
of Christmas Day, ‘“ still frosty ?”

“ Water 'in the wash-hand basin’s a mask o’ ice, Sir,” r
sponded Sam.

“ Severe weather Sam,” observed Mr. Pickwick.

*Fine time for them as is well wropped up, as the Polar Bear
said to himself, ven he- was praetmmg his skating,” replled Mr.
Weller.

«T. ghall ‘be down in a quarter of an hour, Sam,” sald Mr.
Pickwick, untying his night-cap.

« Wery good, Sir,” replied Sam. * There’s a couple o’ Saw-
béies Wi stairs.”

ple. of what? » exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, sitting up in

bed. ™ .
“A ééﬁ, e 98 .awba ;S,” gaid Sam.
“ Whiat's a §a§" ired Mr. Pickwick, not quite
certain whether’ al, or something to eat.
. % What! don’t you kno, awbones is, Sir?” inquired
Mr. Weller; “I thought gdy know'd as a Sawbones
was a surgeon.” . -
“Oh, a surgeon, eh ?” saﬂi- r. Pickwick wilh a smile.
“ Just that, Sir,” replied Sam. ** These here oncs as is below,
though, ain’t reg’lar thorough-bred Sawbones ; they’re only in
trainin’.”

. . 1
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¢“In other words they’re Medical Students, I suppose ? 2" said
Mr. Pickwick.

Sam Weller nodded assent.

*1 am glad of it,” said Mr. Pickwick, castlng his night-cap
energetically on the counterpane. * They are fine fellows ; very
fine fellows, with judgments matured by observation and reﬂec-
tion ; and tastes refined by reading and study. I am very glad
of it.”

“They’re a smokin’ cigars by the kitchen fire,” said Sam.

“ Ah!” obhserved Mr. Pickwick, rubbing his hands, ** over-
flowing with kindly feelings and animal spirits. Just what I like
lo see!”

¢ And one on "em,” said Sam, nol noticing his master’s inter-
ruption, “ one on’em’s got his legs on the table, and is a drinkin’
brandy neat, vile the Cother one—him in the barnacles—has
gol a barrel o’ oysters atween his knees, vich he’s a openin’ like
steam, and as fast as he eals em, he takes a aim vith the shells at
young dropsy, who's a setlin’ down fast asleep, in the chimbley
corner.”

« Eecentricities of genius, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ You
may retire.”

Sam did retire accordingly ; and Mr. Pickwick, at the expira-
tion of the quarter of an hour, wenl down to hreakiast.

“ Here he is al last,” said old Wardle, “ Pickwick, this is
Miss Allen's brother, Mr. Benjamin Allen—RBen we call him,
and so may you if you like. This genileman is his very particufar
friend, Mr.—"

“Mr. Bob Sawyer,” interposed Mr. Benjamin Alen, where-
upon Mr. Bob Sawyer and Mr. Benjamin Allen laughed in
concert.

Mr. Pickwick bowed to Bob Sawyer, and Bob Sawyer bowed
to Mr. Pickwick ; Bob and his very particular friend then applied
themselves most assiduously to the eatables before them ; and
Mr. Pickwick had an opportunity of glancing at them both.

Mr. Benjamin Allen was a coarse, stout, thick-set young man,
with black hair ¢ut rather short, and a white face cut rather long.
He was embellished with spectacles, and wore a white necker-
chief. Below his single-breasted black surtout, which was but-
toned up (o his chin, appeared the usual number of pepper-and-
salt colourcd legs, terminating in a pair of imperfectly polished
boots. Although his coat was short in the sleeves, it disclosed
no vestige of a linen wristband ; and although there was quite
enough of his face to admit of the encroachment of a shirt collar,
it was not graced by the smallest approach to that appendage.
He presented altogether rather a mildewy appearance, and
emilted a fragant odour of full-flavoured Cubas.
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Mr. Bob Sawyer, who was habited in a coarse blue coat,
which, without huno either a great coat or a surtout, partouk of
the nature and qualities of both, had about him that sort of
slovenly smartness, and swaggering gait, which is peculiar to
young genllemen who smoke in the sireefs by day, shout and
scream in the same by night, call waiters by their christian names,
and do various olher acts and deeds of an equally facetions de-
scription. He wore & pair of plaid trousers, and a large rough
double-hreasted waistcoat ; and oulof doors, carried a thick stick
with a big top. He eschewed gloves, and looked, upon the whole,
something like a dissipated Robinson Crusoe.

Such were the two worthies to whom Mr. Pickwick was in-
troduced, as he look his seat at the breakfast table on Chnstmas
morning.

‘¢ Splendid morning, gentlemen,” said Mr. Pickwick,

Mr. Bob Sawvyer slightly nodded his assenl to the proposition,
and asked Mr. Benjamin Allen for the mustard.

* Have you come far Lhis morning, gentlemen ?” inguired Mr.
Piekwick.

* Blue Lion at Muggteton,” briefly responded Mr. Allen.

“You should have joined us last night,” said Mr. Pickwick,

“So we should,” replied Bob Sawyer, ¢ but the brandy was
too good to leave in a burry : wasn’tit, Ben?”

¢ Certainly,” said Mr. Benjamin Allen ; ““and the cigars were
not bad, or the pork chops either : were they, Bob?”

“ Decidedly not,” said Bob. And the particular friends re-
sumed their attack upon the breakfast, more freely than before,
as il the recollection of last night’s supper had imparted a new
relish to the meal.

““Peg away, Bob,” said Mr. Allen to his companion, encou-
ragingly.

““ 50 I do,” replied Bob Sawyer. And so, to do him justice,
he did.

“ Nothing like dissecting to give one an appetite,” said Mr.
Bob Sawyer, locking round the table.

Mr. Pickwick slightly shuddered.

“ By the by, Bob,” said Mr. Allen, “ have you finished that
leg yet?”

 Nearly,” replied Sawyer, helping himself ta half a fowl as he
spoke. “It’s a very museular one for a child’s.”

“Js it ?”" inquired Mr. Allen, carelessly.

“Very,” said Bob Sawyer, with his mouth full.

“Tve put my name down for an arm, at our place,” said Mr.
Allen. “ We're clubbing for a subject, and the lisl is nearly full,
only we can’t get hold of any fellow that wants a head. T wish
vou'd takeit.”
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“No,” replied Bob bdwyer, “ can’t afford expensive luxuries,”
’Nonsense 17 said Allen.

¢ Can’t indeed,” rejoined Rob Sawyer. “Iwouldnt mind a
brain, bat I couldn t stand a whole head.” '

* Hush, hush, gentlemen, pray,” Sa]d Mr. Pickwick ; “1 hear
the ladies.”

As Mr. Pickwick spoke, the Jadics, gallantly escorted by
Messrs. Snodgrass, Wielde, and Tupman, refurned from an
carly walk.

“Lor,Ben!” said Arabella,in a tone which expressed more
surprise than-pleasure at the sight of her brolher.

*Come to take you home to-morrow,” replicd Benjamin,

Mr. Winkle turned pale.

“ Dbn’t you see Bob Sawyer, Arabella ?” inquired Mr. Ben-
jamin Allen, somewhat reproachfully. Arabella gracefully held
out her hand, in acknowledgment of Bob Sawyer's presence.
A thrill of hatred struck to Mr. Winkle’s heart as Bob Sawyer
inflicted on the proftfered hand a pereeptible squeeze.

““ Ben dear!” said Arabella, blushing; ¢ have—have-—you
been introduced to Mr. Winkle?”

¢TI have not heen, but I shall be very happy to he, Arahella,”
replied her brother gravely. Here Mr. Allen bowed grimly to
Mr. Winkle, while Mr. Winkle and Mr. Bub Sawyer glanced
mutoal distrust out of the corners of their eyes,

The arrival of the two new visitors, and the consequent check
upon Mr. Winkle and the young lady with the fur round her
hoots, weuld in all probability have proved a very unpleasant
interraption to the hilarity of the party, had not the cheerfulness
of Mr. Pickwick, and (the good humour of the host, been exerted
to the very utmost for the common weal. Mr. Winkle gradually
insineated himself into the good graces of Mr. Benjamin Allen,
and even joined in a friendly conversation with Mr, Bob Sawyer;
who, enlivened with the brandy and the breakfast, and the
talking, gradually ripened into a state of extreme faceliousness,
and related wilth much glee an agreeable anecdate, about (he re-
moval of a lumour on some gentleman’s head, which he illus-
trated by means of an oyster-knife and a half—qudrtem loaf, to
the great edification of the assembled company. Then the whole
train went to church, where Mr. Benjamin Allen fell fast asleep ;
while My, Bob Sawyer abstracted his thoughts from worldly
matters, by the ingenious process of carving his name on the seat
of the pew, in corpulent lelters of about four inches long.

“ Now,” said Wardle, after a substantial lunch, with the
agreeable items of strong-beer and cherry-brandy, bad been
done ample justice to ; “* what say yon to an hour on the ice? We
shall have plenty of time.”
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<t Capital ! ” said Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“ Prime! ” ejaculated Mr. Bob Sawyer.

“You skait, of course, Winkle ?” said Wardle.

“Ye—vyes; oh, yes:” rephed Mr.Winkle, * [—l—am rather
out of practice.”

“ Oh, do skait, Mr.Winkle,” sajd Arabella. *“I Jike (o see it
so'much.” )

“Oh, it is so graceful,” said another young lady.

A third youbg lady said it was elegant, and afourth expressed
her opinion that it was * swan-like.”

¢1should be very bappy: I'm sure,” said Mr.Winkle, red-
dening ; “ but [ have no skaits.”

This objection was at once overruled. Trundle had got a
couple of pair, and the faf boy announced that there were hal{-
a-dozen more, down stairs, whereat Mr. Winkle expressed
exquisite delight, and looked exquisitely uncomfortable.

Old Wardle led the way to a pretty large sheet of ice; and
the fal bey and Mr.Weller, having shovelled and swept away
the snow which had fallen on it during the night, Mr. Bob
Sawyer adjusted his skails with a dexterity whieh to Mr. Winkle
was perfectly marvelious, and described circles with his left feg,
and cut ligures of eight; and inseribed apon the ice, without
once stopping for breath, a great many other pleasant and asto-
nishing devices, to the excessive satisfaction of Mr. Pickwick,
Mr. Tupman, and the ladies; which reached a piteh of positive
enthusiasm, when old Wardle and Benjamin Allen, assisted by
the afore-said Biob Sawyer, performed some mystic evolutions,
which they called a reel.

All this time, Mr.Winkle, with his face and hands blue with
the cold, had been forcing a gimlet into the soles of his feet, and
pufting his skaits on, with the points behind, and getting ihe
straps into a very complicated and entangled sfate, with the
assistance of Mr, Snodgrass, who knew rather less about skaits
than -a Hindoo. At length, however, with the assistance of
Mr. Weller, the unfortunate skaits were firmly screwed and
buckled on, and Mr. Winkle was raised to his feet.

‘“ Now, then, Sir,” said Sam, in an encouraging tone; “off
vith you, and show ’em how to do it.”

“Stop, Sam, stop,” said Mr. Winkle, trembling violently,
and clutching hold of Sam’s arms with (he grasp of a drowning
man. ‘‘ How slippery it is, Sam!”

** Not an uncommon thing upon ice, Sir,” replied Mr.Weller.
‘ Hold up, Sir,”

This lasl observation of Mr. Weller’s bore refercnce {o a
demonstration Mr. Winkle made at the instant, of a frantic
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desire to throw his feet in the air, and dash the back of his head
on the ice.

*“ These—these—are very awkward skails; ain’t they, Sam?"
inquired Mr, Winkle, staggering.

“I'm afcerd there’s an orkard gen’lm’n in ’em, Sir,” replied
Sam.

“Now, Winkle,” eried Mr. Pickwick, quite unconscious
that there was anything the matter. “ Come; the ladies are all_
anxiety.”

“ Yes, yes,” replied Mr. Winkle, with a ghastly smile. “1'm
coming.”

“¢ Just a goin’ to begin,” said Sam, endeavouring to disengage
himself. “ Now, Sir, stark off.” ,

 Stop an insfant, Sam,” gasped Mr.Winkle, clinging most
affectionately to Mr. Weller. ““1 lind 1've got a couple of coals
al home, that I don’t want, Sam. You may have them, Sam.”

¢ Thank’ec, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

“Never mind touching your hat, Sam,” said Mr. Winkle,
hastily. ‘ You needn’l take your hand away, to do that. I meant
to have given you five shillings this morning for a Christmas hox,
Sam. I'll give it you this afternoon, Sam.”

““ You're wery good, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

““Just hold me at first, Sam; will vou?” said Mr.Winkle.
“There—that’s right. I shall soon get in the way of it, Sam.
Not too fast, Sam; not foo fast.”

Mr. Winkle, stooping forward with his body half doubled
up, was being assisted over the ice by Mr, Weller, in a very
singular and un-swan-like manner, when Mr. Pickwick most
innocenlly shouted from the opposite hank—

£c Samz n

< 8§ir?” said Mr. Weller,

‘“ Here. Y want you.”

“Let go, Sir,” said Sam. “ Don’t you hear the governor a
callin’? Let go, Sir.”

‘With a violent effort, Mr. Weller disengaged himself from the
grasp of the agonized Pickwickian, and in so doing administered
a considerable impetus to the unhappy Mr.Winkle. With an
accuracy which no degree of dexterity or practice could have
ensured, that unfortunate gentleman hore swiftly down into the
centre of the reel, at the very moment when Mr. Bob Sawyer
was performing a flonrish of unparalleled beauty. Mr. Winkle
struck wildly against him, and with a loud crash they both fell
heavily down. Mr. Piekwick ran to the spot. Bob Sawyer had
risen fo his feet, but Mr.Winkle was far foo wise to do any-
thing of ihe kind in skaits. He was seated on the ice, making
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spasmodic efforts to smile; but anguish was depicted on every
lineament of his countenance.

“ Are you hurt?” inguired Mr. Benjamin Allen with great
anxiety.

 Not much,” said Mr. Winkle, rubbing his back very hard.

“1 wish youw'd let me bleed you,” said Mr. Benjamin wilh
greal cagerness,

¢ No, thank you,” replied Mr. Winkle hurriedly.

1 really think youa had better,” said Allen.

“ Thank you,” replied Mr.Winkle ; * I'd rather not.”

“What do you think, Mr, Pickwick?” inquired Bob Sawyer.

Mr. Pickwick was excited and indignant. He beckoned to
Mr.Weller, and said in a stern voice, *“ Take his slkaits off.”

‘““No; but really Y had scarcely begun,” remonstrated Mr.
Winkle.

““Take his skaits off,” repeated Mr. Pickwick firmly.

The command was not to be resisted. Mr. Winkle allowed
Sam to obey il, in sileace,

*¢ Lift hirn up,” said Mr. Pickwick. Sam assisted him to rise.

Mr. Pickwick retired a few paces apart from the by-standers ;
and, beckoning his friend to approach, fixed a searching lock

_upon him, and ulfered in a low, but distinct and emphallc {one,
these remarkahk words :

* You're a humbug, Sir.”

* A what?” said Mr. Winkle, starling.

“ A bumbug, Sir. 1 will speak plainer, if you wish it. An
impostor, Sir.”

‘With these words, Mr. Pickwick lurned slowly on his heel,
and rejoined his friends.

While Mr. Pickwick was delivering himself of the sentiment
just recorded, Mr. Weller and the fat boy having by their joinl
endeavours cut outa slide, were exercising themselves thereupon,
in d very masterly and brilliant manner. Sam Weller, in parti-
cular, was displaying that beautiful fcat of fancy sliding which is
carrently denominated *‘ knocking at the cobber’s door,” and
which is achieved by skimming over the ice on one foot, and
occasionally giving a two-penny postman’s konock upon it, with
the other. It was a good long slide, and there was somelhing in
the motion which Mr. Pickwick, who was very cold with stand-
ing still, eould not help enyying.

1t looks a nice warm exercise that, doesn’t it?” he inquired
of Wardle, when {bhat gentleman was thoroughly out of breath,
by reason of the indefatigable manner in which he bad converted
his legs into a pair of compasses, and drawn complicated pro-
blems on the ice.

* Ah, it does, indeed,” replied Wardie. ** Do you shde?”
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‘1 used to do so, on the gulters, when 1 was a boy,” replied
Mr. Pickwick.

“Try it now,” said Wardle, ‘

* Oh do, please, Mr. Pickwick,” cried all the Iadles

“1 should be very happy to afford you any amusement,”
replied Mr. Pickwick, “‘but I haven’t done such a thing thesc
thirty years.”

“Pooh! pooh! nonsense!” said Wardle, dragging off his
skaifs with the impetuosity which characterised all his proceed-
ings. “ Herc; I'll keep you company ; come along.” And away
went the good-tempered old {ellow down the slide, with a rapi-
dity which came very close upon Mr.Weller, and heat the fat
boy all to nothing.

Mr. Pickwick paused, considered, pulled off his gloves and
put them in his hat, took two or three short runs, baulked him-
self as oflen, and at last took another run and went slowly and
gravely down the slide, with his feet about a yard and a quarter
apart, amidst the gratified shouts of all the spectators,

“ Keep the potabilin®, Sir,” said Sam ; and down went Wardle
again, and then Mr. Pickwick, and then Sam, and then M.
Winkle, and then Mr. Bob Sawyer, and then the fal boy, and
then Mr. Snodgrass, following closely upon cach other’s heels,
and running after each other with as much cagerness as if all
their future prospects in fife depended on Lheir expedition.

It was the most intensely interesting thing, to cbserve the
manner in which Mr. Pickwick performed his share in the cerc-
mony : to watch the torturz of anxiety with which he viewed
the person behind, gaining upon him at the imminent hazard of
Lripping him up : to see him gradually expend the painful force
which he had put on at first, and turn slowly round on the slide,
with his face towards the point from which he had started : to
coniemplate the playful smile which mantled on hLis face when
he had accomplished the distance, and the eagerness with which
he turned round when he had done so, and ran after his predeces-
sor, his black gaiters tripping pleasan(ly through the snow, and
his eyes beaming cheerfulness and gladness through his spec-
tacles. And when he was knocked down {which happened upon
the average cvery third round), it was the most invigorating
sizhl that can possibly be imagined, to behold him gather up
his hat, gloves, and handkerchief, with a glowing countenance,
and resume his station in the rank, wilh an ardour and en-
thusiasm which nothing could abate.

The sport was at its height, the sliding was at the quickest,
the laughter was at the loudest, when a sharp smart crack was
heard. There was a quick rush towards the bank, a wild scream
from ihe ladies, and a shoul from Mr. Tupman. A large mass
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of ice disappeared, the waler bubbled up over it, and Mr. Pick-
wick’s hat, gloves, and handkerchief were floating on the sur-
face; and this was all of Mr. Pickwick that anybody couid see.

Dismay and anguish were depicted on every countenance, the
males tarned pale, and the females fainted ; Mr. Snodgrass and
Mr. Winkle grasped each other by the hand, and gazed at the
. spoi where their leader had gone down, with frenzied eagerness;
while Mr. Tupman, by way of rendering the promptest assist-
ance, and at the same time conveying to any persons who might
be within hearing the clearest possible notion of the catastrophe,
ran off across the country at his utmost speed, screammng
“ Fire!” with all his might and main.

1t was at this very moment, when old Wardle and Sam Weller
were approaching the hole with cautious steps, and Mr. Denja-
min Allen was holding a hurried consultation with Mr. Bob
Sawyer, on the advisability of bleeding the company generally_',
as an improving little bit of professional praclice—it was at this
very moment that a face, head, and shoulders emerged from
beneath the water, and disclosed the features and spectacles of
Mr. Pickwick.

“Keep yourself up for an instant—for only one instant,”
bawled Mr. Snodgrass.

“Yes, do; lel me implore you—for my sake,” roared Mr.
Winkle, deeply affecfed. The adjuration was rather unneces-
sary; the probability being, that if Mr. Pickwick had declined
to keep himself up for anybody else’s sake, it would have
occurred to him that he might as well do so, for his own.

““ Do you feel the hottom there, old fellow?” said Wardle,

“Yes, certainly,” replied Mr. Pickwick, wringing the water
from his head and face, and gasping for hreath. T fell upon
my back. I couldn’t get on my feet al first.”

The clay vpon so much of Mr. Pickwicl’s coat as was vet
visible, bore testimony {o the accuracy of this statement ; and as
the fears of the spectators were still further relieved by the fat
boy’s suddenly recollecting that the water was nowhere more
than five feet deep, prodigies of valour were performed to get
him out. After a vast quantity of splashing, and cracking, and
struggiing, Mr. Pickwick was at length fairly extricated from
his unpleasant position, and once more stood on dry land.

“ Oh, he’ll eateh his death of cold,” said Emily,

* Dear old thing!” said Arabella. *‘ Let me wrap this shawl
round you, Mr. Pickwick.” )

‘ Ah, that’s the best thing you can do,” said Wardle; “ and
when you've got it on, run home as fast as your legs can carry
you, and jump into bed directly,”
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A dozen shawls were offered on the instant ; and three or four
of the thickest having been selected, Mr. Pickwick was wrapped
up, and started off, under (he guidance of Mr, Weller ; present-
ing the singular phenomenon of an elderly gentleman dripping
wet, and wilhout a hat, with his arms bound down to his sides,
skimming over the ground withoul any clearly defined purpose,
at the rate of six good English miles an hour.

But Mr. Pickwick cared not for appearances in such an extreme
case, and urged on by Sam Weller, he kept at the very top of
his speed until he reached the door of Manor Farm, where Mr.
Tupman had arrived some five minutes before, and had frighten-
ed the old lady into palpitations of the heart, by impressing her
with the unalterable conviction that the Kitchen chimney was on
fire—a calamity which always presented itself in the mosl glow-
ing colours to the old lady’s mind, when anybody about her
evinced the smallest agitation.

Mr. Pickwick paused not an instant unti} he was snug in bed.
Sam Weller lighted a blazing fire in the room, and took up his
dinner; a bowl of punch was carried up afterwards, and a grand
carcusc held in honour of his safety. Old Wardle would not
hear of his rising, so they made the bed the chair, and Mr. Pick-
wick presided. A second and a third bowl were ordered in; and
when Mr. Pickwick awoke next morning, there was not a
symptom of rheumatism about him, which proves, as Mr. Bob
Sawyer very justly observed, that there is nothing like hot punch
in such cases, and that if ever hot punch did fail to act as a pre-
ventive, it was merely because the patient fell into the vulgar
error of not taking enough of it.

The jovial party broke up next morning. Breakings up are
capital things in our school days, but in after life they are painful
enough. Death, seli-interest, and fortune’s changes, are every
day breaking up many a happy group and scattering them far
and wide ; and the boys and girls never come back again. We do
not mean to say that it was exactly the case in this particular
instance; all we wish to inform the reader is, lhat the different
members of the party dispersed to their several homes; that
Mr. Pickwick and his friends once more took their seals on the
top of the Muggleton coach ; and that Arabella Allen repaired to
her place of destination, wherever it might have been—we dare
say Mr. Winkle knew, hut wo confess we don’t—under the care
and guardianship of her brother Benjamin, and his most intimate
and particalar friend, Mr. Bob Sawyecr.

Before they separatcd however, that gentl(,man and Mr.
Benjamin Allen drow Mr. Pickwick aside wilh an air of some
mystery ; and Mr. Boh Sawyer thrusting his foreflinger belween
two of Mr. Pickwick’s ribs, and thereby displaying his native
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drollery, and his knowledge of the anatomy of the human frame,
at one and the same, inquired—

I say, old boy, where do you hang out?”

Mr. Pickwick replied that he was at present suspended at the
George and Vulture.

“ ] wish you’d come and see me,” said Bob Sawyer.

‘“ Nothing would give me greater pleasure,” replied Mr.
Pickwick.

“ There’s my lodgings,” said Mr. Bob Sawyer, producing a
card, ¢ Lant Street, Borough; it’s near Guy’s, and handy for
me you know. Little distance after you've passed Saint George’s
Church—turns out of the High Street on the right-hand side
the way.”

¢ 1 shall find it,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Come on Thursday fortnight, and bring the other chaps
with vou,” said Mr. Bob Sawyer; ¢ I'm going (o have a few’
medical fellows {hat night.”

Mr. Pickwick expressed the pleasure it would afford him to
meet the medical fellows ; and after Mr. Bob Sawyer had informed
him that he meant to be very cosey, and thal his friend Ben was
to be one of the party, they shook hands and separated.

‘We feel that in this place we lay ourself open to the inquiry
whether Mr. Winkle was whispering, during this brief con-
versalion, to Arabella Allen, and if so, whal he said; and
furthermore, whether Mr, Snodgrass was conversing apart with
Emily Wardle, and if so, what &e said. To this, we reply, that
whatever they might have said fo the ladies, they said nothing

“at all to Mr. Pickwick or Mr. Tupman for eight-and-twenty
miles, and that they sighed very often, refused ale and brandy,
and looked gloomy. If our observant lady readers can deduce
any satisfactory inferences from these facts, we beg them by all
means {0 do so.

CHAPTER 1L

WIICH 15 ALL ABOUT THE LAW, AND SUNDRY GREAT AUTHORITIES LEARNED:
THEREIN,

ScATTERED about, in various holes and corners of the Temple,
are certain dark and dirty chambers, in and out of which, all
the morning in Vacation, and half the evening too in Term time,
there may be seen conslantly hurrying with bundles of papers
under their arms, and protruding from their pockets, an almost
uninterropted succession of lawyers’ elorks. There are several
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grades of lawyers’ clerks. There is the articled clerk, who has
paid a premium, and is an atforney in perspective, who runs a
tatlor’s bill, receives invilations to parties, knows a family in
Gower—street and another in Tavistock Square, goes oul of town
every Long Vacation to sée his fath®, who keeps live horses
innumerable ; and who is, in short, the very aristocrat of clerks.
There is the salaried clerk—out of door, or in door, as the case
may be—who devotes the major part of his thirty shillings a
week to his personal pleasure and adornment, repairs half-price
to the Adelphi at least three times a week, dissipates majestically
af the cider cellars afterwards, and is a dirty caricature of the
fashion, which expired six months ago. There is the middle-
aged copying clerk, with a large family, who is always shabby,
and often drunk. And there are the office lads in their first sur-
touts, who feel a befilting contempt for boys at day-schools,
club as they go home at night, for saveloys and porter, and
think there’s nothing like ¢ life.” There arc variclies of the genus
too numerous (o recapitulate, but however numerous they may
be, they are all to be seen, at certain regalated business hours,
hurrying to and from (he places we have just mentioned.

These sequestered nooks are the public offices of the legal
profession, wherc writs are issued, judgments signed, de-
clarations filed, and numerous other ingenious little machines
put in motion for the forture and torment of his Majesty's liege
subjeets, and the comfort and emolument of the practitioners of
the law. They are, for the most part, low-roofed, mouldy
rooms, where inoumerable rolls of parchment, which have been
perspiring in secret for the last century, send forth an agreeable
odour, which is mingled by day with the scent of the dry rot,
and by night with the various exhalations which arise from damp
cloaks, festering nmbrellas, and the coarsest tallow candles.

About half-past seven o’clock in the evenmg, some ten days
or a fortnight after Mr. Pickwick and his friends returned to
London, there hurried into one of these offices an individual in
abrown coat and brass bultons, whose long bair was scrupulously
twisted round the rim of his napless hat, and whose soiled drab
trousers were so tightly strapped over his Blucher boots, that
his knees Lhreatened every moment to start from their con-
cealment. He produced from his coat-pockets a long and narrew
strip of parchment, on which the presiding functionary im-
pressed an illegible black stamp. He then drew forth four scraps
of paper, of similar dimensions, each conlaining a printed copy
of the strip of parchment with blanks for a name; and having
filled up the blanks, put all the hve documents in hlS pockel, and
hurried away.

The man in the brown coal wilh the cabalistie documents in
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his pocket, was no other thanour old acquaintance Mr. Jackson,
of the house of Dodson and Fogg, Yreeman’s Court, Cornhill.
Instead of returning to the office from whence he came, how-
ever, he bent his steps direct to San Court, and walking straight
into the George and Vulture, demanded to know whether one
Mr. Pickwick was within.

¢ Call Mr. Pickwick’s servant, Tom,” said the barmaid of the
George and Vulture,

“ Don't trouble yoursel,” said Mr. Jackson; ¢ I've come on
business. If yow’'ll show me Mr. Pickwick’s room, I'll step up
myself.”

*“ What name, Sir?” said the waiter.

‘¢ Jackson,” replied the clerk.
~ The waiter stepped up stairs to announce Mr. Jackson, bul
Mur. Jackson saved him the trouble by following close at his
heels, and walking into the apartment before he could articulate
a gyllable.

Mr. Pickwick had that day invited bis three friends to dinner;
and they were all seated round the fire, drinking their wine,
when Mr. Jackson presented himsedf, as above described.

* How de do, Sir?" said Mr. Jackson, nodding {o Mr. Pick-
wick.

That gentleman howed, and looked somewhat surprised, for
the physiognomy of Mr. Jackson dwelt not in his recollection.

I have called from Dodson and lYogg’s,” said Mr, Jackson,
in an explanatory tone.

Mr, Pickwick roused al the name, “ 1 refer you {o my altor-
ney, Sir : Mr. Perker, of Gray’s Inn,” said he, ‘¢ Waiter, show
this gentleman oul.”

*‘ Beg your pardon, Mr. Pickwick,” said Jackson, deliberately
depositing his hat on the floor, and drawing from his pocket
the strip of parchment, “ Bul personal service, by clerk or
-ageot, in these cases, you know, Mr. Pickwick—eh, Sir ? no-
thing like caution, Sir, in all legal forms—eh?”

Here Mr. Jackson cast his eye on the parchment ; and, rest-
ing his hands on the table, and looking round with a winning
and persuasive smile, said, * Now come ; don’t let’s have no
words about such a little matter as this. Which of you gentie-
men’s name’s Snodgrass?”

At this inquiry, Mr, Snodgrass gave such a very undisguised
and palpable slart, that no further reply was needed.

“Ah!T thought so,” said Mr. Jackson, more affably than
before. ““ I've got a little something to (rouble you with, Sir.”

¢ Me!” exclaimed Mr. Snodgrass.

““ It’s only a subpeena in Bardeli and Pickwick on behalf of the
plaintiff,” replied Jackson, singling vut one of the skips of paper,
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and producing a shilling from his waistcoat-pocket. ** It’ll come
on, in the settens after Term ; fourteenth of Fehooary, we
expect ; we've marked it a special jury cause, and it’s only ten
down the paper. That’s yours, Mr. Snodgrass.” As Jackson
said this, he presented the parchment before the eyes of Mr.
Snodgrass, and slipped the paper and the shilling into his hand.

Mr. Tupman had witnessed this process in silent astonish-
ment, when Jackson, tarning sharply upon him, said :

“ T think I ain’t mistzken when L say your name’s Tupman,
am 1?7

Mr. Tupman looked at Mr. Pickwick ; but, perceiving no en-
couragement in that gentleman’s widely-opened eyes to deny his
name, said :

“ Yes, my name i{s Tupman, Sir.”

“ And that other gentleman’s Mr. Winkle, I think,” said
Jackson.

Mr. Winkle faltered out a reply in the affirmalive ; and both
gentlemen were forthwith invested with a slip of paper, and a
shilling each, by the dexterous Mr. Jackson.

¢ Now,” said Jackson, “ I'm afraid you’ll think me rather
troublesome, but I want somebody else, if it ain’t inconvenient.
1 Zave Samuel Weller’s name here, Mr. Pickwick.”

¢ 8end my servant here, waiter,” said Mr, Pickwick, The
waiter retired, considerably astonished, and Mr. Pickwick mo-
tioned Jackson to a seat.

There was a painful pause, which was al length broken by the
innocent defendant.

“ T suppose, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, his indignalion rising
while he spoke ; ¢ I suppose, Sir, that it is the intention of your
employers to seek to criminate me, upon the testimony of my
own friends?”

Mr. Jackson slruck his fore-finger several times against the
left side of his nose, to intimate thai he was not there to dis-
close (he secrets of the prison-house, and playfully rejoined,

¢ Not knowin’, can’t say.”

“ For what other reason, Sir,” pursited Mr, Pickwick, ““ are
these subpcenas served upon them, if not for this?”’

“ VYery good plant, Mr. Pickwick,” replied Jacksen, slowly
shaking his head. *‘ But it won’t do. No harm in {rying, but
there’s little to be got out of me.”

Here Mr. Jackson smiled once more upon the company ; and,
applying his left thumb to the tip of his nose, worked a visionary
coffee-mill with his right hand, thereby performing a very
graceful piece of pantomime (then much in vogue, but now,
unhappily, almost obsolete ) which was familiarly denominated
** taking a grinder,”
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‘“ No, no, Mr. Pickwick,” said Jackson in conclusion ; ¢ Per-
lier’s people must guess whal we've served thege subpaenas for.
If they ean’t, they must wait il the action comes on, and then
they’ll find out.”

Mr. Pickwick bestowed a look of excessive disgust on his un-
welcome visitor, and would probably have hurled some tremen-
dous analhema at the heads of Messrs. Dodson and Ifogg, had
not Sam’s entrance at Lhe instant interrupted him.

¢ Samuel Weller 2”7 said Mr. Jackson, inquiringly.

“ ¥un o the truest things as you’ve said for many a long
year,” replied Sam, in a most composed manuner.

‘¢ Here’s 2 subpaena for you, Mr. Weller,” said Jackson.

¢ What's (hat in English? ” inquired Sam.

“ Here’s the original,” said Jackson, declining the required
explanation.

“ Which?” said Sam,

¢ This,” replied Jackson, shaking (he parchment.

“ Oh, thal’s the’rig'nal, is it?” said Sam. © Well, P'm wery
glad I’ve secn the 'rig'nal, "cos it’s a gratifyin’ sort o’ thing, and
cases vun’s mind so much.”

‘ And here’s the shilling,” said Jackson. ** It’s from Dodson
and Fogg’s.”

“ And it’s uncommon handsome o’ Dodson and Foge, as
knows so litlle of me, to come down vith a present,” said Sam.
‘I {eel it as a wery high compliment, Sir;and it’s a wery
hon'rable thing to them, as they knows how Lo reward meril
verever they meets it. Besides vich, it’s wery affectin’ o one's
feelin’s.”

As Mr. Weller said this, he inflicted a littie friction on his right
eyelid, with the sleeve of his coat, after the most approved man-
ner of actors when they are in domestic pathetics.

Mr. Jackson seemed rather puzzled by Sam’s proceedings ;
but, as he had served the subpeenas, and had nothing more to
say, he made a Teint of putting on the one glove which he usually
carried in his hand, for the sake of appearances ; and returned
to the office to report progress.

Mr. Pickwick slept little that night ; his memory had received
a very disagreeable refresher on the subject of Mrs. Bardell’s
action, He breakfasted betimes next morning; and, desiring
Sam to accompany him, set forth towards Gray’s Inn Square.

““ Sam ! said Mr. Pickwick, looking round, when they got
to the end of Cheapside,

¢ 8ir? " said Sam, stepping up to his mastoer.

*“ Which way? "

¢ Up Newgate-street.”

Mr. Pickwick did not turn round immedialely, but looked
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vacanlly in Sam’s face for a few seconds, and heaved a deep sigh.

‘ What's the matter, Sir?” inquired Sam.

*I'his action, Sam,” sald Mr. Pickwick, *“is expected io
come o, on the fourteenthr of next month.”

“ Remarkable coincidence that ’ere, Sir,” replied Sam.

““ Why remarkable, Sam? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ Walentine's day, Sir,” responded Sam'; ¢ reg’lar good day
for a breach o’ promise trial.” '

Mr. Weller's smile awakened no gleam of mirth in his master’s
countenance, Mr. Pickwick turned abrup(ly round, and led the
way in silence.

They had walked some distance, Mr. Pickwick trottmg on
before, planged in profound meditation, and Sam following
behind, with a countenance expressive of the most enviable and
easy defiance of everything and everybody, when the latter,
who was always especially anxzious to impart to his master any
exclusive information he possessed, quickened his pace until
he was close at Mr. Pickwick’s heels ; and, pointing up at a
house they werc passing, said :
© ¢ Wery nice pork-shop that "ere, Sir.”

“ Yes, it seems so,” said Mr. Pickwick,

¢« Celebrated Sassage factory,” said Sam.

«“ 15 it?™ said Mr. Pickwick,

« Jgit!” reiterated Sam with some indignation ; ¢ I should
rayther think it was. Why, Sir, bless your innocent eyebrows,
that’s vere Lthe mysterious disappearance of a respectable trades-

man took place, four year ago.’
< You don’t mean to say he was burked, Sam 7" said Mr. Pick-

wick, looking hastily round.

¢t No 1 don’t indeed, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller. “* ¥ vish I did;
far worse than thal. He was the master o’ that ’ere shop, Sir,
and the inwenter o’ the patent-never-leavin-ofl sassage steam
ingine, as 'ud swaller up a pavin’ stone if you put it (0o near,
and grind it into sassages as easy as if it was a tender young
babby. Wery proud o” that machine he was, as it was nat’ral
he should be ; and he'd stand down in the celler a lookin at if,
ven it was in full play, till he got quite melancholy with joy.
A wery happy man he’d ha’ been, Siv, in the procession o’ that
’ere ingine and two more lovely hmfants besides, if it hadn’t
been for his wife, who was a most ow-dacious wixin. She was
always a follerin’ hlm about, and dinnin’ in his ears ’till at last
he couldn’t stand it no langer. © I'll tell vou what it is, my dear,’
he says one day ; ¢ I you persewere in this here snrt of amuse-
ment,” he says, ¢ I'm blessed if 1 don’t go away to "Merriker ;
and that’s all ahout it.” ¢ You're a idle willin,” says she, ¢ and I
wigh tha ‘Merrikins joy of their bargin.’ Arler vich she keeps on
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abusin’ him for hatf an hour, and then runs info the liflle par-
lour bebind the shop, sets (o a screamin’, says he’ll be the death
on her, and {alis in a {it, which lasts for three good hoars—one
o’ them fits which is all screamin’ and kickin’. Well, nexi
mornin’, the husband was missin’. He hadn’t taken nothin’ from
the till, —hado’l even pul on his great coat, so it was quite clear
he warn’t gone to "Merriker. Didn’t come back next day, didn’t
come back next week ; the missis had bills printed sayin® that, if
he’d come back, he should be forgiven everythin’, (which was
very liberal, seein’ that he hadn’t donc wnothin’ at all), all the
canals was dragged, and for two months arterwards venever
a body turned up, it was carried, as a veg’lar thing, straight off
to the sassage shop. Hows’ever none on ’em answered, so they
gave out that he’d run avay, and she kept on the bis’ness. One
Satarday night, a litlle thin old gen’lm’n comes into the shop in
a great passion and says,  Are you the missis o’ this here shop?’
“Yes I am,’ says she. ¢ Well, ma’am,” says he, ¢ lhen I've just
looked in to say, that me and my family ain’t agoin’ to be choaked
for nothin’; and more {han that, ma’am,’ he says, * you’ll allow
me fo observe, that as you don’t use the primest parts of lhe
meat in the manafacter o’ sassages, I think vou'd find beef come
nearly as cheap as buttons.” ¢ Battons, Sir!’ says she. ¢ Butltons,
ma’am,’ says the little old gen’lm’n, unfolding a bit of paper,
and shewin’ lwenty or thirty halves o’ bultons. ©Nice seasonin’
{or sassages, is trousers’ builons, ma’am.’ * They’re my husband’s
buttons,’ says the widder, beginnin’ lo faint. ¢ What!® sereams
the litile old gen'lm’n, turnin’ wery pale. ‘I see it all,” says the
widder; ‘in a fit of temporary insanity he rashly converted his-
self into sassages !’ And so he had, Sir,” said Mr. Weller, lock-
ing steadily into Mr. Pickwick’s horror-siricken ecuntenance,
“or else he’d heen draw’d into the ingine, bul however that
might ha” been, the little ¢ld gen’Im’n, who had been remarkabiy
partial to sassages all his life, rushed out o’ the shop in a wild
state, and was never heerd on arterwards!”

The relation of this affecting incident of private life, brought
master and man {o Mr. Perker’s chambers. Lowten, holding
the door half open, was in conversation with a rustily-ciad,
miserable looking man, in boots without toes, and gloves with-
out fingers. There were traces of privation and suffering—almost
of despair—in his lank and care-worn countenance; he felt his
poverty, for he shrunk to the dark side of the slaircase as Mr.
Pickwick approached.

“It’s very unfortunate,” said the stranger with a sigh.

‘“ Very,” said Lowten, scribbling his name on the door post
with bis pen and rubbing it out again wilh the feather. * Will
you leaye a message for him?”

II. 2
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“ When do you think he’ll be hack ?” inquired the stranger.

“ Quite uncertain,” replied Lowten, winking at Mr. Pickwick
as the stranger cast his eyes towards the ground. -

“You don't think it would be of any yse my wailing for him?*”
said the stranger, looking wistfully into the office.

“0Ob no, 'm sure it wouldn’(,” replied the clerk, moving a
little more iInto (he centre of the door-way. ‘“ He's certain not
to be back this week, and it’s a chance whether he will, next,
for when Perker once gets out of town, he’s never in a hurry to
come back again.”

“Qut of town! " said Mr. Pickwick; ¢ dear me, how unfor-
lunate?”

“Don’t go away, Mr. Pickwick,” said Lowten, ‘“I've got a
Jotter for you.” The siranger seeming lo hesitate, once more
looked towards the ground, and the clerk winked slily at M.
Pickwick as if to intimate that some exquisite piece of humour
was going Torward ; though what it was, Mr. Pickwick eould
not, for the life of him, divine.

“Step in, Mr. Pickwick,” said Low(cn,  Well, will vou
leave a message, Mr. Wally, or will you call again?”

¢ Ask him to be so kind as to leave out word what has heen
doue in my husiness,” said the man; “ for God’s sake don’( ne-
gleet it, Mr. Lowlen,”

“*“No, no; L won’t forget it,” replied the clerk. * Walk in,
Mr. Pickwick. (Good morning, Mr. Walty; it’s a fine day for
walking, isn’L il?” And, sceing thaf thie stranger still lingered,
he beckoned Sam Weller to follow his masler in, and shut the
door in his face,

¢ There never was such a pestering bankrupt as that since the
world began, 1 do believe!” said Lowten, throwing down his pen
with the air of an injured man. *““Ilis affairs haven’t been in
chancery quite four years vet, and I'm d—d if he don’t come
worrying here lwice a-week. Step this way, Mr. Pickwick.
Perker is in, and he'll see you, Ikaow. Devilish cold,” he added
pettishly, * standing at that door, wasting one’s fime with such
seedy vagabonds.” And, having very vehemently stirred a
pacticularly large fire with a particularly small poker, the clerk
led the way to his principal’s private rcom and announced Mr.
Pick wick.

“ Ah, my dear Sir,” said littie Mr. Perker, bustling up from
his chair; “well, my dear Sir, and what’s the news about your
matter—eh? Anything more about our {riends ir Freeman's
Court? They've not been sleeping, /£ know that. Ah, they’re very
smart fellows—very smart, indeed.”

As the little man conciuded, he took an emphatic pinch of
snuff, as a tribute to the smartness of Messrs, Dodson and Fogg.
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““They arc great scoundrels,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Aye, aye,” said the little man ; ““that’s a mere matter of
opinion, you know, and we won’t dispute aboul lerms ; because
of course you can’t be expected to view these subjects with a
professional eye. Well, we've done everything thats necessary.
1 have retained Scrgcant Saubbin.”

““Is he a good man?” inguired Mr. Pickwick.

“(Good man!” replied Perker; ““bless your heart and soul,
ny dear Sir, Sergeant Snubbin is at the very top of his pro-
fession. Geis [reble the business of any man in Cour(—cngaged
in every case. You needn’t mention it abroad ; but we say—we
of the profession—that Sergeant Snubbin leads the Courl by
the nose.”

The little man took another pinch of snuff as he made this
communication, and nodded mysteriously to Mr. Pickwick.

“ They bave subpeena’d my three friends,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Ah! of course they would,” replied Perker. ¢ Important
witnesses ; saw youin a dellcate sitnation.’

“But th fainted of her own accmd ” said Mr. Plckwmk
¢ She threw herself into my arms.’

‘“ Very likely, my dear Sir,” replied Perker ; “ very likely and
very natural. Nothing more so, my dear Sir—nothing, But
who’s fo prove it? 7

“They have subpena’d my scrvant too,” said Mr, Pickwick,
quitting the other point , for ‘there Mr. T’erl\er«; question had
somewhat staggered him.

“ Sam?” said Perker.

Mr. Pickwick replied in the aftirmative.

“ Of course, my dear Sir; of course. Iknew they would ; T
could have told you that, a month ago. You know, my dear
Sir, if you will take thc management of your affairs into your
own hands after entrusting them to your solicitor, you must also
take the consequences.” Here Mr. Perker drew himself up with
conscious dignity, and brushed some stray graing of snuff’ from
his shirt {rill.

* And what do they want him to prove?” asked Mr. Pick-
wick, after two or three minutes’ silence.

“That you sent him up to the plaintiff’s to make some offer
of a compromise, 1 suppose,” ropliecd Perker. * It don’t matter
much, though I don’t think many counsel could get a great deal
out of him.”

“1 don't think they could,” said Mr. Pickwick ; smiling, de-
spite his vexation, at the idea of Sam’s appearance as a witness.
“What course do we pursue? 7’

“We have only one to adopt, my dear Sir,” replied Perker ;
‘“erogs-examine the witnesses, trust 1o Snubbin’s eloquence,
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throw dust in the eyes of (he judge; and oursclves on the

jury.”
<« And suppose the verdict is against me?” said Mr. Pick-

wick.

Mr. Perker smiled, took a very long pinch of snuff, stirred the
fire, shrugged his shoulders, and remained expressively silent.

¢ You mean that in that case T must pay the damages ?” sai
Mr. Pickwick, who had walched this lelegraphlc answer wilh
considerable sternness.

Perker gave the fire another very unnecessary poke, and said
<] am afraid s0.”

“Then I beg to announce to you my unallerable delermi-
nation to pay no damages whatever,” said Mr. Pickwick most
emphatically. ‘None, Perker. Not a pound, not a penny, of
my money shall find 1ts way into the pockets of Dodson and
Fogg. Thal is my deliberate and irrevocable determination.”
And Mr. Pickwick gave a heavy hlow on the {able heside him,
in confirmation of the irrevocability of his intention.

¢« Very well, my dear Sir, very well,” said Perker. ““ Youknow
best, of course.”

« Of course,” replied Mr. Pickwick haslily. “ Where does
Sergeant Snubbin live?”

«Tn Lincoln’s Inn Old Square,” replied Perker.

« 1 should like to sce him,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ See Sergeant Snubhbin, my dear Sir!” rejoined Perker, in
utter amazement. ““ Pooh, poolt, my dear Sir, impossible. Sce
Sergeant Snubbin! Bless you, my dear Sir, such a thing was
never heard of, without a consullation fe(, being previously
paid, and a consultation fixed. 1t couldn’t he done, my dear Sir;
it couldn’t be done.”

Mr. Pickwiclk, however, had made ap his mind not onlty that
it could be dene, hut that it should he done; and the conse-
quence was, that within ten minutes afler he bad received the .
assurance that the thing was impossible, he was conducted by
his solicitor into the outer office of the great Sergeant Snubbin
himself.

Tt was an uncarpeted room of tdlerable d1mensnons with a
large writing-lable drawn up near the [ire, the hdlze top of
which had long since tost all claim to ils nriginal hue of green,
and had gradually grown grey with dust and age, cxeept where
all traces of its natural colour were obliterated by ink-stains.
Upon the table were numerous little bundles of papers tied with
red tape; and behind it, sat an elderly clerk, whose sleek ap-
pearance and heavy gold watch-chain presenied imposing indi-
calions of the extensive and lucrative practice of Mr. Scrgeant
Snubbin,
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¢ Is the Sergeant in his room, Mr. Mallard ?”” inquired Perker,
offering his box with all imaginable courtesy.

“Yes he is,” was the reply, ¢ buthe’s very busy. Look here;
not an opinion given yet, on any one of these cases; and an
expedilion fee paid with all of them.” The clerk smiled as he
said this, and inhaled the pinch of snull with a zest which
scemed to be compounded of a fondness for snuff and a relish
Tor fees.

“* Something like practice that,” said Perker,

“ Yes,” said the harrister’s clerk, producing his own box, and
offering it with the greatest cordiality; and the best of it is,
that as nobody alive except myself can read the Sergeant’s wril-
ing, lhey are obliged to wait for the opinions, when he has
given them, till L have copied “em, ha—ha—hal”

* Which malkes good for we know who, besides the Sergeant,
and draws a little more out of the clients, eh?” said Perker;
“ Ha, ha, ha ! At this Lhe Sergeant’s clerk laughed again—nol
a noisy boisterous laugh, but a silent, internal ehuckle, which
Nr, Pickwick disliked to hear. When a man bleeds inwardly,
il is a dangerous thing for himself ; but when he laughs inwardly,
it bodes no good to other people.

“ You haven’t made me out that little list of the fees that I'm
in vaur debt, have you?” said Perker.

‘ No, I have not,” replied the clerk.

1 wish you would,” said Perker. “ Let me have them, and
I'll send you a cheque. But I suppose you're too busy pocketing
the ready money, to think of the deblors, eh? ha, ha, ha!l”
This sally seemed to tickle the clerk amazingly, and he once
more cojoyed a liltle quiet laugh to himself.

* But, Mr. Mallard, my dear friend,” said Perker, suddenly
recovering his gravity, and drawing the greal man’s greal man
into a corner, by the lappel of his coat, *“ you must persuade
the Sergeant to see me, and my client here.”

“ Come, ecome,” said the clerk, * that’s not bad either. See
the Sergeant! come, that’s too absurd.” Notwithstanding the
absurdity of the proposal, however, the clerk allowed himself to
be gently drawn beyond the hearing of Mr. Pickwick ; and after
a short conversation conducted in whispers, walked soitly down
alittle dark passage, and disappeared into the legal luminary’s
sanctum, from whence he shortly returned on tiploe, and in-
formed Mr. Perker and Mr. Pickwick that the Sergeant had been
prevailed upon, in violation of all his eslablished roles and
customs, to admil them at once,

Mr. Sergeanl Snobbin was alanlern Taced sallow-complexioned
man, of aboul live-and-forly, or—as the novels say—he might
he fifty. He had that dull-looking boiled eye which is so oflen to



22 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS

be seen in the heads of people who have applied themseives
during many years to a weary and laborious course of stndy;
and which would have been sufficient, without the additional
eye-glass which dangled from a broad black riband round his
neck, to warn a stranger that he was very near-sighted. His
hair was thin and weak, which was parfly atfributable {0 his
having never devoted much time to its arrangement, and partly
to his having worn for five-and-twenty vears the forensic wig
which hung on a block beside him. The marks of hair-powder
on his coat-collar, and the ill-washed and worse tied white
neckerchief round his threat, showed that -he had not found
leisure since he left the Court to make any alteration in his dress;,
while the slovenly style of the remainder of his costume war-
ranted the inference that his personal appearance would not have
been very much improved if he had. Books of practice, heaps
of papers, and opened letters, were scattered over the lable
wilhout any allempt at order or arrangement ; the furniture of
the room was old and rickely ; the doors of the book-case were
rotling in their hinges ; the dust flew out from the carpet in litle
clouds at every step; the blinds were yellow wilh age and dirt ;
and the state of everything in the room showed, with a clear-
ness not to be mistaken, that Mr. Serjeant Snubbin was far too
much oceupied with his professional pursuits to lake any great
heed or regard of his personal comforts.

The Sergeant was writing when his clients entered; he howed
abstractedly when Mr. Pickwick was introduced by his solicitor;
and then, molioning them to a seat, put his pen carefully in the
inkstand, nursed his left leg, and waited to be spoken to.

“ Mr. Pickwick is the defendant in Bardell and Pickwick,
Sergeant Snubbin,” said Perker.

1 am retained in that, am 17 said the Sergeant.

“You are, Sir,” replied Porker.

The Sergeant nodded his head, and waited for something
elsc.

“ Mr. Pickwick was anxious Lo call upon you, Sergeant Snuab-
bin,” said Perker, *“ to state to you, before you entered upon the
case, that he denies there being any ground or pretenee whal-
ever {or the action against him; and that unless he came into
Couri with ¢lean hands, and without the most conscientious
conviclion that he was right in resisting the plaintiff’s demand,
he would not be there at all. I believe I stale your views cor-
rectly; do I nol, my dear Sir?”" said Lhe little man, turning to
Mr. Pickwick.

¢ QQuite s0,” replied Lhat gentleman,

©r. Sergeant Snubbin unfolded his glasses, raised them to bis
eves ; and, after looking at Mr. Pickwick for a few secoads will
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great curiosity, turned to Mr. Perker, and said, smiling slightly
a8 he spoke—

¢ Has Mr. Pickwick a strong case?”

The attorney shrugged his shoulders.

* Do you purpose calling witnesses? ”

“No.”

The smile on Lhe Sergeant’s countenance became more defined;
he rocked his leg with increased violence ; and, (throwing him-
self back in his casy chair, coughed dubmns!y

These tokens of the Scrgednl s presentiments on the sub]e'ct
slight as they were, were not lost on Mr. Pickwick. He sellled
the spectacles, through which he had attentively regarded such
demonstrations of the barrister’s feeling as hc had permitted
himself to exhibit, more firmly on his nose ; and said with great
energy, and in utter disregard of all Mr. Perker’s admonitory
winkings and frownings—

“ My wishing (o wail upon you for such a purposc as this,
Sir, appears, 1 have no doubt, to a gentleman who sees so much
of these matters as you must necessarily do, a very extraordi-
nary circumstance.”

The Sergeant iried to look gravely at the fire, but the smile
came back again.

* Gentlemen of your profession, Sir,” continged Mr. Pick-
wick, *‘ see the worst side of human nature—all its disputes,
all its ill-will and bad bhlood, rise up before you. You know
from your experience of juries (I mean no disparagement to you,
or them) how mueh depends upon effect : and you are apt lo
attribute to others a desire to use, for purposes of deception
and self-interest, the very insiruments which »ou, in pure ho-
nesty and honour of purpose, and with a landable desire to do
vour utmost for your clienl, know the temper and worth of so
well, from constanily employing them yourselves. I really he-
lieve that to this circumstance may be attributed the vulgar but
very general notion of your being, as a body, suspiciouns, dis-
frustful, and over-cautious. Conscious as I am, Sir, of the dis-
advantage of making such a declaration to you, under such cir-
cumstances, 1 have come here, because I wish you distinctly Lo
understand, as my friend Mr. Perker has said, that I am inno-
cent of the i‘als&,hnod laid to my charge, and dlthomh Iam very
weil aware of the inestimable value of your assistance, Sir, ¥
must beg to add, that unless you sincerely helicve this, I wou]d
rather be deprived of the aid of your talents than have the ad-
vantage of them.”

Long before the close of this address, which we are bound to
say was of a very prosy character for Mr. Pickwick, the Sergeant
had relapsed into a state of absiraclion. Aller some minutes,
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however, daring which he had reassumed his pen, he appeared
1o be again aware of the presence of his clients ; and, raising his
head from Lhe paper, said rather snappishly—

““ Who's with me in this case?”

‘ Mr. Phunky, Sergeant Snubbin,” replied the attorney.

 Phunky—Phunky,” said the Sergeant ; *“ I never heard the
name before. He must be a very young man.”

“ Yes, he is a very young man,” replied the attorney. * He
wis only called the other day, Let me sce—oh, he'hasn’t been
at the Bar eight vears yel.”

* Ah, Tthought not,” said the Sergeant, in that sort of pitying
tone in which ordinary folks would speak of a very helpless little
child. ¢ Mr. Mallard, send round to Mr.—~Mr,—"

“ Phunky’s—Holborn Court, Gray’s Inn,” interposed Perker
—{(Holborn Court, by the by, is Scuth Square now)—*¢ Mr.
Phunky, and say I should be glad if he’d step here, a mo-
menl.”

Mr. Mallard departed to execute his commission ; and Ser-
geant Snubbin relapsed into abstraction until Mr. Phunky him-
self was introduced.

Although an infant barrister, he was a full-grown man. He
had a very nervous manner, and a painful hesitation in his
speech; it did not appeuar to be a natural defect, but seemed
rather the result of timidity, arising {rom the econsciousness of
being ¢ kepl down™ by want of means, or interest, or con-
nexion, or impudence, as the casc might be. He was overawed
by the Sergeant, and profoundly courteous to the atlorney,

“T1 have not had the pleasure of seeing vou hefore, Mr.
Phunky,” said Sergeant Snubbin, with haughty condescension.

Mr. Phunky bowed. He Aad had the pleasure of seeing the
Sergeant, and of envying him too, with all a poor man’s envy,
for eight years and a quarter.

“ You are with me in this case, I understand ! ” said the Ser-
geant.

If Mr. Phunky had been a rich man, he would have instantly
sent for his clerk to remind him; if he had been a wise one, he
would have applied his fore-finger to his forehead, and en-
deavoured to recollect whether 1o the maltiplicity of his engage-
ments he had undertaken this one or not : but as he was neither
rich nor wisc (in this sense at all events) he furned red, and
howed.

* Have you read Lhe papers, Mr. Phunky?” inquired the Ser-
geant.

Here again Mr. Phunky should have professed to have for-
gotten all about the merits of the case : but as he had read such
papers as had heen Jaid before him in the course of the action,
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and had thought of nothing else, waking or sleeping, throughout
the two months during which he had been retained as Mr. Ser-
geant Soubbin’s junior, he turned adeeper red, and bowed again.

“This is Mr. Pickwick,” said the Sergeant, waving his pen
in the direction in which that gentleman was standing,

Mr. Phunky bowed to Mr. Pickwick with the reverence which
a first client must ever awaken; and again inclined his head
towards his leader.

“Perhaps you will take Mr. Pickwick away,” said the Ser-
geant, ‘““and — and — and — hear anything Mr. Pickwick may
wish to communicate. We shall have a consultalion, of course.”
‘With this hint that he had been interrupted gquite long enough,
Mr, Sergeant Snubbin, who had been gradually growing more
and more abstracted, applied his glass to his eyes for an instant,
howed slightly round, and was once more deeply immersed in
the case before him, which arose out of an interminable law-
suit, originating in the act of an individual, deceased a century
or 50 ago, who had stopped up a pathway leading from some
place which nobody ever eame from, to some other place which
nobody ever went to.

Mr. Phunky would not hear of passing through any door until
Mr. Pickwick and his solicitor had passed through before him,
so it was some time before they got into the Square ; and when
they did reach it, they walked up and down, and held a long
conference, the resull of which, was, that it was a very diflicull
matier Lo say how the verdict would go ; that nobody could pre-
sume {0 calculate on the issue of an action ; that it was very
lucky they had prevented the other party from getting Sergeant
Snubbin ; and other topics of doubt and eonsolation, common
in such a position of affairs.

Mr. Weller was then roused by his masler irom a sweet sleep
of an hiour’s duration ; and, bidding adieu lo Lowten, they re-
turned to the City.

CHAPTER I11.

DESCRIBES, FAR MORE FULLY THAN THE COURT NEWSMAN EVER DID, A BACHELOR'S
PARTY, GIVEN BY ME. BOR SAWYER AT EIS LODGINGS [N THE BOROUGH.

THERE is a repose about Lant Street, in the Borough, which
sheds a gentle melancholy upon the soul. There are always a
good many houses to let in the strect ; it is a bye-street too, and
its dulness is soothing, A house in Lant Street would not come
within the denomination of a firsl-rate residenee, in the sirict
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acceplation of the term; but it is a most desirable spol never-
theless. If a man wished fo abstract himself from the world ; 1o
remove himself from within the reach of (emptation : {o place
himself beyond the possibility of any inducement to look out of
the window, we should recommend him by all means to go (o
Lant Street,

In this happy retreat are colonised a few clear-starchers, a
sprinkling of journeymen bookbinders, one or two_prison agents
for the Insolvent Court, several small housekeepers who are
employed in the Docks, a handful of manlua-makers, and a
seasoning of jobbing tailors. The majority of the inhabitanis
either direct their energies to the letting of furnished apartments,
or devote themselves to the healthfal and invigorating pursuit of
mangling, The chief features in {he still life of the street, are
green shuatters, lodging-bills, brass door-plates, and beli-handles ;
the principal specimens of animated nature, the pot-boy, the
muffin youth, and the baked-potato man. The population is mi-
gratory, usually disappearing on the verge of quarter-day, and
generally by night. His Majesty’s revenues are seldom collected
in this happy vallev, the rents are dabious, and the water com-
munication is very frequently cut off.

Mr. Bob Sawyer embellished one side of the fire, in ltis first-
floor front, early on the evening for which he had invited Mr.
Pickwick ; and Mr. Ben Allen the olber. The preparations for
the receplion of visiters appeared (o be completed. Theumbreflas
in the passage had been heaped into (he little corner vutside the
hack-parlour door ; the bonnet and shawl of the landlady’s ser-
vant had heen removed from the bannisters; there were not
more than two pair of patlens on the street-door mat; and a
kitchen candle, with a very long snuff, burnt cheerfully on the
ledge of the staircase window. Mr. Bob Sawyer had himself pur-
chased the spirits at a wine vaults in High Street, and had re-
turned home preceding the bearcr thercof, to preclude the pos-
sibility of their delivery at the wrong house. The punch was
ready-made in a red pan in the bed-room a little table, covered
with a green haize cloth, had been borrowed from the parlour,
to playat cards on ; and the glasses of the establishment, together
with those which had been borrowed for the occasion from the
public-house, were all drawn up in a tray, which wasdeposited on
the landing ontside the door.

Notwithstanding the highly satisfactory nature of ali these ar-
rangements, there was a cloud on the countenance of Mr., Bob
Sawyer, as he sat by the fire-side. There was a sympathisivg
expression, too, in (he features of Mr. Ben Allen, as he gazed
intently on the eoals ; and a fone of melancholy in his voice, as
bie said, after a long silence —
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“ Well, it is unlucky that she should have taken it in her
head to lurn sour, just on this occasion. She might at least have
waited till to-morrow.”

“That’s her malevolence ; that’s her malevolence,” returned
Mr. Bob Sawyer vehemenily. *“ She says that if I can afford to
give a party, I ought to be able to afford to pay her confounded
“little Dbill.”™

“ How long has it been running?” inquired Mr. Ben Allen.
A bill, by the by, is the most ex(ravordinary locomotive engine
that the genius of man ever produced. It would keep on running
during the longest life-time, without ever once stopping of its
own accord.,

¢« Only a quarter, and a month or so,” replied Mr. Iiob Sawyer.

Ben Allen coughed hopelessly, and direcled a searching look
helween the two top bars of the stove.

“T¢'ll be a deuced unpleasant thing if she takes it into her
head to let out, when those fellows are here, won't it?” said
Mr. Ben Allen at lenglh.

“Horrible,” replied Bob Sawyer, “ horrible,”

A low tap was heard at the room-door. Mr. Bob Sawyer
looked expressively at his friend, and bade the tapper come in;
whereupon a dirty slipshod girl in black cotton stockings, who
might bave passed for the neglected daughter of a super-
annuated dustman in very reduced circumstances, thrusl in
her head, and said,

“‘ Please, Mister Sawyer, Missis Raddle wants lo speak fo
you.”

Before Mr. Bob Sawyer could return any answer, the girl
suddenly disappeared with a jerk, as if somebhody had given her
a violent pull behind 5 this mysterious exit was no sooner ac-
complished, than there was another tap at the door — a smart
pointed tap, which seemed to say, “Here I am, and in I'm
coming.”

Mzr. Bob Sawyer glanced at his friend with & look of abject
apprehension, and once more cried * Come in.”

The permission was not at all necessary, for, hefore Mr. Bob
Sawyer had uftered the words, a little fierce woman boumnced
into the room, all.in a tremble with passion, and pale with rage.

“Now, Mr. Sawyer,” said the little fierce woman, trying to
appear very calm, “* if you'll have the kindness to seltle that litllo
bill of mine, I'lf thank you, because I've got my rent {o pay this
afternoon, and my landlord’s a wailing below now.” Here the
little woman rubbed ber hands, and looked steadily over Mr.
Bob Sawyer’s head, at the wall behind him.

“1 am very soiry (o pol you to any inconvenicnce, Mis.
Baddle,” said Bob Sawyer deferentially, ¢ but —”
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“Oh, it isn’l any inconvenicnce,” replied the little woman,
with a shrill titter. ““T didn’t want it particular before to-day ;
leastways, as it has to go to my landlord directly, il was as well
tor you lo keep il as me. You promised me this afternoon,
Mr. Sawyer, and every genlleman as has ever lived here has
kept his word, Sir, as of course anybody as calls himself a gentle-
man does.” Aud Mrs. Raddle {ossed her head, bit her lips,
rubbed her hands harder, and looked at the wall more steadily
than cver. 1t was plain to see, as Mr. Bob Sawyer remarked in
4 style of eastern allegory on a subsequent occasion, that she
was ‘‘ getting the steam up.”

‘1 am very sorry, Mrs. Raddle,” said Bob Sawyer with all
imaginable humility, *“ but the fact is, that T have been disap-
pointed in the City to-day.” — Extraordinary place that City.
‘We know a most astonishing number of men who always are
getting disappointed there.

“ Well, Mr. Sawyer,” said Mrs. Raddle, planling herself [irmly
on a purple caulilower in the Kidderminster carpet,  and what's
that to me, Sir?”

“I—1—have no doubt, Mrs. Raddle,” said Bob Sawyer,
blinking this fast question, ¢ that before the middle of next weck
we shall be able to set ourselves quite square, and go on on a
belter system, afterwards.”

'This was all Mrs, Raddle wanted. She had hustled up Lo e
apartment of the enlucky Bob Sawyer so bent upon going into
a passion, that in all probability payment would have rather
disappoinfed her than otherwise. She was in exeellent order for
a little relaxation of the kind, having just exchanged a few in-
troductory compliments with Mr. K. in the front kitchen.

“ Do you suppose, Mr. Sawyer,” said Mrs. Raddle, elevating
her voice for the information of the neighbours, *“ do you sup-
pose that 'm a-going day after day fo let a fellar occupy my
lodgings, as never thinks of paying his rent, nor even the very
money laid out dor the fresh butter and lump sugar that’s hought
for his breakfast, and the very milk that’s {ook in, at the streel
door? Do you suppose a hard-working and induslrious woman
as has lived in this street for twently years {ten years over the
way, and nine years and three quarters in this vory house) las
nothing else Lo do, hut to work herselfl to deaih afler a parcel of
lazy idle fellars, that are always smoking and drinking, and
lounging, when they ought to be glad te turn their hands to
anything that would help ’em to pay their bills? Do you—"

¢ My good soul,” interposed Mr. Benjamin Allen sootlingly.

‘“ Have the gooduess to keep your observashuns Lo yourself,
Sir, T beg,” said Mrs. Raddle, suddenly arresting the rapid
forrent of her speeeh, and addressing the third party with im-
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pressive slowness and solemnity. ““ 1 am not aweer, Sir, thai
you have any right to address your conversation to me. 1 don’t
think I let these apartments to you, Sir.”

‘* No, you certainly did not,” said Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“Yery good, Sir,” responded Mrs. Raddle, with lofty po-
liteness. *“'Then p’raps, Sir, you'll conline yourself (o breaking
the arms and legs of the poor people in the hospitals, and keep
yourself ¢o yoursell, Sir, or there may be some persons here as
will make you, Sir.”

* But you are such an unreasonable woman,” remonstrated
Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“1 beg your parding, young man,” said Mrs. Raddle, in a
cold perspiration of anger. *‘ But will you have the goodness
just to call me that, again, Sir?”

“T didn’t make use of the word in any invidious manner,
ma’am,” replied Mr. Benjamin Allen, growing somewhat uneasy
on his own account.

“1 beg your parding, young man,” demanded Mrs. Raddle
in a fouder and more imperative tone. * But who do you calf a
woman? Did you make that remark to me, Sir?”

* 'Why, bless my heart!” said Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“Did you apply that name to me, I ask of you, Sir?” inter-
rupted Mrs. Raddle with intense (ierceness, throwing the door
wide open.

“ Why, of course I did,” replied Mr, Benjamin Allen.

“Yes, of course you did,” said Mrs. Raddle, backing gra-
dually to the door, and raising her voice to its loudest pitch, for
the special behoof of Mr. Raddle in the kitchen. *‘ Yes, of course
you did, and everybody knows that they may safely insult me in
my -own house while my husband sits sleeping down stairs and
taking no more notice than if I was a dog in the streets, He
ought to be ashamed of himself (here Mrs. Raddle sobbed) to
allow his wife to be treated in this way by a parcel of young
cufters and carvers of live people’s bodies, that disgraces the
lndgings (another sob), and leaving her exposed to all manner
of abuse ; a base faint- hearted, timorous wretch, that’s afraid
to come up stairs, and face the ruffinly creatures—that’s afraid
—that’s afraid to come,” Mrs, Raddle paused to listen whether
the repetition of the taunt had roused her better half ; and, find -
ing that it had not been successful, proceeded te descend the
stairs with sobs innumerable, when there came a loud double
knock at the street door : whereupon she burst into an hysterical
fit of weeping, accompanied with dismal moans, which was
prolonged until the knock had been repeafed six times, when,
in an uncontrellable burst of mental agony, she threw down all
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the umbrellas, and disappeared into the back parlour, closing lhe
door after her with an awful crash.

¢ Does Mr. Sawyer live here?” said Mr. Pickwick, when the
door was opened.

“ Yes,” said the girl, ¢ first floor. It’s the door straight afore
you,-when you gets to the top of the stairs.”—Having given
this instruction, the bandmaid, who had been brought up among
the aboriginal inhabitants of Southwark, disappeared with the
candle in her hand down the kifchen stairs, perfectly satisfied
that she had dene everything that could possibly be required of
her under the circumstances.

Mr. Snodgrass, who entered last, sccured the street door,
after several ineffectual efforts, by putting up the chain; and the
friends sturnbled up stairs, where they were received by Mr.
Bob Sawyer, who had been afraid to go down lest he should be
witylaid by Mrs. Raddle.

¢ How are you?” suid (he discomfited student—** Glad to see
you,—take care of the glasses.” This eaution was addressed to
M. Pickwick, who had put his hat in the tray.

¢ Dear me,” said Mr. Pickwick, **1 beg your pardon.”

“ Don't mention it, don’t mention it,” said Bob Sawyer, “ I'm
rather confined for room here, but vou must put up with all
Lthat, when you come to see a young bachelor. Walk in. You've
seen this gentleman before, Y think 7 Mr, Pickwick shook
hatids wilth Mr. Benjamin Allen, and his friends followed his
example. They had scarcely taken iheir seats when there was
another double knock.

“ 1 hope that's Jack Hopkins!™ said Mr. Bob Sawyer.
“ Hush. Yes, it is. Come up, Jack; come up.”

A heavy footstep was heard upon the stairs, and Jack Hopkins
presented himself. He wore a black velvet waisteoal, with
thunder-and-lightning battens, and a blue striped shirt, with a
white false collar.

“ Yow're late, Jack?” said Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“ Been detained at Barlbolomew’s,”—replied Hopkins.

‘¢ Apything new?”

“ No, nothing particular. Rather a good accident broughi
into the casualty ward.”

“ What was that, Sir?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

¢ Only a man fallen out of a four pair of slairs’ window ;—
but it’s a very fair case, very fair case indeed.”

““ Do you mean that the patient is in a fair way to recover?”
inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ No,” replied Hopkins, carelessly. * No, I should raiher say
he wouldn’t, There must he a splendid operation though, lo-
morrow-—magnificent sighl if Slasher does it.”
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“ You eonsider Mr. Slasher a good operator?’ said Mr,
Pickwick. :

¢ Bost alive,” replied Hopkins. ¢ Took a boy’s leg cul of the
socket Jast week—Dboy ate five apples and a gingerbread cake
—exactly two minutes after it was all over, boy said he wouldn’t
lic there to be made game of ; and he'd tell his mother if they
didn’t begin.”

¢ Dear Me ! said Mr, Pickwick, astonished,

“ Pooh ! that’s nothing, that ain’l,” said Jack Hopkins. *Is
it, Bub?”

« Nothing at all,” replied Mr. Bob Sawyer.

“ By the by, Rob,” said Hopkins, with a scarcely perceptible
glance at Mr. Pickwick’s atlentive face, ¢ we had a curious acci-
dent lasl night. A child was brought in, wheo had swallowed a
necklace.”

“ Swallowed what, Sir?” inlerrupted Mr. Pickwick.

“ A necklace,” replied Jack Hopkins. “ Not all at once, you
know, thai would be too much—you couldn’t swallow {hat, if
the child did—eh, Mr. Pickwick, ha! ha!”—Mr. Hopkins
appeared highly gratified with his own pleasaniry ; and conlinued
—*No, the way was this;—child’s parenis were poor people
who lived in a court. Child’s eldest sisier bought a necklace,—
common necklace, made of large black wooden beads. Chiid,
being fond of toys, cribbed the necklace, hid it, played with it,
cut the string, and swallowed a bead. Child thought it capital
fun, went back next day, and swallowed another bead.”

“ Bless my heart,” said Mr. Pickwick, ‘“ what a dreadful
thing! T beg your pardon, Sir. Go on,”

* Next day, child swallowed two beads ; the day afler that, he
treated himsell to three, and so on, Lill in a week’s time he had
got through the necklace, five-and-twenty beads in all. The sister,
who was an industrious girl, and seldom treated herself to a bit
of finery, cried her eyes ouf, at the loss of the necklace ; looked
high and low for it; but I needn’t say didn’t find it. A few days
afterwards, the family were at dinner—baked shoulder of
mutton, and potatoes under it—Lhe child, who wasn’t hungry,
was playing about the room, when suddenly there was heard a
devil of a noise, like a small hail storm. * Don’t do that, my
boy,” said the father. ¢ I ain’t a doin’ nothing,” said the child.
¢ Well, don't do it again,’ said the father. There was a short
silence, and then the notse began again, worse than cver. ‘ If
you don’t mind what I say, my boy,’ said the father, * von’il find
yourself in bed, in something less than a pig’s whisper,” Ile gave
the child a shake to make him obedient, and such a rattling
ensued as nobody ever heard hefore. 'Why, damme, it’s in the
child !” said the father, ¢ he’s got the croup in the wrong place I”
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‘ No L haven't, father,’ said the child, beginning to cry, * it’s the
necklace ; I swallowed it, father.”—The father eaught the child
up, and ran with him to the hospital : the beads in the boy’s
stomach rattling ail the way with the jolting ; and the people
looking up in the air, and down in the cellars, to see where the
unusual sound came from. He’s in the hospital now,” said Jack
lopkins, ‘ and he makes such a devil of a noise when he walks
about, that they’re obliged to muffle him in a walchman’s coat,
for fear he should wake the patients!”

“That's the most extraordinary case I ever heard of,” said
Mr. Pickwick, with an emphatic blow on the table.

“ Oh, that’s nothing,” said Jack Hopkins; ¢* is it, Bob?”

¢ Certainly not,” replied Mr. Bob Sawver.

“ Yery singular things occur in our profession, I can assure
you, Sir,” said Hopkins.

“ 8o I should be disposed to imagine,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

Another knock at the door, announced a large-headed young
man in a black wig, who brought with bim a scorbutic youth in
a long stock. The next comer was a gentleman in a shirt em-
blazoned with pink anchors, who was closely followed by a pale
youth with a plated watchguard. The arrival of a prim per-
sonage in clean linen and cloth boots rendered the party com-
plete. The little tabie with the green buize cover was wheeled
out; the first instalment of punch was brought in, in a while
jug, and the succeeding three hours were devoted to vingt-un
at sixpence & dozen, which was only once interrupted by a slight
dispute hetween Lhe scorbutic youth and the gentleman with the
pink anchors; in the course of which, the scorbutic youth inti-
maled a buorning desire to pull the nose of the genticinan with
the emblems of hope, in reply to which, that individual express-
ed his deeided unwillingness Lo aceept of any *¢ sauce” on gra-
tuitous terms, either from the irascible young genlleman with
the scorbulic countenance, or any other person who was orna-
menled with a bead.

When the last *“ nalural” had been declared, and the profit
and loss aecount of fish and sixpences adjusted, Lo Lhe satisfac-
tion of all parties, Mr. Bob Sawycr rang for supper, and the
visiters squeezed themselves into corners while it was gelling
ready.

It was not so easily got ready as some people may imagine.
First of all, il was necessary to awaken the girl, who had falien
asleep with her face on the kilchen {able; this took a litte time,
and, even when she did answer the bell, another quarter of an
hour was consumed in fruilless endeavours to impart to her a
faint and distant glimmering of reason. The man to whom (he
order for the oysters had heen sent, had not been told to open
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them it is a very dillicull thing to open an oyster with a limp
knife or a two-pronged fork, and very liltle was done in this way.
Very little of the heef was done either; and the ham (which was
also from the German sausagc-shop mund the corner) was in
a similar predicament. However, there was plenty of porter in a
tin can; and the cheese went a great way, for it was very strong.
S0 upon the whole, perhaps, the supper was quite as good as
such matlers usoally are.

After supper another jug of punch was put upon the table,
together with a paper of cigars, and a couplc of bottles of
spirits. I'hen there was an awful pausc; and this awful pause
was occasioned by a very common cceurrence in Lhis sort of
places, but a very cmbarrassing one notwithstanding,

The fact is, that the girl was washing the glasses. The esta-
blishment boasted four; we do not record the circumstance as
at all derogatory to Mrs. Raddle, for [here never was a lodging-
house yet, that was not short of glasses, The landlady’s glasses
were liltle thin blown glass tumblers, and those which had heen
borrowed from the public-house were great, dropsical, bloated
articles, each supporied on a hoge gouty leg, This would have
been in itself suflicient to have possessed the company with the
real stale of affairs ; bul the young woman of all work had pre-
vented the possibility of any misconceplion arising in the mind
of any gentleman upon the subject, by forcibly dragging every
man’s glass away, long before he had tinished his beer, and
audibly stating, despite the winks and interruptions of Mr. Bob
Sawyer, that it was to be conveyed down slairs, and washed
forthwith.

It is a very il wind that blows nobody any good. The prim
man in the cloth boots, who-had been unsuceessfully attempting -
to make a joke during the whole time the round game lasted,
saw his opporlunity, and availed himself of it. The instant the
glasses disappeared he commenced a long story about a great
public character, whose name e had forgotien, making a parti-
cularly happy reply to another eminent and illustrious individual
whom he had never been able to identify. He enlarged at some
length and with great minuleness upon divers collateral cir-
cumstances, distinctly connceted with the anecdote in hand, but
for the lile of him he couldn’t recollect at that precise moment
what the anecdole was, although he had been in lhe habit of
telling (he story with great applause for the last ten years.

“ Dear me,” said the prim man in the cloth bools, it is a
very exlraordinary circumstance.”

“ 1 am sorry you have forgotten it,” said Mr. Bob Sawyer,
glancing eagerly at the door, as he thought he heard the noise
of glasses jingling —*¢ very sorry.”

. A
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¢ 80 am 1,” responded the prim man, *‘ because I know it
would have aﬂ'orded 50 much amusement Never mind; T dare
say 1 shall manage to recolffet it, in the course of half an hour
orso.’

The prim man arrived at this point, just as the glasses came
back, when Mr. Bob Sawyer, who had been absorbed in at-
tention during the whole time, said he should very much like to
hear the end of it, for, so far as it went, it was, without ex-
ceplion, the very best story he bad ever heard.

The sight of the tumblers restored Bob Sawyer (0 a degree of
equanimity which he had not possessed since his interview with
his landiady. His face brightened up, and he began to feel quite
convivial.

“ Now, Betsy,” said Mr. Bob Sawyer, with great suavity, and
dispersing, at the same time, the tumultucus lilttle mob of giasses
that the girl had collected in the eentre of the table; “ now,
Betsy, the warm water : be brisk, there’s a good girl.”

“ You can’t have no warm water,” replied Betsy.

¢ No warm water! ” exclaimed Mr. Bob Sawyer.

¢« No,” said the girl, yvith a shake of (he head which expressed
a more decided negative than the most copious language could
have conveyed. ¢ Missis Raddle said you warn’t to have
none.”

The surprise depicled on the countenances of his guests im-
parted new courage (o the host.

¢ Bring up the warm waler instantly—instantly!’’ said Mr.
Bob Sawyer, with desperate sternness.

“No; I can’t,” replied the girl; < Missis Raddle raked out
the kitchen fire afore she went to bed, and locked up the
kittle.”

¢ Oh, never mind ; never mind. Pray don’t disturb yourself
about such a trifle,” said Mr. Pickwick, observing the conflict
of Bob Sawyer’s passions, as depicted in his countenance : ** cold
water will do very well.”

¢ Oh, admirably,” said Mr. Benjamin Allen.

« My landlady is subject to some slight attacks of mental de-
rangement,” remarked Bob Sawyer with a ghastly smile; “1
fear I must give her warning,”

¢« No, don’t,” said Ben Allen.

“1 fear I must,” said Bob with heroic firmness. *“ I'll pay
her what I owe her, and give her warning to-morrow morning.”
Poor fellow! how deveutly he wished he could!

Mr. Bob Sawyer’s heart-sickening altempts to rally under this
last blow eommunicated a dispiriting influence to the company,
the greater part of whom, with the view of raising their spirits,
altacired themselves with extra cordiality to the cold brandy and
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water, the first pereeplible effects of which were displayed in a
Tenewal of hostilities between the scorbulic youth and the gentle-
man m the sanguine shirt. The belligerents vented their feel-
ings of mutual contempt, for some time, in a variety of frown-
ings, and snorlings, until al last the scorbutic youth feft it ne-
cessary to come to a more explicit understanding on Lhe matter
when the folowing clear understanding took place.

““ Sawyer,” said the scorbulic youth, in a loud voice.

“ Well, Noddy,” replied Mr. Bob Sawyer.

“1 should be very sorry, Sawyer,” said Mr. Noddy, “ lo
create any unpleasantness at any friend’s table, and much less
at yours, Sawyer,—very ; but I must (ake thls opportunity of
informing Mr. Gunter that he is no gentleman,”

-+ And I should be very sorry, Sawyer, to ereate any disturh-
ance in the streel in which you re51de,” said Mr. Gunter;
“ but I'm afraid I shall be under the necessity of alarming the
neighhours by throwing the persen who has just spoken, out
o’ window.”

‘“ What do you mean by that, Sir? ” inquired Mr. Noddy.

“ What I say, Sir,” replied Mr. Gunter.

t¢ 1 should like to see you do it, Sir,” said Mr. Noddy.

“ You shall fee! me do it in balf a minute, Sir,” replied
My, Guoter.

¢ 1 request that yow'll favour me with your card, Sir,” said
Mr. Noddy.

“ T'll do nothing of the kind, Sir,” replied Mr. Gunicr.

* Why not, Sir?” inquired Mr. Noddy.

 Because yowll stick it up over your chimney-pieco, and
delude vour visiters info the false belief thal a gentleman has
been te see you, Sir,” replied Mr. Gunter,

¢ §ir, a friend of mine shall wait on you in the morning,”
said Mr. Neddy.

“ Sir, I'm very much obliged to vou for the caution, and I'll
Jeave particular directions wilth the servant 1o lock up the
spoons,” replied Mr. Gunter.

At this point the remainder of the guests interposed, and
remonstrated with both parlies on the impropriely of their con-
duct, on which Mr. Neddy begged to state that his father was
quite as respectable as Mr., Guoter’s falher; to which Mr. Gun-
ter replied that his father was o the full as respectable as Mr.
Noddy’s father, and that his father’s son was as good a man as
Mr. Noddy, any day in the week. As this announcement seemed
the prelude Lo a recommencement of the dispute, there was an-
other interference on (he part of the company ; and a vast quan-
lily of Lalking and clamouring ensued, in the course of which
Mr. Noddy gradoally allowed his feelings o overpower him,
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and professed that he had ever entertained a devoted personal
attachment towards Mr. Gunter. To this Mr. Gunter replied
that, upon the whole, he rather preferred Mr, Noddy to his
own brother; on hearing which admission Mr, Noddy magna-
nimously rose frem his seat, and proffered his hand to Mr. Gun-
ter. Mr. Gunter grasped it wilh affecting fervour; and every-
body said that the whole dispute had been conducted ina manner
which was highly honoorable to both parties concerned. _

‘¢ Now,” said Jack Hopkins, * jusl to set us going again,
Bob, I don't mind singing a song.” And Hopkins, incited there-
to, by tumullnous applause, plunged himself at once into ¢ The
King, God bless him,” which he sang as loud as he could, to a
novel air, compounded of the ‘ Bay of Biscay,” and ¢ A Frog he
would.’—The chorus was the essence of the song, and, as cach
gentleman sang it to the tune he knew best, the effect was very
striking indeed.

It was at the end of the chorus to the first verse, that Mr.
Pickwick held up his hand in a listening atlitode, and said, as
soon as silence was restored—

** Hush! 1beg your pardon. I thought 1 heard somebody cail-
ing {from up stairs.”

A profound silence imme dialely ensued, and Mr. Bob Sawyer
was observed to lurn pale.

Y think I hear it now,” said Mr. Pickwick. ‘Have the good-
ness to open the door.”

The door was no souner opened than all doubt on Lhe subject
was remaoved.,

“ Mr. Sawyer—Mr. Sawyer”—screaraed a voice from the
{wo-pair landing.

“It's my landlady,” said Bob Sawyer, looking round bim
with great dismay. ¢ Yes, Mrs. Raddle.”

“What do you mean by this, Mr. Sawver?"” replied the voice,
wilh great shrillness and rapidity of utlerance. ‘‘Ain’t it enough
to be swhdled out of one’s rent, and money lent out of pocket
besides, and abused and insulted by your friends that dares fo
call themselves men, withoot having the house furned out
of window, and noise enough made to bring the fire-engines
here, at two o'cloek in the morning?—Turn them wretches
away.”

““ You ought to be ashamed of yourselves,” said the voice of
Mr. Raddle, which appeared to proceed from bencath some dis-
tant bed-clothes.

" ¢ Ashamed of hemselves ! said Mrs. Raddle. * Why don't
you go down and knock 'em every one down stairs? yon would
if you was a man,” ’

I should if I was a dozen men, my dear,” replicd Mr. Rad-
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dle, pacifically, *‘but they’ve rather the advantage of me in num-
bers, my dear,”

“Ugh, you coward ! replied Mrs. Raddle, with supreme
contempt. “ D¢ you mean to turn them wretches out, or not,
Mr. Sawyer?”

“They’re going, Mrs. Raddle, they’re going,” said the miser-
able Bob, ““I am afraid you’d better go,” said Mr. Bob Sawyer
to his friends. * 1 thought you were making too much noise.”

“I¢’s a very unfortunate thing,” said the prim man. * Just as
we were getting so comfortable too!” The fact was, that the
prim man was just beginning to have a dawning recoliection of
the story he had forgotten.

*“1t's hardly to be bornte,” said the prim man, looking round.
‘ Hardly to be borne, isit? ™

““Not to be endured,” replied Jack Hopkins; *let’s have the
other verse, Bob ; come, here goes.”

*“No, no, Jack, don’t,” interposed Bob Sawyer; “it’s a
capital song, but I am afraid we had better not have the other
verse. They are very violent people, the people of the house.”

““Shall I step up stairs, and pitch into the landlord?” inquired
Hopkins, ¢ or keep on tinging the bell, or go and groan on the
staircase? You may command me, Bob.”

“I am very much indebted to you for your friendship and
good natore, Hopkins,” said the wretched Mr. Bob Sawvyer,
*“but I think the best plan to avoid any further dispute is for us
to break up at once.”

“Now, Mr, Sawyer,” screamed the shrill voice of Mrs. Raddle,
‘““are them brutes going?”’

“ They're only looking for their hats, Mrs. Raddle,” said Bob;
** they are going directly.” '

“(Going ! ” said Mrs. Raddle, thrusting her nighi-cap over the
bannisters just as Mr. Pickwick, followed by Mr. Tupman,
emerged from the silting-room. * Going! What did dbey ever
come for? ™

“My dear ma’am,” remonstrated Mr. Pickwick, looking up.

¢ Get along with you, you old wreich ! ” replied Mrs. Raddle,
hastily withdrawing the night-cap. ¢‘Old enongh to be his grand-
father, you villin! You're worse than any of’em.

Mr. Pickwick found it in vain to protest his innoeence, so hurried
down stairs into the street, whither he was closely followed by
Mr, Jupman, Mr. Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrass. Mr. Ben
Allen, who was dismafly depressed wilh spirits and agita-
tion, accompanied them as far as London Bridge, and in the
course of the walk conlided to Mr. Winkle, as an especially eli-
gible person to intrust the secret o, that he was resolved to cut
the throat of any genlleman except Mr. Bob Sawyer, who should
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aspire (o the affections of his sister Arabella. Having expressed
his determination to perform this painful duty of a brother with
proper firmness, he burst info tears, knocked his hat over his
eves, and, making the hest of his way back, knocked double
knocks at the door of the Borough Market, and took shorl naps
on the steps allernately, Lill day-break, under the firm im-
pression that he lived there, and had forgoticn the key.

The visiters having all departed, in compliance with the rather
pressing request of Mrs. Raddle, the luckless Mr. Bob Sawyer
wis lefl alone, to meditate on the probable events of the morrow,
and the pleasures of the evening.

CIIAPTER 1V,

MR, WELLER TIE RLDER DELIVRRS SOME CRITICAL SENTIMENTS RESPECTING LITERARY
COMTOSITION ; AND, ASSISTED BY H19 SON SAMUEL, PAYS A SMALL [NSTALMENT
OF BRETALIATION TO THE ACCOUXNT OF THE REYEREND GENTLEMAX WITH THE
RED NOSE.

TrE morning of the thirteenth of I'ebruary, which the readers
of this authentie narrative know, as well as we do, to have been
the day immediately preceding that which was appoinled for
the trial of Mrs Bardell’s action, was a busy lime for Mr, Samuel
‘Welier, who was perpetoally engaged in travelling from the
George and Vulture to Mr. Perker’s chambers and back again,
from and between the hours of nine o’ctock in the morning and
two in the afternoon, both inclusive. INot that there was any-
thing whalcver to be done, for the consullation had taken place,
and the course of proceeding to be adopted had been finally
determined on 5 bat Mr. Pickwick being in a most extreme state
of excitement, persevered in econstanlly sending small notes to -
his attorney, mercly containing the inguiry : ¢ Iear Perker—Is
all going on well?”’ io which Mr. Perker invariably forwarded
the reply : ¢ Dear Pickwick—As well as possible;” the fact
being as we have already hinted that there was nothing whatever
to go on, either well or ill, until the sitting of the Court on the
following morning.

Bult people who go voluntarily to law, or are taken forcibly
there, for the first time, may be allowed to labour under some
temporary irrilalion and anxiety : and Sam, with a due allow-
ance for the frailtics of buman nature, obeyed all his master’s
hehests with that imperlurbable good hursour and unruflable
composure, which formed one of his most striking and amiable
characteristics.
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Sam bad solaced himself with a most agreeable little dinner,
and was wailing at the bar for the glass of warm mixture in
which Mr. Pickwick had requested him to drown the fatigues
of his morning’s walks, when a young boy of about three feet
high, or thereabouts, in a hairy cap and fustian overalls, whose
garb bespoke a fandable ambition to attain in time the elevation
of an hostler, enlered the passage of the George and Vulture,
and looked first up the stairs, and then along the passage, and
then into the bar, as if in search of somebody to whom he bore
a eommission ; whereupon the barmaid, conceiving it not im-
probable that the said commission might be directed fo the tea
or table spoons of the eslablishment, accosted the boy with—

“ Now, young man, what do you want?”

“Is there anybody here, named Sam ?” inquired the vouth,
in a loud voice of treble quality.

“ Whal’s the t’other name?” said Sam Weller, looking round.

““ How should I know ?” briskly replied the young gentleman
below the hairy cap.

“Youre a sharp boy, you are,” said Mr. Weller; ““only 1
wouldn’t show that wery fine edge too much, if I was you, in
case any body took it off. What do you mean by comin’ to a
hotel, and asking arter Sam, vith as much politeness as a vild
Indian?”

“’Cos an old gen’lm’n fold me to,” replied the boy.

“What old gen’lm’n ?*" inquired Sam, with deep disdain.

‘“Him as drives a Ipswich eoach, and uses our parlour”—
rejoined the boy. ¢ He told me yesterday mornin’ to come to the
George in Wultur this arternoon, and ask for Sam.”

“1’s my father, my dear "—said Mr. Weller, lurning with an
cxplanatory air to the young lady in the bar ; ‘¢ blessed if I think
he hardly knows wot my other name is. Vell, young brockiley
sprout, wot then ?”

“ Why then,” said the boy, ‘‘ you wos to come to him at six
- ¢o'clock to our "ouse 'cos he wants lo see you—Blue Boar, Lead-
en'all Markit. Shall Isay vou’re comin’?”

**You meay wenture on that ’ere statement, Sir,” replied Sam.
And thus empowered, the young gentleman walked away, awa-
kening all the echoes in George Yard as. he did so, with several
chasle and extremely correct imitalions of a drover’s whistle,
delivered in a tone of peculiar richness and volume,

Mr. Weller having obtained leave of absence from Mr, Pick-
wicl, who, in his then state of excitement and worry was. by
no means displeased af being left alone, set Torth long before the
appointed hour; and having plenty of time at his disposal, saun-
tered down as far as the Mansion House, where he paused and
contemplated, with aface of great calmness and philosophy, the
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numerous cabs and drivers of short stages who asscmble near
that famous place of resort, to the great terror and confusion
of the old-lady population of these realms. Having loitered here,
for half an hour or so, Mr. Weller turned, and began wending
his way towards Leadenhall Market, through a variety of bye-
streels and courts. As he was sauntering away his spare time,
and stopped to look at almosl every object thal met his gaze, il
is by no means surprising (hal Mr, Weller should have paased
before a small stationet’s and printseller’s window ; but witl:-
out further explanation it does appear surprising that his eycs
should have no sooner rested on certain pictures which were
exposed for sale therein, than he gave a sudden start, smole
his right leg with great vehemence, and exclaimed with energy,
¢ 1If it hadn't been for this, 1 should ba’forgot all about it, 6l it
was too late ! ”

The partieular picture on which Sam Weller's cyes were
fixed, as he said this was a highly coloured representation of
a couple of human hearts skewered together wilh an arrow,
cooking before a cheerful fire, while a male and female caonibal
in modern attire, the gentleman being clad in a blue coat and
white trousers, and the lady in a deep red pelisse with a parasol
of the same, were approaching the meal with hungry eyes, up
a serpentine gravel path leading thercunto. A decidedly inde-
licate young gentleman, in a pair of wings and nothing else, was
depicted as superintending the cooking ; a representation of the
spire of the church in Langham Place, appeared in the distance ;
and the whole formed a *valentine,” of which, as a wrilten in-
seription in the window (esiified, there was a large assortment
within, which the shopkeeper pledged himsell to dispose of to
bis countrymen generally, at the reduced rate of one and six-
pence each.

1 should ha’ forgotit ; I should certainly ha’ forgot it ! said
Sam ; and so saying, he at once stepped into the stationer’s shop,
and requested to be served with a sheet of the best gilt-edged
letter-paper, and a hard-nibbed pen which could be warranted
not to splatter. 'LUhese articles having been promptly supplied,
he walked on direct towards Leadenhall Market at a good round
pace, very different from his reeent lingering one. Looking round
bim, he there beheld a sign-hoard on which the painter’s art had
delineated something remotely resembling a cerulean clephant
with an aqueline nose in lieu of trunk. Rightly conjecturing thal
this was the Blue Boar himself, he stepped inlo (he house, and
inquired concerning his parent. _

‘“ He won’t be here this three quarters of an hour or more,”
§aid the young lady who superintended the domestic arrange=
ments of the Blue Boar.
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“Wery good, my dear,” replied Sam. *‘Let me have nine
penn’orth o’ brandy and water luke, and the inkstand, will you,
miss?”

The brandy and ‘vater luke and the inkstand- having heen
carried into lhe litile parlour, and the young lady baving carefully
flattened down the coals to prevent their blazing, and carricd
away the poker to preclude the possibility of the fire being stir-
red, without the full privity and concurrence of the Blue Boar
being first had and obtained, Sam Weller sat himself down in a
box rear the stove, and pulled out the sheet of gilt-edged letfer-
paper, and the hard-nibhed pen. Then, looking carefully at the
pen Lo see thal there were no hairsin it, and dusting down the
table, so that there might he no crumbs of bread under the paper,
Sam tucked up the caffs of his coat, squared his elbows, and com-
posed himself to write.

To ladies and gentleimen who are not in the habit of devoting
themselves practically to the science of penmanship, writing a
letter is no very easy task, it being always considered necessary
insuch cases for the writer to recline his head on his left arm, so
as to place his eyes as nearly as possible on alevel with the paper,
and while glancing side-ways at the letters he is constructing,
to form with his tongue imaginary characters (o correspond.
These motions, although unquestionably of the greatest assisl-
ance lo original composition, retard in some degree the progress
of the writer, and Sam had unconsciously been a full hour and a
half writing words in small text; smearing out wrong letters
with his litlle finger, and putting in new ones which required
going over very often to render them visible through the old
blots, when he was roused by the opening of the door and the en-
trance of his parent.

‘““ Vell, Sammy,” said the father.

“Vell, my Prooshan Blue,” responded the son, laying down
his pen. ** What’s the last bulletin aboot mother-in-law?”

“Mrs. Veller passcd a wery good night, but is uncommon
perwerse, and unpleasant this mornin’—signed upon cath —
Tony Veller, Esquire. That’s the last vun as was issued, Sam-
my,” replied Mr. Weller, untying his shawl.

“No better yel ?” inquired Sam.

*“All the symptoms aggerawated,” replied Mr; Weller, shaking
his head. ‘‘ But wol’s that you're a doin’ of-—pursuit of know=
jedge under difficultics—eh, Sammy ?”

‘“I've done now,” said Sam with slight embarrassment : *‘ 've
been a writin’.”

“So T see,” replied Mr. Welier. ““Not to any young *voman;
1 hope; Sammy ?”
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“ Why il’s no use a sayin’ it ain’t,” replied Sam. “I{’s a
walentine.”

“ A what?” exclasimed Mr. Weller, apparently horror-
stricken by the word.

““ A walentine,” replied Sam.

¢ Samivel, Samivel,” said Mr. Weller, in reproachful accents,
1 dida’t think you'd ha’ doneit. Arter the warnin’ you're bad
o’ your falher’s wicious perpensities s arter all I’ve said to you
upon this here wery subject; arter actiwally seein’ and bein’ in
the company o' your own mother-in-law, vich 1 should ha’
thonght wos a moral lesson as no man could ever ha’ forgotten
to his dyin’ day! 1 didn’t think you'd ha’ done it, Sammy, 1
didn’t think you’d ha’ done it.” These reflections were too much
for the good old man. He raised Sam’s tumbler to his lips and
drank off its contents.

“ Wol's the matter now? "’ said Sam.

““ Nev'r mind, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller, ¢ it’ll be a wery
agonizin’ trial to me at my time of life, but I'm pretty tough,
that’s vun consolation, as the wery old turkey remarked ven the
farmer said he wos afeerd bhe shouold be obliged {o kill bim, for
the London market.”

“ Wol'll be a trial 2’ inquired Sam.

*“To see you married, Sammy — (o see you a dilluded wictim,
and thinkin in your innocence that it’s all wery capital,” replied
Mr. Weller. “1t’s a dreadful trial to a father’s feclin’s, that ’ere,
Sammy.”

“ Nonsense,” said Sam. “1 ain’t a goin’ to gel married, don’t
you fret yourself about that; I know you're a judge o’ these
things. Order in your pipe, and F'll read you the letter—
there.” :

‘We cannot distinctly say whether it was the prospect of the
pipe, or the consolatory reflection that a fatal disposition to get
married ran in the family and couldn’t be belped, which caimed -
Mr. Weller’s feclings, and caused his grief to subside. We should
be rather disposed to say that the result was attained by com-
bining the two sources of consolation, for he repeated the second
in a low tone, very frequently; ringing the bell meanwhile,
to order in the first. He then divested himself of his upper coat ;
and lighting the pipe and placing himself in froni of the fire with
his back towards it, so that he could feel its full heat, and recline
against the mantle-piece at the same time, turned towards Sam,
and, with a countenance greatly mollified by the softening in-
fluence of tobacco, requested him to “¢ fire away.”

Sam dipped his pen into the ink to be ready for any correc-
tions, and began with a very theatrical air— '

LYY LOVBIY"-—'—., b
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¢ Stop,” said Mr. Weller, ringing the bell. ‘¢ A double glass
o’ the inwariable, my dear.”

* Yery well, Sir,” replied the girl; who with greal quickness
appeared, vanished, returned, and disappeared.

“ They seem to know your ways here,” observed Sam.

** Yes,” replied his father, *“I've been here before, in my time.
Go on, Sammy.” _

¢ Lovely crectur,’ ” repeated Sam.

“"Tain’t in poetry, isit?” interposed the father.

“No no,” replied Sam.

“Werry glad to hear it,” said Mr. Weller. * Poetry’s un-
nalt’ral ; no man ever talked in poetry 'cept a beadle on boxin’
day, or Warren’s blackin’ or Rowland’s oil, or some o’ them
low fellows ; never you let yourself down to talk poetry, my boy.
Begin again, Sammy.”

Mpr. Weller resumed his pipe with critical solemanity, and Sam
once more commenced, and read as follows ;

‘¢ Lovely creetar i feel mysell a dammed™—."

“* That ain’t proper,” said Mr. Weller, taking his pipe from
his mouth.

““No; it ain’t dammed,” observed Sam, holding the letter up
to the light, ““ it’s ‘shamed,” there’s a blot there—*1 feel myself
ashamed.””

““ Wery good,” said Mr. Weller. *“ Go on.”

‘¢ Feel myself ashamed, and completely cir— I forget wot
this here word is,” said Sam, scratching his head with the pen,
in vain attempts to remember.

“ Why don’t you look atit, then?” inquired Mr, Weller.

“ 8o I am a lookin’ at it,” replied Sam, ** but there's another
blot: here’s a ‘¢, and a “i,” and a *d.””

¢ Circamwented, p'raps,” suggested Mr. Weller,

“ No it ain’t that,” said Sam, * cireumscribed, thal’s it.”

* That ain’t as good a word as circumwented, Sammy,” said
Mr. Weller gravely.

¢ Think not?” said Sam.

¢ Nothin’ like it,” replied his father.

“ But don’t you think it meansfhore?” inquired Sam.

“ Vell p'raps it is a more tenderer word,” said Mr. ‘Weller,
after a few moments’ reflection. ¢ Go on, Sammy.”

¢ Feel mysell ashamed and complelely circumscribed in a
dressin’ of you, for you ere a nice gal and nothin’ but it.””

“ That’s a wery preity sentiment,” said the clder Mr., Weller
removing his pipe to make way for the remark.

“Yes, I think it is rayther good,” observed Sam, highly flat-
tered. :

“'Wot 1 like in that "ere slyle of writin’,” said the elder Mr.



44 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS

Weller, *“is, that there ain’t no callin’ names in it,—no We-
nuses, nor nothin’ o’ that kind ; wot’ s the good o’ eallin’ a young
’ooman a YWenus or a angel, Sammy?”

* Ah! what, indeed?” replied Sam.

*“ You might jist as well call her a griffin, or a unicorn, or
king’s arms at once, which is wery vell known fo be a col-lec-
tion o' fabulous animals,” added Mr. Weller.

¢ Just as well,” replied Sam.

* Drive on, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller.

Sam complied with the request, and proceeded as follows, his
father continuing to smoke, with a mixed expression of wisdom
and complacency, which was particularly edifying.

‘¢ Afore I see you I thought all women was alike.””

““So they are,” ohserved the elder Mr. Weller, parcntheti-
cally,

‘¢ But now,” conlinued Sam, ‘ now I find what a reg’lar soft-
headed, ink-red’lous turnip I must ha’been for there ain’t nobody
like you though 7 like you better than nothin’ at all.” I thought
it best fo make that rayther strong,” said Sam, looking up.

Mr. Weller nodded approvingly, and Sam resumed.

¢80 I take the privilidge of the day, Mary, my dear—as the
gen'lm’n in difficulties did, ven he valked out of a Sunday,—to
tell you that the (irst and only time I see you your likeness was
took on my hart in much quicker time and brighter colours than
ever a likeness was took by the profeel macheen (wich p’r'aps
you may have heerd on Mary my dear) altho it does tinish a por-
trait and put the frame and glass on complete wilh a hook at
the end to hang it up by and all in two minutes and a quarter.””
~ ““I am afeord that werges on the poetical, Sammy,” said Mr.
Weller dubiously.

“No it don’t,” replied Sam, reading on very quickly, to avoid
contesting the point.

¢ ¢ Except of me Mary my dear as your walentine and think
over what I've said. —My dear Mary I will now conclude.” That's
all,” said Sam.

¢ That’s rayther a sudden %ll up, ain’t it, Sammy?” inquired
Mr. Weller.

““Not a bit on il,” said Sam; *¢she’ll vish there wos more,
and that’s the great art o’ letter writin’.”

¢ Well,” said Mr. Weller, ‘¢ there’s somethin’ in that; and 1
wish your mother:in-law ’ud only conduct her conwersation on
the same gen-teel principle. Ain’t you a goin’ to sign it?”

“That’s the difficulty,” said Sam; I don’t know what ¢
sign it.”

¢ Sign it—Veller,” said the oldest surviving proprietor of that
name,
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“* Wan't do,” said Sam. * Never sign a walentine with your
own name,”’

“ Sign it ‘Pickwick,” then,” said Mr, Weller; *“it's a wery
good name, and a easy one to spell.”

“The wery thing,” said Sam. * I could end with a werse ;
what do you lhink?”

“|1 don't like it, 5am,” rejoined Mr, Weller, “ 1 never know’d
a respectable coachman as wrote poelry, "cepl one, as made an
affectin’ eopy 0’ werses the night afore he wos hung for a high-
way robbery and Ac wos only a Cambervell man, so even Lhat's
no role.”

But Sam was not {o be dissuaded from the poetical idea that
had oecurred to him, so he signed the letter—

** Your love-sick
Pickwick.”

And having folded it, in a very intricate manner, squeczed a
down-hill direclion in one corner : “ "To Mary, Housemaid, at
Mr. Nupkins's Mayor’s, 1pswich, Suffollk;”” and put it into his
pockel, wafered, and ready for the General Post. This impor-
tanl business having been transacted, Mr. Weller the elder pro-
ceeded Lo open thai, on which he had summoned his son.

“I'he lirst matter relales to your governor, Sammy,” said Mr.
Weller. *“He's a goin’ (o be tried to-morrow, ain’t he?”’

“The trial’s 2 comin’ on,” replied Sam.

“Nelly” said Mr. Weller. “Now I s'pose he'll want to call
some wilnesses to speak to his character, or p’ra’ps lo prove a
* alleybi. I've been a lurnin’ the bus’ness over in my mind, and
he may make hissclf casy, Sammy. ¥ve got some friends as’ll
do either for him, but my adwice "ud be this here—never mind
the character, and stick to he alleybi. Nothing like a alleybi,
Sammy, nothing.” Mr. Weller looked very profound as he deli-
vered this legal opinion; and burying his nose in his tumbler,
winked, over the top thereof, at his astonished son.

“ Why, what do you mean?” said Sam; *“you don’t think
he’sa goin’ to be tried a4 the Old Bailey, do you?”

“That ain’t no part of the present con-sideration, Sammy,”
replied Mr, Weller. *‘ Verever he’s a goin’ to be tried, my boy,
a alleybi’s the thing to get him off. Ve got Tom Vildspark off
that ’ere manslanghter, with a alleybi, ven all the big vigs to a
man said as nothing couldn’t save him. And my ’pinion is,
Sammy, that if your governor don’t prove a alleybi, he’ll be what
the Ttalians call reg’larly fummoxed, and that’s all about it.”

As the elder Mr. Weller entertaived a firm and unallerable
conviction that the Old Bailey was the supreme court of judica-
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ture in this country, and that its rules and forms of proceeding
regulated and controlled the practice of all other courts of justice
whatsoever, he tolally disregarded the assurances and argu-
ments of his son, lending lo show Lhat the alibi was inadmis-
sible ; and vehemently protested that Mr. Pickwick was being
“ wictimised.” Finding that it was of no use o discuss the mat-
ter further, Sam changed the subject, and inguired what the
second topic was, on which his revered parent wished to con-
sult him.

“ Thal’s a pint o’ domestic policy, Sammy,” said Mr, Weller.
“*This here Stiggins—"

* Red-nosed man?” inquired Sam.

“''he wery same,” replied Mr. Weller. ¢ This here red-nosed
man, Sammy, wisits your mother-in-law vith a kindness and
constancy as I never see equalled. He's sitch a fricnd o the
family, Sammy, that ven he’s avay from us, he can’t be comfort-
able unless he has somethin’ o remember us by.”

¢ And I'd give him somethin’ as 'ud turpentine and bees’-vax
his memory for the next ten years or so, if I wos you,” inter—
posed Sam.

‘¢ Stop a minute,” said Mr. Weller; ** I wos a goin’ to say, he
always brings now a flat hottle as holds about a pint and a half,
and fills it vith the pine-apple rum afore he goes away.”

“ And empties il alore he comes back, 1 s'pose,” said Sam.

“ Clean I replied Mr. Weller; *“ never leaves nothin” in it
but the cork and the smell : trust him for that, Sammy. Now
these here fcllows, my boy, are a goin’, to-night, to get up the
monthly meetin’ o’ the Brick Lane Branch o the United Grand
Junction Ebenezer Temperance Assccialion. Your molher-in-
law svos a goin’, Sammy, but she’s gob the rheumalics, and
can’t; and I, Sammy,—1've got the two tickets as wos sent
her.,” Mr. Weller communicated this secrel with great glee,
and winked so indefatigably afler doing so, that Sam began to-
think he must have got the tic doulourewa in his right eye lid.

 Vell?”” said that young gentleman,

“Vell,” continned his progenitor, looking round him very
caatiously, ** you and I'll go, punciiwal to the time. The deputy
shepherd won’t, Sammy; the deputy shepherd won’t.” llere
Mr. Weller was sejzed wilh a paroxysm of ehuckles, which
gradually terminaled in as near an approach lo a choke, as an
elderly genileman can, with safety, sustain.

“Vell, I never see sitech an old ghost in all my born days,”
exclaimed Sam, rubbing the old gentleman’s back, hard enough
to set him on fire with the friction.  YWhat are vou a laughin’
at, corpilence?”

* Hush! Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, looking vound him with
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increased caution, and speaking in a whisper : ¢ Two friends
o' mine, as works on the Oxford Road, and is up to all kinds
o’ games, has got the deputy shepherd safe in tow, Sammy ; and
ven he does come to the Ebenezer Junction, { vich he's sure to
do : for they'll see him to the door, and shove him in H neces-
sary ) he’ll be as far gone in rum and water, as ever he wos at
the Markis o’ Granby, Dorkin’, and thal’s not sayin’ a litte
eilher.” And with this, Mr. Weller once more laughed immo-
derately, and once more relapsed into a state of partial suffo-
cation, in consequence.

Nothing could have bheen more in accordance with Sam
Weller's feelings, than the projected exposure of the real pro-
pensities and qualities of Lthe red-nosed man ; and it heing very
near the appointed hour of meeting, the father and son look
the way at once to Brick Lane : Sam not forgetting to drop his
letter into a general post-office as they walked along.

The monthly meetings of the Brick Lane Branch of the United
Grand Junction Fbenezer 'Temperance Assoeiation, were held
in a large room, pleasantly and airily situated at the top of a
safé and commodious ladder. The president was the straight-
walking Mr., Anlhony Humm, a converted fireman, now a
schoolmaster, and occasionally an itinerant preacher ; and the
secrelary was Mr. Jonas Mudge, chandler’s shopkeeper, an
enthusiastic and disinterested vessel, who sold tea to the mem-
bers. Previous to the commencement of business,; the ladies sat
upon forms, and drank tea, tiil such time as they considered it
expedient to lcave off ; and a large wooden money-box was
conspicuously placed upon the green haize cloth of the business
table, behind which the secretary stood, and acknowledged,
with a gracious smile, every addition to the rich vein of copper
which lay concealed within.

On this particular ocecasion the women drank tea to a most
alarming exteni; greatly to the horror of Mr. Weller senior,
who, utterly regardless of afl Sam’s admonitory nudgings,
stared aboul him in every direction with the most undisguised
astonishment.

“ Sammy,” whispered Mr, Weller, “if some o’ these here
people don’t want tappin’ to-morrow mornin’, Lain’t your father,
and that’s wot it is. Why, this here old lady next me is a
drownin’ herself i tea.”

¢ Be quiet, can’t you? ” murmured Sam.

“ Sam,” whispered Mr. Weller, a moment af(erwards, in a
tone of deep agitation, ** mark my vords, my boy . if that "erc
secretary feller keeps on for only five minutes more, he’ll blow
himself ap vilh teast and water.”
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“Well, let him, if he liles,” replied Sam; ‘it ain’t no
bis’ness o’ yourn,”

« If this here lasts much longer, Sammy,” saird Mr. Weller,
in the same low voice, “ 1 shall feel it my duty, as a human
bein’, to rise and address the cheer. There’s a young ooman on
the next form but two, as has drank nine breakfast cups and a
half; and she’s a ewellin’ wisibly before my wery eyes.”

There is little doubt that Mr. Weiler would have carried his
benevolent intention into immediate execution, i a great noise,
occasioned by putting up the cups and saucers, had not very
fortomately announced that the tea-drinking was over. The
crockery having been removed, the table with the green baize
cover was carried out into the centre of the room, and the
husiness of the evening was commenced by a litlle emphatic
man, with a bald head, and drab shorts, who seddenly rushed
up the Jadder, at the imminent peril of snapping the two little
legs encased in the drab shorls, and said :

“ Ladies aud gentlemen, I move our excellent brother, Mr.
Anthony Humin, into the chair.”

The ladies waved a elinice colleclion of pocket-handkerchicfs
at this proposition ; and the impetuous little man literally moved
Mr. Humm into the chair, by taking him hy the shoulders and
thrusting him into a mahogany frame which had once repre-
sented that article of furniture. ‘The waving of handkerchiefs
was renewed ; and Mr, Homm, who was a sleek, white-faced
man, in a perpetual perspiration, bowed meekly, to the great
admiration of the females, and formally took his seat. Silence
was then proclaimed by the little man in the drab shorts, and
Mr. Humm rose and said—That, with the permission of his
Brick Lane Branch brothers and sisters, then and there present,
the secrctary would read the report of the Brick Lane Branch
committee ;—a proposition which was again received with a
demonstration of pocket-handkerchiefs,

The secretary having sneezed in a very impressive manner,
and the cough which always seizes an assembly, when anything
particular is going to he doue, having heen duly performed, the
following document was read :

¢4 REPORT OF THE COMMITTEE OF THE BRICK LANE BRANCH
OF THE UNITED GRAND JUNCTION EBENEZER TEMPERANCE
ASSOCIATION,

¢ Your committee have pursued their grateful labours during
the past month, and have the unspeakable pleasure of reporting
the following addilional cases of converis to Temperance.

“ H, Walker, tailor, wile, and {wo children. When in belter
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circumstances, owns to having been in the constant habit ot
drinking ale andd beer ; says he is not certain whether he did not
twice a week, for tweniy years, taste © dog’s nose,’ which your
committee find upon inguiry to be compounded of svarm porter,
moist sugar, gin, and nutmeg (a groan, and *So it is !’ from an
clderly female). Is now out of work and penniless thinks it
must be Lhe porter (cheers) or the loss of the use of his right
tand ; is not certain which, but thinks it very likely that, if he
had drank nothing but water all his life, his fellow workman
would never have stuck a rusty needle in him, and thereby oc-
casioned his accident (tremendous cheering). Has nothing but
cold water to drink, and never feels thirsty (great applause).

* Betsy Martin, widow, one child, and one eye. Goes out
civaring and washmg, by the day; never had more than one eye,
but knows her mather drank bottled stout, and shouldw’t wonder
if that caused it (immense cheering). Thinks it not impossible
that if she had always abstained from spirits, she might have
had two cyes by this time (tremendous applause). Used, at
every place she wenf to, to have eighteen pence a day, a pint
of porter, and a glass of spirits ; but since she became a member
of the Brick Lane Branch, has always demanded three and
sixpence instead (the announcement of this most interesting fact
was received wilh deajening enthusiasm),

“ Heory Beller was for many vears toasl-master at various
corporation dinners, during which time he drank a great deal
of foreign winc; may sometimes have carried a bollle or two
home with him; is not quite certain of that, but is sure if he
did, that he drank the contents. Feels very low and melancho-
ly, is very feverish, and has a constant thirst upon him ; thinks
it must be the wine he used to drink {cheers). Is out of employ
now ; and ncver touches a drop of foreign wine by any chance
( tremendous plaudits ),

*Thomas Burton is purveyor of cat’s-meat to the Lord Mayor
and Sheriffs, and several members of the Common Council {the
announcement of this gentleman’s name was received with
breathless interest). Has a wooden leg; finds a wooden leg
expensive going over the stones ; used to wear second-hand
wooden legs, and drink a glass of hot gin and water regularly
every night—sometimes two (deep sighs). Found the second-
hand wooden legs split and rot very quickly; is firmly persuaded
that their constitution was undermined by the gin and water
{ prolenged cheering ). Buys new wooden legs now, and drinks
nothing but water and weak tea. The new legs last twice as
long as the others used (o do, and he allributes this solely to his
iempecale habits (triumphant cheers).

Anthony Homm now moved thal the assembly do regale iiself

1. 4
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with asong. With a view to their rational and moral enjoyment,
brother Mordlin had adapted the beautiful words of * Who
hasn’t heard of a Jolly Young Waterman? ” to the tune of the
Ol1d Hundredth, which he would request them to join him in
singing (great applause). He might take that opportunity of
expressing his firm persuasion that the late Mr. Dibdin, seeing
the errors of his former life, had written that song to show ihe
advantages of abstinence. 1t was a Temperance song (whirlwinds
of cheers). The nealness of the interesting young man’s allire,
the dexlerity of hisfeathering, the enviable state of mind which
enabled him, in the beautiful words of the poet, to

“ Row along, thinking of nething at all,”

all combiped to prove that he must have been a water-drinker
(cheers). Oh, what a stale of virfuous jollily ! ( raplurous
cheering ). And what was the young man’s reward? Let all
young men present mark this :

¢ The maidens all flock’d to his hoat so readily.”

{Loud cheers, in which the ladies joined.) What a bright
example! The sisterhood, the maidens, flocking round the
young waterman, and urging him along the path of duty and of
temperance. But, was it the maidens of humble life only, who
soothed, consoled, and supported him? No!

“ He was always first oars with the fine city ladies "

(Immense cheering.) The soft sex to 2a man—he begged pardon,
to a female—rallied round the young waterman, and turned
with disgust from the drinker of spirils (cheers). The Brick Lane
PBranch brothers were walermen (cheers and laughter). That
roont was their boat ; Lhat audience were the maidens; and he
( Mr. Anthony Humm ), however unwarthily, was “ first oars”
{ unbounded applause ).

¢ Wot does he mean by the soft sex, Sammy?” inquired Mr.
Weller, in a whisper.

*¢ The womin,” said Sam, in the same tone.

¢ Ile ain’t far out there, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller; ** they
must be a soll sex,—a wery soft sex, indeed, if they let them-
selves be gammoned by such fellers as him.”

Any further observations from the indignant old gentleman
were cut short by the commencement of the song, which Mr.
Anthony Homm gave out, two lines at a time, for the informalion
of such of his hearers as were unacquainted with the legend.
While it was being sung, the little man with the drab shorts
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disappeared ; he relurned immediately on ifs conclusion, and
whispered Mr. Anthony Humm, with a face of the deepes
importance.

‘ My friends,” said Mr. Huomm, holding up his hand in a
deprecatory manner, to bespeak the silence of such of the stout
old ladies as were yet a line or two behind; my friends, a
delegate from Lhe Dorking branch of our sociely, Brolher Stig-
gins, attends below.”

Out came the pocket-handkerchiefs again, in greater force
{han ever, for Mr. Stiggins was excessively popular among the
female constituency of Brick Lane.

‘“ He may approach, 1 think,” said Mr. Humm, looking round
him, with a fat smile. Brother Tadger, let him eome forth and
greet us.”

The littie man in the drab shorts who answered to the name
of Brotlier Tadger, bustled down the ladder with great speed,
and was immediately afterwirds heard tumbling up with the
reverend Mr. Stiggins,

‘ He’s a comin’, Sammy,” whispered Mr. Weller, purple in
the countenance with suppressed laughter.

* Don’t say nothin’ to me,” replied Sam, ¢ for I ¢an’{ bear
it. He’s close to the door. T hear him a knockin® his head again’
the lath and plaster now.”

As Sam Weller spoke, the little door flew open, and brother
Tadger appeared, closely followed by the reverend Mr. Stiggins,
who no sooner entered, than there was a great clapping of
hands, and stamping of feet, and flourishing of handkerchiefs ;
to all of which manifestations of delight, Brother Stiggins
reiurned no other acknowledgment than staring with a wild
eye, and a fixed smile, al the extreme top of the wick of the
candle on the table : swaying his body to and fro meanwhile,
in a very unsleady and uncertain manner.

“ Are you unwell, brother Stiggins?” whispered Mr. Anthony
Humm.

1 am all right, Sir,” replied Mr. Stiggins, in a tone in which
ferocity was blended with an extreme thickness of utterance;
“1 am all right, Sir.”

¢ 0Oh, very well,” rejoined Mr, Anthony Humm retreating
a lew paces.

¢ T believe no man here has ventured to say that ¥ am nor all
right, Sir,” said Mr. Stiggins.

¢ Oh, eertainly not,” said Mr. Homm.

I shoudd advise him not to, Sir; I should advise him not,”
said Mr. Stiggins.

By this time the audience were perfecily silent, and wailed
wilh some anxiely for the resumption of business.
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“ Will you address the meeting, brother?” said Mr. Homm,
with a smile of invitation.

¢« No, Sir,” rejoined Mr. Stiggins ; *“ no Sir. 1 will not, Sir.”

The meeting looked at each other with raised eyelids, and a
murmur of astonishment ran through the room.

¢ It’s my opinion, Sir,” said Mr. Stiggins unbutloning his
coat, and speakiﬁ'g very loudly; ¢ s my opinion, Sir, that this
meeting is drumk, Sir. Brother Tadger, Sir,” said Mr. Stiggins,
suddenly inereasing in ferocity, and turning sharp round on the
little man in the drab shorts, ¢ you are drunk, Sir.” With this,
Mr. Stiggins, enlertaining a praiseworthy desire to promote the
sobriety of the meeling, and to exclude therefrom all improper
characters, hit brother Tadger on the summit of the nose with
such anerring aim, that the drab shorts disappeared like a flash
of lightning. Brother Tadger had been knocked, head first,
down the ladder.

Cpon this, the women set up a lond and dismal screaming ; and
rushing in small parties before theirfavourite brothers, flung their
arms round them (o preserve them from danger. An instance of
affection, which had nearly proved fatai to Homm, who, beingex-
tremely popular, was all but saffacated by the crowd of female
devotees that hung about his neck, and heaped caresses upon
him ; the greater part of the lights were quickly pul out, and
nothing but noise and confusion resounded on all sides.

“ Now, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, taking off his great coat
with much deliberation, *“ just you step out, and felch in a watch-
man.”

< And wet are you a goin’ to do, the while ?” inquired Sam,

“ Never you mind me, Sammy,” replied the old gentleman;
T shall ockpy myself in havin® a small settlement with that
“ere Stiggins.”” And before Sam could interfere to prevent it,
his heroic parent had penetrated info a remote corner of the
room, and attacked the reverend Mr. Stiggins with manual
dexterity.

“« Come off,” said Sam.

¢ Come on,” cried Mr. Weller ; and without further invita-
tion he gave the reverend Mr. Stiggins a preliminary tap on the
head, and began dancing round him in a huoyant and cork-like
manner, which in a gentleman at his time of life was a perfect
marvel to behold.

Finding all remonstrances unavailing, Sam pulled his hat
firmly on, threw his father’s coat over his arm, and taking the
old man round the waist, forcibly dragged him down the ladder,
and into the streel; never releasing his hold, or permitting him
to stop, until they reached the corner. As they gained it, they
could hear the shouls of the populace, who were witnessing the
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removal of the reverend Mr. Stiggins to strong lodgings for the
night, and hear the noise occasioned by the dispersion in various
directions of the Members of the Brick Lane Branch of the
United Grand Junction Ebenezer Temperance Association,

CHAPTER V.

15 WHOLLY DEVOTED TO A FULL ARD FAITHFUL REFORT OF THE MEMORABLE TRIAL
OF BARDELL AGAINSY PICKWICK.

‘1 wonpER what Lhe foreman of the jury, whoever he'll be,
has got for breakfast,” said Mr. Snodgrass, by way of keeping
up a conversation on the eveniful morning of the fourteenth of
Yebruary.

“ Ah!” said Perker, ““ I hope he’s got a good one.”

“ Why s0?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ Highly important—very important, my dear Sir,” replied
Perker. *“ A good, contented, well-breakfasted juryman, is a
capital thing to get hold of. Discontented or hungry jurymen,
my dear Sir, always find for the plaintiff.”

““ Bless my heart,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking very blank;
*“ what do they do that for?”

‘“ Why, I don’t know,” replied the little man, coolly ; ¢ saves
time, I suppose. Ifit’s near dinner-lime, the foreman Lakes out
his watch when the jury have retired, and says, * Dear me,
gentlemen, ten minutes to five, I declare! I dine at five, gentle-
men.” “So do 1, says everybody else, except two men who
ought to have dined at three, and seem more than half disposed
to stand out in consequence, The foreman smiles, and puls up
his walch : — Well, gentlemen, what do we say ?—plaintiff or
defendant, gentlemen ? 1 rather think, so far as 1 am concerned,
gentlemen,—1 say, T rather think,—bu{ don’t let that influence
you—1 rather think (he plaintiff’s the man.” Upon this, two
or three other men are sure to say that lhey think so too—as
of course they do; and then they get on very unanimously and
comfortably. Ten minutes past nine!” said the litlie man, look-
ing al his watch. “ Time we were off, my dear Sir; breach of
promise trial—cour( is generaily full in such cases. You had
better ring for a coach, my dear Sir, or we shall be rather late.”

Mr. Pickwick immediately rang the bell, and a coach having
been procured, the four Pickwickians and Mr. Perker ensconced
themselves therein, and drove to Guildhall; Sam Weller, Mr.
Lowten, and the hlue bag, following in a cah,

* Lowten,” said Perker, when they reacited the outer hall of



Y1 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS

the court, * put Mr. Pickwick’s friends in the sludents’ box;
Mr. Pickwick himself had better sit by me, This way, my dear
Sir,—this way;” and taking Mr. Pickwick by the coat-sleeve,
the fittle man led him (o the low seat just beneath the desks of
the King’s Counsel, which is constructed for the convenience of
attorpeys, who from that spot can whisper into the ear of the
leading counsel in the case, any instruclions Lthat may be neces-
sary during the progress of the trial. 'The occupants of this seat
are invisible to the great body of spectators, inasmuch as they
sit on a much lower level than cither the barristers or the au-
dience, whose seats are raised above the floor. Of course they
have their backs to both, and their faces towards the judge.

“ That’s the witness-box, I suppose?” said Mr. Pickwick,
pointing to a kind of pulpit, with a brass rail, on his left hand.

‘ That’s the witness-box, my dear Sir,” replied Perker, dis-
interring a quantity of papers from the blue bag, which Lowten
had just deposited at his feet.

“ And that,” said Mr. Pickwick, pointing to a couple of en-
closed seals on his right, ¢ that’s where the jurymen sit, is it
not?”

¢ The identical place, my dear Sir,” replied Perker, tapping
the lid of his snuff-box,

Mr. Pickwick stoed up in a slate of great agitation, and took
a glance at the court. There were already a pretty large sprinkling
of spectators in the gallery, and a numerous muster of gentlemen
in wigs in the barristers’ seats, who presenicd, as a body, all
thal pleasing and extensive variety of nose and whisker for which
the bar of England is so justly celebrated. Such of the gentie-
men as had got a brief to carry, carried it in as congpicuous a
manner as possible, and occasionally seratehed their noses there-
with, to impress the fact more strongly on the observation of
the spectators. Other gentlemen, who had no briefs to show,
carried under their arms goodly octavos, with ared label behind,
and that under-done-pic-crust-coloured cover, which is techni-
cally known as ‘“ law calf.” Others, who bad neither briefs nor
books, thrust their hands into their pockets, and looked as
wise as they conveniently could; while others, again, moved
here and there with great restlessness and earnesiness of manner,
content to awaken thereby the admiration and astonishment of
the uniniliated strangers. The whole, to the great wonderment
of Mr. Pickwick, were divided into lillle groups, who were
chatting and discossing the news of the day in the most un-
feeling manner possible,—just as if no trial at all were com-
ing on.

A bow from Mr. Phunky, as he entered, and fook his seat
behind the row appropriated to the King’s Counsel, attracted
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Mr. Pickwick’s atfenlion ; and he had scarcely relurned it, when
Mr. Sergeant Snubbin appeared, Tollowed by Mr. Mallard, who
half hid the Sergeant behind a large erimson bag, which he
placed on his table, and, after shaking hands with Perker, with-
drew. Then ihere entered two or three more Sergeanis, and
among them, one with a fat body and a red face, who nodded in
a friendly manner to Mr. Sergeant Snubbin, and said it was a
fine morning.

“ Who’s that red-faced man, who said it was a fine morning,
and nodded to our counsel? ” whispered Mr. Pickwick.

# Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz,” replied Perker. * He’s opposed to us;
he leads on the other side. That gentleman behind him, is Mr,
Skimpin, his junior.”

Mr, Pickwick was just on the point of inquiring, with great
abhorrenece of the man’s cold-blooded villany, how Mr. Sergeant
Buzfuz, who was counsel for the opposite party, dared to pre-
sume {o tell Mr. Sergeant Snubbin, who was counsel for him,
that it was a fine morning,—when he was interrupted by a
general rising of the barristers, and a loud cry of  Silence !”
from the officers of the court. Looking round, he found ihat this
was causced by the entrance of the Judge.

Mr. Justice Stareleigh {who sat in the absence of the Chief
Justice, occasioned by indisposilion) was a most particularly
short man, and so fat, that he scemed all face and waistcoat.
He rolled in, upon two little turned legs ; and haviog bobbed
gravely to the bar, who hobbed gravely to him, put his little legs
underneath his table, and his Lttle (hree-cornered hat upon it;
and when Mr, Justice Slareleigh had done this, all you could
see of him was {wo queer little eyes, one broad pink face, and
somewhere aboul half of a big and very comical-looking wig.

The Judge had no sooner taken his seat, than the officer on
the floor of the court called cnt ““ Silence!” in a commanding
tone, upon which another officer in the gallery cried ¢ Silence !”
in an angry manper, whereupon three or four more ushers
shouted ** Silence!” in a voice of indignant remonstrance. This
being done, a gentleman in black, who sat befow the judge,
proceeded to call over the names of the jury; and after a great
deal of bawling, it was discovered (hat only len special jurymen
were present. Upon this, Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz prayed a tales;
the gentleman in black then proeeeded to press into the special
jury two of the common jurymen; and a green-grocer and a
chemist were caught directly.

‘* Answer to your names, gentlemen, that you may he sworn,”
said the gentleman in black. ‘¢ Richard Upwitch.”

*“ Here,” said the green-grocer.

¢ Thomas Groflin.”
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“ Here,” said the chemist.

* Take the book, gentlemen. You shall well and truly try—"

*1 beg this court’s pardon,” said {the chemist, who was a
tall, thin, yellow-visaged man, * but I hope this court will ex-
cuse my attendance.”

‘“ On what grounds, Sir? " said Mr. Juslice Starcleigh.

¢* I have no assistant, my Lord,” said the chemist.

1 can’t help that, Sir,” replied Mr. Justice Stareleigh. “ You
should hire one.”

1 can’t afford it, my Lord,” rejoined the chemist.

“Then you ought to be able to afford it, Sir,” said the Judge,
reddening, for Mr. Justice Stareleigh’s temper bordered on the
irritable and brooked not contradiclion.

“I know I ought to do, if I got on as well as I deserved,
but I don’t, mv Lord,” answered the chemist.

¢t Swear the gentleman,” said the judge, peremptorily.

The officer had got no further than the * You shall well and
truly try,” when he was again interrupted by the chemist,

T am lobe sworn, my Lord, am I?” said the chemist.

¢ Certainly, Sir,” replied the testy litlle judge.

- ““Very well, my Lord,” replied the chemist in a resigned
manner. * Then there’ll be murder before this trial’s over ; that’s
all. Swear me if you please, Sir;” and sworn the chemist was,
before the judge could find words to utter.

*“1 merely wanted to observe, my Lord,” said the chemist,
taking his seat with great deliberation, ** that I've left nobody
but an errant-boy in my shop. Heis a very nice boy, my Lord,
but he is not much acquainted with drugs ; and 1 know that the
prevailing impression on his mind is, that Epsom salts means
oxalic acid, and syrup of senna, laudanum. That’s all,my Lord.”
'With this, the tall chemist composed himself into a comfortable
attitude, and, assuming a pleasant expression of countcnance,
appeared to havc prepared himself for the worst.

Mr. Pickwick was regarding the chemist with feelings of the
deepest horror, when a sllght sensation was perceptible in the
body of the court; and immediately afterwards Mrs. Bardell,
supported by Mrs. Cluppins, was led in, and placed, in a
drooping state, al the other end of the seat on which Mr. Pick-
wick sat. An extra sized umbrelia was then handed in by Mr.
Dodson, and a pair of pattens by Mr. Fogg, each of whom had
prep.ared a most sympathising and melancholy face for the oc~
casion. Mrs. Sanders then appeared, leading in Master Bardell.
At sight of her child, Mrs. Bardell started ; suddenly recolteci-
ing herself, she kissed him in a franlic manner ; and then relaps-
ing into a state of hysterical imbecility, the good lady requested
to be informed where she was. In reply to this, Mrs. Cluppins
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and Mrs. Sanders (urned their heads away and wepl, while
Messrs. Dodson and Fogg entreated the plaintilf to compose
herself. Sergeant Buzfuz rubbed his eyes very hard with a large
while handkerchief, and gave an appealing look towards the
jury, while he judge was visibly affected, and several of the
beholders tricd to cough down their emotions.

‘ Very good notion that, indeed,” whispered Perker to Mr.
Pickwick. ¢ Capita] fellows those Dodson and Togg ; excellent
ideas of effect, my dear Sir, excellent.”

As Perker spoke, Mrs, Bardell began to recover by slow
degrees, while Mrs. Cluppins, after a careful sarvey of Master
Bardell’s bultons and the button-holes to which they severally
belonged, placed him on the floor of the Court in front of his
mother,—a commanding position in which he could not fail to
awaken Lhe full commiseration and sympathy of both judge and
jury. This was not done without considerable opposition, and
many tears on the part of the young gentleman himself, who
had certain inward misgivings that the placing him within the
full glare of the judge’s eye was only a formal prelude to his
heing immediately ordered away for instant execution, or for
transportation beyond the seas during the whole term of his na-
tural life, at the very least.

‘ Bardell and Pickwick,” cried the gentleman in black, calling
on the case, which slood first on the list,

“I am for the plaintiff, my Lord,” said Mr. Sergeant
Buzluz.

“'Who is with you, brother Buzfuz? ” said the Judge. Mr.
Skimpin bowed, Lo intimale that he was,

¢ T appear for the defendant, my Lord,” said Mr. Sergeant
Snubbin.

“ Anybody with you, hrother Snubbin?” inquired the
Court.

* Mr, Phunky, my lord,” replied Sergeant Snubbin.

* Sergeant Bozfuz and Mr. Skimpin for the plaintiff,” said the
judge, writing down the names in his note-hook, and reading
as he wrote; * for the defendant, Sergeant Snubbin and Mr,
Monkey.”

‘ Beg your lordship’s pardon, Phunky.”

 Oh, verygood,” said the Judge ; ** T never had the pleasure
of hearing the gentleman’s name before.” Here Mr. Phunky
bowed and smiled, and the judge bowed and smiled too, and
then Mr. Phunky, blushing into the very whites of his eyes,
tried to look as if he didp’t know that everybody was gazing at
him, a thing which no man ever succeeded in doing yet, and in
all reasonable probability, never will,

“Gouon,” sanl the Judge,
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The ushers again called silence, and Mr. Skimpin proceeded
to ““ open the case; ” and Lhe case appeared to have very litlie
inside it when he had opened it, for he kept such parliculars as
he knew, completely to himself, and sat down, after a lapse of
three minutes, leaving the jury in precisely the same advanced
stage of wisdom as they were in before,

Sergeant Buzfuz then rose with all the majesty and dignity
which the grave nalure of the proceedings demanded, and
having whispered to Dodson, and conferred briefly with Fogg,
pulled his gown over his shoulders, settled his wig, and ad-
dressed the jury.

Sergeant Buzfuz began by saying, that never, in the whole
course of his professional experience—never, from the very first
moment of his applying himself Lo the study and practice of the
law—had he approached a case with feelings of such deep
emotion, or with such a heavy sense of the responsibility imposed
upen him — a responsihility, he would say, which he could
never have supported, were he not buoyed up and sustained by
4 conviction so strong, that it amounted to positive cerlainly that
the cause of {ruth and justice, or, in other words, the cause of
his much injured and most oppressed client, must prevail with
the high minded and intelligent dozen of men whom he now
saw in (hat box before him.

Counsel always begin in this way, becauose it puts the jury on
the very bestferms with themselves, and makes them think what
sharp fellows they must be. A visible effect was produced imme-
diately, several jurymen beginning to take voluminous notes with
the utmost exgerness.

‘““You have heard from my learned friend, gentlemen” —
continued Sergeant Buzfuz, well knowing that from the learned
friend alluded to, the gentlemen of the jury had heard just no-
thing at all—*“ you have heard from my learned friend, gentle-
men, that this is an action for a breach of promise of marriage,
in which the damages are laid at 1500I. But youhave not heard
from my learned friend, inasmuch as it did not come within my
learned friend’s province to tell you, what are the facts and cir-
comstances of the case. Those facts and circumstances, genlle-
men, you shall hear detailed by me, and proved by the
unimpeachable female whom I will place in that box beflore
YOU.”

Herec Mr. Sergeant Buozfuz, with a tremendous emphasis on
the word ‘“ hox,” smote his table with a mighty sound, and
glanced at Dodson and Fogg, who nodded admiration of the
Sergeant, and indignant deliance of the defendant. .

“The plaintiff, gentlemen,” continued Sergeant Buziuz, in a
soft and melancholy voice, ¢ the plaintiff is a widow ; ves, gentle-
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men, a widow. The late Mr. Bardell, after enjoying, for many
years, the esteem and conflidence of his sovereign, as onc of the
guardians of his royal revenues, glided almost imperceptibly
from the world, to seek elsewhere for that repose and peace
which a custom-house can never afford.”

At this pathetic description of the decease of Mr. Bardell, who
had been knocked on the head with a quart-pot in a public-house
cellar, the learned Sergeant’s voice faltered, and he proceeded
with great emotion—

“ Some time before his death, he had’ stamped his likeness
upon a little boy. With this llttle boy, the only pledge of her
departed exciseman, Mrs. Bardell shrunk from the world, and
courted the retirement and tranquillity of Goswell-street ; and
here she placed in her front parlour-window a written placard,
bearing this inscription—* Apartments furnished for a single
gentleman. Inquire within,”” Here Sergeant Buzfuz paused,
while several gentlemen of the jury took a nole of the docu-
ment.

* There is no date {o that, is there, Sir?” inquired a juror.

“There is no dale, gentlemen,” replied Scrgeant Buzfuz ;
“but I am instructed to say that it was put in the plaintiff’s
parlour-window just this lime three years. I entreat the atten-
tion of the jury to the wording of this document—* Apartments
furnished for a single gentleman ! * Mrs. Bardell’s opinions of the

.opposite sex, gentlemen, were derived from a long contempla-
tion of the inestimable qualities of her lost husband. Shebad no
fear—she had no distrust—she had no suspicion—all was conli-
dence and reliance. ¢ Mr. Bardell,’ said the widow; ¢ Mr. Bardell
was aman of honour—Mr, Bardel was a man of his word—
Mr. Bardell was no deceiver—Mr. Bardell was once a single
gentleman himsclf ; to single gentlemen I look for profection,
for assistance, for comfort, and for consolalion—in single gentle~
men I shall perpetually see something to remind me of what
Mr. Bardell was, when he first won my young and untried af-
fections; to a single gentleman, then, shall my ledgings be let.’
Actuated by this beautiful and louching impulse (among the
best impulses of our imperfect nature, gentlemen ), the lonely
and desolate widow dried her tears, furnished her first floor,
caught her innocent boy to her maternal bosom, and put the bilk
up in her parlour-window. Did it remain there long ? No. The
serpent was on the waltch, the train was laid, the mine was
preparing, the sapper and miner was at work, Before the bill
had been in the parlour-window three days — three days,
gentlemen—a being, ercct upon two legs, and bearing all the out-
ward semblance of a man, and not of a monster, knocked at the
door of Mrs, Bardell's house. He inquired within ; he took the
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lodgings ; and on the very next day he entered inlo possession
of them. This man was Pickwick—Pickwick, the defendant.”

Sergeant Buzfuz, who had proceeded with such volubility
that his face was perfectly crimson, here paused for breath. The
silence awoke Mr. Justice Slareleigh, who immediately wrote
down something with a pen without any ink in it, and looked
unusually profound, to impress the jury with the belief that he
always thought most deeply witlh his eyes shat, Sergeant Buzfuz
proceeded. :

*“ Of this man Pickwick I will say little; the subject presents
but few attractions : and I, gentlemen, am not the man, nor
are you, gentlemen, the men, to delight in the contemplation of
revolling heartlessness, and of syslematie villany.”

Here Mr. Pickwick, whohad been wrilhing in silence for some
lime, gave a violent start, as if some vague idea of assaulling
Sergeant Buzfuz, in the august presence of justice and law, sug-
gested itself to his mind. An admonitory gesture from Perker
restrained him, and he listened to Lhe learned gentleman’s con-
linuation with a look of indignation, which contrasted forcibly
with the admiring faces of Mrs. Cluppins and Mrs. Sanders.

‘ I say systematic villany, gentlemen,” said Sergeant Buzfuz,
looking through Mr. Pickwick, and taiking af him ; ¢ and when
I say systematic villany, let me tell the defendant, Pickwick, if
he be in Court, as I am informed he is, that it would bave been
more decent in him, more becoming, in better judgment and in,
belter taste, if he had stopped away. Let me tell him, gentlemen,
Lhat any gestures of dissent or disapprobation in which he may
indulge in this Court, will not go down with you ; that you will
know how to value and how to appreciate them ; and let me tell
him further, as my lord will tell you, gentlemen, that a counscl,
i the discharge of his duty to his client, is neither (o be intimi-
dated nor bullied, nor put down ; and that any attempt to do
cither the one or the other, or the first, or the last, will recoil on-
the hoad of the attempter, be he plainlilf or be he delendant, be
his name Pickwick, or Noakes, or Stoakes, or Stiles, or Brown,
or Thompson.”

"T'his litlle divergence from the subject in hand, had of course
the intended effect of turning all eyes Lo Mr. Pickwick. Sergeant
Buziuz, having parlially recovered from the state of moral ele-
vation into which he had lashed bhimself, resumed—

“ [ shall show you, gentlemen, Lhat for lwo years Pickwick
continued to reside coustantly, and without interruption or in-
termission, al Mrs. Bardell’s house. I shall show you thal Mrs.
Bardell, during the whole of that lime, waited on him, attended
tu his comforts, cooked his meals, looked oul his linen for ihe
washerwoman whenil went abroad, darned, aired, and prepared
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it for wear when it came home, and, inshort, enjoyed his fullest
trust and confidence. 1 shall show you that, on many occasions,
he gave halfpence, and on some occasions even sixpences, to her
little boy; and 1 shall prove to you, by a witness whose testi-
mony it will be impossible for my learned friend to weaken or
controvert, that on one occasion he patted the hoy on the head,
and, after inquiring whether he had won any alley tors or
commoneys lately (both of which I understand to be a parti-
colar species of marbles much prized by the youth of this town),
made use of this remarkable expression—‘How should you like
to have another father 2’ Ishall prove lo you farther, gentlemen,
that about a year ago, Pickwick suddenly hegan to absent him-
self from home, during long inlervals, as if with the intention of
gradually breaking off from my client; but I shall show yon also,
that his resolution was not at that time sufficiently strong, or
that his better feelings conguered, if better feelings he has—or
that the charms and accomplishments of my client prevailed
over his unmanly intentions, by proving to you, that on one oc-
casion, when he returned from the country, he distinctly and in
terms, offered her marriage ; previously, however, taking special
care that (here should be no witnesses Lo their solemn contract ;
and I am in a situation to prove to you, on the testimony of three
of his own friends,—most unwilling witnesses, gentlemen—
most unwilling wilnesses — that on that morning he was disco-
vered by them holding the plaintiff in his arms, and soothing her
agilation by his caresses and endearments.”™ .

A visible impression was produced upon the auditors by this
part of the learned Sergeant’s address. Drawing forth two very
small scraps of paper, he proceeded —

“ And now, genllemen, but one word more. T'wo letters have
passed between these parties, letters which are admitted to be
in the hand-writing of the defendant, and which speak volumes
indeed. These letiers, oo, hespeak the character of the man.
They are not open, fervent, eloquent episiles, breathing nothing
but the language of affectionate attachment. They are covert,
sly, underhanded communications, but, fortunately, far more
conelusive than if couched in the most glowing language and
the most poetic imagery — letters that must be viewed with a
cautinus and suspicious eye— letters that were evidently intend-
ed at the time, by Pickwick, to mislead and delude any third
parties into whose hands they might fall. Let me read the first :
—*Garraway's, twelve o'clock.— Dear Mrs. B. — Chops and
Tomata savce. Yours, Pickwick.” Gentlemen, what does this
meun? Chops and Tomata sauce. Yours, Pickwick! Chops!
Gracious heavens ! and Tomata sauce ! Gentleinen, is the happi-
ness of a sensitive and confiding female to be trifled away, by
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such shallow artilices as these? The next has no date whatever,
which is in itself suspicious. — ¢ Dear Mrs. B., T shall not be at
home till to-morrow. Slow coach.” And then follows this very
remarkable expression—*‘Don’t trouble yourself about the warm-
ing-pan.” The warming-pan! Why, Gentllemen, who does
trouble himself about a warming-pan? When was the peace of
mind of man or woman broken or disturbed by a warming-pan,
which is in itselfa harmless, a useful, and I will add, gentlemen, a
comforting article of domestic furniture ? Why is Mrs. Bardellso
carnestly entreated not to agitate hersclf about (his warming-
pan, unless (as is no doubt the case) it is a mere cover for hid-
den fire—a mere substilute for some endearing word or pro-
mise, agreeably to a preconcerted system of correspondence,
artfully contrived by Piekwick with a view {0 his contemplaled
desertion, and whiech I am not in a condition to explain? And
what does this altusion fo the slow eoach mean ? ¥or aught I
know, itmay be a reference to Pickwick himself, who has most
unquestionably heen a eriminally slow coach during the whole
of this transaclion, but whose speed will now be very unexpect-
edly accelerated, and whose wheels, gentlemen, as he will find
to his cost, will very soon be greased by you!”

Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz paused in this place, (o see whether the
jury smiled at his joke ; but as nobody took it but the green-gro-
cer, whose sensitiveness on lthe subject was very probably occa-
sioned by his having subjected a chaise-cart to the process in
question on that identical morning, the learned Sergean! consi-
dered it advisable lo undergo a slight relapse inio the dismals
before he concluded.

‘ But enough of this, gentlemen,” said Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz ;
“jtis ¢ Xicult to smile with an aching heart; it is ill jesting when
our deepest sympathies are awakened. My client’s hopes and
prospects are ruined, and it is no ligurc of specch to say thather
ocecupation is gone indecd. The bill is down—hut therc is no
tenant. Eligible single genilemen pass and repass-—bul there
18 no invitation for them to inguire within, or without. All is
gloom and silence in the house ; even the voice of the child is
hushed ; his infant sports are disregarded when his mother
weeps ; his * alley tors”and his ¢ commoneys’ are alilie neglected 5
he forgets the long familiar cry of “knuckle down,” and at tip-
cheese, or odd and even, his hand is oul. Buot Pickwick, gentle-
men, Pickwick, the ruthless destroyer of this domestic oasis
it the desert of Goswell-street—Pickwick, who has choaked
up the well, and thrown ashes on the sward—Pickwick, who
comes before you (o-day with his heartless tomata sauce and
warming-pans—Pickwick still rears his head with unblushing
effronlery, and gazes withoul a sigh on the ruin he has made.
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Damages, gentlemen—heavy damages is (he only punishment
with which yon can visit him ; the only recompence yon can
award to my client. And for those damages she now appeals to
an enlightened, a high-minded, a right-feeling, a conscientious, a
dispassionale, a sympathising, a contemplative jury of Ler civi-
lized countrymen.” With this beautiful peroration Mr. Sergean?
Buzfuz sat down, and Mr. Justice Stareleigh woke up.

“Call Elizabeth Cluppins,” said Sergeant Buzfuz, rising a
minute afterwards, wilh renewed vigour,

The nearest usher called for Elizabeth Tuppins; another one,
at a litlle distance off, demanded Elizabeth Jupkins 5 and a third
rushed in a breathless state into King-street, and screamed for
Elizabeth Muffins till he was hoarse.

Meanwhile Mrs. Cloppins, with the combined assistance of
Mrs, Bardell, Mrs, Sanders, Mr. Dodson, and Mr. Fogg, was
hoisted into the witness-box ; and when she was safely perched
on the top step, Mrs. Bardell stood on the bottom one, with the
pockel-handkerchief and pattens in one hand, and a glass bottle
that might hold about a quarter of a pint of smelling salts in the
olher, ready for any emergency. Mrs. Sanders, whose eyes were
intently fixed on the judge’s face, planted herself close by, with
the large umbrella : keeping her right thumb pressed on the
spring with an earnest countenance, as if she were fully pre-
pared to put it up at a moment’s nolice.

* Mrs. Cluppins,” said Sergeant Buzfuz, ¢ pray compose your-
gell, ma’am;” and, of course, directly Mrs. Cluppins was desired
to compose herself, she sobbed wilh increased vekemence, and
gave divers alarming manifestations of an approaching fainling
fit, or as she afterwards said, of her feelings being too many
for her.

“Do you recollect, Mrs. Cluppins?” said Sergeant Buzfuz,
after a few unimportant questions—*“ do you recollect being in
Mrs. Bardell’s back one pair of stairs, on one particular morn-
ing in July last, when she was dusting Mr. Pickwick’s apart-
ment?”

“ Yes, my Lord and Jury, I do,” replied Mrs. Cluppins.

“Mr Pickwick’s silting-room was the first-floor front, 1
believe?”

“Yes, it were, Sir,” replied Mrs. Cluppins.

““ What were you doing in the back room, ma’am?” inquired
the littie Judge.

“ My Lord and Jury,” said Mrs. Cluppins, with interesting
agitation, “I will not deceive you.”

*“ You had better not, ma’am,” said the little Judge.

“1 was there,” resumed Mrs. Cluppins, “‘ unbeknown to
Mrs. Bardell 5 1 had been out with a little basket, gentlemen, to
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buy three pound of red kidney pertaties, which was three pound
tuppensc ha’penny, when I see Mrs. Bardell’s strect-door on the
jar’

“ On the what? " exclaimed the little Judge.

“ Partly open, my Lord,” said Sergeant Snubbin.

‘“She said on the jar,” said the little Judge, with a cunning
look.

“Tt's all the same, my Lord,” said Sergeant Snubbin. The
little Judge looked doubtful, and said he’d make a note of it,
Mrs. Cluppins then resumed —

‘1 walked in, gentlemen, just to say good mornin’, and went
in a permiscuous manner up stairs, and into the back room.
Gentlemen, there was the sound of voices in the front room,
and—""

“ And you listened, I believe, Mrs. Cluppins,” said Sergeant
Buzfuz.

“Beggin® your pardon, Sir,” replied Mrs. Cluppins, in a ma-
jestic manner, ‘¢ I would scorn the haction, T he voices was very
loud, Sir, aud forced themselves upon my ear.’

“Well, Mrs. Clappins, you were not listening, but you heard
the voices. Was one of those voices Mr. Pickwick’s?

“Yes, it were, Sir.”

And Mrs. Cluppins, after dislinctly St‘ltmf’ that Mr. Pickwicl
addressed himself to Mrs. Bardell, repeated by slow degrees,
and by dint of many questions, the conversation with which our
readers are already acquainted,

The jury looked suspicious, and Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz smiled
and sat down. They looked positively awlul when Sergeant
Snubbin intimaled that he should not cross-examine the witness,
for Mr. Pickwick wished it to be distinetly stated that it was
due Lo her to say, that her account was in substance correct.

Mrs. Cluppins having onece broken the ice, thought it a very
favourable opportunity of entering into a short dissertation on
her own domestic affairs; so she straightway proceeded to in-
form the court that she wus the mother of eight children at that
present speaking, and that she entertained confident expecta-
Lions of presenting Mr. Cluppins with a ninth, somewhere about
ihat day six months. At this inlcresting point, the little Judge
interposed most irascibly ; and the effect of the interposition was,
that both the worthy lady and Mrs. Sanders were politely taken
out of court, under the escort of Mr., Jackson, without farther
parley.

* INathaniel Winkle,” said Mr, Skimpin.

“ Here!" replied a feeble voice. And Mr. Winkle entered iho
witness-box, and having been daly sworn, bowed to the Judge
with considerable deference,
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* Don’t look at me, Sir,” said the Judge, sharply, in acknow-
ledgment of the salute; ¢ look at the jury.”

Mr. Winkle obeyed the mandate, and looked at the place
where he thought it most probable the jury might be; for seeing
anything in his {hen state of intellectual complication was wholly
out of the question,

Mr. Winkle was then examined by Mr. Skimpin, who, being
a promising young man of two or three and forty, was of course
anxious to confuse a wilness who was notoriously predisposed
in favour of the other side, as much as he could.

““ Now, Sir,” said Mr. Skimpin, ** bave the goodness to let his
Lordship and the jury know what your name is, will you?” And
Mr. Skimpin inclined his head on one side to listen with great
sharpness to the answer, and glanced at the jury meanwhile, as
if to imply that he rather cxpected Mr. Winkle’s natural taste
for perjury would induce him to give some name which did not
belong fo him.

“ Winkle,” replied the witness.

“What's your Christian name, Sic?” angrily inquired the
little Judge.

¢ Natbaniel, Sir.”

‘¢ Daniel,—any other name?”

‘¢ Nathaniel, Sir—my Lord, I mean.”

‘“ Nathaniel Daniel, or Daniel Nathaniel ?”

““No, my Lord, only Nathaniel—not Daniel at all.”

* What did you tell meit was Daniel for, then, Sir?” inquired
the Judge.

I didn*t, my Lord,” replied Mr. Winkle.

 Yon did, Sir,” replied the Judge, with a severe frown. “ How
could I have got Daniel on my notes, unless you told me so,
Sir?”

This argument was, of course, unanswerable.

“ Mr.Winkle has rather a short memory, my Lord,” inter-
posed Mr. Skimpin, with another glance at the jury. “We
shall find means to refresh it before we have quite done with
him, 1 dare say.”

“ You had better be careful, Sir,” said the little Judge, with a
sinister look at the witness,

Poor Mr.Winkle bowed, and endeavoured to feign an easi-
ness of manner, which, in his then state of confusion, gave him
rather the air of a disconcerted pickpocket.

‘ Now, Mr.Winkle,” said Mr. Skimpin, * altend to me, if
you please, Sir ; and let me recommend you, for your own sake,
to bear in mind his Lordship’s injunctiens to be careful. 1 be-
lieve you are a particular friend of Mr. Pickwick, the defendant,
are younot?”

1. 5
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¢ T have known Mr. Pickwick now, as well as I recollect at
this moment, nearly—"

“ Pray, Mr.Winkle, do not evade the question. Are you, or
are you not, a pacticular friend of the defendant’s?”

¢ 1 was just about to say, that -

<« Will you, or will you not, answer my question, Sir?”

“1If you don’t answer the question, you’li be committed, Sir,”
interposed the little Judge, looking over his note-bouk,

“ Come, Sir,” said Mr. Skimpin, * yes or no, if you please.”

“Yes, 1 am,” replied Mr.Winkle.

¢t Yes, you are. And why couldn’t you say that at once, Sir?
Perhaps you know the plaintiff too—eh, Mr, Winkle?”

T don’t know hery I've seen her.”

“ Oh, you don’t know her, bul you've seen her? Now have
Lhe goodness to tell the gentlemen of the jury what you mean hy
that Mr.Winkle.”

« T mean that I am not intimate with her, but that I have seen
her when I went to call on Mr. Pickwick, in Goswell-street,”

< How oflen have you seen her, Sir?”

“ How often?”

“Yes, Mr.Winkle, how often? Tl repeat the question for
you a dozen times, if you require it, Sir.” And the learned
gentleman, with a firm and steady frown, placed his hands on
his hips, and smiled suspiciously to the jury.

On this question there arose the edifying brow-beating, custo-
mary on such points. Iirst of all, Mr. Winkle said it was quite
impossible for him to say how many times he bad secn Mrs.
Bardell. Then he was asked if he had seen her twenty times,
to which he replied, ¢ Cerlainly,—more than that.” And then
he was asked whether he badn’t seen her a hundred times—
whether he couldn’t swear that he had seen her more than fifty
times—whether he didn’t know that he had seen her at least
seventy-five times, and so forth; the satisfactory conclusicn
which was arrived at, at last, being—that he had better take
care of himself, and mind what he was about. 'T'he witness hav-
ing been by these means reduced to the requisite ebb of nervous
perplexity, the examination was continued as follows—

¢ Pray, Mr.Winkle, do you remember calling on the defen-
dant Pickwick at these apartments in ihe plaintiff’s house in
GGoswell-street, on one particular morning, in the month of
July last?”

“Yes, I do.”

*“ Were you accompanied on that occasion by a friend of the
name of Tupman and another of the name of Snodgrass?”

‘ Yes, [ was.”

¢ Are they here?”
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¢ Yes, they arc”~replied Mr. Winkle, looking very earnestly
towards the spot where his friends were stationed.

“Pray attend to me, Mr. Winkle, and never mind your
friends” --said Mr. Skimpin, with another expressive look at
lhe jury. “They must lell their stories without any previous
consultation wilh you, if none has yet taken place (another look
at the jury). Now, Sir, tell the gentlemen of the jury what you
saw on entering the defendant’s room, on this particular morning.
€ome; out with it, Sir; we must have it, sooner or later.”

“The defendant, Mr. Pickwick, was bolding the plaintiff in
his arms, with his bands clasping her waist,” replied Mr. Winkle
with natural hesitation, *“and the plaintiff appeared to have
fainted away.”

“ Did vou hear the defendant say anything?”

“ T heard him call Mrs. Bardell a good creature, and T heard
him ask her to compose herself, for what a situation it was, if
anybody should come, or words to (hat effect.”

“ Now, Mr.Winkle, I have only one more question fo ask
you, and I heg you to bear in mind his Lerdship's caution. 'Will
you undertake 1o swear that Pickwick, the defendant, did not
say on the occasion in question—* My dear Mrs. Bardell, you're
a good creature; compose yourself to this situation, for fo this
situation you must come, or words to that effect?’”

“I—1I didn’t understand him so, certainly,” said Mr, Winkle,
astounded at this ingenious dove-tailing of the few words he had
heard. “‘I was on the staircase, and couldn’t hear distinctly ; the
impression on my mind is—"

“The gentlemen of the jury want nonc of the impressions on
your mind, Mr.Winkle, which I fear would be of litle service
to honest, straight-forward men,” interposed Mr. Skimpin.
“ You were on the staircase, and didn’t distinetly hear ; but you
will not swear that Pickwiek did not make use of the expressions
T have quoted? Do T understand that?”

“No I will not,” replied Mr. Winkle ; and down sat Mr.
Skimpin with a triumphant countenance.

Mr. Pickwick’s case had not gone off in so particularly happy
a manner, up fo this poinf, that it conld very well afford to have
any additiopal suspicion cast upon it. Bul as it could afford to
be placed in a rather better light, if possible, Mr. Phunky rose
for the purpose of gelting something important out of Mr. Winkle
in cross-exammmation, Whether he did get anything important
out of him, will immediately appear.

‘“ T believe, Mr,Winkle,” said Mr. Phunky, ‘ that Mr. Pick-
wick is not a young man?”

“ Ohno,” replied Mr. Winkle; ¢ old enough to be my father.”

*You have (old my learned fricnd that vou have known Mr.
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Pickwick a long time. Had youn ever any reason to suppose or
belicve that he was about to be married ?”

“Oh no; certainly not;” replied Mr, Winkle with so much
eagerness, that Mr. Pbhunky ought to have got him out of the
box with all possible despatch. Lawyers hold that there are two
kinds of particularly bad wilniesses : a reluctant witness, and a
too-willing witness; it was Mr.Winkle’s fale to figure in both
characters. :

I will cven go further than this, Mr,Winkle,” continued
Mr. Phonky in a most smooth and complacent manner. ¢ Did
you ever see anything in Mr. Pickwick’s manner and conduct,
towards the opposile sex, to induce you Lo believe that he ever
contemplated matrimony of late years, in any case?”

“ Oh no; certainly not,” replied Mr. Winkle.

“ Has his behaviour, when females have been in the case,
always been that of a man, who, having altained a pretty ad-
vanced period of life, content with his own occupation and
amusements, treats them only as a father might his daughters?”

¢ Not the least doubt of it,” replied Mr.Winkle, in the fulness
of his heart. “Thal is—yes—oh yes—eertainly.”

¢ You have never known anyihing in his hehaviour towards
Mrs. Bardell, or any other female, in the least degree suspi-
cious?” said Mr. Phunky, preparing to sit down, for Sergeant
Snubbin was winking at him.

¢«“N—n—no,” replied Mr.Winkle, *‘ except on one (rifling
occasion, which, | have no doubl, might be easily explained.”

Now, o the unfortunate Mr. Phunky had sat down when
Sergeant Snubbin winked at him, or if Sergeant Buzfuz had
stopped this irregular cross-examination at the outsel (which he
knew better than to do; observing Mr. Winkle’s anxiety, and
well knowing it wouid, in all probability, lcad to something
serviceable to him), this unfortunate admission would not have
been eliciled. The moment the words fell from Mr. Winkle’s
lips, Mr. Phunky sat down, and Sergeant Saubbin rather
hastily told him he might leave the hox, which Mr. Winkle
prepared to do with great readiness, when Sergeant Buzfuz
stopped him,

¢ Stay, Mr.Winkle—stay,” said Sergeant Buzfuz. “ Will your
Lordship have the goodness fo ask him, what Lhis one instance
of suspicious behaviour lowards females on the part of this
gentleman, who is old enough to be his father, was?”

“You hear what the learned counsel says, Sir,” observed the
Judge, turning to lhe miserable and agonized Mr. Winkle.

¢ Describe the oceasion to which you refer.”

“ My Lord,” said Mr. Winkle, trembling with anxiely, ¢“1—
¥’d rather not.”
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¢ Perhaps so,” said the little Judge ; *“ bul you must,”

Amid the profound silence of the whole court, Mr. Winkle
taltered out, that the Lrilling eircumstance of saspicien was Mr.
Pickwick’s being found in a lady’s sleeping apartment at mid-
night, which had (erminated, he believed, in the breaking off of
the projected marriage of the lady in question, and led, he
knew, Lo the whole party being forcibly carried before George
Nupkins, Fsq., magistrate and justice of the peace, for the
horough of Ipswich.

* You may leave the box, Sir,” said Sergeant Snubbin. Mr.
Winkle did leave the box, and rushed with delirious haste (o
the George and Vulture, where he was discovered some hours
afler, by the wailer, groaning in a hollow and dismal manner,
with his head buried benealh the sofa cushions,

T'racy Tupman, and Augustus Snodgrass, were severally called
mto the box; hoth corroborated the testimony of their unhappy
friend ; and cach was driven Lo the verge of desperat:on by exces-
sive badwermg

Susannah Sanders was then called, and examined by Scrgeant
Buzfuz, and cross-examined by Sergeant Snubbin. Had always
said and believed thal Mr. Pickwick would marry Mrs. Bardell 5
knew that Mrs. Bardell’s being engaged (o Mr. Pickwick was
the current topic of conversation in the neighbourhood, after
the fainting in July; bad been told it herself by Mrs, Mudberry
which kepl a mangle, and Mrs. Bunkin which clear-starched,
but did not see either Mrs. Mudberry or Mrs. Bunikin in court.
Had heard Mr. Pickwick ask the Little hoy how he should like to
have another father. Did pot know that Mrs, Bardell was at that
time keeping company with the baker, bul did know that the
baker was then a single man and is now married, Couldn’t swear
that Mrs. Bardell was not very fond of the baker, but should
think that the baker was no( very fond of Mrs. Bardell, or he
wouldn’t have married somebody else. Thought Mrs. Bardell
fainted away on the morning in July, because Mr. Pickwick
asked her to name the day; knew that she (witness) fainted
away stonc dead when Mr. Sanders asked Aer to name the day,
and belicved that everybody as called herself a lady would do
the same, under similar circumstances. Heard Mr. Pickwick
ask the boy the question about the marbles, but upon ber oath
did not know the difference between an alley tor and a com-
money.

By'the CourT—During the period of her keeping company
with Mr. Sanders, had received love letters, like olher ladies. In
the course of their correspondence Mr. Sanders bad oflen called
her a ‘ duck,” but never * chops” or ““tomala sauce.” He was
particularly fond of ducks. Perhaps if ke had beer as fond of
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chops and tomata sauce, he might have called her that, as a lerm
of affection.

Sergeant Buzfuz now rose with more importance than he had
vetexhibited, if that were possible, and vociferated ¢* Call Samuel
Weller.”

It was quite unnecessary to call Samuel Weller, for Samuel
Weller stepped briskly into the box the instant his name was
pronounced ; and placing his hat on the floor, and his arms
on the rail, took a bird’s eye view of the bar, and a compre-
hensive survey of the bench with a remarkably cheerful and
lively aspect.

“ What's your name, Sir?” inquired the Judge.

¢ Sam Weller, my Lord,” replied that genlleman,

‘“ Do you spell it with a ‘V’ ora “W?°” inquired the Judge.

¢ That depends upon the taste and fancy of the speller, my
Lord,” replied Sam; ‘I never had occasion to spell it more than
once or twice in my life, but I spells it with a *¥.””

Here a voice in the gallery exclaimed aloud, *“ Quite right too,
Samivel ; quite right. Puot if down a we, my Lord, pul it down
awe.”

““Who is that, that dares to address (he Court?” said (he
little Judge, looking up. * Usher.”

“ Yes, my Lord.”

** Bring that person here instantly.”

““Yes, my Lord.”

But as the usher dido’t find the persen, he didn't bring him,
and, after a great commotion, all the people who had got up to
look for the culprit, sat down again. The lilile Judge turned to
the witness as soon as his indignation would allow him to speak,
and said—

Do you know who that was, Sir?”

I rayther suspect it was my father, my Lord,” replied Sam.

““ Do you see him here now? ” said the Judge.

“ No, Idon’t, my Lord,” replied Sam, staring right up into the
Iantern in the roof of the eourt.

“If you could have pointed him out, I would have committed
himinstantly,” said the Judge. [Sam bowed his acknowledgments
and turned, with unimpaired cheerfulness of countenance,
towards Sergeant Buzfuz. )

“ Now, Mr.Weller,” said Sergeant Buzfuz.

<« Now, Sir,” replied Sam,

*“1 believe you are in the scrvice of Mr. Pickwick, the defen-
dant in this case. Speak up, if you please, Mr. Weller.”

T mean to speak up, Sir,” replied Sam. T am in the serviee
o’ that ’ere gen'U'man, and a wery good service it is.”
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s thtle lo do, and plenty to get, I suppose?” said Sergeant
Buzfuz, with jocularity.

“ Oh, quite enough to get, Sir, as the soldier said ven they
ordered him three hundred and fifty lashes,” replied Sam,

““ You must not tell us what the soldier, or any other man,
said, Sir,” interposed the Judge : * il’s not evidence.” .

* Wery good, my Lord,” replied Sam.

‘“Do you recollect anything particular happening on the
morning when you were first engaged by the defendant, eh,
Mr., Weller?” said Sergeant Buzfuz.

“ Yes 1 do, Sir,” replied Sam.

¢ Have the goodness (o tell the jury what it was.”

T had a reg’lar new fit out o’ clothes that mornin’, gen’’men
of the jury,” said Sam, *“ and that was a wery partickler and
uncommeon circumstance with me in those days.”

Hereupon there was a general laugh; and the little Judge,
looking with an angry countenance over his desk, said, *“ You
had better be careful, Sir.”

S0 Mr. Pickwick said at the time, my Lord,” replicd Sam,
“ and I was wery careful o’ that “ere suit o’ clothes ; wery careful
indeed, my Lord.”

The Judge looked sternly at Sam for full two minates, but
Sam’s features were so perfeclly calm and serene that he said
nothing, and motioned Sergeant Buzfuz to proceed.

* Do you mean (o tell me, Mr. Weller,” said Sergeant Bazfuz,
folding his arms emphatically, and turning half round to the
jury, as if in mute assurance that he would bother the witness
yet—“ Do you mean to tell me, Mr. Weller, that vou saw
nothing of this fainting on the part of the plaintiff in the arms of
the defendant whlchyou have heard described by the witnesses?”

e Certam]y not,” replied Sam; ““ I was in the passage “till thoy
called me up, and then the old lady was not there.”

“ Now, attend, Mr. Weller,” said Sergeant Buzfuz, dipping
4 large pen into the inkstand before him, for the purposc of
frightening Sam with a show of taking down his answer. ‘‘ You
were in the passage and yet saw nothing of what was going
forward. Have you a pair of eyes, Mr. Weller?”

““ Yes, I have a pair of eyes,” replied Sam, *‘ and that’s just
it. If thiey wos a pair ¢’ palent double million magnifyin’ gas
miscroscopes of hexira power, p'raps T might be able to see
through a flight o’ stairs and a deal door; but bein’ unly cyes you
see, my wision’s limited.”

At this answer, which was delivered without the slightest ap-
pearance of irritation, and with the most complete simplicity and
equanimity of manner, the spectators tiltered, the little Judge
smiled, and Serpgeant Buzfuz looked particularly foolish, Afler
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a short consultation with Dodson and Fogg, the learned Ser-
geant again turned towards Sam, and said, with a painful effort
to conceal his vexation, ¢ Now, Mr. Weller, 'll ask you a question
on anolher point, if you please.”

“If you please, Sir,” rejoined Sam, with the utmost good-
humour.

“ Do you remember going up to Mrs. Bardell’s house, one
night in November last?”

“ Oh yes, wery well.”

“ Oh, you do remember that, Mr. Weller,” said Sergeant
Buzfuz, recovering his splrlts oy thought we should get at
something at last.”

**1 rayther thought that, too, Sir,” replied Sam; and at this
the spectators tittered again.

“ Well; I suppose you went up to have a little talk about this
trial—eh, Mr. Weller ?” said Sergeant Buzfuz, looking know-
ingly at the jury.

‘I went up to pay the rent ; but we did get a talkin’ about the
trial,” replied Sam.

“Oh you did get a talking about the trial,” said Sergeant
Buzfuz, brightening up with the anticipation of some important
discovery. ¢* Now what passed about the trial? will you have the
goodness to tell us, Mr. Weller 2

““ Vith all the pleasure in life, Sir,” replied Sam. * Arter a few
unimportant obserwations from the two wirtuous females as has
been examined here lo-day, the ladies gels inlo a very great state
o’ admiration at the honorable conduct of Mr. Dodson and
IFogg—them two gen’I’men as is settin’ near you now.” This,
of course, drew general attention to Dodson and Fogg, who
looked as virtuous as possible.

“ The attornies for the plaintiff,” said Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz ;
““well they spoke in high praise of the honowrable conduct of
Messrs. Dodson and Fogg, the attornies for the plaintiff, did
they ?”

““ Yes,” said Sam, ‘ they said what a wery gen’rous thing it
was 0’ them to have taken up the case on spec, and to charge
nothin’ at all for costs, unless they got em out of Mr. Pickwick.”

At this very unexpected reply, the spectators tittered again,
and Dodson and Fogg, turning very red, leant over to Scrgeant
Buzfuz, and in a hurried manner whispered sometbing in his ear.

“You are quite right,” said Sergeant Buzfuz aloud, with af-
fected composure. ‘¢ IUs perfeclly uscless, my Lord, attempting
to get al any evidence through the impenetrable slupidity of
this witness. 1 will not trouble the court by asking him any more
questions. Stand down, Sir.”

‘“ Would any other gen'I'man like to ask me anythin’?” in-
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quired Sam, taking up his hat, and looking round most deli-
berately.

“Not I, Mr. Weller, thank you,” said Sergeant Snubbin,
laughing.

“ You may go down, Sir,” said Sergeant Buzfuz, waving his
hand impaliently. Sam went down accordingly, after doing
Messrs. Dodson and Fogg’s case as much harm as he conve-
niently could, and saying just as littte respecting Mr. Pickwick
as might be, which was precisely the object he had had in view
all along.

“I have no objection to admit, my Lord,” said Sergeant
Snubbin, “if it will save the examination of another witness,
that Mr. Pickwick has retired from business, and is a gentleman
of considerable independent property.”

“Very well,” said Sergeant Buzfuz, putting in the two letters
for the clerk to read. ““'Then Lhal’s my case, my Lord.”

Sergeant Snubbin then addressed the jury on behalf of the
defendant ; and a very long and a very emphatic address he
delivered, in which he bestowed the highest possible ealogiums
on the conduct and character of Mr. Pickwick, but inasmuch
as our readers arve far better able to form a correct estimate of
that gentleman’s merils and deserts, than Sergeant Snubbin
could possibly be, we do not feel called upon to enter at any
length into the learned gentleman’s observations. He altempled
to shew that the letters which had bcen exhibited, merely re-
lated to Mr, Pickwick’s dinner, or to the preparations for re-
ceiving him in his apartments on his return from some country
excursion. It is sullicient to add, in general terms, that he did
the best he could for Mr. Pickwick; and the best, as cvery-
hody knows, on the infallible aathority of the old adage, could
do no more.

Mr. Justice Stareleigh summed up, in the old-established and
most approved form. He read as mueh of his notes to the jury
as he could decipher on so short a notice, and made running
comments on the evidence as he went along. If Mrs. Bardell was
right, it was perfectly clear Mr. Pickwick was wrong ; and if Lhey
thought the evidence of Mrs. Cluppins worthy of eredence they
would believe it, and, if they didn’t, why they wouldn’t. If they
were satisfied that a breach of promise of marriage had been
committed, they would find for the plaintiff with such damages
as they thought proper; and if, on the other hand, it appears
to them that no promisc of marriage had ever been given, they
would find for the defendant with no damages at all. The jury
then retired to their private room to talk the matter over, and
the Judge relired to Aés private room, to reiresh himself with a
mutton chop and a glass of sherry.
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An anxious quarler of an hour elapsed; the jury came hack ;
and the Judge was fetched in. Mr. Pickwick put on his spee-
tacles, and gazed at the foreman with an agitated countenance
and a quickly beating heart.

“ Gentlemen,” said the individual in black, * are you all
agreed upon your verdict I

“ We are,” replied the foreman.

* Do you find for the plaintiff, gentlemen, or for the defen-
dant ?”’

“ For the plaintiff.”

“ With whal damages, gentlemen ?”

¢ Seven hundred and fifty pounds.”

Mr. Pickwick took off his spectacles, carefully wiped the
glasses, folded them into the case, and put them in his pocket;
then having drawn on his gloves with great nicely, and stared
al the foreman all the while, he mechanically followed Mr. Per-
ker and the blue bag out of court.

They stopped in a side room while Perker paid the court fees;
and here Mr. Pickwick was joined by bis friends. Here, too,
he encountered Messrs. Dodson and Fogg, rubbing their hands
with every token of outward satisfaction.

¢ 'Well, gentlemen,” said Mr. Pickwick.

*Well, Sir,” said Dodson, for self and partner.

“ You imagine yow'll get your cosis, don’t you, genilemen?”
said Mr, Pickwick.

T'ogg said they thought it rather probable ; and Dodson smiled,
and said they’d try.

“You may try, and try, and try again, Messrs. Dodson and
TFogg.” said Mr. Pickwick vehemently; ** but not one farthing
of costs or damages do you ever gel from me, if I spend the
rest of my existence in a debtor’s prison.”

¢ Ha, ha!” said Dodson, ** you'll lhink beller of thal, before
next term, Mr. Pickwick.”

¢ He, he, he! we'll soon see aboul that, Mr. Pickwick,”
grinned Fogg.

Speechless with indignation, Mr. Pickwick allowed himself o
be led by his solicitor and friends fo the door, and there assisted
into a hackney-coach, which had been fetched for the purpose,
by the ever watchful Sam Weller.

‘¢Sam had put up the steps, and was preparing to jump upon
the box, when he felt himself gently touched on the shoulder;
and, looking round, his father stood before lim. The old gentie-
man’s countenance wore a mournful expression, as he shook his
head gravely and said, in warning accents—

“T know’d what 'nd come o’ this here modo o’ doin bis'ness.

(1]

Oh Sammy, Sammy, vy worn’t there a alleybi!
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OF THE PICKWICK CLUB.

CHAPTER VL

IN WHICH ME. PICKWICK THINKS OE HAD BETTER GO TO BATH, AND GOES
ACCORDINGLY.

¢ Bur surely, my dear Sir,” said little Perker, as he stood in
Mr. Pickwick’s apartment on the morning afler the triai —
““Surely you don’l really mean — really and seriously now, and
irrifation apart — that you won’t pay these costs and damages? ™’

“ Not one halfpenny,” said Mr. Pickwick, firmly ; ¢ not one
halfpenny.”

“ Hooroar for the principle, as the money-lender said ven he
vouldn’t renew the bill,” observed Mr. Weller, who was clearing
away the breakfast things.

““Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, ‘ have the goodness to step down
stairs,” -

““Cert’nly, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller; and acting on Mr. Pick-
wick’s gentle hint, Sam retired.

“ No, Perker,” said Mr. Pickwick, with great seriousness of
manner; ‘‘ my fricnds here have endeavoured to dissvade me
from Lhis determination, but without avail. I shall employ myself
as usual, until the opposite party have the power of issuing a legal
process of execution against me; and if they are vile enough lo
avail themselves of i, and to arrest my person, I shall yield
myself up with perfect cheerfulness and content of heart. 'When
can they do this?”

“They can issue execution, my dear Sir, for the amount of
the damages and taxed costs, next term,” replied Perker, ¢ just
two months hence, my dear Sir.”

“Very good,” said Mr. Pickwick. ‘¢ Until that time, my dear
fellow, let me hear no more of the maiter. And now,” continued
Mr. Pickwick, looking round on his friends with a good-hu-
moured smile, and a sparkle in the eye which no spectacles
could dim or conceal, ‘‘ the only question is, Where shall we go
to next?”

Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass were too much affected by
their friend’s heroism to offer any reply. Mr. Winkle had not
vet sufficiently recovered the recollection of his evidence at the
trial, to make any observation on any subject, so Mr. Picksvick
paused in vain.

“ Weli,” said thal genileman, **if you leave me to suggest
our destination, 1 say Balh. 1 think none of us have ever heen
there.”
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Nobody had ; and as the proposition was warmly seconded by
Perker, who considered it extremely probable tha{ if Mr. Piek-
wick saw a lillle change and gaiety, he would be inclined to think
hetler of his determination, and worse of a deblor’s prison, it
was carried unanimously : and Sam was al once despaiched Lo
the White Horse Cellar, to take {ive places by the half-past
seven o'clock eoach, next morning.

There were just two places to be had inside, and just three
to be had out; s0 Sam Weller booked for them all, and having
exchanged a few compliments with the booking-oilice clerk on
the subject of a pewter half-crown which was tendered him as a
portion of his ‘“change,” walked back to the George and Vul-
ture, where he was pretly busily employed till bed-time in
reducing clothes and linen into the smallest possible compass,
and exerting his mechanical genius in constructing a variety of
ingenious devices for keeping the lids on boxes which had
neither locks nor hinges.

The next was a very unpropitious moraing for a journey —
muggy, damp, and drizzly. The horses in the stages that were
going out, and had come {hrough the City, were smoking so,
that the outside passcngers were invisible, The newspaper-
scllers looked moist and smelt mouldy; the wet ran off the hats
of the prange-venders as they thrusl their hieads into the coach
windows, and diluted the insides in a refreshing manner. The
Jews with the fifty-bladed penknifes shut them up in despair;
and the men with the pocket-books made pocket-books of them.
Walch-guards and toasting-forks were alike al a disconnt, and
pencil-cases and sponge were a drug in the markel.

Leaving Sam Weller to rescue the luggage from the seven or
eight porters who flung themsclves savagely upon it, the mo-
ment the coach stopped, and finding that they were about
twenty minutes too early, Mr. Pickwick and his friends wen(
for shelter into the travellers’ room — the last resource of human -
dejection.

The travellers’ room at the White Horse Cellar is of course
uncomfortable ; it would be no traveller’s room o it were not.
It is the right-hand parlour, into which an aspiring kitchen lire-
place appears to have walked, accompanicd by a rebellious
poker, tongs, and shovel, It is divided into boxes for Lhe soli-
tary cordinement of travellers, and is furnished with a clock, a
looking-glass, and a live waiter, which lalter article is kept in a
small kennel for washing glasses, in a corner of the apartment,

One of these boxes was occupied on this particular occasion
by a stern-eyed man of about five-andforty, who had a bald and
glossy forehead, with a good deal of baek hair at the sides and
back of his head, and large black whiskers. He was bulloned
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up to ithe chin in a brown coat; and had a large seal-skin tra-
velling cap, and a great-coat and cloak lying on the seat heside
him. He looked up frown his breakfast as ir. Pickwick entered,
with a fierce and peremptory air, which was very dignified ; and
having scrutinized that gentleman and his eompanions to his
entire satisfaction, hummed a tune, in a manner which seemed
to say that he rather suspected somebody wanled to take advan-
tage of him, but it wouldun’t do.

“ Waiter,” said the gentleman with the whiskers.

“Sir?” replied a man with a dirty complexzion, and a lowel
of the same, emerging from the kennel before mentioned.

 Some more toast.”

“Yes, Sir,”

* Bultered toast, mind,” said the genlleman, fiercely,

¢ Drrectly, Sir,” replied the waiter.

‘The gentleman with the whiskers hummed a tune in the same
manner as before, and pending the arrival of Lhe loast, advanced
to the front of the fire, and, laking his eoat {aiis under his
arms, looked at his boots and ruminated.

“1 wonder whereabouts in Bath this coach puis up,” said
Mr. Pickwick, mildly addressing Mr. Winkle.

* Hum — ¢h — what’s thal ?"" said the strange man,

“1 made an observation to my fricnd, Sir,” replied Mr. Pick-
wick, always ready lo enter inlo conversation. ‘1 swondered
at what house the Baih coach put up. Perhaps you can in-
form me.”

‘ Are you going to Bath?” said the strange man.

1 am, Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

¢ And those other gentlemen?”

“They are going also,” said Mr, Pickwick.

“Not inside —I'll be damned if youw're going inside,” said
the strange man.

“Not all of us,” said Mr, Pickwick.

“No, not all of you,” said the strange man emphatically.
¢ I've laken iwo places. If they try to squeeze six people into an
infernal box that only holds four, ¥Il take a post-chaise and
bring an action. 1've paid my fare. It won’t do; I told the clerk
when I took my places that it wouldn’t do. 1 know these things
have been done. § know they are done every day, but I never
was done, and [ never will he. Those who know me best, hest
koow it; crush me!” Here the fierce gentleman rang the bell
with great violence, and told the waiter he’d better bring the
toast in five seconds, or he’d know the reason why.

“ My dear Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, **you will allow me to
abserve that this is a very unnecessary display of excitement. I
have only (aken places inside, for two.”
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“Tam glad to hear it,” said the fierce man. “1 withdraw
my expressions. I tender an apology. There’s my card, Give me
your acquaintance.”

“ With great pleasure, Sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “ We are
to be fellow travellers, and I hope we shall find each other’s
socicty mutually agreeable.”

1 hope we shall,” said the fierce gentleman. “T know we
shall. I like your looks; they please me. Geatlemen, your hands
and names. Know me.”

Of course, an interchange of friendly salutations followed this
gracious speech ; and the fierce gentiemanimmediately proceeded
to inform the friends in the same short abrupt jerking sentences,
that bhis name was Dowler, that he was going to Bath on plea-
sure, that he was formerly in the army, that he had now set up
in business as a gentleman, that be lived upon the profits, and
that the individual for whom tiie second place was taken, was a
personage no less illustrious than Mrs. Dowler, his lady wile.

*“She’s a fine woman,” said Mr. Dowler. ** I am proud of her.
I have reason.”

¢ L hope I shall have the pleasure of judging,” said Mr. Pick-
wick with a smile.

“You shall,” replied Towler. ““ She shall know you. She
shall esteem you. I couried her under singular ciccumstances.
1 won her through a rash vow. Thus. | saw her; I joved her, I
proposed ; she refused me.— ¢ You love another?’—* Spare my
blushes.”  * T know him.’—*¢ You do.”  Very good ; if he remains
here, I'll skin him.’”

“Lord bless me!™ exclaimed Mr. Pickwick involuntarily.

“Did you skin the gentleman, Sir?” inquired Mr. Winkle,
wilth a very pale face.

“1 wrole him a note. I said it was a painful thing. And so it
was.”

¢ Certainly,” interposed Mr. Winkle. .

«7T said I bad pledged my word as a gentleman to skin him.
My character was at stake. 1 had no alternative. As an officer
in his Majesty’s service, I was bound to do it. I regretted the
necessity, but it must be done. He was open to conviction. He
saw that the rules of the service were imperative, He led. I mar-
ried her. Here’s the coach. That’s her head.”

As Mr. Dowler concluded, he pointed to a slage which had
just driven up : from the open window of which, a rather prelty
face n a bright blue bonnet was looking among the crowd on
the pavement, most probably for the rash man himself. Mr.
Dowler paid his bill and hurried out with his travelling-eap,
coat, and cloak ; and Mr. Pickwick dnd his friends followed to
sccure their pla(‘es
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Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass had seated themsclves at the
back part of the coach; Mr. Winkle had got inside, and Mr.
Pickwick was preparing to follow him, when Sam Weller came
up fo his masler, and whispering in his ear, hbegged to speak to
him, with an air of the deepest mystery.

“'Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ whal’s the matter now ?”

¢ Here’s rayther a rum go, Sir,” replied Sam.

“What?” inquired Mr. Pickwick,

“This here, Sir,” rejoined Sam, ““ I'm wery much afeerd,
Sir, that the properiator o’ this here coach is a playin’ some im-
perence vith us.”

“Jlow is that, Sam?” said Mr. Pickwick ; *“ aren’t {he names
down on the way-bill? ¥

“The names is not only down on the vay-bill, Sir,” rep]led
Sain, “but they’ve painted vun on ’em up, on the door o’ the
coach.” As Sam spoke, he pointed to that part of the coach door
on which the proprietor’s name usually appears; and there sure
enough, in gilt letiers of a goodly size, was the magic name of
Prckwick !

¢ Dear me,” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, quite staggered by the
coincidence ; ¢ what a very extraordinary thing!”

“Yes, but that ain’t all,” said Sam, again directing his
master’s attention to the coach door; ‘“ not conlent with writin’
up Pickwick, they puts ¢ Moses’ afore if, vich I call addin’
insnlt to injury, as the parrot said ven they not only took him
from his native land, bul made him talk the English longvidge
artervards.”

“It’s odd enough certainly, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick ; ¢ but
if we stand talking bere, we shall lose our places.”

¢ Wot, ain’t nothin’ to be done in consequence, Sir?” ex-
claimed Sam, perfectly aghast at the coolness with which Mr.
Pickwick prepared to ensconce himself inside.

¢ Done ! said Mr. Pickwick. “ What should be done ?’

« Ain'tnohody to be whopped for takin’ this here liberty, Sir?”
said Mr. Weller, who had expected that at least he would have
been commissioned to challenge the guard and coachman to a
pugilistic encounter on the spot.

‘¢ Certainly not,” repiied Mr. Pickwick eagerly; ‘not on any
account. Jump up to vour seat direclly.”

“I'm wery much afeerd,” mutiered Sam to himself, as he
turned away, ¢ that somethin’ quecr’s come over the governor,
or he’d never ha’ stood this so quiet. 1 hope that ’ere trial hasn’t
broken his spirit, but it looks had : wery bad.” Mr. Weller
shook his head gravely; and it is worthy of remark, as an
illustration of the manncr in which he took this circumstance
to heart, that he did not speak another word until the coaclt
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reached the Kensington turnpike, which was s0 long a time for
him to remain taciturn, that the fact may be considered wholiy
unprecedented.

Nothing worlhy of special mention occurred during the joar-
ney. Mr. Dowler related a variety of aneedotes, all illustrative
of his own personal prowess and desperation, and appealed to
Mrs. Dowler in corroboralion thereof ; when Mrs, Dowler inva-
riably brought in, in the form of an appendix, some remarkable
fact or circumstance which Mr. Dowler had forgotten, or had
perhaps through modesty omiited, for the addenda in every
instance went to show that Mr. Dowler was even a more won-
derful fellow than he made himself out to be. Mr. Pickwick and
Mr. Winkle listened wiih great admiration, and al intervals
conversed with Mrs. Dowler, who was a very agreeable and fas-
cinating person. 5o, what between Mr, Dowler’s storics, and
Mrs. Dowler’s charms, and Mr. Pickwick’s good humour, and
Mr, Winkle’s good listening, the insides contrived fo be very
companionable all the way.

The outsides did as outsides always do. They were very cheer-
ful and talkative at the beginning of every stage, and very dismal
and sleepy in the middle, and very bright and wakeful again,
towards the end. There was onc young gentleman in an India-
rubber cloak, who smoked cigars all day ; and there was another
voung gentleman in a parody upon a great coaf, who lighted a
good many, and feeling obviously unsettled after the second
whiff, threw them away when he thought nobody was looking
at bim. There was a third young man on the hox who wishied
to be learned in cattle, and an old one behind, who was familiar
with farming. There was a constant succession of Christian
names in smock frocks and while coats, who were invited to
have a ‘““lift” by the guard, and who knew every horse and
hostier on the road and off it; and there was a dinner which
would have been cheap at half-a-crown & mouth, if any mode-
rate pumber of mouths could have eat it in the time. And at
seven o’clock », M., Mr, Pickwick and his friends, and Mr.
Dowler and his wife, respectively retired to their private sitting-
rooms at the White Hart hotel, opposite the great pamp room,
Bath, where the waiters, from their costume, might be mistaken
for Wesiminster boys, only they destroy the illusion by behaving
themselves so much better.

Breakfast had scarcely been cleared away on the succeeding
morning, when a wailer brought in Mr. Dowler’s card, with a
request to be allowed permission to introduce a friend. Mr.
Dowler at once followed up the delivery of the eard, by bringing
himself and the friend also.

The friend was a charming young man of not much more
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than fifty, dressed in a very bright blue coat with resplendent
buttons, black trousers, and the thinnest possible pair of highly~
polished boots. A gold eye-glass was suspended from his neck
by a sliort broad hlack ribbon ; a gold snuff-box was lightlly
clasped in his left hand, gold rings innumerable glittered on his
fingers, and a large diamond pin set in gold glistened in his
shiri frill. He had a gold watch, and a gold curb chain with
large gold seals ; and he carried a pliant ebony cane with a heavy
gold top. His linen was of the very whitest, finest, and stiffest ;
his wig of the glossiest, blackest, and curliest. His snuff was
princes’ mixture ; his scent bouquet du roi, His features were
contracted into a perpetual smile; and his teeth were in such
perfect order that it was difficuit at a smail distance to tell the
real ones from Lhe false.

¢ Mr. Pickwick,” said Dowler, *‘ my friend, Angelo Cyros
Bantam, Esquire, M. C. Bantam, Mr. Pickwick. Know each
other.”

“ Welcome to Ba—ath, Sir.—This is indeed an aequisi-
tion. Most welcome to Ba—ath, Sir. It is long—very long,
Mr. Pickwick, since you drank the waters, It appears an age,
Mr. Pickwick. Re—markable!”

Suach were the expressions with which Angelo Cyrus Bantam,
Esquire, M. C., took Mr. Pickwick’s hand ; refaining it in his
meantime, and shrugging up his shoulders with a constant
succession of hows, as if he really could not make up his mind
to the trial of lefling it go again.

“ It is a very long time since I drank the waters, certainly,”
replied Mr. Piclwick ; “ for to the best of my knowledge, 1 was
never here before.”

“ Never in Ba—ath, Mr. Pickwick!” exclaimed the Grand
Master, letting the hand fall in astonishment. * Never in Ba—
ath! He! he! Mr. Pickwick, you are a wag. Not bad, not bad.
Good, good. He! he! he! Re—markable!”

“To my shame, I must say that I am perfectly serious,”
rejoined Mr. Pickwick. ‘‘ T really never was here, before.”

‘¢ Oh, I see,” exclaimed the Grand Master, looking extremely
pleased ; “‘ yes, yes—good, good—better and better. You are
the gentleman of whom we have heard. Yes; we know you,
Mr. Pickwick ; we know you.”

¢ The reports of the frial in those confounded papers,” thought
Mr. Pickwick. *They have heard all about me.”

“ You are the gentleman residing on Clapham Green,” re-
sumed Bantam, * who lost the use of his limbs from imprudenitly
taking cold after port wine—who could not be moved in con-
sequence of acule suffering, and who had the water from the
King’s Bath bottled at one hundred and thece degrees, and sent

1. 6
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hy waggon to his bed-room in town, where he bathed, sneezed,
and same day recovered. Very re-markable!”

Mr. Pickwick acknowledged the compliment which the suppo-
sition implied, but had the self-denial to repudiate it, notwith-
standing ; and taking advantage of a moment's silence on the
part of the M. C., begged to introduce his friends, Mr. Tupman,
Mr. Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrass —an inlroduction which of
course overwhéelmed the M. C. with delight and honour.

*“Bantam,” said Mr. Dowler, *¢ Mr. Pickwick and his friends
are strangers. They musl put their names down, Where's the
book?”

*“ The register of the distinguished visiters in Ba—ath will be
at the Putmp Room this morning at two o’clock,” replied the
M. C. “Will you guide our {riends to that splendid building,
and enable me to procure their autographs ?”

“ 1 will,” rejoined Dowler. ¢ This is a long call. It’s time to
go; 1 shall be here again in an hour. Come.”

¢ This is a ball night,” said the M. C., again {aking Mr. Pick-
wick’s hand, as he rose to ge. ““ The ball nights in Ba—ath
are moments snatched from Paradise, rendered bewitching by
music, beauty, elegance, fashion, etiquette, and—and—ahove
all by the absence of tradespeople, who are guite inconsistent
with Paradise, and who have an amalgamation of lhemselves al
the Guildhall every fortnight, which is, 1o say the least, re-
markable. Good bye, good hye!” and protesting all the way
down stairs that he was most satisfied, and most delighted, and
most overpowered, and most flattered, Angelo Cyrus Bantam,
Esquire, M. C., stepped inte a very elegant chariot that waited
at the door, and rattled off.

At the appointed hour, Mr. Pickwick and his friends, escorted
by Dowler, repaired to the Asscmbly Rooms, and wrote their
names down in the book —an instance of condescension at which
Angelo Banlam was even more overpowered than before. Tickets
of admission to that evening’s assembly were (o have been pre-
pared for the whole party ; but as they were not ready, Mr. Pick-
wick undertook, despite all the protestations to the contracy of
Angelo Bantam, {o send Sam for themn at four o’clock in the
afternoon, to the M. C.’s house in Queen Square. Having taken
a shorl walk through ihe city, and arrived at the unanimous
conelusion that Park Street was very much like the perpendicular
streets 2 man sees in a dream, which he cannot get up for the life
of him, they returned to the White Hart, and despatched Sam on
the errand to which his master had pledged him.

Sam Weller put on his hat in a very easy and graceful manner,
and thrusting his hands in his waistcoat pockets, walked with
great deliberation to Queen Square, whistling, as he wentalong,
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several of the most popular airs of the day, as arranged with
entirely new movements for that noble instrument the organ;
either month or barrel. Arriving at the number in Queen
Square lo which he had been directed, he left off whistling, and
gave a cheerful knoek which was instantaneously answercd by a
powdered-headed footman in gorgeous livery, and symmetrical
stature,

“Is this here Mr. Bantam’s, old feller?” inquired Sam Wel-
ler, nothing abashed by the blaze of splendour which hurst upon
his sight, in the person of the powdered-headed footman with
the gorgeous livery.

““Why, young man ?” was (he haughty inquiry of the pow-
dered-headed footman.

49Cos If il is, jist you step into him with that ’ere card, and
say Mr. Veller's a waitin’, will you, six-foot?” said Sam. And
saying it, he very coolly walked into the hall; and sat down.

The powdered-headed footman slammed the door very hard,
and scowled very grandly ; but both the slam and the scowl
were losl upon Sam, who was regarding a mahogany umbrella
stand with every outward tolten of critical approval.

Apparently his master’s reception of Lhe card had impressed
the powdered-headed footman in Sam’s favour, for when he
came back from delivering it, be smiled in a friendly manner,
and said that the answer would be ready directly.

“ Wery good,” said Sam. ‘“Tell the old gen’lm’n nut to pat
himself in a pesperation. No hurry, six-foot. I've had my dinner.”
““You dine early, Sir,” gaid the powdered-headed footman,

“1 find I gets on better at supper when I does,” replied Sam.

*‘ Have you been long in Bath, Sir ?” inguired the powdered-
headed footman. ‘I have not had the pleasure of hearing of you
before.”

“1 haven’t created any wery surprisin’ sensation here yet,”
rejoined Sam, ¢ for me and the other fash’nables only come,
last night.”

‘“Nice place, Sir,” said the powdered-headed footman.

¢ Seems s0,” ohserved Sam.

‘¢ Pleasant sociely, Sir,” remarked the powdered-headed foot-
man. ‘ Very agreeable servants, Sir.”

‘1 should think they wos,” replied Sam. ** Affable, unaffcet-
ed, say-nothin™-to-nobody sort o’ fellers.”

“ Oh, very much so, indecd, Sir,” said the powdered-hzaded
foolman, evidenlly taking Sam’s remark as a high compiiment.
“Very much so indeed. Do you do anything in this way, Sir?”

“inquired the tall foolman, producing a small snulf-box wilh a
fox’s. head on the top of it.

‘¢ Mot without sneezing,” replied Sam.
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“Why, it és diflieult, Sir, I confess,” said the Lail foolman. “1t
may be done by degrees, Sir, Coffee is the best practice. I carried
cofTee, Sir, for a long time. Tt Igoks very like rappee, Sir.”

Here a sharp peal at the bell reduced the powdered-headed
footman to theignominious necessity of putting the fox’s head in
his pocket, and hastening with a humble countenance to Mr.
Bantam’s ‘‘study.” By the by, we scarcely ever knew a man
who never read or wrote either, who hadn’t got some small back
parlour which he would call a study.

“ There is the answer, Sir,” said the powdered headed foot-
man. *J am afraid you’'ll find it inconveniently large.”

“ Don’t mention it,” said Sam, taking a letter with a smali
enclosure. *“1t’s just possible as exhausted natur may manage to
surwive it.”

* ] hope we shall meet again, Sir,” said lhe powdered-headed
footman, rubbing his hands, and following Sam oul {o the
door-step.

¢ You are wery obligin’, 5ir,” replied Sam. * Now, den’t allow
yoursell to be fatigued beyond your powers, there’s a amiable
bein’. Consider what you owe to society, and don’t let yourself
be injured by too much work. For the sake o' your feller
creeturs, keep yoursell as quiet as youn can; only think what a
loss you would be.” With these pathetic words, Sam Weller
deparled,

¢ A very singular young man that,” said the powdered-headed
footman, looking afler Mr. Weller with a counlenance which
clearly showed he could make no*”  Z of him.

Sam said nothing at all. He wisked, shook his head, smiled,
winked again; and with an expression of counterance which
seemed to denote that he was greatly amused with something or
other, walked merrily away.

At precisely lwenly minutes before eight o'clock that night,
Angelo Cyrus Bantam, Esquire, the Master of the Ceremonies;
emerged from his chariot at the door of the Assembly Rooms, in
the same wig, the same teeth, the same eye-glass, the same watch
and seals, the same rings, the same shirt-pin, and the same cane.
The only observable alterations in his appearance were, that he
wore a brighter biue coat, with a white silk lining, black tights,
black silkk stockings, and pumps, and a whitc waistcoat, and
was, il possible, just & thought more scented.

Thus attired, the master of the Ceremonies, in strict discharge
of the impor{ant duties of his ali-important office, planted himself
in ithe rooms to receive the company.

Balh being full, the company, and the sixpences for tea, poured
in, in shoals. In the ball-room, the long card-room, the oclage-
nat card-room, ihe staircascs, and the passages, the hum of many
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votees, and the sound of many feet, were perfeclly bewildering,
Dresses rustled, feathers waved, lighis shone, and jewels
sparkled. There was the music—mot of the quadrille band, for
it had not yel commenced ; but the music of soft tiny foolsteps,
with now and then a clear merry laugh—low and gentle, but
very pleasant to hear in a female voice, whether jn Bath or else-
where. Brilliant eyes, lighled up with pleasurablic cxpectation,
gleamed from every side ; and look where you would, some
exquisite form glided gracefully through the throng, and was
no sooner lost, than it was replaced by another, as dainty, and
bewitching.

In the tea-room, and hovering round the card-lables, were a
vast number of queer old ladies and decrepid old gentlemen,
discussing all the small lalk and scandal of the day, with an
evidenl relish and gusto which sulficiently bespoke the inlensity
of the pleasure they derived from the occupation. Mingled wilh
these groops were three or four matech-making mammas, appear-
ing to be wholly absorbed by the conversalion in which they
were taking part, but failing not from time to time (o cast an
anxious sidelong glance upon their daughters, who, remember-
ing the maternal injunction to make the best use of Lheir Lime,
had already commenced incipient flirtations in the mislaying
scarfs, putting on gloves, setting down eups, and so forth 5 slight
malters apparently, but which may be turned to surprisingly
good account by oxpert practitioners.

Lounging near the doors, and in remote corners, were virious
knots of silly young men, displaying every variely of puppyism
and stupidity, amusing all sensible people ncar them, with Lheir
folly and conceil, and happily thinking themselves the objects of
general admiration—a wise and merciful dispensation which no
good man will quarrel with.

Andlastly, seated on some of the back benches, where they had
already taken up their positions for the evening, were divers
unmarried ladies past (heir grand climacteric, who, nol dancing
because there were no pariners for them, and nol playing cards
lest they should be set down as irretricvably single, were in Lhe
favourable silpation of being able to abuse everybody wilthout
reflecting on themselves. In short, they could abuse everybody,
because every hody was there. It was a scene of gaiety, glitter,
and show ; of richly dressed-people, handsome mirrors, chalked
floors, girandoles, and wax-candles ; and in all parts of the scene,
gliding from spol to spot in silent softness, bowing obsequiously
to this party, nodding familiarly to ihat, and smiling compla-
cenlly on all, was the sprucely attired person of Angelo Cyrus
Bantam, Esquire, the Master of the Cercmonics.

Stop in the tea-room. Take your sixpenn’orth. They lay on
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hot water, and call it tea. Drink it,” said Mr. Dowler, in a Joud
voice, directing Mr. Pickwick, who advanced al the head of the
fittle party, with Mrs. Dowler on his arm. Into the tea-room Mr.
Pickwick turned ; and catching sight of him, Mr. Bantam cork-
screwed his way {hrough the crowd, and welcomed him with
cestacy.

“* My dear Sir, ¥ am highly honoured. Ba—ath is favoured.
¥rs, Powler, you embellish the recoms. 1 congratulate you on
your feathers. Re—markable!”

““ Anybody here?” inquired Dowler, suspiciously.

*“ Anybody ! The ¢lize of Ba—ath. Mr. Pickwick, do you sec
the lady in the gauze turban?”

“ The fat old lady?” inquired Mr. Pickwick innocently.

“ Hush, my dear Sir—nobody’s fat or old in Ba—ath. That’s
the Dowager Lady Snuphanuph.”

¢ Is it indeed ?” said Mr. Pickwick.

““ No less a person, [ assure you,” said the Master of the Cere-
monies, “ Hush. Draw a liltle nearer, Mr. Pickwick. You see
the splendidly dressed young man coming this way?”

““The one with the long hair, and the particularly smal} fore-
head ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick,

‘““I'he same. The richest young man in Ba—ath ai this mo-
ment. Young Lord Mulanhed.”

“You don’t say so?" said Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes. You'll hear his voice in a moment, Mr. Pickwick. He'll
speak to me. The other gentleman with him, in the red under
waistcoat and dark moustache, is the Honourable Mr, Crushton,
his bosom friend. How do you do, my Lord?”

“ Veway hot, Bantam,” said his Lordship.

‘It s very warm, my Lord,” replied the M. C.

* Confounded,” assented thc Honourable Mr. Crushlon.

““ Have you seen his Lordship’s mail cart, Bantam ?”” inquired
the Honourable Mr, Crushton, after a short pause, during which
voung Lord Mutanhed had been endeavouring to stare Mr.
Pickwick out of countenance, and Mr. Crushton had been re-
fleeting what subject his Lordship could talk about hest.

“ Dear me, no,” replied the M. C. ‘¢ A mail cart ! What an
excellent idea. Re—markable 1.

““ Gwacious Heavens! ” said his Lordship, ““I thought evewe-
hody bad seen (he new mail cart; it's the neatest, pwelliesl,
gwacefullest thing that ever wan upon wheecls—painted wed,
with a cweam pichald.”

“ With a rcal box for the letters, and all complete,” said the
Honourable Mr. Crashton.

“ And a lttle seal in fwont, with an iwon wail, for Lhe
dwiver,” added his Lordship. *1 dwove it over to Bwistol the
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other morning, in a cwimson coat, with two servants widl‘ng a
guarter of a mile behind ; and cwucify me if (he people didn’t
wush out of their cotlages, and awest my pwogwess, lo know
if I wasn’t the post. Glorwious, glorwious!”

At this anecdote his Lordship laughed very heartily, as did the
listeners, of eourse. Then drawing his arm through that of lhe
obsequious Mr, Crushion, Lord Mutanhed walked away.

“ Delightful young man, his Lordship,” said the Master of the
Ceremonies,

¢ 50 I should think,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick, drily.

The dancing having commenced, the necessary introdoctions
having been made, and all preliminaries arranged, Angelo Ban-
tam rejoined Mr. Pickwick, and led him into the card-room.

Just at the very moment of their entrance, the Dowager Lady
Snuphanuph and two other ladies of an ancient and whist-like
appearance, were hovering over an unoecupied card-table; and
they no sooner set eyes upon Mr. Pickwick under the convoy of
Angelo Bantam, thau they exchanged glances with each other,
seeing lbat he was precisely the very person they wanted to
make up the rubber,

“ My dear Bantam,” said the Dowager Lady Snuphanuph,
coaxingly, “ find us some pice creature {0 make up this table ;
there’s a good soul.” Mr. Pickwick happened to be looking
another way at the moment, so her Ladyship nodded her head
towards him, and frowned expressively.

* My friead Mr. Pickwick, my Lady, will bo most happy, 1
am sure, re—markably so,” said the M. C., taking the hint,
*“ Mr. Pickwick, Lady Snuphanuph—Mrs. Colonel Wugsby—
Miss Boio.” ‘

Mr. Pickwick bowed to each of the ladies, and finding escape
impossible, enf. Mr. Pickwick and Miss Bolo against Lady
Snuphanuph and Mrs. Colonel Wugsby,

Just as the trump card was turned up, at the commencement
of the second deal, two young ladies hurried into the room, and
took their stations on either side of Mrs. Colonel Wugsby’s
chair, where they waited patiently until the hand was over.

“ Now, Jane,” said Mrs. Colonel Wugsby, turning te one of
the girls, *“ what is it?”

‘¢ I came to ask, Ma, whether I might dance with the young-
est Mr. Crawley,” whispered the prettier and younger of the
two.

* Good God, Jane, how can you think of such things!” re-
plied the mamma, indignantly. ** Haven’t you repeatedly heard
that his father has only eight bundred a-vear, which dies with
im? I am ashamed of you. Not on avy account.”

* Ma,” whispered (he other, who was much older than her
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sister, and very insipid and artificial, <* Lord Mutanhed has been
introduced to me. Isaid X thought 1 wasn’t engaged, Ma.”

“ You're a sweet pet, my love,” replied Mrs. Colonel Wugsby,
tapping her daughter’s cheek with her fan, *“ and are always to
be trusted. He's immensely rich, my dear. Bless you,” Wilh
these words, Mrs. Colonel Wugshy kissed her eldest daughter
most affectionately, and frowning in a warning manner upon
the other, sorted her cards.

Poor Mr, Pickwick! he had never played wilh three thorough-
paced female card-players before. They were so desperately
sharp that they quite frightened him. If he played a wrong card,
Miss Bolo Jooked a small armoury of daggers; if he stopped to
consider which was the right one, Lady Snuphanuph would
throw herself back in her chair,and smile with a mingled glance
of impatience and pity lo Mrs. Colonel Wugsby, at which Mrs,
Colonel Wugsby would shrug up her shoulders, and cough, as
much as te say she wondered whether he ever would begin.
Then, at the end of every band, Miss Bolo would inguire with
a dismal countenance and reproachful sigh, why Mr., Pickwick
had not returned that diamond, or led the club, or roughed the
spade, or finessed the heart, or led through the honour, or
brought out the ace, or played up lo the king, or some such
thing; and in reply to all these grave charges, Mr. Pickwick
would be wholly unable to plead any justification whatever ;
having by this time forgotien all ahout the game. People came
and looked on, too, which made Mr. Pickwick nervous. Besides
all this, there was a great deal of distracting conversation near
the table, between Angelo Bantam and the two Miss Matinters,
who, being single and singular, paid great court to the Master
of the Ceremonies, in the hope of geiting a stray partner now
and then. All these things, combined with the noises and in-
terruptions of constant comings in and goings out, made Mr.
Pickwick play rather badly; the cards were against him, also,
and when they left off at ten minutes past eleven, Miss Bolo
rose from the table considerably agitated, and went straight home
in a flood of tears, and a sedan-chair.

Being joined by his friends, who one and all protested that
they had scarcely ever spent a more pleasant evening, Mr. Pick-
wick accompanied them to the White Hart, and having soothed
his feelings with something hot, went to bed, and to sleep,
almost simultanecusly.
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CHAPTER VIIL

‘THE CHIEF FEATURES OF WHICH WILL EE FOUND TO BE AN AUTHEXTIC VERSION OF
THE LEGEND OF PRINCE BLADUD, AND A MOST EXTRAORDINARY CALAMITY TUAT
BEFEL MR. WINKLE.

As Mr. Pickwick contemplated a stay of at least two months
in Bath, he deemed it advisable to take private lodgings for
himself and friends for that period ; and as a favourable oppor-
tunity offered for their securing, on moderate terms, the upper
portion of a house in the Royal Crescent, which was larger than
they required, Mr. and Mrs. Dowler offered to relieve them of
a bed-room and sitting-room. This proposition was at once ac-
cepted, and in threc days’ time they were all localed in their
new abode, when Mr. Pickwick began to drink the waters with
the utmost assiduity. Mr. Pickwick took them systemalically.
He drank a quarter of a pint before breaklast, and then walked
up a hill; and another quarter of a pint after breakfast, and then
walked down a hill ; and afler every fresh qoarter of & pint, Mr.
Pickwick declared, in the most solemn and emphatic terms,
that he felt a great deal betler, whereat bis friends were very
much delighted, though they had not been previously aware that
there was anylhing the matter with him.

The great pump-room is a spacious saloon, ornamented with
Corinthian piflars, and a music gallery and a Tompion clock,
and a statue of Nash, and a golden inscription, to which ali the
waler-drinkers should attend, for it appeals to them in the cause
of a deserving charity. Thaere is a large bar with a marble vase,
out of which the pumper gels {he waler, and a number of yetlow-
looking tumblers, out of which the company get it; and it is a
most edifying and satisfactory sight to behold the perseverance
and gravity with which they swallow it. There are baths near
at hand, in which a part of the company wash themselves, and
a band plays afterwards, to congratulate tho remainder on theie
having done so. There is another pump-room, into which in-
firm ladies and gentlemen are wheeled, in such an astonishing
varicty of chairs and chaises, that any adventurous individual
who goes in with the regular number of loes, is in imminent
danger of coming out without them ; and there is a third, into
which the quiet people go, for it is less noisy than either, There
i1s an immensity of promenading, on crutches and off, with
sticks and without ; and a great deal of conversation, and live-
liness, and pleasantry.
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Every morning, {he regular water-drinkers, Mr. Dickwick
among the number, met each other in the pump-room, took
their quarter of a pint, and walked conslitutionally. At the
afternoon’s promenade Lord Mutanhed, and the Honourable
AMr, Crushton, the Dowager Lady Snuphanuph, Mrs, Colonel
‘Wugsby, and all the greal people, and all the morning waler-
drinkers, met in grand assemblage. After this, they walked out,
or drove out, or were pushed out in bath chairs, and met one
another again. After this, the gentlemen went to the reading-
rooms and met divisions of the mass. After this, they went
home. If it were theatre night, perhaps they mel at the theatre ;
il it were assembly night, they met at the rooms ; and if it were
neither, they met the next day—a very pleasant routine, with
perhaps a slight tinge of sameness.

Mr. Pickwick was silling up by himself, after a day spent in
this manner, making cntries in his journal, his friends having
retired to bed, when he was roused by a gentle tap at the room
door.

““ Reg your pardon, Sir,” said Mvs. Craddock, the landlady,
peeping in ;  but did you want anything more, Sir?”

** Nothing more, ma’am,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“ My young girl is gone to bed, Sir,” said Mrs, Craddock,
* and Mr. Dowler is good enough to say that he’ll sit up for
Mrs. Dowler, as the party isn’t expecled to be over till late; so
I was thinking that if you wanted nothing more, Mr. Pickwick,
1 would go to bed.”

‘ By all means, ma’am,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

‘“ Wish you good night, Sir,” said Mrs. Craddock.

‘¢ Good night, ma’am,” rejoined Mr. Pickwick.

Mrs. Craddock closed the door, and Mr. Pickwick resumed
his writing.

In half an hour’s time, the entries were concluded. Mr. Pick-
wick carefully rubbed the last page on the blotting paper, shul
up the book, wiped his pen on the bottom of the inside of his
coat tail, and opened the drawer of the inkstand to put it care-
Tully away, There were a couple of sheets of writing paper,
pretty closely wrilten over, in the inkstand drawer, and they
were folded so, that the title, which was in a good round hand,
was fully disclosed to him. Seeing from this, thal it was no
private document ; and as it seemed to relate to Bath, and was
very short, Mr. Pickwick unfolded if, lighted his bed-room
candle that it might burn up wefl by the time he finished; and
drawing his chair ncarer the fire, read as follows :—
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The true Legend of Prince Bladud,

* TEss than two hundred years agone, on one of the public
baths in this city, there appeared an inscriplion in honour of ils
mighly founder, Lhe renowned Prince Bladud. Thal inscription
is now erased,

“ For many hundred years before that time, there had been
handed down, from age to age, an old legend, that the illustrious
prince being afllicted with leprosy, on his return from reaping
a rich harvest of knowledge in ancient Athens, shunned the
court of his royal father, and consorted moodily with husband-
men and pigs. Among the herd (so said the legend ) was a pig
of grave and solemn countenance, with whom the prince had a
fellow feeling—for he too was wisc—a pig of thoughiful and
reserved demeanour; an animal superior to his fellows, whose
grunt was terrible, and whose bite was sharp. The young prince
sighed deeply as he looked upon the countenance of the majestic
swine;—he thought of his royal father, and his eyes were
bedewed with tears. '

¢ This sagacious pig was fond of bathing in rich, moist mud.
Mot in summer as common pigs do now, to cool themsclves,
and did even in those distant ages (which is a proof that the light
of civilisalion had already begun to dawn, though feebly)—but
in the cold sharp days of winter. His coat was ever so sleek,
and his complexion so clear, that the prince resolved to essay
the purifying qualities of the same water that his friend resorted
to. He made the trial. Beneath that black mud, bubbled the
hot springs of Bath. lle washed, and was curad. Hastening to
his father’s court, he paid his hest respects, and returning quickly
hither, founded this cily, and its famous baths.

¢ He sought the pig with all the ardour of their early iriefid-
ship—but, alas! the waters had been his death. He had im-
pradently taken a bath at too high a temperature, and the na-
tural philosopher was no more! He was sncceeded by Pliny,
who also fell a victim to his thirst for knowledge.

*“ This was the legend. Listen to the true one.

¢ A great many centuries since, there Qourished in greal state
the famous and renowned Lud Hudibras, king of Britain. He
was a mighty monarch. The earth shook when he walked, he
was so very stout. His pcople basked in the light of his coun-
tenance, it was so red and glowing., He was, indeed, every inch
a king, And there were a good many inches of him foo, for
although he was not very (all, he was a remarkable size round,
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and the inches that he wanted in height, he made up in circom-
ference. 1f any degenerate monarch ¢f modern times could be
in any way compared with him, I shonld say the venerable
King Cole would be that illustrious polentate.

“ This good king had a queen, who eighteen years before,
had had a son, who was called Bladud. He was sent to a prepa-
ratory seminary in his father’s dominions until he was ten
years old, and was then despatched in charge of a trusty mes-
senger, to a finishing school at Athens; and as there was no
extra charge for remaining during the holidays, and no notice
required previous to the removal of a pupil, there he remained
for eight long years, at the expiration of which time, the king
bis father sent the Lord Chamberlain over, Lo settle the bill, and
to bring him home, which the Lord Chamberlain doing, was
received with shouts, and pensioned immediately.

** When King Lud saw the prince his son, and found he had
grown up such & fine young man, he perceived at once what a
grand thing it would be fo have him married without delay, so
that his children might be the means of perpetuating the glorious
race of Lud down to the very latest ages of the world. Wilh
this view, he sent a special embassy, composed of great noble-
men who had nothing particular to do, and wanted lucrative
employment, to a neighbouring king, and demanded his fair
daughter in marriage for his son, stating at the same time Lbal
he was anxious to be on the most affectionate terms with his
brother and friend, but that if they couldn’t agree in arranging
this marriage, he should bhe under the unpleasant necessity of
invading his kingdom, and puiting his eyes out. To this, the
other king {who was the weaker of the two) replied thal he was
very much obliged Lo his friend and brother for all his goodness
and magnanimity, and that his daughter was quite ready to be
married, whenever Prince Bladud liked to come and fetch her.

“ This answer no sooner reached Britain, than the whole
nation were transported with joy. Nothing was heard on all
sides but the sounds of feasting and revelry,—except the chink-
ing of money as it was paid in by the people to the collector of
the Royal Treasures, to defray the expenses of the happy cere-
mony. It was upon this occasion that King Lud seated on the
top of his thronein full council, rose in the cxuberance of his
fcelings, and commanded the lord chief justice to order in the
richest wines and the court miunstrels : an act of graciousness
which has been, through the ignorance of traditionary histo-
rians, attributed to King Cole, in those celebrated lincs in which
his majesty is represented as

Calling for his pipe, and cailing for his pot,
And calling for his Gddiers three.
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Which is an obvious injustice to the memory of King Lud, and
a dishonest exaltation of the virtues of King Cole.

“Bur in the midst of all this feslivily and rejoicing, there was
one individual present, who tasted not when the sparking wines
were poured forth, and who danced not when the minstrels
plaved. This was no ¢ther than Prince Bladud himself, in honour
of whose happiness a whole people were at that very moment
straining alike their throats and purse-strings. ‘'be (ruth was,
that the prince, forgetting the undoubted right of the minister
for foreign affairs to fall in love on his behalf, had contrary to
every precedent of policy and diplomacy, already fallen in love
on his own account, and privalely contracted himself unto the
fair daughter of a noble Athenian.

**Here we have a striking example of one of the manifold ad-
vantages of civilisation and refinement. If the prince had lived
in later days, he might at once have married the object of his
father’s choice, and then set himself seriously fo work, to relieve
himself of the burden which rested heavily upon bim. He might
have endeavoured to break her heart by a sysiemalic course of
insult and neglect 5 or, if the spirit of her sex, and 2 proud con-
sciousness of her many wrongs had upheld her under this ill
ireatment, he might have sought fo take her life, and so get rid
of her effectually. But neither mode of relief suggested itself to
Prince Bladod—so he solicited & private audience and told his
father.

“Itis an old prerogative of kings to govern everything but
their passions. King Lud flew into a frightful rage, tossed his
crown up lo the ceiling, and caught it again—for in those days
kings kept their crowns on their heads, and not in the T'ower—
stamped the ground, rapped his forehead, wondered why his
own fleshi and hlood rehelled against him, and, finally, calling
in his guards, ordered the prince away to instant confinement
in a lofly turret—a course of trealment which the kings of old
very generally pursued towards their sons, when their matri-
monial inclinations did not happen to point to the same quarter
as their own.

“ When Prince Bladud had been shut up in the lofty turret
for the greater part of a year, wilh no better prospect before his
Bodily eves than a stone wall, or before his mental vision than
prolonged imprisonment, he naturally began to ruminate on a
plan of escape, which after months of preparation he managed
to accomplish ; considerately leaving his dinner knife in the heart
of his gaoler, lest the poor fellow (who had a family) should be
constdered privy to his flight, and pumshed accordingly by Lhe
infuriated king.

“The monareh was frantic at the loss of his son. He
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knew not on whom to vent his grief and wrath, until for-
tunately bethinking himself of the Lord Chamberlain who had
brought him home, bhe struck off his pension and his head to-
gether.

¢ lyleanwhile, the young prince effectually disguised wandered
on Toul through his father’s dominions, cheered and supported
in all his hardships by sweel thoughts of the Athenian maid, who
was the innocent cause of his weary trials, One day he stopped
to rest in a country village ; and seeing (hat there were gay
dances going forward on the green, and gay faces passing to and
{ro, ventured to inquire of a reveller who stood near him, the
reason for this rejoicing.

“¢Know you not, O stranger,” was the reply, ¢ of the recent
proclamation of our gracious king?’

“ ¢ Proelamation ! No. Whal proclamation?’ rejoined the
prince—for he had (ravelled along the bye and little-lrequented
ways, and knew nothing of what had passed upon the public
roads, such as they were,

“{'Why, replied the peasant, ©the forcign lady thai our
prince wished to wed, is married (0 a foreign noble of her own
country ; and the king proclaims the fact, and a great public
festival besides; for now, of course, Prince Bladud will come
hack and marry the lady his falher chose, who they say is as
heautiful as the noon-day sun. Your healih, Sir. God save the
king !’

“The prince remained to hear no more. He fled from the
spot, and plunged into the thickest recesses of a neighbouring
wood. Onb, on he wandered, night and day, heneath the blazing
sun, and the cold pale moon; through the dry heal of noon,
and the damp cold of night; in the grey light of morn, and the
red glare of eve. So hecdless was he of time or object, that
heing bound for Atlhens, he wandered as far out of his way as
Bath.

“ There was no city where Bath stands, then. There was no
vestige of human habitation, or sign of man’s resort, lo bear
the name ; but there was the same noble country, the same broad
expanse of hill and dale, the same beautiful chanuel stealing on,
far away ; the same lofty mountains which, like (he troubles of
life, viewed at a distance, and partially cbscured by the bright
mist of its morning, lose their ruggedness and asperily, and seem
ali ease and softness. Moved by the geatle beauty of the scene,
the prinee sank upon the green lurl, and bathed his swollen feet
in his tears.

#¢Oh!’ said the unhappy Bladud, clasping his hands, and
mournfuily raising his eyes towards the sky, * wouold thal my
wanderings might end here ; would that these graleful lears with
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which I now mourn hope misplaced, and love despised might
{low in peace for ever!’

“The wish was heard. It was in the time of the heathen
deities, who used occasionally to take people at their words, with
a prompiness, in some cases extremely awkward, The ground
opened beneath the prince’s feel ; he sunk into the chasm, and
instantaneously it closed upon his head for ever, save where his
hot tears welled up through the earth, and where they have
eontinued to gush forth ever since,

1t is ahservable that, lo this day, large numbers of elderly
ladies and genllemen who have been disappointed in procuring
partners, and almost as many young ones who are anxious to
obtain them, repair annually to Bath to drink the waters, from
which they derive much strength and comfort. 'This is most
complimentary to the virtue of Prince Bladud’s tears and strongly
corroboralive of the veracity of this legend.”

Mr. Pickwick vawned several times when he had arrived at
Lhe end of this little manoscript, earefully refolded, and replaced
it in the inkstand drawer, and Llhen, with a counlenance ex-
pressive of the utmost weariness, lighted his chamber candle,
and went up stairs to bed.

He stopped at Mr, Dowler’s door, according to custom, and
knocked, to say, good night.

“Ah!" said Dowler, ““going to bed?—I wish I was. Dismal
night, Windy, isn’t it?”

“Very,” said Mr. Pickwick. “Good night.

“(yood night.”

Me. Pickwick went fo his bed-chamber, and Mr. Dowler re-
sumed his seat before the fire, in fullilment of his rash promise
fo sit up till his wife came home.

There are few things more worrying than silling up for some-
body, especially if that somebody be at a party. You cannot
help thinking how quickiy the time passes with them, which
drags so heavily with you; and the more you think of this, the
more your hopes of their speedy arrival decline. Clocks tick so
loud, too, when you are sitting vp alone; and you seem—at
least we always do—as if you had got an under garment oi
cobwebs on. First, something tickles your right knee, and then
thesame sensation irvitates yourleft. You have no sooner changed
your position, than it comes again in the arms ; and when you
have fidgeted your limbs into afl sorts of qucer shapes, you have
a sudden relapse in the nose, which voo rob as if to rub it off—
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as there is no doubt you would, if you eould. Eyes, too, are
mere personal inconveniences, and the wick of one candle gels
an inch and a half long, while you are soulling the other.
These, and various other little nervous annoyances, render
sitting up for a fength of time, after everybody else has gone to
bed, anything but a cheerful amusement.

This was jost Mr. Dowler’s opinion, as he sat hefore the fire,
and felt honestly indignant with all the inhoman people at the
party who were keeping him up. He was not put into better
humour elther, by the reflection that he had taken it into his
head, early in the evening, to think he had got an ache there,
and so stopped at home. At length, after several droppings
asleep, and fallings forward towards the bars, and catchings
hackward scon enough to prevent being branded in the face,
Mr. Dowler made up his mind that he would just throw
himself on the bed in the back room and thirk—not sleep, of
course.

“1’'m a heavy sleeper,” said Mr. Dowler, as he {lung himself
on the bed. “‘1 must keep awake ;—1 suppose 1 shall hear a
knock here. Yes. 1 thought so. I can hear the watchman. There
be goes. Fainler now though. A little fainter. He’s turning the
corner. Ah!” When Mr. Dowler arvived at this point, Ae
turned the corner at which he had been so long besitating, and
fell fast asleep.

Just as the clock struck three, there were blown into the
Crescent a sedan-chair, with Mrs. Dowler inside, borne by one
short fat chairman, and one long thin one, who had had much
ado all tho way to keep their bodies perpendicular, to say nothing
of the chair ; but on that high ground and in the Crescent, which
the wind swept round and round as if it were going fo tear the
paving stones up, its fury was tremendous. They were very glad
to set the chair down, and give a good round loud doubie knock
at the street-door.

They waited some time, but nobody came.

““ Servants is in the arms o’ Porpus, 1 think,” said the short
chairman, warming his hands at ihe attendant link-boy’s torch,

*1wish he'd give ‘em a squeeze and wake "em,” observed the
long one.

‘“Knock again, will you, if you please?” cried Mrs. Dowler
from the chair. ‘“Knock two or three limes, if you please.”

The short man was quite willing to gef the job aver, as soon
as possible ; so he stood on the step, and gave four or {ive most
slartling double knocks, of eight or len knocks a piece, while the
long man went into the road, and looked up at the windows
for a light.

Nobody came. 1t wax all as silenl and as dark as ever.
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said Mrs. Dowler. “ You must knock again,

[ X5

“ Dear me!
if you please.”
““ Their at’l a bell, is there, ma’am ?** said the short chairman.

“ Yes, there is,” interposed the link-boy; ““ I've been a ringing
at it ever so long.”

“ ]t'sonly a handle,” said Mrs. Dowler, ** the wire’s broken.”

¢ T wish the servant’s heads wos,” growled thelong man.

Y must trouble you lo knock again, if you please,” said
Mrs. Dowler wilh the utmost pohtcneas

The short man did knock again several limes, wilhout pro—
ducing the smallest effect. The tall man, growing very impa-
tient, then relieved him, and kept on perpetually knocking
double knocks of two loud knocks each, like an ingane postmai.

At length Mr. Winkle began to dream that be was at aclub,
and thal the members being very refractory, the chairman was
obliged to hammer the lable a good deal to preserve order ; then
he had a confused notion of an auclion-room where there were
no bidders, and the auclioneer was buying everything in; and
ultimately be began to think it just wilbin the bounds of pos—
sibility that somebody might be krocking at the sireet door. To
malke quite certain, however, he remained quiet in béd. for ten

minutes or so, and listened ; and when he had counted two or
three and thirty knocks, he feltqmte satisfied, and gave himself
a greal deal of credil l‘or heing so wakeful.

““ Rap rap —rap rap—rap rap —ra, ra, ra, ra, ra, rap,” went
the knocker.

Mr. Winkle jumped out of hed, wondering very much what
could possibly be the matter, and hastily putting on his slockings
and slippers, folded his dressing gown round him, lighted a flat
candle from the rushlight that was burning in Lhe fire-place, and
hurried down stairs.

“ Here’s somebody comin’ at last, ma’am,” said the short
chairman.

«“ T wish 1 wos behind him vith a bradawl,” mutliered the
long one,

“ Whos there?” cried Mr. Winkle, undeing the chain.

“ Non’t stop to ask questions, cast-iron head,” replied the
long man, with great disgust ; taking it for granted that the
inquirer was a footman; * open the door.”

“ Come, look sharp, timber eyelids,” added the olher, en-
couragingly.

Mr. Winkle, being half asleep, obeyed the command mechani-
cally, opened the dooralittle, and peeped out. The first Lhing he
saw was the red glare of the link-boy’s torch. Startled by Lhe
sudden fear that the house might be on [ire, he hastily threw
the door wide open, and holding the candle ahove his head,

-
11 /
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stared eagerly before him, not quite certain whether what he
saw was i sedan-chair or a fire engine. At this instant there
came a violent gust of wind : the light was blown out ; Mr.
Winkle felt himself irresistibly impelled on to the steps, and the
door blew {o, with a loud crash.

“ Well, young man, now you Aave done it,” said the short
¢hairman.

Mr. Winkle, eatehing sight of a lady’s face at the window of
the.sedan, turned hastily round, plied the knocker with all his
might and main, and called franlically upen the chairman to
take the chair away again.

¢ Take it away, take il away,” cried Mr. Winkle. * Here's
somebody coming out of another house ; put me into the chair.
Hide me—do somelhing with me.”

All this time he was shivering with cold, and cvery time he
raised his hand to the knocker the wind took the dressing gown
in a most unpleasanl manner.

“ "The people are coming down {he Crescent now. There are
ladies with ’em ; cover me up with something. Stand beforeme,”
roared Mr. Winkle. But the chairmen were too much exhausted
with langhing to afford him the slightest assistance, and the
ladies were every moment approaching ncarer and nearer.

Mr. Winkle gave a lasl hopeless knock ; the Iadics were only
a fow doors off. e threw away the extinguished candle which
all this time he had held above his head, and fairly bolted into
the sedan-chair where Mrs. Dowler was.

Now, Mrs. Craddock had heard the knocking and the voices
at last ; and, just waiting to put something smarler on her head
than her night-cap, ran down into the froni drawing-room fo
make sure thal it wasthe righl party, and (hrew up the window-
sash just as Mr. Winkle was rushing into the chair; she no
sooner caught sight of what was going forward below, than she
raised a vehement and dismal shriek, and implored Mr, Dowler
to get up directly, for his wife was running away with another
gentleman.

Upon this, Mr. Dowler bounced off the bed as abruptly as an
India-rubber bali, and rushing into the front room, arrived at
one window just as Mr. Pickwick threw up the other, when
the first object that met the gaze of hoth, was Mr. Winkle bolt-
ing into the sedan-chair.

“ Walchman,” shouted Dowler furiously, ¢ stop him—hold
him—keep him tight—shut him in, till I come down. I'll cul
his throat—give me a knife—{rom ear to ear, Mrs. Craddock.
I will!” And, breaking from the shrieking landlady, and from
Mr. Rickwick, the indignant hushand seized a small supper-
knife, and lore inlo the s{reet.



OF THE PICKWICK CLUB. 09

But Mr. Winkle dido’t wail for him. He no sooner heard the
horrible threat of the valorous Dowler, than he bounced out of
the sedan quile as quickly as he had bounced in, and throwing
off his slippers into the road, {ook to his heels and tore round
the Crescent, hotly pursued by Dowler and the watchman. He
kept ahead ; the door was open as he came round the second
time, he rushed in, slammed it in Dowler’s face, mounted to his
bed-room, locked the door, piled a wash-hand-stand, chest of
drawers and iable against it, and packed op a few necessaries
ready for flight with the first light of morning.

Dowler eame up to the outside of the door, avowed, through
the key-hole, his steadfast determination of cutting Mr. Winkle's
throat next day; and, after a great confusion of voices in the
drawing-room, amidst which that of Mr. Pickwick was distinctly
heard endeavouring to make peace, the inmates dispersed to
their several bed-chambers, and all was quiet once more.

It is not unlikely that the inquiry may be made, where Mr,
Weller was, all this time? We will state where he was, in the
next chapter.

CHAPTER VIII.

FTONOUKADLY AGCOUNTS FOR MR. WELLER'S ADSENCE, DY DESCRIBING A SOIREE TG WHICH
R WAS INVITED AXD WENT. — ALSO RELATES OOW [IE WAS ENTRUSTED BY ME.
PICKWICK WITIHL A PRIVATR MISSION OF DELICACY AND IMPORTANCE,

“ Mr. WELLER,” said Mrs, Craddock, upon the morning of
this very eventful day, *¢ here’s a letter for you.”

* Wery odd that,” said Sam, *“ 'm afeerd there must he
somethin’ the matter, for I don’t recolliect any gen’lm’n in my
circle of acquaintance as is capable o’ writin’ cne.”

* Perhaps something uncommon has taken place,” observed
Mrs. Craddock.

“ It must be somethin’ wery uncommon indeed, as could
perduce a letter out o’ any friend o’ mine,” replied Sam, shak-
ing his head dubiously ; ** nothin’ less than a nat’ral conwulsion,
as the young gen’lm’n observed ven he wos took with fits, It
can’t be from the gov'ner,” said Sam, looking at the direction.
* He always prints, I know, "cos he learnt writin’ from the large
bills in the bookin’ offices, I's a wery strange thing now, where
this here letter can ba’ come from.”

As Sam said this, he did what a great many people do when
they are uncertain about the wriler of a note,—looked at the
seal, and then al the iront, and then at the back, and then at the
sides, and then at the superseription ; and, as a last resource,
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thought perhaps he might as well look at the inside, and try Lo
find out from that.

** It’s wrote on gilt-edged paper,” said Sam, as he unfolded
iL, “ and sealed in bronze vax vith the top of a door-key., Now
for it.” And, with a very grave face, Mr. Weller slowly read as
Tollows : '

“ A select company of the Bath footmen presents their compli-
ments to Mr. Weller, and requests the pleasure of his company
this evening, to a friendly swarry, consisting of a boiled leg of
mutton with the usual trimmings. The swarry to be on table at
haif-past nine o’clock punctually.”

This was inclosed in another note, which ran thus—

* Mp. John Smauker, the gentleman who had the pleasure of
meeling Mr. Weller at the house of their mutual acquaintance,
Mr. Bantam, a few days since, begs to inclose Mr. Weller the
herewith invitation, It Mr. Weller will call on Mr. Johin Smauker
at nine o’clock, Mr. John Smauker will have the pleasure of
introducing Mr. Weller.

{ Signed) ¢* Joun SMAUKER.”

The envelope was directed to blank Weller, Esq. , at Mr. Pick-
wick’s ; and in a parenthesis, in the left-hand corner, were the
words ¢ airy bell,” as an instroction to the bearer.

“ Vell,” said Sam, ** this is comin’ it rayther powerful, this
is. T nover heard a biled leg o’ mutton called a swarry atore. 1
wonder wot they'd call a roast one.”

However, without waiting to debate the point, Sam at once
betook himself into the presence of Mr. Pickwick, and requested
leave of absence {or that evening, which was readily granted.
With this permission, and lhe street-door key, Sam Weller
issued forth a little before the appointed time, and strolled lei-
surely towards Queen Square, which he no sooner gained than
he had the salisfaction of heholding Mr. John Smuuker leaning
his powdered head against a lamp post at a short distance off,
smoking a cigar through anamber {ube,

“ How do you do, Mr. Weller?” said Mr. John Smauker,
raising his hat gracefully with one hand, while he gently waved
the other in a condescending manner. ¢ Llow do yoa do, Sir?

* Why, reasonably conwalessent,” replied Sam. * How do
you find yourself, my dear feller? ”

“ QOnly so so,” said Mr. John Smauker.

< Ah, you've been a workin’ too hard,” observed Sam. ‘I was
fearful you would ; it won't do, you kuow ; you must nol give
way to that "ere uncompromisin’ spirit o’ your'n,”

< It’s not so much that, Mr. Weller,” replied Mr. John
Smauker, ¢ 48 bad wine; I’'m afraid I've been dissipating.”



OF THE PICKWICK CLUB, 101

« Oh! that’s it, is it?”" said Sam; “ that’s a wery bad com-
plaint, that.”

“ And yel the temptatlon you see, Mr. Weller,” observed
Mr. John Smauker.

 Ah, to be sure,” said Sam.

“ Plunged into the very vortex of society, you know, Mr. Wel-
ler,” said Mr. John Smauker with a sigh.

¢ Dreadful indeed ! rejoined Sam.

¢ But it’s always the way,” said Mr. John Smauker ; * if your
destiny leads you into public life, and public station, you must
expect to be subjected to temptations which other people is frec
from, Mr. Weller.”

¢ Precisely what my uncle said, ven Ze vent into the public
line ;7 remarked Sam, ““ and wery right the old ger’lm’n wos, for
he drank his-sclf {o dcath in somethin’ less than a quarter.”

Mr. John Smauker looked deeply indignant at any parallel
being drawn between himsclf and the deceased gentleman in
question ; but as Sam’s face was in the most immoveable state of
calmness, he thought better of it, and looked affable again.

“Perhaps we had better be walkmcr ” said Mr. Smauker,
consulting a copper time-piece which dvvelt at the holiom of a
deep watch-pocket, and was raised (o the surface by means of a
Ilack string, with a copper key at the other end.

“Praps ve had,” replied Sam, * or they'll overdo the
swarry, and that’ll spile it.”

““ Have you drank the waters, Mr. Weiler?” inquired his com-
panion, as they walked towards High Street.

“ Once,” replied Sam.

“What did you think of 'em, Sir?”

¢} thought they wos particklery unpleasanl,” replied San.

¢ Ah,” said Mr. John Smauker, “ you disliked (he ikillibeate
taste, perhaps?”

“1don’t know much about that “ere,” said Sam. ** I thought
they’d a wery strong llavour ¢” warm flat irons.”

“That is the killibeate, Mr. Weller,” observed Mr. John
Smauker conterptuousiy.

“Vell, if il is, it’s a wery inexpressive word, that’s all,” said
Sam, It may be, but I ain’t much in the chimical line myself,
so I can’t say.” And here, fo the great horror of Mr. John
Smauker, Sam Weller began to whistle.

‘1 beg your pardon, Mr. Weller,” said Mr. John Smauker,
agonized at the exceedingly ungenteel sound. “ Will you take
my arm?”

“Thanl’ee, you're wery good, but T won’t deprive you of it,”
replied Sam. ““I've vayther a way o puttin’ my hands in my
pockets, if i’s all tie same to you.” As Sam said this, he suited



io2 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS

the action to the word, and whistled far louder than hefore.
“ This way,” said his new friend, apparently much relieved as
they turned down a bye street ; < we shall soon be there.”
‘ Shall we?” said Sam, quite unmoved by the announcement
of his close vicinity to the select footmen of Bath.

“Yes,” said Mr. John Smauker. “ Down’t be alarmed, Mr.
Weller,”

“Oh no,” said Sam,

“You'll see some very handsome uniforms, Mr. Weller,” con-
tinued Mr. John Smauker ; *“ and perbaps you’ll find some of the
gentlemen rather high at first, you know, but they’ll soon come
round.”

“ That’s wery kind on ’em,” replied Sam.

‘ And you know,” resumed Mr. John Smauker, with an air
of sublime protection ; ¢ you know, as youre a stranger, per-
haps they’ll be rather hard upon you al lirst.”

““ They won’t be wery cruel, though, will they ?** inquired Sam.

‘“No, no,” replied Mr. John Smauker, puliing forth the fox’s
head, and taking a gentlemanly pinch. “ There are some funny
dogs among us, and they will have their joke, you know ; but
You musin’t mind ‘em, you mustn’t mind ‘em.”

“ Tl try and bear up agin such a reg’lar knock down o ta-
lent,” replied Sam.

- “That’s right,” said Mr. John Smauker, putting up the fox’s
head, and elevating his own; ¢ I'll stand by you.”

By his time they had reached a small greengrocer’s shop,
which Mr. John Smauker entered, followed by Sam, who, the
moment he got behind him, relapsed into a series of the very
broadest and most unmitigated grins, and manifested other
demonstrations of heing in a highly enviable state of inward
merriment.

Crossing the greengrocer’s shop, and pulting their hats on
the stairs in the little passage behind it, they walked into a
small parlour ; and here the full splendour of the scene burst
upon Mr. Weller’s view.

A couple of tables were put together in the middle of the
parlour, covered with three or four cloths of different ages and
dates of washing, arranged {o look as much like one as the ¢ir-
cumslances of the case would allow. Upon these, were laid
knives and forks for six or eight people. Some of the kunife
handles were green, others red, and a few more yellow; and
as all the forks were black, the combination of colours was ex-
ceedingly striking. Plates for a corresponding number of guesls
were warming behind the fender; and the guests themselves
were warming before it, the chief and most important of whem
appeared to be a stoulish genfleman in a bright erimson coat
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with long tails, vividly red breeches, and a cocked hat, who was
standing wilh his back to the fire, and had apparently just enter-
ed, for besides retaining his cocked hat on his head, he carried
in his hand a high stick, such as gentlemen of his profession
ustially elevate in a sloping position over the roofs of carriages.

* Smauker, my lad—your fin,” said the genileman with the
cocked hat. '

Mr. Smauker dove-tailed the top joint of his right hand little
finger into that of the gentleman with the cocked hat, and said
he was charmed to see him looking so well.

“Well, they tell me I am looking pretly blooming,” said the
man with the coclked hat, ‘“ and it’s a wonder, too, I've been
following cur old woman about, two hours a-day for the last
fortnight, and il a conslant conternplation of the manner in
which she hooks-and-eyes that infernal lavender-coloured old
wown of her’s behind, isn’t enough to throw anyboedy into a
low stale of despondency for life, stop my quarter’s salary.”

At this, the assembled selections laughed very heartily; and
one gentieman in a yellow waistcoat, with a coach (rimming
border, whispered a neighbour in green foil smalls, that Tuckle
was in spirits Lo-night,

“ By the by,” said Mr. 'Tuckle, *‘ Smauker, my boy, you'—
The remainder of the sentence was forwarded into Mr. John
Smauker’s car, by whisper.

“QOh, dear me, I quite forgot,” said Mr. John Smauker.
* Gentlemen, my friend Mr. Weller,”

t Sorry to keep the fire off you, Weller,” said Mr. Tuclde,
with a familiar nod. *“ Hope you're not cold, Weller?”

¢ Nol by no means, Blazes,” replied Sam. “ It "ud be a wery
chilly subjoct as felt cold ven you stood opposit. Youwdsave coals
it they put you behind the fender in the vatin’ room at a public
office, you would.”

As this relort appeared to-convey rather a personal allusion (o
Mr. Tuekle’s erimson livery, that gentleman looked majestic for
a few seconds, but gradually edging away from the fire, broke
into a forced smile, and said il wasn’t bad.

“ Wery much obliged for your gond opinien, Sir,” replicd
Sam. ‘¢ We shall get on by degrees, I des-say. We'll ry a
hetler one, by and by.”

At this point the conversalion was interrupted by the arrival
of a gentleman in orangc-coloured plush, accompanicd by an-
other selection in purple cloth, with a great extent of stocking,
T'he new comers having been welcomed by the old ones, Mr.
T'uckle put the question that supper be ordered in, which was
carried unanimously.

The greengrocer and his wile Lhen avranged upon the table

L]
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a boiled leg of mutton, hot, with caper sauce, turnips, and
potatoes. Mr. Tuckle took the chair, and was supported at the
other end of ihe board by the gentleman in orange plush. The
greengrocer put on a pair of wash-leather gloves to hand the
plates with, and stationed himself behind Mr. Tuckle’s chair.

¢ Harris,” said Mr. Tuckle, in a commanding tone.

¢ Sir,” said the greengrocer.

*Have you got your gloves on?”

“Yes, Sir.”

¢ Then take the kiver off.”

¢ Yes, Sir.”

The greengrocer did as he was told, with a show of great
humility, and ohsequiously handed Mr, Tuckle the carving knife ;
in doing which, be accidentally gaped.

“ What do you mean by that, Sir?”* said Mr. Tuckle, with
great asperily. .

<1 beg your pacdon, Sir,” replied the erest-fallen greengroeer,
“ 1 didn’t mean to do it, Sir; T was ap very late last night, Sir.”

“1 tell you what my opinion of you is, Harris,” said Mr.
Tuckle, with a most impressive air : ** you're a wulgar beast.”

“T hope, gentlemen,” said Harris, ‘“that you won’t be se-
vere with me, gentlemen. I'm very much obliged {o vou indeed,
gentlemen, for your patronage, and &lso for your recommen-
dations, gentlemen, whenever additional assistance in waiting
is required. 1 hope, gentlemen, I give satisfaction.”

¢No, you don’t, Sir,” said Mr. Tuckle. ¢ Veryfar from it, Sir.”

“We consider you an inattentive reskel,” said the genlleman
in the orange plush,

“ Andalow thief,” added the gentlemanin the greenfoil smalls.,

“ And an unreclaimable blaygaird,” added the gentleman in
purple.

The poor greengrocer bowed very humbly while these litile
epithets were bestowed upon him, in the true spirit of the very
smallest tyranny ; and when everybody had said something to
show his superiority, Mr. Tuckle proceeded to carve the leg of
mutton, and to help the company.

This important business of the evening had hardly com-
menced, when the door was thrown briskly open, and another
gentleman in a lighi-blue suit, and leaden buttons, made his
appearance.

¢ Against the rules,” said Mr. Tuckle. Too late, too late.”

“ No, no; positively I couldn’t help it,” said the gentleman
in blue, ¢“I appeal to the company — an aﬂ‘air of gallantry now
— an appintment at the theayter.”

“ Oh, that indeed ?” said (he gentleman in the orange plush.

¢ Yes; raly now, honour bright,” said the man in blue. 1



OF TIHE PICKWICK CLUB. 109

made a promese to Telch our youngest davghter at hali-past ten,
and she is such an uncauminly fine gal, that T raly hadn’t the
art to disappint her. No offence to the present company, Sir,
but a pelticut, Sir,—a petlicut, Sir, is irrevokeable.”

‘I begin to suspect there’s something in that quarter,” said
Tuckle, as the new comer took his seat next Sam. ¢ T've re-
marked once or twice, that she leans very heavy on your
shoulder when she gets in and oal of the carriage.”

*“Oh raly, raly, Tuckle, you shouldn’t,” said the man in blue.
¢ Jt’s not fair. 1 may have said to one or two friends that she
was a very divine ercechure, and had refused one or two offers
without any hobvus cause, but—no, no, no, indeed, Tuckle
—before strangers, too—it’s nol right—you shouldn’t. Deli-
cacy, my dear friend, delicacy.” And the man in blue, pulling
up his neckerchief, and adjusting his coal cufls, nodded and
frowned as if there were more behind which he could say if he
liked, but was bound in honour to suppress.

Fhe man in blue being a ligh{-haired, stiff-necked, free and
easy sort of footman, with a swaggering air and pert face, had
attracted Mr. Weller’s especial attention at first; but when he
began to come out in this way, Sam fell more than ever disposed
to cultivate his acquaintance; so he launched himself into the
conversafion at once, with characteristic independence.

“ Your health, Sir,” said Sam. *“‘I like your conwersation
much. I thionk it’s wery pretty.”

At this the man in blue smiled as if it were a compliment he
was wcll used to ; but looked approvingly on Sam at the same
time, and said he hoped he should be belter acquainted with him,
for without any flattery at all he seemed to have the makings of
a very nice fellow aboud him—just the man after his own heart.

“You're wery good, Sir,”" said Sam. “ What a lucky feller
you are!”

“ How do you mcan?” inquircd the gentleman in bluc.

“That "ere young lady,” replied Sam. ‘ She knows wol’s wot,
she does. Ah, Isee.” Mr. Weller closed one eye, and shook his
head {from snde to side in a manner which was highly gratifying
to ihe personal Vamty of the gentkman in blue.

“ I'm afraid you're a cunning fellow, Mr. Wcller said that
individual.

“ No, no,” said Sam. 1 leave all that "ere to you. Its a great
deal more in your way than mine , as the ger’Im’n on Lhe right
side 0" the garden vall said to the man on the wrong 'un, ven
the mad bull wos a cumin’ up the lane.”

“Well, well, Mr. Weller,” said the gentleman in blue, |
think she has remarked my air and manner, Mr. Weller,”

¢+ Ishould think she couldw’t wery well be off v’ that,” said Sant.
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‘“ Have you any litlle thing of that kind in hand, Sir?” in-
quired the favoured gentleman in blue, drawing a toothpick
from his waistcoat pocket.

“ Not exaclly,” said Sam. ‘* There’s no daughters al my place,
else o’ course I should ha’made up Lo vun on’em. Asit s, I
don’t think I ean do vith anythin’ under a female markis, I
might take up vith a young ’coman o’ large property as hadn’t
a litle, if she made wery fierce love to me—not else.”

“Of course not, Mr. Weller,” said the gentleman in blue,
“ one can’t be troubled, you know ; and we know, Mr. Weller
—we, who are men of the world—that a good uniform must
work its way with the women, sooner or later. In fact, that's
the only thing, between you and I, that makes the service worth
entering inte.”

“ Just s0,” said Sam. ** That’s it, o’ couse.”

‘When this confidential dialogue had gone thus far, glasses
were placed round, and every gentleman ordered what he liked
best, before the public~house shul up. The gentleman in bluc
and the man in orange, who were the chief exquisites of the
party, ordered ‘¢ cold srub and water ;" but with the others, gin
and water sweet, appeared to be the favourite beverage. Sam
called the greengrocer a ‘“ desprate willin,” and ordered a
large bowl of punch—Ctwo circumstances which seemed (o raise
him very much, in the opinion of Lhe seleclions,

“ Gentlemen,” said the man in blao, with an air of lhe most
consummate dandyism, ** Ull give you the ladies; come.”

¢ Hear, hear!” said Sam. * The young missises.”

Here there was a loud ery of ¢ Order,” and Mr. John Smauker,
as the gentleman who had introduced Mr. Weller inlo thal
company, begged to inform him that the word he had just made
usc of, was unparliamentary.

““ Which word was that "ere, Sir?” inquired Sam.

“ Missises, Sir,” replicd Mr. Johu Smauker, with an alarming
frown. ‘“ We don’t recognize such distinctions here.”

“ Oh, wery good,” said Sam; ¢ then 'l amend the obserwa-
tion, and call ‘em the dear creelurs, if Blazes will allow me.”

Some doubl appeared to exist in the mind of (he gentleman in
the green foil smalls, whether the chairman could he legally ap-
pealed to, as “* Blazos.” but as the company seemed more dis-
posed to stand upon their own rights than his, the question was
not raised. The man with the coeked hat, breathed short, and
looked long at Sam, bul apparently thought it as well to say
nothing, in case he should get the worst of it.

After a shorl silence, a genlleman in an embroidered coal
reaching down (o his heels, and a waistcoat of the same, which
kept onc half of his legs warm, stirred his gin and water will:



OF THE PICKWICK CLUB. 107

great energy, and putting himself upon his feet, all at once, by
a violent effort, said he was desirous of offering a few remarks
to the company, whereupon the person in the cocked hat had
no doubt that the company would be very happy to hear any
remarks that the man in the Jong coat might wish to offer.

“1 feel a great delicacy, genllemen, in coming for’ard,” said
the man in the long coat, *“ having the misforchune to he a coach-
man, and being only admilted as a honorary member of these
agreeable swarreys; but 1 do feel myself bound, genilemen—
drove into a corner, if I may use the expression—to make known
an afflicting cireumstance which has come to my knowledge;
which has happened 1 may say within the soap of my every day
contemplation. Gentlemen, our friend Mr. Whiifers (everyhody
looked at the individual in orange), our friend Mr. Whiffers has
resigned.”

Universal astonishment fell apon the hearers. Each gentle-
man looked in his neighbour’s face, and then transferred his
glance to the upstanding coachman.

“ You may well be sapparised, gentlemen,” said the coach-
man. ‘T will not wenchure to state the reasons of this irrepair-
abel loss to the service, but 1 will beg Mr. Whiffers to state
them himself, for the improvement and imilaiion of his admiring
friends.”

The suggestion being loudly approved of, Mr, Whilfers ex-
plained. He said he certainly could bave wished to have conli-
nucd to hold the appointment which he had just resigned. The
uniform was extremely rich and expensive, the females of the
family was most agreeable, and the duties of the situation was
not, he was bound to say, too heavy; the principal service that
was required of him, being, that he should look out of the hall
window as much a possible, in company with another genlie-
man, who had also resigned. He could have wished to have
spared that company the painful and disgusting detail on which
he was about to enter, but as the explanation had been demanded
of him, he had no allernative but to s(ate, boldly and distincily,
that he had been required to eat cold meat.

It is impossible to conceive the disgust which this avowal
awakened in the bosoms of the hearers. Loud eries of ** Shame,”
mingled with groans and hisses, prevailed for a quarler of an
hour at least,

Mr. Whifl'ers then added thai he {feared a portion of this oul-
rage might be traced to his own forbearing and accommodating
disposition. He had a distinet recollection of having once con-
sented {o cat salt butter, and he had, moreover, on an occasion
of sudder sickness in {he house, so far forgotlen himsell as Lo
carry a coal seutlle up to the second ftoor. He trusled he had
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not lowered himself in the good opinion of his friends by Lhis
frank confession of his faults; and he hoped the promptiess with
which he had resented the last unmanly outrage on his feelings
to which he had referred, would reinstate him in their good opi-
nion, if he had.

Mr. Whitfers’ address was responded to, with a shout of ad-
miration, ard the health of the interesting martyr was drunk iu
a most enthusiastic manner; for this, the martyr returned thanks,
and proposed their visiter, Mr. Weller—a gentleman whom he
had not the pleasure of an intimale acquainlance with, but who
was the friend of Mr. John Smauker, which was a sullicient letter
of recommendation to any socicty of gentlemen whatever, or
wherever. On this account he should have been disposed to have
given Mr. Weller’s health with all the honours, if his friends had
been drinking wine ; but as they were taking spirits just by way of
a change, and as it might he inconvenient to empty a tumbier at
every toast, he should propose that the honours be naderstood.

AL the conclusion of this speech, everybody took a sip out of
their tumblers in honour of Sam ; and Sam having ladled out, and
drank, two {full glasses of punch in honouor of himsel, returned
thanks in a neat speech,

“Wery much obliged to you, old fellers,” said Sam, ladling
away at the punch in the moest unembarrassed manner possible,
¢ for this here compliment ; vich, comin’ from sich a quarter,
is wery overvelmin’. I've heerd a good deal on you as a body,
but 1 vill say, that T never thought you was sich uncommon nice
men as I {ind you air. T only hope you'll take care o’ yourselves,
and not eompromise nothin’ o* your dignity, which is a wery
charmin’ thing to sec, when one’s out a walkin’, and bas always
made me wery happy to look at, ever since I was a hoy about
half as high as the brass-headed stick 0o’ my wery respectable
friend, Blazes, there, As lo the wictim of oppression in the suit
o brimstone, all I can say of him is, that I hope he’ll get jist as
good a berth as he deserves; in vich case it’s wery liflle cold
swarry as ever he'll be troubled with agin.”

Here Sam sat down wilh a pleasant smile, and his speech
having been vociferously applauded, the company broke up.

“ Wy, you don’t mean to say you're a gein’, old feller?” said
Sam Weller to his friend Mr. John Smavcker.

“ 1 must indeed,” said Mr, Smauker; ‘1 promised Bantam.”

¢ Oh, wery well,” said Sam; ¢ that’s another thing. Praps
he’d resign if you disappinted him. You ain't a goin’, Blazes?”

“ Yes, T am,” said the man wilh the cocked hat.

“ 'Wot, and leave three quarters of a bowl of punch behind
you!” said Sam ; “ nonsense, set down agin.”

Mr. Tuckle was not proof against this iovitalion. He laid
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aside Lhe cocked hat and stick which he had just taken up, and
said he would have one glass just for good fellowship’s sake.

As the gentleman in blue went home the same way as
Mr. Tuckle, hie was prevailed upon to stop too, When the
punch was ahout half gone, Sam ordered in some oysters from
the greengrocer’s shop ; and the effect of both was so cxtremely
exhilarating, that Mr. Tuckle, dressed out with the ¢ocked. hat
and stick, danced the frog hornpipe among the shells on the
table, while the gentleman in blue plaved an accompaniment
upon an ingenious musical instrument formed of a hair comb
and a curl-paper. A last, when the punch was all gone, and
the night nearly so, they sailied forth to see each other home.
Mr. Tuckle no sooner got into the open air, than he was seized
with a sudden desire to lie on the curb-stone; Sam thought it
would be a pily to contradict him, and so let him have his own
way. As the cocked bat would have been spoilt if left there,
Sam very considerately flattened it down on the head of the
gentleman in blue, and putting the big stick in bis hand, propped
him up against his own street-door, rang the bell, and walked
quietly home,

At a much earlicr hour next morning than his usual time of
rising, Mr. Pickwick walked down stairs completely dressed,
and rang the bell,

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, when Mr. Weller appeared in
reply Lo the summons, ¢ shut the door.”

Mr. Weller did so.

“There was an unfortunate oecurrence here, last night, Sam,”
said Mr. Pickwick, “ which gave Mr. Winkle some cause to
apprelend violence from Mr. Dowler.”

““So I've heerd from the old lady down stairs, Sir,” replied
Sam.

“ And I'm sorry to say, Sam,” continued Mr. Pickwick, wilh
a most perplexed countenance, ** that in dread of this violence,
Mr. Winkle has gone away.”

‘“ Gone avay!” said Sam.

“ Left the house carly this morping without the slightest pre-
vious communication with me,” replied Mr. Pickwick. * And
is gone, I know not where.” .

¢ He should ha’ stopped and fought it cut, Sir,” replied Sam,
contemptuously, “* It vouldn't take much to seftle that ’ere
Dowler, Sir.”

“ Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, ‘1 may have my doubts of
his great bravery and determination, also. Buot however thal
may be, Mr. Winkle is gone. He must be found, Sam—found
and brought back to me.”

 And s'pose he von’t come back, Sir?"” said Sam. A
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* He must be made, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Who's to do it, Sir!” inquired Sam with a smile.

““ You," replied Mr. Pickwick,

“ Wery good, Sir.”

With these words Mr. Weller Ieft the room, and immediately
afterwards was heard to shut the streef-door. In two hours’ fime
he returned with as much coolness as if he had been despatched
on the most ordinary message possible, and brought the infor-
mation that an individuat in every respect answering Mr, Win-
kle’s description had gone over to Bristol that morning, by the
branch coach from the Royal Hotel.

“*Sam,” said Mr, Pickwick, grasping his hand, * you're a
capital fellow, an invaluable fellow. You must follow him,
Sam.”

¢ Cert'nly, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller,

¢ The instant you discover him, write to me immediately,
Sam,” said Mr., Pickwiclk. “‘If he attempls to run away from you,
knock him down, or lock him up. You have my full authority,
Sam.”

<« T’ll be wery careful, Sir,” rejoined Sam.

*Youll tell him,” said Mr. Pickwick, “* that I am highly
excited, highly displeased, and naturally indignant at the very
extraordinary course he has thought proper to pursue.”

- T will, Sir,” replied Sam.

“You'll tell him,” said Mr, Pickwick, ¢ that if he docs not
come back to this very house, with you, he will come back with
ine, for I will come and fetch him.”

¢ P’ll mention that ’ere, Sir,” rejoined Sam,

“You think you can find him, Sam?” said Mr. Pickwick,
looking earnestly in his face,

“ Oh, I'll find him if he’s any vere,” rejoined Sam, with
great confidence.

“ Very well,” said Mr. Pickwick. * Then the sooner you go-
the betler.”

With these instructions Mr, Pickwick placed a sum of money
in the hands of his faithful seertor and ordered him to start for
Bristol immediately, in pursuit of th_e fugitive.

Sam put a few necessaries in a carpet-bag, and was ready for
starting, He stopped when he had got to the end of the passage,
and walking quietly back, thrust his head in at the parlour door.

¢ 8ir,” whispered Sam.

“ Well, Sam,” said Mr, Pickwick.

“¢ 1 fully understands my instructions, do1, Sir?” inquired Sam.

1 hope s0,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“It’s reg’larly understood about the knockin’ down, is it, Sir?”

ﬁnqmred Sam,
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¢ Perfectly,” replicd Mr. Piekwick. ¢ Thoroughly. Do what
vou think necessary. You have my orders.”
Sam gave a uwod of inlelligence, and withdrawing his head
from the door, set forth on his pilgrimage with a light heart.

CHAPTER 1X.

HOW MR. WINKLE, WIEN J[E STEPPED OUT GF THE FRYING-PAK, WALKED GENTLY
AND COMFORTABLY INTO THE FIRE.

THE illstarred gentleman who had been the unforlunale cause
of the unusuval noise and disturbance which alarmed the inhabi-
tants of the Royal Crescent in manner and form already describ-
ed, after passing a night of great confusion and anxiety, lefl the
roof beneath which his friends still slumbered, bound he knew
not whither. The cxcellent and considerate feelings which
prompted Mr, Winkle to fake this step can never be (oo highly
appreciated or too warmly extolied. “¢ I{” —reasoned Mr.
Winkle with himself—* if this Dowler attempts {(as I have no
doubt he will) to carry into execution his threat of persoual
violence against myself, il will he incumbent on me to call him
out, lle has a wife; thal wife is attached to, and dependent on
him. Heavens! if I should kill him in the blindness of my wrath,
what would be my feelings ever afterwards !” "This painful con-
sideralion operaled so powerfully on the Teelings of the humane
young man, as {o cause his knees to knock logether, and his
countenance to exhibit alarming manifestations of inward emo-
tion. Impelled by these reflections, he grasped his carpet-bag,
and creeping stealthily down stairs, shut the dctestable street-
door with as little noise as possible, and walked off. Bending
his steps towards the Royal Hotel, he found a eoach on the point
of starting for Bristol; and thinking Bristol as good a place for
his purpose as any other he could go to, mounted on the box,
and reached his place of destination in such time as the pair of
horses, who went the whole stage and back again twice a day or
more, could be reasonably supposed to arrive there.

He ook up his quarters at The Bush ; and designing to post-
pone any communication by letter with Mr, Pickwick until it
was probable that Mr. Dowler’s wrath might have in some
degree evaporated, walked forth to view the eity, which struck
him as being a shade more dirly than any place he had ever
seen. Having inspected the docks and shipping, and viewed
the cathedral, he inquired his way to Clifton, and being directed
thither, took the route which was pointed out to him.  Bat, as
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the pavements of Bristol are not the widest or cleanest upon
varth, so its strects are not altogether the straightest or least in-
tricale ; and Mr. Winkle being greatly puzzled by their manifold
windings and twistings, lovked aboul him for a decent shop in
which he could apply afresh for counsel and instruction.

His eye fell upon a newly-painted tenement which had been
recenlly converted into somelhing between a shop and a privale-
house, and which a red lamp, projecting over the fan-light of
the street~doer, would have sufliciently announced as the resi-
dence of a medical practitioner, even if the word ** Surgery” bad
not been inscribed in golden characlers on a wainscot ground,
above the window of what, in times bygone, had heen the frant
parlour. Thinking this an eligible place wherein to make his
inquiries, Mr. Winkle stepped inlo (he littic shop where the
giltlabelled drawers and botlles were ; and finding nobody Lhere,
knocked with a half-crown on Lhe counter, to attract the atten-
Ltion of anybody who might happen to be in the back parlour,
which he judged to be the innermost and peculiar sanctum of
the ostablishment, from the repetition of the word surgery on
the door—painted in white letters this time, by way of tuking
off the sameness.

At the first knock, a sound, as of persens feneing with fire-
irons, which had until now been very andible, suddenly ceased ;
and at the sceond, a studious-looking young gentieman in green
spectacles, with a very large book in his hand, glided quietly
into the shop, and stepping behind the counter, requested 1o
know the visitor's pleasure,

« 1 am sorry Lo trouble you, Sir,” said Mr. Winkle, *“ bot will
you have the goodness to direct me to—~—"

<« Ha! ha! ha!” roared the studious young gentleman, throw-
ing the large bhook up into the air, and catching it with great
dexterity at the very moment when it threatened to smash (o
atoms all the bottles on the counter. ¢ Here’s a start !

There was, without doubt ; for Mr. Winkle was so very much
astonished at the exiraordinary behaviour of the medical gentle-
man, that he involuntarily relreated towards the door, and
Jooked very much disturbed at his sirange reception.

¢« What, don’t you know me?” said the medical genileman,

Mr. Winkle marmured, in reply, that he had not that pleasure.

« 'Why then,” said the medical gentleman, ¢ there are hopes
for me yet; I may attend half the old women in Bristol if I've
decent luck. Get out, yon mouldy old villain, get cut.” With
this adjuration, which was addressed (o the large book, the
medical gentleman kicked the volume with remarkable agility to
the further end of the shiop, and pulling off his green spectacles,
erinned the identical grin of Robert Sawyer, Esquire, formerly
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of Guy’s Hospital in the Borough, with a private residence in
Lant Street.

“You don’t mean to say you weren’t down upon me?" said
Mr. Bob Sawyer, shaking Mr. Winkle’s hand with friendly
warmth.

“ Upon my word I was not,” replied Mr. Winkle, returning
the pressure.

I wonder you didn’t see the name,” said Bob Sawyer, calling
his friend’s attention to the outer door, on which, in the same
white paint, were traced the words * Sawyer, late Nockemorf.”

“ 1t never caught my eye,” returned Mr. Winkle.

“Lord, if T had known who you were, I should have rushed
out, and caught you in my arms,” said Beb Sawyer; “but upon
my life, I thought you were the King’s-taxes.”

“ No!” said Mr. Winkle.

“T did, indeed,” responded Bob Sawyer, * and I was just
going to say that 1 wasn’t at home, bul if you’d leave a message
I'd be sure to give it to myself; for he don’t know me, no more
does the Lighting and Paving. 1 think the Church-rates guesses
who 1 am, and 1 know the Water-works does, because 1 drew
a tooth of his, when 1 first came down here.—DBut come in, come
in.” Chattering in this way, Mr, Bob Sawyer pushed Mr. Winkle
into the back room, where, amusing himself by boring little cir-
cular caverns in the chimney-piece with a red-hot poker, sat no
less a person than Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“ 'Well,” said Mr. Winkle, ‘ this is indeed a pleasurc that I
did not expect. What a very nice place you have here!”

‘ Pretty well, pretty well,” replicd Bob Sawyer. “ I passed,
soon after Lhat precious party, and my friends eame down will:
the needful for this business ; so I put on a black suit of clothes
and a pair of spectacles, and came here, to look as solemn as 1
couid.”

““ And a very snug litile business you have, no doubt?” said
Mr. Winkle, knowingly.

“VYery,” replied Bob Sawyer. *“So snug, that at the end of a
few years you might put all the profits in a wine glass, and
cover 'em over with a gooseberry leaf.”

“You cannot surely mean that?” said Mr., Winkle, ¢ The
stock itself—--"

“ Dummies, my dear boy,” said Bob Sawyer; ‘ half the
drawers have got nothing in "em, and the other half don’t open.”™

“ Nongense ! ” saidd Mr. Winkle.

“ Tact—honour!” returned Bob Sawver, stepping out inlo
the shop; and demonstrating the veracily of the assertion by di-
vers hard pulls at the little gilt knobs on the counterfeit drawers,

I, 8
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“ Hardly anything real in the shop but the leeches, and they
are second-hand.”

+« T shouldn’t have thought it!” exclaimed Mr. Winkle, much
surprised.

T hope not,” replied Bob Sawyer; “ else where’s the use of
appearances, eh? But what will you take? Do as we do!—
that’s right. Ben, my fine fellow, put your hand into the cup-
board, and bring out the patent digester,”

Mr. Benjamin Allen smiled his readiness, and produced from
the closet at his elbow a black bottle half full of brandy.

“ You don’t take water, of course?” said Bob Sawyer.

“ Thank vou,” replied Mr. Winkle. ¢ lts rather early : 1
should like to qualily it, if you have no objection,”

“ None in {he least, if you can reconeile il Lo your conscience,”
replied Bob Sawyer, lossing off, as he spoke, a glass of the liquor
with great relish.—*‘ Ben, the pipkin.”

Mr. Benjamin Allen drew forth from the same hiding-place a
small brass pipkin, which Bob Sawyer ohserved he prided him-
self upon, particularly, because it looked so business-like. The
water in the professional pipkin having been made to baeii, in
course of time, by various little shovels-full of coal, which
Mr. Bob Sawyer took out of a practicable window-seat, labelled
“ Soda Water,” Mr. Winkle adulterated his brandy; and the
conversation was becoming general, when il was inlerrupled
by the enfrance into the shop of a boy, in a sober grey livery
and a gold-laced hat with a smail covered basket under his
arm, whom Mr. Bob Sawyer immediately hailed with, ** Tom,
you vagahond, eome here.”

The boy presented himsell accordingly.

“You've been slopping {o over all the posts in Bristol, youn
idle young scamp?”’ said Mr. Bob Sawyer.,

“ No, Sir, T haven’t,” replied the boy.

** You had better not!” said Mr. Bob Sawyer, with a threai-
ening aspect. ¢ Who do you suppose will ever employ a pro-
fossional man, when they see his boy playing at marbles in the
gutter, or fiying the garler in the horse-road? Have vou no
Teeling for your professmn you groveller? Did you leave alf the
medicine?”

“Yes, Sir.’

“ The powders for the child, at the large house with the new
family, and the pills to be taken four times a day at the il-tem-
pered old gentleman’s with the gouty leg?”’

“ Yes, Sir.”

** Then shut the door, and mind the shop.”

“ Come,” said Mr. Winkle, as the boy retired, *“ things are
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not quite $0 bad as you would have me bhelieve, either. There
is some medicine to he sent ount.”

Mr. Bob Sawyer peeped into the shop to see that no stranger
was within hearing, and leaning forward fo Mr. Winkle, said,
in a low lone—

“ He leaves it all at the wrong houses.”

Mr. Winkle locked perplexed, and Bob Sawyer and his fricnd
langhed.

“ Dan’t you see?” said Bob; ““ he goes up to a house, rings
the area bell, pokes a packet of medicine without a direction
into the servan(’s band, and walks off. Servant takes it into the
dining-parlour ; master opens it, and reads the label, ¢ Draught
{o be taken at bedtime—pills as before—lotion as usual—zhe
powder. From Sawyer’s, late Nockemorf’s. Physicians’ pre~
scriptions carefully prepared :” and all the resl of it. Shows it
to his wife —she rcads the label; it goes down to the servants
—they read the label. Next day the boy calls : *Very sorry—
his mistake-—immense business—grest many parcels to deliver
—Mr. Sawyer’s compliments—late Nockemorf.’ ‘I'he name gets
known, and that’s the thing, my boy, in the medical way ; bless
your heart, old fellow, it’s better than all the advertising in the
world. We have got one four-ounce bottle that’s been to half
the houses in Bristol, and hasn’t done yel.”

“ Dear me, 1 see,” observed Mr. Winkle; ‘“what an excel-
lent plan !

“ Oh, Ben and I have hit upon a dozen such,” replied Bob
Sawyer, with great glee. ¢ The lamp-lighter has eighteen-pence
a week to pull the night-bell for len minutes, every time he
comes round ; and my boy always rushes into church just before
the psalms, when the people have got nothing to do but look
ahout "em, and calls me out, with horror and dismay depicted
on his countenanee. ‘ Bless my soul,” everybody says, ‘some-
boby taken suddenly ill! Sawyer, lale Nockemori, sent for.
What a business that young man has!"” ..

At the lermination of this disclosure of some of the mysteries
of medicine, Mr. Bob Sawyer aud his friend, Ben Allen, threw
themselves back in {heir respective chairs, and laughed hoister-
ously. When they had enjoyed the joke to their hearts’ content,
the discourse changed to topics in which Mr. Winkle was more
immediately interested.

We think we have hinted elsewhere, that Mr. Benjamin Allen
had a way of becoming sentimental after brandy. The case is
not a peculiar one, as we oursell can testify, having, on a few
nccasions, had to deal with patients svho have been afllicted in a
similar manner, At this precise period of his existence, Mr. Ben-
jamin Aflen bad perhaps a grealer predisposition to mandlinism
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than he had ever known before ; the cause of which malady was
briefly this. He had been staying nearly three weeks wilh Mr.
Bob Sawyer ; Mr. Bob Sawyer was not remarkable for temper-
ance, nor was Mr. Benjamin Allen for the ownership of a very
strong head ; and the consequence was, that, during the whole
space of time just mentioned, Mr. Benjamin Allen bad been
wavering between inloxication parlial and intoxication com-
lete,
d “ My dear friend,” said Mr. Ben Allen, taking advantage of
Mr. Bob Sawyer’s temporary absence behind the counter, whi-
ther he had retired to dispense some of the second-hand leeches,
previously referred lo, ““ my dear friend, 1 am very miserable.”

Mr. Winkle professed his heartfelt regret to hear it, and begged
to know whether he could do anything to alleviate the sorrows
of the suffering student.

“ Nothing, my dear boy—nothing,” said Ben. * You re-
collect Arabella, Winkle--my sister Arabelta—a litlle girl,
‘Winkle, with black eyes—when we were down at Wardle’s?
I don’t know whether you happened Lo notice her—a nice little
girl, Winkle, Perhaps my fealures may recal her countenance
to your recollection ?”

Mr. Winkle required nothing to recal the charming Arabelia
to his mind; and it was rather fortunate he did not, for (he
features of her brother Benjamin would unquestionably have
proved but an indifferent refresher to his memory. He answered,
with as much calmness as he could assume, that he perfectly re-
membered the young lady referred to, and sincerely trusted she
was in good health.

“ Our friend Bob is a delightful fellow, Winkle,” was the
only reply of Mr. Ben Allen.

¢ Very,” said Mr. Winkle, not much relishing this close con-
nexion of the two names.

¢ I designed ’em for each other; they were made for each
other, sent into the world for each other, born for each olher,
‘Winkle,” said Mr, Ben Allen, setting down his glass with great
emphasis. ¢ There’s a special destiny in the matter, my dear
Sir; there’s only five years’ difference between ’em, and both
their birthdays are in August.”

Mr. Winkle was too anxious to hear whal was {o follow, to
express much wonderment at this extraordinary circumstance,
marvellous as it was ; so Mr. Ben Allen, after a fear or two, weni
on to say, that, notwithstanding all his esteem and respect and
veneration for his friend, Arabella had unaccountably and un-
dutifully evinced the most determined antipathy to his person.

¢« And I think,” said Mr. Ben Allen, in conclusion, ¢ I think
there’s a prior attachment.”
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“ Have vou any idea who the object of it may be?” asked
Mr. Winkle, with great trepidation.

Mr. Ben Allen seized the poker, fourished if, in a warlike
manner above his head, inflicted a savage blow on an imaginary
skull, and wound up by saying, in a very expressive manner,
that he only wished he could guess—that was all.

“T "d show him what 1 thought of him,” said Mr. Ben Allen.
And round went the poker again, more liercely (han before.

All this was, of eourse, very soothing to the feelings of Mr.
Winlkle, who remained silent for a few minutes; but at lengih
wusterad vp resolution to inguire whether Miss Allen was in
Kent.

“ No, no,” said Mr, Ben Allen, laying aside the poker, and
luoking very cunning; ©“1 didn’t think Wardle’s exaclly the
place for a head-strong girl ; so, as I am her natural protector
and guardian, our parents being dead, 1 have brought her down
inlo this part of the country (o spend a few monlhs al an old
aunl’s, in a nice, dull, close place. I think that will cure her, my
boy; and if il doesn’t, § "N take her abroad for a lite whiie, and
see what {hat’ll do.”

¢ Oh, the aunt’s is in Bristol, is it?” faltered Mr. Winkle,

*“No, no—not in Bristol,” replied Mr. Ben Allen, jerking
his thumb over his right shoulder : *“ over that way—down
there, But, hush, here’s Bob, ot a word, my dear friend—
not a word.”

Short as this conversation was, il roused in Mr. Winkle the
highest degree of excitement and anxiety. The suspected prior
atlachment rankled in his heart. Could he be the object of it?
Could it he for him that Lhe fair Arabella had looked scornfully
on the sprightly Bob Sawyer, or bad he a successiul rival? He
delermined to see her, cost what it might; but here an insur-
mountable ohjection presenled itself, for whether the explana-
tory ‘ over that way,” and * down there,” of Mr. Ben Allen,
meant three miles off, or thirty, or thrce hundred, he could in
N0 wise guess.

But he had no opportunity of pondering over his love just
then, for Bob Sawyer’s return was the immediate precursor of
the arrival of a meat pic from the baker’s, of which that gentle-
man insisted on his staging to partake. The cloth was laid by an
occasional charwoman, who ofliciated in the capacily of Mr.
Bob Sawyer’s housekeeper ; and a third knife and fork having
been borrowed from the mother of the boy in the grey livery
(for Mr. Sawyer’s domestic arrangements were as yet conducted
on a limiled scale), lhey sat down to dinner; the beer being
served up, as Mr. Sawyer remarked, *¢ in its native pewter.”

After dinner, Mr. Bob Sawyer ordered in the largest mortar in
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the shop, and proceeded to brew a recking jorum of rum-punch
therein, stirring up and amalgamating the materials with a pestle
in 2 very creditable and apothecary-like maoner. Mr. Sawyer
Lieing a bachelor, had ooty one tumbler in the house, which was
assigned to Mr. Winkle as a compliment to the visitor, Mr. Ben
Allen being accommodated with a funnel with a cork in the
narrow end, and Bob Sawyer contenting himself with one of
those wide-lipped cristal vessels inscribed with a variety of caba-~
listic characters, in which chemists are wont to measure out their
liquid drugs in compounding prescriptions. These preliminaries
adjusted, the punch was lasted, and pronouneed exeellent ; and
it having been arranged that Bob Sawyer and Ben Allen should
be considered at fiberty to fill (wice to Mr. Winkle’s once, they
started fair, with great satisfaction and good fellowship.

Therc was npo singing, because Mr. Bob Sawyer said it
wouldn’t Jook professicnal; bui to make amends for this depri-
vation there was so much talking and laughing that it might
have been heard, and very likely was, at the end of the sireet :
which conversation materially lightened the hours and improved
the mind of Mr. Bob Sawyer’s boy, who, instead of devoting
the evening to his ordinary occupation of writing his name on
the counter, and rubbing it out again, pecped through the glass
door, and thus listened and looked on, at the same time.

The mirth of Mr. Bob Sawyer was rapidly ripening into the
Turious, Mr. Ber Allen was fast relapsing inlo the sentimental,
and the punch had well nigh disappeared altogether, when the
bov hastily running in, announced that a young woman had just
come over, Lo say that Sawyer late Nockemorl was wanted
directly, a couple of streets off. This broke up the party. Mr.
Bob Sawycr understanding the message after sume twenty re-
petitions, tied a wet cloth round his head lo sober himself,
and having partiafly succeeded, pul on his green spectaeles and
issued forth. Resisting all entreaties to stay till he came back,
and finding it quite impossible to engage Mr. Ben Allen in any
intelligible conversation on Lhe subject nearest his heart, or
indeed on any other, Mr, Winkle took his departure and relorned
to the Bush.

The anxiety of his mind, and the numerous meditations
which Arabella had awakened, prevented his sharc of the mor-
tar of punch producing that effect upon him which il would
have had, under other circumstances, So, after taking a glass
of soda-waler and brandy al the bar, he turned into the coffee-
rocem, dispirited rather than efevated by the cccurrences of the
evening.

Sitting in front of the fire, with his back towards him, was a
tallish gentleman in a4 greal coat ; {he only other occupant of
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the room. It was rather a cool evening for the season of the
year, and the gentleman drew his chair aside to afford the new
comer a sight of the fire. What were Mr. Winkle’s feelings
when, in so doing, he disclosed to view the face and figure of
the vindictive and sanguinary Dowler!

Mr. Winkle’s first impulse was to give a vielent pull al the
nearest bell-handle, but that unfortunately happened to be im-
mediately behind Mr. Dowler’s head. He had made one step
towards it, before he checked himself. As he did so, Mr. Dowler
very hastily drew back.

“ Mr. Winkle, Sir. Be calm, Don’t strike me. I won’t bear it.
A blow! Never,” said Mr. Dowler, locking meeker than Mr.
Winkle had expected in a genlleman of his ferocity.

¢ A blow, Sir?’" stammecered Mr. Winkle.

¢ A blow, Sir,” replied Dowler. “ Compose your feelings. Sit
dewn. Hear me.”

* 8ir,” said Mr. Winkle, trembling from head to foot, ¢ be-
fore I consent to sit down beside, or opposite you, without the
presence of a waiter, I must be secured by some further under-
standing. You used a threat against me last night, Sir—a
dreadful threat, Sir.” Here Mr. Winkle turned very pale indeed,
and stopped short,

I did,” said Dowler, with a countenance almost as white as
Mr. Winkle’s. “ Circumstances were suspicious. They have
been explained. 1respect your bravery. Your fecling is upright.
Conscious innocence. There’s my hand, Grasp it.”

“ Really, Sir,” said Mr. Winkle, hesitating whelher to give
his hand or not, and almost fearing that it was demanded
in order that he might be taken at an advantage, ‘* really, Sir,
1____7)

“ | know what you mean,” interposed Dowler. * You feet
aggrieved. Very natural. Soshould 1. 1 was wrong. I beg your
pardon. Be friendly. Forgive me.” With this, Dowler fairly
forced his hand upon Mr. Winkle, and shaking it wilh the
utmost vehemence, declared he was a fellow of extreme spirit,
and he had a higher opinion of him than ever.

“ Now,” said Dowler, ‘ sit down. Relate it all. How did you
tind me? When did you follow? Be frank. Tell me.”

“ [’s quite accidental,” replied Mr, Winkle, greally per-
plexed by the curious and unexpected nature of the inlerview,
“quite.” -

¢ Glad of it,” said Dowter. * I woke this morning. T had
forgotten my threat. I laughed at the accident. I felt friendly, 1
said so.”

“ To whom!” inquired Mr. Winkle.

«'To Mrs. Dowler. ¢ You made a vow,” said she. * I did,’ said
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I. < It was a rash one,’ said she. < It was,’ said L.  I'll apologise.
Where is he?’™

“ Who ?” inquired Mr. Winkle.

“ You,” replied Dowler. ¢ 1 went down stairs. You were not
to be found. Pickwick looked gloomy. Shook his head. Hoped
no violence would he committed. I saw it all. You felt yourself
insulted. You had gone, for a friend perhaps. Possibly for pis-
tols. * High spirit,” said L. ¢ I admire him.” "

Mr. Wingle coughed, and beginning {o see how the land
lay, assumed a look of importance.

“ 1 Yeft a note for you,” resumed Dowler. “ Isaid I was sorry.
50 I was. Pressing business called me here. You were not satis-
fied. Youfollowed. You required a verbal explanation. You were
right. It's all over now. My business is finished. I go back to-
morrow, Join me.”

As Dowler progressed in bis explanation, Mr. Winkle’s coun-
tenance grew more and more dignified. The mysterious nature
of the commencement of their conversation was cxplained ; Mr.
Dowler had as great an objection to duelling as himself ; in short,
this blustering and awful personage wuas one of the most egre-
gious cowards in existence, and interpreting Mr, Winkle’s
ahsence through the medium of his own fears, had actually taken
the same step as himself, and pruadently retired until all excite-
ment of feeling should have subsided.

As the real state of the case dawned upon Mr. Winkle’s mind,
he looked very derrible, and said he was perfectly satisfied ; bat
at the same time, said so, with an air that left Mr. Dowler no
alternative but to infer that if he had not been, something most
horrible and destruclive must inevitably have occurred. Mz,
Powler appeared to be impressed with a becoming sense of
Mr. Winkle’s magnanimity and condescension; and the two
belligerents parted for the night, with many profestations of
eternal friendship.

About half-past twelve o’clock, when Mr. Winkle had been
revelling some twenty minutes in the full luxury of his first
sleep, he was suddenly awakened by a loud knoeking at his
chamber-door, which, heing repeated with increased vche-
mence, caused him to start up in bed, and inquire who was
there, and what Lhe malter was.

¥ Please, Sir, here’s a young man which says he must see
you directly,” responded the voice of the chambermaid,

“ A young man!” exclaimed Mr. Winkle.

* No mistake about that ’ere, Sir,” replied another voice
through the key-hole ; ¢ and if that wery same interestin’ young
creetur ain’t let in vilhoul delay, it’s wery possible as his legs
vill enfter afore his countenance.”—The young man gave a
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gentle kick at one of the lower pannels of the door, after he had
given utterance to this hint, as if o add force and point to the
remark.

“Is that you, Sam?” inquired Mr. Winkle, springing out
of bed.

“Quite impossible {0 identify any gen’lm’n vith any degree
o’ mental satisfaction, vithout lookin’ at him, Sir,” replied the
voice, dogmatically.

Mr. Winkle not much doubting who the young man was,
unlocked the door ; which he had no sooner done, than Mr., Sa-
muel Weller entcred with great precipitation, and carefolly
relocking it on the inside, deliberately put the key in his waist-
coat pocket ; and, after surveying Mr. Winkle from head to
foot, said—

“You're 1 wery humourous young gen’lm’n, you air, Sir.”

“What do you mean by this conduct, Sam?” inquired Mr.
Winkle indignantly. * Get out, Sir, this instant. What do you
mean, Sir?”

“ What do £ mean !” retorted Sam ; ¢“ come, Sir, this is rayther
too rich, as the young lady said ven she remonstrated with the
pastry-cook, arter he’d sold her a pork-pie as bad got nothin’
hat Tal inside. What do J mean! Well, (hat ain’t a bad "un,
thal ain’t.”

“Unlock that door, and leave this room immediately, Sir,”
said Mr. Winkle.

‘1 shall leave this here room, Sir, just percisely al the wery
same moment as you leaves il,” responded Sam, speaking in a
forcible manner, and sealing himself with perfect gravity. “ If L
tind it necessary to carry you away, pick-a-back, o’ course 1
shall leave it the Jeast bit o’ time possible afore you ; but allow
me to express a hope as you von’t reduce me to ex-tremities :
in saying vich, I merely quote wot Lhe nobleman said to the
fractions pennywinkle, ven he wouldn’t come out of his shell
by means of a pin, and he consequently began to be afeerd that
he should be obliged to erack him in the parlour door.” At the
end of this address, which was unusually lengthy for him,
Mr. Weller planted his hands on his knees, and looked full in
Mr. Winkle’s face, with an expression of countenance which
showed thal he had not the remotest intention of being (rifled
with.

“You're a amiably-disposed young man, Sir, I don’t think,”
resumed Mr. Weller, in a tone of moral reproof, ““to go in-
wolving our precicus governor in all sorts o’ fanteegs, ven he’s
made up his mind {o go Lhrough ev’ry thing for principle.
You're far worse nor Dodson, Sir; and as for Fogg, 1 consider
him a born ange! to you!” Mr. Weller having accompanied
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this last sentiment with an emphatic slap on each knee, folded
his arms with 2 look of great disgust, and threw himself back in
his chair, as if awaiting the criminal’s defence.

“My good fellow,” said Mr. Winkle, extending his band—
his tecth chattering all the time he spoke, for he had been stand-
ing during the whole of Mr. Weller’s lecture in his night-gear,
“ My good fellow, I respect your attachment to my excellent
friend, and I am very sorry indeed, to have added to his causes
for disquiet. There, Sam, there !

““Well,” said Sam, rather sulkily, but giving the proffered hand
a respectful shake at the same time—** Well, s0 you ought to be,
and I am wery glad to find you air ; for, if T can help it, I von’t
have him put upon by nobody, and that's all about it.”

*“ Certainly not, Sam,” said Mr. Winkle. * There, now go lo
bed, Sam, and we’ll talk farther about this, in the morning.”

“I'm wery sorry,” said Sam, ““but I can’t go to bed.”

‘“ Not go to bed ! ” repeated Mr. Winkle.

“ No,” said Sam, shaking his head. * Can’t be done.”

*You don’t mean to say you're going back to-night, Sam?”
urged Mr. Winkle, greatly surprised.

*‘ Not unless you particklerly vish it,” replied Sam ; “ but
1 mostn’t leave this here room. The governor’s orders wos
peremptory,”

*“ Nonsense, Sam,” said Mr. Winkle ; ¢ T must stop here two
or three days ; and more than that, Sam, you muost stop here
too, Lo assist me in gaining an interview with a young lady—
Miss Allen, Sam; you remember her—whom I must and will
seo before I leave Bristol.”

But in reply to each of these positions, Sam shook his head
with preat firmness, and cnergelically replied, It can’t be
done,”

After a great deal of argument and representation om the part
of Mr. Winkle, however, and a full disclosure of what had
passed in the interview with Dowler, Sam began to waver ; and
at fength a compromise was effected, of which the following
were the main and principal eonditions : —

That Sam should retire, and leave Mr. Winkle in the undis-
lurbed possession of his apartment, on condition that he had
permission to lock the door on the outside, and carry off the
key: provided always, thal in Lhe eveni of an alarm of fire, or
other dangerous contingency, the door should be instantly un-
locked. That a letter should be written to Mr. Pickwick early
next marning, and forwarded per Dowler, requesting his con-
sent to Sam and Mr. Winkie’s remaining at Bristol, for the
purpose and with the object already assigned, and begging an
answer by the nexl coach ; it favourable, the aforesaid parties
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to remain accordingly, and if nol, to return to Bath immediately
on the receipt thereof. And, lasily, that Mr. Winkle should be
understood as distinctly pledging himself not to resort fo the
window, fire-place, or other surrcptitious mode of escape in the
meanwhile, These stipulations having been concluded, Sam
locked the door and departed.

He bad nearly got down stairs, when be stopped, and drew
the key from his pocket.

| quiteforgot about the knockin’ down,” said Sam, half turn-
ingback. *The governor distinctly said it wos to be done ; amaz-
in’ stupid o’ me, that ’ere now. Never mind,” said Sam, bright-
cning up, “ it’s easily done to-morrow, anyvays.”

Apparently much consoled by thisreflection, Mr, Weller once
more deposited the key in his pocket, and, descending the re-
mainder of the stairs without any fresh visitations of conscience,
was soon, in common with the other inmates of the house, bu-
ried in profound repose.

CHAPTER X.

MB. SAMUEL WELLER, BEING ENTRUSTED WITH A MISSION OY LOVE, PROCEEDS TO
EXECUTE IT; WITH WHAT SUCCESS “¥ILL HEREINAFTER APPEAR.

During the whole of next day, Sam kept Mr. Winkle steadily
in sight, fully determined not to take his eyes off him for one
instant, until he should receive express instructions from the
fountain-head. However disagreeable Sam’s very close watch
and greal vigilance were 1o Mr. Winkle, he thought it bhetter to
bear with them, than, by any act of violent opposition, to hazard
heing carvied away by force, which Mr. Weller more than once
strongly hinted was the line of conduct that a strict sense of duty
prompted him fo pursue. There is little reason to douabt that
Sam would very speedily have quieted his scruples, by bearing
Mr, Winkle back to Bath, bound hand and foot, had not Mr.
Pickwick’s prompt attention to the note, which Dowler had
undertaken to deliver, forestalled any such proceeding. Inshort,
at eight o'clock in the evening, Mr. Pickwick himself walked
into the coffee-room of the Bush tavern, and tolkdi Sam wilh a
smile, to his very great relief, that he had done quite right, and
it was unnpecessary for him to mount guard any jonger.

¢ 1 thought it beiller to come myself,” said Mr. Pickwick,
addressing Mr. Winkle, as Sam disencumbered him of his great
coat and travelling shawl, ¢ (o ascer(ain, before 1 gave my con-
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sent {0 Sam’s employment in this matter, that you are quite in
carnest and serious, with respect to this young lady.”

** Serious, from my heart—(rom my soul !’ returned Mr.
Winkle, with greal energy.

 Remember,” said Mr. Pickwick, with beaming eyes, “ we
met her at our excelient and hospilable friend’s, Winkle. [t
would be an ill return to tamper lightly, and without due consi-
deration, with Lhis young lady’s affcctions. I'll not allow that,
Sir—I'll not allow it.”

¢ T have no sueh intention, indeed,” exclaimed Mr. Winkle
warmly. “ I have considered the matter well, fora long time, and
1 feel that my happiness is bound up in her.”

“Thal’s wot we call tying it up in a small parcel, Sir,” inter-
posed Mr. Weller, with an agreeahle smile.

Mr. Winkle looked somewhat stern at this interruption, and
Mr. Pickwick angrily requested his attendant nol to jest with one
of the best feelings of our nature ; to which Sam replied, ¢* 'F'hat
he wouldn’t, if he was aware on it ; but there were so many on
em, that he hardly know’d which was the best ones ven he
huard em mentioned.”

Mr. Winkle then recounted what had passed between himsclf
and Mr, Ben Alien, relative to Arabella ; stated that his ohject
was (o gain an interview with {be young lady, and make a for-
mal disclosure of his passion ; and declared his conviction, found-
cd on certain dark hints and mutterings of the aforesaid Ben,
that, whercver she was at present immured, it was somewhere
near the Downs : and this was his whole stock of knowledge or
suspicion upon the subject.

With this very slight clue to guide him, it was determined
that Mr. Weller should start next morning on an expedition of
discovery ; it was also arranged that Mr. Pickwick and Mr.
Winkle, who were less confident of their powers, should parade
the town meanwhiie, and accidentally drop in upon Mr. Bob
Sawyer in the course of the day, in the hope of seeing or hear-
ing something of the young lady’s whereabout.

Accordingly, next morning, Sam Weller issued forth upon
his quest, in no way daunted by the very discouraging prospect
before him ; and away he walked, up. one street and down an-
other—-we \wre going to say, up one hill and down another, only
is all up hill at Clifton—without meeting with anything or
anybody that tended to throw the faintest light upon the matter
in hand. Many were the colloquies info which Sam entered
with grooms who were airing horses on roads, and nursemaids
who were airing children in lanes; but nothing could Sam clicit
from either the first-mentioned or the last, which bore the
slightest reference to the object of his artfuliy-proseculed inqui-
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ries. There were a great many young ladies in a great many
houses, the greater part whereof were shrewdly suspected by the
male and female domestics to be deeply altached lo somebody,
or perfectly ready Lo become so, if opportunity offered. But as
none among these young ladies was Miss Arabella Allen, the
information left Sam at exactly the old point of wisdom at
which he had stood before.

Sam struggled across the Downs against a good high wind,
wondering whether it was always necessary to hold your hat on
with both hands in that part of the country, and came to a shady
by-place, about which were sprinkled several little villas of quiet
and seclnded appearance. Outside a stable-door at ihe bottom
of along back lane without a thoroughfare, a groom in undress
was idling about, apparently persuading himself that he was
doing something with a spade and a wheelbarrow. We may
remark, in this place, that we have scarcely ever seen a groom
near a stable, in his lazy moments, who has not been, lo a great-
er or less extent, the vietim of this singular delusion.

Sam thought he might as well talk to this groom as to any one
clse, especially as he was very tired with walking, and there was
a good large stone just opposite the wheelbarrow ; so he strolled
-down the lane, and, sealing himself on the stone, opened a
conversalion with the ease and frcedom for which he was
remarkable.

“ Mornin®, old friend,” said Sam.

‘* Arternoon, you mean,” replied the groom, casting a surly
look at Sam.

* You 're wery right, old friend,” said Sam; I do mean
arternoon. How are you?”

* Why, 1 don’t{find myself much the better for seeing of you,”
replicd the ill-tempered groom.

“Thal's wery odd—that is,” said Sam, “{for you look so
uncommon checrful, and seem altogether so lively, that it does
vun’s heart good to see yon.”

The surly groom looked surlier still at this, but not sufficiently
so to produce any effect upon Sam, who immediately inquired,
with 2 countenance of greal anxiety, whether his master’s name
was not Walker.

“ No, it ain’t,” said the groom.

¢ Nor Brown, I s’pose?” said Sam.

“ No, itain't,”

“ Nor Vilson?”

¢ No ; nor that neither,” said the groom.

* Vell,” replied Sam, *‘ then I’m mistaken, and he hasn’t
got the honour 0’ my acquainiance, which I thought he had.
o't vait here out o’ compliment to me,” said Sam, as the
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groom wheeled in the barrow, and prepared to shut the gate,
¢ Ease afore ceremony, old boy ; Il excuse you.”

“ I'd knock your head off for half-a-crown,” said the surly
groom, bolling one half of the gate.

¢ Couldn’t afford to have it done on those terms,” rejoined
Sam. It 'ud be vurth a life’s board vages, al least, to yon,
and 'ud be cheap at that. Make my compliments in-doors. Tell
’etn not to vait dimner for me, and say they needn’t mind puttin®
any by, for it Il be cold afore I eome in.”

In reply lo this, the groom, waxing very wroth, mutiered a
desire to damage somebody’s head ; but disappeared without
carrying it into execuntion, slamming the door angrily after him,
and wholly unheeding Sam’s affectionale request, that he would
leave him a lock of his hair, before he went,

Sam continued to sit on the large stone, meditating upon what
was best to be done, and revolving in his mind a plan for knock-
ing at all the doors within five miles of Bristol, taking them at a
hundred and fifty or two hundred a day, and endeavouring to
find Miss Arabella by that expedient, when accident all of a
sudden threw in his way what he might have sat there for a
twelvemonth and yet not found without it.

Inio the lane where he sat, there opened three or four garden
gates, helonging to as many houses, which, though detached
from cach other, were only separated by their gardens. As these
were large and long, and well planled with trees, Lthe houses
were not only at some distance off, bul the greater part of them
were nearly concealed from view. Sam was sitting with his eyes
fixed upon the dust-heap outside the next gale to that by which
the groom had disappeared, profoundly turning over in his mind
the diflicuities of his present undertaking, when the gate opened,
and a female servant came out into the lane to shake some bed-
side carpets.

Sam was s0 very busy with his own thoughts, that it is
probable he would have taken no more notice of the young
woman than just raising his head and remarking that she had a
very neat and pretty figure, if his feelings of gallantry had not
becn most strongly roused by observing that she had no one to
help her, and that the carpets seemed too heavy for her single
strength. Mr. Weller was a gentleman of great gallantry in his
own way, and he no sooner remarked this circamstance than he
hastily rose from the large stone, and advanced towards her.

“ My dear,” said Sam, sliding up with an air of great respect,
¢ you'll spile that wery pretty figure out ¢ all perportion if you
shake them carpets by vourself. Let me help you,”

The voung lady, who had been coyly affecting nol (o know
that a gentleman was so near, turned round as Sam spoke—no
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doubt { indeed she said so, afterwards) to decline this offer from
a perfect stranger—when instead of speaking, she started back,
and uttered a half-suppressed scream. Sam was scarcely less
staggered, for in the countenance of the well-shaped female
servant, he beheld the very features of his Valentine—the pretty
housemaid from Mr. Nupkins's.

“ Wy, Mary my dear!” said Sam.

“ Lauk, Mr.Weller,” said Mary, ** how you dofrighten one!”

Sam made no verbal answer to lhis complaint, nor can we
precisely say what reply he did make, We merely know that
after a short pause Mary said, ** Lor, do adun, Mr.Weller,” and
(hat his hat had fallen off a few moments before—from both of
which tokens we should be disposed to infer that one Kiss, or
more, had passed between the parties.

“ Why, how did you come here? ” said Mary, when the con-
versation to which this interruption had heen offered, was
resumed.

“( course I came to lock arler you, my darlin’,” replied
Mr.Weller; for once permitling his passion to gel the better of
his veracity.

¢ And how did you know I was here? ” inquired Mary. “Who
could have told you that I took another service at Ipswich, and
that they afterwards moved all the way here? Who could have
told you that, Mr.Weller?”

“ Ah, to be sure,” said Sam with a cunning look, * that's the
pint. ' Who could ha’ told me?”

« Tt wasn’t Mr, Muzzle, was it?” inquired Mary.

“ Oh no,” replied Sam, with a solemn shake of the lead, it
warn’t him.”

‘It must have been the cook,” said Mary,

“ () course it must,” said Sam.

“ Well, 1 never heard the like of that ! 7 exclaimed Mary.

“No more did I,” said Sam. ““ But, Mary my dear—"" here
Sam’s manner grew exiremely affectionate—* Mary my dear,
I've got another affair in hand as is wery pressin.’ There’s one
o’ my governor’s friends —Mr. Winkle—you remember him.”

‘ Him in the green coat?” said Mary. ** Oh yes, I remember
him.”

“ Well,” said Sam, ** he’s in a horrid state o’ love; reg’larly
comfoozied, and done over vith it.”

“ Lor!” interposed Mary.

““Yes,” said Sam ; ** but that’s nothin’ if we could only find out
the young "ooman”—and here Sam, with many digressions upon
the personal beauty of Mary, and the unspeakable tortures he
had experienced since he last saw her, gave a faithful account of
Mr. Winkie’s present predicament.



128 POSTHUMOUS PAPERS

¢ Well!” said Mary, *“ U vever did ! ™

«“ (¥ eourse not,” said Sam, * and nobody never did, nor
never will neither; and here am 1 a walkin’ about like Lhe
wanderin’ Jew—a sportin’ character you have perhaps heerd on,
Mary my dear, as wos alvays doin’ a match agin’ time, and never
venl to sleep—Ilooking arter this here Miss Arabella Allen.”

¢ Miss who?” said Mary, in great astonishment.

< Miss Arabella Allen,” said Sam.

* Goodness gracious!” said Mary, pointing to the garden-
door which the sulky groom had locked after him. * Why it's
that very honse ; she’s been living there these six weeks. Their
upper housemaid, which is lady’s maid too, told me all about it
over the washhouse palin’s before the family was out of bed, one
mornin’. "

“ Wot, the wery next door to you?” said Sam.

“ The very next,” replied Mary.

Mr. Weller was so deeply overcome at receiving this intelli-
gence that he found if absolutely necessary to cling to his fair
informant for support, and divers liltle love passages bad passed
between them, before he was sufliciently collected to return to
the subject.

“Vell,” said Sam at length, **if this don’t beat cock-fighlin’,
nothin’ never vill, as the Lord Mayor said ven the chief secretary
o’ state proposed his missis’s health arler dinner. Thal wery
next house! Wy, I've got a message to her as I've been a tryin’
all day to deliver.”

“ Ah,” said Mary, ¢ butl you can’t deliver it now, because she
only walks in the garden in the evening, and then only for a
very little time ; she never goes out, without the old lady.”

Sam ruminated for a few moments, and finaliy hif npon the
following plan of operations : that he should return just at dusk
—the time at which Arabella invariably took her walk—and
being admitted by Mary into the garden of the house to which
she belonged, conlrive to scramble up the wall, beneath the
overhanging boughs ofa large pear-tree; which would effectually
sereen him from observation; there deliver his message, and
arrange, if possible, an interview on behalf of Mr. Winkle for
the ensuing evening at the same hoar. Having made this arrange-
ment with great despatch, he agsisted Mary in the long-de-
ferred occupation of shaking the carpets.

1t is oot half as innocent a thing as it looks, that shaking little
pieces of carpet—at least, there may be no great harm in the
shaking, but the folding is a very insidious process. So long as
the shaking lasts, and the two parltes are kept the carpet’s
length apart, it is as innocgnt an amusement as can well be
devised ; hut when the folding begins, and Lhe dislance betwoen
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them gets gradually lessened from one half its former length to
a quarler, and then to an eighth, and then fo a sixteenth, and
then to a thirty-second it Lthe carpet be long enough, it becomes
dangerous. We do not know to a nicely how many pieces of
carpet were folded in this instance, bul we can venture (o slate
that as many pieees as there were, so many limes Jdid Sam kiss
the pretty houscmaid.

Mr. Weller regaled himself with moderation at the nearest
tavern until it was nearly dusk, and then returned to the lane
without the thoroughfare. Having hecn admitted into the garden
by Mary, and received from that lady sundry admonitions con-
cerping the safety of his limbs and neck, Sam mounled into the
pear-tree, to wait until Arabella should come in sight.

He waited so long without this anxiously-expected event oc-
curring, that he began to think it was not going to lake place
at all, when he heard light {ootsteps upon the gravel, and imme-
diately afterwards beheld Arabella walking pensively down the
garden, As soon as she came nearly below the tree, Sam bhegan,
by way of genily indicating his presence, to make sundry diaho-
lical noiscs, similar to those which would probahly be natural to
a person who had been afllicted with a combination of inflam-
matory sore throal, croup, and hooping-cough, from his earliest
infancy.

Upoun this, the young Jady cast a hurricd glance towards the
spot from whence the dreadful sounds proceeded ; and her pre-
vious alarm being not at all diminished when she saw a man
among the branches, she would most certainly have decamped,
and alarmed the house, had ool fear forfunately deprived her
of the power of moving, and caused her to sink down on a
garden-seal which happencd by good luck to be near at hand.

LShe’s a goir® off,” solilogtised Sam in great perplexity.
“Wot a thing it is, as these here young creelurs will go a
faintin’ avay just ven they oughin’t to. llere, young ’coman,
Miss Sawbones, Mrs. Vinkle, don’t.”

‘Whether it was the magic of Mr. Winkle’s name, or the
coolness of the open air, or some recollection of Mr. Weller’s
voice, that revived Arabella, malters not. She raised her head
and languidly inquired “ Who's that, and what do you want?”

“ Hush,” said Sam, swinging bimself on to the wall, and
crouchmg there in as small a compass as he could reduce himsell
to, ** only me, Miss, only me.’

“\Il Plckwmk’s servant !’ said Arabella, earnestly.

“The wery same, Miss,” replied Sam. ‘ Here’s Mr. Vinkle
reg'larly sewed up vith desperation, Miss.”

“ Ah!” said Arabella, drawing nearer the wall.

“ Ah, indeed,” said Sam. “ Ve thought ve should ha’ been

. 9
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“obliged (o straight-veskit him last night ; he's been a ravin’ all
day, and he says if he can’t see you afore to-morrow night’s
over, he vishes he may be somethin’-unplessanted if he don’t
drownd lisseli.”

““Oh no, no, Mr. Weller,” said Arabella, clasping her hands.

“That's wot he says, Miss,” replied Sam coolly. *‘ He’s a
man of his word, and it’s my opinion he’ll do it, Miss. He's
heerd all about you from the Sawbones in barnacles.”

“From my brother!” said Arabella, having some faint recog-
nition of Sam’s descriplion.

«T don't rightly know which is your brother, Miss,” replied
Sam. *“Is it the dirtiest vun o’ the two ?”

“Yes, yes, Mr. Weller,” retorned Arabella, ‘ go on. Make
haste, pray.”

“ Veli, Miss,” said Sam, ‘“ he’s heerd all about it from him; and
it’s the gov’nor’s opinion that if you don’t see him wery quick,
the Sawbones as we've been a speakin’ on, "ull gel as much extra
lead in his head as'll rayther damage the dewelopement o’ the
orging if they ever put it in spirits artervards.”

+ Oh, what can I do to prevent these dreadful quarreis?” ex-
claimed Arabella.

«1p’s the suspicion of a priory "tachment as is the cause of it
all,” replied Sam. ¢ Yow'd better see him, Miss.”

“Bat how? —-where?” cried Arabella. “ 1 dare not leave the
heuse alone, ¥y brother is so unkind, so unreasonable. 1 know
how slrange my talking thus to you must appear, Mr. Weller,
hut I am very, very unhappy—"' and here poor Arabella wept so
billerly, that Sam grew chivalrous.

“ [t may seem wery slrange talkin’ to me about these here af-
fairs, Miss,” said Sam with great vehemence ; ““ but all I can say
i3, that I'm not only ready bul villin’ to do anythin’ as’ll make
matters agreeable ; and if chuckin’ either o’ them Sawbones out
o’ winder "ull do i€, I'm the man.” As Sam Weller said this, he
tucked. up his wristbands, al the imminent hazard of falling off
the wall in so doing, {0 intimate his readiness to set to work im-
mediately.

Flaltering as these professions of good feeling were, Arabella
resolutely declined (most unaccountably, as Sam thought) to
avail herself of them. For some time she strenuously refused to
grant Mr. Winkle {he interview Sam had so pathetically request-
ed ; but at length, when the conversation threatened to be in-
terrupted by the unwelcome arrival of a third party, she hur-
riedly gave him to understand, with many professions of
gratitude, Lhat it was barely possible she might be in the garden
an hour later, next evening. Sam understood this perfectly well,
and Arabella, bestowing upon him one of her sweelest smiles,
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tripped gracefully away, leaving Mr. Weller in a slate of very
greal admiration of her charms, hoth personal and mental.

Having descended in safety from the wall, and not forgotten
lo devote a fow moments to his own particular business in the
same departmenl, Mr. Weller then made the best of his way
back to the Bush, where his prolonged absence had oceasioned
much speculation and some alarm.

“We must be careful,” said Mr. Pickwick, atter listening at-
tentively to Sam’s tale, *“ not for our own sakes, but for that of
the young lady., We must be very cautious.”

“ We!” said Mr. Winkle, with marked emphasis.

Mr. Pickwick’s momentary look of indignation at the tone of
this remark, subsided info his characteristic expression of he-
nevolence, as he replied —

“ He, Sir! 1 shall accompany you.”

*“You!” said Mr. Winkle.

“1,” replied Mr. Pickwick, mildly. * In affording vou this
interview, the young lady has taken a natural, perhaps, but still
a very imprudent step. If Lam present at the meeling—a mutnal
friend, who is old enough to be the father of hoth parties — the
voice of calumny can never he raised against her, hereafter.”

Mr. Pickwick’s eyes lightened with honest exultation al his
own foresight, as he spoke thus. Mr. Winkle was touched at
thislittle trait of his delicate respect for the young prozégée of his
friend, and took his hand with a feeling of regard akin to ve-
neration.

“You shall go,” said Mr. Winkle,

“Lwill,” said Mr. Pickwick. ¢ Sam, have my great coat and
shawl! ready, and order a conveyance to be at the door {o-mor-
row evening, rather earlier than is absolutely necessary, in order
that we may be in good time.”

Mr. Weller touched his hat, as an earnest of his obedience,
and withdrew to make all needful preparations for the oxpe-
difion,

The coach was punclual to the time appointed, and Mr. Wel-
ler, after duly installing Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Winkle inside,
took his seaf on the box by the driver. They alighted, as had
been agreed on, about a quarter of a mile from the place of ren-
dezvous, and desiring the coachman to await their return, pro-
cecded the remaining distance on foot.

1t was at this stage of the undertaking that Mr. Pickwick, with
many smiles and various other indicalions of great self satisfac-
tion, produced from one of his coat pockets a dark lantern, with
which he had specially provided himself for the occasion, and
the great mechanical heauty of which he procecded to explain
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to Mr. Winkle, as they walled along, to lhe no small surprise
of the lew stragglers they met.

¢ T should have been the belter for somelhing of this kind, in
my last garden expedition, at night; eh, Sam?” said Mr. Pick-
wick, looking good-humouredly round at his follower, who was
trudging hehind,

*Wery nice things, if they’re managed properly, Sir,” replicd
Mr. Weller ; ** but when, you don’t want to he seen, I think
they're rayther more useful arter the candle’s gone out, than
ven il’s alight.”

Mr. Pickwick appeared struck by Sam’s remark, for he put
thie lantern into his pockel again, and they walked on in silence.

“ Down here, Sir,” said Sam. “ Let me lcad the vay. This is
the lane, Sir.”

Down 1he lane lhey went, and dark enough il was. Mr, Pick-
wick brought oul the lanlern once or lwice as they groped their
way along, and threw a very brilliant fittle tunnet of light before
them, about a foot in diameter. It was very pretty Lo look at,
but seemed to have the effect of rendering surrounding objeets
rather darker than before.

At length they arrived at the large stone, and here Sam re-
commended his master and Mr. Winkle to scat themselves,
while he reconnoitred, and ascerlained whether Mary was yot
in wailing.

After an absence of five or ten minutes, Sam returned, to say
that the gate was opened, and all quicl. Following him with
stealthy tread, Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Winkle soon found them-
selves in the garden. Here everybody said, “ Hush ! a good
many times; and that being done, no one seemed {o have any
very distinct apprehension of what was (o be done next.

“JTs Miss Allen in the garden yet, Mary?” inquired Mr.
‘Winkle, much agitated.

“1don’t know, Sir,” replied the pretly housemaid. ¢ The hest
thing to be dene, Sir, will be for Mr. Weller to give you a hoist
up into the tree, and perhaps Mr. Pickwick will have the good-
ness to sce that nobody comes up the lane, while I watch ai the
other end of the garden. Goodness gracious ! what’s that?”

“That ’erc blessed lantern "ull ‘be the death on us all,”
exclaimed Sam, peevishly. ¢ Take care wot you're a doin’ on,
Sir, you're a sendin’ a blaze o light, right into the back parlor
vinder.”

“Tear me!” said Mr. Pickwick, turning hastify aside, 1
didn’t mean to do that.”

“ Now it’s in the next house, Sir,” remonstrated Sam.

“ Bless my heart!"" exclaimed Mr, Pickwick, turning round
again.
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* Now it’s in the stable, and they’ll think the place is a’ fire,”
said Sam. * Shut il up, Glr can’t you?”’

“1s the most extraordmary lantern I ever met w;th in all
my life?” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, greatly bewildered by the
effects he had so unintenticnally produced. I never saw such a
powerful reflector. :

*It ’ll be vun too powerful for us, if you keep blazin’ avay in
that manner, Sir,” replicd Sam, as Mr. Pickwiek, after various
unsuccessiul efforts, managed to close the slide, ““ There’s the
young lady’s footsteps. Now, Mr. Vinkle, Sir, up vith you.”

 Stop, stop ! 7 said Mr, Pickwick. *“1 must speak to her first.
Help me up, Sam.”

“ Genlly, Sir,” said Sam, planting his head against the wall,
and making a platform of his back. * Step a top o’ that ’ere
flower-pot, Sir. Now Lhen, up vith yon.”

“I’'m afraid ¥ shall hurt you, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick,

¢ Never mind me, Sir,” replicd Sam. ** Lend him a band, Mr.
Yinkle, Sir. Steady, Sir, steady ; that’s the time o’ day.”

As Sam spoke, Mr. Pickwick, by exertions almost superna -
tural in a gentleman of his years and weight, contrived to get
upon Sam’s back ; and Sam gently raising himself up, and Mr.
Pickwick holding on fast by the top of the wall, while Mr. Winlkie
clasped him tight by the legs, they contrived by these means to
bring his spectacles just above the level of the coping.

“ My dear,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking over the wall, and
catching sight of Arabella, on the other side, *“ don’t be fright-
ened, my dear, 'tis only me.”

“Oh pray go away, Mr. Pickwick,” said Arabella. ““Tell
them all lo go away, 1 am so dreadfolly frightened. Ilear, dear
Mr. Pickwick, don’t stop there. You'llfall down and kill yourself,
1 know vou will.”

“Now pray don’t alarm yourself, my dear,” said Mr. Pick-
wick, soothingly. ¢ There is not the least cause for fear, 1
assure you. Stand firm, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking
down.

¢ All right, Sir,” replied jIVcllcr. “Ton’t be longer than
ycu can conweniently hefp, 882 You're rayther heavy.”

“Only another moment, $8#,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“T1 merely wished you to know, my dear, that I should not
have allowed my young friend to see you in this clandestine
way, il ihe siluation in which you are placed had lefl him any
alternative ; and lest the impropriety of this step should cause you
any uneasiness, my love, it may be a satisfaclion lo you, te
know that I am present : that’s all, my dear.”

“Indeed, Mr. Pickwick, I am very much obliged to you for
vour kindness and considera[iun,” replicd Arabella, drying her
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tears wilh her handkerchief. She would probably have said much
more, had not Mr. Pickwick’s head disappeared with great
swiftness, in consequence of a false step on Sam’s shoulder,
which brought him suddenly to the ground. He was up again in
an instant, however ; and bidding Mr. Winkle make haste and
get the inferview over, ran out into the lane to keep watch,
with all the courage and ardour of a youth. Mr. Winkle him-
self, inspired by the occasion, was on the wall in a moment,
merely pausing to request Sam to be careful of his master,

“Tll take care on him, Sir,” replied Sam. *“ Leave him
to me.”

““ Where is he? Whal’s he doing, Sam?” inquired Mr,
Winkle,

““Bless his old gaiters,” rejoined Sam, looking out at the
garden-door. ‘‘He’s a keepin’ guard in the lane vith that *ere dark
lantern like a amiable Guy Iawkes. I never see such a fine
creetur in my days. Blessed if I don’t think his heart must ha’
been born five-and-twenty year arter his body, at least!”

Mr. Winkle stayed not to hear the encomium upon his friend.
He had dropped from the wall; thrown himself at Arabella’s
feet ; and by this time was pleading the sincerity of his passion
with an eloquence worthy even of Mr. Pickwick himself.

While these things were going on in the open air, an elderly
gentleman of scientilic attainments was seated in his library, two
or thiree houses off, wriling a philosophical Lreatise, and ever
and anon moistening his clay and bis lahours wilb a glass of
claret from a venerable-looking bottle which stood by his side.
In the agonies of compesition, the clderly gentleman looked
somelimes at the carpet, somelimes at the ceiling, and some-
times at the wall; and when neither carpel, ceiling, nor wall
afforded the requisile degree of inspiration, he looked out of the
window.

In one of these panses of invention, the seientific gentlemun
was gazing abstractedly on the thick darkness outside, when he
was very much surprised by observing a most brilliant light
glide through the air a short distance above the ground, and
almost instantaneously vanish. . After a short lime the pbeno-
menon was repeated, not once or-twice, but scveral times : at
last the scientific gentleman, laying down his pen, began to
consider 10 whal nalural causes these appearances were to be
assigned.

They were not meteors ; they were too low. They werc not
glow-worms ; lhey were too high. ‘They were not will-o’-the-
wisps; they were not fire-flies ; they were not fire-works. What
could they be? Some extraordinary and wonderful phenomenon
of nalure, which no philosopher had ever scen hefore, some-
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thing which it had been reserved for him alone Lo discover, and
which he should immortalise his name hy chronicling for the
benefit of posterity. Full of this idea, the scientific gentleman
seized his pen again, and committed to paper sundry notes of
these, unparalleled appearantes, with the date, day, hour, minute,
and precise second at which they were visible, all of which .
were to form the data of a voluminous treatise of great research
and deep learning, which should astonish all the atmosphcrical
wiseacres that ever drew breath in anv part of the civilised
globe.

He threw himself back in his easy chair, wrapl in contempla-
tions of his future greatness. The mysterious light appeared
more brilliantly than before ; dancing to all appearance up and
down the lane, crossing from side to side, and moving in an
orhit as eccenfric as comets themselves,

The scientific gentleman was a bachelor. He had no wife to
call in and astonish, so he rang the bell for his servant.

“ Pruffle,” said the scienlific gentleman, *“ there is something
very extraordinary in the air to-night. Did you see that?” said
the scientific gentleman, peinting out of the windgw, as the
light again became visible,

“Yes I did, Sir.”

* What do you think of it, Pruoffle?”

“Think of iL, Sir?”

“Yes. You have been bred up in the country. What should
you say was the cause of those lights, now?”

The scientific gentleman smilingly aunticipated Pruffle’s reply
that he could assign no eause for them at all. Pruflle meditated.

““Ishould say it was thieves, Sir,” said Pruflle at length.

“You're a fool, and may go down stairs ”—said the scienlific
gentleman.

“Thank vou, Sir”--said Pruffle. And down he went.

But the scientific gentleman could nol rest under the idea of
the ingenious trealise he had projected, being lost Lo the world,
which must inevitably be the case, if the speculation of the in-
genious Mr. Pruffle were not stifled in its birth. He put on his
hat and walked quickly down the garden, determined to inves-
figate the matter to the very bottom.

Now, shortly before the scientific gentleman walked out inte
the garden, Mr. Pickwick had run down the lane as fast as he
could, to convey a false alarm ihat somebody was coming that
way, occasionally drawing back the slide of the dark lantern lo
keep himsell from the dileh. The alarm was no sooner given,
than Mr. Winkle scrambled back over the wall, and Arabella ran
into tbhe house ;—the garden gate was shut, and the three
adventurers were making the best of their way down Lhe lane,
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when they were slartled by the scientific gentleman untocking
his garden gate.

“Hold hard,” whispered Sam, who was of course the first
of the party, *Show a light for jast vun second, Sir.”

Mr. Pickwick did as he was desired, and Sam seeing 2 man’s
head peeping out very cautiously, within half a yard of his own,
gave it a genlle tap with his clenched fist, which knocked it
with a hollow sound against the gate. Having performed this
feat with great suddenness and dexterity, Mr. Weller caught
Mr. Pickwick up on his back, and followed Mr. Winkle down the
lane at a pace which, considering the burden he carried, was
perfectly astonishing.

‘“Have you got your vind back agin, Sir?” inquired Sam
when they had reached the end.

“ Quite—quite now,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“Then ecome along, Sir,” said Sam, setling his master on
his feet again. * Come belveen us, Siv. Not half a mile to ran.
Think you’re vinnin® a cup, Sir. Now for it.”

Thus encouraged, Mr. Pickwick made the very best use of
his legs, gnd it may be confidently stated that a pair of black
gaiters never got over the ground in better style than did those
of Mr. Pickwick, on this memorable occasion.

The coach was waiting, the horses were iresh, the roads were
good, and the driver was willing. The whole party arrived in
safety at the Bush before M. Pickwick had recovered his breath.

“In vith you at onee, Sir,” said Sam, as he helped his master
out. “Don’t stop a secondd in the sireef, arter that "ere cxercise.
Beg your pardon, Sir,” continued Sam, touching his hal as
Mr. Winkle descended. ¢ Hope lhere warn’t a priory ’fach-

- ment, Sir,”

Mr. Winkie grasped his humble friend by the hand, and
whispered in his ear, **It’s all right, Sam ; quite right”—upon
which Mr. Weller struck three distinet blows upon his nose in
token of intelligence ; smiled, winked, and proceeded to put
the steps up with a countenance expressive of lively satisfaciion,
As to the scienlific genlleman, he demonstrated in a masterly
treatise that these wonderful lights were the effect of electricity,
aud clearly proved the same by detailing how a flash of fire
danced before his eyes when he put his head out of (he gate,
and how he received a shock which stunned him for a full quar-
ter of an hour afterwards ; which demonstration delighted all
the Scientific Associations beyond measure, and caused him to be
considered a light of science ever afterwards.
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CHAPTER XI.

INTRODUCES MA. PICKWICK TO A REW, AND IT IS HOPED NOT UNINTERESTING
SCENE, [N THE GREAT DRAMA OF LIFE.

'THE vemainder of the period which Mr. Pickwick had assign-
ed as the duralion of the stay at Bath, passed over without the
occurrence of anything material. Trinity Term commenced. On
the expiration of its first week, Mr. Pickwick and his friends
returned to London, and the former gentleman, attended of
course by Sam, straighlway repaired to his old quarters at the
George and Vulture.

Ou the third morning after their arrival, jost as all the clocks
in the city were striking nine individually, and somewhere
ahout nine hundred collectively, Sam was taking the air in George
Yard, when a queer sorl of fresh painted vehiele drove up, cut
of which there jumped with great agility, throwing the reins to
a stout man who sat beside him, a queer sort of gentleman, who
scemed made Tor the vehicle, and the vehicle for him.

The vehicle was nof exactly a gig, neither was it a stanhope,
1t was not whal is currently denominated a dog-cart, neither
was it a taxed cart, nor a chaise-cart, nor a guillotined cabriolet ;
and yet it bad something of the character of each and every of
these machines. Tt was painted a bright yellow, with the shaits
and wheels picked out in black ; and the driver sat in the ortho-
dox sporting style, on cushions piled about two feet above the
rail. The hovse was a bay, a well-looking animal enough ; but
with something of a flash and dog-fighting air about him, ne-
vertheless, which accorded admirably both with the vebicle
and his master.

The master himself was 2 man of about forty, with black hair,
and carefully combed whiskers; dressed in a particularly gor-
geous manner, with plenty of articles of jewellery about him—
all about three sizes larger than those which are usually worn
by gentlemen—and a rough greaf-coat to crown the whole.
Into one pockel of this great coat, he (hrust his lefl hand the
momen{ he dismounted, while from the other he drew forth,
with bis right, a very bright and glaring silk handkerchief, with
which hc whisked a speck or two of dost from his bools, and
then crumpling it in his hand, swaggered up the court.

Tt had not escaped Sam’s attention that, when this person
dismonnted, a shabby-looking man in a brown great coat shorn
of divers butions, who had been previously slinking about on the
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opposite side of the way, crossed over, and remained stationary
close by. Having something more than a suspicion of the object
of the genlleman’s visit, Sam preceded him (o the George and
Vulture, and, turning sharp round, planted himself in the centre
of the doorway.

“ Now, my fine fellow,” said the man in the rough coat, in
an imperious tone, attempting, at the same time, to push his
way past.

“ Now, Sir, wot’s the matter?” replied 8am, returning the
push with compound interest.

¢ Come, none of this, my man; this won't do with me,” said
the owner of the rough coat, raising his voice, and turning very
white—¢* Here, Smouch!”

“ Well, wot’s amiss here?” growled the man in the brown
coat, who had been gradually sneaking up the court during this
short dialogue.

* Only some insolence of this young man’s,” said the prin-
cipal, giving Sam another push.

“ Come, none o this gammen,” growled Smouch, giving
him another, and a harder one.

‘This last push had the effect which it was intended by the
experienced Mr. Smouch te produce, for while Sam, anxious
te return the compliment, was grinding that gentleman’s body
against the door-post, Lthe principal crept past, and made his way
to the bar, whither Sam, after bandying a few epithetical re-
marks with Mr, Smouch, followed at once.

“ Good morning, my dear,” said the principal, addressing
the young lady in the bar, with Botany Bay ease, and New
South Wales gentility; *“ which is Mr. Pickwick’s room, my
dear?”

“ Show him up,” said the barmaid to a wailer, wilhout deign-
ing another look at the exquisite, in reply to his inquiry.

‘The waiter led the way up stairs as he was desired, and the-
man in the rough coat followed, with Sam behind him, who,
in his progress up the staircase, indulged in sundry gestures
indicative of supreme contempt and defiance, to the unspeakahle
gratification of the servants and other lookers cn. Mr. Smouch,
who was troubled with a hoarse cough, remained below, and
expectorated in the passage,

Mr., Pickwick was fast asleep in bed, when his early visitor,
foltowed by Sam, entered the room. The noise they made, in
so doing, awoke him.

¢ Shaving water, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, from within the
curlains.

“ Shave you direelly, Mr. Pickwick,” said the visilor, draw-
ing one of them back from (he hed’s head. © Pyve gol an execu-
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tion against you, at the suit of Bardell. —Here’s the warrant.—
Common Pleas.—Here’s my card. 1 suppose yow'll come over
to my house.” And giving Mr. Pickwick a friendly tap on the
shoulder, the sheriff’s officer—for such he was—threw his
card on the counterpane, and pulled a gold toothpick from his
waistcoat pocket. .

“ Namby’s Lthe name,” said the sheriff’s deputy as Mr. Pick-
wick took his speclacles from under the pillow, and put them
on, 1o read the card. ‘* Namby, Bell Alley, Coleman-sireet.”

At this point, Sam Weller, who had had his eyes fixed hitherto
on Mr Namby’s shining beaver, interfered—

¢ Are you a Quaker?” said Sam.

¢ I'li let you know who I am, before I’ve done with you,”
replied the indignant officer. *“ U'll teach you manners, my fine
fellow, one of these fine mornings.”

“ Thank’ee,” said Sam. * I'll do the same for you. Fake your
hat off.” With this, Mr. Weller, in the most dexlerous manner,
knocked Mr. Namby’s hat (o the other side of the room with
such violence, that he had very nearly caused him fo swallow
the gold toothpick into the bargain.

“ Ohserve this, Mr. Pickwick,” said the disconcerted officer,
gasping for breath. * I've been assaulted in the execution of my
dooty by your servanl in your chamber. I'm in bodity fear. 1 call
you to witness this.”

“ Don’t witness nothin’, Sir,” interposed Sam. ¢* Shut your
eves up tight, Sir 5 I'd piteh him out o’ winder, only he couldn’t
fall far enough, ’cause o’ the leads oulside.”

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick in an angry voice, as his atiend-
ant made various demonstrations of hostililies, ** if you say
another word, or offer the slightest inlerference with this person,
1 discharge you that instant.”

“ Bul, Sir!” said Sam,

‘* Hold your longue,” inlerposed Mr. Pickwick. ¢ Take that
hat up again.”

But this Sam flatly and positively refused to do; and, after he
huad been severely reprimanded by his master, the officer, being
in a hurry, condescended to pick it up himself, venting a great
variety of threats against Sam meanwhile, which that gentleman
reccived witli perfect composure, merely observing that if Mr.

. Namby would have the goodness to put his hat on again, he
would knock it into the latter end of next week. Mr. Namby,
perhaps thinking that such a process might be productive of
inconvenience to himself, declined to offer the temptation, and
soon after called up Smouwch. Having informed him that the cap-
ture was made, and that he was Lo wail Tor the prisoner untii he
should have finished dressing, Namby then swaggoered oul, and
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drove away. Smouch requesting Mr. Pickwick, in a surly man-
ner, ““ to be as alive as he could, for it was a busy time,” drew
up a chair by the door, and sat there till he had finished dressing.
Sam was then despatched for a hackney coach, and in it the
triumvirate proceeded to Coleman-street. It was fortunate the
distance was short, for Mr. Smouch, besides possessing no very
enchanting conversational powers, was rendered a decidedly
unpleasant companion in a limited space, by the physical weak-
ness to which we have elsewhere adverted.

The coach having turned into a very narrow and dark street,
stopped hefore a house with iron bars to all the windows ; the
door-posts of which were graced by the name and title of
‘ Namby, Officer fo the sheriffs of London;” the inner gate
having been opened by a gentleman who mighl have passed for
a neglected twin brother of Mr. Smouch, and who was endowed
with a large key for the purpose, Mr. Pickwick was shown into
the ¢ coffee-room.”

This coffee-room was a front parlcur, the principal features of
which were fresh sand and stale tobacco smoke. Mr. Pickwick
bhowed to the three persons who were seated in it when he en-
tered, and having despatched Sam for Perker, wilhdrew into an
obscure corner, and from thence looked with some curiosity
upon his new companions.

One of these was a mcere boy of nineleen or twenly, who,
though it was yet barelv ten o’clock, was drinking gin and water,
and smoking a cigar, amusements fo which, judging from his
inflamed countenance, he had devoted himself prelty constantly
for the last year or two of his life. Opposite him, engaged in
stirring the fire with the toe of his right boot, was a coarse, vul-
gar young man of about thirty, wiith a2 sallow face and harsh
voice; evidently possessed of that knowledge of the world, and
captivating freedom of manner, which is to he acquired in public-
house parlours, and at low billiard tables. The third tenant of
the apartment was a middle-aged man in a very old suit of black,
who looked pale and haggard, and paced up and down the room
incessantly : stopping now and then to look with great anxiety
out of the window as il he cxpected somebody, and then resum-
ing his walk.

“You’d better have the loan of my razor this mormng, Mr,
Ayresleigh,” said the man who was slirring Lhe fire, lipping the
wink to his friend the boy.

“Thank you, oo, I shan’l want it:; I expect T shall be out,
in the course of an hour or s0,” replied the other in a burried
manuner. Then walking again up to the window, and once more
returning disappointed, he sighed deeply, and lefl the room,
upon which the olhier {wo burst out into @ loud lauglh.
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“ Well, 1 never saw such a game as that,” said the gentle-
man who had offered the razor, whose name appeared (o be
Price, ¢ Never!” Mr. DPrice conlirmed the assertion with an
oath, and then laughed again, when of course the boy {who
thought his companion one of the most dashing fellows alive,)
laughed also.

“ You'd hardly think, would you now,” said Price, lurning
towards Mr. Pickwick, *¢ that that chap’s been here a week
yesterday, and never once shaved himself yet, because he feels
so certain he’s going out in half an hour’s time, that he thinks
he may as well put it off i}l he gets home?”

¢ Poor man ! ” said Mr. Pickwick. * Are his chances of get-
ting out of his difficulties really so great? ™

“ Chances be d—d,” replied Price ; ¢ he hasn’t half the ghost
of one. 1 wouldw’L give ¢hat for his chance of walking about the
streels this time ten years.” With this, Mr. Price snapped his
fingers contemptuounsly, and rang the heli.

¢ Give me a sheet of paper, Crookey,” said Mr. Price to the
atlendant, who in dress and general appearance looked some-
thing between a hankrupt grazier, and a drover in a state of in-
solvency ; *“and a glass of brandy and water, Crookey, d’ye
bear? I'm going to wrile to my father, and I must have a stimu-
lant, or 1 shan’l be able to pitch it strong enough into the old
bov.” At this tacetious speech, the young boy, it is almost
needless to say, was lairly eonvulsed.

“Thal’s right,” said Mr. Price. * Never say die. All fun,
ain’tit?”

“ Prime!” said the young gentleman.

¢ You've some spirit aboul vou, vou have,” said Price.
¢ You've seen something of life.””

¢ T rather think I bave!” replied the boy. He had looked at
il through the dirty panes of glass in a bar door.

Mr. Pickwick feeling not a little disgusted wiih this dialogue,
as well as with (he air and manner of the two beings by whom
ii had been earried on, was aboul to inquire whether he could
not be accommodated with a private sitting-room, when two or
three strangers of genteel appearance entered, at sight of whom
the boy threw his cigar into the fire, and whispering to Mr,
Price, that they had come to *“ make it all right ™ for him, joined
them at a table in the further end of the room,

Tt would appear, however, that matters were not going o e
made all right quite so speedily as the young gentleman antici-
paled, for a very long conversation ensued, of which Mr. Pick-
wick could not avoid hearing cerlain angry fragments regarding
dissolute conduct, and repeated forgiveness. At last Lhere were
very distinct allusions made by the oldest gentieman of the party
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to one Whitecross-street, at which the young gentleman, not-
withstanding his primeness and his spirit, and his knowledge
of life into the bargain, reclined his head upon the table and
howled dismally.

Very much satisfied with this sudden bringing down of the
youth’s valour, and effectual lowering of his tone, Mr. Pickwick
rang the bell, and was showu at his own request into a private
room furnished with a carpet, table, chairs, sideboard and sofa,
and ornamented with a looking glass, and various old prints.
Here he had the advantage of kearing Mrs, Namby’s performance
on a square piano over head, while the breakfast was getting
ready ; and when it came, Mr. Perker arrived also,

“ Aha, my dear Sir,” said the little man, ** nailed at last, eh?
Come, come, I'm not sorry for il cither, because now you'll see
the absurdity of this conduct. 've noted down the amount of the
faxed costs and damages for which the case was issued, and we
had better settle at once and lose no time. Namby is come home
by this lime, I dare say. What say you, my dear Sir, shail 1
draw a cheque, or will you?” The little man rubbed his hands
with affected cheerfulness as he said this, but glancing at Mr.
Pickwick’s countenance, could not forbear at the same time
casting a desponding look towards Sam Weller, ,

““ Perker,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ et me hear no more of this,
[ beg. 1seenoadvantage in staving here, so I shall go to prison
to-night.”

““ You can’t go o Whitecross-street, my dear Sir,” said Per-
ker. ¢ Impossible ! There are sixty beds in a ward, and the bolt’s
on, sixteen hours out of the four-and-twenty.”

*“ I should rather go o some other place of confinement if 1
can,” said Mr. Pickwick, * If not, ] must make the best I can
of that.”

“ Youcan go lo the Fleet, my dear Sir, if you're determined
to go somewhere,” said Perker.

“ That’ll do,” said Mr. Pickwick. ¢ I’ll go there directly I've
finished my breakfast.”

¢ Stop, stop, my dear Sir ; not Lhe least occasion for being in
such a violent hurry to got into a place that most other men are
as eager to get out of,” said the good-natured liftle altorney.
¢ We must have a habeas corpus. There’ll be no judge at cham-
bers till four o’clock this afternoon. You must wait il then.”

““ ¥ery good,” said Mr. Pickwick, wilh unmoved patience.
“Then we will have a chop here, at two. See about it, Sam,
and tell them to be punctual.”

Mr. Pickwick remaining firm, despite all the remonstrances
and arguments of Perker, the chops appeared and disappeared
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in due course; he was then put into another hackney coach, and
carricd off to Chancery Lane, after waiting half an hour or so
for Mr. Namby, who had a select dinner parly, and ¢ould on no
account be disturbed before.

There were two judges in attendance at Scrgeants’ Inn—one
King’s Bench, and one Common Pleas, and a great deal of
business appeared to be {ransucling before them, if the number
of lawvers’ clerks who were hurrying in and out with bundles of
papers, afforded any lest. When they reached the low archway
which forms the entrance Lo the Inn, Perker was detained a few
moments parleying with the coachman about the fare and the
change ; and Mr. Pickwick, stepping to one side to be out of
the way of the stream of people that were pouring in and oul,
looked about him with some curiosity.

The people that attracted his aitention most, were three or
four men of shabby-genteel appearance, who touched their hats
to many of the aitorneys who passed, and seemed (o have some
husiness there, the nature of which Mr, Pickwick could not di-
vine. They were curious-looking fellows., One was a slim and
rather lame man in rusty black, and a white neckerchief ; an-
other was a stout, burly person, dressed in the same apparel,
with a great reddish-black cloth round his neck; a third was a
little weazen driunken-looking body with a pimply face. They
were loitering about, with their hands behind them, and now
and then, with an anxious countenance, whispered something
in the car of some of Lbe gentlemen with papers as they hurried
hy. Mr. Pickwick remembered Lo have very often observed them
lounging under the archway when he had been walking past,
and his curiosity was quite excited to know to what branch
of the profession Lhese dingy-looking loungers could possibly
belong.

He was just about {0 propound the question to Namby, who
kept close beside him, sucking a large gold ring on his little
finger, when Perker bustled up, and observing that there was no
time 4o lose, led the way into the [nn. As Mr. Pickwick followed,
the larne man stepped up to him, and civilly touching his hat,
lield out a wrilten card, which Mr. Pickwick, not wishing to hurt
the man’s feelings by refusing, courtecusly accepted and de-
posited in his waisteoat pocket.

“ Now,"” said Perker, turning round before he entered one
of the offices, to see that his companions were close behind him.
* Io here, my dear Sir. Hallo, what do you want?”’

"F'his last question was addressed to the lame man, who unob-
served by Mr. Pickwick made one of the party, In reply to it,
the lame man touched his hat again with ali imaginable polite-
ness, and molioned towards dr. Pickwiek.
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* No, no,” said Perker with a smile. “ We don’t want you,
my dear friend, we don’t want you.”

¢ 1 beg your pardon, Sir,” said the lame man. * The gentle-
man tock my card. I hopeyou will employ me, Sir. 'The gentle-
man nodded to me. I'll be judged by the gentleman himself.
You nodded to me, Sir?””

¢ Pooh, pooh, nonsense. You didn’t nod to anybody, Pick-
wick? A mistake, a mistake,” said Perker.

 The gentleman handed me his card,” replied M. Pickwick,
producing it from his waistcoal pockel. * I accepted it as the
gentleman seemed to wish it—in fact I bad some curiosity to
ook at it when 1 should be at leisure. I——"’

The little atlorney burst into a lond laugh, and returning the
card to the lame man, informing him it was all a mistake,
whispered to Mr. Pickwick as the man turned away in dudgeon,
that he was only a bail.

“ A what?” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick,

* A bail,” replied Perker.

“ A baill”

* Yes, my dcar Sir, hall a dozen of "em here. Bail you to any
amount, and only charge hall-a-crown, Curious trade, isn’t it?”
said Perker, regaling himsclf with a pinch of snulff,

“ What! am 1 to understand that these men carn a livelihood
by wailing about here, lo perjure themselves before the judges
of the land, at the rate of hali-a-crown a crime!” exclaimed
Mr. Pickwick, quite aghast at the disclosure.

“ Why, I don't exaclly know about the perjory, my dear Sir,”
replied the litile gentleman. ¢ Harsh word, my dear Sir, very
harsh word indeed. 1t’s a legai fiction, my dear Sir, nothing
more.” Saying which, the altorney shrugged his shoulders,
smiled, took a second pinck of snuff, and led the way into the
office of the judge’s clerk.

This was a room of specially dirty appearanee, with a very
low ceiling and old panneled walls ; and so badly lighted, that
although it was broad day oulside, great tallow candles were
burning on the desks. At one end, was a door leading to the
judge’s private apartment, round which were congregated a
crowd of altorneys and managing clerks, who were called in,
in the order in which their respeclive appointments stood upon
the fite. Every time this door was opened to Iet a party out, the
nexl parly made a violent rush Lo get in; and as in addition to
the numerous dizlogues which passed between Lhe gentlemen
who were wailing Lo see the judge, a variety of rather personal
squabbles ensued between the greater part of those who had
seen him, there was as much noise as could well be raised in an
apartment of such confined dimensions.
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Nor were the conversations of these gentlemen the only
sounds that broke upon the ear. Standing on a box behind a
wooden bar al another end of the room was a clerk in spectas
cles, who was ** laking the aflidaviis,” large batches of which
were from lime to Uime carried inte the private room by another
clerk for the judge’s signature. There were a large number of
attorneys’ clerks to be sworn, and it being a moral impossibility
to swear them all at once, the struggles of these gentlemen Lo
reach the clerk in speetacles, were like those of a crowd {o get
in at the pit door of a theatre when His Most Gracious Majesly
honours il with his presence. Another funclionary, from time
to time, exercised his lungs in calling over the names of those
who had been sworn, for the purpose of restoring to them their
affidavits afler they had been signed by Lhe judge, which gave
rise to a few more scuffles; and all these things going on at the
same time, occasioned as much bustle as the most active and
excitable person could desire to behold. There were yet another
class of persons—those who were waiting to attend summonses
their employers had taken out, which it was optional fo the
attorney on the opposite side to attend or not, and whose busi~
ness it was from time to time to cry out the opposite altorney’s
name, to make certain that he was not in atlendance without
their knowledge,

For example. Leaning against the wall, close beside the seal
Mr. Pickwick had taken, was an oflice lad of fourteen, with a
tenor voice, and near him a common-faw clerk with a bass one,

A clerk hurried in with a bundle of papers, and stared about
him.

 Sniggle and Blink,” cried the tenor.

¢ Porkin and Snob,” growled the bass.

 Stumpy and Deacon,” said the new comer.

Nobody answered ; and the next man who came in was hailed
by the whole Lhree, and he in his terp shouted for another firm,
and then somebody else roared in a loud voice for another, and
so forth.

All this {ime, 1he man in the speclacles was hard at work
swearing the clerks ; the cath being invariably administercd
wilhout any effort at punctuation, and usually in the following
terms : —

“Take the book in your right hand this is your name and
hand-writing you swear that the contents of this your aflidavit
are trae so help you God a shiling you must get change 1
haven’t got it.” .

“Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. ** I suppose lhey are gel-
ting the habeas corpus ready.”

“ Yes,” said Sam, *“ and 1 vish they’d bring out the have-his-

1L 10
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carcase. IUs wery unpleasant keepin’ us vailin® here. I'd ha’ got
half a dozen have-his-carcases ready, pack’d up and all, by this
lime,”

What sort of cumbrous and unmanageable machine, Sam
Weller imagined a writ of habeas corpus to be does not appear,

for Perker at that moment walked up, and took Mr, Pickwick
away.

The usual forms having been gone through the body of
Samuel Piclowick was soon afterwards conlided Lo the custedy of
the tipstaff, to be by him taken to the Warden of the Fleet
Prison, and ibhere detained until the amount of the damages and
cosls in the aclion of Bardell against Pickwick was fully paid and
satisfied.

* And that,” said Mr. Pickwick laughing, “ will be a very
long time. Sam, call another hackney coach. Perker, my dear
friend, good bye,”

* ¥ shall go with vou, and sce you safe there,” said Perker.

¢ Indeed,” replied Mr. Pickwick, ** I would rathier go without
any other attendant than Sam. As soon as I get settled, T will
write and let you know, and 1 shall expect you immediately.
Unlil then, good bye.”

As Mr. Pickwick said this, he got into the coach which had
by this time arrived, followed by the tipstaff. Sam baving sta-
tioned himself on the box, i rolled away.

“ A most extraordinary man that,” said Perker, as he stopped
1o pull on his gloves,

< What @ bankrupt he’d make, Sir,” observed Mr. Lowten,
who was standing near. “ How he would bother the commis-
siopers ! He'd sel 'em at defiance if they talked of committing
him, Sir.”

The altorney did not appear very much delighted with his
-clerk’s professional eslimate of Mr. Pickwick’s character, for he
walked away without deigning any reply.

The hackney coach jolted along ¥leet Street, as hackney
coaches usually do. The horses ** went beller,” the driver said,
when they had got anylbing before them ( they musl have gone
at a most extraordinary pacc when there was nothing ), and so
the vehicle kept behind a cart ; when the cart stopped, it stop-
ped, and when the cart wenl on again, it did the same. Mr.
Pickwick sat opposite the tipstaff, and the tipstaff’ sat with his
hat belween his knees, whistling a tune, and looking out of the
coach-window.

Time performs wonders, and, by the powerful old gentleman’s
aid, even a hackney coach gets over half a mile of ground. They
stopped at length, and Mr. Pickwick alighled at the gate of the
Fleet.
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The tipstaft, just looking over his shoulder to see that
charge was following close al his heels, preceded Mr. Pick
into the prison ; turning to the left, after they had enlered, they ™~
passed through an open door into a lobby, from which a heavy
gate opposile to that by which they had entered, and which was
guarded by a slout turnkey with the key in his hand, led at onee
into {he interior of the prison. .

tlere they stopped, while the tipstaff delivered his papers ; and
here Mr. Pickwick was apprised that he would remain until he
had undergone the ceremony, known to the initiated, as *¢ sitting
for your portrait.”

¢ Sitling for my portrait!” said Mr. Pickwick.

* Having your likeness taken, Sir,” replied the stoul turnkey.

** We're capital hands at likenesses here. Take ’em in no
time, and always exact. Walk in, Sir, and make yourself at
home.”

Mr. Pickwick complied with the invitation, and sat himscl
down, when Mr. Weller, who stationed himself at the back of
the ehair, whispered that the sitling was merely another term for
undergoing an inspection by the different turnkeys, in order that
ihey might know prisoners from visilors,

“ Well, Sam,” said Mr, Pickwick, ** then I wish the arlisls
would come. This is rather a public place.”

“ "They vont be long, Sir, I des-say,” replied Sam. **There’s
# duich clock, Sir.”

“ S0 I see,” observed Mr. Pickwick

“ And a bird-cage, Sir,” said Sam. *‘ Veels vithin veels, a
prison in a prison. Ain’Lit, Sic?”

As Mr. Weller made this philosophical remark, Mr. Pickwick
was aware that his sitting had commenced. The stout turnkey
having been relieved from the lock, sat down, and looked at him
carelessly from time {o time, while a long thin man who had
relieved him thrast his hands beneath his coat tails, and planling
himself opposile, took a good long view of him. A third rather
surly-leoking gentleman, who had apparently heen disturbed at
his tea, for he was disposing of the last remmnant of a erust and
butler when he came in, stationed bimself close to Mr. Pickwick;
and, resting his hands on his hips, inspected him narrowly,
while Lwo others mixed with the group, and sludicd his fealures
with most intent and thoughtful faces. Mr. Pickwick winced
a good deal under the operation, and appeared to sit very
uneasily in his chair : but he made no remark to anybody while
it was heing performed—nol even lo Sam, who reclined upon
the back of the chair, refllecting, partly on the siluation of his
master, and partly on Lhe great salisfaction it would have afforded
him to make a fieree assault vpon all the turnkeys there as-
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sembled, onc after the other, if it were lawful and peaceable so
o do.

At length the likeness was completed, and Mr. Pickwick was
informed that he might now proceed into the prison.

“ Where am I to sleep to-night?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ Why I don’t rightly know about to-night,” replied the stout
turnkey. ¢ You’ll be chummed on somebody to-morrow, and
then you'll be all snug and comfortable. The first night’s gene-
rally rather unsettled, but you’ll be set all squares to-morrow.”

After some discussion, it was discovered that one of the
turnkeys had a bed fo let, whieh Mr. Pickwick could have for
that night, and he gladly agreed to hire it.

“Tf yo'll come with me, I'll show it you, at once,” said
the man. ¢ It ain’t a large "un 3 but it’s an out-and-outer to sleep
in. This way, Sir.”

They passed Lhrough the inner gate, and descended a short
flighi of steps. The key was turned after them, and Mr. Pick-
wick found himself, for the first time in his life, within the walls
of a Debtors’ Prison.

CHAPTER XIL

WHAT BEFEL ML. VICKWICK WIEN IIE GOT 1INT0C THE FLEET; WHAT DEBTORS He
SAW FHERE; AND TOW HRE PASSED THE NIGHT.

Me. Fom RokER, the gentleman who had accompanied Mr.
Pickwick into the prison, turned sharp round fo the right when
he got to the bottom of the litile flight of sleps, and led the way
through an iron gate which slood open, and up another short
flight of steps, into a long narrow gallery, dirty and low, paved
with stone, and very dimly lighted by a window at each remotg
end.

¢ This,” said the gentleman, thrusting his hands into his
pockets, and looking carelessly over his shoulder to Mr. Pick-
wick, < this here is the hall flight.”

# Oh ”? peplied Mr. Pickwick, looking down a dark and {ilthy
staircase, which appeared to lead to a range of damp and gloomy
stone vaulls beneath the ground ; ‘“and those, 1 suppose, are
the little cellars where the prisoners keep their small quantities
of coals. Ah! unpleasant places to have to go down to; but very
convenient, 1 dare say.”

¢ Yes, | shouldn’t wonder if they was convenient,” replied
the gentleman, ¢ seeing that a few people live there pretty snug.
That’s the Fair, that is.”
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* My fricnd,” said Mr. Pickwick, ** you don’t really mean {o
say Lhat human beings live down in those wrelched dungeons?”

« Dor’t 17" replied Mr. Roker, with indignant astonishment ;
“ why shouldnt 1?7

¢ Live!—live down there!” exelaimed Mr. Pickwick.

¢ Live down there! yes, and die down there, too, wery often !
replied Mr. Roker; ** and what of that? Who's got fo say any-
thing agin it? Live down there!—yes, and a wery good place
it is to live in, ain’Lit?”

As Roker turned somewhat fiercely upon Mr. Pickwick in
saying this, and morcover muttered, in an cxcited fashion, cer-
tain unpleasant invocations concerning his own eyes, limbs, and
circulating fluids, the latter gentleman deemed it advisable to
pursue the discourse no further. Mr, Roker then proceeded to
mount another staircase, as dirty as that which led to the place
which had just been the subject of discussion, in which ascend
fie was closely followed by Mr. Pickwick and Sam.

“ There,” said Mr. Roker, pausing for breath when they
reached another gallery of the same dimensions as the one below,
< this is the coffee-room flight : the one above’s the third, and
the one ahove that’s the top; and the room where you're a
going to sleep to-night isthe warden’s room, and it’s this way—
come on.” Having said all this in a breath, Mr. Roker mounted
another Bight of stairs, with Mr, Pickwick and Sam Weller
following al his heels.

These staircases received lighl from sundry windows placed
at some litille disiance above the floor, and looking into a gra-
velled arca bounded by a high brick wall, with iron chevaua-
de-frise at the top. This area, il appeared from Mr. Roker’s
statcment, was the racket-ground ; and it further appeared, on
the testimony of the same genfleman, that there was a smaller
arca in thal portion of the prison which was nearest IFarringdon
Street, denominated and called ¢ the Painted Ground,” from
the Fact of its -walls having once displayed the semblances of
various men-of-war in full sail, and other artistical effects,
achieved in bygone times by some imprisoned draughtsman in
his leisure hours.

Having communicated this piece of information, apparently
more for the purpose of discharging his bosom of an important
fact, than with any specilic view of enlighlening Mr. Pickwick,
the gnide, having at length reached another galiery, led the way
into a small passage at the extreme end; opened a door, and
disclosed an apartment of an appearance by no means inviting,
containing eight or nine iron bedsteads.

*“ There,” said Mr. Roker, holding the door open, and look-
ing triumphantly round at Mg, Pickwick, ¢ there s a room!”
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Mr. Pickwick’s face, however, betokened such a very trifling
portion of satisfaction at the appearance of his lodging, that
Mr. Roker looked for a reciprocity of feeling into the counte-
nance of Samuel Weller, who, until now, had observed a digni-
{ied silence.

*“ There’s a room, young man!” observed Mr. Roker.

“ 1 see it;” replied Sam, with a placid nod of the head.

“You wouldn’t think to find such a room as this, in the
Farringdon Hotel, would you?” said Mr. Roker, with a com-
placent smile.

To this Mr. Weller repiied with an easy and unstudied closing
of une eve; which might be considered to mean, eithey that he
would have thought it, or that he would not have thought it,
or that he had never thought anything at all about it, just as
the observer’s imagination suggested. Having exceuted this
feat, and re-opened his eye, Mr. Weller proceeded to inquire
which was the individual hedstead that Mr. Roker had so fat-
toringly described as an out-and-outer {o slecp in.

“That’s it,” replied Mr. Roker, pointing Lo a very rosty one
in a corner. ““ It would make any one go to sleep, that bedstead
would, whether they wanted to or not.”

* Ishould think,” said Sam, eyeing the piece of furniture in
question with a look of excessive disgust. ¢ T should think
poppies was nothin’ to it,”

‘ Nothing at all,” said Mr. Roker.

“And 1 s’pose,” said Sam, with a sidelong glance at his
master, as if to sce whether there were any symptoms of his
determination being shaken by what passed, ¢ Is’pose the other
gen’l’'men as sleeps here, are gen’l'men.”

“ Nothing but it,” said Mr. Roker. “ One of "em takes his
twelve pints of ale a-day, and nover leaves off smoking, even
at his meals.”

*“ He must be a first-rater,” said Sam.

“ A, L,” replied Mr. Roker.

Nothing daunted, even by this intelligence, Mr. Pickwick
smilingly announced his determination to test the powers of the
narcotic bedstead for that night; and Mr. Roker, after inform-
ing him that he could retire to rest at whatever hour he thought
proper without any further notice or formality, walked off, leay-
ing him standing with Sam in the gallery.

It was getting dark ; that is to say, a few gas jets were kin-
dled in this place, which was never light, by way of compliment
to the evening, which had setin outside. As it was rather warm,
some of the tenants of the numerous little rovms which opened
into the gallery on cither hand, bad set their doors ajar. Mr.
Pickwick peeped into them as he passed along, with great e~
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riosity and interest, Here, four or five greal hulking fellows,
just visible through a cloud of {obacco-smoke, werc engaged in
noisy and riotous conversalion over half-emptied pots of beer, or
playing at all-fours with a very greasy pack of cards. In the ad-
joining room, some solitary tenant might be seen, poring, by
the light of a fechle tallow candle, over a bundle of soiled and
tatlered papers, vellow with dust and dropping to pieces from
age, wriling, for the hundredtli time, some, lengthened state-
ment of his grievances, for the perusal of some greal man
whose eyes it would never reach, or whose heart it would never
touch. Ib a third, a man, with his wife and a whole crowd of
children might be seen making up a scanty bed on the ground,
or upon a few chairs, for the younger ones to pass the night in.
And in a fourth, and a fifth, and a sixth, and a scventh, the
noise, and the beer, and the tobacco-smoke, and the cards, ali
came OVeT again in greater force than before.

In the galleries themselves, and more especially on the stair-
cases, there lingered a great number of people, who came there,
some becaunse their rooms were emply and lonesome ; others be-
cause their rooms were fult and hot; and the greater parl be-
caose lhey were restless and uncomfortable, and not possessed
of the secret of exaclly knowing what to do with themselves.
There were many clesses of people here, from the labouring man
in his fustian jacket, lo the broken down spendihrift in his shawl
dressing-gown, most appropriately oul al clbows ; bul there was
the same air about Lhem all—a kind of listless, jail-bird, careless
swagger; a vagabondisl who’s-afraid sort of bearing, which is
wholly indescribable in words ; bul which any man can under-
stand in one moment it he wishes, by just selling foot i the
nearest debtors’ prison, and looking al the very [irst group of
people he sees there, silh (he same inlerest as Mr. Pickwick did.

“ Tt sirikes me, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, leaning over the
iron-rail at the stair-head, ** it strikes me, Sam, thal imprison-
menl for debt is searcely any punishment al all.”

* Think not, Sir?” inquired Mr. Weller,

“ You see how these fellows drink, and smoks, and roar,” re-
plied Mr. Pickwick. * It's quite impossible that they ean mind
it much.”

*“ Ah, thav's just the wery thing, Sir” rejoined Sam : ** they
don’t mind it; it's a reg’lar holiday to them—all porter and
skellles. 1U's the Uolher vuns as gels done over vilth this sorl, o
ihing : them down-hearted fellers ag can’t svig avay al Lhe heer,
nor play skettles neither; them as vould pay if they could, and
gets low by being hoxed up, T el you wot it is, Sir : them as
is alvays a idlin® in pablic-houses il dow'l dastage al all, und
them as is alvays a vorkin® ven thev can, il damages too much.
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¢ It's unekal,” as my father used to say ven his grog worn’t made
half-und-half—¢Tt’s unekal, and that’s the fault on it.” ”

T think vow're right, Sam,” said ¥r. Pickwick, after a few
moments” refleelion, ¢ quite right.”

¢ Prraps, now and then, here’s some honest people as likes
il,” observed Mr. Weller, in a ruminalive lone; * but I never
heerd o’ one as T can call to mind, ’cept the little dirty-faced
man in the brown coat, and that was force of habit.”

“ And who was he?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ Vy, that’s just the wery point as nobody never know'd,” re-
plied Sam.

“ But what did he do?”

“ Vy, he did wof many men as has been much better know'd
has done in their time, Sir,” replied Sam; *‘ he run a match
agin the constable, and vun it.”

“In other words, | suppose,” said Mr. Pickwick, * he got
into debt?”

¢ Just that, Sir,” replied Sam, * and in course o’ time he come
here in consekens. Tt warn’t much—execution for nine pound no-
thin’, multiplied by five for costs; but hows’ever here he stopped
for seventeen year. If he got any wrinkles in his face, they was
stopped up vith the dirt, for both the dirty face and the brown
coat wos just the same at the end o’ that time as they wos at the
beginnin®. He wos a wery peaceful inoffendin’ little creetur, and
wos always a bustlin’ about for somebody, or plavin’ rackets and
never vinnin’y till at last the turnkeys they got quite fond on him,
and he wos in the lodge ev’ry night, a chatlering vith "em, and
tellin® stories, and all thaf ’ere. Vun night he wos in there as
usual, alone vith a wery old friend of his, as wos on the lock,
ven he says all of a sudden, ‘I ain’t seen the market oulside,
Bill,” be says { Flect Market wos there at that time)—* I ain’t
seen the market outside, Bill,” he says, ¢ for seventeen year.” 1
know vou ain’t,” says the turnkey, smoking his pipe. ¢ I should
like to see it for a minit, Bill,” he says. ¢ 'Wery probable,” says
the turnkey, smoking his pipe wery fierce, and making believe
he warn't up to wot the liltle man wanted. * Bill,’ says the little
man, morc abrupt than afore, ‘I’ve got the fancy in my head.
Let me see the publie sireet once more afore I die; and if L ain’t
struck with apoplexy, I'll be back in five minits by the clock.’
¢ And wot ’ud become o’ me if you swos struck with apoplexy?’
said the turnkey. ¢ Vy, says the little creetur, ¢ whoever found
me, ‘ud bring me home, for I've got my card in my pocket,
Bill;” he says, ‘ No. 20, Coffee-room Flight:" and that wos
true, sure enough, for ven he wanted to make the aequaintance
of any new comer, he used fo pull oul a little limp card vith
them words on it and nothin’ else; in consideralion o’ vich, he
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wos always called Number Tventy. The turnkey takes a fixed
look at him, and at last he says in a solemn manner,  Tventy,’
he says, ‘ 'll trust you ; you won’t get your ald friend into trou-
ble?’ * No, my boy; I hope I've somethin’ bhetter behiad here,’
says the little man, and as he said it, he hit his little veskit wery
hard, and then a tear started out o’ each eye, which wos wery
extraordinary ; for it wos supposed as water never touched his
face. e shook the turnkey by the hand; out he vent——""

‘¢ And never came back again?” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Wrong for vunce, Sir,” repliecd Mr. Weller, * for back he
come two minits afore the time, a bilin’ vith rage, sayin’ how
he’d been nearly run over by a hackney coach; that he warn’t
used ta it, and he wos blowed if he wouldn’t write to the Lord
Mayor, They got him pacified at last; and for five year arter
that, he never cven so much as peeped out o’ the lodge-gate.”

“ At the expiration of that time he died, I suppose?” said Mr.
Pickwick.

¢ Na he didn’t, Sir,” replied Sam. *‘ He got a curiosity to go
and taste the beer at 2 new public-house over the way, on the
premises; and it wos such a wery mnice parloar, that he took it
into his head to go there every night, which he did for a long
time, always comin’ back reg’lar about a quarter of an hour afore
the gate shut, which wos all wery soug and comfortable. At
last he began Lo get so precious jolly, that he used to forgel how
the time vent, or care nothin® at all about it, and he vent on
geftin’ later and later, till von night his old friend wos just a
shuttin’ the gate—had Lurned the key in fact—ven he come
up. © Hold hard, Bill," he says. * Wot, ain’t you come home yet,
Tventy?’ says the turnkey ; ‘I thought you was in long ago.’
¢ No | wasn’t,” says the little man, vith a smile. ¢ Vell Lhen, 'l}
tell you wot it is, my friend,” says the turnkey openin’ the gate
wery slow and sulky, ‘it’s my 'pinion as vou've got into bad
company ¢ late, which I'm wery sorry to see. Now 1 don’t wish
fo do anythin’ harshy’ he says, ¢ but if you can’t confine your-
self to steady circles, and find your vay back at reg’lar hours,
as sure as you're a standin’ there, 1'll shut you out altogether!’
The little man was seized vith a wiolent fit o’ tremblin’, and
never vent outside the prison walls artervards !”

As Sam eoncluded, Mr. Pickwick slowly reiraced his steps
down stairs. After a few thoughtful turns in the Painted Ground,
which, as it was now dark, was nearly deserted, he intimated
to Mr. Weller that he thought it high time for him to withdraw
for lhe night; requesting bhim to seek a bed in some adjacent
public-house, and return early in the morning, to make arrange-
ments for the removal of his master’s wardrobe from the
George and Vulture. This request Mr, Samucl Weller prepared
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to obey, with as good a grace as he could assume, but with a
very considerable show of reluctance nevertheless. He even
wenl so far as to essay sundry ineffectual hints regarding the
expediency of slretching himsell on the gravel for that night:
but finding Mr. Pickwick obstinately deaf to any such sugges-
tions, finally withdrew.

There is no disguising the fact that Mr. Pickwick fell very
low-spirited and uneomfortable—not for lack of society, for the
prison was very full, and a hottle of wine would at once have
purchased the utmost good followship of a few choice spirils,
without any more formal ceremony of introduction; but he was
alone in the coarse vulgar crowd, and felt the depression of
spirit and sinking of heart, nalurailly consequent upon the re-
flection that he was cooped and caged up without a prospect of
liberation. As to the idea of releasing himsel{ by ministering Lo
the sharpness of Dodson and Fogg, it never for an instant en-
tered his thoughts.

In this frame of mind he turned again into the coffee-room gal-
lery, and walked slowly Lo and fro. The place was intolerably
dirty, and the smell of tabacco-smoke perfectly suffocating.
There was a perpetual slamming and banging of doors as the
people went in and out, and the noise of their voices and fool-
steps echoed and re-cchoed through the passage constantly. A
young womau, with a child in her arms, who seemed scarcely
able to erawl, from emaeciation and misery, was walking up and
down the passage in conversation with her hushand, who had
no other place to sec herin. As they passed Mr. Pickwick, he
could hear the female sob bitterly ; and once she buarsl into sueh
a passion of grief, that she was compeiled to lean against the
wall for support, while the man took the ehild in his arms, and
tried to soothe her.

Mr. Pickwick’s hecart was veally too full to bear i, and ln,
went op stairs to bed.

Now, althongh the warden’s room was a very uncomfortahie
one, being, in every point of decoration and convenience, seve-
ral hundred degrees inferior to the commaoiest inlivmary of a
county gaol, it had at present the merit of heing wholly deserted,
save by Mr. Pickwick himself. So, he sat down at Lhe fool of
his little iron bedsiead, and began to wonder how much a
year the warden made oul of the dirty room:. Having salislied
himself, by mathematical calculation, that the apariment was
about equal in annual value to the freehold of a small slreet in
the suburbs of London, he took to wonderiug what possible
templation could bave induced a dingy-laoking fty thal was
crawling over his pantaloons, (o cumie indo a close prison, when
he had the choice of so many airy silualions—a course of me-
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ditation which Ied him to the irresistible conclusion that the
insect was insane. After seitling this point, he began to be con-
scicus that he was getting sleepy; whereupon he took his night-
cap out of the poclet in which he had had the precaution to
stow il in the morning, and, leisurely undressing himself, gol
into bed, and fell asleep.

“ Bravo! Heel over toc—cut and shuffle—pay away at it,
Zephyr ! 'm smothered if the Opera House isn’t your proper
hemisphere. Keep itup. Heoray!” These expressions, deliver-
ed in a most boislerous tone, and accompanied with Joud peals
of laughter, roused Mr. Pickwick from one of those sound
slumbers which, lasting in reality some hal{ hour, seem to the
sleeper to have been protracted Tor about three weeks or a
month. '

The voice had no sooner ceased than the room was shaken
with such violence that the windows rattled in their frames, and
the bedsteads trembled again. Mr. Pickwick started up, and
remained for some minutes fixed in mute astonishment at the
scene before him.

On the floor of the roowm, a man in a broad-skirted green
coat, with corderoy knee smalls and grey colten stockings, was
performing the most popular steps of a hornpipe, with a slang
and burlesque caricature of grace and lightness, which, com-
bined with the very appropriate characler of his costume, was
inexpressibly absurd. Another man, evidently very drunk, who
had probably heen tumbled into bed by his companions, was
sitting up between Lhe sheets, warbling as mueh as he could re-
collect of 2 comic song, with the most intensely sentimental feei-
ing and expression; while a third, seated on one of the bhed-
steads, was applauding both performers with the air of a pro-
found connoisseur, and encouraging them by such ebullitions of
fesling as had alrcady roused Mr. Pickwick from his sleep.

This last man was an admirable specimen of a class of gentry
which never can be seen in full perfection hut in such places
—they may be met with, in an imperfect state, occasionally
about stable-yards and public-houses; but they never atiain their
full bloom except in these hot beds, which would almost seem
Lo be considerately provided by the Legislalure for the sole pur-
pose of rearing them.

He was a tall fellow, with an olive complexion, long dark hair,
and very thick bushy whiskers meeling under his chin. He wore
no neckerchicf, as he had been playing rackets all day, and his
open shirt collar displayed their full luxuriance, On his bead hi
wore one of the common eighteenpenny I'rench skull-caps,
with a gawdy lassel dangling (herefrom, very happily in keep-
g with a common fustian coaf. His legs, which, being long.
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were afflicted with weakness, graced a pair of Oxford-mixture
trousers, made to show the full symmetry of the limbs. Being
somewhat negligently braced, however, and moreover, but
imperfectly buttoned, they fell in a series of not (he most grace-
ful folds over a pair of shoes sufficiently down at heel (o display
a pair of very soiled while stockings. Therce was a rakish vaga-
bond smartness, and a kind of hoastful rascality, about the
whole man, that was worlh a mine of gold.

This figure was the (st to perceive that Mr. Pickwick was
looking on; upon which he winked to the Zephyr, and entreated
him, with mock gravity, not to wake the gentleman,

““Why, bless the gentleman’s honest heart and soul ! ™ said
the Zephyr, turning round and affecting the extremity of sur-
prise; * the gentleman is awake. Bem ; Shakspeare. How do
you do, Sir? How is Mary and Sarah, Sir? and the dear old lady
at home, Sir — ¢h, Sir? Will you have the kindness to put my
compliments into the first little parcel you're sending that way,
Sir, and say that I would have sent *em before, only 1 was afraid
they might be broken in the waggon, Sir?”

“ Don’t overwhelm the gentleman with ordinary civilities
when you see he'’s anxious to have something to drink,” said
the gentleman with the whiskers, with a jocose air. ¢ Why
den’t you ask the gentleman what he'll take?”

“ Dear me — 1 quite forgot,” replied the other. * 'What will
you take, Sir? Will you take port wine, Sir, or sherry wine,
8ir? I can reecornmend the ale, Sir ; or perhaps yow'd like to laste
Lhe porter, Sir? Allow me to have the felicity of hanging up your
night cap, Sir.”

‘Wilh this, the speaker smatched that article of dress from
Me. Pickwick’s head, and fixed it in a fwinkling on that of the
drunken man, who, firmly impressed with the belief that he
was delighling a numerous assembly, conlinucd to hammer
away al the comic song in {he most melancholy strains ima-
ginable,

Taking a man’s night-cap from his brow by violent means, and
adjusting it on the head of an unknown gentleman of dirty ex-
terior, however ingenious a witticism in itself, is unquestionably
one of those which come under the denomination of practical
jokes. Viewing the matter precisely in this Light, Mr. Pickwick,
without the slightest intimation of his purpose, sprang vigor-
ously out of bed; struck the Zephyr so smart a blow in the
chest, as to deprive him of a considerable portion of the com-
modily which sometimes bears his name; and then, recapturing
his night-cap, boldly placed himself in an attitude of defence.

* Now,” said Mr. Pickwick, gasping no less from excilement
thau from ihe expendituve of so much energy, ¢ come on—



OF THE PICKWICK CLUB. 157

both of you — both of you.” And with this liberal invitation the
worthy genlleman communicated a revolving motion to his
clenched fists, by way of appalling his antagonists with a display
of science.

It might have been Mr. Pickwick’s very unexpected gallantry,
or it might have been the complicated manner in which he had
got himself out of bed, and fallen all in a mass upon the hornpipe
man, that touched his adversaries. Touched they were ; for,
instead of then and there making an attempt o commit man-
slanghter, as Mr. Pickwick implicitly believed they would have
done, they paused, stared at each other a short lime, and finally
laughed outright,

*“'Well ; you're a trump, and I like you ali the better for it,”
said the Zephyr. “Now jump into bed again, or you'll catch the
rheomatics, No malice, 1 hope?” said the man, extending a
hand about the size of the yellow clump of fingers which some-
times swings over a glover’s door.

¢ Certainly not,” said Mr. Pickwick, with great alacrity; for,
now that the excitement was over, he began to feel rather cool
about the legs.

‘“ Allow me the Ahonour, Sir?” said the gentleman with the
whiskers, presenting his dexter hand, and aspirating the .

“With much pleasure, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, and having
execuled a very long and solemn shake, he got into bed again.

“ My name is Smangle, Sir,” said the man with the whiskers.

“Oh,” said Mr. Pickwick,

* Mine is Mivins,” said the man in the stockings.

“T am delighted to hear it, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Hem,” coughed Mr. Smangle.

“ Did you speak, Sir?” said Mr. Pickwick.

““ No, I did not, Sir ?”* said Mr, Smangle.

1 theught you did, Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick.

All this was very genteel and pleasant; and, to make matters
still more eomfortable, Mr. Smangle assured Mr. Pickwick a
great many times that he entertained a very high respect for
the feelings of a gentleman ; which sentiment, indeed, did him
infinite credit, as he could be in no wise supposed to understand
them.

““ Are you going through the Court, Sir?” inquircd Mr.
Smangle.

“ Through the what? ” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Through the Cour{i—Portugal-street — the Court for the
Relief of ——you know.”

“ Oh, no,” replied Mr. Pickwick. ‘“No, Tam not.”

“ Going out, perhaps?” suggested Mivins.
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“ I fear not,” replied Mr. Pickwick, I refuse lo pay some
damages, and am here in consequence.”

* Ah,” said Mr. Smangle, ““ paper has been my ruin.”

¢ A stationcer, 1 presume, Sir?” said Mr. Pickwick, innocently.

 Stationer ! No, no; confound and curse me! — not so low
as that. No trade. 'When 1 say paper, I mean bills,” '

¢ Oh, you usethe word in that sense, L see,” said Mr, Pickwick.

“ Damme ! a gentleman must expect reverses,” said Smangle.
“'What of that? Here am I in the Fleet Prison. Well; good.
‘What then ? I'm none the worse for (hat, am 1?7

“ Not a hit,” replied Mr. Mivins. And he was quite right ; for,
s¢ far from Mr. Smangle being any the worse for it, he was
something the better, inasmuch as to qualily himself for (he
place, he had atiained graluitons possession of certain articles
of jewellery, which, long before that, ltad found their way to the
pawnbroker's.

“ Well; but come,” said Mr. Smangle; ¢ this is dry work.
Let’s rinse our mouths with a drop of burnt sherry ; the last
comer shall stand it, Mivins shall fetch it, and T'll help to drink
it. That’s & fair and gentlemanlike division of labour, any how
—curse me !’

Unwilling to hazard another quarrel, Mr. Pickwick gladly
assenled to the proposition, and consigned the money to Mr.
Mivins, who, as it was nearly eleven o'clock, lost no time in
repairing to the coffee-room on his errand.

“1 say,” whispered Smangle, the moment his Teiend had lef!
the room; ‘* what did you give him?”

“ Half a sovercign,” said Mr, Pickwick.

¢ He's a devilish pleasant gentlemanly dog,” said Mr, Sman-
gle : — “infernal pleasant. I don’t know anybody more so,
but——" Here Mr. Smangle stopped short, and shook his head
dubiously.

¢ You don’l think there is any probability of his appropriating
the money (o his own use?” said Mr. Pickwick.

¢ Oh, no—mind, I don’t say that; I cxpressly say that he’s a
devilish gentlemanly fellow,” said Mr. Smangle. “ But I think,
perhaps, if somebody went down, just (o see that he didn’t drop
his beak inlo the jug by accident, or make sume confounded
mistake in losing the money as he came up stairs, it would be as
well. Here, you Sir, just vun down stairs, and look after that
gentleman, will you?”

This request was addressed to a little, timid-looking, nervous
man, whose appearance bespoke greal poverly, and who had
heen crouching on his bedslcad all this while, apparently quite
stupified by the novelly of his siluation.

* You know where the coffee-room is,” said Smangle; * just
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ran down, and tell Lthat genlleman youw've come to help him up
with the jug. Or—stop—TIIl tell you what—I'll tell yon how
we'll do him,” said Smangle, wilh a eanning look,

“ How ?” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Send down word that he’s to spend the change in cigars.
Capital thought. Run and tell him that; d’ve hear? They shan't
be wasted,” conunued Smangle, tummg to Mr. Pickwick. * I'l!l
smoke ‘em.’

"This manocuvring was so exceedmgly wgenjous, and, withal,
performed with such immoveable composure and coolness, that
Mr. Pickwick would have had no wish 1o disturb it, even if he
had had the power, In a short time Mr. Mivins returned, hear-
ing the sherry, which Mr, Smangle dispensed in two litlle
cracked mugs; considerately remarking, with reference Lo
himself, that a gentleman must not be particular under such
circumstances, and, for his parl, he was not too proud to drink
out of the jug; in which, lo show his sincerity, he forthwith
pledged the company in a draught which half emptied it.

An excellent understanding having been, by these means,
promoted, Mr. Smangle proceeded to entertain his hearers wilh
a relation of divers romantic adventures in which he had been
from time {o lime engaged, involving various interesting anec-
doles of a thorough-bred horse, and a magnificont Jewess, both
of surpassing beauty, and much coveted by the nobility and
genfry of these kingdoms.

Lond before these elegant extracts from the biography of a
gentleman were concluded, Mr. Mivins had betaken himsslf (o
bed, and set in snoring for the night : leaving the timid stranger
and Mr. Pickwick to the full benefit of Mr. Smangle’s expe-
riences.

Nor were Lhe iwo last-named gentlemen as much edified as
they might have been by the inoving passages which were nar-
rated. r. Pickwick had been in a slate of slumber for some
time, when he had a {aint perception of the drunken man burst-
ing out afresh with the comic song, and receiving from Mr,
Smangle a gentle intimation, through the medium of the water
jug, that his audience were not musically disposcd. He then
once again dropped off to sleep, with a confused consciousness
that Mr. Smangle was still engaged in relating a long story, the
chief point of which appeared to be, that, on some occasion
particularly stated and set forth, he had ¢ done” a hill and a
gentleman at the same time:
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CHAPTER XIIIL

\LLUSTRATIVE, LIKE THE PRECEDING OQNE, OF THE OLD PROVERB; THAT ADVERSITY
BRINGS A MAN ACQUAINTED WITH STRANGE DED-FHELLOWS, LIKEWISE CONTAINING
MR. PICEWICK'S EXTRAORDINARY AND STARTLING ANNOUNCEMENT TG WMR. SAMURAL
WELLER,

WHEN Mr. Pickwick opened his eyes next morning, the first
object upon which they rested was Samuel Weller, seated upon
a small black portmantean, inlently regarding, apparently in a
condition of profound abstraction, the stately figure of the dash-
ing Mr. Smangle, while Mr. Smangle himself, who was already
partially dressed, was seated on his bedstead, occupied in the
desperately hopeless attempt of staring Mr. Weller out of coun-
tenance. We say desperately hopeless, because Sam, with a
comprehensive gaze, which ook in Mr. Smangle’s cap, feet,
head, face, legs, and whiskers, all at the same time, continued
to look steadily on with every demonstration of lively satisfac-
tion, but with no more regard to Mr. Smangle’s personal senti-
ments on the subject, than he would have displayed had he
been inspecting a wooden statue, or a straw-embowelled Guy
Faux.

* Well; will you know me again?” said Mr. Smangle, with
a frown. b

“ I'd svear to you any veres, Sir,” replied Sam, cheerfully.

“ Don’t be impertinent to agentieman, Sir,” said Mr. Smangie.

“ Not on no account,” roplied Sam. “ If yowil tell me ven he
wakes, I'll be upon the wery besl extra-super behaviour!”
This ohservation, having a remote lendency to imply that Mr.
Smangle was no gentleman, rather kindled his ire, '

“ Mivins!” said Mr. Smangle, with a passionale air.

“ What's the office?” replied that gentieman from his couch.

¢ 'Who the devil is this fellow?”

* (Gad,” said Mr. Mivins, looking lazily out from under the
bed-clothes, *“ 1 ought (o agk you that. Hasn’t he any business
here?”

* No,” replied Mr. Smangle.

“Then knock him down stairs, and tell him not to presume
to get up till I come and kick him,” rejoined Mr. Mivins ; and
with this prompt advice, that cxcellent gentleman again belook
himself to slombey.

The conversation exhibiting these unequivocal symptoms of
rather verging on the personal, Mr. Pickwick deemed il a (it
point at which to interpose.
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““Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

*¢ Sir,” rejoined that gentleman.

*t Has anything new occurred since last night?”

“ Nothin® partickler, Sir,” replied Sam, glancing at Mr.
Smangle’s whiskers ; ““ the late prewailance of a close and con-
fined atmosphere has been rayther favourable {o the growth of
veeds, of an alarmin’ and sangyinary natur; but vith thal ’ere
exception things is quiet enough.”

«“1 shall get up,” said Mr. Pickwick ; ““ give me some clean
things.”

‘Whatever hostile intentions Mr. Smangle might have enter-
tained, his (houghts were speedily diverted by the unpacking of
the portmanteau; the contents of which appeared to impress
him at once wilh a most favourable opinion, not only of Mr.
Pickwick, but of Sam also, who, he took an carly opportunity
of declaring, in a tone of voice loud enough for that ecceniric
personage Lo overhear, was a regular thorough-bred original,
and consequently the very man after his own heart. As to Mr.
Pickwick, the affection he conceived for him knew no limits.

¢ Now is there anything 1 can do for you, my dear Sir?” said
Smangle.

“ Nothing that I am aware of, I am obliged to you,” replied
Mr. Pickwick,

“ No linen that you want sent to the washerwoman’s? | know
a delightful washerwoman outside, that comes for my things
twice a week, and, by Jove !—how devilish lucky!-—this is the
very day she calls. Shall I put any of those little things up with
mine? Don’t say anvthing about the trouble. Confound and
curse it! if one gentleman under a cloud is not to put himself a
little out of the way to assist another gentleman in the same
condition, what’s human nature?”

Thus spake Mr. Smangle, edging himself meanwhile as near
as possible to the portmanleau, and beaming forth looks of the
most fervent and disinterested friendship.

¢ There’s nothing you want to give out for the man to brush,
my dear creature, is there?” resumed Smangle