CHAPTER VI.

AN OLD-FASHIONED = CARD-PARTY.—THE CLERGYMAN'S
VERSES.—THE STORY OF THE CONVICT'S RETURN.

SEVERAL guests who were assembled in the old parlor
rose to greet Mr. Pickwick and his' friends upon their en-
trance; and during the performance of the cereinony of n-
troduction, with all due formalities, Mr. Pickwick had lersure
to observe the appearance, and speculate upon the charae-
ters and pursuits, of the persons by whom he was surrounded
—a habit in which he in common with many other great
men delighted to indulge.

A very old lady, in a lofty cap and faded silk gown—no
less a personage than Mr. Wardle’s mother—occupied  the
post of honor on the right-hand corner of the chimney-
piece; and various certificates of her having been brought
up in the way she should go when young, and of her not
having departed from it when old, ornamented the walls, in
the form of samplers of ancient date, worsted landscapes of
equal antiquity, and crimson silk tea-kettle holders of =
more modern period.  The aunt, the two young ladies, and
Mr. Wardle, each vieing with the other int paying zealous and
unremitting attentions to the old lady, crowded round her
€asy-chair, one holding her ear-trumpet, another an orange,
and a third a smelling-bottle, while a fourth was busily en-
gaged in patting and punching the pillows which were ar-
ranged for her support. On the opposite side sat a bald-
headed old gentleman, with a good-humored benevolent
face—the clergyman of Dingley Dell: and next him sat his
wife, a stout blooming old lady, who looked as if she were
well skilled, not only in the art and mystery of manufactur-
ing home-made cordials greatly to other people’s satisfae-
tion, but of tasting them occasionally very much to her own.
A little hard-headed, Ripstone-pippin-faced man, was con-
versing with a fat old gentleman in one corner; and two or
three more old gentlemen, and two or three more old ladies,
sat bolt upright and motionless on their <hairs, staring very
hard at Mr. Pickwick and his fellow-voyagers.

“ Mr. Pickwick, mother,” said Mr. Wardle, at the yery
top of his voice.

“Ah!” said the old lady, shaking her ‘head; ‘““I can’t hear
voiL” 8o
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“Mr. Pickwick, grandma!” screamed both the young
{adies together,

“Ah!” exclaimed the old lady. “Well; it den’t much
matter. Hedon't care foran old 'ooman like me,1 dare say.”

=TI assure you, ma'am,” said Mr. Pickwick, grasping the
old lady's hand, and speaking so loud that the exertion im-
parted a crimson hue to his benevolent countenance,* I assure
you, ma‘am, that nothing delights me more than to see a
lady of your time of life heading so fine a family, and look-
ing so young and well.” :

“Ah?” said the old lady, after a short pause; “it’s all
very fine, I dare say; but I can’t hear him.”

“ Grandma’s rather put out now,” said Miss Isabella
Wardle, in a lone tone; “but she’ll talk to you presently.”

Mr. Pickwick nodded his readiness to humor the infirmi-
ties of age, and entered into a general conversation with the
other members of the circle:

“ Delightful situation this,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Delightful!” echoed Messrs. Snodgrass, Tupman, and
Winkle. '

“Well, T think it 1s,” said Mr. Wardle.

“ There an’t a better spot o’ ground in all Kent, sir.”
said the hard-headed man with the pippin-face; “there an’t
indeed, sir—I'm surc there an’t, sir” The hard-headed
man looked triumphantly round, as if he had been very
much contradicted by somebody, but had got the better of
him at last, :

“There an’t a better spoto’ ground in all Kent,” said the
hard-headed man again, after a pause.

“'Cept Mullins’s Meadows,” observed the fat man
solemnly.

~ Mullins’s Meadows!” ejaculated the other, with pro-
found contempt.

“Ah, Mullins's Meadows,” repeated the fat man.

* Reg'lar good land that,” interposed another fat man.

“And so it is, sure-ly,” said a third fat man.

“ Every body knows that,” said the corpulent host.

The hard-headed man looked dubiously round, but find-
g himself in a minority, assumed a compassionate air, and
said no more. :

* What are they talking about ?” inquired the old lady of
one of her granddaughters, in a very audible voice; for,
like m:lmjv deaf people, she never seemed to calculate on
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the possibility of other persons hearing what she said
herself.

“ About the land, grandma.”

“What about the land >—Nothing the matter, is there?”

“No, no.  Mr. Miller was saying ourland was better than
Mullins’s Meadows.”

“How should he know any thing about it ?” inquired the
old lady indignantly. “ Miller’s a conecited coxcomb, and
you may tell him I said so.” Saying which, the old lady.
quite unconscious that she had spoken above a whisper,
drew herself up, and looked carving-knives at the hard-
headed delinguent.

“Come, come,” said the bustling host, with a natural
anxiety to change the conversation,— what say you to a
rubber, Mr. Pickwick ?”

“T should like it of all things,” replied that gentleman;
“but pray don’t make up one on my account.”

“Oh, I assure you, mother’s very fond of a rubber,” said
Mr. Wardle; “an’t you, mother ?”

The old lady, who was much less deaf on this subject
than on any other, replied in the affirmative.

“TJoe, Joe !” said the old gentleman; * Joe—damn that
—oh, here he is; put out the card-tables.”

The lethargic youth contrived without any additional
rousing to set out two card-tables; the one for Pope Joan,
and the other for whist. The whist-players were Mr. Pick-
wick and the old lady; Mr. Miller and the fat gentleman.
The round game comprised the rest of the company.

The rubber was conducted with all that gravity of deport-
ment arrd sedateness of demeanor which befit the pursuit en-
titled “ whist "—a solemn observance, to-which, as it appears
to-us, the title of “ game” has been very irreverently and igno-
miniously applied. The round-game table, on the other hand,
was so boisterously merry as materially tointerrupt the coen-
templations of Mr. Miller, who, not being quite so much ab-
sorbed as he ought to have been, contrived to commit various
high crimes and misdemeanors, which excited the wrath of
the fat gentleman to a very great extent, and called forth the
good-humor of the old lady in a proportionate degree.

“ There!” said the criminal Miller triumphantly as he

" took up the odd trick at the conclusion of a hand; * that
could not have been played better, I flatter myself;—im-
possible to have made another trick!”
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“ Miller ought to have trumped the diamond, oughtn’t he,
sir?” said the old lady.

Mr Pickwick nodded assent.

“Qught I, though?” said the unfortunate, with a doubt-
ful appeal to his partner.

“You ought, sir,” said the fat gentleman, in an awful
voice.

“Very sorry,” said the crestfallen Miller.

“Much use that,” growled the fat gentleman.

“Two by honors makes us eight,” said Mr. Piekwick.

Another hand. . “ Can you one?”’ inguired the old lady.

“I can,” replied Mr. Pickwick. * Double, single, and the
rub.”

“ Never was such luck,” said Mr. Miller.

* Never wassuch cards,” said the fat gentleman.

A solemn silence: Mr.. Pickwick humorous, the old lady
serious, the fat gentleman captious, and Mr. Miller timozr-
ous.

" “Another double,” said the old lady: triumphantly mak-
ing a memorandum of the circumstance, by placing one six-
pence and a battered half-penny under the candlestick.

*“ A double, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Quite aware of the fact, sir,” replied the fat gentleman,
sharply.

“ Apother game, with a similar result, was followed by a
reyoke from the unlucky Miller; on which the fat gentle-
man burst into a state of high personal exeitement which
lasted until the conclusion of the game, when he retired into
a corner, and remained perfectly mute for ene hour and
twenty-seven minutes; at the end of which, time he emerged
from his retirement, and offered Mr. Pickwick a pinch of
snuff with the air of a man who had made up his mind to a
Christian forgiveness of injuries sustained. The old lady’s
hearing decidedly improved, and the unlucky Miller felt as
much out of his element as a delphin in a senfry-box.

Meanwhile the round game proceeded right merrily. Isa-
bella- Wardle and Mr. Trundle  went partners,’’and Emily

“Wardle and Mr. Snodgrass did the same; and even Mr. Tup-

man and the spinster aunt established a joint-stock company
of fish and flattery. Old Mr. Wardle was in the very height
of his jollity; and he was se funny in his management of the
board, and the old ladies were so sharp after their winnings,
that the whole table was in a perpetual roar of merriment
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and laughter. There was one old lady who always had
about half a dozen cards to pay for, at which every body
laughed, regularly every round; and when the old lady
looked eross at having to pay, they laughed louder than
ever; on which the old lady's face gradually brightened up,
till at last she laughed louder than any of  them. Then,
when the spinster aunt got “matrimony,” the young ladies
laughed afresh, and the spinster aunt seemed disposed to be
pettish; till, feeling Mr. Tupman squeezing her hand under
the table, s%e brightened up too, and looked rather know-
Ing, as if matrimony in reality were not quite so far off as
some people thought for; whereupon every body faughed
again, and especially old Mr. Wardle, who enjoyed a joke
as much as the youngest. As to. Mr. Snodgrass, he' did
nothing but whisper poetical sentiments ‘into his partner’s
ear, which made one old gentleman facetiously sly, about
partnerships at cards and partnerships for life, and caused
the aforesaid old gentleman to make some remarks there-
upon, accompanied with divers winks and chuckles, which
made the company very merry and the old gentleman’s wife
especially so.  And Mr. Winkle came out with jokes which
are very well known in town, but are not at all known in
the country and as every body laughed at them very
heartily, and said they were very capital, Mr. Winkle! was
in a state of great honor and glory. And the benevolent
clergyman looked pleasantly on; for the happy faces which
surrounded the table made the good old man feel happy
too; and though the merriment was rather boisterous, still
it came from the heart and not from the lips: ‘and' this is
the right sort of merriment, after all.

The evening glided swiftly away, in these cheerful recre-
ations; and when the substantial though homely supper had
been dispatched, and the little party formed a social circle
round the fire, Mr. Pickwick thought he had never felt so
happy in his life, and at no time so much disposed to enjoy,
and make the most of, the passing moment.

* Now this,” said the hospitable host, who was sitting n
great state next the old lady’s arm-chair, with her hand fast
clasped in his—" this is just what I like—the happiest mo-
ments of my life have been passed at this old fireside; and
I am so attached to it, that I keep up a blazing fire ‘here
every evening. until it actually grows too hot to bear it.
Why, my poor old mother, here, used to sit before this. fire-
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place upon that little stool when she was a girl; didn’t you
mother ?”

The tear which starts unbidden to the eye when the rec-
ollection of old times and the happiness of so many years
ago is suddenly recalled, stole down the old lady’'s face as
she shook her head with a mclancholy smile.

“ You must excuse my talking about this old place, Mr.
Pickwick,” resumed the host, after a short pause, “for T
love it dearly, and know no other—the old houses and
fields seem like living friends to me; and so does our little
church with the fvy—about which, by-the-bye, our excellent
friend there made a song when he first came among us. Mr.
Snodgrass, have you any thing in your glass?’

““ Plenty, thank you,” replied that gentleman, whose po-
etic curiosity had been greatly excited by the last observa-
tions of his entertainer. “1I beg your pardon, but you were
talking about the song of the Ivy.”

“ You must ask our friend opposite about that,” said the
host, knowingly; indicating the clergyman by a nod of his
head. S
“May I say that I should like to hear you repeat it, sir?”
said Mr. Snodgrass. ;

“Why really,” replied the clergyman, “it’s a very slight
affair; and the only excuse I have for having ever perpetra-
ted'itis, that I wasa young man at the time. Such as it is,
however, vou shall hear it if you wish.”

A murmur of curiosity was of course the reply; and the
old gentleman proceeded torecite, with the aid of sundry
promptings from his ‘wife, the lines in question. *I eall
them,”said he,

THE IVY GREEN.

Oh a dainty plant is the Tvy green,
That creepeth o’er ruins old!
Of right choice food are his meals T ween,
In his cell so Ione and cold.
The wall must be crumbled, the stone decayed,
To pleasure his dainty whim;
And the moldering dust that years have made,
Isa merry meal for him.
Creeping where no life is seen,
A rare old plantis the Ivy green.

Fast he stealeth on though he wears no wings,
And a stannch old heart has he.
How closely he twineth, how tight he clings,
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To his friend the huge Oak Tree!
And slyly he traileth along the ground,
And his leaves he gently waves,

As he joyously liugs and crawleth round
The rich mold of dead men’s graves.

Creeping where orim death has been,
A rare old plant is the Ivy oreen.

Whole ages have fled and their works decayed,
And nations have scattered been;

But the stout old Tvy shall never fade,

From its hale and hearty green.

The brave old plant in its lonely days,

Shall fatten upon the past;

For the stateliest building man can raise,

Is the Ivy’s food at last.

Creeping on, where time has been,
A xare old plant is the Ivy green.

While the old gentleman repeated these lines a second
time, to enable Mr. Snodgrass to nete them down, Mr. Pick-
wick perused the lineaments of his face with an expression
of great interest.  The old gentleman having coneluded his
dictation, and Mr. Snodgrass having returned his note-book
to his pocket, Mr. Pickwick said:

“ Excuse me, sir, for making the remark on so short:an
acquaintance; buta gentleman like yourself can not  fail, I
should think, to have observed many scenes and incidents
worth recording, in the course of YOUTr experience ‘as a min-
ister of the gospel.”

“IL have witnessed some certainly,” replied the old gen-
tleman; “ but the incidents and characters have been of a
homely and ordinary nature, my sphere of action being so
very himited.”

“You d7 make some notes, T think; about John Edmunds,
did you not?” inquired Mr, Wardle, who appeared very desir-
ous to draw his friend out, for the edification of his new
visitors,

The old gentleman slightly nodded his head in token
of assent, and was proceeding tochange the subject, when Mr.
Pickwick said— : ¢

1 beg your pardon, sir! but pray, if T may venture to in-
quire, who was John Edmunds>”

“ The very thing I was about to ask,” said Mr. Snodgrass,
eagerly,

“¥ou are fairly in for it.” said the jolly host. “ You
must satisfy the curiosity of these gentlemen, sooner or later;
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so you had better take advantage of this favorable oppor-
tunity; and do so at once.’

The old gentleman smiled good-humoredly as he drew
his chair forward; the remainder of the party drew their chairs
closer together, especially Mr. Tipman ap_d the spinster
aunt, who were possibly rather hard of heaiing; and the old
lady’s ear-trumpet having'been duly adjusted, and Mr. Miller
(who had fallen asleep dnring the recital of the verses)
roused from his slumbers by an admonitory pinch, adminis-
tered beneath the table by his ex-partner the solemn fat
man, the old 'gentleman, without further preface, commenced
the following fale, to which we have taken the liberty of
prefixing the title of

THE CONVICT'S RETURN.

“When T first settled in this village,” said the old gentle-
man, “which is now just five-and-twenty years ago, the
most notoriols person among my parishioners was a man of
the name of Edmunds, who leased a small {arm near this
spot.  He was a morose, savage-hearted, bad man: idle and
dissolute in' his habits; ‘cruel and ferocious in his disposition.
Beyond the few lazy and reckless vagabonds with whom he
sauntered away his timein the fields, or sotted in the ale-
house, he had not a single friend or acquaintance; no one
cared to speak to the man whom many feared, and every one
detested—and Edmunds was shunned by all.

“This man had a wife and one son, who, when T first
came here, was about twelve yearsold.  Of the acuteness of
thatwonian’s sufferings, of the gentle and enduring manner
in which she bore them, of the agony of solicitude with
which she‘reared that boy, no one can form an ‘adequate
conception. Heaven forgive me the suppeosition, if it be an
uncharitable one, but I do firmly and in my soul believe,
that the man systematically tried for many years to break her
heart; but she bore it'all for her child’s sake, and, however
strange it may seem to' many, for his father’s too; for brute
as he was and ‘cruelly as he'had treated her, she had loved
him once:'and the recollection of what he had been io hcr,
awakened feelings of forbearance and meekness under suffer-
ing in' her bosom, to which all God's creatures, but women,
are strangers. >

“They were _poor—they could not be otherwise when
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the man pursued such courses; but the woman’s unceasing
and unwearied exertions, early and late, morning, noon, and
night, kept them above actual want. Those exertions were
but ill repaid.  People who passed the spot in the evening
—sometimes at a late hour of the night—reported that they
had heard the moans and sobs of a woman in distress, and
the sound of blows: and more than once, when it was past
midnight, the boy knocked softly at the door of a neighbor's

house, whither he had been sent, to escape the drunken fury

of his unnatural father.

“During the whole of this time, and when the POOT crea-
ture often bore about her marks of ill-usage and violence
which she could not wholly conceal, she was a constant at-
tendant at our little church. Regularly every Sunday, morn-
ing and afternoon, she occupied the same seat with the boy
at her side; and though they were both poorly dressed—
much more so than many of their neighbors who were in a
lower station—they were always neat and clean. Every
one had a friendly nod and a kind word for poor . Mus.
Edmunds; and sometimes, when she stopped to exchange a
few words with a neighbor at the conclusion of the service
in thelittle row of elm-trees which leads to the church porch,
or lingered behind to gaze with a mother’s pride and fond-
ness upon her healthy boy, as he sported before her with
some little companions, her care-worn face would lighten up
with an expression of heartful gratitude; and she would
look, if not cheerful and happy at least tranquil and
contented.

““ Five orsix years passed away; the boy had become a ro-
bust and well-grown youth. The time that had strengthened
the child’s slight frame and knit his weak limbs into the
strength of manhood had bowed his mother’s form; and en-
feebled her steps; but the arm that should have supported
her was no longer locked in hers; the face that should haye
cheered her, no more looked upon her own. She occupied
her old seat, but there was a vacant one beside her. The
Bible was kept as carefully as ever, the places were found
and folded down as they used to be; but there was ne one
to read it with her; and the tears fell thick and fast upon the
book, and blotted the words 1rom her eyes. Neighbors were
as kind as they were wont to be of old, but she shunned
their greetings with averted head. There was no lingering
among the old elm-trees now—no cheering anticipations of
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happiness yet in store. - The desolate woman drew her bon-
net closer over her face, and walked hurriedly away-

“Shail I tell you that the young man, who, looking back
to the carliest of his childhood’s days to which memory and
consciousness extended, and carrying his recollection down
to that moment, could remember nothing which was not in

“some way connected with along serics of voluntary priva-

tions suffered by his mother for his sake, wit_h ill-usage, annil
msult, and violence, and all endured for ham:a—sl}all I teli
you, that he, with a reckless disregard of her breaking heart,
and a sullen wilful forgetfulness of all she had done and
borne for him, had linked himself with depraved and aban-
doned men, and was madly pursuing a headlong career,
which must bring death to him, and shame to her? Alas for
humadn nature! You have anticipated it long since. 3

“The measure of the unhappy woman’s misery and mis-
fortune was about to be completed. Numerous offenses
had been committed in the neighborhood; the perpetrators
remained undiscovered, and their boldness mcreased. A
robbery of a daring and aggravated nature occasioned a vigi-
lance of pursuit, and a’ strictness of search, they had not
caleulated on.  Young Edmunds was suspeeted with three
companions. | He was apprehended—committed—tried—
condemned—to die. i 1 :

“The wild and piercing shriek from a woman’s voice,
which resounded through the court when the solemn sentence
was pronounced, rings in my ears at this moment. Thatery
struck a terror to the culprit’s heart, which trial, condemna-
tion—the approach cf death itself, had failed to awaken:
The lips which had been compressed in dogged sullenness
throughout, quivered and parted involuntarily; the face
turned ashy pale as the cold perspiration broke forth from
every pore; the sturdy limbs of the felon trembled, and he
staggered in the dock. e

“In the first transports of her mental anguish, the suffer-
ing mother threw herself upon her knees at my feet, and fer-
vently besought the Almighty Being who had hitherto sup-
ported her in all her troubles, to release her from a world
of woe and misery, and to spare the life of her only child.
A burst of grief, and a violent struggle, such as 1 hope 1
may never have to witness again, succeeded. T knew that
her heart was breaking from that hour; but I never once
heard complaint or murmur escape her lips.
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¢ It was a piteous spectacle to see that woman. in the
prison-yard from day to day, cagerly and fervently attempt-
ing, by affection and entreaty, to soften the hard heart of her
obdurate son. It was in vain. He remained moody, ob-
stinate, and unmoved. . Not even the unlooked-for conmmu-
tation of his sentence fo transportation for fourteen years,
softened for an instant the sullen hardihood of his demeanor.

 But the spirit of resignation and endurance that had so
long upheld her, wasunable to contend against bodily weak-
ness and infirmity. « She fell sick.. She dragged her totter-
mg limbs from the bed to wvisit her son once more,. but
her strength failed her, and. she: sunk powetless on  the
ground.

~ And now the boasted coldness and indifference of the
young man were tested indeed; and the retribution that fell
heavily upon him, nearly drove him mad. . A day. passed
away and his mother was not there; another flew by, and
she eame not near him; a third evening arrived, and. yet: he
had not scen her: and in four-and-twenty hours he was to
be sepatated from her—perhaps forever. - Oh! how the long-
forgotten thoughts of former days rushed upon hisimind, as
he almost ran up and down the narrow yard—as if intelli-
gence would arrive the seener for /s hurrying—and how.
bitterly a sensc of his helplessness and.desolation rushed
upon him, when he heard the truth ! His mother, the only
pareat he had ever known, lay. ill—it might'be dying—with-
in one mile of the ground he. stood on; were. he free and
unfettered, a few minutes. would place him, by her side.
He rushed to the gate, and grasping theiron rails with the

encroy of desperation, shook it till it rang agamn, and. threw
himselfiagainst the thick wall as if. to force a passage through
the stone; but the strong building mocked his feeble ¢fforts,
and be beat his hands together and wept like a child.

I bore the mother’s forgi
i prison; and I carried hi
and his fervent supplication for parden, to-her sick-bed.

veness and.blessing to, her son
solemn assurance of repentance,

I heard, with pity and

compassion, the repentant man . de-
vise-a thousand little j

lans for her comfort and support
when he returned; but I knew that many months; before he
could reach his place of destination, his mother would be
nolonger of this world.

~ He was removed by might. A few weeks afterward the
Poor woman’s soul took its flight, I confidently, hope; and
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solemnly believe, to a place of cternal hap;,j.messs?ﬂdil ;‘:s;
I performed the burial SCIVICE OVer her rmn.il.nfs.l : ieh e,‘s
our little church-yard. There is no stone at \LI.r gra\rt
head. Her sorrows were known te manj her wvirtues: to
Gq"dit had been arranged previously to the (__“(JI‘IV_ICT’SquE-
parture, that he should write to his mother as scﬁnbaa :ie
could obtain permission, and that the letter s%uou- (d ‘e a f-:
dressed to me. The father had !J(JSltl\'('.‘ly_rL‘fu‘bEd 20556
his son from the moment of his ap[ﬂrcilenSlDl};‘ and 1td‘_.‘ ixis
a matter of indifference to him whether l?e. ln-efia urf hlifn:
Many years passed over without any mt_cllu.aren_u. (; dex:
and when more than half his term of tmnapmzrgl?l} 1at0 5
pired, and T had received no letter, I concluded him
dead. as indeed, I almost hoped he might be. % bid
“Edmunds, however, had beert sent a (lO‘nblfl.i?r& L‘ 13
tance up the country on his arrival at 1:1c-__sett§neinf,fz;2t
to this circumstance, perhaps, may ‘be attribute t‘lfi.. S
that though several letters were dispatched, none o ;ace
ever reached my hands. He remained in lh_elslame lf}the
during the whole fourteen ycars. At the_ ex}nrfl}on} (-)l o
term, steadily adhering to‘his old }'uﬁoiuthlon ai:( F]L}-‘p:ia;%d
he gave his mother, he made his way b;c. to ani_,t g
amidst innumerable difficulties, and returned, on foet,
hls“rgltlnaeﬁrﬁ:?ﬁnday evening, in the month of August, John
Edmunds set his foot in the village he had ic.it tv.lth vsha;];e
and disgrace seventeen years bciorc.‘ I-If_-; 11c;r.tsﬁli 3:1}13 h)ef
through the church-yard. The man’s heart -S\\-?‘T a e
crossed the stile. The'tall old elms, lhrOngtl"\ IIU-:sf., )r?nﬁ =
the declining sun cast here and there a 1i_c,_h 1‘1;,t ]qq a%]L
upon the shady path, awakened the assm{muons 0‘1_ 1{::; X
est days. He pictured himself as he was theni (c 111‘{1.,1 g fo
his mother’s hand, and walking peacefully to (,hur}l. I .
remembered how he used to look up .li‘lio her pale_mge, a}nd
how her eyes would sometimes fill- with tears as ‘s]}e —g}iigd
‘upon his features—tears which fell hot upon -h‘u. ctue ﬁal-
as she stooped to kiss him; and made hu_t.ul%»t“ep. tzo, 2
though he little knew then what bitter tears 1;&. \\-fe:g. Age
thought how often he had run merrily down t 1atdpa b
some childish playfellow, looking back, ever an : agg 30
catch his mother’s smile, or hear her gentle voice; an e
a veil seemed lifted from his memory, and words of kin
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ness unrequited, and warnings despised, and promises bro-
ken, thronged upon his recollection till his heart failed him,
and he could bear it no longer.

*“He entered the church. ‘T'he :rening service was con-
cluded and the congregation had dispersed, but it was not
yet closed. His steps echoed through the low building
with a hollow sound, and he almost feared to be alone, it
was so still and quiet. He looked round him. . Nothing
was'changed. The place seemed smaller than it used to be,
but there were the old monuments on which he had gazed
with childish awe a thousand times; the little pulpit with
its faded cushion; the Communion-table before which he
had so often repeated the Commandments he had rever-
enced as a child, and forgotten as a man. Ile approached
the old seat; it looked cold and desolate. = 'The cushion had
been removed, and the Bible was not there. Perhaps his
mother now occupied a poorer seat, or possibly she had
grown infirm and could not reach the church alone. He
dared not think of what he feared. A cold feeling crept
over him, and he trembled violently as he turned away.

“An old man entered the poreh just as he reached it
Edmunds started back, for he knew him well; many a time
he had watched him digging graves in the church-yard.
What would /e say to the returned convict?

“ The old man raised his eyes to the stranger’s face, bid
him ‘good evening,” and walked slowly on. He had for-
gotten him

“He walked down the hill, and through the village.
The weather was warm, and the people were sitting at their
doors, or strolling in their little gardens as he passed, en-
joving the serenity of the evening, and their rest from labor.
Many a look was turned toward him, and many a doubtful
glance he cast on either side to see whether any knew and
shunned him. There were strange faces in almost every
house; in some he recognized the burly form of some old
school-fellow—a boy when he last saw him—surrounded by
a troop of merry children; in others he saw, seated in an
casy-chair at a cottage door, a feeble and infirm old man,
whom he only remembered as a hale and hearty laborer;
but they had all forgotten him, and he passed on un-
known.

“The last soft light of the setting sun had fallen on the
earth, casting a rich glow on the yellow corn sheaves, and
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lengthening the shadows of the orchard trees, as he s;qgg
before the old house—the home of his infancy—to whic
his heart had yearned with an intensity of affection 'n?t to
he described, through long and weary years of captivity ang
sorrow. The paling was low, though he well rgmemberﬁ
the time when it had seemed a high wall to him; and he
looked over into the old garden. - There were morc see(lis
and gayer flowers than there used to be, but there were thio
frees still—the very tree, under which he had lain a t olu-
<and times when tired of playing in the sun, and felthg e
<ot mild slecp of happy boyhood steal gently upon him.
There were voices within the house. He listened, but t}'ley
fell strangely upon his ear; he knew them not. Tgey v'e;'é
merry too; and he well knew that his poor old mother CO(tii
not be cheerful, and he away: The deor opened, and a
group of little children bounded out, shouting and rompm}g.
The father, with a little boy 1mn his. arms, appeared' at the
door, and they crowded round him, clappw_ng_ thf_:lr tiny
hands, and dragging him out, to join their joyous spfcvrts.
The convict thought on the many times he had shrunk from
his father’s sicht mn that very place. - He remembered how
often he had buried his' trembling head beneath the bed-
clathes, and heard the harsh word, and the hard stnpe,]ang
his mother’s wailing; and though the man sobbed a}?ud
with agony of mind as he left the spot, his fistwas clenched,
nd Tis teeth were set, in fierce and deadly passion,

“ And such was the return to which he had looked through
the weary perspective of many years, and for which he ihaﬁ
undergone so much suffering! No face of welcome, no loo
of forciveness, no house to receive, no hand_u) help him—
nd this too in the old village. -~ What.was his lonellne_ss'm
the wild thick woods, where man was never scen, to this !

“He felt that, in the distant land of his bondage and 1}?-
famy, he had thought of his native place as 1t was when le
left it; not as it would be when he retu:rned: = he sad .rea: -
ity struck coldly at his heart, and his spint sank Wlﬂ]s‘ﬁ
him. He had not courage to make inquiries, or 10 present
himself to the only person who was likely to receive him
with kindness and compassion. H‘e walked slowly on; and
shunning the road-side like a guilty man, turned 1ntc‘}_la
meadow he well remembered; and. covering his face with
his hands, threw himself upon the grass. o

“ e had not observed that a man was lyingon the bank be-
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side him; his garments rustled as he turned round to steal 2

iook at the new-comer; and Edmunds raised his head.
“The man had moved intoa sitting posture.  His body

was much bent, and his face was wrinkled and yelow. His

dress denoted him an inmate of the work-house; he had the -

appearance of being very old, but it looked more the effect
of dissipation or disease, than length of years. He was
staring hard at the stranger, and though his eyes were lus-
treless‘and heavy at first, they appeared to glow with an
unnatural and alarmed expression after they had been fixed
upon him for a short time, until they seemed to be starting
from their sockeéts.’ Edmunds gradually raised himself to
his knees, and looked more and more earnestly upon the
old man’s face. They gazed upon each other in silence.

~ The old man was ghastly pale.. He shuddered and tot-
tered to his feet. Edmunds sprang to his, He stepped
back a pace or'two. - Edmunds advanced.

“*Let mé hear' you speak,’ said the convict, in a thick
broken voice.

“*Stand off I’ cried the old man, with a dreadful oath.
The convict drew eloser to him; :

“*Stand off !" shrieked the old man. Furious with ter-
Tor, he raised his stick and ‘struck Edmunds 2 heavy blow
across the face.

““Father—devil I' murmured the convict, between his
set teeth.  He rushed wildly forward, and clenched the old
man by the throat—but he was his father; and his arm fell
powerless by his side. £

“The old man utterd a loud yell which rang through the
lonely fields like the howl of an evil spirit. His face turned
black; the gore rushed from his mouth and nose, and dyed
the grass adeep dark red; as he staggered and fell. He
had ruptured ‘a blood-vessel; and he was a dead man before
his son could raise him:

* * = &, * * * *

“In that corner of the church-yard,” said the old gentle-
man, after asilence of a' few moments, “in that corner of
the church-yard of which I have before spoken, there lies
buried a man who was in my employment for three years
after this event; and who was truly contrite, penitent, and
humble, if ever man was.  No one save myself knew in
that man’s lifetime who he was, or whence he came;—it was
John Edmunds, the returned convict.”

CHAPTER VIL

HOW MR. WINKLE, INSTEAD OF SHOOTING A,T THE PiGEzi
AND KILLING THE CROW, SHOT AT ThE .CROW \z;;ET
WOUNDED THE PIGEON; HOW THE DINGLEY DELL CRIC -
CLUB PLAYED ALL-MUGGLETON, AND 110\"\" ‘AI:L'.-MUGGLR
TON DINED AT THE DINGLEY DELL EXPENSE: WITH OTHE
INTERESTING AND INSTRUCTIVE MATTERS. 3

‘PHE fatiguing adventures of the day or ‘the som}mfer?lt:i
influence of the clergyman’s tale qperatgd SO str?nghy onﬁvE
drowsy tendencies of Mt Pickwick, that m l;sss.; tblﬂjlb v
minutes after’he had been shown to hl; com Ol‘ia € ;ho;: -
room, he fell into a sound and dreamless sleep, from w i}?iq
he was only awakened by the morning sun dol‘\;tm%’ick-
bright beams reproachfully into the apartment. d r.t it
wick was no sluggard; :mcldhe sprung lhike an arden

i his tent—bedstead. i
2108 {’rlgg;ant, pleasant co_untry,"' sigbed the “eprt!hustastllg
gentleman, as he opened his lattice-window. W 1?‘ Lol?qd
live to gaze from day to day on bricks and slates, w ‘.g i
once felt the influence of a scene likethis 2 Who con C?h
tinue to exist, where there are no cows but the cou.«_}on‘ g
chimney-pots; nothing redolent of Pan but pan-ti ?f’ z;n
erop but stone-crop ? Who could bear fo dr‘agy?ut da }a Sn
such a spot? Who I ask could endure it: an . ?,cil It§
cross-examined solitude after the most approved preceden ME
at considerable length, Mr. P{Clk'wmk thrust his head out o

attice, and looked around him. * :
th?r]}:étlr?gil, sweetsmell of the hﬁ}-‘?‘lck.}; rose to .hlS c.}mmger
window: the hundred perfumes cf the little ﬂm\'e_rga.u:?er}l <
neath scented the air arotnd; the deep green meadloy S l?nc
in the morning dew that giister:cjd on every leaf as it .trgﬁ:_

bled in the gentle air; and the birds sang as if eve;.){r s%z;d{:
ling drop were a fountain of inspiration to t.h‘t'm.. :
wick fell into an enchanting and delicious reverie.

“ Halloo !’ was the seund that roused him. : <
He looked to the right, but he saw nobody; his t:)eas
wandered to the left, and pierced the.prospect; he s_taae:d

into the sky, but he wasn't wanted there; and then hed li .

what 4 common’mind wotlld have done at once—looked in
to the garden. and there saw Mr, Wardle,
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