e PICKWICK PAPERS.

“We want to know, in the first place,” said Mr. Pick:
wick, “whether you have any reason to be discontented
with your present siteation.” H (ner,

“ Afore I answers that ere question gen'lm'n,” replied Mr.
Weller, “ 7 should like to know.,iin lt)he first place, whether
u're agoin’ to purwide me with a better.” Sk
yoA sunt%eam of glacid benevolence played on Mr. Pickwick’s
features as he said, “I have half made up my mind to en-

age you myself.”
B I-{ave ygu, though ?” said Sam. .

Mr. Pickwick nodded in the affirmative.

“Wages 2’ inquired Sam. i T

“Twelve pounds.a year,” replied Mr. Pickwick

“Clothes ?”

“Two suits.”

“Work” . : :

% To attend npon me; and travel about with me and these
gentlemen here.” : : e

“Take the bill down,” said Sam, emphatically. }I m let
to a single gentleman, and the terms 1s agreed upon.®

“VYou accept the situation ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Cert’nly,” replied Sam. “If the clothes fits me half as

11 as the place, they’ll do.” g
Wf:“ You Ca.‘IPl) getia ch);racter of course ?” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Ask the landlady o’ the White Hart about that, sir,” re-
plied Sam. : :

“ Can you come this evening #” 4 o

“Tll get into the clothes this minute, if they’re here,” said
Sam with great alacrity. i o - _

* Call at eight this evening,” said Mr, Pickwick; “and if
the inquiries are satisfactory, they shall be provided.” = -

With the single exception of one amiable indiscretion, in
which an assistant house-maid had equally participated, the
history of Mr. Weller's conduct was so very blameless, that
Mr. Pickwick felt fully justified in closing the engagement
that very cvening.  With the promptness and energy which
characterized not only the public proceedings, but all the
private actions of this extraordinary man, he at once led his
new attendant to one of those convenient emporiums where
gentlemen’s new and second-hand clothes are provided, and
the troublesome and inconvenient formality of measure-
ment dispensed with; and before night had closed in, M.
Weller was furnished with a gray coat with the P. C, button,
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a black hat with a cockade to it, a pink-striped waistcoat,
light breeches and gaiters, and a varicty of other necessaries,
too numerous to recapitulate.

“ Well,” said that suddenly-transformed individual, as he
took his seat on the outside of the Eatanswill coach next
morning; “ I'wonder whether I'm meant to be a footman,
Or a groom, or a game-keeper, or a seedsman. * I looks like
a sort of compo of every one on 'em. Never mind; there’s
change of air, plenty fo see, and little to do; and all ‘this

suits my complaint uncommon; so longlife to the Pickvicks,
says 117

—

CHAPTER XIII.

SOME ACCOUNT OF EATANSWILL, OF THE STATE OF PARTIES
THEREIN; AND OF THE ELECTION OF A MEMBER TO SERVE
IN PARLTAMENT FOR THAT ANCIENT, LOYAL, AND PAT-

“RIOTIC BOROUGH,
G

WE will frankly acknowledge, that up to the period of
our being first immersed in the voluminous papers of the
Pickwick Club, we had never heard of ‘Eatanswill; we will
with equal candor admit, that we have in vain searched for
proof of the actual existence of such a place at the present
day. Knowing the deep reliance to be placed on every note
and statement of Mr. Pickwick’s, and not presuming’ to set
up our recollection against the recorded declarations of that
great man, we have consulted every authority, bearing
upon the subject, to which we could possibly refer. We
have traced every name in schedules' A and B, without
meeting with that of Eatanswill; we have minutely examin-
ed every corner of the Pocket County Maps issued for the
benefit of society by our distinguished publishers, and the
same result has attended ourinvestigation. We are therefore
ledto believe, that Mr. Pickwick, with that anxious desire
to abstain from giving offense to any, and with those deli-
caic feelings for which all who knew him well know he was
so emiently remarkable, purposely substituted a fictitious
designation, for the real name of the place in which his ob-
Servations were made. We are confirmed in this belief by a
little circumstance, apparently slight and trivial in itself,
but when considered in this point of view, not undeserving
of notice In Mr. Pickwick’s note-book, we can just ‘trace
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an entry of the fact, that the places of himself and followers
were booked by the Norwich coach; but this entry was
afterward lined through, as if for the purpose of concealing
even the direction in which the borough is situated... We
will not, therefore, hazard a guess upon the subject, but will
at once proceed with this history; content with the maten-
als which its characters have provided for us.

It appears, then, that the Eatansw}ll people, like the
people of many other small towns, considered themselves of
the utmost and most mighty importance, and that every
man in Eatanswill. conscious of the weight that attached to
his example, felt himself bound to unite, heart and soul,
with one of the two great parties that divided the town—the
Blues and the Buffs. Now the Blues lost no opportunity of
opposing the Buffs, and the Buffs lost no opportunity of op-
posing the Blues; and the consequence was, that. wheneyer
the Buffs and Blues met together at, public meeting, Town-
Hall, fair, or market, disputes and high words arose between
them. With these dissensions it is almest superfluous to
say that every thing in Eatanswill was made a party ques-
tion. If the Buffs proposed to new sky-light the market-
place, the Blues got up public meetings, and denounced the
proceeding; if the Blues proposed the erection of an ad-
ditional pump in the High Street, the Buffs rose as one man
and stood aghast at the enormity. = There were Blue shops
and Buff shops. - Blue inns and Buff inns;—there was a
Blie aisle and a Buff aisle, in the very church itself.

Of course it was essentially and indispensably necessary
that each of these powerful parties should have its chosen
organ and representative: and, accordingly, there were two
newspapers in the town—the Eatanswill Gazette and the
Eatanswill Zndcpendent;: the former advocating Blue prinei-
ples, and the latter conducted on grounds decidedly Buff.
Fine newspapers they were. Such leading articles, and such
spirited attacks '—!Our worthless contemperary, the Ga-
zetfe”—* That disgraceful and dastardly journal, the /nae-
pendene”’—: That false and scurrilous print, the Zndependent”’
— % FThat vile and slanderous calummiator, the Gasesie;”
these, and other spirit-stirring denunciafions were  strewn
plentifully over the columns of each, in every number, and
excited feelings of the most intense delight and indignation
in the bosoms of the towns-people.

Mr. Pickwick, with his usual foresight and sagacity, had

-
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chosen a peculiarly desirable moment for his wvisit to the

* porough. Never was such-a contest known. The Honor-

able Samuel Slumkey, of Slumkey Hall, was the Blue candi-
date: and Horatio Fizkin, Esq., of Fizkin Lodge, near
Eatanswill, had been prevailed upon by his friends to stand
forward on the Buff interest. The Gazetfe warned the eleet-
ors of Eatanswill that the eyes not only of England, but of
the whole civilized world, were upon them; and the Zadepen-
dent imperatively demanded to know, whether the constitu-
ency of Eatanswill were the grand fellows they had always
taken' them for, or base and servile tools, undeserving alike
of the name of Englishmen and the blessings of . freedom.
Neyer had such a commotion agitated the town before.

It was late in the evening, when Mr. Pickwick and his
companions, assisted by, Sam, dismounted from the roof of
sthe Eatanswill coach. ~ Large blue silk flags were flying from
the windows of the Town Arms Inn, and bills were posted
in every sash, intimating, in gigantic letters, that the honor-
able Samuel Slumkey’s Committee sat there daily. A crowd
of idlers were assembled in the road, looking at a hoarse man
in the balcony, who was apparently talking himsclf very red
in the face in Mr. Slumkey’s behalf; but the forceand point
of whose arguments .were somewhat impaired by the per-
petual beating of fourlarge drums which Mr. Fizkin’s com-
mittee had stationed at the street corner. There was a
busy little man beside him, though, who took off his hat at
intervals and motioned to the people to cheer, which they
resularly did, most enthusiastically; and as the red-faced
gentleman went on talking till he was redder in the face
than ever, it seemed to answer his purpose quite as well as
if any body had heard him.

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

“ Hurra !’ shouted the mob in conclusion.

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

“ Slumkey forever !” roared the honest and independent.
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“Slumkey forever I” echoed Mr. Pickwick, taking off his
hat, :

*“No Fizkin!” roared the crowd.

“Certainly not I'* shouted Mr. Pickwick.

“Hurra I” And then there was another roaring, like that
of a whole menagerie when the clephant has rung the bell
for the cold meat.

*“Who is Slumkey ?” whispered Mr. Tupman.

“1 don’t know,” replied Mr. Pickwick in the sanie tone.
“Hush. Don’t ask any questions. It's always best on
these occasions to do what the mob do.” s

“But suppose there are two mobs ?” suggested Mr. Snod-
grass,

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

Volumes could not have said more. :

They entered the house, the crowd opening right and
left to let them pass, and cheering vociferously.” The first
objﬁct of consideration was to secure quarters for the
night.

“Can we have beds here #” inquired Mr. Pickwick, sum-
moning the waiter.

“Don’t know, sir,” replied the man; “afraid we're full,
sit—I'll inquire, si.” Away he went for that purpose, and
Ereientiy returned, to ask whether the gentlemen were
¢ Blue.”

As neither Mr. Pickwick nor his companions took any
vital interest in the cause of cither candidate, the question
was rather a difficult one to answer.  In this dilemma Mr.
Pickwick bethought himself of his new friend, Mr. Perker.

*Do you know a gentleman of the name of Perker ?” in-
quired Mr. Pickwick.

** Certainly, sir; honorable Mr. Samuel Slumkey’s agent.”

“He is Blue, T think 17

“Oh yes, sir.”

“Then zoe are Blue,”said Mr. Pickwick; but observing
that the man Iooked rather doubtful at this accommodating
announcement, he gave him hi$' card, and desired him to
present it to Mr. Perker forthwith, if he should happen to be
in the house. “The waiter retired; and re-appearing almost

immediately with a request that Mr: Pickwick would follow
him, led the way to alarge room on the first-floor, where,

seated at a long table covered with books and papers, was

Mr. Perker.
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" «Ah—ah, my dear sir,” said the little man, advancing to

meet him; “very happy to see you, my dear sir, very.

Pray sit down. So you have carried your intention intg
| .ffect. You have come down here fo see an election—eh 2

Mr. Pickwick replied in the g.ﬂirmq.tive. ;

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

1 am delighted to hear it,” said Mr. Pickwick, rubbing
his hands. I like to see sturdy patriotism, on Wha,.’tever
side it is called forth;—and so it’s a spirited contest ?

““Oh yes,” said the little man, *yery much so indeed.
We have opened all the public-houses in the place, and left
our adversary nothing but the beer-shops—masterly stroke
of policy that, my dear sir, eh?"—the little man smiled
complacently, and took a large pinch of snuff,

« And what are the probabilities as to the result of the
contest 2 inquired Mr. Pickwick. :

“Why doubtful, my dear sir; rather doubtful as yet;™ re-
plied the little man.  *“ Fizkin's people have got ‘three—anfl,
thirty voters in the lock-up coach-house at the White Hart.

“Jn the coach-house!” said Mr. Pickwick, considerably
astonished by this second stroke of policy. 1%

“They keep 'em locked up theretill they want ‘em, “res
sumed the little man. “The effect of that is, you see; to
prevent our getting at them; and even if we could, it would
be of no use, for they keep them very drunk on purpose.
Smart fellow Fizkin’s agent—very smart fellow indeed.

Mr. Pickwick stared, but said nothing. .

“We are pretty confident, though,” said Mr. Perker,
sinking his voice almost to-a whisper. “We had alittle tea-
party herc last night—five-and-forty women, my dear siF—
and gave every one of ’ema green parasol when she went
away-” , l

“A parasol!?” said Mr. Pickwick.

* “Fact, my dear sir, fact. Five-and-forty green parasols
at seven-and-sixpence apiece. All women hke finery—ex-
traordinary the effect of those parasols.. Sceured all their
husbands and half their brothers—beats stockings, and flan-
nel, and all that sort of thing, hollow. My 1d<,aa, my dear sif,
entirely.  Hail, rain, or sunshine, you can’t walk half a
dozen yards up the street, without encountering half a dozen
green parasols.” i ; $

Here the little man indulged in a convulsion of mirth,

. which was only checked by the entrance of a third party.
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“This was a tall, thin man, with a sandy-colored head in-
clined to baldness, and a face in which solemn importance

was blended with a look of unfathomable profundity. He

was dressed in a long brown surtout, with a black cloth
waistcoat and drab trowsers. A doable eye'glass dangled
at his waistcoat: and on his head he wore a very low crown-
ed hat with a broad brim. The new-comer was introduced to
Mr. Pickwick as Mr. Pott, the editor of the ‘Eatanswill Gu-
zette.  After a few preliminary remarks, Mr. Pott turned
round to Mr. Pickwick, and said with solemnity—

“ This contest excites great ‘interest in' the mefropolis,
sir?”

“T believe it does,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“To which I have reason to know,” said Pott, looking to-
ward Mr. Perker for corroboration—*to which I have rea-
son to know that my article of last Saturdayin some degree
contributed.”

*Not theleast doubt of it,” said the little man.

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

Mr. Pickwick yielded his fullest assent to the proposition.

“But T trust, sir,”'said Pott, ** that I have never abused
the enormous power ['wield. I trust,sir, that 1 have never
pointed the noble instrument which is placed in my hands
against the sacred bosom of private life, or the tender breast
of individual reputation;—I trust, sir, that I have devoted
my energies to—to endeavors—humble they may be, huni—
ble I know they are—to instill those prineiples of—which
are—"

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

“Certainly.”

“And what, sir” —said Pott— what, sir, let me ask you.
as an impartial man, is the state of the public mindin: Lon-
don, with reference to my contest with the Ludependent?’

“Greatly excited, no doubt,” interposed Mr. Perker, with
alook of slynesswhich was very likely accidental.

“The contest,” said Pott, *shall be prolonged so fong as
Thave health and strength, and that portion of talent with
which 1 am gifted. - From that contest, sir, although it may
unsettle men’s minds and excite their feelings, and:renda
them incapable for the discharge of the every-day duties of
ordinary life; from that contest, sir. I will never shrink. il
I have set my heel upon the Eatanswill Independent. 1 wish
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- the people of London, and the people of this country, to

know, sir, that they may rely upon me;—that I will not de-
sert them, that I .am resolved to stand by them, sir; to the
laS‘E'Your conduct is most noble, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick;
and he grasped the hand of the magnanimous Pott. gl

“You are, sir, I perceive, a man of sense and talent,” said
Mr. Pott, almost breathless with the vehemenee of his patri-
otic declaration. . “ T am most happy, sir, to make the ac-
guaintance of'such aman.”

“And L7 said Mr. Pickwick, “feel deeply honored, by
this expression:of . your opinion, . Allow. me, sir, to. intro-
duce you to my fellow-travelers, the other correfpondmg
members of the elub I am proud to have founded.

# [ shall be delighted,” said Mr. Pott. : Rk

Mr Pickwick withdrew, and returming with his friends,
presented them in due form to the editor of the Eatanswill
Gazelte. ok i

“ Now my dear Pott,” said little Mr. Perker, * the ques-
tion 1s, what are we to do with ourifriends here?” :

“We can stop in this house, I suppose,” said Mr. Pick-
wick. 3 - X

£ Not aspare'bed in the house, my dear sit—not a single
bed.”

“ Extremely awkward,” said Mr. Pickwick,

Very,” said his fellow-voyagers. 5 :

“T have an idea upon the subject,” said Mz, Pott, “which
I think may be very successfully adopted. . They have two
beds at the Peacock, and I can boldly say on behalf of Mirs.
Pott, that she will be delighted fo accommodate Mr. Pick-
wick; and any of his friends, if the other two gentlemen and
their servant:do not object to shifting,” as they best can, at
the Peacock.” .

After repeated pressings on the part of Mr, Pott; and ze-
peated protestations on that of Mr. Pickwick that he could
not think of incommoding or troubling his amiable wife, it
was decided that it was the only feasible arrangement that
could be made- - Seo.it was made; and after dining together
atthe Town Amms, the friends separated, Mr. Tupman and
Mr. Snodgrass repairing to the Peacock, and Mr Pickwick
and: Mr. Winkle proceeding to the mansion of Mr. Pott; it
baving been previously arranged that -_they should all re-
assemblc at the Town Arms in the morning, and accompany

[£2]
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the honorable Samuel Slumkey’s procession to the place of
nomination.

Mr. Pott’s domestic circle was limited to himself and his
wife. All men whom mighfy genius has raised to a proud
eminence in the world, have usually some little weakness
which appears the more conspicuous from the contrast it
presents to their-general character. If Mr. Pott had a
weakness, it was; perhaps, that he was ra#/ier too submissive
to the somewhat contemptuous control and sway of his wife.
We do not feel justified in laying any particular stress upon
the fact, because on the present occasion all Mrs. Pott’s
most winning wavs were brought into requisition to receive
the two gentlemen.

“My dear,” said Mr. Pott, “Mr. Pickwick—Mr. Pick-
wick of London.”

Mis.  Pott received Mr. Pickwick’s paternal grasp of the
hand with ‘enchanting sweetness: and Mr. Winkle, who had
not been announced at all; slided and bowed, unnoticed, in
an obscure corner.

: P. my dear—" said Mrs. Pott.

5 My life,” said Mr Pott.

_ Pray introduce the other gentleman.”

I beg a thousand pardons,” said Mr. Pott. “ Permit
me, Mrs. Pott, Mr—"

*Winkle,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Winkle,” echoed Mr. Pott; and the ceremony of intro-
duction was complete.
~ “We owe you many apologies, ma’am,” said Mr. Pickwick,
“for disturbing your domestic arrangements at so short a
notice.”

“I beg you won’t mention it, sir,” replied the feminine
Pott, with vivacity. “Itds a high treat to me, I assure you,
to see any new faces; living as 1 do, from day to day, and
we‘?k to week, in this dull place, and seeing nobody.”

= Nobody, my deaf,!" exclaimed Mr. Pott, archly.

= Nobody but you,” retorted Mrs. Pott, with asperity.

= You see, Mr. Pickwick,” said the hest in explanation of
his Wlfe'g lament, “that we are in some measure cut off from
many enjoyments and pleasures of which we might other-
wise partake. My public station, as editor of the Eatans-
will Gazefte, the position which that paper holds in the coun-
try, my constant immersion in the vortex of politics—"

P. my dear—" interposed Mrs. Pott.
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“ My life—" said the editor. :

] wish, my dear, you would endeavor to find some topie
of conversation in which these gentlemen might take some
rational interest.”

“ But my love,” said Mr. Pott, with great humility, “Mr.
Pickwick does take an interest nit.”’

“ Tt is well for him if he can,” said Mrs. Pott, emphatic-
ally; “T am wearied out of my life with your politics, and
quarrels with the 7ndependent, and nonsense. T am quite
astonished P. at your making such an exhibition of your ab-
surdity.”

“But my dear—" said Mr. Pott.

“ Oh, nonsense, don’t talk to me,” said Mrs. Pott. Do
ou play ecar#é, sir?”

T shall be very happy to learn under your tuition,” re-
plied Mr. Winkle.

“ Well, then, draw that little table into this window, and
Jet me get out of hearing of those prosy politics.”

“ Jane,” said Mr. Pott, to the servant who broughtin can-
dles, “go down into the office, and bring me up thefile of
the Gazette for Eighteen Hundred and Twenty-eight. Tl
read you—" added the editor, turning to Mr. Pickwick, “ I'll
just read you a few of the leaders I wrote at that time upon
the Buff job of appointing a new tollman to the turnpike
here; 1 rather think they’ll amuse you.”

“7 should like to hear them very much, indeed,” said Mr.
Pickwick.

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

We have in vain poured over the leaves of Mr. Pickwick’s
note-book, in the hope of meeting with a general summary
of these beautiful compositions. We have every reason to
believe that he was perfectly enraptured with the vigor and
freshness of the style; indeed Mr. Winkle has recorded the
fact that his eyes were closed, as if with excess of pleasure,
during the whole time of their perusal

The announcement of supper puta stop both to the game
at ecart?, and the recapitulation of the beauties of the "Eat-
answill Gazeffe. Mrs. Pottwas in the highest spirits and
the most agreeable humor.  Mr. Winkle had already made
considerable progress in her good opinion, and she did not
hesitate to inform him, confidentially, that Mr. Pickwick
was “a delightful old dear.” These terms convey afamili-




