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“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

R:t:idle, “are them brutes going?” =

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

Going !” said Mrs. Raddle, thrusting her night-cap
over the banisters just as Mr. Pickwick, followed by Mr.
Tupman, emerged from the sitting-room. “ Going! what
did they ever come for?”
_ “ My dear ma’am,” remonstrated Mr. Pickwick, look-
ing up.

“Get along with you, you old wretch!” repli :
Raddle, hastily withdrawingythe night-cap. “ O?rlllegnglillsi;
to be his grandfather, you willin! You're worse than a;;y
of 'em.”

Mr. Pickwick found it in vain to protest his innocence, so
hurried down stairs into the street, whither he was c:los,ely
followed by Mr. Tupman, Mr. Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrass.
Mr. Ben Allen, who was dismally depressed with spirits and
agitation, accompanied them as far as Londen Bridge, and
m the course of the walk confided to Mr. Winkle as an
especially eligible person to intrust the secret to, that he
was resolved to cut the throat of any gentleman ex::ept Mr.
Bob Sawyer who should aspire to the affections of his sister
Arabella. Haying expressed his determination to perform
this painful duty of a brother with proper firmness, he burst
into tears, knocked his hat over his eyes, and, m;kiag the
best of his way back, knocked. double knocks at the door of
the Borough Market office, and took short naps on the steps
alternately, until day-break, under the firm impression that
he Lived there, and had forgotten the key.

The visitors having all departed, in compliance with the
rather pressing request of Mrs. Raddle, the luckless Mr.
Bob Sawyer was left alone, to meditate on the probable
cvents of to-morrow, and the pleasures of the evening.

CHAPTER XXXIIL

MR. WELLER THE ELDER DELIVERS SOME CRITICAL SENTI-
MENTS RESPECTING LITERARY COMPOSITION 5 AND, AS-
SISTED BY HIS SON SAMUEL, PAYS A SMALL INSTALLMENT
OF RETALIATION TO THE ACCOUNT OF THE REVEREND
GENTLEMAN WITH THE RED NOSE,

‘THE morning of the thirteenth of February, which the
readers of this authentic narrative know as well as we do to
have been the day immediately preceding that which was
appointed for the trial of Mrs. Bardell's action, was a busy
time for Mr. Samuel Weller, who was perpetually engaged in
traveling from the George and Vulture to Mr. Perker's
chambers and back again, from and between the hours of
nine o’clock in the morning and two in the afternoon, both
inclusive. Not that there was any thing whatever to be
done, for the consultation had taken place, and the course
of proceeding to be adopted had been finally determined on;
but Mr. Pickwick being in a most extreme state of excite-
ment, persevered in constantly sending small notes to his
attorney, merely containing the inquiry,  Dear Perker. Is
all going on well?” to which Mr. Perker invariably for-
warded the reply, “ Dear Pickwick. As well as possible;”
the fact being, as we have already hinted, that there was
nothing whatever to go on, cither well or ill, until the sitting
of the court on the following morning.

But people who go voluntarily to law, or are taken forci-
bly there for the first time, may be allowed to labor under
some temporary irritation and anxiety: and Sam, with a due
allowance for the frailties of human nature, obeyed all his
master's behests with that imperturbable good-humor and
unruffable composure which formed one of his most striking
and amiable characteristics.

Sam had solaced himself with a2 most agreeable little dinmer,
and was waiting at the bar for the glass of warm mixture in
which Mr. Pickwick had requested him to drown the fa-
tignes of his morning’s walks, when a young boy of abont
three feet high, or thereabout, in a hairy cap and fustian
overalls, whose garb bespoke a laudable ambition to attain
in time the elevation of an hostler, entered the passage of
the George and Vulture, and looked first up the stairs,
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and then along the passage, and then into the bar, as if in
search of somebody to whom he bore a commission;
whereupon the bar-maid, conceiving it not improbable that
the said commission might be directed to the tea or table
spoons of the establishment, accosted the boy with,

“_Now, young man, what do yox want?”

~Is there any body here mamed Sam?” inquired the
yosth, in a loud voice of treble quality.

= What's the t'other name?”” said Sam Weller,looking round.

How should I know ?* briskly replied the yovngbgentle-
man below the hairy cap.

- You're a sharp boy, you are,” said Mr. Weller; “only I
wouldn't show that wery fine edge too much, if I was you
in ease any body took itoff. What do you mean by comin’
to a.hs;:t—el, and asking arter Sam, vith as much péliteness
as a vild Indian ?” :

:: Cos an old genTm'n told me to,” replied the boy.

= What old gen'l'm’n ?” inquired Sam, with deep disdain.
_ . Him as drives a Ipswich coach, and uses our parlor,” re-
joined the boy. “He told me yesterday mornin’ to come
to ‘Ehe,George and Wultur this afternoon, and ask for Sam.”

It’s my father, my dear,” said Mr. Weller, turning with
an explanatory air to the young lady in the bar; “ blessed if
Ithink he hardly knows wot my name is. Vell ;'ou')g brock-
iley sprout, wot then?”’ 3 s

: # ‘.’V?y,fhen,” said the br_));, “you was to come to him at
six o'clock to our ouse, 'cos he wants to see you—B
Le‘?den’all Markit. Shall I say you're r;omi}ng’ v et

You may wenture on that’ere statement, sir,” replied
Sam. And th.us empowered, the young gentleman walked
away, awakening all the echoes in George Vard as he did so
\.\’I'th several chaste and extreme correct imitations of a droy-
er’s whistle, delivered 1n a tone of peculiar richness and
volume. ' b

Mr. Weller having obtained leave of absence from Mr.
Pickwick, who, in his then state of excitement and worr):
was by no means displeased at being left alone, set forth
long before the appointed hour, and having plen,ty of time
at his disposal, sauntered down as faras the Mansion House
where he paused and contemplated, with a face of areat
calmness and philosophy, the numerous cabs and drivers of
short stages, who assembled near that famous place of resort
to the great terror and confusion of the old-lady popu:
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lation. of these realms. Having loitered here for half
an hour or so, Mr. Weller turned, and began wending
his way toward Leadenhall Market through a varicty
of by-streets and courts. As he was sauntering away his
spare time, and stopped to look at almost every object that
met his gaze, it is by no means suprising that Mr. Weller
should have paused beforc a small stationer's and prnt-
seller’s window ; but without further explanation it does
appear surprising that his eyes should hayeno sooner rested
on certain pictures which were exposed for sale therein, than
he gave a sudden start, smote his right leg with great vehe-
mence, and exclaimed with energy, “If it hadn’t been for
this, I should ha’ forgot all about it till it was tao late 1

The particular picture on which Sam Weller's eyes were
fixed, as he said this, was a highly colored representation of
a couple of human hearts skewered together with an arrow,
cooking before a cheerful fire, while a male and female
cannibal in modern attire: the gentleman being clad in a
blue coat and white trowsers, 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
thereunto.. A decidedly indelicategyoung gentleman, in a
pair of wings and nothing else, was depicted as superintend-
ing the cooking; a representation of the spire of the church
in Langham Place, London, appeared in the distance; and
the whole formed a “valentine,” of which, as a written 1n-
scription in the window testified, there was a large assort-
ment within, which the shop-keeper pledged himself to dis-
pose of, to his countrymen generally, at the reduced rate of
one-and-sixpence each.

“T should ha’ forgotit; I should certainly ha’ forgot 112
said Sam; so saying, he at once stepped into the stationer’s
shop, and tequested to be served with a sheet of the best
gilt-edged letter-paper, and a hard-nipped pen which could
be warranted not to splutter. These articles having been
prompily supplied, he walked on direct toward Leadenhall
Market at a good round pace, very different from his recent
lingering one. Looking round him, he there beheld a sign-
board on which the painter’s art had delineated something
remotely resembling a cerulean elephant with an agquiline
nose in licu of trunk. Rightly conjecturing that this was
the Blue Boar himself, he stepped into the house, and in-
quired concerning his parent.
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“He won’t be Here this three-quarters of an hour or
more,” said the young lady who superintended the domes-
tic arrangements of the Blue Boar.

“Wery good, dear,” replied Sam.' “ Let me have nine
penn’orth o’ brandy-and-water luke, and the mkstand, will
you, miss ?”

The brandy-and-water luke, and the inkstand having been
carried into the parlor, and the young lady having carc-
fully flattened down the coals to prevent their blazing, and
carried away the poker to preclude the possibility of the
fire being stirred, without the full privity and concurrence of
the Blue Boar being first had and obtained, Sam Weller
sat himself down in a box near the stove, and pulled out
a sheet of gilt-edged letter-paper, and the hard-nibbed pen.
Then looking carefully at ' the pen to see that there were
no hairs in it, and dusting down the table, so that there
might be no crumbs of bread under the paper, Sam tucked
up the cuffs of his coat, squared his elbows, and composed
himself fo write.

To ladies and gentlemen who are niot in the habit of de-
voting themselves practically to the science of penmanship,
writing 2 letter is no very €asy task: it being always consid-
ered necessary in such cases for the writer to recline his
head on his left arm, so as to place his eyes as nearly as pos-
sible on a level with the paper, while glancing sideways at
the letters he is constructing, to form with his tongue im-
aginary characters to correspond. These motions, although
unquestionably of the greatest assistance to original com-
position, retard in some degree the progress of the Writer;
and Sam had unconsciously been a full hour and 2 half
writing words in small text, Smearing out wrong letters with
his little finger, and putting in new ones which required go-
Ing over very often to render them visible through the old
blots, when he was roused by the opening of the door and
the entrance of his parent.

“Vell, Sammy,” said the father.

“Vell, my Prooshan Blue.” responded the son, laying
down his pen.  “What's the last bulletin abeut mother-in
faw 7

“Mrs. Veller passed a very good night, but is uncommon
perwerse, and unpleasant this mornin’. Signed upon oath,
S. Veller, Esquire, Senior.  That’s the last vun as was is-
sued, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller, untying his shawl.
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< tter yet ?” inquired Sam. . ;
0 iﬁ bt?-le S;mptoms aggerawate(l.’t, ; regﬁsi: I:IréOi’vVn,elﬁr;
1 i 3 t’s that, y a- :
king his head. But wo at, i
SIParsl{i? of knowledge under dlfﬁc_ultleg, Samimy ! e
« I’'ve done now,” said Sam, with slight embarrassment;
el b -wrifin’.” .
I‘‘Vgobelm‘seae"‘i replied Mr. Weller. “Not to any young
; % 3y
: L hope, Sammy .. o ”
O{:‘H:.-:’T;y it’spno use a sayin’ it ain’t,” replied Sam.
3
wa‘]‘eAnt!:iat » exclaimed Mr. Weller, apparently horror-
stricken by the word.

H lentine,” replied Sam. . :
“éazrl?vel, Samivel,” said Mr. ;ﬂ’e}le}'t, ur;x :tigrfﬁg};t”gn:?ﬁ’
“71 didn’t think you'd ha” done it. e £h
Cf)?xt’\s;e hid o’ your father's, wicious propensities; arttc.f:v;{}
¥'ve said to'you upon this here wery ’sub]ect; z‘irter &;fr:]elr-'in-
ly seein’ and bein’ in the coml;lany ) yosgr;wlr:esx;g] i
ich I should ha' thought wos a mor ' i
Lal:r; ‘t{:loculd never ha’ forgotten to hzs._dy!n dfiyk. Iu'dd:dl?a‘
think you'd ha’ done it, Sammy, 1 didn't ti;:nfory?he e
. it I These reflections were too mu
S;)({!:—nlzfnl He raised Sam’s tumbler to his lips and drank off
its contents. b sien
“ Wot's the matter now ?” sald Sam. 75t
“ggv'i mind, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller, 213 l}'be a\:;;g
agonizin’ trial to me at my time of life, buid trn kI:z 4
tgugh that’s vun consolation, has the ergdohe stl‘:ll;:)ui{i 3
4 id he wos afe
marked wen the farmer sai g
obliged to kill bim for the L_ongosn I‘i\lflarket.
“Wot'll be a trial 2’’ inquired Sam. y 2
“\1“](? see you married, Sammy-—tolsetg_goil?ﬁég;g:gi;i?,
i inkin’ in your innocence thatit's ; tal,
:::r;l’izigl%\{t?l?\feller. g It’s a dreadful trial to father’s feelin’s,
: Sammy.”” P = .
th?‘tl\gr?sesri?” said Sam. “I ain’t agoin' to get ma}'n;dé‘
don'lt you fret yourself about that; I know’ﬁ'ou r((ie ao]: tl%e
of these things. Order in your pipe, and I'll read y
e ! 2 i
lEt{’ffr. C'Exhs;t distinctly say whether it was the pr‘ospe":tt_ oé
th ei e‘ or the consolatory reflection that a {at?l dlspt?slx ;c:i
t - I:3tp married ran in the family and couldn thl:?e ;[g t(;
v?hi%:h calmed Mr. Weller's feelings, and caused his grie
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subside. We should be rather disposed to say that the result
was attained by combining the two sources of conselation
for he repeated the second in'a low tone, very frequent]y:
ringmg the bell meanwhile, to order in the first. He then
divested himself of his upper coat; and lighting the pipe
and placing himself in frontof the fire with his back toward
1t, so that he could feel its full heat, and recline against the
mantel-piece at the same time, turned toward Sam. and with
a countenance greatly mollified by the softening,inﬁuence
of tobacco, requested him to “ fire away.”

Sz_qn dipped his pen into the ink to be ready for any cor-
rections, and began with a very theatrical air:

“ StLOV:ely ::IHM

op,” sai r. Weller, ringin =
gla.:ss o’ the inwariable, my d’e:ar."g e
~ Very well, sir,” replied- the girl; who with great quick-
ness appeared, vanished, returned, and disappeared.
. They. seem to know your ways here,” observed Sam.
 Yes,” replied his father, “TI've been here before, in m
time. Go on, Sammy.” ; Y
: : Lo_vely_ creetur,’ ™
- Tain’t in poetry, is it?” interposed his father.
= No, no,” replied Sam.

Werry glad to hear it,” said Mr. Weller. “Poetry’s un-
nat'ral; no man ever talked 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, m
boy. Begin agin, Sammy.” e

Mr. Weller resumed his pipe with critical solemnity, and
Sa:‘n‘ once more commenced, and read as follows: ®

= TI};oxtfely; gzeetur 1 feel myself a dammed—""

at ain’t proper,”’ sai ' is pi

e mouth.P per,” said Mr. Weller, taking his pipe

“No; it ain’t ‘“dammed,’”’ observed Sam. holdin h
letter to the light, “it’s ‘shamed’ i P t‘e
fe?‘l . asf;ap;ed,’ s hamed,’ there’s a blot there—‘I

- Werry good,” said Mr. Weller.. “Go on.”

Feel myself ashamed and completely cir—" 1 forget
what this here word is,” said Sam, scratching his head
W[E‘h the pen, in vain attempts to remember.

. Why don’t you look at it, then?” inquired Mr. Weller

So I am a-lookin’ at it,” replied Sam, “but there’s an-

other blot.  Here’sa “¢,” and a ‘i, and 5 a2 :
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“Eircumwented, p'haps,” suggested Mr. Weller:

“No, it ain’t that,” said Sam; “ circumscribed, that's it

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

“Phink not?” said Sam.

“ Nothin’ like it,” replied his father.

“ But don’t you think it means more 2 inquired Sam.

“Vell p'raps it is a more tenderer: word,” said ! Mr.
Weller, after a few moments’ reflection.  Goron; Sammy."”

“ ¢Feel myself ashamed and completely circumseribed
a-dressin” of you, for you are a nice gal'and nothin’ but'it.” ™

“That’s a werry pretty sentiment,” said the elder Mr.
Weller, removing his pipe to make way for the remark.

“VYes, I think it is rayther good,” observed Sam, highly
flattered.

“Wot I like'in that ’ere style of writin’,” said the elder
Mr. Weller, “is, that there ain’t mo callin’ names in:i1t—=no
Wenuses, mor nothin’ o’ that kind. “Wot’s the good o
callin’ a young ‘ooman a Wenus or a angel, Sammy ?”

“ Ah !'what, indeed ?'* replicd Sam,

“ You might jist as well call her a griffin, or a unicorn, or
a king’s ‘arms at once, which is werry well'known to be a
col-lection 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 seeyou, I thought all women was alike.””

“So they are,” observed the elder Mr: Weller, par-
enthetically.

“¢But now, continued 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.” 1 thought it best to make that rayther strong,” said
Sam, looking up.

Mr. Weller nodded approvingly, and Sam resumed.

“£90 1 take the privilidge of the day, Mary, my dear—as
the gen’I'm’n in difficulties did, ven he valked out of a Sun-
day—to tell you that the first and only time I see'you, your
likeness was: took on my hart in much quicker time and
brighter colors than ever a likeness was' took by the profeel
macheen (wich p’raps you may have heerd on Mary iy
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