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people do) as if a quadrille were not a thing to be
langhed at, butra severe trial to the feelings, which
it requires inflexible resolution to encounter.

Silently and patiently did the Doctor bear ail viis,
and all the handings of negus, and watching for
glasses, and darting for biscuits, and eoquetting, that
ensued ; buf, a few seconds after the stranger had
disappeared to lead Mrs. Budger to her carriage, he
darted swiftly from the room with every particle of
his hitherto-bottled-up indignation effervescing, from
all parts of his countenance, in a perspiration of
passion.

The stranger was returning, and Mr. Tupman was
beside him. He spoke in a low tone, and laughed.
The little Doctor thirsted for his life. He was ex-
ulting. He had triumphed.

“8ir!” said the Doctor, in an awful voice, produ-
eing a card, and retiring into an angle of the passage,

Regiment — Chatham Barracks —my card, sir, my
card.” He would have added more, but his indigna-
tion choked him.

“Ah! replied the stranger, coolly, ©Slammer
much obliged—polite attention—not ill now, Slam-
mer—but when I am—knock you up.”

“Yon—you're a shuffler! sir,” gasped the furious
Doctor, “a poltroon—a coward—a liar—a—a—will
nofthing indnce you to give me your card, sir "

“Oh! I see,” said the stranger, half aside, “negus
too strong here—liberal landlord—very foolish—
very —lemonade much better—hot rooms—elderly
gentlemen—suffer for it in the morning—cruel—
cruel ;” and he moved on a step or two.

“You are stopping in this house, sir,” said the in-
dignant little man; “yon are intoxicated now, sir;
you shall hear from me in the morning,sir. I shall
find you out, sir; I shall find you out.”

“ Rather you found me out than found me at home,”
replied the nnmoved stranger.

Doctor Slammer looked unutterable ferocity, as
he fixed his hat on his head with an indignant knock ;
and the stranger and Mr. Tupman ascended to the
bedroom of the latter to restore the borrowed plum-
age to the unconscious Winkle.

That gentleman was fast asleep; the restoration
‘was soon made. The stranger was extremely jocose ;
and Mr. Tracy Tupman, being quite bewildered with
wine, negus, lights, and ladies, thought the whole
affair an exquisite joke. His new friend departed;
and, after experiencing some slight diffienlty in find-
ing the orifice in his night-cap, originally intended
for the reception of his head, and finally overturning
his candlestick in his struggles to put it on, Mr.

Tracy Tupman managed to get into bed by a series |

of complicated evolutions, and shortly afterward
sank into repose.

Seven o’clock had hardly ceased striking on the
following morning when Mr. Pickwicl’s comprehen-
sive mind was aroused from the state of unconscions-
ness, in which slumber had plunged it, by a loud
knocking at his chamber door.

“Who's there ¥” said Mr. Pickwick, starting up in
bed.

¢ Boots, sir.”

“What do you want ¥

“ Please, sir, can you tell me, which gentleman of

| your party wears a bright blue dress-coat, with a

gilt button with P. C. on it ¥’

“Tt’s been given out to brush,” thought Mr. Pick-
wick, and the man has forgotten whom it belongs to.
‘Mr. Winkle,” he called out, “next room but two
on the right hand.”

“ Thank’ee, sir,” said the Boots, and away he went.

“What's the matter ¥ eried Mr. Tupman, as a lond
knocking at his door roused him from his oblivious
repose.

“Can I speak to Mr. Winkle, sir 2 replied the
Boots from the outside.

“Winkle—Winkle!” shouted Mr. Tupman, calling
into the inner room.

‘“Halloo!” replied a faint voice from within the
bed-clothes.

“You're wanted —some one at the door—” and

| having exerted himself to articulate thus much, Mr.
“my name is Slammer, Doctor Slammer, sir—97th |

Tracy Tupman turned round and fell fast asleep
again,

“Wanted !” said Mr. Winkle, hastily jumping out
of bed, and putting on a few articles of clothing ;
“wanted! at this distance from town—who on
earth can want me

“ Gentleman in the coffee-room, sir,” replied the
Boots, as Mr. Winkle opened the door, and confront-
ed him; “ genfleman says he'll not detain you a mo-
ment, sir, but he can take no denial.”

“Very odd ! said Mr. Winkle; “I’ll be down di-
rectly.”

He hurriedly wrapped himself in a traveling-shawl
and dressing-gown, and proceeded down stairs. An
old woman and a couple of waiters were cleaning
the coffee-room, and an officer in undress uniform
was looking out of the window. He turned round
as Mr. Winkle entered, and made a stiff inclination
of the head. Having ordered the attendants to re-
tire, and closed the door very carefully, he said, * Mr.
Winkle, I presume ?”

“ My name is Winkle, sir.”

“You will not be surprised, sir, when I inform
vou, that I have called here this morning on behalf
of my friend, Dr. Slammer, of the Ninety-seventh.”

“ Doctor Slammer !’ said Mr. Winkle.

“Doctor Slammer. He begged me to express his
opinion that your conduct of last evening was of a
description which no gentleman could endure; and
(he added) which no one gentleman would pursue
toward another.”

Mr. Winkle’s astonishment was too real, and too
evident, to escape the observation of Dr. Slammer’s
friend ; he therefore proceeded—* My friend, Doctor
Slammer, requested me to add, that he was firmly
persuaded you were intoxicated during a portion of
the evening, and possibly unconscious of the extent
of the insult you were guilfy of. He commissioned
me to say, that should this be pleaded as an excuse
for your behavior, he will consent to accept a writ-
ten apology, to be penned by you, from my dicta-
tion.”

“ A written apology !” repeated Mr. Winkle, in the
most emphatic tone of amazement possible.

“ Of course you know the alternative,” replied the
visitor, coolly.

“Were you intrusted with this message to me, by
name ?’ inquired Mr. Winkle, whose intellects were
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hopelessly confused by this extraordinary conversa-
tion.

“T was not present myself,” replied the visitor,
“and in consequence of your firm refusal to give
your card to Doctor Slammer, I was desired by that
gentleman to identify the wearer of a very uncom-
mon coat—a bright blue dress-coat, with a gilt but-
ton displaying a bust, and the letters ‘P. C.}”

Mr. Winkle actually staggered with astonishment
as he heard his own costume thus minutely deseribed.
Doctor Slammer’s friend proceeded: “ From the in-
quiries I made atdhe bar, just now, I was convinced
that the owner of the coat in question arrived here,
with three gentlemen, yesterday afternoon. I im-
mediately sent up to the gentleman who was de-

at once referred me to you.”
If the principal tower of Rochester Castle had sud-

denly walked from its foundation, and stationed it- |

self opposite the coffee-room window, Mr, Winkle's
surprise would have been as nothing compared with
the profound astonishment with which he had heard
this address. His first impression was, that his coat
had been stolen. “Will you allow me to detain you
one moment ?” said he.

“ Certainly,” replied the unwelcome visitor.

Mr. Winkle ran hastily up stairs, and with a trem-
bling hand opened the bag. There was the coat in
its usnal place, but exhibiting, on a close inspection,

ing night.

“It must be so,” said Mr. Winkle, letting the coat
fall from his hands. “I took too much wine after
dinner, and have a very vague recollection of walk-
ing about the streets and smoking a cigar afterward. |
The fact is, I was very drunk ; I must have changed
my coat—gone somewhere—and insulted somebody
—I have no doubt of it; and this message is the ter-

rible consequence.” Saying which, Mr. Winkle re-
traced his steps in the direction of the coffee-room,
with the gloomy and dreadful resolve of accept- |
ing the challenge of the warlike Doctor Slammer, |
and abiding by the worst consequences that might |
ensue.

To this determination Mr. Winkle was urged by
a variety of considerations; the first of which Waé,
his reputation with the club. He had always been
looked up to as a high authority on all matters of
amusement and dexterity, whether offensive, defen-
sive, or inoffensive; and if, on this very first occa-
sion of being put to the test, he shrunk back from
the trial, beneath his leader’s eye, his name and
standing were lost forever. Besides, e remembered
to have heard it frequently surmised by the uninitia- |
ted in such matters, that by an understood arrange- |
ment between the seconds, the pistols were seldom
}oaded with ball; and, farthermore, he reflected that
if he applied to Mr. Snodgrass to act as his second,
and depicted the danger in glowing terms, that gen-
tleman might possibly communicate the intelligence
to Mr. Pickwick, who would certainly lose no time |
In transmitting it to the loeal authorities, and thus
Prevent the killing or maiming of his follower.

Such were his thoughts when he returned to the
coffee-room, and intimated his intention of aceept-
ing the Doctor’s challenge.

“Will you refer me to a friend, to arrange the
time and place of meeting ?” said the officer.

“Quite unnecessary,” replied Mr. Winkle ; “name
them to me, and I can procure the attendance of a
friend afterward.”

“Bhall we say—sunset this evening ¥ inquired
the officer, in a careless tone.

“Very good,” replied Mr. Winkle; thinking in his
heart it was very bad.

“You know Fort Pitt "

“Yes; I saw it yesterday.”

“If you will take the trouble to turn into the field
which borders the trench, take the foot-path to the

| left when you arrive at an angle of the fortifieation,

‘ ! | and keep straight on till you see me, I will precede
scribed as appearing the head of the party, and he |

you to a secluded place, where the affair can be con-

| ducted without fear of interruption.”

“ Fear of interruption !” thought Mr. Winkle.

“Nothing more to arrange, I think,” said the of-
ficer.

“I am not aware of any thing more,” replied Mr.
Winkle.

“ Good-morning.”

#Good-morning :” and the officer whistled a lively
air as he strode away.

That morning’s breakfast passed heavily off. Mr.
Tupman was not in a condition to rise, after the un-

| wonted dissipation of the previons night; Mr. Snod-

: h | grass appeared to labor under a poetical depression
evident tokens of having been worn ou the preced- |

of spirits ; and even Mr. Pickwick evinced an unusu-
al attachment to silence and soda-water. Mr. Win-
kle eagerly watched his opportunity: it was not
long wanting. Mr. Snodgrass proposed a visit to

| the castle, and as Mr. Winkle was the only other

member of the party disposed to walk, they went out
together.

“Snodgrass,” said Mr. Winkle, when they had
turned out of the public street, “ Snodgrass, my dear
fellow, can I rely upon your secrecy 77 As he said

| this, he most devoutly and earnestly hoped he could

not.

“You can,” replied Mr. Snodgrass.
swear—"

“No, no,” interrupted Winkle, terrified at the idea
of his companion’s unconsciously pledging himself
not to give information ; “don’t swear, don’t swear ;
it’s quite nnnecessary.”

Mr. Snodgrass dropped the hand which he had, in
the spirit of poesy, raised toward the clouds as he
made the above appeal, and assumed an attitude of
attention,

“I want your assistance, my dear fellow, in an af-
fair of honor,” said Mr. Winkle;

“You shall have it,” replied Mr. Snodgrass, clasp-
ing his friend’s hand.

“With a Doctor—Doctor Slammer, of the Ninety-
seventh,” said Mr. Winkle, wishing to make the mat-
ter appear as solemn as possible; “an affair with
an officer, seconded by another officer, at snnset this
evening, in a lonely field beyond Fort Pitt.”

“T will attend you,” said Mr. Snodgrass.

He was astonished, but by no means dismayed.
It is extraordinary how cool any party but the prin-
cipal can be in such cases. Mr. Winkle had forgot-
ten this. He had judged of his friend’s feelings by
his own.

“Hear me
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“The consequences may be dreadful,” said Mr.
Winlkle.

“ T hope not,” said Mr. Snodgrass. ;

“The Doctor, I believe,is a very good shot,” said
Mr. Winkle.

“Most of these military men are,” observed Mr.
Snodgrass, calmly; “ but so are you, an’t you ¥’

Mr. Winkle replied in the affirmative; a‘nd per-
ceiving that he had not alarmed his companion suf-
ficiently, changed his ground. ]

“Snodgrass,” he said, in a voice tremulous _\vtﬂl
emotion, *“if I fall, you will find in a packet which I
shall place in your hands a note for my—for my fa-
ther.”

This attack was a failure also.

Mr. Snodgrass

was affected, but he undertook the delivery of the

assistance of several peace officers, to take either me
or Doctor Slammer, of the Ninety-seventh Regiment,
at present quartered in Chatham Barracks, into ens-
tody, and thus prevent this duel ;—I say, do not.”

Mr. Snodgrass seized his friend’s hand warmly, as
he enthusiastically replied, ““ Not for worlds !”

A thrill passed over Mr., Winkle’s frame as the
conviction that he had nothing to hope from his
friend’s fears, and that he was destined to become
an animated target, rushed forcibly upon him.

The state of the case having been formally ex-
plained to Mr. Snodgrass, and a case of satisfaction
pistols, with the satisfactory accompaniments of
powder, ball, and caps, having been hired from a
manufacturer in Rochester, the two friends returned
to their innj; Mr. Winkle to ruminate on the ap-
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“HAVE YOU GOT EVERY THING ! BAID MR. WINKLE, IN AN AGITATED TONE.

note as readily as if he had been a Two-penny Post-
man.

“If T fall,” said Mr. Winkle, “or if the Doctor
falls, you, my dear friend, will be tried as an acces-
sory before the fact. Shall I involve my friend in
transportation—possibly for life!”

Mr. Snodgrass winced a little at this, but his hero-
ism was invineible. “In the cause of friendship,”
he fervently exclaimed, “ I would brave all dangers.”

How Mr. Winkle cursed his companion’s devoted
friendship internally, as they walked silently along,
side by side, for some minutes, each immersed in his
own meditations! The morning was wearing away ;
he grew desperate. 3

¢ 8nodgrass,” he said, stopping suddenly, “do not
let me be baulked in this matter—do not give infor-
mation to the local anthorifies—do not obtain the

proaching strunggle, and Mr. Snodgrass to arrange the
weapons of war, and put them into proper order for
immediate nse.

It was a dull and heavy evening when they again
sallied forth on their awkward errand. Mr. Winkle
was muffled up in a huge cloak to escape observation,
and Mr. Snodgrass bore under his the instruments of
destrnetion,

“ Have you got every thing ?” said Mr. Winkle, in
an agitated tone.

“ Ev'ry thing,” replied Mr. Snodgrass; “plenty
of ammunition, in case the shots don’t take effect.
There’s a quarter of a pound of powder in the case,
and I have got two newspapers in my pocket for the
loadings.”

~ These were instances of friendship for which any
men might reasonably feel most grateful. The pre-
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Pam—

sumption is, that the gratitude of Mr. Winkle was
too powerful for utterance, as he said nothing, but
continued to walk on—rather slowly.

“We are in excellent time,” said Mr. Snodgrass, as
they elimbed the fence of the first field ; “ the sun is
just going down.” Mr. Winkle looked up at the de-
¢lining orb, and painfully thought of the probability
of his “ going down” himself, before long.

“There’s the officer,” excluimed Mr. Winkle, after
a few minutes’ walking.

“Where ?” said Mr. Snodgrass.

“There ;—the gentleman in the blue cloak.” Mr,
Snodgrass looked in the direction indicated by the
forefinger of his friend, and observed a figure, muf-
fled up, as he had described. The officer evinced his
consciousness of their presence by slightly beckoniug
with his hand ; and the two friends followed him at
a little distance, as he walked away.

The evening grew more dull every moment, and
a melancholy wind sounded fthrough the deserted
tields, like a distant giant whistling for his house-
dog. The sadness of the scene imparted a sombre
tinge to the feelings of Mr. Winkle. He started as
they passed the angle of the trench—it looked like
& colossal grave.

The officer turned suddenly from the path, and af-
ter climbing a paling, and scaling a hedge, entered
a secluded field. Two gentlemen were waiting in
it; one was a little fat man, with black hair; and
the other—a portly personage in a braided surtout
—was sitting with perfect equanimity on a ecamp-
stool.

“'The other party, and a surgeon, I suppose,” said
Mr. Snodgrass; “take a drop of brandy.” Mr.
Winkle seized the wicker bottle which his friend
proffered, and took a lengthened pull at the exhila-
rating liquid.

“My friend, sir, Mr. Snodgrass,” said Mr. Winkle,
as the officer approached. Doctor Slaminer’s friend
bowed, and produced a case similar to that which
Mr. Suodgrass carried.

“We have nothing further to say, sir, I think,” he
coldly remarked, as he opened the case; “an apolo-
gy has been resolutely declined.”

“Nothing, sir,” said Mr. Snodgrass, who began to
feel rather uncomfortable himself.

“Will you step forward 7’ said the officer.

“Certainly,” replied Mr. Snodgrass. The ground
was measured, and preliminaries arranged.

“You will find these better than your own,” said
the opposite second, producing his pistols. “ You
saw me load them. Do you object to use them ¥

“ Certainly not,” replied Mr. Snodgrass. The offer
relieved him from considerable embarrassment, for
his previous notions of loading a pistol were rather
vague and undefined.

*“We may place our men, then, I think,” observed
the officer, with as much indifference as if the prin-
cipals were chess-men, and the seconds players.

“1 think we may,” replied Mr. Snodgrass; who
would have assented to any proposition, becanse he
knew nothing about the matter. The officer cross-
ed to Doctor Slammer, and Mr. Snodgrass went up to
Mr. Winkle.

“It’s all ready,” he said, offering the pistol.
“Give me your cloak.”

“You have got the packet, my dear fellow,” said
poor Winkle.

“All right,” said Mr. Snodgrass.
wing him.”

It occurred to Mr. Winkle that this advice was
very like that which by-standers invariably give to
the smallest boy in a street fight, namely, “Go in,
and win :”—an admirable thing to recommend, if you
only know how to do it. He took off his cloalk, how-
ever, in silence—it always took along time to undo,
that cloak—and accepted the pistol. The seconds
retired, the gentleman on the camp-stool did the
same, and the belligerents approached each other,

Mr. Winkle was always remarkable for extreme
humanity. It is conjectured that his unwillingness
to hurt a fellow-creature intentionally was the cause
of his shutting his eyes when he arrived at the fatal
spot; and that the circumstance of his eyes being
closed, prevented his observing the very extraordi-
nary and unaccountable demeanor of Doctor Slam-
mer. That gentleman started, stared, retreated,
rubbed his eyes, stared again; and, finally, shouted:
¢ Stop, stop I

“What's all this?” said Doctor Slammer, as his
friend and Mr. Snodgrass came runuing up; “ that's
not the man.”

“Not the man !” said Dr. Slammer’s second.

“ Not the man !” said Mr. Snodgrass.

“Not the man! said the gentleman with the
eamp-stool in his hand.

“ Certainly not,” replied the little Doctor. ‘That’s
not the person who insulted me last night.”

“Yery extraordinary ! exclaimed the officer.

“Very,” said the gentleman with the camp-stool.
“The only question is, whether the gentleman, being
on the ground, must not be considered, as a matter
of form, to be the individual who insulted our friend,
Doctor Slammer, yesterday evening, whether he is
really that individnal or not :” and having delivered
this suggestion, with a very sage and mysterious
air, the man with the camp-stool took a large pinch
of snuff, and looked profoundly round, with the air
of an authority in such matters.

Now Mr. Winkle had opened his eyes, and his ears
too, when he heard his adversary call out for a ces-
sation of hostilities ; and perceiving by what he had
afterward said, that there was, beyond all question,
some mistake in the matter, he at once foresaw the
increase of reputation he should inevitably acquire
by eoncealing the real motive of his coming out: he
therefore stepped boldly forward, and said—

“T am not the person. I know it.”

“Then, that,” said the man with the camp-stool,
“is an affront to Dr. Slammer, and a sufficient reason
for proceeding immediately.”

“ Pray be quiet, Payne,” said the Doctor's second.
“Why did you not communicate this fact to me this
morning, sir ¥’

“To be sure—to be sure,” said the man with the
camp-stool, indignantly. &

“I entreat you to be quiet, Payne,” said the oth-
er. “ May I repeat my question, sir

“Because, sir,” replied Mr. Winkle, who had had
time to deliberate upon his answer, * because, sir,
you described an intoxicated and ungentlemanly
person as wearing a coat which I have the honor,

“ Be steady, and
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not only to wear, but to have invented—the proposed
uniform, sir, of the Pickwick Club in London. The
honor of that uniform I feel bound to maintain, and
I therefore, without inquiry, accepted the challenge
which you offered me.”

“My dear sir,” said the good-humored little Doe-
tor, advancing with extended hand, “I honor your
gallantry. Permit me to say, sir, that I highly ad-
mire your conduet, and extremely regret having
caused you the inconvenicnce of this meeting, to no
purpose.”

‘I beg you won’t mention it, sir,” said Mr. Winkle.

1 shall feel proud of your acquaintance, sir,” said
the little Doctor.

“It will afford me the greatest pleasure to know
you, sir,” replied Mr. Winkle. Thereupon the Doc-
tor and Mr, Winkle shook hands, and then Mr, Win-
kle and Lieutenant Tappleton (the Doctor’s second),
and then Mr. Winkle and the man with the camp-
stool, and, finally, Mr, Winkle and Mr. Snodgrass—
the last-named gentleman in an excess of admiration
at the noble conduct of his heroic friend.

“I think we may adjourn,” said Lieutenant Tap-
pleton.

“ Certainly,” added the Doctor.

“Unless,” interposed the man with the camp-stool,
“unless Mr. Winkle feels himself aggrieved by the
challenge ; in which case, I submit, he has a right to
satisfaction.”

Mr. Winkle, with great self-denial, expressed him-
self quite satisfied already.

“Or possibly,” said the man with the eamp-stool,
“the gentleman’s second may feel himself affront-
ed with some observation which fell from me at an
early period of this meeting : if so, I shall be happy
o give him satisfaction immediately.”

Mr. Snodgass hastily professed himself very much
obliged with the handsome offer of the gentleman
who had spoken last, which he was only induced to
decline by his entire contentment with the whole
proceedings. The two seconds adjusted the cases,
and the whole party left the ground in & much more
lively manner than they had proceeded to it.

“Do you remain long here ?” inquired Dr. Slam-
mer of Mr. Winkle, as they walked on most amicably
together.

“I think we shall leave here the day after to-mor-
row,” was the reply.

“I trust I shall have the pleasure of seeing you
and your friend at my rooms, and of spending a pleas-
aut evening with you, after this awkward mistake,”
said the little Doctor; “are you disengaged this
evening "

** We have some friends here,” replied Mr. Winkle,
“and I should not like toleave them to-ni ght. Per-
haps you and your friend will join us at the Bull.”

* With great pleasure,” said the little Doctor;
“ will ten o’clock be too late to look in for half an
hour #”

“Oh dear, no,” said Mr. Winkle. “T shall be most
happy to introduce you to my friends, Mr. Pickwick
and Mr. Tupman.”

“It will give me great pleasure, I am sure,” re-
plied Doctor Slammer, little suspecting who M,
Tupman was.

“You will be sure to come P said Mr, Snodgrass,

‘Oh, certainly.”

By this timne they had reached the road. Cordial
farewells were exchanged, and the party separated.
Dr. Slammer and his friends repaired to the bar-
racks, and Mr. Winkle, accompanied by his friend,
Mz Snodgrass, returned to their inn,

—_——

CHAPTER III.

A NEW ACQUAINTANCE.—THE STROLLER'S TALE.—A
DISAGREEABLE INTERRUPTION, AND AN UNPLEAS-
ANT ENCOUNTER.

MR. PICKWICK had felt some apprehensions in
consequence of the unusual absence of his two
friends, which their mysterious behavior during the
whole morning had by no means tended to diminish.
It was, therefore, with more than ordinary pleasure
that he rose to greet them when they again entered ;
and with more than ordinary interest that he in-
quired what had occurred to detain them from his
society. In reply to his gnestions on this point, Mr.
Snodgrass was about to offer an historical account
of the circumstances just now detailed, when he was
suddenly checked by observing that there were pres-
ent, not only Mr. Tupman and their stage-coach com-
panion of the preceding day, but another stranger
of equally singnlar appearance. It was a care-worn
looking man, whose sallow face, and deeply sunken
eyes, were rendered still more striking than nature
had made them, by the straight black hair which
hung in matted disorder, half-way down his face.
His eyes were almost unnaturally bright and pier-
cing ; his cheek-bones were high and prominent ;
and his jaws were so long and lank, that an observer
would have supposed that he was drawing the flesh
of his face in, for a moment, by some contraction of
the museles, if his half-opened mouth and immova-
ble expression had not announced that it was his
ordinary appearance. Round his neck he wore 2
green shawl, with the large ends straggling over his
chest, and making their appearance occasionally be-
neath the worn button-holes of his old waistcoat.
His upper garment was a long black surtout; and
below it he wore wide drab trowsers, and large
boots, running rapidly to seed.

It was on this uncouth-looking person that Mr.
Winkle’s eye rested, and it was toward him that Mr.
Pickwick extended his hand, when he said “A friend
of our friend’s here. We discovered this morning
that our friend was connected with the theatre in
this place, though he is not desirous to have it gen-
erally known, and this gentleman is a member of the
same profession. He was abont to favor us with a
little aneedote connected with it, when you entered.”

“Lots of anecdote,” said the green-coated stran-
ger of the day before, advancing to Mr. Winkle and
speaking in a low and confidential tone. “Rum fel-
low—does the heavy business—mo actor—strange
man—all sorts of miseries—Dismal Jemmy, we call
him on the cirenit.” Mr. Winkle and Mr. Snodgrass
politely welcomed the gentleman, elegantly desig-
nated as “ Dismal Jemmy ;” and calling for brandy-
and-water, in imitation of the remainder of the com-
pany, seated themselves at the table.
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“ Now, sir,” said Mr. Pickwiek, “ will you oblige |

us by proceeding with what you were going to re-
late 77

The dismal individual took a dirty roll of paper .

from his pocket, and turning to Mr. Snodgrass, who
had just taken out his note-book,said in a hollow
voice perfectly in keeping with his outward man—
# Are you the poet ¥

“I—I do a little in that way,” replied Mr. Snod-
grass, rather taken aback by the abruptness of the
question.

“ Ah! poetry makes life what lights and music do
the stage—strip the one of its false embellishments,
and the other of its illusions, and what is there real
in either to live or care for?”

“ Very true, sir,” replied Mr. Snodgrass.

“To he before the foot-lights,” continued the dis-
mal man, “is like sitting at a grand court show, and
admiring the silken dresses of the gandy throng—to
be behind them is to be the people who make that
tinery, uncared for and unknown, and left to sink or
swim, to starve or live, as fortune wills it.”

“Certainly,” said Mr. Snodgrass: for the sunken
eye of the dismal man rested on him, and he felt it
necessary to say something.

“ Go on, Jemmy,” said the Spanish traveler, “like
black-eyed Susan—all in the Downs—no croaking—
speak out—Ilook lively.”

“Will you make another glass before you begin,
sir 27 said Mr. Pickwick.

The dismal man took the hint, and having mixed
a glass of brandy-and-water, and slowly swallowed
half of i, opened the roll of paper and proceeded,
partly to read, and partly to relate, the following in-
cident, which we find recorded on the Transactions
of the club as “The Stroller’s Tale.”

THE STROLLER’S TALE.

“There is nothing of the marvelous in what I am
going to relate,” said the dismal man; “there is
nothing even uncommon in it. Want and sickness
are too common in many stations of life, to deserve
more notice than is usnally bestowed on the most
ordinary vicissitudes of human nature. I have
thrown these few notes tegether, because the sub-
Ject of them was well known to me for many years.

I traced his progress downward, step by step, until |

at last he reached that excess of destitution from
which he never rose again.

“The man of whom I speak was a low pantomime
actor; and, like many people of his class, an habit-
nal drunkard. Tn his better days, before he had be-
come enfeebled by dissipation and emaciated by dis-
case, he had been in the receipt of a good salary,
which, if he had been careful and prudent, he might
have continued to receive for some years—not many:
because these men either die early, or, by unnatu-
rally taxing their bodily energies, lose, prematurely,
those physical powers on which alone they can de-
pend for subsistence. His besetting sin gained so
fast upon him, however, that it was found impossible
to employ him in the situations in which he really
was useful to the theatre. The public-house had a
faseination for him which he could not resist. Neg-
lected disease and hopeless poverty were as certain
to be his portion as death itself, if he persevered in

the same course ; yet he did persevere, and the result
may be guessed. He could obtain no engagement,
and he wanted bread.

“Every body who is at all acquainted with the-

| atrical matters knows what a host of shabby, pover-

ty-stricken men hang about the stage of a large es-
tablishment—not regularly engaged actors, but bal-
let people, procession men, tumblers, and so forth,
who are taken on during the run of a pantomime, or
an Easter piece, and are then discharged, until the
production of some heavy spectacle oceasions a new
demand for their services. To this mode of life the
man was compelled to resort; and taking the chair
every night, at some low theatrical house, at once
put him in possession of a few more shillings week-
ly, and enabled him to gratify his old propensity.
Even this resource shortly failed him; his irregu-
larities were too great to admit of his earning the
wretched pittance he might thus have procured, and
he was actually reduced to a state bordering on
starvation, only proeuring a trifle oceasionally by
borrowing it of some old companion, or by obtaining
an appearance at one or other of the commonest of
the minor theatres ; and when he did earn any thing,
it was spent in the old way.

“ About this time, and when he had been existing
for upward of a year no one knew how, I had a short
engagement at one of the theatres on the Surrey side
of the water, and here I saw this man, whom I had
lost sight of for some time ; for I had been traveling
in the provinces, and he had been skulking in the
lanes and alleys of London. I was dressed to leave
the house, and was crossing the stage on my way out,
when he tapped me on the shoulder. Never shall I
forget the repulsive sight that met my eye when I
turned round. He was dressed for the pantomime,
in all the absurdity of a clown’s costume. The spec- .
tral figures in the Dance of Death, the most frightful
shapes that the ablest painter ever portrayed on ean-
vas, never presented an appearance half so ghastly.
His bloated body and shrunken legs—their deformi-
ty enhanced a hundred-fold by the fantastic dress—
the glassy eyes, contrasting fearfully with the thick
white paint with which the face was besmeared;
the grotesquely ornamented head, trembling with
paralysis, and the long, skinny hands, rubbed with
white chalk—all gave him a hideous and unnatural
appearance, of which no deseription could convey an
adequate idea, and which, to this day, I shudder to
think of. His voice was hollow and tremulous, as
he took me aside, and in broken words recounted a
long catalogue of sickness and privations, termina-
ting as usual with an nrgent request for the loan of
a trifling sum of money. I put a few shillings in his
hand, and as I turned away I heard the roar of laugh-
ter which followed his first tumble on to the stage.

“ A few nights afterward, a boy put a dirty serap
of paper in my hand, on which were serawled a fow
words in pencil, intimating that the man was dan-
gerously ill, and begging me, after the performance,
to see him at his lodging in some street—I forget
the name of it now—at no great distance from the
theatre. I promised to comply, as soon as I conld
get away ; and, after the curtain fell, sallied forth on
my melancholy errand.

1t was late, for I had been playing in the last




