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as if animal spirits were contraband, and their pos-
session without a permit, a high crime and misde-
mMeanor.

* Oh, they have,” replied Mr. Tupman, not exactly
making the sort of reply that was expected from
him, “It’s quite delightful.”

‘ Hem!” said Miss Wardle, rather dubiously.

“Will you permit me,” said Mr. Tupman, in his
blandest manner, touching the enchanting Rachael’s
wrist with one hand, and gently elevating the hot-
tle with the other. “Will you permit me ?”

“Oh, sir!? Mr. Tupman looked most impressive ;
and Rachael expressed her fear that more guns were
going off, in which case, of course, she would have
required support again.

““ Do you think my dear nieces pretty ?” whispered
their affectionate aunt to Mr. Tupman.

“I should, if their aunt wasn’t here,” replied the
ready Pickwickian, with a passionate glance.

‘“Oh, you naughty man—but really, if their com-
plexions were a litile better, don’t you think they
would be nice-looking girls—by candle-light ?”

“Yes; T think they would;” said Mr. Tupman,
with an air of indifference.

S“‘"”Oh, you quiz—I know what yon were going to

“ What ?” inqnired Mr. Tupman, who had not pre-
cisely made up his mind to say any thing at all.

“You were going to say, that lsabel stoops— 1
know you were—you men are such observers, Well,
so she does; it can’t be denied; and, certainly, if
there is one thing more than another that makes a
girl look ugly, it is stooping. I often tell her, that
when she gets a little older, she’ll be quite frightful.
Well, you are a quiz!”

Mr. Tupman had no objection to earning the Tepu-
tation at so cheap a rate: so he looked very know-
ing, and smiled mysteriously.

““What a sarcastic smile,” said the admiring Ra-
chael; “T declare I'm quite afraid of you.”

¢ Afraid of me !”

“Oh, yon can’t disguise any thing from me—1I
know what that smile means, very well.”

“What?” said Mr. Tupman, who had not the slight-
esb notion himself.

“ You mean,” said the amiable aunt, sinking her
voice still lower —“ yon mean, that you don’t think
Isabella’s stooping is as bad as Emily’s boldness.
Well, she is bold! - You can not think how wretched
it makes me sometimes—I'm sure I cry about it for
Lours together —my dear brother is so good, and so
unsuspicions, that he never sees it ; if he did, 'm
quite certain it would break his heart. I wish I
could think it was only manner—I hope it may
he—" (here the affectionate relative heaved a deep
sigh, and shook her head despondingly).

“ I'm sure anunt’s talking about us,” whispered Miss
Emily Wardle to her sister—“ I'm quite certain of
it—she looks so malicions.”

““Is she ” replied Isabella—¢THem ! aunt, dear !

“Yes, my dear love !”

 “TI'm so afraid you'll eatch cold, aunt —have a

silk handkerchief to tie ronnd your dear old head —
you really should take care of yourself— consider
your age !

However well deserved this piece of retaliation
might have been, it was as vindictive a one as could
well hiave been resorted to. There is no guessing
in what form of reply the aunt’s indignation would
have vented itself, had not Mr. Wardle unconseions-
ly chaunged the subject, by calling emphatieally for
Joe.

“Damn that boy,” said the old gentleman, “ he’s
gone to sleep again.”

“ Very extraordinary boy, that,” said Mr. Pick-
wick ; *“ does he always sleep in this way

“Bleep !I” said the old gentleman, “le’s alwaya
asleep. Goes on errands fast asleep, and sunores as
he waits at table.”

“How very odd P said Mr. Pickwick.

“Ah! odd indeed,” returned the old gentleman ;
“I'm proud of that boy — wouldw’s part with him on
any account—he's a natural curiosity! Here Joe—
Joe— take these things away, and open another bot-
tle—d’ye heur ¥

The fat boy rose, opened his eyes, swallowed the
huge piece of pie he had been in the act of masti-
cating when he last fell asleep, and slowly obeyed
his master’s orders—gloating languidly over the re-
mains of the feast, as he removed the plates, and
deposited them in the hamper. The fresh botile was
produced, and speedily emptied: the hamper was
made fast in its old place — the fat boy once more
mounted the box —the spectacles and pocket-glass
were again adjnsted— and the evolutions of the mili-
tary recommenced. There was a great fizzing and
banging of guns, and starting of ladies—and then a
mine was sprung, to the gratification of every body
— and when the mine had gone off, the military and
the company followed its example, and went off too.

“Now mind,” said the old gentleman, as he shook
hands with Mr. Pickwick at the conclusion of a
conversation which had been carried on at intervals,
during the conclusion of the proceedings—* we shall
see you all to-morrow.”

 Most certainly,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“You have got the address.”

“Manor Farm, Dingley Dell,” said Mr. Pickwick,
consulting his pocket-book.

“That's it,” said the old gentleman. I don’t let
you off, mind, under a week; and undertake that
you shall see every thing worth seeing. If you've
come down for a country life, come to me, and I'll
give you plenty of it. Joe—damn that boy, he’s
gone to sleep again—Joe, help Tom put in the
horses.”

The horses were put in—the driver mounted—the
fat boy elambered up by his side— farewells were
exchanged —and the carriage rattled off. As the
Pickwickians turned round to take a last glimpse of
it, the setting sun cast a rich glow on the faces of
their entertainers, and fell upon the farm of the fat
boy. His head was sunk upon his bosom: and lie
slumbered again,
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CHAPTER V.

A BHORT ONE,—SHOWING, AMONG OTHER MATTERS,
HOW MR. PICKWICK UNDERTOOK TO DRIVE, AND
MR. WINKLE TO RIDE ; AND HOW THEY BOTH DID IT.

RIGHT and pleasant was the sky, balmy the air,
and beautiful the appearance of every object
around, as Mr. Pickwick leaned over the balustrades
of Rochester Bridge, contemplating nature, and wait-
ing for breakfast. The scene was indeed one which
might well have charmed a far less reflective mind,
than that to which it was presented.

On the left of the spectator lay the ruined wall,
broken in many places, and in some overhanging the
narrow beach below in rude and heavy masses. Huge
knots of sea-weed hung upon the jagged and point-
ed stones, trembling in every breath of wind; and
the green ivy clung mournfully round the dark and
ruined battlements. Behind it rose the ancient cas-
tle, its towers roofless, and its massive walls crnm-
bling away, but telling us proudly of its own might
and strength, as when, seven hundred years ago, it
rang with the clash of arms, or resounded with the
noise of feasting and revelry. On either side, the
banks of the Medway, covered with corn-fields and
pastures, with here and there a windmill, or a dis-
tant church, stretched away as far as the eye counld
see, presenting a rich and varied landscape, rendered
more beauntiful by the changing shadows which passed
swiftly across it, as the thin and half-formed clonds
skimmed away in the light of the morningsun. The
river, reflecting the clear blue of the sky, glistened
and sparkled as it flowed noiselessly on ; and the oars
of the fishermen dipped into the water with a clear
and liquid sound, as the heavy but picturesque boats
glided slowly down the stream.

Mr. Pickwick was roused from the agreeable
reverie into which he had been led by the objects
before him, by a deep sigh, and a touch on his shoul-
der. He turned round: and the dismal man was at
his side.

“Contemplating the scene 7 inquired the dismal
man.

“I was,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“And congratulating yourself on being up so
soon ?” Mr. Pickwick nodded assent.

“Ah! people need to rise early, to see the sun in
all his splendor, for his brightness seldom lasts the
day through. The morning of day and the morning
of life are but too much alike.”

“ You speak truly, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“How common the saying,” continued the dismal
man, “‘The morning’s too fine to last.” How well
might it be applied to our every-day existence. God !
what would I forfeit to have the days of my child-
hood restored, or to be able to forget them forever 1’

“You have seen much trouble, sir,” said Mr. Pick-
wick, compassionately.

I have,” said the dismal man, hurriedly ; “ I have.
More than those who see me now would believe
possible.” He paused for an instant, and then said,
abruptly—

“Did it ever strike you, on such a morning as this,
that drowning would be happiness and peace ¥

“God bless me, no !” replied Mr. Pickwick, edging
a little from the balustrade, as the possibility of the
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dismal man’s tipping him over, by way of experi-
ment, occurred to him rather forcibly.

“TI have thought so often,” said the dismal man,
without noticing the action.

“The ealm, cool water seems to me to murmur an
invitation to repose and rest. A bound, a splash, a
brief struggle; there is an eddy for an instant, it
gradually subsides into a gentle ripple ; the waters
have closed above your head, and the world has
closed upon your miseries and misfortunes forever.”
The sunken eye of the dismal man flashed brightly
as he spoke, but the momentary excitement quickly
subsided ; and he turned calmly away, as he said—

“There—enough of that. I wish to see you on
another subject. You invited me to read that pa-
per, the night before last, and listened attentively
while I did so.”

“I did,” replied Mr. Pickwick; “and I certainly
thought—"

‘1 asked for no opinion,” said the dismal man, in-
terrupting him, “ and I want none. You are travel-
ing for amusement and instruction. Suppose I for-
warded you a curious manuscript—observe, not cu-
rious because wild or improbable, but curious as a
leaf from the romance of real life. Would you com-
municate it to the club, of which you have spoken
so frequently ¥

“Certainly,” replied Mr. Pickwick, ¢ if you wished
it; and it would be entered on their transactions.”

“You shall have it,” replied the dismal man.
“Your address;” and, Mr. Pickwick having eommu-
nicated their probable route, the dismal man careful-
Iy noted it down in a greasy pocket-book, and resist-
ing Mr. Pickwick’s pressing invitation to breakfast,
left that gentleman at his inn, and walked slowly
away.

Mr. Pickwick found that his three companions
had risen, and were waiting his arrival to commence
breakfast, which was ready laid in temptin o display.
They sat down to the meal ; and broiled ham, eggs,
tea, coffee, and sundries, began to disappear with a
rapidity which at once bore testimony to the excel-
lence of the fare, and the appetites of its consumers.

“Now, about Manor Farm,” said Mr. Pickwick.
“ How shall we go #”

“ We had better consult the waiter, perhaps,” said
Mr. Tupman, and the waiter was summoned accord-
ingly.

“Dingley Dell, gentlemen—fifteen miles, gentle-
men—cross-road—post-chaise, sir ?”

“ Post-chaise won’t hold more than two,” said Mr.
Pickwick.

“ True, sir—beg your pardon, sir.—Very nice four-
wheeled chaise, sir—seat for two behind—one in
front for the gentleman that drives—oh! beg your
pardon, sir—that’ll only hold three.”

“ What's to be done ?” said Mr. Snodgrass.

“Perhaps one of the gentlemen would like to ride,
sir P suggested the waiter, looking toward Mr, Win-
kle; “very good saddle-horses, sir—any of Mr. Waz-
dle’s men coming to Rochester bring 'em back, sir.”

“The very thing,” said Mr. Pickwick. ¢ Winkle,
will yon go on horseback ¢

Mr. Winkle did entertain considerable misgivings
in the very lowest recesses of his own heart, relative
to his equestrian skill; but, as he would not have
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nem even suspected on any account, he ab once re-
Jied with great hardihood, ¢ Certainly. I should
l‘njﬂy it, of all fhings,”

Mr. Winkle had rushed upon his fate; there was
1o resource.  “TLet them be at the door by eleven,”
'sa.itl Mr. Pickwick.

« Very well, sir,” replied the waiter.

The waiter retired ; the breakfast concluded ; and

the travelers ascended to their respective bedrooms,
;0 yrepare a change of clothing, to take with them
ol their apprloac}uug expedition.
Mr. Pickwick hacl.made his preliminary arrange-
ments, and was lm?kmg over the coffee-room blinds
ot the passengers in the street, when the waiter en-
tered, and a.mmum?e(l that the chaise was ready—an
muumnccment wl_nch the vehicle itself confirmed, by
gorthwith appearing before the coffee-room blinds
afﬂ'ﬂ?i‘a'l g { 5

It was a curious little green box on four wheels,
with a low place like a wine-bin for two behind, and
an elevated perch for one in front, drawn by an im-
mensé brown horse, displaying great symmetry of
pone: A hostler stood near, holding by the bridle
another immense horse—apparently a near relative
of the animal in the chaise—ready saddled for Mr.

rinkle.

i }} Bless my soul!” said Mr. Pickwick, as they stood
apol the pavement while the coats were being put
:n, “Bless my soul! who's to drive? I never
ﬂlﬂﬂght of that.”

«Oh! you, of course,” said Mr. Tupman.

« Of course,” said Mr. Snodgrass.

w1 exclaimed Mr. Pickwick.

«Not the slightest fear, sir,” interposed the hos-
ser.  “ Warrant him quiet, sir; a hinfant in arms
might drive him.”

« He don’t shy, does he ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

« 8hy, sir ?—He wouldn’t shy if he was to meet a
vaggin-load of monkeys with their tails burnt off.”

The last recommendation was indisputable. Mr.
Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass got into the bin; Mr.
pickwick ascended to his perch, and deposited his
fet on @ floor-clothed shelf, erected beneath it for
that purpose.

«Now, shiny Villiam,” said the hostler to the dep-
iy hostler, “ give the gen’Im’n the ribbins.” “Shiny
yilliam ”—so called, probably, from his sleek hair
and oily countenance—placed the reins in Mr. Pick-
wick's left hand ; and the upper hostler thrust a
whip into his right.

“«Wo—o!” eried Mr. Pickwick, as the tall quad-
raped evinced a decided inclination to back into the
goffee-room window.

“«Wo—o!” echoed Mr. Tupman and Mr. 8nodgrass,
from the bin,

“Quly his playfulness, gen’lm’n,” said the head
nostler encouragingly ; “jist kitch hold on him, Vil-
jam.” The deputy restrained the animal’s impetu-
osity, and the principal ran to assist Mr, Winkle in
monnting.

«Tother side, sir, if you please.”

«Blowed if the gen’lm’n worn’t a gettin’ up on
fhe wrong side !” whispered a grinning post-boy to
the inexpressibly gratified waiter.

Mr. Winkle, thus instructed, climbed into his sad-
dle, with about as much difficulty as he would have

experienced in getting up the side of a first-rate
man-of-war.

“All right ¥ inquired Mr. Pickwick, with an in-
ward presentiment that it was all wrong.

“All right,” replied Mr. Winkle faintly.

“Let ’em go,” cried the hostler,—“Hold him in,
sir,” and away went the chaise, and the saddle-horse,
with Mr. Pickwick on the box of the one, and Mr.
Winkle on the back of the other, to the delight and
gratification of the whole inn yard.

“What makes him go sideways #” said Mr. Snod-
grass in the bin, to Mr. Winkle in the saddle.

“I ean’t imagine,” replied Mr. Winkle. His horse
was drifting up the street in the most mysterious
manner—side first, with his head toward one side of
the way, and his tail toward the other.

Mr. Piekwick had no leisure to observe either this
or any other particular, the whole of his faculties
being coneentrated in the management of the ani-
mal attached to the chaise, who displayed various
peculiarities, highly interesting to a by-stander, but
by no means equally amusing to any one seated be-
hind him. Besides constantly jerking his head up,
in a very unpleasant and uncomfortable manner, and
tugging at the reins to an extent which rendered it
a matter of great difficulty for Mr. Pickwick to hold
them, he had a singular propensity for darting sud-
denly every now and then to the side of the road,
then stopping short, and then rushing forward for
some minutes, at a speed which it was wholly impos-
sible to control.

“What can he mean by this ?” said Mr. Snodgrass,
when the horse had executed this manwuvre for the
twentieth time. :

“I don’t know,” replied Mr. Tupman ; “it looks
very like shying, don’t it ¥’ Mr. Suodgrass was abong
to reply, when he was interrupted by a shout from
Mr. Pickwick.

“Woo!” said that gentleman; “I have dropped
my whip.”

“Winkle,” said Mr. Snodgrass, as the equestrian
came trotting up on the tall horse, with his hat over
his eyes, and shaking all over, as if he would shake
to pieces, with the violence of the exercise, “ pick up
the whip, there’s a good fellow.” Mr. Winkle pulled
at the bridle of the tall horse till he was black in
the face; and having at length succeeded in stop-
ping him, dismounted, handed the whip to Mr. Pick-
wick, and grasping the reins, prepared to remount.

Now whether the tall horse, in the natural play-
fulness of his disposition, was desirous of having a
little innocent recreation with Mr. Winkle, or wheth-
er it oecurred to him that he could perform the jour-
ney as much to his own satisfaction without a rider
as with one, are points upon which, of course, we can
arrive at no definite and distinet conclusion. By
whatever motives the animal was actuated, certain
it is that Mr. Winkle had no soouer touched the
reins, than he slipped them over his head, and darted
backward to their full length.

“Poor fellow,” said Mr. Winkle, soothingly—* poor
fellow—good old horse.” The “poor fellow” was
proof against flattery: the more Mr. Winkle tried to
get nearer him, the more he sidled away; and, not-
withstanding all kinds of coaxing and wheedling,
there were Mr. Winkle and the horse going round
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and ronnd each other for ten minutes, at the end of
which time each was at precisely the same distance
from each other as when they first commenced—an
unsatisfactory sort of thing under any circumstances,
but particularly so in a lonely road, where no assist-
ance can be procured.

“What am I to do?’ shouted Mr. Winkle, after
the dodging had been prolonged for a considerable
time. “Whatam Itodo? I can’t get on him.”

“ You had better lead him till we come to a turn-
pike,” replied Mr. Pickwick from the chaise.

“But he won't come!’ roared Mr. Winkle. Do
come, and hold him.”

Mr. Pickwick was the very personation of kind-

the direction from which they had just come. Mr.
Pickwick ran to his assistance, but the faster Mr.
Pickwici ran forward, the faster the horse ran back-
ward. There was a great scraping of feet, and kick-
ing up of the dust; and at last Mr. Winkle, his arms
being nearly pulled ouf of their sockets, fairly let go
his hold. The horse paused, stared, shook his head,
turned round, and quietly trotted home to Roches-
ter, leaving Mr. Winkle and Mr. Pickwick gazing on
each other with countenances of blank dismay. A
rattling noise at a little distance attracted their at-
tention. They looked up.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the agonized Mr.
Pickwick, “ there’s the other horse running away!”

**BLESS MY S0UL!" EXOLAIMED THE AGONIZED MR, PICKWICK, ‘‘THERE'S THE OTHER HORSE RUNNIKG AWAY "

ness and humanity : he threw the reins on the horse’s
back, and having descended from his seat, carefully
drew the chaise into the hedge, lest any thing should
come along the road, and stepped back to the assist-
ance of his distressed companion, leaving Mr. Tup-
man and Mr. Snodgrass in the vehicle.

The horse no seoner beheld Mr. Pickwick advan-
cing toward him with the chaise whip in his hand,
than he exchanged the rotatory motion in which he
had previously indulged, for a retrograde movement
of 80 very defermined a character, that it at once
drew Mr. Winkle, who was still at the end of the
bridle, at a rather quicker rate than fast walking, in

It was but too true. The animal was startled by
the noise, and the reins were on his back. The re-
sult may be gnessed. He tore off with the four-
wheeled chaise behind him, and Mr. Tupman and
Mr. Bnodgrass in the four-wheeled chaise. The heat
was a short one. Mr. Tupman threw himself into
the hedge, Mr. Snodgrass followed his example, the
horse dashed the four-wheeled chaise against a
wooden bridge, separated the wheels from the body,
and the bin from the perch; and finally stood stock
still to gaze upon the ruin he had made.

The first care of the two unspilled friends was to
extricate their unfortunate companions from their
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bed of quickset—a process which gave them the un-
speakable satisfaction of discovering that they had
sustained no injury, beyond sundry rents in their
warments, and various lacerations from the brambles.
The next thing to be done was, to unharness the
horse. This eomplicated process having been effect-
ed, the party walked slowly forward, leading the
horse among them, and abandoning the chaise to its
fate. 3

An hour’s walking brought the travelers to a lit-
tle road-side public-house, with two elm-trees, a
horse-trough, and a sign-post, in front; one or two
deformed hay-ricks behind, a kitchen garden at the
side, and rotten sheds and moldering outhouses jum-
bled in strange confusion all abeut it. A red-head-
ed man was working in the garden; and to him Mr.
Pickwick called lustily—* Halloo there !

The red-headed man raised his body, shaded his
eyes with his hand, and stared, long and coolly, at
Mr. Pickwick and his companions.

“ Halloo there !’ repeated Mr. Pickwick,

“Halloo ! was the red-headed man’s reply.

“How far is it to Dingley Dell 1*

“ Better er seven mile.”

%Ts it a good road

“No, t'ant.” Having uttered this brief reply, and
apparently satisfied himself with another scrutiny,
the red-headed man resumed his work,

“We want to put this horse up lere,” said Mr.
Pickwick; “T snppose we can, can’t we 1"

“Want to put that ere horse up, do ee ¥’ repeated
the red-headed man, leaning on his spade.

“Of course,” replied Mr. Pickwick, who had by
this time advanced, horse in hand, to the garden
rails.

“ Missns!”—roared the man with the red head,
emerging from the garden, and looking very hard ag
the horse—* Missus!”

A tall bony woman—straight all the way down—
in a coarse blue pelisse, with the waist an inch or
two below her armpits, responded to the eall.

¢ Can we put this horse up here, my good woman ?”
said Mr. Tnpman, advancing, and speaking in his
most seductive tones, The woman looked very hard
at the whole party; and the red-headed man whis-
pered something in her ear.

“No,” replied the woman, after a little considera-
tion, “ I'm afeerd on it.”

“Afraid!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick; “what’s the
woman afraid of ¥

“Tt got us in trouble last time,” said the woman,
turning into the house; “I woant have nothin’ to
say to 'un.”

“ Most extraordinary thing I ever met with in my
life,” said the astonished Mr. Pickwick.

“J—I—really believe,” whispered Mr. Winkle, as
his friends gathered round him, *that they think
we have ccme by this horse in some dishonest man-
ner.”

“What!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, in a storm of
indignation. Mr. Winkle modestly repeated his sng-
gestion.

“ Halloo, you fellow!” said the angry Mr. Pick-
wick, “do yon think we stole this horse #”

“T'm sure ye did,” replied the red-headed man,
with a grin which agitated his countenance from

one auricular organ to the other. Saying which, he
turned into the house, and banged the door after
him.

“It’s like a dream,” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, “a
hideous dream. The idea of a man’s walking about,
all day, with a dreadful horse that he can’t get rid
of!” The depressed Pickwickians turned moodily
away, with the tall quadruped, for which they all
felt the most unmitigated disgust, following slowly
at their heels.

It was late in the afternoon when the four friends
and their four-footed companion turned into the
lane leading to Manor Farm: and even when they
were so near their place of destination, the pleasure
they would otherwise have experienced was mate-
rially damped as they reflected on the singunlarity
of their appearance, and the absurdity of their sit-
uation. Torn clothes, lacerated faces, dusty shoes,
exhausted looks, and, above all, the horse. Oh, how
Mr. Pickwick cursed that horse! he had eyed the
noble animal from time to time with looks express-
ive of hatred and revenge; more than once he had
calenlated the probable amount of the expense he
would incur by ecutting his throat; and now the
temptation to destroy him, or to cast him loose upon
the world, rushed npon his mind with tenfold force.
He was roused from a meditation on these dire im-
aginings, by the sudden appearance of two figures
at a turn of the lane. It was Mr. Wardle, and his
faithfnl attendant, the fat boy.

“Why, where have you been #” said the hospitable
old gentleman; “I’ve been waiting for you all day.
Well, you do look tired. What! Scratches! Not
hurt, I hope—eh? Well, I am glad to hear that—
very. So you’ve been spilt, eh! Never mind.
Common aeccident in these parts. Joe—he's asleep
again! —Joe, take that horse from the gentleman,
and lead it into the stable.”

The fat boy sauntered heavily behind them with
the animal ; and the old gentleman, condoling with
his guests in homely phrase on so much of the day’s
adventures as they thought proper to communicate,
led the way to the kitchen.

“We'll have you put to rights here,” said the old
gentleman, “ and then I'll introduce you to the peo-
ple in the parlor. Emma, bring ont the cherry-
brandy ; now, Jane, a needle and thread here; tow-
els and water, Mary. Come, girls, bustle abont.”

Three or four buxom girls speedily dispersed in
search of the different articles in requisition, while
a couple of large-headed, circular-visaged males rose
from their seats in the chimney-corner (for although
it was a May evening, their attachment to the wood
fire appeared as cordial as if it were Christmas), and
dived into some obscure recesses, from which they
speedily produced a bottle of blacking, and some
half-dozen brushes.

‘“Bustle!” said the old gentleman again, but the
admonition was quite unneeessary, for one of the
girls poured ont the cherry-brandy, and another
brought in the towels, and one of the men suddenly
seizing Mr. Pickwick by the leg, at imminent haz-
ard of throwing him off his balance, brushed away
at his boot, till his corns were red-hot; while the
other shampoo’d Mr. Winkle with a heavy clothes-
brush, indulging, during the operation, in that hiss-
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d

ing sound which hostlers are wont to produce when
engaged in rubbing down a horse.

Mr. Snodgrass, having conclnded his ablutions,
took a survey of the room, while standing with his
back to the fire, sipping his cherry-brandy with
heartfelt satisfaction. He describes it as a large
apartment, with a red brick floor and a capacions
chimney ; the ceiling garnished with hams, sides of
bacon, and ropes of onions. The walls were deco-
rated with several hunting-whips, two or three bri-
dles, a saddle, and an old rusty blunderbuss, with an
inseription below it, intimating that it was ¢ Load-
ed ’—as it had been, on the same authority, for half

a century at least. An old eight-day clock, of sol-.

emn and sedate demeanor, ticked gravely in one
corner; and a silver watch, of equal antiquity, dan-
gled from one of the many hooks which ornamented
the dresser.

“ Ready ?” said the old genfleman inqniringly,
when his guests had been washed, mended, brushed
and brandied.

* Quite,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“Come along, then,” and the party having trav-
ersed saveral dark passages, and being joined by Mr.
Tupman, who had lingered behind to snateh a kiss
from Emma, for which he had been duly rewarded
with sundry pushings and seratchings, arrived at the
parlor door.

“ Welcome,” said their hospitable host, throwing
it open and stepping forward to announce them,
“Welcome, gentlemen, to Manor Farm.”

—_—

CHAPTER VI

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

EVERAL guests who were assembled in the old

parlor rose to greet Mr. Pickwick and his friends
upon their entrance; and during the performance of
the ceremony of introduetion, with all due formali-
ties, Mr. Pickwick had leisure to observe the appear-
ance, and speculate npon the characters 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 2o
when young, and of her not having departed from it
when old, ornamented the walls, in the form of sam-
plers of ancient date, worsted landseapes of equal
antiquity, and erimson silk tea-kettle holders of a
more modern period. The aunt, the two young la-
dies, and Mr. Wardle, each vying with the other in
Paying zealous and unremitting attentions to the old
lady, erowded round her easy-chair, one holding her
ear-trumpet, another an orange, and a third a smell-
Ing-hottle, while a fourth was busily engaged in pat-
ting and punching the pillows which were arranged
for her snpport. Ou the opposite side sat a bald- |
headed old gentleman, with a good-humored benev- |

olent 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 manufacturing home-made
cordials greatly to other people’s satisfaction, but of
tasting them occasionally very much to her own, A
little hard-headed, Ripstone-pippin-faced man, was
conversing 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 motion-
less on their chairs, staring very hard at My, Pick-
wick and his fellow-voyagers.

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

“Ah!” said the old lady, shaking her head; “I
can’t hear you.”

“Mr. Pickwick, grandma!” sereamed both the
young ladies together.

“Ah!” exclaimed the old lady. “Well; it don’t
much matter. He don’t care for an old ’ooman like
me, I dare say.”

“I assure you, ma’am,” said Mr. Pickwick, grasp-
ing the old lady’s hand, and speaking so loud that
the exertion imparted a crimson hne to his benevo-
lent conntenance, “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 looking 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 Isa-
bella Wardle, in a low tone; “ but she’ll talk to you
presently.”

Mr. Pickwick nodded his readiness to humor the
infirmities of age, and entered into a general conver-
sation with the other members of the cirele.

“ Delightful situation this,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Delighttul !” echoed Messrs. Snodgrass, Tupman,
and Winkle.

“Well, I think it is,” 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 sure there an’t, sir.”
The hard-headed man looked triumphantly round,
as if he had heen very much contradicted by some-
body, but had got the better of him at last.

“There an’t a better spot o’ 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
profound 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
finding himself in a minority, assumed a compassion-
ate 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 many deaf people, she never seemed

to caleulate on the possibility of other persons hear-
ing what she said herself.
‘ About the land, grandma.”




