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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.”
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“ What about the land #—Nothing the matter, is
there ¥

“No,no. Mr. Miller was saying our land was bet-
ter than Mullins's Meadows.”

# How should he know any thing about it ?” in-
quired the old lady indignantly. ‘Miller’s a con-
ceited coxecomb, and you may tell him I said so.”
Saying which, the old lady, quite unconscious that
she had spoken above a whisper, drew herself np,and
looked earving-knives at the hard-headed delinquent.

% Come, come,” said the bustling host, with a natu-
ral anxiety to change the eonversation,—* what say
you to a rubber, Mr. Pickwick ?”

“7T should like it of all things,” replied that gen-
tleman ; “but pray don’t make up one on my ac-
count.”

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

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

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

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

The rubber was condneted with all that gravity
of deportment and sedateness of demeanor which be-
{it the pursuit entitled “ whist”—a solemn observ-
ance, to which, as it appears to us, the title of “game”
has been very irreverently and ignominiously applied.
The round-game table,on the other hand, was so bois-
terously merry as materially to interrupt the contem-
plations of Mr. Miller, who, not being guite so much
absorbed as he onght to have been, contrived to com-
mit various high crimes and misdemeanors, which
excited the wrath of the fat gentleman to a very
great extent, and called forth the good-humor of the
old lady in a proportionate degree.

“ There !’ said the eriminal Miller triumphantly,
as he took up the odd trick at the conclusion of a
hand ; “that could not have been played better, I
flatter myself ;—impossible to have made another
trick I”

“ Miller ought to have trumped the diamond,
oughtn’t he, sir #” said the old lady.

Mr. Pickwick nodded assent.

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

“You ought, sir,” said the fat gentleman, in an aw-
ful voice.

“ Very sorry,” said the erest-fallen Miller.

% Much use that,” growled the fat gentleman.

“Two by honors makes us eight,” said Mr. Pick-
wiclk.

Another hand. ¢ Can you one ” inquired the old
lady.

%71 ean,” replied Mr. Pickwick. ¢ Double, single,
and the rub.”

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

“ Never was such cards,” said the fat gentleman.

A solemn silence: Mr. Piekwick humorous, the old
lady serious, the fat gentleman captious, and Mr.
Miller timorous.

¢ Another double,” said the.old lady : trinmphant-
ly making a memorandum of the cireumstance, by
placing one sixpence and a battered half-penny un-
der the candlestick.

% A double, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick.

¢ Quite aware of the fact, sir,” replied the fat gen-
tleman, sharply.

Another game, with a similar result, was followed
by a revoke from the unlucky Miller ; on which the
fat gentleman burst into a state of high personal ex-
citement which lasted until the conclusion of the
game, when he retired into a corner, and remained
perfectly mute for one hour and twenty-seven min-
utes ; at the end of which time he emerged from his
retirement, and offered Mr. Pickwick a pinch of snuff
with the air of a man who had made up his mind to
a Christian forgiveness of injuries sustained. The
old lady’s hearing decidedly improved, and the un-
lucky Miller felt as much out of hiselement as a dol-
phin in a sentry-box.

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

The evening glided swiftly away, in these cheer-
ful recreations; and when the substantial though
homely supper had been dispatched, and the little
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party formed a soeial circle round the fire, Mr. Pick-
wick thought be had never felt so happy in his life,
and at no time so much disposed to enjoy, and make
the most of, the passing moment.

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

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

“You must excuse my talking about this old
place, Mr. Pickwick,” resumed the host, after a short
pause, “ for I love it dearly, and know no other—the
old houses and fields seem like living friends to me;
and so does our little church with the ivy—about
whieh, by-the-bye, our excellent friend there made a
song when he first came among us. Mr. Snodgrass,
have you any thing in your glass "

“Plenty, thank you,” replied that gentleman,
whose poetic euriosity had been greatly excited by
the last observations of his entertainer. “I beg
your pardon, but you were talking about the song
of the Ivy.”

“You must ask our friend opposite about that,”
said the host, knowingly; indicating the clergyman
by a nod of his head.

“May I say that I should like to hear you repeat
i, sir ?” said Mr. Snodgrass.

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

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

THE IVY GREEN.

Oh, a dainty plant is the Ivy green,
That creepeth o’er roins old !
Of right choice food are his meals I ween,
In his cell so lone and cold.
The wall mugt be crumbled, the stone decayed,
To pleasnre his dainty whim:
And the moldering dust that years have made,
Is a merry meal for him.
Creeping where no life is seen,
A rare old plant is the Ivy green.

Fast he stealeth on, thongh he wears no wings,
And a stannch old heart has he.
How closely he twineth, how tight he clings,
To his friend the hnge Oak Tree |
And slyly he traileth along the groand,
And his leaves he gently waves,
As he joyously hngs and crawleth round
The rich mold of dead men’s graves.
Creeping where grim death has been,
A rare old plant is the Ivy green,

‘Whole ages have fled and their works decayed,
And nations have scattered been :
But the stout old Ivy shall never fade,
From its hale and hearty green.
The brave old plant in its lonely days,
Shall fatten upon the past;
For the stateliest building man can raise,
Is the Ivy’s food at last.
Creeping on, where time has been,
A rare old plant is the Ivy green.

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

“Excuse me, sir, for making the remark on so
short an acquaintance; but a gentleman like your-
self can not fail, I should think, to have observed
many scenes and incidents worth recording, in the
(:01]1556 of your experience as a minister of the Gos-
pel.

“I have witnessed some certainly,” replied the old
gentleman ; “but the incidents and characters have
been of a homely and ordinary nature, my sphere of
action being so very limited.”

“You did make some notes, I think, about John
Edmunds, did you not #” inquired Mr. ‘Wardle, who
appeared very desirous to draw his friend out, for
the edification of his new visitors.

The old gentleman slightly nodded his head in
token of assent, and was proceeding to change the
subjeet, when Mr. Pickwick said—

“I beg your pardon, gir; but pray, if T may ven-
ture to inquire, who was John Edmunds ?’

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

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

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

THE CONVICT’S RETURN.,

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

“This man had a wife and one son, who, when I
first came here, was about twelve years old. Of the
acuteness of that woman's snfferings, of the gentle
and enduring manuer in which she bore them, of the
agony of solicitude with which she reared that boy,
no one can form an adequate conception. Heaven
forgive me the supposition, if it be an uncharitable
one, but I do firmly and in my soul believe, that the
man systematically tried for many years to break her
Leart; but she bore it ail for her child’s sake, and,
however strange it may seem to many, for his fa-
ther’s too; for brute as he was and cruelly as he had
treated her,she had loved him once ; and the recol-
lection of what he had been to her, awakened feel-
ings of forbearance and meekness under suffering in
her bosom, to which all God’s creatures, but women,
are strangers.

“They were poor—they could not be otherwise
when the man pursued such courses; but the wom-
an’s unceasing and unwearied exertions, early and
late, morning, noon, and night, kept them above act-
ual want. Those exertions were but ill repaid.
People who passed the spot in the evening—some-
times at a late hour of the night—reported that
they had heard the moans and sobs of a woman in
distress,and the sound of blows: and more than once,
when i was past midnight, the boy knocked softly
at the door of a neighbor’s house, whither he had
been sent, to escape the drunken fury of his unnat-
ural father.

“During the whole of this time, and when the
poor creature often bore about her marks of ill-usage
and violence which she could not wholly conceal,
she was a constant attendant at our little church.
Regularly every Sunday, morning and afternoon, she
occupied the same seat with the boy at her side;
and though they were both poorly dressed—much
more 80 than  many of their neighbors who were in
a lower station—they were always neat and clean.
Every one had a friendly nod and a kind word for
‘poor Mrs. Edmunds;’ and sometimes, when she
stopped to exchange a few words with a neighbor at
the conclnsion of the service in the little row of elm-
trees which leads to the church poreh, or lingered
behind to gaze with a mother’s pride and fondness
upon her healthy boy, as he sported before her with
some liftle companions, her care-worn face would
lighten np with an expression of heartfelt gratitude ;
and she would look, if not cheerful and happy, at
least tranquil and contented.

“Five or six years passed away; the boy had be-
come a robust and well-grown youth. The time that
had strengthened the child’s slight frame and knit his
weak limbs into the strength of manhood had bowed
his mother’s form, and enfeebled her steps; but the
arm that should have supported her was no longer
locked in hers; the face that should have cheered
her, no more looked upon her own. She oceupied
her old seat, but there was a vacant one heside her.
The Bible was kept as carefully as ever, the places
were found and folded down as they used to be: but
there was no one to read it with her; and the tears
fell thick and fast upon the book, and blotted the
words from her eyes. Neighbors were as kind as

they were wont to-be of old, but she shunned their
greetings with averted head. There was no linger-
ing among the old elm-trees now—no cheering an-
ticipations of happiness yet in store. The desolate
woman drew her bonnet closer over her face, and
walked hurriedly away.

“Shall T tell you that the young man, who, look-
ing back to the earliest of his childhood’s days to
which memory and consciousness extended, and car-
rying his recollection down to that moment, could
remember nothing which was not in some way con-
nected with a long series of voluntary privations suf-
fered by his mother for his sake, with ill-usagé; and
insult, and violence, and all endured for him ;—shall
I tell you, that he, with a reckless disregard of her
breaking heart, and a sullen willful forgetfulness of
all she had done and borne for him, had linked him-
self with depraved and abandoned men, and was
madly pursuing a headlong career, which must bring
death to him, and shame to her? Alas for human
nature! You have anticipated it long since.

“The measure of the unhappy woman’s misery
and misfortune was about to be completed. Numer-
ous offenses had been committed in the neighbor-
hood ; the perpetrators remained undiscovered, and
their boldness increased. A robbery of a daring and
aggravated nature occasioned a vigilance of pursuit,
and a strictness of search, they had not caleulated
on. Young Edmunds was suspected with three
companions. He was apprehended—committed—
tried—condemned—to die.

“The wild and piercing shriek from a woman’s
voice, which resounded through the court when the
solemn sentence was pronounced, rings in my ears at
this moment. That ery struck a terror to the cul-
prit’s heart, which trial, condemunation—the ap-
proach of death itself, had failed to awaken. The
lips which had been compressed in dogged sullen-
ness thronghout, quivered and parted involuntarily ;
the face tnrned ashy pale as the cold perspiration
broke forth from every pore; the sturdy limbs of the
felon trembled, and he staggered in the dock.

“1In the first transports of her mental angunish, the
snffering mother threw herself upon her knees at my
feet, and fervently besought the Almighty Being
who had hitherto supported her in all her troubles,
to release her from a world of woe and misery, and
to spare the life of her only child. A burst of grief,
and a violent struggle, such as I hope I may never
have to witness again,succeeded. I knew that her
heart was breaking from that hour; but I never
once heard ecomplaint or murmur escape her lips.

“It was a piteous spectacle to see that woman in
the prison-yard from day to day, eagerly and fervent-
ly attempting, by affeetion and entreaty, to soften
the hard heart of her obdurate son. It was in vain.
He remained moody, obstinate, and unmoved. Not
even the unlooked-for commutation of his sentence
to transportation for fourteen years, softened for an
instant the sullen hardihood of his demeanor.

“ But the spirit of resignation and endurance that
had so long upheld her, was unable to contend
against bodily weakness and infirmity. She fell sick.
She dragged her tottering limbs from the bed to visit
her son once more, but her strength failed her, and
she sunk powerless on the ground.
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. #And now the boasted coldness and indifference
of the young man were tested indeed ; and the retri-
bution that fell heavily upon him, nearly drove him
mad. A day passed away and his mother was 1ot
there; another flew by, and she eame not near him
a third evening arrived, and yet he had not seen her;
and in four-and-twenty hours he was to be separated
from her—perhaps forever. Oh! how the long-fﬂ}-
gotten thoughts of former days rushed upon his
mind, as he almost ran up and down the narrow yard
—ag if intelligence would arrive the sooner for his
hurrying—and how bitterly a sense of his helpless-
ness and desolation rushed upon him, when he heard
the truth! His mother, the only parent he had ever
known, lay ill—it might be dying—within one mile
of the ground he stood on; were he free and unfet-
tered, a few minutes would place him by her side.
He rushed to the gate, and grasping the iron rails
with the energy of desperation, shook it till it rang
again, and threw himself against the thick wall as if
to force a passage throngh the stone ; but the strong
building mocked his feeble efforts, and he beat his
hands together and wept like a child.

“I bore the mother’s forgiveness and blessing to
her son ia prison ; and I carried his solemn assurance
of repentance, and his fervent supplication for par-
don, to her sick-bed. I heard, with pity and com-
passion, the repentant man devise a thousand little
plans for her comfort and support when he returned;
but I knew that many months before he could reach
his place of destination, his mother would be no
longer of this world.

“He was removed by night. A few weeks after-
ward the poor woman’s soul took its flight, I confi-
dently hope, and solemnly believe, to a place of eter-
nal happiness and rest. I performed the burial serv-
ice over her remains.  She lies in our little church-
yard. There is no stone at her grave’s head. Her
sorrows were known to man ; her virtues to God.

It had been arranged previously to the conviet’s
departure, that he should write to his mother as soon
as he could obtain permission, and that the letter
should be addressed to me. The father had posi-
tively refused to see his son from the moment of his
apprehension ; and it was a matter of indifference to
him whether he lived or died. Many years passed
over without any intelligence of him; and when
more than half his term of transportation had ex-
pired, and I had received no letter, I concluded him
to be dead, as indeed, I almost hoped he might be.

“Edmunds, however, had been sent a considerable
distance np the conntry on his arrival at the settle-
ment; and to this cirenmstance, perhaps, may be at-
tributed the fact, that though several letters were
dispatched, none of them ever reached my hands.
He remained in the same place during the whole
fourteen years. At the expiration of the term,
steadily .adhering to his old resolution and the
pledge he gave his mother, he made his way back to
England amidst innumerable difficulties, and return-
ed, on foot, to his native place.

“On a fine Sunday evening, in the month of Au-
gust, John Edmunds set foot in the village he had
left with shame and disgrace seventeen years before.
His nearest way lay through the church-yard. The
man’s heart swelled as he crossed the stile. The tall

old elms, through whose branches the declining sun
cast here and there a rich ray of light upon the
shady path, awakened the associations of his earli-
est days.. He pictured himself as he was then, cling-
ing to his mother’s hand, and walking peacefully to
church. He remembered how he used to look up
into her pale face; and how her eyes would some-
times fill with tears as she gazed upon his features
—tears which fell hot upon his forehead as she
stooped to kiss him, and made him weep too, al-
though he little knew then what bitter tears hers
were. He thought how often he had run merrily
down that path with some childish playfellow, look-
ing back, ever and again, to catch his mother’s smile,
or hear her gentle voice; and then a veil seemed
lifted from his memory, and words of kindness un-
requited, and warnings despised, and promises bro-
ken, thronged upon his recollection till his heart
failed him, and he could bear it no longer.

“He entered the church. The evening service
was concluded and the congregation had dispersed,
but it was not yet closed. His steps echoed throngh
the low building with a hollow sound, and he al-
most feared to be alone, it was so still and quiet.
He looked round him. Nothing was changed. The
place seemed smaller than it used to be, but there
were the old monuments on which he had gazed
with childish awe a thousand times; the little pul-
pit with its faded cushion; the Communion-table
before which he had so often repeated the Com-
mandments he had reverenced as a child, and for-
gotten as a man. He approached the old seat; it
looked cold and desolate. - The cushion had been re-
moved, and the Bible was not there. Perhaps his
mother now oceupied a poorer seat, or possibly she
had grown infirm and could not reach the church
alone. He dared not think of what he feared. A
cold feeling erept over him, and he trembled violent-
ly as he turned away.

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

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

“He walked down the hiil, and throngh the vil-
lage. The weather was warm, and the people were
sitting at their doors, or strolling in their little gar-
dens as he passed, enjoying the serenity of the even-
ing, and their rest from labor. Many a look was
turned toward him, and many a doubtful glance he
cast on either side to see whether any knew and
shunned him. There were strange faces in almost
every house; in some he recognized the burly form
of some old school-fellow—a boy when he last saw
him—surrounded by a troop of merry children; in
others he saw, seated in an easy-chair at a cottage
door, a feeble and infirm old man, whom he only re-
membered as a hale and hearty laborer; but they
had all forgotten him, and he passed on unknown,

“The last soft light of the setting sun had fallen
on the earth, easting a rich glow on the yellow corn
sheaves, and lengthening the shadows of the orehard
trees, as he stood before the old house—the home of
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his infaney—to which his heart had yearned with
an intensity of affection not to be described, through
long and weary years of captivity and sorrow, The
paling was low, though he well remembered the
time when it had seemed a high wall to him; and
he looked over into the old garden. There were
more seeds and gayer flowers than there used to be,
but there were the old trees still—the very tree, un-
der which he had lain a thousand times when tired
of playing in the sun, and felt the soft mild sleep of
happy boyhood steal gently upon him. There were
voices within the house. He listened, but they fell
strangely upon his ear; he knew them not. They
were merry too; and he well knew that his poor old
mother could not be cheerful, and he away. The
door opened, and a group of little children bonnded
out, shouting and romping. The father, with a lit-
tle boy in his arms, appeared at the door, and they
crowded round him, clapping their tiny hands, and
dragging him ouf, to join their joyous sports. The
convict thought on the many times he had shrunk
from his father’s sight in that very place. He re-
membered how often he had buried his trembling
head beneath the bed-clothes, and heard the harsh
word, and the hard stripe, and his mother’s wailing ;
and though the man sobbed aloud with agony of
mind as he left the spot, his fist was clenched, and
his teeth were set, in fierce and deadly passion.

¢ And snch was the return to which he had looked
through the weary perspective of many years, and
for which he had undergone so much suffering! No
face of welcome, no look of forgiveness, no house to
receive, no hand to help him—and this too in the
old village. What was his loneliness in the wild
thick woods, where man was never seen, to this!

“ He felt that, in the distant land of his boudage
and infamy, he had thought of his native place as it
was when he left it; not as it would be when he re-
turned. The sad reality struck coldly at his heart,
and his spirit sank within him, He had not cour-
age to make inquiries, or to present himself to the
only person who was likely to receive him with
kindness and compassion. He walked slowly on;
and shunning the road-side like a gunilty man, turn-
ed into a meadow he well remembered; and cover-
ing his face with his hands, threw himself upon the
oTass.

“He had not observed that a man was lying on
the bank beside him; his garments rustled as he
turned round to steal a look at the new-comer; and
Edmunds raised his head.

“The man had moved into a sitting posture. His
body was much bent, and his face was wrinkled and
yellow. His dress denoted him an inmate of the
work-house; he had the appearance of being very
old, but it looked more the effect of dissipation or
disease, than length of years. He was staring hard
at the stranger, and though his eyes were lustreless
and heavy at first, they appeared to glow wifh an
unnatural and alarmed expression after they had
been fixed upon him for a short time, until they
seemed to be sfarting from their sockets, Edmunds
gradually raised himself to his knees, and looked
more and more earnestly upon the old man’s face.
They gazed upon each other in silence.

“The old man was ghastly pale. He shuddered

and tottered to his feet, Edmunds sprang to his.
He stepped back a pace or two. Edmunds ad-
vanced.

¢ Let me hear you speak,’ said the convict, in a
thick broken voice.

‘¢t Stand off? cried the old man, with a dreadful
oath. The conviet drew closer to him.

‘¢ Stand off !’ shrieked the old man. Furious with
terror, he raised his stick and struck Edmunds a
heavy blow across the face.

¢ Father—devil ¥ murmured the convict, between
his set teeth. He rushed wildly forward, and elench-
ed the old man by the throat—but he was his father;
and his arm fell powerless by his side.

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

#* #* * * # #

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

—_—

CHAPTER VIIL

HOW MR, WINKLE, INSTEAD OF SHOOTING AT THE
PIGEON AND KILLING THE CROW, SHOT AT THE
CROW AND WOUNDED THE PIGEON; HOW THE
DINGLEY DELL CRICKET CLUB PLAYED ALL-MUG-
GLETON, AND HOW ALL-MUGGLETON DINED AT THE
DINGLEY DELL EXPENSE: WITH OTHER INTEREST-
ING AND INSTRUCTIVE MATTERS.

HE fatiguing adventures of the day or the som-
niferous influence of the clergyman’s tale op-
erated so strongly on the drowsy tendencies of Mr.
Pickwick, that in less than five minutes after he had
been shown to his comfortable bedroom, he fell into
a sound and dreamless sleep, from which he was only
awakened by the morning sun darting his bright
beams reproachfully into the apartment. Mr. Pick-
wick was no sluggard ; and he sprung like an ardent
warrior from his tent—bedstead.

“ Pleasant, pleasant country,” sighed the enthu-
siastic gentleman, as he opened his lattice-window.
“Who could live to gaze from day to day on bricks
and slates, who had once felt the influence of a scene
like this? Who could continue to exist, where there
are no cows but the cows on the chimmey-pots ; noth-
ing redolent of Pan but pan-tiles; no erop but stone-
crop? Who could bear to drag out a life in such a
spot? Who I ask could endure it ?’ and, having
cross-examined solitude after the most approved prec-
edents, at considerable length, Mr. Pickwick thrust
his head out of the lattice, and looked around him.

The rich, sweet smell of the hay-ricks rose to his
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chamber window ; the hundred perfumes of the lit-
tle flower-garden beneath scented the air around;
the deep-green meadows shone in the morning dew
that glistened on every leaf as it trembled in the
gentle air; and the birds sang as if every sparkling
drop were a fountain of inspiration to them. Mr.
Pickwick fell into an enchanting and delicious rev-
erie.

“Halloo!” was the sound that roused him.

He looked to the right, but he saw nobody; his
eyes wandered to the left, and pierced the prospect;
he stared into the sky, but he wasn’t wanted there ;
and then he did what a common mind would have
done at once—looked into the garden, and there
saw Mr. Wardle. :

“ How are you ?” said that good-humored individ-
nal, out of breath with his own anticipations of pleas-
ure. “Beautiful morning, an’t it? Glad to see you
up so early, Make haste down, and come out. Il
wait for you here.”

Mr. Pickwick needed no second invitation. Ten
minutes sufficed for the completion of his toilet, and
at the expiration of that time he was by the old gen-
tleman’s side.

“ Halloo!” said Mr. Pickwick in his turn: seeing
that his companion was armed with a gun, and that
another lay ready on the grass. * What's going for-
ward 2”7

“Why, your friend and I,” replied the host, * are
going out rook-shooting before breakfast. *He's a
very good shot, an't he #”

“I've heard him say he’s a capital one,” replied
Mr. Pickwick; “but I never saw him aim at any
thing.”

“Well,” said the host, “ I wish he’d come. Joe—
Joe !”

The fat boy, who under the exciting influence of
the morning did not appear to be more than three
parts and a fraction asleep, emerged from the house.

“ (Go up, and call the gentleman, and tell him he’ll
find me and Mr. Pickwick in the rookery. Show the
gentleman the way there; d’ye hear ?”

The boy departed to execute his commission ; and
the host, carrying both guns like a second Robinson
Crusoe, led the way from the garden.

“ This is the place,” said the old gentleman, paus-
ng, after a few minutes’ walking, in an avenue of
trees. The information was unnecessary; for the
incessant cawing of the unconscious rooks sufficient-
ly indicated their whereabout.

The old gentleman laid one gun on the ground,
and loaded the other.

“Here they are,” said Mr. Pickwick; and as he
spoke, the forms of Mr. Tupman, Mr. Snodgrass, and
Mr. Winkle, appeared in the distance. The fat boy,
not being quite certain which gentleman he was di-
rected to eall, had with peculiar sagacity, and to pre-
vent the possibility of any mistake, called them all.

“Come along,” shouted the old gentleman, ad-
dreéssing Mr. Winkle; “a keen hand like you ought
to have been up long ago, even to such poor work
as this.”

Mr. Winkle responded with a forced smile, and
took up the spare gun with an expression of coun-
tenance which a metaphysical rook, impressed with
a foreboding of his approaching death by violence,

may be supposed to assume. It might have been
keenness, but it looked remarkably like misery.

The old gentleman nodded ; and two ragged boys
who had been marshaled to the spot under the di-
rection of the infant Lambert, forthwith commenced
climbing up two of the trees. ;

“ What are those lads for ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick
abruptly. He was rather alarmed ; for he was not
quite certain but that the distress of the agricultural
interest, about which he had often heard a great deal,
might have compelled the small boys attached to
the soil to earn a precarious and hazardous subsist-
ence by making marks of themselves for inexperi-
enced sportsmen.

“Only to start the game,” replied Mr. Wardle,
langhing.

“To what ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Why, in plain English to frighten the rooks.”

“Oh! is that all#”

“Yon are satisfied 7’

“ Quite.”

“Very well. Shall I begin #”

“If you please,” said Mr. Winkle, glad of any res-
pite.

“Stand aside, then. Now for it.”

The boy shouted, and shook a branch with a nest
on it. Half a dozen young rooks in violent conver-
sation, flew out to ask what the matter was. The
old gentleman fired by way of reply. Down fell one
bird, and off flew the others.

“Take him up, Joe,” said the old gentleman.

There was a smile upon the youth’s face as he
advanced. Indistinet visions of rook-pie floated
through his imagination. He laughed as he retired
with the bird—it was a plump one.

“Now, Mr. Winkle,” said the host, reloading his
own gun. “Fire away.”

Mr. Winkle advanced, and leveled the gun. Mr.
Pickwick and his friends cowered involuntarily to
escape damage from the heavy fall of rooks, which
they felt quite certain would be oecasioned by the
devastating barrel of their friend. There was a sol-
e;r'ni{ pause—a shout—a flapping of wings— a faint
ClICK.

“ Halloo ! said the old gentleman.

“Won’t it go?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Missed fire,” said Mr. Winkle, who was very pale :
probably from disappointment.

‘“0dd,” said the old gentleman, taking his gun.
“Never knew one of them miss fire before. Why, I
don’t see any thing of the cap.”

“Bless my soul,” said Mr. Winkle, %I declare I
forgot the cap !’

The slight omission was rectified. Mr. Pickwick
crouched again. Mr. Winkle stepped forward with
an air of determination and resolution; and Mr,
Tupman looked out from behind a tree. The boy
shouted ; four birds flew ount. Mr. Winkle fired.
There was a scream as of an individual—not a rook
—in corporeal anguish., Mr. Tupman had saved the
lives of inmumerable unoffending birds by receiving
a portion of the charge in his left arm.

To deseribe the confusion that ensued would be
impossible. To tell how Mr. Pickwick in the first
transports of his emotion called Mr, Winkle ¢ wretch !
how Mr. Tupman lay prostrate on the ground; and




