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that Muggleton has given birth to a Dumkins and a
Podder, let us never forget that Dingley Dell can
boast a Luffey and a Struggles. (Vociferous cheer-
ing.) Let me not be considered as wishing to detract
from the merits of the former gentlemen. Sir, I
envy them the luxury of their own feelings on this
oceasion. (Cheers.) Every gentleman who hears
me, is probably acquainted with the reply made by
an individual, who—to use an ordinary figure of
speéech—‘hung out’in a tub, to the emperor Alex-
ander:—‘ If T were not Diogenes, said he, ‘I would
be Alexander.” I can well imagine these gentlemen
to say, ‘If I were not Dumkins I would be Luffey;
if T were not Podder I would be Struggles” (Enthu-
siasm.) But, gentlemen of Muggleton, is it in ericket
alone that your fellow-townsmen stand pre-eminent ?
Have you never heard of Dumkins and determina-
tion? Have you never been tanght to associate
Podder with property? (Great applanse.) Have
you never, when struggling for your rights, your lib-
erties, and your privileges, been reduced, if only for
an instant, to misgiving and despair? And when
you have been thus depressed, has not the name of
Dumkins laid afresh within your breast the fire
which had just gone out; and has not a word from
that man lighted it again as brightly as if it had
never expired? (Great cheering.) Gentlemen, I beg
to surround with a rich halo of enthusiastic cheering
the united names of ¢ Dumkins and Podder.””

Here the little man ceased, and here the company
commenced a raising of voices, and thumping of
tables, which lasted with little intermission during
the remainder of the evening. Other toasts were
drunk. Mr. Luffey and Mr. Struggles, Mr. Pickwick
and Mr. Jingle, were, each in his turn, the subject of
unqualified euloginm; and each in due course re-
turned thanks for the honor.

Enthusiastic as we are in the noble cause to which
we have devoted ourselves, we should have felt a
sensation of pride which we ean not express, and a
conseciousness of having done something to merit im-
mortality of which we are now deprived, could we
have laid the faintest outline of these addresses be-
fore our ardent readers. Mr. Snodgrass, as usual,
took a great mass of notes, which would no doubt
have afforded most useful and valuable information,
had not the burning eloguence of the words or the
feverish inflnence of the wine made that gentleman’s
hand so extremely unsteady, as to render his writing
nearly unintelligible, and his style wholly so. By
dint of patient investigation, we have been enabled
to trace some characters bearing a faint resemblance
to the names of the speakers; and we can also dis-
cern an entry of a song (supposed to have been sung
by Mr. Jingle), in which the words * bowl” “spark-
ling” “ruby?” “bright,” and “ wine” are frequently
repeated at short intervals. We fancy too, that we
ean discern at the very end of the notes, some indis-
tinet reference to ‘“broiled bones;” and then the
words “ eold ” “ without” oecur: but as any hypothe-
sis we could found upon them must necessarily rest
npon mere conjecture, we are not disposed to indulge
in any of the speculations to which they may give rise.

We will therefore retnrn to Mr. Tupman ; merely
adding that within some few minutes before twelve
o’clock that night, the convocation of worthies of

Dingley Dell and Muggleton were heard to sing,
with great feeling and emphasis, the beautiful and
pathetic national air of

We won't go home ’till morning,
‘We won't go home ’till morning,
We won't go home '{ill morning,
'Till daylight doth appear.

———

CHAPTER VIIL

STRONGLY ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE POSITION, THAT
THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE IS NOT A RAILWAY.

HE quiet seclusion of Dingley Dell, the presence
of so many of the gentler sex, and the solicitude
and anxiety they evinced in his behalf, were all fa-
vorable to the growth and development of those soft-
er feelings which nature had implanted deep in the
bosom of Mr. Tracy Tupman, and which now ap-
peared destined to eentre in one lovely object. The
young ladies were pretty, their manners winning,
their dispositions unexceptionable; but there was a
dignity in the air, a touch-me-not-ishness in the
walk, a majesty in the eye of the spinster aunt, to
which, at their time of life, they could lay no claim,
which distinguished her from any female on whom
Mr. Tupman had ever gazed. That there was some-
thing kindred in their nature, something congenial
in their souls, something mysterionsly sympathetic
in their bosoms, was evident. Her name was the
first that rose to Mr. Tupman’s lips as he lay wound-
ed on the grass; and her hysteric laughter was the
first sound that fell nupon his ear when he was sup-
ported to the honse. But had her agitation arisen
from an amiable and feminine sensibility which
wonld have been equally irrepressible in any case?
or had it been called forth by a more ardent and
passionate feeling, which he, of all men living, conld
alone awaken? These were the doubts which rack-
ed his brain as he lay extended on the sofa: these
were the doubts which he determined should be at
once and forever resolved.

It was evening. Isabella and Emily had strolled
out with Mr, Trundle; the deaf old lady had fallen
asleep in her chair; the snoring of the fat boy, pen-
etrated in a low and monotonous sound from the dis-
tant kitchen; the buxom servants were lounging at
the side door, enjoying the pleasantness of the hour,
and the delights of a flirtation, on first principles,
with eertain unwieldy animals attached to the farm;
and there sat the interesting pair, uncared for by all,
caring for none, and dreaming only of themselves;
there they sat, in short, like a pair of earefully-folded
kid gloves—bound up in each other.

“I have forgotten my flowers,” said the spinster
aunt.

“ Water them now,” said Mr. Tupman in accents of
persnasion.

“ You will take cold in the evening air,” urged the
spinster aunt, affectionately.

“No, no,” said Mr. Tupman rising; “it will do me
good, Let me accompany you.”

The lady paused to adjust the sling in which the
left arm of the youth was placed, and taking his right
arm led him to the garden.
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There was a bower at the farther end, with hon-
eysuckle, jasmiue, and creeping plants—one of those
gweet retreats which humane men erect for the ac-
commodation of spiders.

The spinster annt took up a large watering-pot
which lay in one corner, and was about to leave the
arbor. Mr. Tupman detained her, and drew her to a
seat beside him.

t Miss Wardle!” said he.

The spinster aunt trembled, till some pebbles which
had accidentally found their way into the large wa-
tering-pot shook like an infant’s rattle.

« Miss Wardle,” said Mr. Tupman, “ you are an
angel.”

«Mr. Tupman !’ exclaimed Rachael, blushing as red
as the watering-pot itself.

“Nay,” said the eloquent Pickwickian—“I know
it but too well.”

“All women are angels, they say,” murmured the
lady, playtully.

“Then what can you be; or to what, withont pre-
gnmption, can I compare you ?” replied Mr. Tupman.
“Where was the woman ever seen who resembled
you? Where else could I hope to find so rare a com-
bination of exeellence and beanty ? Where else conld
I seek to— Oh!” Here Mr. Tupman paused, and
pressed the hand which clasped the handle of the
lLappy watering-pot.

The lady turned aside her head.
deceivers,” she softly whispered.

“They are, they are,” ejaculated Mr. Tupman;
“but not all men. There lives at least one being
who can never change—one being who wonld be
content to devote his whole existence to your happi-
ness——who lives but in your eyes—who breathes but
in your smiles—who bears the heavy burden of life
itself only for you.”

“Could such an individual be found,” said the
lady—

“But he can be found,” said the ardent Mr. Tup-
man, interposing.  He is found. He is here, Miss
Wardle.” And ere the lady was aware of his inten-
tion, Mr. Tupman had sunk upon his knees at her
feet.

“ Mr. Tupman, rise,” said Rachael.

“Never!” was the valorous reply. ¢Oh, Ra-
chael !”—He seized her passive hand, and the water-
ing-pot fell to the ground as he pressed it to his lips.
—* Oh, Rachael! say you love me.”

“Mr, Tupman,” said the spinster aunt, with averted
head—*1 can hardly speak the words; but—but—
you are not wholly indifferent to me.”

Mr. Tupman no sooner heard this avowal, than
he proceeded to do what his enthusiastic emotions
prompted, and what, for anght we know (for we are
but little acquainted with snch matters), people so
circumstanced always do. He jumped up, and, throw-
ing his arm round the neek of the spinster aunt,im-
printed upon her lips numerous kisses, which after a
due show of struggling and resistance, she received
80 passively, that there is no telling how many more
Mr. Tupman might have bestowed, if the lady had
not given a very unaffected start and exclaimed, in
an affrighted tone—

“ Mr. Tupman, we are observed!—we are discov-
ered!”

“Men are such

Mr, Tupman looked round. There was the fat boy,
perfectly motionless, with his large circular eyes star-
ing into the arbor, but without the slightest expres-
sion on his face that the most expert physiognomist
could have referred to astonishment, curiosity, or any
other known passion that agitates the human breast.
Mr, Tupman gazed on the fat boy, and the fat boy
stared at him; and the longer Mr, Tupman observed
the utter vaeancy of the fat boy’s countenance, the
more convinced he became that he either did not
know, or did not understand, any thing that had
been going forward. Under this impression, he said,
with great firmness—

“What do you want here, sir #?

“ Supper’s ready, sir,” was the prompt reply.

“ Have you just come here, sir ¥’ inquired Mr. Tup-
man, with a piercing look. .

“ Just,” replied the fat boy.

Mr. Tupman looked at him very hard again; but
there was not a wink in his eye, nor a curve in his
face.

“ Mr. Tupman took the arm of the spinster aunt,
and walked toward the house; the fat boy followed
behind.

“He knows nothing of what has happened,” he
whispered.

‘“Nothing,” said the spinster aunt.

There was a sound behind them, as of an imper-
feetly suppressed chuckle. Mr.Tupman turned sharp-
ly round. No; it could not have been the fat boy;
there was not a gleam of mirth, or any thing but feed-
ing in his whole visage.

“He must have been fast asleep,” whispered Mr.
Tupman.

I have not the least doubt of it,” replied the spin-
ster aunt.

They both laughed heartily.

Mr. Tupman was wrong. The fat boy, for once,
had not been fast asleep. He was awake—wide
awake—to what had been going forward.

The supper passed off without any attempt at a
general conversation, The old lady had gone to bed;
Isabella Wardle devoted herself exclusively to Mr.
Trundle; the spinster’s attentions were reserved for
Mr, Tupman ; and Emily’s thoughts appeared to be
engrossed by some distant object—possibly they were
with the absent Snodgrass.

Eleven—twelve—one o’clock had struck, and the
gentlemen had not arrived. Consternation sat on
every face. Could they have been waylaid and
robbed? Shounld they send men and lanterns in ev-
ery direction by which they could be supposed like-
ly to have traveled home? or shonld they— Hark!
there they were. What could have made them so
late ? A strange voice, too! To whom could it be-
long? They rushed into the kitehen whither the
truants had repaired, and at once obtained rather
more than a glimmering of the real state of the case.

My, Pickwiek, with his hands in his pockets and
his hat cocked completely over his left eye, was lean-
ing against the dresser, shaking his head from side
to side, and producing a constant snceession of the
blandest and most benevolent smiles withont being
moved thereunto by any diseernible cause or pretense
whatsoever; old Mr. Wardle, with a highly-inflamed
countenance, was grasping the hand of a strange gen-
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tleman muttering protestations of eternal friendship ;
Mr. Winkle, supporting himself by the eight-day clock,
was feebly invoking destruction upon the head of any
member of the family who should suggest the pro-
priety of his retiring for the night; and Mr. Sunﬁ:
grass had sunk into a chair, with an expression of
the most abject and hopeless misery that the human
mind can imagine, portrayed in every lineament of
his expressive face.

“Js any thing the matter ¥’ inquired the three la-
dies.

“Nothing the matter,” replied Mr. Pickwick.
4 We—we're—all right.—1I say, Wardle, we're all
right, an’t we 77

“T won't go to bed,” said Mr. Winkle, firmly.

“No living boy shall carry me,” said Mr. Pickwick,
gtontly ;—and he went on smiling as before.

“Hurra!” gasped Mr. Winkle, faintly.

“ Hurra I echoed Mr. Pickwick, taking off his hat
and dashing it on the floor, and insanely casting his
spectacles into the middle of the kifchen.—At this
humorous feat he laughed ountright.

“Let’s—have—'nother—bottle,” cried Mr. Winkle,
commencing in a very loud key, and ending in & very
faint one. His head dropped upon his breast; and,
muttering his invineible determination not to go to
his bed, and a sanguinary regret that he had not
¢« done for old Tupman?” in the morning, he fell fast
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“1E KNOWS NOTHING OF WHAT HAS HAPPENED,'! HE WHISPERED.

“T ghonld think so,” replied the jolly host.—“My |

dears, here’s my friend, Mr. Jingle—Mr. Pickwick’s
friend, Mr. Jingle, come ’pon—Ilittle visit.”

‘g any thing the matter with Mr. Snodgrass, sir ¥
inquired Emily, with great anxiety.

“Nothing the matter, ma’am,” replied the stranger.
¢« Oricket dinner— glorious party —capital songs—
old port—elaret—good—very good—wine, ma’am—
wine,”

“ Tt wasn’t the wine,” murmured Mr. Snodgrass,
in a broken voice. “It was the salmon,” (Some-
how or other, it never is the wine, in these cases.)

“« Hadn’t they better go to bed, ma’am P’ inquired
Emma. “Two of the boys will carry the gentlemen
up stairs.”

asleep ; in which condition he was borne to his apart-
ment by two young giants under the personal super-
intendence of the fat boy, to whose protecting care
Mr. Snodgrass shortly afterward confided his own
person. Mr. Pickwick accepted the proffered arm of
Mr. Tupman and quietly disappeared, smiling more
than ever; and Mr. Wardle, after taking as affection-
ate a leave of the whole family as if he were ordered
for immediate execution, consigned to M. Trundle
the honor of conveying him up stairs, and retired,
with a very futile attempt to look impressively sol-
emn and dignified.

#“ What a shocking seene !” said the spinster aunt.

“Dis—gnsting !” ejacnlated both the young ladies.

¢ Dreadful—dreadful !” said Jingle, looking very
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grave: he was abouf a bottle and a half ahead of
any of his companions. “Horrid spectacle—very !"

¢ What a nice man!” whispered the spinster aunt
to Mr. Tupman.

“(Good-looking, too!” whispered Emily Wardle.

¢ Oh, decidedly,” observed the spinster annt.

Mr. Tupman thought of the widow at Rochester :
and his mind was troubled. The succeeding half-
hour's conversation was not of a nature to calm his
perturbed spirit. The new visifor was very talka-
tive, and the number of his anecdotes was only to be
exceeded by the extent of his politeness. Mr. Tup-
man felt that as Jingle’s popularity increased, he
(Tupman) refired farther into the shade. Hislaugh-
ter was foreed—his merriment feigned ; and when
at last he laid his aching temples between the sheets,
he thought, with horrid delight, on the satisfaction
it would afford him to have Jingle’s head at that mo-
ment between the feather-bed and the mattress.

The indefatigable stranger rose betimes next morn-
ing, and, although his companions remained in bed
overpowered with the dissipation of the previous
night, exerted himself most successfully to promote
the hilarity of the breakfast-table. So suceessful
were his efforts, that even the deaf old lady insisted
on having one or two of his best jokes retailed
through the trumpet ; and even she condescended to
observe to the spinster aunt, that “he” (meaning
Jingle) “was an impudent young fellow :” a senti-
ment in which all her relations then and there pres-
ent thoroughly coincided.

It was the old lady’s habit on the fine snmmer
mornings to repair to the arbor in which Mr. Tup-
man had already signalized himself, in form and man-

-mer following : first, the fat boy fetched from a peg

behind the old lady’s bedroom door, a close black
satin bonnet, a warm cotton shawl, and a thick stick
with a capacious handle; and the old lady having
put on the bonnet and shawl at her leisure, wounld
lean one hand on the stick and the other on the fat
boy’s shoulder, and wallk leisurely to the arbor,
where the fat boy would leave her to enjoy the fresh
air for the space of half an hour; at the expiration
of which time he would return and reconduet her to
the house.

The old lady was very precise and very particu-
lar; and as this ceremony had been observed for
three successive summers without the slightest de-
viation from the accustomed form, she was not a lit-
tle surprised, on this particular morning, to see the
fat boy, instead of leaving the arbor, walk a few
paces out of it, look carefully round him in every di-
rection, and return toward her with great stealth
and an air of the most profound mystery. \

The old lady was timorous—most old ladies are—
and her first impression was that the bloated lad
was about to do her some grievous bodily harm with
the view of possessing himself of her loose coin. She
would have cried for assistance, but age and infirmi-
ty had long ago deprived her of the power of scream-
ing; she, therefore, watched his motions with feel-
ings of intense terror, which were in no degree di-
Ininished by his coming close up to her, and shout-
ing in her earin an agitated, and, as it seemed to her,
a threatening tone—

“ Missus!”?

Now it so happened that Mr. Jingle was walking
in the garden close to the arbor at this moment. He
too heard the shont of * Missus,” and stopped to hear.
more. There were three reasons for his doing so.
In the first place, he was idle and curious ; secondly,
he was by no means scrupulous ; thirdly; and last-
ly, he was concealed from view by some flowering
shrabs. 8o there he stood, and there he listened,

“ Missus !” shouted the fat boy.

“Well, Joe,” said the trembling old lady. “I'm
snre I have been a good mistress to you, Joe. You
have invariably been treated very kindly. You
have never had too much to do; and you have al-
ways had enough to eat.”

This last was an appeal to the fat boy’s most sen-
sitive feelings. He seemed touched, as he replied,
emphatically

“I knows I has.”

“Then what can you want to do now ?” said the
old lady, gaining conrage.

“I wants to make your flesh creep,” replied the
boy.
This sounded like a very blood-thirsty mode of
showing one’s gratitude ; and as the old lady did not
precisely understand the process by which such a re-
sult was to be attained, all her former horrors re-
turned.

“ What do you think I see in this very arbor last
night ?” inquired the bay.

“Bless us! What ?”’ exclaimed the old lady, alarm-
ed at the solemn manner of the corpulent youth.

*The strange gentleman — him as had his arm
hurt—a-kissin’ and huggin™—”

“Who, Joe? Nomne of the servants, I hope.”

“ Worser than that,” roared the fat boy, in the old
lady’s ear.

“Not one of my grandda’aters?”

“ Worser than that.”

“Worse than that, Joe !” said the old lady, who had
thought this the extreme limit of human atrocity.
“Who was it, Joe? I insist upon knowing.”

The fat boy looked cautiously round, and having
concluded his survey, shouted in the old lady’s ear:

‘ Miss Rachael.”

“What!” said the old lady, in a shrill tone.
“ Speak louder.”

 Miss Rachael,” roared the fat boy.

“ My da’ater!”

The train of nods which the fat boy gave by way
of assent, communicated a blanc-mange-like motion
to his fat cheeks.

* And she suffered him !” exclaimed the old lady.

A grin stole over the fat boy’s features as he said :

“I see her a-kissin’ of him agin.”

If Mr. Jingle, from his place of concealment, could
have beheld the expression which the old lady’s face
assumed at this communieation, the probability is
that a sudden burst of langhter would have betray-
ed his close vicinity to the summer-honse. He list-
ened attentively. Fragments of angry sentences
such as, “ Without my permission!”—% At her time
of life ”—* Miserable old ’ooman like me”—* Might
have waited till I wwas dead,” and so forth, reached
his ears; and then he heard the heels of the fat boy’s
boots erunching the gravel, as he retired and left the
old lady alone.
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It was a remarkable coincidence perhaps, but it
was nevertheless a fact, that Mr. Jingle within five
minutes after his arrival at Manor Farm on the pre-
ceding night, had inwardly resolved to lay siege fo
the heart of the spinster aunt, without delay. He
had observation enough to see, that his off-hand
manner was by no means disagreeable to the fair
ohject of his attack ; and he had more than a strong
suspicion that she possessed that most desirable of
all requisites, a small independence. The impera-
tive necessity of ousting his rival by some means or
other flashed guickly upon him, and he immediately

walked out alone, soon after breakfast. The ecoast
was clear.

The breakfast-parlor door was partially open. He
peeped in. The spinster aunt was knitting. He
coughed ; she looked up and smiled. Hesitation
formed no part of Mr. Alfred Jingle’s character. He
laid his finger on his lips mysteriously, walked in,
and closed the door.

“ Miss Wardle,” said Mr. Jingle, with affected ear-
nestness, “ forgive intrusion —short acquaintance—
no time for eeremony—all discovered.”

“ Rir 17 said the spinster aunt, rather astonished by
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** HURRA !" EUHOED MR. PLOEWIOE, TAKING OFF HIS HAT AND DASHING IT ON TIUE FLOOR, AND INBANELY OASTING HIS BPEOTACLES
INTO THE MIDDLE OF THE KITOHEN.

resolyved to adopt certain proceedings tending to that
end and object, without a moment’s delay. Field-
ing tells us that man is fire, and woman tosw, and the
Prince of Darkness sets a light to ’em. Mr. Jingle
knew that young men, to spinster aunts, are as light-
ed gas to gunpowder, and he determined to essay the
effect of an explosion without loss of time.

Full of reflections npon this important decision,
he erept from his place of concealment, and, under
cover of the shrubs before mentioned, approached
the house. Fortune seemed determined to favor his
design. Mr, Tupman and the rest of the gentlemen
left the garden by the side gate just as he obtained
a view of it; and the young ladies, he knew, had

the unexpected apparition, and somewhat doubtful
of Mr. Jingle’s sanity.

“ Hush !” gaid Mr. Jingle, in a stage whisper ;—
“large boy—dunmpling face—round eyes—raseal !”
Here he shook his head expressively, and the spin-
ster aunt trembled with agitation.

“T presume you allude to Joseph, sir ?” said the
lady, making an effort to appear composed.

“ Yes, ma’am—damn that Joe !—treacherous dog,
Joe—told the old lady—old lady furious—wild—
raving—arbor—Tupman—kissing and hugging—all
that sort of thing—eh, ma’am—eh ?”

“Mr. Jingle,” said the spinster aunt, * if you come
here, sir, to insult me—"

THE SNAKE

IN ACTION.

% Not at all—by no means,” replied the unabashed
Mr. Jingle ; — “overheard the tale—came to warn
you of your danger—tender my services—prevent
the hubbub. Never mind — think it an insult —
leave the room”—and he turned, as if to carry the
threat into execntion.

‘“What shall I do!” said the poor spinster, burst-
ing into tears. * My brother will be furiouns.”

« Of course he will,” said Mr. Jingle, pausing—
“outrageons.” :

% Qh, Mr. Jingle, what can I say!” exclaimed the
spinster aunt, in another flood of despair.

“Say he dreamed it,” replied Mr. Jingle, coolly.

A ray of comfort darted across the mind of the
spinster aunt at this suggestion. Mr. Jingle per-
ceived it, and followed up his advantage.

¢Pooh, pooh ! —nothing more easy—blackgnard
boy— lovely woman —fat boy horsewhipped —you
believed—end of the matter—all comfortable.”

Whether the probability of escaping from the con-
sequences of this ill-timed discovery was delightful
to the spinster’s feelings, or whether the hearing
herself described as a “lovely woman?” softened the
asperity of her grief, we know not. She blushed
slightly, and cast a grateful look on Mr. Jingle.

That insinuating gentleman sighed deeply, fixed
his eyes on the gpinster aunt’s face for a couple of
minutes, started melo-dramatically, and suddenly
withdrew them.

“You seem unhappy, Mr. Jingle,” said the lady, in
a plaintive voice. “May I show my gratitude for
your kind interference, by inquiring into the cause,
with a view, if possible, to its removal ¥

“ Hal” exclaimed Mr. Jingle, with another start—
“removal! remove my unhappiness, and your love
bestowed upon a man who is insensible to the bless-
ing—who even now contemplates a design upon the
affections of the niece of the creature who—but no;
he is my friend ; T will not expose his vices. Miss
Wardle—farewell ¥’ At the conclusion of this ad-
dress, the most consecutive he was ever known to
utter, Mr. Jingle applied to his eyes the remnant of
a handkerchief before noticed, and turned toward
the door.

¢ Btay, Mr. Jingle " said the spinster aunt emphat-
:cally. “ You have made an allusion to Mr. Tupman
—explain it.”

“Never!” exclaimed Jingle, with a professional
(i. e., theatrical) air. “ Never!” and, by way of show-
ing that he had no desire to be questioned further,
he drew a chair close to that of the spinster aunt
and sat down.

Mr. Jingle,” said the aunt, “I entreat—I implore
you, if there is any dreadful mystery connected with
Mr. Tupman, reveal it.”

“ Can I,” said Mr. Jingle, fixing his eyes on the
aunt’s face—*“ can I see—lovely creature—sacrificed
at the shrine—heartless avarice!” He appeared to
be struggling with varions conflicting emotions for
afew seconds, and then said in a low deep voice—

“Tupman only wants your money.”

“The wretch !’ exclaimed the spinster, with ener-
getic indignation. (Mr. Jingle’s doubts were re-
solved. She had money.)

‘“More than that,” said Jingle—* loves another.”

“ Another!” ejaculated the spinster. “Who?”

“Short girl—black eyes—niece Emily.”

There was a pause. p

Now, if there were one individual in the wholé
world, of whom the spinster auut entertained a mor-
tal and deeply-rooted jealousy, it was this identieal
niece. The color rushed over her face and neck, and
she tossed her head in silence with an air of ineffa-
ble eontempt. At last, biting her thin lips; and bri-
dling up, she said—

Tt can’t be. I won’t believe it.”

"¢ Wateh em,” said Jingle.

“T will,” said the aunt.

‘“Watch his looks.”

“T will”

‘ His whispers.”

“T will”

“ He'll sit next her at table.”

“ Let him.”

‘“ He'll flatter her.”

“ Let him.”

“ He'll pay her every possible attention.”

“ Let him.”

* And he’ll cut you.”

“Cut me ! sereamed the spinster aunt. “He cub
me; will he!”! and she trembled with rage and disap-
pointment.

“¥You will convince yourself?” said Jingle.

ST will”

“You'll show your spirit#’

“T will.”

“You'll not have him afterward ?”

“ Never.”

“Yor'll take somehody else 2”
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“You shall.”

Mr. Jingle fell on his knees, remained thereupon
for five minutes thereafter: and rose the accepted
lover of the spinster aunt: couditionally upon Mr.
Tupman’s perjury being made clear and manifest.

The burden of proof lay with Mr. Alfred Jingle;
and he produced his evidence that very day at din-
ner. The spinster aunt could hardly believe her
eyes. Mr. Tracy Tupman was established at Emily’s
side, ogling, whispering, and smiling, in opposition
to Mr. Snodgrass. Not a word, not a look, not a
glance, did he bestow upon his heart’s pride of the
evening before.

“Damn that boy!” thought old Mr, Wardle to
himself.—He had heard the story from his mother:
“Damn that boy! He must have been asleep. It’s
all imagination.” :

“Traitor!” thonght the spinster aunt. * Dear Mr.
Jingle was not deceiving me. Ugh! how I hate the
wretch !”

The following conversation may serve to explain
to our readers this apparently unaccountable altera-
tion of deportment on the part of Mr. Tracy Tupman.

The time was evening; the scene the garden.
There were two figures walking in a side path; one
was rather short and stout; the other rather tall
and slim. They were Mr. Tupman and Mr. Jingle.
The stont figure commenced the dialogue.

“ How did I do it?” he inquired.

‘“Splendid—eapital—couldn’t act hetter myself—
you must repeat the part to-morrow—every evening,
till further notice.”
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‘* Does Rachael still wish it ?”

“ Of course—she don’t like it—but must be done—
avert suspicion—afraid of her brother—says there’s
no help for it—only a few days more-—when old folks
blinded—crown your happiness.”

“ Any message 7

“ Love—best love—Lkindest regards—unalterable
affection. Can I say any thing for you 2”

“My dear fellow,” replied the unsuspicions Mr.
Tunpman, fervently grasping his “friend’s” hand—
“earry my best love—say how hard I find it to dis-
semble —say any thing that's kind: but add how
sensible I am of the suggestion she made to me,
through you, this morning. Say I applaud her wis-
dom and admire her discretion.”

“T will. Any thing more ?”’

“Nothing; only add how ardently I long for the
time when I may call her mine, and all dissimulation
may be unnecessary.”

¢ Certainly, certainly. Any thing more ¥

“Oh, my friend!” said poor Mr. Tupman, again
grasping the hand of his companion, ¢ receive my
warmest thanks for your disinterested kindness;
and forgive me if I have ever, even in thought, done
you the injustice of supposing that you could stand
in my way. My dear friend, ean I ever repay you ?”

“Don’t talk of it,” replied Mr. Jingle. He stop-
ped short, as if suddenly recollecting something, and
said—* By-the-bye—ecan't spare ten pounds, can you?
—very particular purpose—pay you in three days.”

“1 dare say I can,” replied Mr. Tupman, in the
fullness of his heart. “Three days, you say 1’

““Only three days—all over then—no more diffi-
culties.”

Mr. Tupman counted the money into his compan-
ion’s hand, and he dropped it piece by piece into his
pocket, as they walked toward the house.

“ Be careful,” said Mr. Jingle—*not a look.”

“Not a wink,” said Mr. Tupman,

“Not a syllable.”

“ Not a whisper.”

“ All your attentions to the niece—rather rude
than otherwise, to the aunt—only way of deceiving
the old ones.”

“T1l take care,” said Mr. Tupman, alond.

‘“And I'll take care,” said Mr. Jingle, internally ;
and they entered the house.

The scene of that afternoon was repeated that
evening, and on the three afternoons and evenings
next ensuing. On the fourth, the host was in high
spirits, for he had satisfied himself that there was
no ground for the charge against Mr, Tnpman. So
was Mr, Tupman, for Mr. Jingle had told him that
his affair would soon be bronght fo a crisis. So was
Mr. Pickwick, for he was seldom otherwise. So was
not Mr. Snodgrass, for he had grown jealous of Mr.
Tupman. So was the old lady, for she had been win-
ning at whist. So were Mr. Jingle and Miss Wardle,
for reasons of sufficient importance in this eventful
history to be narrated in another chapter.

CHAPTER IX.
A DISCOVERY AND A CHASE.

HE supper was ready laid, the chairs were drawn
round the table, bottles, jugs, and glasses were
arranged upon the sideboard, and every thing be-
tokened the approach of the most convivial period
in the whole four-and-twenty hours.

“Where’'s Rachael ¥ said Mr, Wardle.

“ Ay, and Jingle 7 added Mr. Pickwick.

“Dear me,” said the hosf, I wonder I haven’t
missed him before. Why, I don’t think I've heard
his voice for two hours at least. Emily, my dear,
ring the bell.”

The bell was rung, and the fat boy appeared.

“ Where’s Miss Rachael?” He couldn’t say.

“Where’s Mr. Jingle, then ¥’ He didn’t know.

Every body looked surprised. It was late—past
eleven o'clock. Mr. Tupman laughed in his sleeve.
They were loitering somewhere, talking about him.
Ha, ha! capital notion that—funny.

“Never mind,” said Wardle, after a short pause,
“they’ll turn up presently, I dare say. I never wait
supper for any body.”

“Excellent rule, that,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ ad-
mirable.”

“ Pray, sit down,” said the host.

“(Certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick; and down they sat.

There was a gigantic round of cold beef on the ta-
ble, and Mr. Pickwick was supplied with a plentiful
portion of it. He had raised his fork to his lips, and
was on the very point of opening his mouth for the
reception of a piece of beef, when the hum of many
voices suddenly arose in the kitechen. He paused,
and laid down his fork. Mr. Wardle paused too,
and insensibly released his hold of the carving-knife,
which remained inserted in ‘the beef. He looked at
Mr. Pickwick. My, Pickwick looked at him.

Heavy footsteps were heard in the passage; the
parlor door was suddenly burst open; and the man
who had cleaned Mr. Pickwick’s boots on his first ar-
rival, rushed into the room, followed by the fat boy,
and all the domestics.

“What the devil's the meaning of this?” exclaim-
ed the host.

“The kitchen chimney ain’t afire, is it, Emma ?”
inguired the old lady.

“Lor grandma! No,” secreamed both the young
ladies.

“What's the matter?” roared the master of the
house.

The man gasped for breath, and faintly ejaculated—

“They ha’ gone, Mas'r -—gone right clean off, sir!”
(At this juncture Mr. Tupman was observed to lay
down his knife and fork, and to turn very pale.)

“Who's gone ¥’ said Mr, Wardle, fiercely.

“Musg'r Jingle and Miss Rachael, in a po’-chay,
from Blue Lion, Muggleton. 1 was there; but I
couldn’t stop ’em ; so I run off to tell’ee.”

] paid his expenses!” said Mr. Tupman, jumping
up frantically. “He's got ten pounds of mine!—
stop him!-—he’s swindled me!—I won’t bear it!—
I'll have justice, Pickwick ! —I won’t stand it!” and
with sundry incoherent exclamations of the like na-
ture, the unhappy gentleman spun round and round
the apartment, in a transport of frenzy.

TEMPORARY INSANITY OF MR. TUPMAN.
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“Lord preserve us!’ ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, ey-
ing the extraordinary gestures of his friend with
terrified surprise. ‘“He's gone mad! What shall
wedo?’

“Do!” gaid the stout old host, who regarded only
the last words of the sentence. ‘“Put the horse in
the gig! Tl get a chaise at the Lion, and follow
’em instantly. Where”—he exclaimed, as the man
ran out to execute the commission— “ where’s that
villain, Jog ?”

“Here I am; but I han’t a willin,” replied a voice.
It was the fat boy’s.

“Let me get at him, Pickwick,” cried Wardle, as
he rnshed at the ill-starred youth. “He was bribed
by that scoundrel, Jingle, to put me on a wrong scent,
by telling a cock-and-a-bull story of my sister and

leased his hold, than the man entered to announce
that the gig was ready.

“Don’t let him go alone!” sereamed the females,
“He'll kill somebody ”

“T'1l go with him,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“You're a good fellow, Pickwick,” said the host,
grasping his hand, “Emma, give Mr. Pickwick a
shawl to tie round his neck—make haste. Look
after your grandmother, girls; she has fainted away.
Now then, are you ready ¥’

Mr. Pickwick’s month and chin having been hasti-
ly enveloped in a large shawl: his hat having been
put on his head, and his great-coat thrown over his
arm, he replied in the affirmative.

They jumped into the gig. “Give her her head,
Tom,” eried the host; and away they went, down
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ME. WINKLE, TAKE YOUR HANDS OFF. ME, PIOKWIOK; LET ME GO, si "

your friend Tupman!” (Here Mr. Tupman sunk into
achair.) “Let me get at him P

“Don’t let him!” sereamed all the women, above
whose exclamations the blubbering of the fat boy
was distinetly audible.

“Iwon’t be held!™ cried the old man. “Mr. Win-
kle, take your hands off. Mr. Pickwick, let me go,
sir 7 ’

It was a beautiful sight, in that moment of tur-
moli’aml confusion, to behold the placid and philo-
sophical expression of Mr. Pickwick’s face, albeit
somewhat flushed with exertion, as he stood with
hl_s arms firmly clasped round the extensive waist
of their eorpulent host, thus restrainin g the impetu-
osity of his passion, while the fat boy was scratch-
ed, and pulled, and pushed from the room by all the

females congregated therein.. He had no sooner e

the narrow lanes; jolting in and out of the cart-ruts,
and bumping up against the hedges on either side,
as if they would go to pieces every moment.

“How much are they ahead?” shouted Wardle,
as they drove up to the door of the Blue Lion, round
which a little erowd had collected, lute as it was.

*“Not above three-quarters of an hour,” was every
body’s reply. B

“ Chaise-and-four directly '—out with ’em! Put
up the gig afterward.”

“Now, boys!” cried the landlord — ¢ chaise-and-
four out—malke haste—look alive there ”

Away ran the hostlers, and the boys. The lan-
terns glimmered, as the men ran to and fro; the
horses’ hoofs clattered on the uneven paving of the
yard; the chaise rumbled as it was drawn out of the
coach-house ; and all was noise and bustle.




