THE PICEWICE CLUB.

“Tale this little villain away,” said the agonized
Mr. Pickwiek, ¢ he’s mad.”

* What s the matter ?” said the three tongne-tied
Pickwickians.

“I don't know,” replied Mr. Pickwick, pettishly.
“Take away the boy” (here Mr. Winkle carried the
interesting boy, screaming and struggling, to the
farther end of the apartment). “ Now, help me lead
this woman down stairs.”

4 Oh, I am better now,” said Mrs. Bardell, faintly.

i Let me lead you down stairs,” said the ever-gal-
lant Mr. Tupman.

“Thank you, sir— thank you,” execlaimed Mrs.
Bardell, hysterically. And down stairs she was led
accordingly, accompanied by her affectionate son.

‘I can not conceive”—said Mr. Pickwick, when

wicl, “T sent for him to the Borough this morning,.
Have the goodness to call him up, Snodgrass.”

Mr. Snodgrass did as he was desired ; and Mr. Sam-
nel Weller forthwith presented himself.

““Oh—you remember me, I suppose?”’ said Mr.
Pickwick.

“1 shounld think so,” replied Sam, with a patroniz-
ing wink. “Queer start that ’ere, but he was one
too many for you, warn’t he? Up to snuff and a
pinch or two over—eh ¥’

“Never mind that matter now,” said Mr. Pickwick
hastily, “I want to speak to you about something
else. 8it down.”

“Thank’ee, sir,” said Sam. And down he sat
without further bidding, having previously deposit-
ed his old white hat on the landing outside the door.
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*HE, TOO, WILL HAVE A OOMPANION,” RESUMED ME. PIOKEWICK.

his friend returned—*1I can not conceive what has
been the matter with that woman. I had merely
announced to her my intention of keeping a man-
servant, when she fell into the extraordinary parox-
ysm in which you found her. Very extraordinary
thing.”

“Very,” said his three friends. a

% Placed me in such an extremely awkward situ-
ation,” continued Mr. Pickwick.

“Very,” was the reply of his followers, as they
conghed slightly, and looked dubiously at each other.

This behavior was not lost upon Mr. Pickwick.
He remarked their incredulity. They evidently sus-
peeted him. :

& There is & man in the passage now,” said Mr.
Tupman, 1 :

& Tt’s the man I spoke to youn about,” said Mr. Pick-

“Tan't a werry good ‘un to look at,” said Sam, “ but
it’s an astonishin’ ’un to wear; and afore the brim
went, it was a werry handsome tile. Hows'ever it’s
lighter without it, that’s one thing, and every hole
lets in some air, that’s anothgr—wentilation gossa-
mer I calls it.” On the delivery of this sentiment,
Mr. Weller smiled agreeably upon the assembled
Pickwickians. )

“Now with regard to the matter on which I, with
the concurrence of these gentlemen, sent for you,”
said Mr. Pickwick.

“That's the pint, sir,” interposed Sam; “out vith
it, as the father said to the child wen he swallowed
a farden.”

“We want to know, in the first place,” said Mr.
Pickwick, “ whether yon have any reason to be dis-

contented with your present situation.”

ENGAGEMENT OF MR. WELLER BY MRE. PICKWICK.

“Afore I answers that ’ere question, gen’lm'n,” re-
plied Mr. Weller, “I should like to know, in the first
place, whether you're agoin’ to purwide me with a
Detter.”

A sunbeam of placid benevolence played on Mr.
Pickwick’s features as he said, “I have half made up
my mind to engage you myself.”

“Have you, though #’ said Sam.

Mr. Pickwick nodded in the affirmative.

‘Wages ¥’ inguired Sam. .

“Twelve pounds a year,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“ Clothes ?7

“Two suits.”

¢ Work

“To attend upon me; and travel about with me
and these gentleman here.”

“Take the bill down,” said Sam, emphatically.
“Tm let to a single gentleman, and the terms is
agreed upon.”

“You accept the situation?”’ inquired Mr. Pick-
wick.

“Cert’nly,” replied Sam. “If the clothes fits me
half as well as the place, they’ll do.”

“You can get a character of course?’ said Mr.
Pickwick.

“Ask the landlady o’ the White Hart about that,
sir,” replied Sam.

“Can you come this evening ?”

“Tll get into the clothes this minute, if they're
here,” said Sam with great alacrity.

“Call at eight this evening,” said Mr. Pickwick ;
“and if the inquiries are satisfactory, they shall be
provided.” : ;

With the single exception of one amiable indis-
cretion, in which an assistant.house-maid had equal-
Iy participated, the history of Mr. Weller’s condnet
was g0 very blameless, that Mr. Pickwick felt fully
Jjustified in closing the engagement that very even-
ing. With the promptness and energy which char-
acterized not only the public proceedings, but all the
private actions of this extraordinary man, he at once
led his new attendant to one of those convenient
emporiums where gentlemen’s new and second-hand
clothes are provided, and the troublesome and incon-
venient formality of measurement dispensed with ;
and before night had closed in, Mr. Weller was fur-
nished with a gray coat with the P. C. button,
a black hat with a cockade to it, a pink-striped
Waistcoat, light breeches and gaiters, and a vari-
;!t'-y of other necessaries, too numerous to recapitu-

ate.

*“Well,” said that suddenly-transformed individ-
nal, as he took his seat on the outside of the Eatans-
will coach next morning; “I wonder whether I'm
meant to be a footman, or a groom, or a game-keeper,
or a seedsman, Ilookslike a sort of compo of every
one on 'em. Never mind; there’s change of air,
plenty to see, and little to do; and all this suits my

complaint uncommon ; so long life to the Pickvicks,
says 11”?

CHAPTER XIIIL

SOME ACCOUNT OF EATANSWILL; OF THE STATE OF
PARTIES THEREIN; AND OF THE ELECIION OF A
MEMBER TO SERVE IN PARLIAMENT FOR THAT
ANCIENT, LOYAL, AND PATRIOTIC BOROUGH.

E will frankly acknowledge, that up to the pe-

riod of our being first immersed in the volu-
minous papers of the Pickwick Club, we had never
heard of Eatanswill ; we will with equal candor ad-
mit, that we have in vain searched for proof of the
actual existence of such a place at the present day.
Knowing the deep reliance to be placed on every note '
and statement of Mr. Pickwick’s, and not presuming
to set up our recollection against the recorded dec-
larations of that great man, we have consulted every
anthority, bearing upon the subject, to which we
could possibly refer. We have traced every name
in schedules A and B, without meeting with that of
Eatanswill ; we have minutely examined every cor-
ner of the Pocket County Maps issued for the benefit
of society by our distinguished publishers, and the
same result has attended our investigation. We are
therefore led to believe, that Mr. Pickwick, with that
anxious desire to abstain from giving offense to any,
and with those delicate feelings for which all who
knew him well know he was so eminently remarka-
ble, purposely substituted a fictitious designation,
for the real name of the place in which his observa-
tions were made. We are confirmed in this belief by
a little eircumstance, apparently slight and trivial
in itself, but when considered in this point of view,
not undeserving of notice. In Mr. Pickwick’s note-
book, we can just trace an entry of the fact, that the
places of himself and followers were booked by the
Norwich coach ; but this entry was afterward lined
through, as if for the purpose of concealing even the
direction in which the borough is sitnated. We will
not, therefore, hazard a guess upon the subjeet, but
will at onee proceed with this history ; content with
the materials which its characters have provided
for us.

It appears, then, that the Eatanswill people, like
the people of many other small towns, considered
themselves of the utmost and most mighty impor-
tance, and that every man in Eatanswill, conscions
of the weight that attached to his example, felt him-
self bound to unite, heart and soul, with one of the
two great parties that divided the town—the Blues
and the Buffs. Now the Blues lost no opportunity
of opposing the Buffs, and the Buffs lost no opportu-
nity of opposing the Blues; and the consequence
was, that whenever the Buffs and Blues met together
at public meeting, Town-Hall, fair, or market, dis-
putes and high words arose between them. With
these dissensions it is almost superfluous to say that
every thing in Eatanswill was made a party ques-
tion. If the Buffs proposed to new sky-light the
market-place, the Blues got up public meetings, and
denounced the proceeding ; if the Blues proposed the
erection of an additional pump in the High Street,
the Buffs rose as one man and stood aghast at the
enormity. There were Blue shops and Buff shops,
Blne inns and Buff inns ;—there was a Blue aisle and
a Buff aisle, in the very church itself.

Of course it was essentially and indispensably nec-
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essary that each.of these powerful parties should
have its chosen organ and representative: and, ac-
cordingly, there were two newspapers in the town—
the Batanswill Gazette and the Eatanswill Independ-
ent; the former advocating Blue prineiples, and the
latter conducted on grounds decidedly Buff. Fine
newspapers they were. Such leading articles, and
such spirited attacks!—“Our worthless contempo-
Tary, the Gazetie?’—* That disgraceful and dastardly
journal, the Independent”—* That false and scurril-
ous print, the Independent”—¢ That vile and slander-
ous calumniator, the Gazette ;” these, and other spirit-
stirring denunciations were strewn plentifully over
the columns of each, in every number, and excited
feelings of the most intense delight and indignation
in the bosoms of the towns-people.

Mr. Pickwick, with his usual foresight and sagaci-
iy, had chosen a peculiarly desirable moment for his
visit to the borough. Never was such a contest
known. The Honorable Samuel Slumkey, of Slum-
key Hall, was the Blue candidate; and Horatio
Fizkin, Esq., of Fizkin Lodge, near Eatanswill, had
been prevailed upon by his friends to stand forward
on the Buff interest. The Gazelle warned the elect-
ors of Eatanswill that the eyes not only of England,
but of the whole civilized world, were upon them ;
and the I'ndependent imperatively demanded to know,
whether the constituency of Eatanswill were the
grand fellows they had always taken them for, or
base and servile tools, undeserving alike of the name
of Englishmen and the blessings of freedom. Never
had such a commotion agitated the town before.

It was late in the evening, when Mr. Pickwick
and his companions, assisted by Sam, dismounted
from the roof of the Eatanswill coach. Large blue
silk flags were'flying from the windows of the Town
Arms Inn, and bills were posted in every sash, in-
timating, in gigantic letters, that the honorable Sam-
uel Slumkey’s Committee sat there daily. A crowd
of idlers were assembled in the road, looking at a
hoarse man in the balecony, who was apparently talk-
ing himself very red in the face in Mr. Slumkey’s
behalf; but the force and point of whose arguments
were somewhat impaired by the perpetnal beating
of four large drums which Mr. Fizkin’s committee
had stationed at the street corner. There was a
busy little man beside him, though, who took off his
hat at intervals and motioned to the people to cheer,
which they regularly did, most enthusiastically ; and
as the red-faced gentleman went on talking till he was
redder in the face than ever, it seemed to answer his
purpose quite as well as if any body had heard him.

The Pickwickians had no sooner dismonnted, than
they were surrounded by a branch mob of the honest
and independent, who forthwith set up three deafen-
ing cheers, which being responded to by the main
body (for it’s not at all necessary for a crowd to
know what they are cheering about) swelled into a
tremendous roar of triumph, which stopped even the
red-faced man in the balcony.

“Hurra!” shouted the mob in conclusion.

“One cheer more,” screamed the little fugleman
in the balecony, and out shouted the mob again, as if
lungs were cast-iron, with steel works.

“Slumkey forever!” roared the honest and inde-
pendent.

“Slumkey forever!’ echoed Mr. Pickwick, taking
off his hat.

# No Fizkin !” roared the crowd.

“ Certainly not!” shouted Mr. Pickwick.

“Hurra!” And then there was another roaring,
like that of a whole menagerie when the elephant
has rung the bell for the cold meat.

“Who is Slumkey ¥’ whispered Mr. Tupman.

‘T don’t know,” replied Mr. Pickwiek in the same
tone. ‘“Hush. Don’t ask any questions. It’s al-
ways best on these occasions to do what the mob do.”

‘“But suppose there are two mobs?’ suggested Mr,
Snodgrass.

¢ Shout with the largest,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

Volumes could not-have said more.

They entered the honse, the crowd opening right
and left to let them pass, and cheering vociferously.
The first object of consideration was to secure quar-
ters for the night.

“Can we have beds here ¥’ inquired Mr. Pickwick,
summoning the waiter.

“ Don’t know, sir,” replied the man; ¢ afraid we're
full, sir—T1l inquire, sir.” Away he went for that
purpose, and presently returned, to ask whether the
gentlemen were “ Blue.”

“ As neither Mr. Pickwick nor his companions took
any vital interest in the cause of either candidate,
the question was rather a difficult one to answer.
In this dilemma Mr. Pickwick bethought himself of
his new friend, Mr. Perker.

“Do you know a gentleman of the name of Per-
ker?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ Certainly, sir; honorable Mr. Samuel Slnmkey’s
agent.”

“He is Blue, I think ??

“0Oh yes, sir.”

“Then we are Blue,” said Mr. Pickwick ; but ob-

| serving that the man looked rather doubtful at this

accommodating announcement, he gave him his card,
and desired him to present it to Mr. Perker forth-
with, if he should happen to be in the house. The
waiter retired ; and re-appearing almost immediate-
ly with a request that Mr. Pickwick would follow
him, led the way to a large room on the first-floor,
where, seated at a long table covered with books and
papers, was Mr. Perker.

% Ah—ah, my dear sir,” said the little man, advan-
cing to meet him; “very happy to see you, my dear
sir, very. Pray sit down. So yon have carried your
intention into effect. You have come down here to
see an election—eh #”

Mr. Pickwick replied in the affirmative.

“Spirited contest, my dear sir,” said the little man.

“T am delighted to hear it,” said Mr. Pickwick,
rubbing his hands. “I like to see sturdy patriotism,
on whatever side it is called forth;—and so it’s a
spirited contest

“QOh yes,” said the little man, “very much so in-
deed. We have opened all the public-houses in the
place, and left our adversary nothing but the heer-
shops—masterly stroke of policy that, my dear sir,
eh ¥"—the little man smiled complacently, and took
3 large pinch of snuff.

« And what are the probabilities as te the result
of the contest 1’ inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Why doubtful, my dear sir; rather doubtiul as
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yet,” replied the little man. “Fizkin's people have
got three-and-thirty voters in the lock-up coach-
honse at the White Hart.”

“In the coach-house!” said Mr. Pickwick, consid-
erably astonished by this second stroke of policy.

“They keep’em locked up there till they want’em,”
resumed the little man. “The effect of that is, you
see, to prevent our getting at them; and even if we
could, it would be of no use, for they keep them very
drunk on purpose. Smart fellow Fizkin’s agent—
very smart fellow indeed.”

Mr. Pickwick stared, but said nothing,

- ““We are pretty confident, though,” said Mr. Per-
ker, sinking his voice almost to a whisper, “We
had a little tea-parfy here last night—five-and-forty
women, my dear sir—and gave every one of em a
green parasol when she went away.”

‘“A parasol!” said Mr. Pickwick. .

“Fact, my dear sir, fact, Five-and-forty green
parasols, at seven-and-sixpence apiece. All women
like finery—extraordinary the effect of those para-
sols, Secured all their husbands, and half their
brothers—beats stockings, and flannel, and all that
sort of thing, hollow. My idea, my dear sir, entirely.
Hail, rain, or sunshine, you can’t walk half a dozen
yards up the street, without encountering half a
dozen green parasols.”

Here the little man indulged in a convulsion of
mirth, which was only checked by the entrance of a
third party.

This was a tall, thin man, with a sandy-colored
head inclined to baldness, and a face in which sol-
emn importance was blended with a look of un-
fathomable profundity. He was dressed in a long
brown surtout, with a black cloth waistcoat and
drab trowsers. A double eye-glass dangled at his
waisteoat: and on his head he wore a very low-
crowned hat with a broad brim. The new-comer
was introduced to Mr, Pickwick as Mr. Pott, the
editor of the Eatanswill Gazetle. After a few pre-
liminary remarks, Mr. Pott turned round to Mr.
Pickwick, and said with solemnity—

“This contest excites great interest in the metrop-
olis, sir ?”

“I believe it does,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“To which I have reason to know,” said Pott,
looking toward Mr. Perker for corroboration—* to
which I have reason to know that my article of last
Batnrday in some degree contributed.”

“Not the least doubt of it,” said the little man.

“The press is a mighty engine, sir,” said Pott.

Mr. Pickwick yielded his fullest assent to the
proposition.

“But I trust, sir,” said Pott, “ that I have never
abused the enormous power I wield. I trust, sir,
that I have never pointed the moble instrument
which is placed in my hands against the sacred bo-
som of private life, or the tender breast of individnal
reputation;—I trust, sir, that I have devoted my
onergies to—to endeavors—humble they nay be,
humble I know they are—to instill those principles
of—which—are—"

. Here the editor of the Eatanswill Gazette, appoar-
lu_gdt-o ramble, Mr, Pickwick came to his relief, and
said—

f Certainly.”

“And what, sir”—said Pott—¢ what, sir, let me
ask you as an impartial man, is the state of the pub-
lic mind in London, with reference to my contest
with the Independent?”

“Greatly excited, no doubt,” interposed Mr, Per-
ker, with a look of slyness which was very likely ac-
cidental,

“The contest,” said Pott, “shall be prolonged so
long as I have health and strength, and that portion
of talent with which I am gifted. From that con-
test, sir, although it may unsettle men’s minds and
excite their feelings, and-render them incapable for
the discharge of the every-day duties of ordinary
life; from that contest, sir, I will never shrink, tiil
I have set my heel upon the Eatanswill Independent.
I wish the people of London, and the people of this
country, to know, sir, that they may rely upon me;
—that I will not desert them, that I am resolved to
stand by them, sir, to the last.”

“Your conduct is most noble, gir,” said Mr. Pick-
gi(‘i&; and he grasped the hand of the magnanimous

ofit.

“You are, sir, I perceive, a man of sense and tal-
ent,” said Mr. Pott, almost breathless with the ve-
hemence of his patriotic declaration. “I am most
happy, sir, to make the acquaintance of such a man.”

“And I” said Mr. Pickwick, “ feel deeply honored
by this expression of your opinion. Allow e, sir,
to introduce you to my fellow-travelers, the other
corresponding members of the club I am proud te
have founded.”

‘1 shall be delighted,” said Mr. Pott.

Mr. Pickwick withdrew, and returning with his
friends, presented them in due form to the editor of
the Eatanswill Gazette.

“Now my dear Pott,” said little Mr. Perker,  the
question is, what are we to do with our friends here?”

“We can stop in this house, I suppose,” said Mr.
Pickwick,

“Not a spare bed in the house, my dear sir—not a
single hed.”

“ Extremely awkward,” gaid Mr. Pickwick.

“Very,” said his fellow-voyagers.

“I have an idea upon this subject,” said Mr. Pott,
“which I think may be very successfully adopted.
They have two beds at the Peacock, and I can bold-
ly say, on behalf of Mrs. Pott, that she will be de-
lighted to accommodate Mr. Pickwick and any of his
friends, if the other two gentlemen and their servant
do not object to shifting, as they best can, at the
Peacock.”

After repeated pressings on the part of Mr. Pott,
and repeated protestations on that of Mr. Pickwick
that he could not think of incommoding or troubling
his amiable wife, it was decided that it was the only
feasible arrangement that could be made. So it was
made; and after dining together at the Town Arms,
the friends separated, Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass
repairing to the Peacock, and Mr. Pickwick and Mr.
Winkle proceeding to the mansion of Mr. Pott: it
having been previously arranged that they should
all re-assemble at the Town Arms in the morning,
and accompany the honorable Samuel Slumkey’s pro-
cession to the place of nomination.

Mr, Pott’s domestic circle was limited to himself

and his wife. All men whom mighty genius has




