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abundantly supplied by the desire evinced by Mr.
Magnus to make himself acquainted with the whole
of the personal history of his fellow-travelers, and
his loudly-expressed anxiety at every stage, respect-
ing the safety and well-being of the two bags, the
leather hat-box, and the brown-paper parcel.

In the main street of Ipswich, on the left-hand
side of the way, a short distance after you have
passed through the open space fronting the Town
Hall, stands an inn known far and wide by the ap-
pellation of The Great White Horse, rendered the
more conspicuous by a stone statue of some rampa-
¢ious animal with flowing mane and tail, distantly
resembling an insane cart-horse, which is elevated
above the principal door. The Great White Horse
is famous in the neighborhood, in the same degree
as a prize ox, or county paper-chronicled turnip, or
unwieldy pig—for its enormous size. Never were
such labyrinths of uncarpeted passages, such clus-
ters of moldy, ill-lighted rooms, such huge numbers

. of small dens for eating or sleeping in, beneath any
one roof, as are collected together between the four
walls of the Great White Horse at Ipswich.

It was at the door of this overgrown tavern that
the London coach stopped, at the same hour every
evening; and it was from this same London coach,
that Mr. Pickwick, Sam Weller, and Mr. Peter Mag-
nus dismounted, on the particular evening to which
this chapter of our history bears reference.

“Do you stop here, sir ¥’ inquired Mr. Peter Mag-
nus, when the striped bag, and the red bag, and the
brown-paper parcel, and the leather hat-box, had all
been deposited in the passage. “Do you stop here,
sir 97

“I do,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Dear me,” said Mr. Magnus, “I never knew any
thing like these extraordinary coincidences. Why,
I stop here too. I hope we dine together #”

“With pleasure,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “I 'am
not quite certain whether I have any friends here
or not, though. 1Is there any gentleman of the name
of Tupman here, waiter "

A corpulent man, with a fortnight’s napkin under
his arm, and coeval stockings on his legs, slowly
desisted from his ocenpation of staring down the
street, on this question being put to him by Mr.
Pickwick ; and, after minutely inspecting that gen-
tleman’s appearance, from the erown of his hat to
the lowest button of his gaiters, replied emphatic-
ally: .

1 NO-”

“‘Nor any gentleman of the name of Snodgrassi”
inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Nol?

“ Nor Winkle ?”

11 NO.”

“ My friends have not arrived to-day, sir,” said Mr.
Pickwick. “We will dine alone, then, Show us a
private room, waiter.”

On this request being preferred, the corpulent man
condeseended to order the boots to bring in the gen-
tlemen’s lnggage ; and preceding them down a long
dark passage, ushered them into a large badly-fur-
nished apartment, with a dirty grate, in which a

ing influence of the place. After the lapse of an
honr, a bit of fish and a steak were served up to the
travelers, and when the dinner was cleared away, Mr.
Pickwick and Mr, Peter Magnus drew their chairs
up to the fire, and having ordered a bottle of the
worst possible port-wine, at the highest possible
price, for the good of the house, drank brandy-and-
water for their own.

Mr. Peter Magnus was naturally of a very com-
municative disposition, and the brandy-and-water
operated with wonderful effect in warming into life
the deepest hidden secrets of his bosom. After sun-
dry accounts of himself, his family, his connections,
his friends, his jokes, his business, and his brothers
(most talkative men have a great deal to say about
their brothers), Mr. Peter Magnus took a blue view
of Mr. Pickwick through his colored spectacles for
several minutes, and then said, with an air of mod-
esty :

“And what do you think—what do you think, Mr.
Pickwiek—I have come down here for ?’ }

“ Upon my word,” said Mr. Pickwick, “it is whol-
ly impossible for me to guess; on business, perhaps.”

“Partly right, sir,” replied Mr. Peter Magnus;
“but partly wrong, at the same time; try again,
Mr. Pickwick.”

“ Really,” said Mr. Pickwick, “I must throw my-
self on your mercy, to tell me or not, as you may
think best; for I should never guess, if I were to try
all night.”

 Why, then, he—he—he!” said Mr. Peter Magnus,
with a bashful titter, “ what shonld you think, Mr.
Pickwick, if I had come down here to make a pro-
posal, sir,eh? He—he—he!”

“Think! That you are very likely to succeed,”
replied Mr. Pickwick, with one of his beaming smiles.

“Ah!” said Mr. Magnus. “But do you really think
80, Mr. Pickwick? = Do you, though #”

“ Certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“No; but you're joking, though.”

“1 am not, indeed.”

“Why, then,” said Mr. Magnus, “to let.youn into a
little secret, I' think so too. I don’t mind telling
you, Mr. Pickwick, althongh I'm dreadful jealous by
nature—horrid—that the lady is in this honse.”
Here Mr. Magnus took off his spectacles, on purpose
to wink, and then put them on again.

“ That’s what you were running out of the room
for, before dinner, then, so often,” said Mr. Pickwick,
archly.

‘“Hush! Yes, you're right, that was it; not such
a fool as to see her, though.”

13 No !!?

“No; wouldn’t do, you know, after having just
come off a journey. Wait till to-morrow, sir; double
the chanee then. Mr. Pickwick, sir, there is a sunit
of clothes in that bag, and a hat in that box, which
I expect, in the effect they will produce, will be in-
valuable to me, sir.”

“Indeed !” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Yes; you must have observed my anxiety about
them to-day. I do not believe that such another
suit of clothes, and such a hat, could be bought for
money, Mr. Pickwick.”

small fire was making a wretched attempt to })e
cheerful, but was fast sinking beneath the dispirit-

Mr. Pickwick congratulated the fortunate owner
of the irresistible garments, on their acquisition;
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and Mr. Peter Magnus remained for a few moments
apparently absorbed in contemplation.

“She’s a fine creature,” said Mr. Magnus.

‘“Is she ¥’ said Mr. Pickwick.

“Very,” said Mr. Magnus, “very. She lives about
twenty miles from here, Mr. Pickwick. I heard she
would be here to-night and all to-morrow forenoon,
and came down to seize the opportunity, I think
an inn is a good sort of a place to propose to a single
woman in, Mr. Pickwick. She is more likely to feel
the loneliness of her sitnation in traveling, perhaps,
than she would be at home. What do you think,
Mr. Pickwick

“1 think it very probable,” replied that gentle-
man.

‘1 beg your pardon, Mr. Pickwick,” said Mr, Peter
Magnus, “but I am naturally rather curious; what
may yow have come down here for 1”7

“On a far less pleasant errand, sir,” replied Mr.
Pickwick, the color monnting to his face at the rec-
ollection. “I have come down here, sir, to expose
the treachery and falsehood of an individual, upon
whose truth and honor I placed implicit reliance.”

“Dear me,” said Mr. Peter Magnus, “ that’s very
unpleasant. It is a lady, I presume? Eh? ah!
8ly, Mr. Pickwick, sly. Well, Mr. Pickwick, sir, I
wouldn’t probe your feelings for the world. Painful
subjects, these, sir, very painful. Don’t mind me,
Mr. Pickwick, if you wish to give vent to your feel-
ings, I know what it is to be jilted, sir: I have en-
dured that sort of thing three or four times.”

“I am much obliged to you, for your condolence
on what you presume to be my melancholy case,”
said Mr. Pickwick, winding up his wateh, and laying
it on the table, “ but—”

“No, no,” said Mr. Peter Magnus, “not a word
more: it’s a painful subject. I see, I see. What's
the fime, Mr. Pickwick 77

“Past twelve.”

“Dear me, it's time to go to bed. It will never
do, sitting here. I shall be pale to-morrow, Mr. Pick-
wick.”

At the bare notion of such a calamity, Mr. Peter
Magnus rang the bell for the chamber-maid; and
the striped bag, the red bag, the leathern hat-hox,
and the brown-paper parcel, having been conveyed
to his bedroom, he retired in company with a Jjapan-
ned candlestick, to one side of the house, while Mr.
Pickwick, and another japanned candlestick, were
conduneted through a multitude of tortuous windings,
to another.

“This is yonr room, sir,” said the chamber-maid.

“Very well,” replied Mr. Pickwick, looking round
him. "It was a tolerably large donble-bedded room,
with a fire; upon the whole, a more comfortable-
looking apartment than Mr. Pickwick’s short expe-
rience of the accommodations of the Great White
Horse had led him to expect.

“Nobody sleeps in the other bed, of course,” said
Mr. Pickwick.

‘“Oh, no, sir.”

“Very good. Tell my servant to bring me up
some hot water at half-past eight in the morning,
and that I shall not want him any more to-night.”

“Yes, sir.” And bidding Mr. Pickwick good-night,
the chamber-maid retired, and left him alone.

Mr. Pickwick sat himself down in a chair before
the fire, and fell into a train of rambling meditations.
First he thought of his friends, and wondered when
they would join him ; then his mind reverted to Mys,
Martha Bardell ; and from that lady it wandered, by
& natural process, to the dingy counting-house of
Dodson and Fogg. From Dodson and Fogg’s it flew
off at a tangent, to the very centre of the history of
the queer client; and then it came back to the Great
White Horse at Ipswich, with sufficient clearness to
convinee Mr. Pickwick that he was falling asleep.
S0 he roused himself, and began to undress, when he
recollected he had left his watch on the table down
stairs.

Now this watch was a special favorite with Mr.
Pickwick, having been carried about, beneath the
shadow of his waistcoat, for a greater number of
years than we feel called upon to state at present.
The possibility of going to sleep, unless it were tick-
ing gently beneath his pillow, or in the watch-pock-
et over his head, had never entered Mr. Pickwick’s
brain. So asit was pretty late now, and he was un-
willing to ring his bell at that hour of the night, he
slipped on his coat, of which he had just divested
himself, and taking the Japanned candlestick in his
hand, walked quietly down stairs. :

The more stairs Mr. Pickwick went down, the
more stairs there seemed to be to descend, and again
and again, when Mr. Pickwick got into some narrow
passage, and began to congratulate himself on having
gained the ground-floor, did another flight of stairs
appear before his astonished eyes. At last he reach-
ed a stone hall, which he remembered to have seen
when he entered the house. Passage after passage
did he explore; room after room did he peep into;
at length, as he was on the point of giving up the
search in despair, he opened the door of the identical
room in which he had spent the evening, aud beheld
his missing property on the table.

Mr. Pickwick seized the wateh in trinmph, and
proceeded to retrace his steps to his bed-chamber.
If his progress downward had been attended with
difficuliies and uncertainty, his Jjourney back was in-
finitely more perplexing. Rows of doors, garnished
with boots of every shape, make, and size, branched
off in every possible direction. A dozen times did he
softly turn the handle of some hed-room door which
resembled his own, when a gruff ery from within of
“Who the devil's that?’ or “ What do yon want
here?” caused him to steal away, on tiptoe, with a
perfectly marvelous celerity. IHe was reduced to
the verge of despair, when an open door attracted
his attention. He peeped in. Right at last! There
were the two beds, whose situation he perfectly re-
membered, and the fire still burning. His candle,
not a long one when he first received it, had flickered
away in the draughts of air through which he had
passed, and sank into the socket as he closed the door
after him. “No matter,” said Mr, Pickwick, “I can
undress myself just as well by the light of the fire.”

The bedsteads stood one on each side of the door;
and on the inner side of each was a little path, ter-
minating in a rnsh-hottomed chair, just wide enough

to admit of a person’s getting into, or ont of bed, on
that side, if he or she thought proper. Having care-
fully drawn the curtains of his bed on the outside,
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Mr. Pickwick sat down on the rush-bottomed chair,
‘and leisurely divested Limself of his shoes and gai-
ters. He then took off and folded up his coat, waist-
coaf, and neckeloth, and slowly drawing on his tas-
seled night-cap, secured it firmly on his head, by ty-
ing beneath bis chin the strings which he always
had attached to that article of dress. It was at this
moment that the absurdity of his recent bewilder-
ment struck upon hismind. Throwing himself back
in the rush-bottomed chair, Mr. Pickwick laughed to
himself so heartily, that it would have been quite
delightful to any man of well-constituted mind to
have watched the smiles that expanded his amiable
features as they shone forth from beneath the night-
cap.

“It is the best idea,” said Mr. Pickwick to him-
self, smiling till he almost cracked the night-cap
strings: “it is the best idea, my losing myself in
this place, and wandering about those staircases,
that I ever heard of. Droll, droll, very droll.” Here
Mr. Pickwick smiled again, a broader smile than be-
fore, and was about to continue the process of un-
dressing, in the best possible humor, when he was
suddenly stopped by a most ununexpected interrup-
tion ; to wit, the entrance into the room of some per-
son with a eandle, who, after locking the door, ad-
vanced to the dressing-table, and set down the light
upon it.

The smile that played on Mr. Pickwick’s features
was instantaneously lost in a look of the most un-
bounded and wonder-stricken surprise. The person,
whoever it was, had come in so suddenly and with
80 little noise, that Mr. Pickwick had had no time to
call out, or oppose their entrance. Who could it he ?

A robber? Some evil-minded person who had seen |

him eome up stairs with a handsome watch in his
hand, perhaps. What was he to do!

The only way in which Mr. Pickwick counld catch
a glimpse of his mysterious visitor with the least
danger of being seen himself, was by creeping on to
the bed, and peeping out from between the enrtains
on the opposite side. To this maneuvre he accord-
ingly resorted. Keeping the curtains carefully closed
with his hand, so that nothing more of him could be
seen than his faece and night-cap, and putting on his
spectacles, he mustered up courage, and looked out.

Mr. Pickwick almost fainted with horror and dis-
may. Standing before the dressing-glass was a mid-
dle-aged lady, in yellow curl-papers, busily engaged
in brushing' what ladies call their “ back-hair.”
Howeyer the unconscious middle-aged lady came
into that room, it was quite clear that she contem-
plated remaining there for the night; for she had
brought a rush-light and shade with her, which,
with praiseworthy precaution against fire, she had
stationed in a basin on the floor, where it was glim-
mering away, like a gigantic light-house in a partic-
ularly small piece of water.

‘“ Bless my soul,” thought Mr. Pickwick, ¢ what a
dreadful thing!”?

“Hem!” said the lady; and in went Mr. Pick-

wick’s head with automaton-like rapidity.
“I never met with any thing so awful as this,”
thought poor Mr. Pickwick, the cold perspiration

starting in drops upon his night-cap. “Never. This |

is fearful.”

It was quite impossible to resist the urgent desire
to see what was going forward. So out went Mr.
Pickwicl’s head again. The prospect was worse
than before. The middle-aged lady had finished ar-
ranging her hair; had carefully enveloped it in a
muslin night-cap with a small plaited border; and
was gazing pensively on the fire.

“This matter is growing alarming,” reasoned Mr.
Pickwick with himself. 1 can’t allow things to go
on in this way. By the self-possession of that lady
if is clear to me that I must have come into the wrong
room. IfT call out, she’ll alarm the hounse; but if T
remain here, the consequences will be still more
frightful.”

Mr. Pickwick, it is quite unnecessary to say, was
one of the most modest and delicate-minded of mor-
tals. The very idea of exhibiting his night-cap to a
lady overpowered him, but he had tied those con-
founded strings in a knot, and, do what he would,
he couldn’t get it off. The disclosure must be made.
There was only one other way of doing it. He
shrunk behind the curtains, and called out very
loudly :

“ Ha—hum !

That the lady started at this nnexpected sound
was evident, by her falling up against the rush-light
shade: that she persuaded herself it mnst have been
the effect of imagination was equally clear, for when
Mr. Pickwick, under the impression that she had
fainted away stone-dead from fright, ventured to
peep out again, she was gazing pensively on the fire
as before.

“Most extraordinary female this” thought Mr.
| Pickwick, popping in again. “Ha—hum!”?

These last sounds, so like those in which, as le-
gends inform us, the feroeions giant Blunderbore was
[ in the habit of expressing his opinion that it was
time to lay the cloth, were too distinetly audible to
be again mistaken for the workings of fancy.

“Gracious Heaven!” said the middle-aged lady,
“what's that ¥

“It’s—it’s—only a gentleman, ma’am,” said Mr.
Pickwick from behind the curtains,

“A gentleman!” said the lady with a terrific
serean.

“It’s all over!” thonght Mr. Pickwick.

A strange man !” shrieked the lady. Another in-
stant, and the hounse would be alarmed. Her gar-
ments rustled as she rushed toward the door.

“Ma'am,” said Mr. Pickwick, thrusting out his
head, in the extremity of his desperation, “Ma’am !

Now, although Mr. Pickwick was not actuated by
any definite object in putting out his head, it was in-
stantaneously productive of a good effect. The lady,
as we have already stated, was near the deor. She
must pass it, to reach the staircase, and she wonld
most nndoubtedly have done so by this time, had not
the sudden apparition of Mr. Pickwick’s night-cap
driven her back into the remotest corner of the apart-
ment, where she stood staring wildly at Mr. Pick-
wick, while Mr. Pickwick in his turn stared wildly
at her.

“Wretch,” said the lady, covering her eyes with
her haunds, ¢ what do you want here ¥’

#Nothing, ma’am; nothing, whatever, ma’am,”
| said Mr. Pickwick earnestly.
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“Nothing ! said the lady, looking up.

“Nothing, ma’am, npon my honor,” said Mr. Pick-
wick, nodding hishead so energetically that the tas-
sel of his night-cap danced again. “I am almost
ready fo sink, ma’am, beneath the confusion of ad-
dressing & lady in my night-cap (here the lady has-
tily snatched off hers), but I can’t get it off, ma’am
(here Mr. Pickwick gave it a tremendous tug, in
proofof the statement). If is evident to me, ma’am,
now, that I have mistaken this bedroom for my own.
I had not been here five minutes, ma’am, when you
suddenly entered it.”

“ If this improbable story be really true, sir,” said

cumstances. Although he had hastily put on his hat
over his night-cap, after the manner of the old patrol;
although he carried his shoes and gaiters in his hand,
and his coat and waistcoat over his arm ; nothing
could subdue his native politeness.

“I am exceedingly sorry, ma’am,” said Mr. Pick-
wick, bowing very low.

“If you are, sir, you will at once leave the room,”
said the lady.

“ Immediately, ma’am; this instant, ma’am,” said
Mr. Pickwick, opening the door, and dropping both
his shoes with a crash in so doing.

“I trust, ma’am,” resumed Mr, Pickwick, gather-
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the lady, sobbing violently, “ you will leave it in-
stantly.”

“1 will, ma’am, with the greatest pleasure,” replied
Mr. Pickwick.

“ Instantly, sir,” said the lady. ¥

¢ Certainly, ma’am,” interposed Mr. Pickwick very
quickly. “Certainly, ma’am. I—I—am very sorry,

ma’am,” said Mr. Pickwick, making his appearance |

at the bottom of the bed,  to have been the innocent
occasion of this alarm and emotion ; deeply sorry,
ma'am.”

The lady pointed to the door. One exeellent
quality of Mr. Pickwick’s character was beautifully

displayed at this moment, under the most trying eir-

ing up his shoes, and turning round to bow again:
“I trust, ma’am, that my unblemished character,
and the devoted respect I entertain for your sex, will
plead as some slight excuse for this—” But before
Mr. Pickwick could conclude the sentence the lady
had thrust him into the passage, and locked and
bolted the door behind him.

Whatever grounds of self-congratulation Mr. Pick-
wick might have for having escaped so quistly from
his late awkward situation, his present position was
by no means enviable. He was alone, in an open
passage, in a strange house, in the middle of the
night, half dressed; it was not to be supposed that
he could find his way in perfeet darkness to a room
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which he had been wholly unable to discover with a
light, and if he made the slightest noise in his fruit-
less attempts to do so, he stood every chance of be-
ing shot at, and perhaps killed, by some wakeful
traveler. He had no resource but to remain where
he was until daylight appeared. So, after groping
his way a few paces down the passage, and, to his
infinite alarm, stumbling over several pairs of boots
in so doing, Mr. Pickwick crouched into alittle recess
in the wall, to wait formorning as philosophieally as
he might.

He was not destined, however, to undergo this ad-
ditional trial of patience: for he had not been long
ensconced in his present concealment when, to his
,unspeakable horror, a man, bearing a light, appeared
at the end of the passage. His horror was suddenly
converted into joy, however, when he recognized the
form of his faithful attendant. It was indeed Mr.
Samuel Weller, who after sitting up thus late, in con-
versation with the Boots, who was sitting up for the
mail, was now about to retire to rest.

Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, suddenly appearing be-
fore him, “ where's my bedroom ”

Mr. Weller stared at his master with the most em-
phatic surprise; and it was not until the guestion
had been repeated three several times, that he turn-
ed round, and led the way to the long-sought apart-
ment,

“Bam,” said Mr. Pickwick as he got into bed, “I
have made one of the most extraordinary mistakes
to-night that ever were heard of.” |

“ Wery likely, sir,” replied Mr, Weller, dryly.

“ But of this T am determined, Sam,” said Mr. Pick-
wick; “that if I were to stop in this house for six
months, T would never trust myself about it, alone,
again.” ¥

“That's the wery prudentest resolution as you
eonld come to, sir,” replied Mr. Weller. “You ray-
ther want somebody to look arter yon, sir, wen your
judgment goes out a wisitin’.”

“ What do you mean by that, Sam ?” said Mr. Pick-
wick. He raised himself in bed, and extended his
hand, as if he were abont to say something more ;
but suddenly cheeking himself, turned round, and
bade his valet “ Good-night.”

“ Good-night, sir,” replied Mr. Weller. He paused
when he got outside the door—shook his head—
walked on—stopped-—snuffed the candle—shook his
head again— and finally proceeded slowly to his
chamber, apparently buried in the profoundest med-
itation.

———

CHAPTER XXIIIL

IN WHICH MR. SAMUEL WELLER BEGINS TO DEVOTE
HIS ENERGIES TO THE RETURN MATCH BETWEEN
HIMSELF AND MR. TROTTER.

N a small room in the vicinity of the stable-yard,

betimes in the morning, which was ushered in by’

Mr. Pickwick’s adventure with the middle-aged lady
in the yellow curl-papers, sat Mr. Weller senior, pre-
paring himself for his journey to London. He was
sitting in an excellent attitude for having his por-
trait taken.

It is very possible that at some earlier period of

T

his career, Mr. Weller’s profile might have presented
a bold and determined outline. His face, however,
had expanded under the influence of good living, and
a disposition remarkable for resignation ; and its bold
fleshy curves had so fur extended beyond the limits
originally assigned them, that unless you took a full
view of his countenance in front, it was difficult to
distinguish more than the extreme tip of a very ru-
bicund nose. His chin, from the same cause, had ac-
quired the grave and imposing form which is gen-
erally described by prefixing the word “double” to
that expressive feature; and his complexion exhib-
ited that peculiarly mottled combination of colors
which is only to be seen in gentlemen of his profes-
sion, and in underdone roast-beef. Round his neck
he wore a crimson traveling-shawl, which merged
into his chin by such imperceptible gradations, that
it was difficult to distingunish the folds of the one
from the folds of the other. Over this, he mounted
a long waistcoat of a broad pink-striped pattern, and
over that again, a wide-skirted green coat, ornament-
ed with large brass buttons, whereof the two which
garnished the waist, were so far apart, that no man
had ever beheld them both at the same time. His
hair, which was short, sleek, and black, was just vis-
ible beneath the capacious brim of a low-crowned
brown hat. His legs were encased in knee-cord
breeches, and painted top-boots: and a copper
watch-chain, terminating in one seal, and a key of
the same material, dangled loosely from his capa-
cious waistband.

‘We have said that Mr. Weller was engaged in pre-
paring for his journey to London—he was taking
sustenance, in fact. On the table before him, stood
a pot of ale, a cold round of beef, and a very respect-
able-looking loaf, to each of which he distributed
his favors in turn, with the most rigid impartiality.
He had just cut a mighty slice from the latter, when
the footsteps of somebody entering the room caunsed
him to raise his head ; and he beheld his son.

“ Mornin’, Sammy !” said the father.

The son walked up to the pot of ale, and nodding
significantly to his parent, took a long draught by
way of reply.

“ Werry good power o’ suction, Sammy,” said Mr.
Weller the elder, looking into the pot, when his first-
born had sef it down half empty. * Yon’d ha’ made
an uncommon fine oyster, Sammy, if you’d been born
in that station o’ life.”

“Yes, I des-say I shounld ha’ managed to pick up a
respectable livin’,” replied Sam, applying himself to
the eold beef with considerable vigor,

“T'm wery sorry, Sammy,” said the elder Mr. Wel-
ler, shaking up the ale, by describing small circles
with the pot, preparatory to drinking. “I’'m wery
sorry, Sammy, to hear from your lips, as you let your-
self be gammoned by that ’ere mulberry man. I al-
ways thought, up to three days ago, that the names
of Veller and gammon ecould never come into con-
tact, Sammy, never.”

“ Always exceptin’ the case of a widder, of course,”
said Sam.

“Widders, Sammy,” replied Mr. Weller, slightly
changing color. “ Widders are ’ceptions to ev’ry
rule. I have heerd how many ord’nary women one
widder’s equal to, in pint o’ comin’ overyou. I think
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it's five-and-twenty, but T don’t rightly know vether
it an’t more.”

“Well ; that’s pretty well,” said Sam.

“ Besides,” continued Mr. Weller, not noticing the
interraption, ¢ that’s a wery different thing. ¥You
know what the counsel said, Sammy, as defonded the
gen’l'm’n as beat his wife with the poker, venever
he got jolly. €And arter all, my Lord,’ says he, “it's
a amable weakness! So I says respectin’ widders,
Sammy, and so you'll say, ven you gets as old as me.”

“T onght to ha’ know’d better, I know,” said Sam.

“Ought to ha’ know’d better!” repeated Mr. Wel-
ler, striking the table with his fist. ¢ Ought to ha’
know’d better! why, I know a young 'un as hasn’t
had half nor quarter your eddication—as hasn’t
slept about the markets, no, not six months—who'd
ha’ scorned to be let in, in such a vay; scorned it,
Sammy.” In the excitement of feeling produced by
this agonizing reflection, Mr. Weller rang the bell,
and ordered an additional pint of ale.

“Well, it’s no use talking about it now,” said Sam.
‘It’s over, and can’t be helped, and that’s one conso-
lation, as they always says in Turkey, ven they cuts
the wrong man's head off. It’s my innings now, gov-
’rnor, and as soon as I catches hold o’ this ere Trot-
ter, I'll have a good *un.”

“I hope you will, Sammy. I hope you will,” e-
turned Mr. Weller. “Here's your health, Sammy, and
may you speedily vipe off the disgrace as you’ve in-
flicted on the family name.” In honor of this toast
Mr. Weller imbibed at a draught at least two-thirds
of the newly-arrived pint, and handed it over to his
son, to dispose of the remainder, which he instanta-
neously did.

“ And now, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, consulting
the large double-cased silver watch that hung at the
end of the copper chain. “Now it’s time I was up
at the office to get my vay-bill, and see the coach
loaded ; for coaches, Sammy, is like guns—they re-
quires 10 be loaded with wery great care, afore they
go off.”

At this parental and professional joke, Mr. Weller
Juniorsmiled a filial smile. His revered parent con-
tinued in a solemn tone :

“Pm agoin’ fo leave you, Samivel, my boy, and
there’s no telling ven I shall see yon again. Your
mother-in-law may ha’ been too much for me, or a
thousand things may have happened by the time you
next hears any news o’ the celebrated Mr. Veller o
the Bell Savage. The family name depends wery
much upon you, 8amivel, and I hope yon'll do wot's
right by it. Upon all little pints o’ breedin’, I know
I may trust you as vell as if it was my own self. So
I've only this here one little bit of adwice to give
you. If ever you getsto up’ards o’ fifty, and feels dis-
posed to go a-marryin’ any body—mno matter who—
Jist you shut yourself up in your own room, if you've
got one, and pison yourself off-hand. Hangin’s wul-
gar, so don’t you have nothin’ to say to that. Pison
yourself, Samivel, my boy, pison yourself, and you'll
be glad on it arterwards” With these affecting
words, Mr. Weller looked steadfastly on his son, and
turning slowly upon his heel, disappeared from his
sight.

gIn the contemplative mood which these words had
awakened, Mr. Samuel Weller walked forth from the

Great White Horse when his father had left him;
and bending his steps toward 8t. Clement’s Chureh,
endeavored to dissipate his melancholy, by strolling
among ifs ancient precinets. He had loitered about
for some time, when he found himself in a retired
spot—a kind of court-yard of venerable appearance

which he discovered had no other outlet than the
turning by which he had entered. He was about re-
tracing his steps, when he was suddenly transfixed
to the spot by a sudden appearance; and the mode
and manner of this appearance, we now proceed to
relate.

Mr. Samuel Weller had been staring up at the old
brick houses now and then, in his deep abstraction,
bestowing a wink upon some healthy-looking serv-
ant-girl as she drew up a blind, or threw open a bed-
room window, when the green gate of a garden at
the bottom of the yard opened, and a man having
emerged therefrom, closed the green gate very care-
fully after him, and walked briskly toward the very
spot where Mr. Weller was standing.

Now, taking ‘this as an isolated fact, unaceompa-
nied by any attendant circumstances, there was noth-
ing very extraordinary in it; becanse in many parts
of the world, men do come out of gardens, close green
gates after them, and even walk briskly away, with-
out attracting any particular share of public obser-
vation. It is clear, therefore, that there must have
been something in the man, or in his manner, or both,
to attract Mr. Weller’s particular notice. Whether
there was, or not, we must leave the reader to deter-
mine, when we have faithfully recorded the behavior
of the individual in guestion.

‘When the man had shut the green gate after him,
he walked, as we have said twice already, with a
brisk pace up the court-yard: but he no sooner
caught sight of Mr. Weller, than he faltered and stop-
ped, as if uncertain, for the moment, what course to
adopt. As the green gate was closed behind him,
and there was no' other outlet but the one in front,
however, he was not long in perceiving that he must
pass Mr. Samuel Weller to get away. He therefore
resnmed his 'brisk pace, and advanced, staring
straight before him. The most extraordinary thing
about the man was, that he was contorting his face
into the most fearful and astonishing grimaces that
ever were beheld. Nature’s handiwork never was
disguised with such extraordinary artificial carving,
as the man had overlaid his countenance with, in one
moment.

“Well ” said Mr, Weller to himself, as the man ap-
proached. “This is wery odd. I could ha’ swore it
was him.”

Up came the man, and his face became more fright-
fully distorted than ever, as he drew nearer.

“T could take my oath to that ’ere black hair, and
mulberry suit,” said Mr. Weller; “only I never see
such a face as that, afore.”

As Mr. Weller said this, the man’s features as-
sumed an unearthly twinge, perfectly hideous. He
was obliged to pass very near Sam, however, and the
serutinizing glance of that gentleman enabled him
to detect, under all these appalling twists of feature,
something too like the small eyes of Mr. Job Trotter,
to be easily mistaken.

“ Halloo, you sir !’ shouted Sam, fiercely.




