150 THE PICKWICK CLUB.

diately engaged in so earnest a conversation, that he
suffered the magistrate’s inquiry to pass wholly un-
noticed. Mr. Nupking was not the man to ask a
question of the kind twice over; and so, with an-
other preparatory cough, he proceeded, amidst the
reverential and admiring silence of the constables,
to pronounce his deecision.

He should fine Weller two pounds for the first as-
sault, and three pounds for the second. He should
fine Winkle two pounds, and Snodgrass one pound,
besides requiring them to enter into their own recog-
nizanees to keep the peace toward all his Majesty’s
subjects, and especially toward his liege servant,
Daniel Grummer. Pickwick and Tupman he had
already held to bail.

Immediately on the magistrate ceasing to speak,
Mr. Pickwick, with a smile mantling on his again
good - humored countenance, stepped forward, and
said :

“1 beg the magistrate’s pardon, but may I request
a few minutes’ private conversation with him, on a
matter of deep importance to himself?”

‘What ?” said the magistrate.

Mr. Pickwick repeated his request.

“This is a most extraordinary request,” said the
magistrate. “A private interview ?”

A private interview,” replied Mr. Pickwick, firm-
ly ; “only, as a part of the information which I wish
to communicate is derived from my servant, I should
wish him to be present.”

The magistrate looked at Mr. Jinks; Mr. Jinks
looked at the magistrate ; the officers looked at each
other in amazement. Mr. Nupkins turned suddenly
pale. Could the man Weller, in a moment of re-
morse, have divulged some secret conspiracy for his
assassination ? Tt was a dreadful thought. He was
a public man: and he turned paler, as he thought
of Julius Caesar and Mr. Perceval.

The magistrate looked at Mr. Pickwick again, and
beckoned Mr. Jinks.

“What do you think of this request, Mr. Jinks ?”
murmured Mr. Nupkins.

Mr. Jinks, who didn’t exactly know what to think
of it, and was afraid he might offend, smiled feebly,
after a dubious fashion, and, serewing up the corners
of his mouth, shook his head slowly from side to side.

“Mr. Jinks,” said the magistrate, gravely, “ you
are an ass.”

At this little expression of opinion, Mr. Jinks
smiled again—rather more feebly than before—and
edged himself by degrees back into his own corner.

Mr. Nupkins debated the matter within himself
for a few seconds, and then, rising from his chair,
and requesting Mr. Pickwick and Sam to follow him,
led the wayinto a small room which opened into the
justice parlor. Desiring Mr. Pickwick to walk to
the upper end of the little apartment, and holding
his hand upon the half-closed door, that he might
be able to effect an immediate escape, in case there
was the least tendency to a display of hostilities, Mr.
Nupkins expressed his readiness to hear the commu-
nieation, whatever it might be.

“I will come to the point at once, sir,” said Mr.
Pickwick ; “it affects yourself, and yonr credit, ma-
terially. I have every reason to believe, sir, that
you are harboring in your house a gross impostor!”

“Two,” interrupted Sam. ¢Mulberry agin all
natur, for tears and willainy I

#Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, “if T am to render my-
self intelligible to this gentleman, I must beg you to
control your feelings.”

“Werry sorry, sir,”” replied Mr. Weller ; “but when
I think o’ that ere Job, I can’t help opening the
walve a inch or two.”

“In one word, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “is my
servant right in suspecting that a certain Captain
Fitz-Marshall is in the habit of visiting here? Be-
cause,” added Mr. Pickwick, as he saw that Mr. Nup-
kins was about to offer a very indignant inter-
ruption, ‘“because, if he be, I know that person to
be a—"

‘“ Hush, hush,” said Mr. Nupkins, closing the door.
“EKnow him to be what, sir ?”

“An unprincipled adventurer — a dishonorable
character—a man who preys upon society, and
makes easily-deceived people his dupes, sir; his ab-
surd, his foolish, his wretched dupes, sir,” said the
excited Mr. Pickwick.

“Dear me,” said Mr. Nupkins, turning very red,
and altering his whole manner directly. * Dear
me, Mr.-—”

“ Pickwick,” said Sam.

“Pickwick,” said the magistrate, “dear me, Mr.
Pickwick—pray take a seat—youn can not mean this?
Captain Fitz-Marshall 7

“PDon’t call him a cap’en,” said Sam, “nor Fitz-
Marshall neither; he ain’t neither one nor t'other.
He’s a strolling actor, he is, and his name’s Jingle;
and if ever there was a wolf in a mulberry suit, that
ere Job Trotter’s him.”

“It is very true, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, replying
to the magistrate’s look of amazement; “my only
business in this town is to expose the person of
whom we now speak.”

Mr. Pickwick proceeded to pour into the horror-
stricken ear of Mr. Nupkins an abridged account of
Mr. Jingle’s atrocities. He related how he had first
met him; how he had eloped with Miss Wardle ;
how he had cheerfully resigned the lady for a pe-
cuniary consideration; how he had entrapped him-
self into a lady’s boarding-school at midnight ; and
how he (Mr. Pickwick) now felt it his duty to expose
his assnmption of his present name and rank.

As the narrative proceeded, all the warm blood in
the body of Mr. Nupkins tingled up into the very
tips of his ears. He had picked up the captain at a
neighboring race-conrse. Charmed with hislong list
of aristocratic acquaintance, his extensive travel, and
his fashionable demeanor, Mrs. Nupkins and Miss
Nupkins had exhibited Captain Fitz-Marshall, and
quoted Captain Fitz-Marshall, and hurled Captain
Fitz-Marshall at the devoted heads of their seleet cir-
cle of acquaintance, until their bosom friends, Mrs.
Porkenham and the Miss Porkenhams, and Mr. 8id-
ney Porkenham, were ready to burst with jealousy
and despair. And now to hear, after all, that he
was a needy adventurer, a strolling player, and if
not a swindler, something so very like it, that it was
hard to tell the difference! = Heavens! What would
the Porkenhams say! What would be the triumph
of Mr. S8idney Porkenham when he found that his ad-
dresses had been slighted for such a rival! How
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should he, Nupkins, meet: the eye of old Porkenham
at the next Quarter Sessions! And what a handle
would it be for the oppesition magisterial party, if
the story got abroad!

“But after all,” said Mr. Nupkins, brightening for
a moment, after a long pause; “ after all, this is a
mere statement. Captain Fitz-Marshall is a man of
very engaging manners, and, I dare say, has many
enemies. What proof have you of the truth of these
representations ¥

“ Confront me with him,” said Mr. Pickwick, ¢ that

is all I ask, and all I require. Confront him with

me and my friends here; you will want no further
proot.”

“Why,” said Mr. Nupkins, ¢ that might be very
easily done, for he will be here to-night, and then
there would be no occasion to make the matter pub-
lig, just—just—for the young man’s own sake, you
kunow. I—I—should like to consult Mrs. Nupkins

though. At all events, Mr. Pickwick, we must dis-
patch this legal business before we can do any thing
else. Pray step back into the next room.”

Into the next room they went.

“Grummer,” said the magistrate, in an awful
voice.

“ Your wash-up,” replied Grummer, with the smile
of a favorite.

¢ Come, come, sir,” said the magistrate, sternly,
“don’t let me see any of this levity here. It is very

unbecoming,and I can assure you that yon have very |

little to smile at. Was the account you gave me
Just now strictly true? Now be careful, sir 7

“Your wash-up,” stammered Grummer, ¢ J—"

“Oh, you are confused, are you ¥’ said the magis-
trate. * Mr. Jinks, you observe this confusion ?”

é Certainly, sir,” replied Jinks.

“ Now,” said the magistrate, “ repeat your state-
ment, Grummer, and again I warn you to be careful.
Mr. Jinks, tale his words down.”

The unfortunate Grummer proceeded to restate
his complaint, but, what between Mr. Jinks's taking
down his words, and the magistrate’s taking them
up; his natural tendency to rambling, and his ex-
treme confusion; he managed to get involved, in
something nnder three minutes, in such a mass of
entanglement and contradiction, that Mr. Nupkins
at once declared he didn’t believe him. So the fines
were remitted, and Mr. Jinks found a couple of bail
in no time. And all these solemn proceedings hav-
ing been satisfactorily concluded, Mr. Grummer was
ignominiously ordered out—an awful instance of the
instability of human greatness, and the uncertain
tenure of great men’s favor.

Mrs. Nupkins was a majestic female in a pink
gauze turban and a light brown wig. Miss Nupkins
possessed all her mamma’s hanghtiness without the
turban, and all her ill-nature without the wigs and
whenever the exercise of these two amiable qualities
involved mother and daughter in some unpleasant
dilemma, as they not unfrequently did, they Dhoth
eoncurred in laying the blame on the shoulders of
Mr. Nupkins. Accordingly, when Mr. Nupkins sought
Mrs. Nupkins, and detailed the communiecation which
had been made by Mr. Pickwick, Mrs. Nupkins sud-
denly recollected that she had always expected some-

thing of the kind ; that she had always said it would
be so; that her advice was never taken; that she
really did not know what Mr. Nupkins supposed she
was; and so forth.

“The idea!” said Miss Nupkins, forcing a tear of
very scanty proportions into the corner of each eye;
“the idea of my being made such a fool of

“Ah! you may thank your papa, my dear,” said
Mrs. Nupkins; “how have I implored and begged
that man to inquire into the Captain’s family con-
nections; how have I urged and entreated him to
take some decisive step! I am quite certain nobody
would believe it—quite.”

“But, my dear,” said Mr. Nupkins.

“Don’t talk to me, you aggravating thing, don’t!”
said Mrs. Nupkins.

My love,” said Mr. Nupkins, “ you professed your-
self very fond of Captain Fitz-Marshall. Yon have

| constantly asked him here, my dear, and you have
on the propriety of the step, in the first instance, |

lost no opportunity of introducing him elsewhere.”

“Didn’t I say so, Henrietta ?” cried Mrs. Nupkins,
appealing to her danghter, with the air of a much-
injured female. “Didn’t I say that your papa wonld
turn round and lay all this at my door? Didw’t I
say so 7 Here Mrs. Nupkins sobbed.

“Oh pa!” remonstrated Miss Nupkins, And here
she sobbed too.

“Isn’t it too much, when he has bronght all this
disgrace and ridicule upon us, to taunt me with being
the cause of it ” exclaimed Mrs. Nupkius. :

“How can we ever show ourselves in society!”
said Miss Nupkins,

“How can we face the Porkenhams!” eried Mrs.
Nupkins.

“Or the Griggs’s!” eried Miss Nupkins.

“Or the Slummintowkens!” cried Mrs. Nupkins,
“But what does your papa care! What is it to him !’
At this dreadful reflection, Mrs. Nupkins wept with
mental angnish, and Miss Nupkins followed on the
same side.

Mrs. Nupkins's tears continued to gush forth, with
great velocity, until she had gained a little time to
think the matter over: when she decided, in her
own mind, that the best thing to do wonld be to ask
Mr. Pickwick and his friends to remain until the
Captain’s arrival, and then to give Mr. Pickwick the
opportunity he songht. If it appeared that he had
spoken truly, the Captain could be turned out of the
house without noising the matter abroad, and they
could easily account to the Porkenhams for his dis-
appearance, by saying that he had been appointed,
through the Court influence of his family, to the
Governor-Generalship of Sierra Leone, or Sangur
Point, or any other of those salubrious elimates which
enchant Europeans so much that when they once
get there, they can hardly ever prevail upon them-
selves to come back again,

When Mrs. Nupkins dried up her tears, Miss Nup-
Kins dried up hers, and Mr. Nupkins was very glad to
settle the matter as Mrs. Nupkins had proposed. So
Mr. Pickywick and his friends, having washed off all
marks of their late encounter, were introduced to the
ladies, and soon afterward to their dinner; and Mr.
Weller, whom the magistrate, with his peculiar sa-
gacity, had discovered in half an hour to be one of
the finest fellows alive, was consigned to the care and
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gnardianship of Mr. Muzzle, who was specially en-
joined to take him below, and make mueh of him.

“How de do, sir ¥ said Mr. Muzzle, as he conduct-
ed Mr. Weller down the kitchen stairs. ;

“Why, no con-siderable change has taken place
in the state of my system,since I see you cocked up
behind your governor’s chair in the parlor, a little
vile ago,” replied Sam.

“You will exeuse my not taking more notice of
you then,” said Mr. Muzzle. ¢ You see, master hadn’t
introdunced us, then. Lord, how fond he is of you,
Mr. Weller, to be sure!”

“Ah,” said Sam, “ what a pleasant chap he is!”

“Ain’t he #’ replied Mr. Muzzle.

“#So much humor,” said Sam.

“And such a man to speak,” said Mr. Muzzle.
“How his ideas flow, don’t they ?”

“Wonderful,” replied Sam; “they comes a-pour-
ing ont, knocking each other’s heads so fast, that
they seems to stun one another; you hardly know
what he's arter, do you ¥’

‘ That’s the great merit of his style of speaking,”
rejoined Mr, Muzzle. ‘Take care of the last step,
Mr. Weller. Would you like to wash your hands,
sir, before we join the ladies? Here’s a sink, with
the water laid on, sir, and a clean jack-towel behind
the door.”

“Ah! perhaps I may as well have a rinse,” replied
Mr. Weller, applying plenty of yellow soap to the
towel, and rubbing away till his face shone again.
“ How many ladies are there ?”

“Only two in our kitchen,” said Mr. Muzzle, “ cook
and’onse-maid. We keep a boy to do the dirty work,
and a gal besides, but they dine in the washus.”

“Oh, they dines in the washus, do they ?” said Mr.
‘Weller.

“Yes,” replied Mr. Mnzzle, “ we tried ’em at our
table when they first come, but we couldn’t keep ‘em.
The gal’s manners is dreadful vulgar; and the boy
breathes so very hard while he’s eating, that we
fonnd it impossible to sit af table with him.”

* Young grampus !” said Mr. Weller.

“ Oh, dreadful,” rejoined Mr. Muzzle; “but that is
the worst of country service, Mr. Weller; the juniors
is always so very savage. This way, sir,if you please;
this way.”

Preceding Mr. Weller, with the utmost politeness,
Mr. Muzzle conducted him into the kitchen.

“Mary,” said Mr. Muzzle to the pretty servant-
girl, “ this is Mr. Weller: a gentleman as master has
sent down, to be made as comfortable as possible.”

“And your master’s a knowin’ hand, and has just
sent me to the right place,” said Mr. Weller, with a
glanee of admiration at Mary. “If I wos master o
this here house, I should alvays find the materials
for comfort vere Mary wos.”

“Lor, Mr. Weller !” said Mary, blushing.

“Well, I never!” ejaculated the cook.

“ Bless me, cook, I forgot you,” said Mr. Muzzle.
“Mr. Weller, let me introduce you.”

“ How are you, ma’am,” said Mr. Weller. “ Werry
glad to see yom, indeed, and hope our acquaintance
may be a long 'un, as the gen’l'm’n said to the fi’-pun’
note.”

When this ceremony of introduction had been gone
through, the cook and Mary retired into the back

kitchen to titter, for ten minutes; then returning,
all giggles and blushes, they sat down to dinner.

Mr. Weller’s easy manners and conversational pow-
ers had such irresistible influence with his new
friends, that before the dinner was half over, they
were on footing of perfect intimacy, and in posses-
sion of a full account of the delinquency of Job Trot-
ter.

“I never could a-bear that Job,” said Mary.

‘“No more you never ought to, my dear,” replied
Mr. Weller.

“Why not ?” inquired Mary.

“Cos ugliness and svindlin’ never ought to be for-
miliar vith elegance and wirtew,” replied Mr. Weller.
“Ought they, Mr. Muzazle 7

“Not by no means,” replied that gentleman.

Here Mary laughed, and said the cook had made
her; and the cook laughed, and said she hadn’t.

“1 ha'n’t got a glass,” said Mary.

“ Drink with me, my dear,” said Mr. Weller. “Put
your lips to this here tumbler, and then I can kiss
you by deputy.”

“For shame, Mr. Weller!” said Mary.

“What’s a shame, my dear 1"

“Talkin’ in that way.”

“Nonsense ; it ain’tno harm. It’s natur; ain’tit,
cook

“Don’t ask me, imperence,” replied the cook in a
high state of delight; and hereupon the cook and
Mary laughed again, till what between the beer, and
the cold meat, and the laughter combined, the latter
young lady was brought to the verge of choking—
an alarming crisis from which she was only recov-

| ered by sundry pats on the back, and other necessary

attentions, most delicately administered by Mr. Sam-
uel Weller.

In the midst of all this jollity and conviviality, a
loud ring was heard at the garden-gate: to which
the young gentleman who took his meals in the
wash-house immediately responded. Mr. Weller was
in the height of his attentions to the pretty house-
maid ; Mr. Muzzle was busy doing the honors of the
table; and the cook had just paused to laugh, in the
very act of raising a huge morsel to her lips; when
the kitchen door opened, and in walked Mr. Job
Trotter.

We have said in walked Mr. Job Trotter, but the
statement is not distinguished by our usual sernpu-
lous adherence to fact. The door opened and Mr.
Trotter appeared. He would have walked in, and
was in the very act of doing so, indeed, when, catch-
ing sight of Mr. Weller, he involuntarily shrank back
a pace or two, and stood gazing on the unexpected
scene before him, perfectly motionless with amaze-
ment and terror.

“Here he is!” said Sam, rising with great glee.
“ Why we were that wery moment a-speaking o’ you.
How are you? Where have you been? Come in.”

Laying his hand on the mulberry collar of the un-
resisting Job, Mr. Weller dragged him into the kitch-
en; and, locking the door, handed the key to Mr.
Muzzle, who very coolly buttoned it up in a side-
pocket.

“Well, here's a game!” cried Sam. ¢ Only think
o’ my master havin’ the pleasure o’ meeting yourn
up stairs, and me havin’ the joy o’ meetin’ you down
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here. How are you gettin’ on, and how is the chand-
lery bis'ness likely to do? Well, I am so glad to see
you. How happy you look. It's quite a treat to
see yon ; ain’t it, Mr. Muzzle #7

“ Quite,” said Mr. Muzzle.

‘ So cheerful he is !” said Sam.

“In such good spirits!” said Muzzle.

“And so glad to see ws—that makes it so much
more comfortable,” said Sam. “S8it down; sit down.”

Mr. Trotter suffered himself to be forced into a
chair by the fireside. He cast his small eyes, first on
Mr. Weller, and then on Mr. Muzzle, but said nothirig.

““Well, now,” said Sam, “ afore these here ladies, I
should jest like to ask you, as a sort of curiosity,
wether you don’t con-sider yourself as nice and well-
behaved a young gen'I'm’n as ever used a pink check
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But Mr, Trotter made no reply. So Mr. Muzzlo
proceeded in a solemn manner :

“It's very probable, sir, that you won’t be wanted
up stairs for several minutes, sir, because my master
is at this moment particularly engaged in settling
the hash of your master, sir; and therefore youw'll
have leisure, sir, for a little private talls with me, sir.
Do you understand me, sir

Mr. Muzzle again paused for a reply; and again
Mzr. Trotter disappointed him.

“Well, then,” said Mr. Muzzle, “‘I'm very sorry to
have to explain myself before ladies, but the urgen-
cy of the case will be my exeuse. The back kitch-
en’s empty, sir. If you will step in there, sir, Mr,
Weller will see fair, and we can have mutual satis-

faction till the bell rings. Follow me, sir!?

* WELL, NOW," 8AID gAML,

pocket-handkerchief, and the number four collec-
tion ?”

“And as was ever agoin’ to be married to a cook,”
said that lady indignantly. “The willin

“And leave off his evil ways, and set up in the
chandlery line arterwards,” said the house-maid.

“Now Il tell you what it is, young man,” said
Mr. Muzzle, solemnly, enraged at the last two allu-
sions, “this here lady” (pointing to the cook) “keeps
company with me; and when you presume, sir, to
talk of keeping chandlers’ shops with her, you injure
me in one of the most delicatest points in which one
ma,;]” can injure another. Do you understand me,
BIT

Here Mr. Muzzle, who had a great notion of his

eloquence, in which he imitated his master, paused
for a reply.

As Mr. Muzzle uttered these words, he took a step
or two toward the door; and, by way of saving time,
began to pull off his coat as he walked along.

Now the cook no sooner heard the concluding
words of this desperate challenge, and saw Mr. Muz-
zle about to put it into execution, than she uttered
a loud and piercing shriek, and rushing on Mr. Job
Trotter, who rose from his chair on the instant, tore
and buffeted his large flat face with an energy pe-
culiar to excited females, and twining her hands in
his long black hair, tore therefrom about enough
to make five or six dozen of the very largest-sized
mourning -rings. Having accomplished this feat
with all the ardor which her devoted love for Mr.
Muzzle inspired, she staggered back; and being a
lady of very excitable and delicate feelings, she in-
stantly fell under the dresser, and fainted away.
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At this moment the bell rang.

“That’s for yon, Job Trotter,” said Sam; and be-
fore Mr. Trotter could offer remonsfrance or reply—
even before he had time to staunch the wounds in-
flicted by the insensible lady—Sam seized one arm
and Mr. Muzzle the other; and one pulling before,
and the other pushing behind, they conveyed him
up stairs, and into the parlor.

It was an impressive tableau. Alfred Jingle, Es-

quire, alias Captain Fitz-Marshall, was standing near ‘

the door with his hat in his hand, and a smile on his
face, wholly unmoved by his very unpleasant situ-
ation. Confrouting him, stood Mr. Pickwick, who
had evidently been inculeating some high moral les-
son ; for his left hand was beneath his coat-tail, and
his right extended in air, as was his wont when de-
livering himself of an impressive address. At a lit-
tle distance stood Mr. Tupman; with indignant coun-
tenance, carefully held back by his two younger
friends; at the farther end of the room were Mr.
Nupkins, Mrs. Nupkins, and Miss Nupkins, gloomily
grand, and savagely vexed.

“What prevents me,” said Mr. Nupkins, with mag-
isterial dignity. as Job was brought in: ‘what pre-
vents me from detaining’ these men as rogues and
impostors? It is a foolish mercy. What prevents
me 77

“ Pride, old fellow, pride,” replied Jingle, quite at |

his ease. “Wouldn’t do—no go—caunght a captain,

eh ¥—ha! ha! very good—husband for daughter— |

biter bit—make it public—not for worlds—look stu-
pid—very !’

“Wretch,” said Mrs. Nupkins, “ we scorn your base
insinuations.”

“1 always hated him,” added Henrietta.

“Oh, of conrse,” said Jingle. “Tall young man—
old lover—Sidney Porkenham—rich—fine fellow—
not so rich as captain, thongh {—turn him away—
off with him—any thing for captain—nothing like
captain anywhere—all the girls—raving mad—eh,
Job ¥

Here Mr. Jingle laughed very heartily; and Job,
rubbing his hands with delight, uttered the first
sound he had given vent to since he entered the
house—a low noiseless chuckle, which seemed to in-

timate that he enjoyed his laugh too much, to let |

any of it escape in sound.

“Mr. Nupkins,” said the elder lady, “this is nof a
fit conversation for the servants to overhear. Let
these wretches be removed.”

“(Certainly, my dear,” said Mr. Nupkins. ‘Muz-
zle "

“Your worship.”

“Qpen the front door.”

“Yes, your worship.”

“Teave the house!” said Mr. Nupkins, waving his
hand emphatically.

Jingle smiled, and moved toward the door.

“Stay ! said Mr. Pickwick.

Jingle stopped.

“1 might,” said Mr. Pickwick, “have taken a
much greater revenge for the treatment I have ex-
perienced at your hands, and that of your hypocrit-
ical friend there.”

Job Trotter bowed with great politeness, and laid
his hand upon his heart.

“T gay,” said Mr. Pickwick, growing gradually
angry, “ that I might have taken a greater revenge,
but I content myself with exposing you, which I
consider a duty I owe to society. Thisis a lenien-
¢y, sir, which I hope you will remember.”

When Mr. Pickwick arrived at this point, Job
Trotter, with facetions gravity, applied his hand to
his ear, as if desirous not to lose a syllable he ut-
tered.

“And I have only to add, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick,
now thoroughly angry, “ that I consider you a raseal,
| and a—a ruffian—and—and worse than any man I

ever saw, or heard of, except that pious and sancti-
fied vagabond in the mulberry livery.”
i “Ha! ha! said Jingle, “ good fellow, Pickwick—
| fine heart—stout old boy—but must not be passion-
ate—Dbad thing, very—by-by—see you again some
‘ day—keep up your spirits—now, Job—trot!”
With these words, Mr. Jingle stuck on his hat in
the old fashion, and strode out of the room. Job
Trotter paused, looked round, smiled, and then with
| & bow of mock solemnity to Mr. Pickwick, and a
| wink to Mr. Weller, the andacious slyness of which

baffles all description, followed the footsteps of his
‘ hopeful master.

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. as Mr. Weller was fol-
lowing.

{3 Si r.”

‘“Btay here.”

Mr. Weller seemed uncertain,

{ ¢ Stay here,” repeated Mr. Pickwick.
“ Mayn’t I polish that ere Job off in the front gar-
| den?” said Mr. Weller.

“ Certainly not,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

% Mayn’t I kick him out o’ the gate, sir " said Mr.
Weller.

“ Not on any account,” replied his master.

For the first time since his engagement, Mr. Wel-
ler looked for a moment discontented and nnhappy.
But his countenance immediately cleared up; for
the wily Mr. Muzzle, by concealing himself behind
the street door, and rushing violently out at the

turn both Mr. Jingle and his attendant, down the
flight of steps, into the American alce tubs that
stood beneath.

“Having discharged my duty, sir,” said Mr. Pick-

wick to Mr. Nupkins, “I will, with my friends, bid
| you farewell. While we thank you for such hospi-
| tality as we have received, permit me to assure you,
in our joint names, that we should not have accepted
it, or have consented to extricate ourselves in this
way, from our previous dilemma, had we not been
impelled by a strong sense of duty. We return to
London to-morrow. Your secret is safe with us.”

Having thus entered his protest against their
treatment of the morning, Mr. Pickwick bowed low
to the ladies, and notwithstanding the solicitations
of the family, left the room with his friends.

“ @et your hat, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Tt's below stairs, sir,” said Sam, and he ran down
after it.

Now, there was nobody in the kitchen but the
pretty house-maid ; and as Sam’s hat was mislaid, he
had to look for it ; and the pretty house-maid lighted
him. They had to look all over the place for the hat.

right instant, contrived with great dexterity to over-
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The pretty house-maid, in her anxiety to find it, went
down on her knees, and turned over all the things
that were heaped together in a little corner by the
door. It was an awkward corner. You couldn’t
get at it without shutting the door first.

“Here it 1s,” said the pretty house-maid. ¢ This
is it, ain’t it ¥?

“ Let me look,” said Sam.

The pretty house-maid had stood the candle on the
floor ; as it gave a very dim light, Sam was obliged
10 go down on his knees before he conld see whether
it really was his own hat or not. It was a remark-
ably small corner, and so—it was nobody’s fault
but the man’s who built the house—Sam and the
pretty house-maid were necessarily very close to-
gether.

“Yes, this is it,” said S8am. “Good-bye!”

“ Good-bye !” said the pretty house-maid.

“Good-bye I said S8am ; and as he said if, he drop-
¥ed the hat that had eost so much trouble in looking

or.

“How awkward you are,” said the pretty house-
maid. “Youlll lose it again, if you don’t take care.”

So, just to prevent his losing it again, she put it
on for him.

Whether it was that the pretty house-maid’s face
looked prettier still, when it was raised toward
Sam’s, or whether it was the accidental consequence
of their being so near to each other, is matter of un-
cerfainty to this day; but Sam kissed her.

“Yon don’t mean to say yon did that on purpose,”
said the pretty house-maid, blushing.

#No, I didn’t then,” said Sam ; “but I will now.”

So he kissed her again.

“Sam!” said Mr. Pickwick, calling over the ban-
isters.

¢ Coming, sir,” replied Sam, running up stairs.

“How long you have been !” said Mr. Pickwick.

“There was something behind the door, sir, which
perwented our getting it open, for ever so long, sir,”
replied Sam.

: And this was the first passage of Mr. Weller’s first
ove.

————————

CHAPTER XXVI.

WHICH CONTAINS A BRIEF ACCOUNT OF THE PROG-
RESS OF THE ACTION OF BARDELL AGAINST PICK-
WICK.

AVING accomplished the main end and object
of his journey, by the exposure of Jingle, Mr.
Pickwick resolved on immediately returning to Lon-
don, with the view of becoming acquainted with the
proceedings which had been taken against him, in
the mean time, by Messrs. Dodson and Fogg. Act-
iug upon this resolution with all the energy and de-
cision of his character, he mounted to the back seat
of the first coach which left Ipswich on the morning
after the memorable occurrences detailed at length
in the two preceding chapters; and accompanied by
his three friends, and Mr. Samuel Weller, arrived in
the rpet-ropolis, in perfect health and safety, the same
evening.
Here the friends, for a short time, separated.
Messrs, Tupman, Winkle, and Snodgrass repaired to

their several homes to make such preparations as
might be requisite for their forthcoming visit to
Dingley’ Dell ; and Mr. Pickwick and Sam took up
their present abode in very good, old-fashioned, and
comfortable quarters: to wit, the George and Vul-
ture Tavern and Hotel, George Yard, Lombard Street.

Mr. Pickwick had dined, finished his second pint
of partieular port, pulled his silk handkerchief over
his head, put his feet on the fender, and thrown him-
self back in an easy-chair, when the entrance of Mr.
Weller with his carpet-bag aroused him from his
tranquil meditations.

“ Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“ Bir,” said Mr. Weller.

“I have just been thinking, Sam,” said Mr. Pick-
wick, “ that having left a good many things at Mrs.
Bardell’s, in Goswell Street, I ought to arrange for
taking them away before I leave town again.”

“ Wery good, sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

1 could send them to Mr. Tupmau’s, for the pres-
ent, Sam,” continned Mr. Pickwick, ““but before we
take them away, it is necessary that they should be
looked up, and put together. I wish yon would step
up to Goswell Street, Sam, and arrange about it.”

“ At once, sir ¥’ inquired Mr. Weller.

“At once,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “And stay,
Sam,” added Mr. Pickwick, pulling out his purse,
“ there is some rent to pay. The quarter is not due
till Christmas, but you may pay it, and have done

| with it. A month’s notice terminates my tenancy.

Here it is, written ont. Give it, and tell Mrs. Bar-
dell she may put a bill up as soon as she likes.”

“Wery good, sir,” replied Mr. Weller; “any thin’
more, sir

¢ Nothing more, Sam.”

Mr. Weller stepped slowly to the door, as if he
expected something more; slowly opened it, slowly
stepped out, and had slowly closed it within a couple

| of inches, when Mr. Pickwick called out,

““BSam.”

“®ir,” said Mr. Weller, stepping quickly back, and
closing the door behind him.

I have no objection, SBam, to your endeavoring to
ascerfain how Mrs. Bardell herself seems disposed to-
ward me, and whether it is really probable that this
vile and groundless action is to be carried to extrem-
ity. Isay I do not object to your doing this, if yon
wish it, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

Sam gave a short nod of intelligence, and left the
room. Mr. Pickwick drew the silk handkerchief
once more over his head, and composed himself for a
nap. Mr. Weller promptly walked forth, to execute
his mission.

It was nearly nine o’clock when he reached Gos-
well Street. A couple of candles were burning in
the little front parlor, and a couple of caps were re-
flected on the window-blind. Mrs. Bardell had got
company.

Mr. Weller knocked at the door, and after a pretty
long interval — occupied by the party without, in
whistling a tune, and by the party within, in per-
suading a refractory flat candle to allow itself to be
lighted — a pair of small boots pattered over the
floor-cloth, and Master Bardell presented himself.

“Well, young townskip,” said Sam, “how’s moth-
er?




