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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?
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“Bhe's pretty well,” replied Master Bardell; “so
am 1.”

% Well, that’s a merey,” said Sam; “tell hér I want
to speak to her, will you, my hinfant fernomenon ?”

Master Bardell, thus adjured, placed the refractory
flat candle on the bottom stair, and vanished into
the front parlor with his message.

The two caps, reflected on the window-blind, were
the respective head-dresses of a couple of Mrs. Bar-
dell’s most particular acquaintance, who had just
stepped in, to have a quiet cup of tea, and a little
warm supper of a couple of sets of pettitoes and
some toasted cheese. The cheese was simmering and
browning away, most delightfully, in a little Dutch
oven before the fire; the pettitoes were getting on
deliciously in a little tin saucepan on the hob; and
Mrs. Bardell and her two friends were getting on
very well, also, in a little guiet conversation about
and concerning all their particular friends and ac-
quaintance ; when Master Bardell came back from
answering the door, and delivered the message in-
trusted to him by Mr. Samuel Weller.

“Mr. Pickwick’s servant!” said Mrs. Bardell, turn-
ing pale.

¢ Bless my soul!” said Mrs. Cluppins.

“Well, I raly would not ha’ believed it, unless I
had ha’ happened to ha’ been here!” said Mrs. Sanders.

Mrys. Cluppins was a little, brisk, busy -looking
woman ; Mrs, Sanders was a big, fat, heavy - faced
personage; and the two were the company.

Mrs. Bardell felt it proper to be agitated ; and as
none of the three exactly knew whether, under ex-
isting eircumstances, any communicafion, otherwise
than through Dodson and Fogg, ought to be held
with Mr. Pickwick’s servant, they were all rather
taken by surprise. In this state of indecision, obvi-
ously the first thing to be done was to thump the
boy for finding Mr. Weller at the door. So his moth-
er thumped him, and he eried melodiously.

“Hold your noise— do— you naughty creetur!”
said Mrs. Bardell.

“Yes; don’t worrit your poor mother,” said Mrs.
Sanders.

““She's quite enongh to worrit her, as it is, without
you, Tommy,” said Mrs. Cluppins, with sympathizing
resignation.

“Ah! worse luck, poor lamb !” said Mrs. Sanders.

At all which moral reflections, Master Bardell
howled the louder.

“Now, what shall I do?” said Mrs. Bardell to Mrs.
Cluppins.

“1 think you ought to see him,” replied Mrs. Clup-
pins. “Buf on no aceount without a witness.”

“T think two witnesses would be more lawful,”
said Murs. Sanders, who, like the other friend, was
bursting with euriosity.

“Perhaps he'd. better come in here,” said Mrs.
Bardell.

“To be sure,” replied Mrs. Cluppins, eagerly catch-
ing at the idea; “walk in, young man; and shut
the street: door first, please.”

Mr. Weller immediately took the hint; and pre-
senting himself in the parlor, explained his business
to Mrs. Bardell thus:

“ Werry sorry to ’casion any personal inconwen-
ience, ma'am, as the house-breaker said to the old

lady when he put her on the fire; but as me and my
governor’s only jest come to town,and is jest going
away agin, it can’t be helped, you see.”

“Of course, the young man can’t help the faults
of his master,” said Mrs. Cluppins, much struek by
Mr. Weller’s appearance and conversation.

“Certainly not,” chimed in Mrs. Sanders, who,
from certain wistful glances at the little tin sauce-
pan, seemed to be engaged in a mental caleulation
of the probable extent of the pettitoes,in the event
of Sam’s being asked to stop to supper.

“8o all Tve come about, is jest this here,” said
Sam, disregarding the interruption; “first, to give
my governor’s notice—there it is. Secondly, to pay
the rent—here it is. Thirdly, to say as all his things
is to be put together, and give to any body as we
sends for 'em. TFourthly, that you may let the place
as soon as you like—and that's all.”

“Whatever has happened,” said Mrs. Bardell, ¢ I
always have said, and always will say, that in every
respect but one Mr. Pickwick has always behaved
himself like a perfect gentleman. His money al-
ways was as good as the bank: always.”

As Mrs. Bardell said this, she applied her handker-
chief to her eyes, and went out of the room to get
the receipt.

Sam well knew that he had only to remain quiet,
and the women were sure to talk; so he looked al-
ternately at the tin sancepan, the' toasted cheese,
the wall, and the ceiling, in profound silence.

“Poor dear!” said Mrs. Cluppins.

¢ Ah, poor thing !” replied Mrs. Sanders.

Sam said nothing. He saw they were coming to
the subject.

“T raly can not contain myself,” said Mrs. Clup-
pins, “ when I think of such perjury. I don’t wish
to say any thing to make you uncomfortable, young
man, but your master’s an old brute, and I wish I
had him here to tell him so.”

#J wish you had,” said Sam.

“To see how dreadful she takes on, geing moping
about, and taking no pleasure in mnothing, except
when her friends, comes in, out of charity, to sit
with her, and make her comfortable,” resumed Mrs.
Cluppins, glancing at the tin saucepan and the
Duteh oven, “it’s shocking

“ Barbareous,” said Mrs. Sanders.

“And your master, young man! A gentleman
with money, as could never feel the expense of a
wife no more than nothing,” continued Mrs. Clup-
pins, with great volubility; “why there ain’t the
faintest shade of an exeuse for his behavior! Why
don’t he marry her ?” :

“Ah,” said Sam, “to be sure; that’s the question.”

“Question, indeed,” retorted Mrs. Cluppins ; *“she’d
question him, if she’d my spirit. Hows'ever, there is
law for us women, mis'rable creeturs as they’d make
us, if they could ; and that your master will find out,
young man, to his cost, afore he's six months older.”

At this consolatory reflection, Mrs, Cluppins bri-
dled up, and smiled at Mrs. Sanders;, who smiled
back again.

“The action’s going on, and no mistake,” thought
Sam, as Mrs. Bardell re-entered with the receipt.

‘“Here's the receipt, Mr. Weller,” said Mrs. Bardell,
‘“and here's the change, and I hope yowlll take a lit-
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tle drop of something to keep the cold out, if it’s only
for old acquaintance’ sake, Mr. Weller.”

Sam saw the advantage he should gain, and at
onee acquiesced ; whereupon Mrs. Bardell produced,
from a small closet, a black bottle and a wine-glass ;
and so great was her abstraction, in her deep men-
tal affliction, that, after filling Mr. Weller's glass, she
brought out three more wine-glasses, and filled them
too.

“Lauk, Mrs. Bardell,” said Mus. Cluppins, “see
what you’'ve been and done!”

“Well, that is a good one !” ejaculated Mrs. Sanders.

“Ah, my poor head!” said Mrs. Bardell, with a
faint smile.

Sam understood all this, of course, so he said at

ceed. Idon’t know what I should do, Mr. Weller, if
T didn’t.”

The mere idea of Mrs. Bardell’s failing in her ac-
tion, affected Mrs. Sanders so deeply, that she was
under the necessity of refilling and re-emptying her
glass immediately; feeling, as she said afterward,
that if she hadn’t had the presence of mind to do so,
she must have dropped.

“Ven is it expected to come on ?” inquired Sam.

“Either in February or March,” replied Mrs. Bar-
dell.

“What a number of witnesses there’ll be, won’t
there #” said Mrs. Cluppins.

“Ah, won’t there ” replied Mrs. Sanders.

“And won’t Mr. Dodson and Fogg be wild if the

i G’,/:'!T‘f FF‘).' _.‘:)‘_;E:- e

3

e

SRT
s
e

e

e
L

1 SUPPOSE YOU'VE HEARD WHAT'S GOING FOEWARD, ME. WELLER ?” BAID MRS, BARDELL.

once, that he never could drink before supper, unless
a lady drank with him. A great deal of langhing
ensued, and Mrs. Sanders volunteered to hnmor him,
80 she took a slight sip out of her glass. Then, Sam
said it must go all round, so they all took a slight
sip. Then, little Mrs. Cluppins proposed as a toast,
“Buccess to Bardell agin Pickwick;” and then the
ladies empfied their glasses in honor of the senti-
ment, and got very talkative directly.

“1 suppose yowve heard what's going forward,
Mr. Weller?” said Mrs. Bardell.

“T've heerd somethin’ on it,” replied Sam.

“It's a terrible thing to be dragged before the
public in that way, Mr. Weller,” said Mrs. Bardell;
“but I see now, that it’s the only thing I onght to

do, and my lawyers, Mr. Dodson and Fogg, tell me,
that with the evidence as we shall call, we must suc-

plaintiff shouldwt get it?” added Mrs. Cluppins,
“when they do it all on speculation !”

“Ah! won’t they !” said Mrs. Sanders.

“But the plaintiff must get it,” resumed Mrs,
Cluppins.

“I hope so,” said Mrs. Bardell.

“ Oh, there can’t be any doubt about it,” rejoined
Mrs. Sanders. i

“Vell,” said Sam, rising and setting down his glass,
“all I can say is, that I wish youn may et 1t.”

“Thank’ee, Mr. Weller,” said Mrs. Bardell fervently.

“And of them Dodson and Foggs, as does these
sort o’ things on spec,” continued Mr. Weller, “as
well as for the other kind and gen’rous people o the
same purfession, as sets people by the ears, free gratis
for nothin’, and sets their elerks to work to find ont
little disputes among their neighbors and acquaint-
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ances as vants settlin’ by means o’ lawsnits—all I
can say o them is, that I vish they had the revard
T'd give 'em.”

“Ah, T wish they had the reward that every kind
and generous heart would be inclined to bestow
upon them !” said the gratified Mrs. Bardell.

“ Amen to that,” replied Sam, “ and a fat and hap-
py livin’ they’d get out of it ! Wish you good-night,
ladies.”

To the great relief of Mrs. Sanders, Sam was allow-
ed to depart without any reference, on the part of
the hostess, to the pettitoes and toasted cheese: to
whieh the ladies, with such juvenile assistance as
Master Bardell conld afford, soon afterward render-
od the amplest justice—indeed they wholly vanished
before their strenuous exertions.

Mr. Weller went his way back to the George and |

Vulture, and faithfully recounted to his master such
indieations of the sharp practice of Dodson and Fogg
as he had contrived to pick up in his visit to Mrs.
Bardell’s. An interview with Mr. Perker, next day,
more than confirmed Mr. Weller’s statement ; and
Mr. Pickwick was fain to prepare for his Christmas
visit to Dingley Dell, with the pleasant anticipation
that some two or three months afterward, an action
brought against him for damages sustained by rea-
son of a breach of promise of marriage, would be
publicly tried in the Court of Common Pleas; the
plaintiff having all the advantages derivable, not
only from the force of circumstances, but from the
sharp practice of Dodson and Fogg to boot.

e

CHAPTER XXVIL
SAMUEL WELLER MAKES A PILGRIMAGE TO DORKING,
AND BEHOLDS HIS MOTHER-IN-LAW.

MMHERE still remaining an interval of two days

hefore the time agreed upon for the departure |

of the Pickwickians to Dingley Dell, Mr. Weller sat
himself down in a back room at the George and Vul-
tnre, after eating an early dinner, to muse on the
hest way of disposing of his time. It was a remarlk-
ably fine day; and he had not turned the matter
over in his mind ten minutes, when he was suddenly
stricken filial and affectionate ; and it occurred to
him so strongly that he onght to go down and see
his father, and pay his duty to his mother-in-law,

L ¢ : et
that he was lost in astonishment at his own remiss- |

ness in never thinking of this moral obligation be-
fore. Anxious to atone for his past neglect withont

to Mr. Pickwick, and requested leave of absence for
this landable purpose.

« Qertainly, Sam, certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick, his
eyes glistening with delight at this manifestation of
filial feeling on the part of his attendant; ‘ certain-
1y, Sam.”

Mr. Weller made a grateful bow.

“T am very glad to see that you have so high a
sense of your duties as a son, Sam,” said Mr. Pick-
wick.

“T always had, sir,” rephed Mr. Weller,

“That's a very gratifying reflection, Sam,” said
Mr. Pickwick, approvingly.

“Wery, sir,” replied Mr. Weller ; “if ever I want-
ed any thin’ o’ my father, I always asked for it in a
wery ‘spectful and obligin’ manner. If he didn’t
give it me, I took it, for fear I should be led to do
any thin’ wrong; throngh not havin’it. I savedhim
a world o’ trouble in this vay, sir.”

“That’s not precisely what I meant, Sam,” said
My, Pickwick, shaking his head, with a slight smile.

‘A1l good feelin’, sir—the wery best intentions,
as the gen’’'m’n said ven he run away from his wife
’cos she seemed unhappy with him,” replied Mr. Wel-
ler.

“Yon may go, Sam,” said Mr, Pickwick.

“ Thank’ee, sir,” replied Mr. Weller; and having
made his best bow, and put on his best clothes, Sam
planted himself on the top of the Arundel coach,and
journeyed on to Dorking.

The Marquis of Granby in Mrs. Weller’s time was
quite a model of a road-side public-house of the bet-
ter class—just large enough to be convenient, and
small enough to be snug. On the opposite side of
the road was a large sign-board on a high post, rep-

| resenting the head aud shoulders of a gentleman

with an apoplectic counfenance, in a red coat with
deep blue facings, and a touch of the same blue over
his three-cornered hat, for a sky. Over that again
were a pair of flags ; beneath the last button of his
coat were a couple of cannon ; and the whole formed
an expressive and undoubted likeness of the Marquis
of Granby of glorious memory.

The bar window displayed a choice collection of
geranium- plants, and a well-dusted row of spirit-
phials. The open shutters bore a variety of golden
inseriptions, eulogistic of good beds and neat wines ;
and the choice gronp of conntrymen and hostlers
lounging about the stable-deor and horse-trough, af-
forded presumptive proof of the excellent quality of
the ale and spirits which were sold within, Sam
‘Weller paused, when he dismounted from the coach,
to note all these little indications of a thriving busi-
ness, with the eye of an experienced traveler; and
having done so, stepped in at once, highly satisfied

| with every thing he had observed.

“Now, then!” said a shrill female voice, the in-
stant Sam thrust his head in at the door, “ what do
you want, young man ?”

Sam looked round in the direction whence the
voice proceeded. It came from a rather stout lady
of comfortable appearance, who was seated beside
the fire-place in the bar, blowing the fire to make the
kettle boil for tea. She was not along; for on the

| other side of the fire-place, sitting bolt npright in a
another hour's delay, he straightway walked up stairs |

high-backed chair, was a man in threadbare black
clothes, with a back almost as long and stiff as that
of the chair itself, who caught Sam’s most particular
and especial attention at once.

He was a prim-faced, red-nosed man, with a long,
thin countenance, and a semi-rattlesnake sort of eye
—rather sharp, bnt decidedly bad. He wore very
short trowsers, and black-cotton stockings, which,
like the rest of his apparel, were particularly rusty.
His looks were starched, but his white neckerchief
was not, and its long limp ends straggled over his
closely -buttoned waisteoat in a very uncouth and
unpicturesque fashion. A pair of old, worn beaver
gloves, a broad-brimmed hat; and a faded green um-
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brella, with plenty of whalebone sticking threngh
the bottom, as if to counterbalance the want of a
handle at the top, lay on a chair beside him, and,
being disposed in a very tidy and careful mauner,
seemed to imply that the red-nosed man, who-
ever he was, had no intention of going away in a
hurry.

To do the red-nosed man justice, he would have
been very far from wise if he had entertained any
such intention; for, to judge from all appearances,
he must have been possessed of a most desirable cir-
cle of acquaintance, if he conld have reasonably ex-
pected to be more comfortable anywhere else. The
fire was blazing brightly under the influence of the
hellows, and the kettle was singing gayly under the
inflnence of both. A small tray of tea-things was

shriller tone, that he became conscions of the impro-
priety of his behavior.

“Governorin ?” inquired 8am, in reply to the ques-
tion.

“No, he isn’t,” replied Mrs. Weller; for the rath-
er stout lady was no other than the quondam relict
and sole executrix of the dead-and-gone Mr. Clarke;
“no, he isn’t, and T don’t expect him, either.”

1 suppose he’s a-drivin’ up to-day ?” said Sam.

‘“He may be, or he may not,” replied Mrs. Weller,
buttering the round of toast which the red-nosed
man had just finished. “I don’t know, and, what's
more, I don’t care. Ask a blessin’, Mr. Stiggins.”

The red-nosed man did as he was desired, and
instantly commenced on the toast with fierce vo-

| racity.
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arranged on the table, a plate of hot buttered toast
was gently simmering before the fire, and the red-
nosed man himself was busily engaged in converting
a large slice of bread into the same agreeable edible,
through the instrumentality of a long brass toasting-

fork. Beside him stood a glass of reeking hot pine-

apple rum-and-water, with a slice of lemon in it;
and every time the red-nosed man stopped to bring
the round of toast to his eye, with the view of ascer-
taining how it got on, he imbibed a drop or two of
the hot pine-apple rum-and-water, and smiled upon
the rather stout lady, as she blew the fire.

Sam was so lost in the contemplation of this com-
fortable scene, that he suffered the first inquiry of
the rather stout lady to pass unheeded. It was not
until it had been twice repeated, each time in a

The appearance of the red-nosed man had induneced
Sam, at first sight, to more than half suspeet that he
was the deputy shepherd of whom his estimable par-
ent had spoken. The moment he saw him eat, all
doubt on the subjeet. was removed, and he pereeived
at once that if he purposed to take up his temporary
qunarters where he was, he must make his footing
good without delay. He therefore commenced pro-
ceedings by putting his arm over the half-door of the
bar, coolly unbolting it, and leisurely walking in.

“ Mother-in-law,” said Sam, * how are you 2"

“Why, I do believe he is a Weller!” said Mrs. W.,
raising her eyes to Samn’s face, with no very gratified
expression of countenance.

“T rayther think he is,” said the imperturbable

| Samj “and I hope this here reverend gen’l'm’n 7li




