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and Sergeant Snubbin relapsed into abstraction until
Mr. Phunky himself was introdnced.

Although an infant barrister, he was a full-grown
man. He had a very nervous manner,and a painful
hesitation in his speech ; it did not appear to be a
natural defect, but seemed rather the result of timid-
ity, arising from the consciousness of being “kept
down” by want of means, or interest, or connection,
or impudence, as the case might be. He was over-
awed by the Sergeant, and profoundly courteons to
the attorney.

“I hayve not had the pleasure of seeing yon before,
Mr. Phunky,” said Sergeant Snubbin, with haughty
condescension,

Mr. Phunky bowed. He had had the ‘pleasure of
seeing the Sergeant, and of envying him too, with
all a poor man’s envy, for eight years and a quarter.

“Yon are with me in this case, I understand ?”
said the Sergeant.

It Mr. Phunky had been a rich man, he would have
instantly sent for his clerk to remind him; if he had
been a wise one, he would have applied his forefin-
ger to his forehead, and endeavored to recollect,
whether, in the multiplicity of his engagements he
had undertaken this one, or not; but as he was nei-
ther rich nor wise (in this sense at all events) he
turned red, and bowed.

““Have you read the papers, Mr. Phunky ?’ in-
quired the Sergeant.

Here again, Mr. Phunky shonld have professed to
have forgotten all about the merits of the case; but
as he had read such papers as had been laid before
him in the course of the action, and had thought of
nothing else, waking or sleeping, thronghount the two
months during which he had been retained as Mr.
Sergeant Snubbin’s junior, he turned a deeper red,
and bowed again.

‘“This is Mr. Pickwick,” said the Sergeant, waving
his pen in the direction in which that gentleman was
standing.

Mr. Phunky bowed to Mr. Pickwick with a rever-
ence which a first client must ever awaken; and
again inclined his head toward his leader.

“Perhaps you will take Mr. Pickwick away,” said
the Sergeant, “and—and—and—hear any thing Mr.
Pickwick may wish to communicate. We shall have
a consultation, of course.” With this hint that he
had been interrupted quite long enough, Mr. Sergeant
Snubbin, who had been gradually growin £ more and
more abstracted, applied his glass to his eyes for an
instant, bowed slightly round, and was once more
deeply immersed in the case before him : which arose
out of an inferminable lawsuit, originating in the
act ofwam individuoal, deceased a century or so ago,
who had stopped up a pathway leading from some
place which nobody ever came from, to some other
place which nobody ever went to.

Mr. Phunky wonld not hear of passing through
any door until Mr. Pickwick and his solicitor had
passed through before him, so it was some time be-
fore they got into the Square; and when they did
reach it, they walked up and down, and held a long
conference, the result of which was, that it was a
very difficult matter to say how the verdict wonld
go ; that nobody could presume to calenlate on the
issue of an action; that it was very lucky they had

prevented the other party from getting Sergeant
Snubbin; and other topies of donbt and consolation,
common in such a position of affairs.

Mr. Weller was then roused by his master from a
sweet sleep of an hour's duration; and, bidding adien’
to Lowten, they returned to the City.

—_—

CHAPTER XXXIT.

DESCRIBES, FAR MORE FULLY THAN THE COURT NEWS-
MAN EVER DID, A BACHELOR'S PARTY, GIVEN BY
MR. BOB SAWYER AT HIS LODGINGS IN THE BOR-
OUGH,

HERE is a repose abont Lant Street, in the bor-
ough, which sheds a gentle melancholy upon the
sonl. There are always a good many houses to let
in the street: it is a by-street too, and its dullness
is soothing. A house in Lant Street would not come
within the denomination of a first-rate residence, in
the strict acceptation of the term; but it is a most
desirable spot, nevertheless. If a man wished to ab-
stract himself from the world—to remove himself
from within the reach of temptation—to place him-
self beyond the possibility of any inducement to look
out of the window—he should by all means go to
Lant Streef.

In this happy retreat are colonized a few clear-
starchers, a sprinkling of journeymen book-binders,
one or two prison agents for the Insolvent Court,
several small housekeepers who are employed in the
Docks, a handful of mantua-makers, and a seasoning
of jobbing tailors. The majority of the inhabitants
either direct their energies to the letting of furnish-
ed apartments, or devote themselves to the healthful
and invigorating pursuit of mangling. The chief
features in the still life of the street are green shut-
ters, lodging-bills, brass door-plates, and bell-han-
dles; the principal specimens of animated nature,
the pot-boy, the muffin-youth, and the balked-potato
man. The population is migratory, usually disap-
pearing on the verge of quarter-day, and generally
by night. His Majesty’s revenues are seldom col-
lected in this happy valley ; the rents are dubious;
and the water communication is very frequently cut
off.

Mr. Bob Sawyer embellished one side of the fire,
in his first-floor front, early on the evening for which
he had invited Mr. Pickwick, and Mr. Ben Allen the
ofher. The preparations for the reception of visitors
appeared to be completed. The nmbrellas in the pas-
sage had been heaped into the little corner outside
the back-parlor door; the bonnet and shawl of the
landlady’s servant had been removed from the ban-
nisters ; there were not more than two pairs of pat-
tens on the street-door mat, and a kitchen candle,
with a very long snuff, burned cheerfully on the
ledge of the staircase window. Mr. Bob Sawyer had
himself purchased the spirits at a wine-vault in
High Street, and had returned home preceding the
bearer thereof, to preclude the possibility of their
delivery at the wrong honse. The punch was ready-
made in a red pan in the bedroom; a little table,
covered with a green baize cloth, had been horrowed
from the parlor, to play at cards on; and the class-
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es of the establishment, together with those which
had been borrowed for the occasion from the public-
house, were all drawn up in a tray, which was de-
posited on the landing outside the door.

Notwithstanding the highly satisfactory nature of
all these arrangements, there was a cloud on the
countenance of Mr. Bob Sawyer, as he sat by the fire-
side. There was a sympathizing expression, too, in
the features of Mr. Ben Allen, as he gazed intently
on the coals; and a tone of melancholy in his voice,
as he said, after a long silence :

“Well, it is unlucky she should have taken it in
her head to turn sour, just on this ocecasion. She
might at least have waited till to-moirow.”

“That's her malevolence, that’s her malevolence,”
returned Mr. Bob Sawyer, vehemently. “ She says
that if I can afford to give a party I ought to be
able to pay her confounded ‘liftle bill.’”

“How long has it been running ¥ inquired Mr. Ben
Allen. A bill, by-the-bye, is the most extraordinary
locomotive engine that the genius of man ever pro-
duced. It wonld keep on running during the long-
est, lifetime, without ever once stopping of its own
accord.

“Only a quarter, and a month or so,” replied Mr,
Bob Sawyer.

Ben Allen conghed hopelessly,and directed a search-
ing look between the two top bars of the stove.

*#1t'll be a denced unpleasant thing if she takes it
into her head to let out when those fellows are here,
won'’t it ¥ said Mr. Ben Allen at length.

“Horrible,” replied Bob Sawyer, “ horrible.”

A low tap was heard at the room door. Mr. Bob
Sawyer looked expressively at his friend, and bade
the tapper come in; wherenpon a dirty slipshod girl
in black cotton stockings, who might have passed
for the neglected daughter of a superannuated dust-
man in very reduced” circumstances, thrust in her
head, and said,

* Please, Mister Sawyer, Missis Raddle wants to
speak to you.”

Before Mr. Bob Sawyer conld return any answer,
the girl suddenly disappeared with a jerk, as if
somebody had given her a violent pull behind ; this
mysterious exit was no sooner accomplished, than
there was another tap at the door—a smart pointed
tap, which seemed to say, “Here I am, and in I'm
coming.”

Mr. Bob Sawyer glanced at his friend with a look
of abject apprehension, and once more cried *Come
ill-” ¥

The permission was not at all necessary, for, be-
fore Mr. Bob Sawyer had uttered the words, a little
fierce woman bounced into the room, all in a tremble
with passion, and pale with rage.

“Now, Mr. Sawyer,” said the litfle fierce woman,
trying to appear very calm, “if yowll have the kind-
uess to settle that little bill of mine, I'll thank yon,
hecause I've got my rent to pay this afternoon, and
my landlord’s a~waiting below now.” Here the lit-
tle woman rubbed her hands, and looked steadily
over Mr. Bob Sawyer’s head at the wall behind him.

“I am very sorry to pnt you to any ineconven-
ience, Mrs. Raddle,” said Bob Sawyer, deferentially,
(13 b“t_"?

Oh, it isn’t any inconvenience,” replied the little

woman, with a shrill titter. “I didn’t want it par-
ticular before to-day; leastways, as it has to go
to my landlord directly, it was as well for youn to
keep it as me. You promised me this afternoon, Mr.
Sawyer; and every gentleman as has ever lived here
has kept his word, sir, as of course any body as calls
himself a gentleman does.” Mrs. Raddle tossed her
head, bit her lips, rubbed her hands harder, and look-
ed at the wall more steadily than ever. It wasplain
to see, as Mr. Bob Sawyer remarked in a style of
Eastern allegory on a subsequent occasion, that she
was “ getting the steam up.”

“I am very sorry, Mrs. Raddle,” said Bob Sawyer
with all imaginable humility, “but the fact is, that
I have been disappointed in the City to-day."—Ex-
traordinary place that City. An astonishing num-
ber of men always are getting disappointed there.

“Well, Mr. Sawyer,” said Mrs. Raddle, planting
herself firmly on a purple cauliflower in the Kidder-
minster carpet,  and what's that to me, sir #”

“I—I—have no doubt, Mrs. Raddle,” said Bob
Sawyer, blinking this last question, * that before the
middle of next week we shall be able to set our-
selves quite square, and go on on a better system
afterward.”

This was all Mrs. Raddle wanted. She had bus-
tled up to the apartment of the unlucky Bob Saw-
yer, so bent upon going into a passion, that, in all
probability, payment would have rather disappoint-
ed her than otherwise. She was in excellent order
for a liftle relaxation of the kind: having just ex-
changed a few introductory compliments with Mr.
R. in the front kitchen.

“ Do you suppose, Mr. Sawyer,” said Mrs. Raddle,
elevating her voice for the information of the neigh-
bors, ““do you suppose that Pm agoing day after day
to let a fellar ocenpy my lodgings as never thinks
of paying his rent, nor even the very money laid out
for the fresh butter and lump sugar that’s bought
for his breakfist, and the very milk that’s took in
at the street door? Do you suppose a hard-working
and industrious woman as has lived in this street
for twenty year (ten year over the way, and nine
year and three-quarter in this very house) has noth-
ing else to do but to work herself to death after a
pareel of lazy idle fellars, that are always smoking
and drinkiug, and lounging, when they ought to be
glad to tuin their hands to any thing that would
help ’em to pay their bills? Do you—"

“ My good soul,” interposed Mr. Benjamin Allen,
soothingly.

‘“Have the goodness to keep your observashuns
to yourself; sir, I beg,” said Mrs. Raddle, suddenly
arresting the rapid torrent of her speech, and address-
ing the third party with impressive slowness and so-
lemnity. “I am not aweer, sir, that you have any
right to address your conversation to me. I don’t
think I let these apartments to yon, sir.”

“No, you certainly did not,” said Mr. Benjamin
Allen.

“Very good, sir,” responded Mrs. Raddle,with lofty
politeness. “Then p’raps, sir, you'll confine yourself
to breaking the arms and legs of the poor people in
the hospitals, and keep yourself o yourself, sir, or
there may be some persons here as will make you,
sir.”
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“But you are such an unreasonable woman,” re-
monstrated Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“I beg your parding, young man,” said Mrs. Rad-
dle, in a cold perspiration of anger. “ But will you
have the goodness just to call me that again, sir?”

“1 didn’t make use of the word in any invidious
sense, ma’am,” replied Mr. Benjamin Allen, growing
somewhat uneasy on his own account.

#] beg your parding, young man,” demanded Mrs.
Raddle in a londer and more imperative tone. ¢ But
who do you call a woman? Did you make that re-
mark to me, sir ¥”?

“Why, bless my heart!” said Mr, Benjamin Allen.

“Did yon apply that name to me, I ask of you,
siv?”? interrupted Mrs. Raddle, with intense fierce-
ness, throwing the door wide open.

“Why,of course I did,” replied Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“Yes, of course you did,”said Mrs. Raddle, back-
ing gradually to the door, and raising her voice to
its loudest pitch, for the special behoof of Mr. Rad-
dle in the kitchen. ¢ Yes, of course you did! And
every body knows that they may safely insult me in
my own ouse while my husband sits sleeping down
stairs, and taking no more notice than if I was a dog
in the streets. He ought to be ashamed of himself?”
(here Mrs. Raddle sobbed) “to allow his wife to be
treated in this way by a parcel of young cutters and
carvers of live people’s bodies, that disgraces the
lodgings” (another sob), ¢ and leaving her exposed
to all manner of abuse; a base, faint-hearted, timo-
rous wretch, that's afraid to come up stairs, and face
the ruffinly creatures—that’s afraid—that’s afraid to
ecome!” Mrs. Raddle paused tolisten whether the rep-
etition of the taunt had roused her better half; and,
finding that it had not been successful, proceeded
to descend the stairs with sobs innumerable : when
there came a loud double knock at the street door:
whereupon she burst into an hysterical fit of weep-
ing, accompanied with dismal moans, which was pro-
longed until the knock had been repeated six times,
when, in an uncontrollable burst of mental agony,
she threw down all the umbrellas, and disappeared
into the back parlor, closing the door after her with
an awful erash.

“ Does Mr. Sawyer live here ?” said Mr. Pickwick,
when the door was opened.

“Yes,” said the girl, “first-floor. It’s the door
straight afore you, when you gets to the top of the
stairs.”) Having given this instruction, the hand-
maid, who had been brought up among the aborigi-
nal inhabitants of SBouthwark, disappeared, with the
candle in her hand, down the kitchen stairs : pertect-
ly satisfied that she had done every thing that could
possibly be required of her under the circmmstances.

Mr. Snodgrass, who entered last, secured the street
door, after several ineffectual efforts, by putting up
the chain; and the friends stumbled up stairs, where
they were received by Mr. Bob Sawyer, who had been
afraid to go down, lest he should be waylaid by Mrs.
Raddle.

“How are you?” said the discomfited student.
“Glad to see you—take care of the glasses.” This
caution was addressed to Mr. Pickwick, who had put
his hat in the tray.

““Dear me,” said Mr. Pickwick, “I beg your par-
don.”

“Don’t mention it, don’s mention it,” said Bob
Sawyer. “I'm rather confined for room here, but
you must put up with all that, when you come to see
a young bachelor. Walk in. You’ve seen this gen-
tleman before, I think ¥’ Mr. Pickwick shook hands
with Mr. Benjamin Allen, and his friends followed
his example. They had scarcely taken their seats
when there was another double knock.

‘1 hope that's Jack Hopkins!” said Mr. Bob Saw-
yer. “Hush, Yes,itis. Comeup,Jack; come up.”

A heavy footstep was heard upon the stairs, and
Jack Hopkins presented himself. He wore a black
velvet waistcoat, with thunder-and-lightning but-
tons; and a blue striped shirt, with a white false
collar.

“ You're late, Jack 7 said Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“Been detained at Bartholomew’s,” replied Hop-
kins.

“Any thing new ?”

“ No, nothing partieular. Rather a good accident
brought into the casualty ward.”

“ What was that, sir ¥ inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“ Only aman fallen out of a four-pair-of-stairs win-
dow;—butit's avery fair case—very fair case indeed.”

Do you mean that the patient is in a fair way to
recover ¥ inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“No," replied Hopkins, carelessly. “No, I should
rather say he wouldn’t. There must be a splendid
operation though, to-morrow—magnificent sight, if
Slasher does it.”

““Yon consider Mr. Slasher a good operator?”? said
Mr. Pickwick.

“Best alive,” replied Hopkins. “Took a boy’s leg
out of the socket last week—hboy ate five apples and
a gingerbread cake—exactly two minutes after it
was all over; boy said he wouldn’t lie there to be
made game of, and he’d tell his mother if they didn’t
begin.”

“ Dear me!” said Mr. Pickwick, astonished.

“Pooh! That’s nothing, that ain't,” said Jack
Hopkins. “Is it, Bob?”

“Nothing at all,” replied Mr. Bob Sawyer.

“ By-the-bye, Bob,” said Hopkins, with a scarcely
perceptible glance at Mr. Pickwick’s attentive face,
“we had a curious accident last night. A child was
brought in who had swallowed a necklace.”

“Swallowed what, sir?” interrupted Mr, Pickwick.

“A necklace,” replied Jack Hopkins. “Not all
at once, you know, that would be too much— you
couldn’t swallow that, if the child did—eh, Mr. Pick-
wick, ha! ha!” Mr. Hopkins appeared highly grati-
fied with his own pleasantry; and continued. “No,
the way was this. Child’s parents were poor peo-
ple who lived in a court. Child’s eldest sister bought
a necklace; common necklace, made of large black
wooden beads. Child, being fond of toys, cribbed
the necklace, hid it, played with it, cut the string,
and swallowed a bead. Child thought it capital fun,
went back next day, and swallowed another bead.”

“Bless my heart,” said Mr. Pickwick, ¢ what a
dreadful thing! T beg your pardon, sir. Go on.”

“ Next day, child swallowed two beads; the day
after that, he treated himself to three, and so on, till
in a week’s time he had got through the necklace—
five-and-twenty beads in all. The sister, who was
an industrious girl, and seldom treated herself to a
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bit of finery, cried her eyes out at the loss of the
necklace; looked high and low for it ; but, I needn’t
say, didn't find it. A few days afterward, the fami-
ly were at dinner—baked shoulder of mutton, and
potatoes under it—the child, who wasn't hungry, was
playing about the room, when suddenly there was
heard a devil of a moise, like a small hail -storm.
‘Don’t do that, my boy,’ said the father. ‘I ain’t
a-doin’ nothing,’ said the child. ¢Well, don’t do it
again,’ said the father. There was a short silence,
and then the noise began again, worse than ever.
<If you don’t mind what I say, my boy,’ said the fa-
ther, ¢ you'll find yourself in bed in something less
than a pig’s whisper.’ He gave the child a shake to
make him obedient, and such a rattling ensued as
nobody ever heard before. ‘Why, damme, it’s in the
child ? said the father, ‘he’s got the eroup in the
wrong place! ¢No I haven’t, father,’ said the child,
beginning to ery, ‘it’s the necklace; I swallowed if,
father) — The father caught the child up, and ran
with him to the hospital: the beads in the boy’s
stomach rattling all the way with the jolting; and
the people looking up in the air, and down in the
cellars to see where the unusual sound came from.
He’s in the hospital now,” said Jack Hopkins, “and
he makes such a devil of a noise when he walks about,
that they're obliged to mufile him in a watchman’s
coat, for fear he should wake the patients !”

“That’s the most extraordinary case I ever heard
of,” said Mr. Pickwick, with an emphatic blow on the
table.

(h, that's nothing,” said Jack Hopkins; “is it,
Bob 7

“ (ertainly not,” replied Mr. Bob SBawyer.

“Very singular things ocecur in our profession, I
can assure yon, sir,” said Hopkins.

“ 8o I should be disposed to imagine,” replied Mr.
Pickwick.

Another knock at the door annonnced a large-
headed young man in a black wig, who brought with
him a scorbutic youth in a long stock. The next
comer was a gentleman in a shirt emblazoned with
pink anchors, who was closely followed by a pale
youth with a plated wateh-guard. The arrival of a
prim personage in clean linen and cloth boots ren-
dered the party complete. The little table with the
green baize cover was wheeled out ; the first install-
ment of punch was brought in, in a white jug; and
the succeeding three hours were devoted to vingt-et-
un at sixpence a dozen, which was only once inter-
rupted by a slight dispute between the scorbutic
youth and the gentleman with the pink anchors; in
the eourse of whieh, the scorbutic youth intimated
a burning desire to pull the nose of the gentleman
with the emblems of hope: in reply to which, that
individual expressed his decided unwillingness to
accept of any “sauce” on gratuitous terms, either
from the irascible young gentleman with the scorbu-
tic countenance, or any other person who was orna-
mented with a head.

When the last “natural” had been declared, and
the profit and loss account of fish and sixpences ad-
justed, to the satisfaction of all parties, Mr. Bob Saw-
yer rang for supper, and the visitors squeezed them-
selves into corners while it was getting ready.

It was not so easily got ready as some people may

imagine. TFirst of all, it was necessary to awaken
the girl, who had fallen asleep with her face on the
kitchen-table; this took alittle time, and, even when
she did answer the bell, another quarter of an hour
was consumed in fruitless endeavors to impart to her
a faint and distant glimmering of reason. The man
to whom the order for the oysters had been sent, had
not been told to open them; it is a very difficult
thing to open an oyster with a limp knife or a two-
pronged fork; and very little was done in this way.
Very little of the beef was done either ; and the ham
(which was also from the German sausage-shop round
the corner) was in a similar predicament. However,
there was plenty of porter in a tin can; and the
cheese went a great way, for it was very strong. So
upon the whole, perhaps, the supper was quite as
good as such matters nsually are.

After supper, another jug of punch was put upon
the table, together with a paper of cigars, and a
couple of bottles of spirits. Then, there was an aw-
ful pause; and this awful pause was occasioned by
a very common occurrence in this sort of places, but
a very embarrassing one notwithstanding.

The fact is, the girl was washing the glasses. The
establishment boasted four; we do not record the
circumstance as at all derogatory to Mrs. Raddle, for
there never was a lodging-house yet that was not
short of glasses. The landlady’s glasses were little
thin blown glass tumblers; and those which had been
borrowed from the public-house were great, dropsic-
al, bloated articles, each supported on a huge gouty
leg. This would have been in itself sufficient to
have possessed the company with the real state of
affairs; but the yonng woman of all-work had pre-
vented the possibility of any misconception arising
in the mind of any gentleman upon the subject, by
foreibly dragging -every man’s glass away long be-
fore he had finished his beer, and audibly stating,
despite the winks aund interruptions of Mr. Bob Saw-
yer, that it was to be conveyed down stairs and
washed forthwith.

It is a very ill wind that blows nobody any good.
The prim man in the cloth boots, who had been un-
successfully attempting to make a joke during the
whole time the round game lasted, saw his oppor-
tunity, and availed himself of it. The instant the
glasses disappeared, he commenced a long story about
a great public character, whose name he had forgot-
ten, making a particularly happy reply to another
eminent and illustrious individual whom he had nev-
er been able to identify. He enlarged at some length
and with great minuteness upon divers collateral cir-
cumstances, distantly connected with the aneedote
in hand, but for the life of him he counldn’t reecollect
at that precise moment what the anecdote was, al-
though he had been in the habit of telling the story
with great applause for the last ten years.

% Dear me,” said the prim man in the cloth boots,
“1it is a very extraordinary eircumstance.”

“T am sorry you have forgotten it,” said Mr. Bob
Sawyer, glancing eagerly at the door, as he thought
he heard the noise of glasses jingling ; * very sorry.”

“So am I,” responded the prim man, *“hecause I
know it would have afforded so much amusement.
Never mind; T dare say I shall manage to recollect
it in the course of half an hour or so.”
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The prim man arrived at this point just as the
glasses came back, when Mr. Bob Sawyer, who had
been absorbed in attention during the whole time,
said he should yvery much like to hear the end of it,
for, so far as it went, it was, without exception, the
very best story he had ever heard.

The sight of the tumblers restored Bob Sawyer to
a degree of equanimity which he had not possessed
since his interview with his landlady. His face
brightened up, and he began to feel quite convivial.

“Now, Betsy,” said Mr. Bob S8awyer, with great
suavity, and dispersing, at the same time, the tu-
multuous liftie mob of glasses the girl had collected
in the centre of the table; “now, Betsy, the warm
water: be brisk, there’s a good girl.”

“You can’t have no warm water,” replied Betsy.

“No warm water ! exclaimed Mr. Bob Sawyer.

““No,” said the girl, with a shake of the head which
expressed a more decided negative than the most co-
pious langnage could have conveyed. * Missis Rad-
dle said you warn’s to have none.”

The surprise depicted on the countenances of his
guests imparted new courage to the host.

“Bring up the warm water instantly—instantly !
said Mr. Bob Sawyer, with desperate sternness.

“No. I can’t,” replied the girl; “Missis Raddle
raked out the kitchen fire afore she went to bed, and
locked up the kittle.”

“ Oh, never mind ; never mind. Pray dow’t dis-
turb yourself about such a trifle,” said Mr. Pickwiclk,
observing the conflict of Bob Sawyer's passions, as
depicted in his countenauce, “cold water will do
very well.”

“ Oh, admirably,” said Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“My landlady is subject to some slight attacks of
mental derangement,” remarked Bob Sawyer with a
ghastly smile ; “and I fear I must give her warning.”

*No, don't,” said Ben Allen.

*“I fear I must,” said Bob, with heroic firmness.
“T1l pay her what I owe her, and give her warning
to-morrow morning.” Poor fellow! how devoutly
he wished he conld!

Mr. Bob Sawyer’s heart-sickening attempts to ral-
ly nnder this last blow, communicated a dispiriting
influence to the company, the greater part of whom,
with the view of raising their spirits, attached them-
selves with exfra cordiality to the cold brandy-and-
water, the first pereeptible effects of which were dis-
played in a renewal of hostilities between the scor-
butic youth and the gentleman of the sanguine shirt.
The belligerents vented their feelings of mutnal con-
tempt, for some time, in a variety of frownings and
snortings, until at last the scorbutic youth felt it
necessary to come to. a more explicit understand-
ing on the matter; when the following clear under-
standing took place.

“Sawyer,” said the scorbutic youth, in aloud voice.

“Well, Noddy,” replied Mr. Bob Sawyer.

“1 should be very sorry, Sawyer,” said Mr. Nodd v,
‘“to create any unpleasantness at any friend’s table,
and much less af yours, Sawyer—very; but I must
take this opportunity of informing Mr. Gunter that
Le is no gentleman.”

“And I should be very sorry, Sawyer, to create
any disturbance in the street in which you reside,”
said Mr. Gunter, “but Pm afraid I shall be under

the necessity of alarming the neighbors by throwing
the person who has just speken out o’ window.”

“What do you mean by that, sir ¥ inquired Mr.
Noddy.

“What I say, sir,” replied Mr. Gunter.

1 should like to see yon do it, sir,” said Mr. Noddy.

“You shall feel me do it in half a minute, sir,” re-
plied Mr. Gunter.

“T request that you'll favor me with your ecard,
sir,” said Mr. Noddy.

“T1l do nothing of the kind, sir,” replied Mr. Gunter.

“Why not, sir ¥’ inquired Mr. Noddy.

“Because you'll stick it up over your chimney-
piece, and delude your visitors into the false belief
that a gentleman has been to see you, sir,” replied
Mzr. Gunter.

8ir, a friend of mine shall wait on youn in the
morning,” said Mr. Noddy.

“8ir, 'm very much obliged to you for the cau-
tion, and Pl leave particular directions with the
servant to lock up the spoons,” replied Mr. Gunter.

At this point the remainder of the guests inter-
posed, and remonstrated with both parties on the
impropriety of their conduct; on which Mr. Noddy
begged to state that his father was quite as respect-
able as Mr. Gunter’s father ; to which Mr. Gunter re-
plied that his father was to the full as respectable
as Mr. Noddy’s father, and that his father’s son was
as good a man as Mr. Noddy any day in the week.
Asthis announcement seemed the prelude to a recom-
mencement of the dispute, there was another inter-
ference on the part of the company ; and a vast quan-
tity of talking and clamoring ensued, in the course
of which Mr. Noddy gradually allowed his feelings
to overpower him, and professed that he had ever
entertained a devoted personal attachment toward
Mr. Guuter. To this Mr. Gunter replied that, upon
the whole, he rather preferred Mr. Noddy to his own
brother; on hearing which admission, Mr. Noddy
magnanimously rose from his seat, and proffered his
hand to Mr. Gunter. Mr. Guuter grasped it with af-
fecting fervor; and every body said that the whole
dispute had been conducted in a manner which was
highly honorable to both parties concerned.

“Now,” said Jack Hopkins, “just to set us going
again, Bob, I don’t mind singing a song.” And
Hopkins, incited thereto by tumultuous applause,
plunged himself at once into “The King, God bless
him,” which he sang as loud as he could, to a novel
air, compounded of the *“ Bay of Biscay,” and A Frog
he would.” The chorus was the essence of the song ;
and, as each gentleman sang it to the tune he knew
best, the effect was very striking indeed.

It was at the end of the chorus to the first verse,
that Mr. Pickwick held up his hand in a listening
attitude, and said, as soon as silence was restored :

“Hush! T beg your pardon. I thought I heard
somebody ealling from up stairs.”

A profound silence immediately ensued; and Mr.
Bob Sawyer was observed to turn pale.

“I think I hear it now,” said Mr. Pickwick. “Have
the goodness to open the door.”

The door was no sooner opened than all doubt on
the subject was removed.

“Mr. Sawyer! Mr. S8awyer! screamed a voice
from the two-pair landing.
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STt my landlady,” said Bob Sawyer, looking round
with great dismay. ¢ Yes, Mrs. Raddle.”

“What do you mean by this, Mr. Sawyer ?’ re-
plied the voice, with great shrillness and rapidity
of utterance. “Ain’t it enough to be swindled out
of one’s rent, and money lent out of pocket besides,
and abused and insulted by your friends that dares
to call themselves men: without having the house
turned out of window, and noise enough made to
bring the fire-engines here, at two o'clock in the
morning #—Tnrn them wretches away.”

“You ought to be ashamed of yourselves,” said the
voice of Mr. Raddle, which appeared to proceed from
beneath some distant bed-clothes.

“Ashamed of themselves!” said Mrs. Raddle.  Why
Ll
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“Just as we were getting so comfortable too.” The
prim man was just beginning to have a dawning
recolleetion of the story he had forgotten.

“It's hardly to be borne,” said the prim man, look-
ing round. “Hardly to be borne, is it #”

“Not to be endured,” replied Jack Hopkius; “let’s
have the other verse, Bob. Come, here goes!”

“No, no, Jack, dov’t,” interposed Bob Sawgyer;
“it's a capital song, but I am afraid we had better
not have the other verse. They are very violent
people, the people of the house.”

‘8hall T step up stairs, and pitch into the land-
lord ¥’ inquired Hopkins, “or keep on ringing the
bell, or go and groan on the staircase? You may
command me, Bob.”
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‘*GET ALONG WITH YOU, YOU OLD WERETCH!"

don’t you go down and knock ’em every one down
stairs? Yon would if you was a man.”

“I should if T was a dozen men, my dear,” replied
Mr. Raddle, pacifically, “ but they’ve the advantage
of me in numbers, my dear.”

“Ugh, you coward !” replied Mrs. Raddle, with su-
preme contempt. Do you mean to turn them wreteh-
es out, or not, Mr. Sawyer {”

“They’re going, Mrs. Raddle, they're going,” said
the miserable Bob. “I am afraid you'd better go,”
said Mr. Bob Sawyer to his friends. “I thought you
were making too much noise.”

“I am very much indebted to you for your friend-
ship and good-nature, Hopkins,” said the wretehed

| Mr. Bob Sawyer, “but I think the best plan to

avoid any further dispute is for us to break up at
once,”

“Now, Mr. Sawyer!” screamed the shrill voice of
Mrs. Raddle, “are them brutes going 1

“They’re only looking for their hats, Mrs. Raddle,”
said Bob; “they are going directly.”

“Going!” eaid Mrs. Raddle, thrusting her night-
cap over the banisters just as Mr. Pickwick, follow-
ed by Mr. Tupman, emerged from the sitting-room.

“It’s a very unfortunate thing,” said the prim man, | “Going! what did they ever come for ”




