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ler; “they must be a soft sex—a wery soft sex, in-
deed—if they let themselves be gammoned by such
fellers as him.”

Any further observations from the indignant old
gentleman were eut short by the announcement of
the song, which Mr. Anthony Humm gave out, two
lines at a time, for the information of such of his
hearers as were unacquainted with the legend.
‘While it was being sung, the little man with the
drab shorts disappeared; he returned immediately
on its conelusion, and whispered Mr. Anthony Humm,
with a face of the deepest importance.

“My friends,” said Mr. Homm, holding up his
hand in a deprecatory manner, to bespeak the si-
lence of such of the stout old ladies as were yet a
line or two behind; “my friends, a delegate from
the Dorking branch of our society, Brother Stiggins,
attends below.”

Ont came the pocket-handkerchiefs again, in
greater force than ever; for Mr. Stiggins was ex-
cessively popular among the female constituency of
Brick Lane. .

“He may approach, I think,” said Mr. Humm,
looking round him with a fat smile. “Brother Tad-
ger, let him come forth and greet us.”

The little man in the drab shorts, who answered
to the name of Brother Tadger, bustled down the
ladder with great speed, and was immediately after-
ward heard tumbling up with the reverend Mr. Stig-

ins.
. “He’s a-comin’, Sammy,” whispered Mr. Weller,
purple in the countenance with suppressed laughter.

“Don’t say nothin’ to me,” replied Sam, “for I
ean’t bear it. He's close to the door. I hear him
a-knockin’ his head again the lath and plaster now.”

As Sam Weller spoke, the little door flew open,
and brother Tadger appeared, closely followed by the
reverend Mr. Stiggins, who no sooner entered, than
there was a great clapping of hands, and stamping
of feet, and flonrishing of handkerchiefs; to all of
which manifestations of delight, Brother Stiggins re-
turned no other acknowledgment than staring with
a wild eye, and a fixed smile, at the extreme top of
the wick of the candle on the table: swaying his
body to and fro, meanwhile, in a very unsteady and
uncertain manner.

“ Are you unwell, brother Stiggins 1” whispered Mr.
Anthony Humm.

“Tam all right, sir,” replied Mr. Stiggins, in a tone
in which ferocity was blended with an extreme thick-
ness of utterance ; ¢ I am all right, sir.”

“Oh, very well,” rejoined Mr. Anthony Humm, re-
treating a few paces. 5

T helieve no man here has ventured to say that I
am #not all right, sir #” said Mr. Stiggins.

“0Oh, certainly not,” said Mr. Humm,

“T should advise him not to,sir; I should advise
him not,” said Mr. Stiggins.

By this time the audience were perfectly silent,
and waited with some anxiety for the resnmption of
business.

“Will you address the meeting, brother ¥’ said Mr.
Humm, with a smile of invitation.

“No, sir,” rejoined Mr. Stiggins; “no,sir. I will
not, sir.”

The meeting looked at each other with raised eye-

-

lids; and a murmur of astonishment ran through the
ToOm.

“ It’s my opinion, sir,” said Mr. Stiggins, unbutton-
ing his coat, and speaking very loudly; “it’s my
opinion, sir, that this meeting is drunk, sir. Brother
Tadger, sir!” said Mr. Stiggins, suddenly inereasing
in ferocity, and turning sharp round on the little
man in the drab shorts, “you are drunk, sir!”? With
this, Mr. Stiggins, entertaining a praiseworthy: desire
to promote the sobriety of the meeting, and to ex-
clude therefrom all improper characters, hit brother
Tadger on the snmmit of the nose with such uner-
ring aim, that the drab shorts disappeared like a
flash of lightning. Brother Tadger had been knock-
ed, head first, down the ladder.

Upon this, the women set up a loud and dismal
secreaming ; and rushing in small parties before their
favorite brothers, flung their arms around them to
preserve them fromdanger. An instance of affection
which had nearly proved fatal to Humm, who, be-
ing extremely popular, was all but suffocated by the
crowd of female devotees that hung about his neck,
and heaped caresses upon him. The greater part of
the lights were quickly put out, and nothing but
noise and confusion resounded on all sides.

“Now, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller, taking off his
great-coat with mueh deliberation, ““just you step
out, and feteh in a watchman.”

“ And wot are you agoin’to do the while ¥ inguired
Sam.

‘ Never you mind me, Sammy,” replied the old gen-
tleman; ¢ I shall ockipy myself in havin’a small set-
tlement with that ’ere Stiggins.” Before Sam could
interfere to prevent it, his heroic parent had pene-
trated into a remote corner of the room,and attacked
the reverend Mr. Stiggins with manual dexterity.

“ Come oft!” said Sam,

“ Come on!” eried Mr. Weller ; and without further
invitation he gave the reverend Mr. Stiggins a prelim-
inary tapon the head,and began daneing round him in
abuoyantand cork-like manner, whichin a gentleman
at his time of life was a perfect marvel to behold.

Finding all remonstrance unavailing, Sam pulled
his hat firmly on, threw his father’s coat over his
arm, and taking the old man round the waist, forei-
bly dragged him down the ladder, and into the street;
never releasing his hold, or permitting him to stop,
until they reached the corner. As they gained it,
they could hear the shouts of the populace, who were
witnessing the removal of the reverend Mr. Stiggins
to strong lodgings for the night, and could hear the
noise occasioned by the dispersion in various direc-
tions of the members of the Brick Lane Branch of
the United Grand Junction Ebenezer Temperance
Association.

—_—

CHAPTER XXXIV.

IS WHOLLY DEVOTED TO A FULL AND FAITHFUL
REPORT OF THE MEMORABLE TRIAL OF BARDELL
AGAINST PICKWICK.

«YF WONDER what the foreman of the jury, who-

I ever he'll be, has got for breakfast,” said Mr.
Snodgrass, by way of keeping up a conversation on
the eventful morning of the fourteenth of February.
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“ Ah ¥ said Perker, “ 1 hope he’s got a good one.”

“ Why so 7 inquired Mr. Pickwick.

 Highly important ; very important, my dear sir,”
replied Perker. A good, contented, well-breakfast-
ed juryman, is a capital thing to get hold of. Dis-
contented or humgry jurymen, my dear sir, always
find for the plaintiff.”

¢ Bless my heart,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking very
blank ; “ what do they do that for ?”

“Why, I don’t know,” replied the little man, cool-
ly ; “saves time, I suppose. If it’s near dinner-time,
the foreman takes out his watch when the jury has
retired, and says, ¢ Dear me, gentlemen, ten minutes
to five, I declare! Idine atfive, gentlemen. ‘8o do
1, says every body else, except two men who onght
to have dined at three, and seem more than half
disposed to stand out in consequence. The foreman
smiles, and puts up his watch:—* Well, gentlemen,
what do we say, plaintiff or defendant, gentlemen ?
I rather think, so far as I am concerned, gentlemen,
—1I say, I rather think—but don’t let that influence
you—1I rather think the plaintiff’s the man.’ Upon
this, two or three other men are sure to say that
they think so too—as of course they do; and then
they geb on.very unanimously and eomfortably.
Ten minutes past nine !” said the little man, look-
ing at his watch. ¢ Time we were off, my dear sir;
breach-of-promise trial—ecourt is generally full in
suech cases. You had better ring for a coach, my
dear sir, or we shall be rather late.”

Mr. Pickwick immediately rang the bell; and a
coach having been procured, the four Pickwickians
and Mr. Perker ensconced themselves therein, and
drove to Guildhall ; Sam Weller, Mr. Lowten, and the
blue bag following in a cab.

“TLowten,” said Perker, when they reached the
outer hall of the eourt, “ put Mr. Pickwick’s friends
in the students’ box ; Mr. Pickwick himself had bet-
ter sit by me. This way, my dear sir, this way.”
Taking Mr. Pickwick by the coat-sleeve, the little
man led him to the low seat just beneath the desks
of the King’s Connsel, which is constructed for the
convenience of attorneys, who from that spot ean
whisper into the ear of the leading counsel in the
case any instrnetions that may be necessary during
the progress of the trial. The occupants of this seat
are invisible to the great body of spectators,inasmuch
as they sit on a much lower level than either the
barristers or the audience, whose seats are raised
above the floor. Of course they have their backs to
both, and their faces toward the judge.

“That’s the witness-box, I suppose?’ said Mr.
Pickwick, pointing to a kind of pulpit, with a brass
rail, on his left hand.

“That’s the witness-box, my dear sir,” replied
Perker, disinterring a quantity of papers from the
})lne bag, which Lowten had just deposited at his

eet.

*And that,” said Mr. Pickwick, pointing to a cou-
ple of inclosed seats on his right, ¢ that’s where the
Jjurymen sit, is it not ?”

“The identical place, my dear sir,” replied Perker,
tapping the lid of his snuff-box.

Mr. Pickwick stood np in a state of great agita-
tion, and took a glance at the court. There were
already a pretty large sprinkling of spectators in

the gallery, and a numerous muster of gentlemen in
wigs, in the barristers’ seats; who presented, as a
body, all that pleasing and extensive variety of nose
and whisker for which the bar of England is so just-
ly celebrated. Such of the gentlemen as had a brief
to carry, carried it inas conspicuons a manner as pos-
sible, and oceasionally seratched their noses there-
with, to impress the fact more strongly on the ob-
servation of the spectators. Other gentlemen, who
had no briefs to show, earried under their arms
goodly octavos, with a red label behind, and that
under-done-pie-crust-colored cover, which is techni-
cally known as “law calf.” Others, who had nei-
ther briefs nor books, thrust their hands into their
pockets, and looked as wise as they conveniently
could; others, again, moved here and there with
great restlessness and earnestness of manner, con-
tent to awaken thereby the admiration and aston-
ishment of the uninitiated strangers. The whole, to
the great wonderment of Mr. Pickwick, were divided
into little groups, who were chatting and discussing
the news of the day in the most unfeeling manner
possible—just as if no trial at all were coming on.

A bow from Mr. Phunky, as he entered, and took
his seat behind the row appropriated to the King’s
Counsel, attracted Mr. Pickwick’s attention; and he
had searcely returned it, when Mr. Sergeant Snub-
bin appeared, followed by Mr. Mallard, who half hid
the Sergeant behind a large crimson bag, which he
placed on his table, and, after shaking hands with
Perker, withdrew. Then there entered two or three
more Sergeants; and among them, one with a fat
body and a red face, who nodded in a friendly man-
ner to Mr. Sergeant Snubbin, and said it was a fine
morning.

“Who’s that red-faced man, who said it was a fine
morning, and nodded to our counsel ¢ whispered Mr.
Pickwick.

¢ Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz,” replied Perker. ‘ He's op-
posed to us; he leads on the other side. That gen-
tleman behind him is Mr. Skimpin, his junior.”

Mr. Pickwick was on the point of inguiring, with
great abhorrence of the man’s cold-blooded villainy,
how Mr. Sergeant Bnzfuz, who was counsel for the
opposite party, dared to presume to tell Mr. Sergeant
Snubbin, who was counsel for him, that it was a fine
morning, when he was interrnpted by a general ris-
ing of the barristers, and a loud ery of *Silence!”
from the officers of the court. Looking round, he
found that this was caused by the entrance of the
Jjudge.

Mr. Justice Stareleigh (who sat in the absence of
the Chief-Justice, oceasioned by indispoesition) was
a most particularly short man, and so fat, that he
seemed all face and waistcoat. He rolled in, upon
two little tnrned legs, and having bobbed gravely
to the bar, who bobbed gravely to him, put his little
legs nnderneath his table, and his little three-cor-
nered hat upon it; and when Mr. Justice Stareleizh
had done this, all you could see of him was two
queer little eyes, one broad pink face, and some-
where about half of a big and very comical-looking
wig.

The judge had no sooner taken his seat, than the
officer on the floor of the court called out * Silence !
in a commanding tone, upon which another officer
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in the gallery eried “ Silence!” in an angry manner,
whereupon three or four more ushers shouted “ Si-
lence ! in a voice of indignant remonstrance. This
being done, a gentleman in black, who sat below the
Jjudge, proceeded to call over the names of the jury;
and after a great deal of bawling, it was discovered
that only ten special jurymen were present. Upon
this, Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz prayed a fales ; the gentle-
man in black then proceeded to press into the special
Jjury two of the common jurymen; and a green-gro-
cer and a chemist were caught divectly.

“Answer to your names, gentlemen, that you may
be sworn,” said the gentleman in black. ¢ Richard
Upwitch.”

“Tere,” said the green-grocer,

“Thomas Groffin.”

“ Here,” said the chemist.

“Take the book, gentlemen. You shall well and
truly try—"

‘I beg this court’s pardon,” said the chemist, who
was a tall, thin, yellow-visaged man, “but I hope
this court will excuse my attendance.”

“On what grounds, sir?”’ said Mr. Justice Stare-
leigh.

“T have no assistant, my Lord,” said the chemist.

“T can’t help that, sir,” replied Mr. Justice Stare-
leigh. ‘You should hire one.”

“T can’t afford it, my Lord,” rejoined the chemist.

“Then you ought to be able to afford it, sir,” said
the judge, reddening; for Mr. Justice Stareleigh's
temper bordered on the irritable, and brooked mot
contradiction.

“T know I ought to do,if I got on as well as I de-
served, but I don’t, my Lord,” answered the chemist.
“Bwear the gentleman,” said the judge, perempto-
rily.

The officer had got no further than the * You shall
well and truly try,” when he was again interrupted
by the chemist.

“I am to be sworn, my Lord, am I?’ said the
chemist.

“ Certainly, sir,” replied the testy little judge.

“Very well, my Lord,” replied the chemist, in a
resigned manner. “Then there'll be murder before
this trial’s over; that'’s all. Swear me, if you please,
sir;” and sworn the chemist was, hefore the judge
could find words to utter.

“I merely wanted to observe, my Lord,” said the
chemist, taking his seat with great deliberation,
“that I've left nobody but an errand-boy in my
shop. He is a very nice boy, my Lord, but he is not
acquainted with drugs; and I know that the pre-
vailing impression on his mind is, that Epsom salts
means oxalic acid; and sirup of senna, laudanum.
That’s all, my Lord.” With this, the tall chemist
composed himself into a comfortable attitude, and,
assuming a pleasant expression of ecountenance, ap-
peared to have prepared himself for the worst.

Mr. Pickwick was regarding the chemist with
feelings of the deepest horror, when a slight sensa-
tion was perceptible in the body of the court; and
immediately afterward Mrs. Bardell, supported by
Mrs. Cluppins, was led in, and placed, in a drooping
state, at the other end of the seat on which Mr.
Pickwick sat. An extra-sized umbrella was then
handed in by Mr. Dodson, and a pair of pattens by

Mr. Foge, each of whom had prepared a most sympa-
thizing and melancholy face for the occasion, Mrs.
Sanders then appeared, leading in Master Bardell.
At sight of her child, Mrs. Bardell started; sudden-
ly recollecting herself, she kissed him in a frantic
manner; then relapsing into a state of hysterical
imbecility, the good lady requested to be informed
where she was. In reply to this, Mrs. Cluppins and
Mrs. Sanders fturned their heads away and wept,
while Messrs. Dodson and Fogg entreated the plaint-
iff to compose herself. Sergeant Buzfuz rubbed his
eyes very hard with a large white handkerchief, and
gave an appealing look toward the jury, while the
Jjudge was visibly affected, and several of the be-
holders tried to cough down their emotions.

“Very good notion that, indeed,” whispered Per-
Ieer to Mr. Pickwick. “Capital fellows those Dodson
and Fogg; excellent ideas of effect, my dear sir, ex-
cellent.”

As Perker spoke, Mrs. Bardell began to recover by
slow degrees, while Mrs. Cluppins, after a careful
survey of Master Bardell's buttons and the button-
holes to which they severally belonged, placed him
on the floor of the court in front of his mother—a
commanding position in which he could not fail to
awaken the full commiseration and sympathy of
both judge and jury. This was not done withont
counsiderable opposition, and many tears, on the pars
of the young gentleman himself, who had certain
inward misgivings that the placing him within the
full glare of the judge's eye was only a formal pre-
Iude to his being immediately ordered away for in-
stant execution, or for transportation beyond the
seas, during the whole term of his natural life, at
the very least.

“ Bardell and Pickwick,” cried the gentleman in
black, calling on the case, which stood first on the
list.

“I am for the plaintiff, my Lord,” said Mr. Ser-
geant Buzfuz.

“Who is with you, brother Buzfuz?’ said the
judge. Mr. Skimpin bowed, to intimate that he
was.

“I appear for the defendant, my Lord,” said Mr.
Sergeant Snubbin.

“Any body with you, brother Snubbin #” inquired
the eourt.

¢ Mr. Phunky, my Lord,” replied Sergeant Snub-
bin.

“Bergeant Bnzfuz and Mr. Skimpin for the plaint-
iff,” said the judge, writing down the names in his
note-book, and reading as he wrote; ‘““for the de-
fendant, Sergeant Snubbin and Mr. Monkey.”

‘ Beg your Lordship’s pardon—Phunky.”

“0h, very good,” said the judge; “I never had
the pleasure of hearing the gentleman’s name be-
fore.” Here Mr. Phunky bowed and smiled, and the
jndge bowed and smiled too, and then Mr, Phunky,
blushing into the very whites of his eyes, tried to
look as if he didu’t know that every body was gaz-
ing at him: a thing which no man ever succeeded
in doing yet, or, in all reasonable probability, ever
will.

“(Go on;” said the judge.

The nushers again called silence, and Mr. 8kimpin
proceeded to ““ open the case;” and the case appear-
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ed to have very little inside it when he had opened
it, for he kept snch particulars as he knew complete-
ly to himself, and sat down, after a lapse of three
minutes, leaving the jury in precisely the same ad-
vanced stage of wisdom as they were in before.

Sergeant Buzfuz then rose with all the majesty
and dignity which the grave nature of the proceed-
ings demanded, and having whispered to Dodson,
and conferred briefly with Fogg, pulled his gown
over his shoulders, settled his wig, and addressed
the jury.

Sergeant Buzfuz began by saying, that never, in
the whole course of his professional experience—
never, from the very first moment of his applying
himself to the study and practice of the law—had
he approached a case with feelings of such deep emo-
tion, or with such a heavy sense of the responsibility
imposed upon him—a responsibility, he would say,
which he could never have supported, were he not
buoyed up and sustained by a conviction so strong,
that it amounted to positive certainty that the canse
of truth and justice, or, in other words, the cause of
his much-injured and most oppressed client, must
prevail with the high-minded and intelligent dozen
of men whom he now saw in that box before him.

Counsel usnally begin in this way, because it puts
the jury on the very best terms with themselves,
and makes them think what sharp fellows they must
be. A visible effect was produced immediately ; sev-
eral jurymen beginning to take voluminous notes
with the ntmost eagerness.

“You have heard from my learned friend, gentle-
men,” continued Sergeant Buzfuz, well knowing that,
from the learned fiiend alluded to, the gentlemen of
the jury bhad heard just nothing at all—*“yon have
heard from my learned friend, gentlemen, that this
is an action for a breach of promise of marriage, in
which the damages are laid at £1500. But you have
not heard from my learned friend, inasmuch as it did
not come within my learned friend’s province to tell
you, what are the facts and circnmstances of the
case. Those facts and cirenmstances, gentlemen, you
shall hear detailed by me, and proved by the unim-
peachable female whom I will place in that box be-
fore you.”

Here Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz, with a tremendous em-
phasis on the word “box,” smote his table with a
mighty sound, and glanced at Dodson and Fogg, who
nodded admiration of the sergeant, and indignant
defiance of the defendant.

“The plaintiff, gentlemen,” continued Sergeant
Buzfuz, in a soft and melancholy voice, “ the plaint-
iff is a widow ; yes, gentlemen, a widow. The late
Mr. Bardell, after enjoying for many years the esteem
and confidence ofthis sovereign, as one of the gunard-
ians of his royal revenues, glided almost impercep-
tibly from the world, to seek elsewhere for that re-
pose and peace which a custom-house can never af-
ford.”

At this pathetic description of the decease of Mr.
Bardell, who had been knocked on the head with a
quart-pot in a publie-house cellar, the learned ser-
geant’s voice faltered, and he proceeded with emo-
tion:

‘‘ Some time before his death, he had stamped his
likeness npon a little boy. With this little boy, the

only pledge of her departed exciseman, Mrs. Bardell
shrunk from the world, and courted the retirement
and tranquillity of Goswell Street; and here she
placed in her front parlor-window a written placard,
bearing this inscription—‘ Aparfments furnished for
a single gentleman. Inquire within” Here Ser-
geant Buzfuz paused, while several gentlemen of the
jury took a note of the document.

“There is no date to that, is there, sir?” inquired
a juror.

“There is no date, gentlemen,” replied Sergeant
Buzfuz; “but I am instructed to say that it was
put in the plaintiff’s parlor-window just this time
three years. I entreat the attention of the jury to
the wording of this document. ‘Apartments fur-
nished for a single gentleman? Mrs, Bardell’s opin-
ions of the opposite sex, gentlemen, were derived
from a long contemplation of the inestimable quali-
ties of her lost husband. She had no fear, she had
no distrust, she had no suspicion ; all was confidence
and reliance. ‘Mr. Bardell, said the widow; ‘Mr.
Bardell was a man of honor, Mr. Bardell was a man
of his word, Mr. Bardell was no deceiver, Mr. Bardell
was once a single gentleman himself; teo single gen-
tlemen I look for protection, for assistance, for com-
fort, and for consolation ; in single gentlemen I shall
perpetually see something to remind me of what Mr.
Bardell was, when he first won my young and un-
tried affections; to a single gentleman, then, shall
my lodgings be let” Actuated by this beautiful and
touching impulse (among the best impulses of our
imperfect nature, gentlemen), the lonely and deso-
late widow dried her tears, furnished her first-floor,
eaught the innocent boy to her maternal bosom, and
put the bill up in her parlor-window. Did it re-
main there long? No. The serpent was on the
watch, the train was laid, the mine was preparing,
the sapper and miner was at work. Before the bill
had been in the parlor-window three days—three
days—gentlemen—a Being, erect upon two legs, and
bearing all the outward semblance of a man, and
not of a monster, knocked at the door of Mrs. Bar-
dell’s house. He inqnired within ; he took the lodg-
ings; and on the very next day he entered into pos-
session of them. This man was Pickwick—Pick-
wick, the defendant.”

Sergeant Buzfuz, who had proceeded with such
volubility that Lis face was perfectly crimson, here
pansed for breath. The silence awoke Mr. Justice
Stareleigh, who immediately wrote down something
with a pen without any ink in it, and looked unus-
ually profound, to impress the jury with the belief
that he always thonght most deeply with his eyes
shut. Sergeant Buzfuz proceeded.

% Of this man Pickwick I will say little; the sub-
ject presents but few attraetions; and I, gentlemen,
am not the man, nor are you, gentiemen, the men, to
delight in the econtemplation of revolting heartless-
ness, and of systematie villainy.”

Here Mr. Pickwick, who had been writhing in si-
lence for some time, gave a violent start, as if some
vague idea of assanlting Sergeant Bnzfuz, in the au-
gust presence of justice and law, suggested itself to
his mind. An admonitory gesture from Perker re-
strained him, and he listened to the learned gentle-

man’s continuation with alook of indignation, which
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contrasted foreibly with the admiring faces of Mrs.
Clupping and Mrs. Sanders.

‘1 say systematic villainy, gentlemen,” said Ser-
geant Buzfuz, looking through Mr. Pickwick, and
talking at him; “and when I say systematic vil-
lainy, let me tell the defendant Pickwick, if he be
in conrt, as I am informed he is, that it would have
been more decent in him, more becoming, in better
judgment, and in better taste, if he had stopped
away. Let me tell him, gentlemen, that any ges-
tures of dissent or disapprobation in which he may
indulge in this court will not go down with you;
that you will know how to value and how to appre-
ciate them; and let me tell him further, as my lord
will tell you, gentlemen, that a counsel, in the dis-
charge of his dufy to his client, is neither to be in-
timidated nor bullied, nor put down; and that any
attempt to do either the one or the other, or the first,
or the last, will recoil on the head of the attempter,
be he plaintiff or be he defendant, be his name Pick-
wiek, or Noakes, or Stoakes, or Stiles, or Brown, or
Thompson.”

This little divergence from the subjeet in hand,
had of course the intended effect of turning all eyes
to Mr. Pickwick. Sergeant Buzfuz, having partial-
1y recovered from the state of moral elevation into
which he had lashed himself, resumed :

“T shall show you, gentlemen, that for two years
Pickwick continued to reside constantly, and with-
ont interruption or intermission, at Mrs. Bardell's
house. I shall show you that Mrs. Bardell, during
the whole of that time, waited on him, attended to
his eomforts, cooked his meals, looked out his linen
for the washer-woman when it went abroad, darned,
aired, and prepared it for wear when it came home,
and, in short, enjoyed his fullest trust and confi-
dence. I shall show youn that, on many occasions,
he gave half-pence, and on some occasions even six-
pences, to her little boy; and I shall prove to yon,
by a witness whose testimony it will be impossible
for my learned friend to weaken or controvert, that
on one oceasion he patred the boy on the head, and
after inqniring whether he had won any alley fors or
commoneys lately (both of which I understand to be
a particular species of marbles much prized by the
youth of this town), made use of this remarkable ex-
pression : ‘How should you like to have another fa-
ther? I shall prove to you, gentlemen, that about
a year ago Pickwick suddenly began to absent him-
gelf from home, during long intervals, as if with the
intention of gradually breaking off from my client;
but I shall show you also, that his resolution was
not at that time sufficiently strong, or that his bet-
ter feelings conquered, if better feelings he has, or
that thie charms and accomplishments of my client
prevailed against his unmanly intenfions; by prov-
ing to you, that on one oceasion, when he returned
from the country, he disfinctly and in terms offered
her marriage: previously, however, taking special
care that there should be no witness to their solemn
contract; and I am in a situation to prove to you,
on the testimony of three of his own friends—most
unwilling witnesses, gentlemen —most unwilling
witnesses—that on that morning he was discovered
by them holding the plaintiff in his arms, and sooth-
ing her acitation by his caresses and endearments.”

A visible impression was produced upon the au-
ditors by this part of the learned sergeant’s address,
Drawing forth two very small scraps of paper, he
proceeded :

“And now, gentlemen, hut one word more. Two
letters have passed between these parties, letters
which are admitted to be in the handwriting of the
defendant, and which speak volumes indeed. These
letters, too, bespeak the character of the man. They
are not open, fervent, eloquent epistles, breathing
nothing but the langnage of affectionate attach-
ment; they are covert, sly, underhanded eommuni-
cations, but, fortunately, far more conclusive than
if couched in the most glowing language and the
most poetic imagery—Iletters that must be viewed
with a cautious and suspicious eye —letters that
were evidently intended at the time by Pickwick
to misiead and delude any third parties into whose
hands they might fall. Let me read the first:—
‘ Garraway’s, twelve o'clock. Dear Mrs. B.—Chops
and Tomato sauce. Yours, PIckwick.” Gentlemen,
what does this mean? Chops and Tomato sauce.
Yours, Pickwick! Chops! Gracious heavens! and
Tomato sance! Gentlemen, is the happiness of a
sensitive and confiding female to be trifled away, by
such shallow artifices as these? The next has no
date whatever, which is in itself suspicious. ‘Dear
Mrs. B., I shall not be at home till to-morrow. Slow
coach’ And then follows this very remarkable ex-
pression. ‘Don’t trouble yourself about the warm-
ing-pan’ The warming-pan! Why, gentlemen, who
does trouble himself abont a warming-pan? When
was the peace of mind of man or woman broken or
disturbed by a warming-pan, which is in itself a
harmless, a useful, and I will add, gentlemen, a com-
forting artiele of domestic furniture? Why is Mrs.
Bardell so earnestly entreated not to agitate herself
about this warming-pan, unless (as is no doubt the
case) it is a mere cover for hidden fire—a mere sub-
stitute for some endearing word or promise, agree-
ably to a preconcerted system of correspondence, art-
fully contrived by Pickwick with a view to his con-
templated desertion, and which I am not in a condi-
tion to explain? And what does this allusion to the
slow coach mean? For aught I know, it may be a
reference to Pickwick himself, who has most unques-
tionably been a criminally slow coach during the
whole of this transaction, but whose speed will now
be very unexpectedly accelerated, and whose wheels,
gentlemen, as he will find to his cost, will very soon
be greased by you!”

Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz paused in this place, to see
whether the jury smiled at his joke; but as nobody
took it but the green-grocer, whose sensitiveness on
the subjeet was very probably occasioned by his hav-
ing subjected a chaise-cart to the process in question
on that identieal morning, the learned sergeant con-
sidered it advisable to undergo a slight relapse into
the dismals before he concluded.

‘“But enough of this, gentlemen,” said Mr. Ser-
geant Buzfuz; it is difficult to smile with an ach-
ing heart; it is ill jesting when our deepest sympa-
thies are awakened. My client’s hopes and prospects
are ruined, and it is no figure of speech to say that
her occupation is gone indeed. The bill is down—
but there is no tenant. Kligible single gentlemen

MRS. CLUPPINS IN THE BOX. 203

pass and repass—but there is no invitation for them
to inquire within or without. All is gloom and si-
lence in the house; even the voice of the child is
hushed ; his infant sports are disregarded when his
mother weeps; his ¢ alley tors’ and his ¢ commoneys’
are alike neglected; he forgets the long familiar cry
of ‘knuckle down,/ and at tip-cheese, or odd and
even, his hand is out. But Pickwick, genflemen;
Pickwick, the ruthless destroyer of this domestic
oasis in the desert of Goswell Street—Pickwick, who
has choked up the well, and thrown ashes on the
sward —Pickwick, who comes before you to-day
with his heartless Tomato sauce and warming-pans
— Pickwick still rears his head with unblushing ef-
frontery, and gazes without a sigh on the ruin he
has made. Damages, gentlemen—heavy damages—
is the only punishment with which you can visit
him; the only recompense you can award to my
client. And for those damages she now appeals to
an enlightened, a high-minded, a right-feeling, a
conscientious, a dispassionate, a sympathizing, a con-
templative jury of her civilized countrymen.” With
this beautiful peroration, Mr. Sergeant Buzfuz sab
down, and Mr. Justice Stareleigh woke up.

“ (all Elizabeth, Cluppins,” said Sergeant Buzfuz,
rising a minute afterward, with renewed vigor.

The nearest usher called for Elizabeth Tuppins;
another one, at a little distance off, demanded Eliz-
abeth Jupkins; and a third rushed in a breathless
state into King Street, and screamed for Elizabeth
Muffins till he was hoarse.

Meanwhile Mrs. Cluppins, with the combined as-
sistance of Mrs. Bardell, Mrs. Sanders, Mr. Dodson,
and Mr. Fogg, was hoisted into the witness-box;
and when she was safely perched on the top step,
Mrs. Bardell stood on the bottom one, with the pock-
et-handkerchief and pattens in one hand, and a glass
bottle that might hold about a qnarter of a pint of
smelling-salts in the other, ready for any emergency.
Mrs. Sanders, whose eyes were intently fixed on the
judge’s face, planted herself close by, with the large
umbrella: keeping her right thumb pressed on the
spring with an earnest countenance, as if she were
tully prepared to put it up at a moment’s notice.

% Mrs, Cluppins,” said Sergeant Buzfuz, ‘* pray com-
pose yourself, ma’am.” Of course, directly Mrs. Clup-
pins was desired to compose herself she sobbed with
increased vehemence, and gave divers alarming man-
ifestations of an approaching fainting-fit, or, as she af-
terward said, of her feelings being too many for her.

*Do you recollect, Mrs. Cluppins ¥’ said Sergeant
Buzfuz, after a few unimportant questions, “do you
recollect being in Mrs. Bardell’s back one pair of
stairs, on one particular morning in July last, when
she was dusting Pickwiek’s apartment #”

““Yes, my Lord and Jury, I do,” replied Mrs. Clup-
pins.

“ Mr. Pickwick’s sitting-room was the first-floor
front, I believe 7

“Yes, it were, sir,” replied Mrs, Cluppins.

“What were you doing in the back-room, ma’am ”
inquired the little judge.

“My Lord and Jury,” said Mrs. Cluppins, with in-
teresting agitation, “I will not deceive you.”

““You had better not, ma’am,” said the little judge.

“I was there,” resumed Mrs. Cluppins, “ unbe-

known to Mrs. Bardell ; I had been out with a little
basket, gentlemen, to buy three pound of red kidney
purtaties, which was three pound tuppense ha’pen-
1y, when I see Mrs, Bardell’s street door on the jar.”

“On the what ?” exclaimed the little judge.

“Partly open, my Lord,” said Sergeant Snubbin.

“She said on the jar,” said the little judge, with a
cunning look.

“It’s all the same, my Lord,” said Sergeant Snub-
bin. The little judge looked doubtful, and said he’d
make a note of it. Mrs. Cluppins then resumed.

“I walked in, gentlemen, just to say good-morn-
in’, and went, in & permiscuous manner, up stairs,
and into the back-room. Gentlemen, there was the
sound of voices in the front room, and—”

“And you listened, I believe, Mrs.Cluppins ¥ said
Sergeant Buzfuz.

¢ Beggin’ your pardon, sir,” replied Mrs. Cluppins,
in a majestic manner, “I would scorn the haction.
The voices was very loud, sir, and forced themselves
upon my ear.”

¢ Well, Mrs. Cluppins, you were not listening, but
you heard the voices. Was one of those voices
Pickwick’s "

“Yes, it were, sir.”

And Mrs. Cluppins, after distinetly stating that
Mr. Pickwick addressed himself to Mrs. Bardell, re-
peated by slow degrees, and by dint of many ques-
tions, the conversation with which our readers are
already acquainted. ;

The jury looked suspicious, and Mr. Sergeant Buz-
fuz smiled and sat down. They looked positively
awful when Sergeant Snubbin intimated that he
should not cross-examine the witness, for Mr. Pick-
wick wished it to be distinetly stated that it was
due to her tosay that her account was in substance
correct.

Mrs. Cluppins having once broken the ice, thonght
it a favorable opportunity for entering into a short
dissertation on her own domestic affairs; so she
straightway proceeded to inform the court that she
was the mother of eight children at that present
speaking, and that she entertained confident expee-
tations of presenting Mr. Cluppins with a ninth,
somewhere about that day six months. At this in-
teresting point, the little judge interposed most iras-
cibly; and the effect of the interposition was, that
both the worthy lady and Mrs. Sanders were polite-
1y taken out of court, under the escort of Mr. Jack-
son, without further parley.

“ Nathaniel Winkle!” said Mr. Skimpin.

“Here!” replied a feeble voice. Mr. Winkle en-
tered the witness-box, and having been duly sworn,
bowed to the judge with considerable deference.

¢ Don’t look at me, sir,” said the judge, sharply, in
acknowledgment of the salute; “look at the jury.”

Mr. Winkle obeyed the mandatve, and looked at
the place where he thought it most probable the
jury might be; for seeing any thing in his then
state of intellectual complication was wholly out of
the question.

Mr. Winkle was then examined by Mr. Skimpin,
who, being a promising young man of two or three
and forty, was of course anxious to confuse a wit-
ness who was notoriously predisposed in favor of
the other side, as much as he could.




