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“1 wish he'd give ‘em a squeeze and wake ‘em,”
observed the long one.

“Knock again, will you, if you please,” eried Mrs.
Dowler from the chair. “Knock two or three times,
if you please.” .

The short man was quite willing to get the job
over as soon as possible; so he stood on the step,
and gave four or five most startling double-knocks,
of eight or ten knocks apiece: while the long man
went into the road, and looked up at the windows
for a light.

Nobody came. It was all as silent and dark as
ever.

and kept on perpetually knocking double-knocks of
two lond knocks each, like an insane postman,

At length Mr. Winkle began to dream that he was
at a club, and that the members being very refrac-
tory, the chairman was obliged to hammer the table
a good deal to preserve order; then he had a con-
fused notion of an auction-room where there were
no bidders, and the auctioneer was buying every
thing in; and ultimately he began to think it just
within the bounds of possibility that somebody
might be knocking at the street door. To make
quite certain, however, he remained quniet in bed for
ten minutes or so, and listened ; and when he had
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PACOKED UF A FEW NECESSARIES READY FOR FLIGHT.

“Dear me!” said Mrs. Dowler. “ You must knock [
again, if you please.”

“There ain’t a bell, is there, ma’am ?” said the
short chairman.

“Yes, there is,” interposed the link-boy, “I've
been a-ringing at it ever so long.”

“Tt's only a handle,” said Mrs. Dowler; “the wire's
broken.”

“I wish the servants’ heads wos,” growled the
long man.

“T must trouble you to knock again, if you please,”
said Mrs. Dowler, with the utmost politeness.

The short man did knock again several times,
without producing the smallest effect. The tall
man, growing very impatient, then relieved him,

counted two or three and thirty knocks, he felt quite
satisfied, and gave himself a great deal of credit for
being so wakeful.

“ Rap rap—rap rap—rap rap—ra, ra, Ia, Ia, Ia,
rap !” went the knoelker.

Mr. Winkle jumped out of bed, wondering very
much what could possibly be the matter, and hastily
putting on his stockings and slippers, folded his
dressing-gown round him, lighted a flat candle from
the rush-light that was burning in the fire-place,
and hurried down stairs.

¢ Here's somebody comin’ at last, ma’am,” said the
short chairman.

“T wish I wos behind him vith a brad-awl,” mut-
tered the long one.

.
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¢« Who's there?” cried Mr. Winkle, undoing the
chain.

“Ton’t stop to ask questions, cast-iron head,” re-
plied the long man, with great disgust, taking it for
granted that the inquirer was a footman ; ““but open
the door.”

“ (Jome, look sharp, timber eyelids,” added the oth-
er, encouragingly.

My. Winkle, being half asleep, obeyed the com-

mand mechanically, opened the door a little, and |

peeped out. The first thing he saw was the red
glare of the link-boy’s torch. Startled by the sud-
den fear that the house might be on fire, he hastily
threw the door wide open, and holding the candle
above his head, stared eagerly before him, not quite
eertain whether what he saw was a sedan-chair or
a fire-engine. At this instant there came a violent
gust of wind ; the light was blown out ; Mr. Winkle
felt himself irresistibly impelled on to the steps ; and
the door blew to with a loud crash.

& Well, young man, now you hare done it!’ said
the short chairman.

Mr. Winkle, catching sight of a lady’s face at the
window of the sedan, turned hastily round, plied the
knocker with all his might and main, and called
frantically upon the chairman to take the chair
away again.

“Take it away, take it away,” eried Mr. Winkle.
“ Here's somebody coming out of another house;
put me into the chair. Hide me! Do something
with me’”

A1l this time he was shivering with cold; and ev-
ery time he raised his hand to the knocker, the wind
took the dressing-gown in a most nnpleasant man-
ner.

“The people are coming dowil the Crescent now.
There are ladies with 'em ; cover me up with some-
thing. Stand before me ” roared Mr. Winkle. But
the chairmen were too much exhansted with langhing
to afford him the slightest assistance, and the ladies
were every moment approaching nearer and nearer.

Mr. Winkle gave a last hopeless knoclk ; the ladies
were only-a few doors off. He threw away the ex-
tingnished candle, which, all this time, he had held
above his head, and fairly bolted into the sedan-
chair where Mrs. Dowler was.

Now, Mrs. Craddock had heard the knocking and
the voices at last; and, only waiting to put some-
thing smarter on her head than her night-cap, ran
down into the front drawing-room to make sure that
it was the right party. Throwing up the window-
gash as Mr. Winkle was rushing into the chair, she
no sooner caught sight of what was going forward
below, than she raised a vehement and dismal shriek,
and implored Mr. Dowler to get np directly, for his
wife was running away with another gentleman.

Upon this, Mr. Dowler bounced off the bed as ab-
ruptly as an India-rubber ball, and rushing into the
front room, arrived at one window just as Mr. Pick-
wick threw up the other: when the first object that
met the gaze of both was Mr. Winkle bolting into
the sedan-chair,

“Watchman,” shouted Dowler furiously; “stop
him—hold him—Xkeep him tight—shut him in, till I
come down. Tl cut his throat—give me a knife—
from ear to ear, Mrs. Craddock—I will /”  And break-

ing from the shrieking-landlady, and from Mr. Pick-
wick, the indignant husband seized a small supper-
knife, and tore into the street.

But Mr. Winkle didn’t wait for him. He no soon-
er heard the horrible threat of the valorous Dowler,
than he bounced out of the sedan, gnite as quickly
as he had bounced in, and throwing off his slippers
into the road, took to his heels and tore round the
Crescent, hotly pursued by Dowler and the watch-
man. He keptahead ; the door was open as he came
round the second time ; he rushed in, slammed it in
Dowler’s face, mounted to his bedroom, locked the
door, piled a wash-hand stand, chest of drawers, and
table against it, and packed up a few necessaries
ready for flight with the first ray of morning.

Dowler came up to the outside of the door; avow-
ed, through the key-hole, his steadfast determination
of cutting Mr. Winkle’s throat next day; and, after
a great confusion of voices in the drawing-room,
amidst which that of Mr. Pickwick was distinctly
heard endeavoring to make peace, the inmates dis-
persed to their several bed-chambers, and all was
quiet once more.

It is not unlikely that the inguiry may be made,
where Mr. Weller was all this time? We will state
where he was in the next chapter.

—_—————

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

HONORABLY ACCOUNTS FOR MR. WELLER'S ABSENCE,
BY DESCRIBING A SOIREE TO WHICH HE WAS IN-
VITED AND WENT; ALSO RELATES HOW HE WAS
INTRUSTED BY MR. PICKWICK WITH A PRIVATE
MISSION OF DELICACY AND IMPORTANCE.

£ '\ R. WELLER,” said Mrs. Craddock, upon the
j morning of this very eventful day, “ here’s a
letter for you.”

“YWery odd that,” said Sam, “T'm afeerd there
must be somethin’ the matter, for I don’t recollect
any genT'm’n in my circle of acquaintance as is ca-
pable o’ writin’ one.”

“ Perhaps something uncommon has taken place,”
observed Mrs. Craddock.

Tt must be somethin’ wery uncommon indeed, as
could produce a letter out o’ any friend o’ mine,” re-
plied Sam, shaking his head dubiously; ‘nothin’
less than a nat’ral conwulsion, as the young gen’l'm’n
observed ven he wos took withfits. It can’t be from
the gov’mer,” said Sam, looking at the direction.
“He always prints, I know,’cos he learnt writin’
from the large bills in the bookin’ offices. It's a
wery strange thing now, where this here lefter can
ha’ come from.”

As Sam said this, he did what a great many peo-

| ple do when they are uncertain about the writer of

a note—Ilooked at the seal, and then at the front,
and then at the baek, and then at the sides, and then
at the superscription ; and,as a last resource thought
perhaps he might as well look at the inside, and try
to find out from that.

“It’'s wrote on gilt-edged paper,” said Sam, as he
unfolded it, ¢ and sealed in bronze vax vith the top
of a door-key. Now forit.” And,witha very grave
face, Mr. Weller slowly read as follows:
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A select company of the Bath footmen presents
their compliments to Mr. Weller, and requests the
pleasure of his company this evening to a friendly
swarry, consisting of a boiled leg of mutton with the
usual trimmings. The swarry to be on table at half-
past nine o’clock punctually.”

This was inclosed in another note, which ran thus:

“Mr. John Smauker, the gentleman who had the
pleasure of meeting Mr. Weller at the house of their
mutual acquaintance, Mr. Bantam, a few days since,
begs to inclose Mr. Weller the herewith invitation.
If Mr. Weller will call on Mr. John Smanker at nine
o'clock, Mr. John 8mauker will have the pleasure of
introducing Mr. Weller.

(Signed) “ JOHN SMAUKER.”

The envelope was directed to blank Weller, Esq.,
at Mr. Pickwick’s; and in a parenthesis, in the left-
hand corner, were the words “airy bell,” as an in-
struction to the bearer.

“Vell,” said Sam, “ this is comin’ it rayther pow-
erful, this is. I never heerd a biled leg o’ mutton
called a swarry afore. I wonder wot they'd call a
roast one.”

However, without waiting to debate the point,
Sam at once betook himself into the presence of Mr.
Pickwick, and requested leave of absence for that
evening, which was readily granted. With this per-
mission, and the street-door key, Sam Weller issued
forth a little before the appointed time, and strolled
leisurely toward Queen Square, which he no sooner
gained than he had the satisfaction of beholding Mr.
John Smauker leaning his powdered head against a
lamp-post at a short distance off, smoking a cigar
through an amber tube.

“How do you do, Mr. Weller ¥’ said Mr. John
Smauker, raising his hat gracefully with one hand,
while he gently waved fhe other in a condescending
mauner, *“How do you do, sir?”

“Why, reasonably conwalessent,” replied Sam.
*How do you find yourself, my dear feller #”

“Only so s0,” said Mr. John Smauker.

“Ah, you’ve heen a-workin’ too hard,” observed
Sam. “I was fearful yon would; it won't do, you
know ; you must not give way to that ’ere uncom-
promisin’ spirit o’ your'n.”

“1It’s not so mnch that, Mr. Weller,” replied Mr.
John Smauker, “as bad wine; I'm afraid I've been
dissipating.”

“Oh! that’s it, is it?” said Sam; “t{hat’s a wery
bad complaint, that.”

“And yet the temptation, you see, Mr. Weller,”
observed Mr. John Smauker.

Ah, to be sure,” said Sam.

“Plunged into the very wvortex of society, you
know, Mr. Weller,” said Mr. John Smaunker with a
sigh. )

“ Dreadful indeed ! rejoined Sam.

“ But it’s always the way,” said Mr. John Smanker;
“if your destiny leads you into public life and public
station, you must expect to be subjected to tempta-
tions which other people is free from, Mr. Weller.”

“Precisely what my uncle said, ven he vent into
the public line,” remarked Sam, “and wery right
the old gen’lm’n wos, for he drank hiscelf to death
in somethin’ less than a quarter.”

Mr. John Smauker looked deeply indignant at any
parallel being drawn between himself and the de-
ceased gentleman in question; but as Sam’s face
was in the most immovable state of calmness, he
thought befter of it, and looked affable again.

“Perhaps we had better be wulking,” said Mr.
Smauker, consulting a copper time -piece which
dwelt at the bottom of a deep watch-pocket, and
was raised to the surface by means of a black string,
with a copper key at the other end.

“P’raps we had,” replied Sam, “or they’ll overdo
the swarry, and that'll spile it.”

“Have you drank the waters, Mr. Weller?’ in-
quired his companion, as they walked toward High
Street.

“ Onee,” replied Sam.

“What did you think of ’em, sir #”

“I thought they wos particklery unpleasant,” re-
plied Sam, :

“Ah,” said Mr. John Smauker, “you disliked the
killibeate taste, perhaps ?”

“I don't know mnch about that ’ere,” said Sam.
“T thought they'd a wery strong flavor o’ warm flat-
irons.”

“That is the killibeate, Mr. Weller,” observed Mr.
John Smaunker, contemptuously.

“ Well, if it is, it's a wery inexpressive word, that’s
all,” said Sam. “It may be, but I ain’t much in the
chimical line myself, so I can’t say.” And here, to
the great horror of Mr. John Smaunker, Sam Weller
began to whistle.

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Weller,” said Mr. John
Smauker, agonized at the exceedingly ungenteel
sound. “Will you take my arm3”

“ Thankee, you're wery good, but I won’t deprive
you of it,” replied Sam. “ I’ve rayther a way o’ put-
tin’ my hands in my poeckets, if it’s all the same to
you.” As Sam said this, he suited the action to the
word, and whistled far louder than before.

“This way,” said his new friend, apparently much
relieved as they turned down a by-street ; “ we shall
soon be there.”

“B8hall we ?” said Sam, quite unmoved by the an-
nouncement of his close vicinity to the select foot-
men of Bath.

“Yes,” said Mr. John Smauker. ‘“Don’t be alarm-
ed, Mr. Weller.,”

“0Oh no,” said Sam,

“Youwll see some very handsome uniforms, Mr.
Weller,” continued Mr. John Smauker; “and per-
haps youw'll find some of the gentlemen rather high
at first, you know, but they’ll soon come round.”

“That's wery kind on ’em,” replied Sam.

“And you know,” resumed Mr. John Smauker,
with an air of sublime protection; “you know, as
you're a stranger, perhaps they’ll be rather hard upon
you at first.”

“They won’t be wery cruel, though, will they ?”
inguired Sam.

“No, no,” replied Mr. John Smaulker, pulling forth
the fox’s head, and faking a gentlemanly pinch.
“There are some funny dogs among us, and they
will have their joke, you know; but you mustn’s
mind ’em, you mustn’t mind ‘em.”

“Tll try and bear up agin such a reg’lar knock-
down o’ talent,” replied Sam.
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“That’s right,” said Mr. John Smauker, pufting
up the fox’s head, and elevating his own ; “Tll stand
by you.”

By this time they had reached a small green-gro-
cer’s shop, which Mr. John Smauker entered, follow-
ed by Sam: who, the moment he got behind him, re-
lapsed info a series of the very broadest and most
unmitigated grins, and manifested other demonstra-
tions of being in a highly enviable state of inward
merriment.

Crossing the green-grocer’s shop, and putting their
hats on the stairs in the little passage behind if, they
walked into a small parlor; and here the full splen-
dor of the scene burst upon Mr. Weller’s view.

A couple of tables were put together in the middle
of the parlor, covered with three or four cloths of
different ages and dates of washing, arranged to look
as much like one as the circumstances of the case
would allow, Upon these were laid knives and
forks for six or eight people. Some of the knife-
handles were green, others red, and a few yellow ;
and as all the forks were black, the combination of
colors was exceedingly striking. Plates for a cor-
responding number of guests were warming behind
the fender; and the guests themselves were warm-
ing before it: the chief and most important of whom
appeared to be a stoutish gentleman in a bright
crimson coat with long tails, vividly red breeches,
and a cocked hat, who was standing with his back
to the fire, and had apparently just entered, for be-
sides retaining his cocked hat on his head, he car-
ried in his hand a high stick, such as gentlemen of
his profession usually elevate in a sloping position
over the roofs of carriages.

“Smaunker, my lad, your fin,” said the gentleman
with the cocked hat.

Mr. Smauker dovetailed the top joint of his right-
hand little finger into that of the gentleman with
the cocked hat, and said he was charmed to see him
looking so well.

“Well, they tell me I am looking pretty bloom-
ing,” said the man with the cocked hat, “ and it’s a
wonder, too. I've been following our old woman
about, two hours a day, for the last fortnight; and
if a econstant contemplation of the manner in which
she hooks-and-eyes that infernal lavender-colored
old gown of hers behind, isn’t enough to throw any
body into a low state of despondency for life, stop
my quarter’s salary.”

At this, the assembled selections laughed very
heartily ; and one gentleman in a yellow waistcoat,
with a coachtrimming border,whispered a neighborin
green-foil smalls, that Tuckle was in spirits to-night.

“By-the-bye,” said Mr. Tuckle, “ Smauker, my boy,
you—" The remainder of the sentence was forward-
ed into Mr. John Smauker’s ear by whisper.

“Oh, dear me, I quite forgot,” said Mr. John
Smanker. “Gentlemen, my friend Mr. Weller.”

“Borry to keep the fire off you, Weller,” said Mr.
Tuckle, with a familiar nod. “Hope youre not
cold, Weller.”

“Not by no means, Blazes,” replied Sam. “It’ud be
a wery chilly subject as felt cold wen you stood oppo-
sif. You'd save coals if they put you behind the fend-
er in the waitin’-room at a public office, you would.”

As this retort appeared to convey rather a per-

sonal allusion to Mr. Tuckle’s erimson livery, that
gentleman looked majestic for a few seconds, but
gradually edging away from the fire, broke into a
forced smile, and said it wasn’t bad.

“Wery much obliged for your good opinion, sir,”
replied Sam. “We shall get on by degrees, I des-say.
We'll try a better one, by-and-by.”

At this point the conversation was interrupted by
the arrival of a gentleman in orange-colored plush,
accompanied by another selection in purple cloth,
with a great extent of stocking. The new-comers
having been welcomed by the old ones, Mr. Tuckle
put the question that supper be ordered in, which
was carried unanimously.

The green-grocer and his wife then arranged upon
the table a boiled leg of mutton, hot, with ecaper
sauce, turnips, and potatoes. Mr. Tuckle took the
chair, and was supported at the other end of the
board by the gentleman in orange plush. The
green-grocer put on a pair of wash-leather gloves to
hand the plates with, and stationed himself behind
Mr. Tuckle’s chair.

“ Harris,” said Mr. Tuckle, in a commanding tone.

“ Bir,” said the green-grocer.

“ Have you got your gloves on ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then take the kiver off.”

“Yes, sir.”

The green-grocer did as he was told, with a show
of great humility, and obsequiously handed Mr.
Tuckle the carving-knife; in doing which, he aceci-
dentally gaped.

“What do you mean by that, sir?’ said Mr.
Tuckle, with great asperity.

“I beg your pardon, sir,” replied the crest-fallen
green-grocer, ‘I didn’t mean to do it, sir; I was up
very late last night, sir.”

“I tell you what my opinion of yon is, Harris,”
said Mr. Tuckle, with a most impressive air, “ you're
a wulgar beast.”

“I hope, gentlemen,” said Harris,  that you won't
be severe with me, gentlemen. I'm very much
obliged to you indeed, gentlemen, for your patron-
age, and also for your recommendations, gentlemen,
whenever additional assistance in waiting is re-
quired. T hope, gentlemen, I give satistaction.”

“No, you don’t sir,”said Mr. Tuckle. “Very far
from it, sir.”

“We consider you an inattentive reskel,” said the
gentleman in the orange plush.

“And a low thief,” added the gentleman in the
green-foil smalls.

“And an unreclaimable blaygaird,” added the gen-
tleman in purple.

The poor green-grocer bowed very humbly while
these little epithets were bestowed upon him, in the
true spirit of the very smallest tyranny; and when
every body had said something to show his superior-
ity, Mr. Tuckle proeeeded to carve the leg of mutton,
and to help the company.

This important business of the evening had hard-
ly commeneed, when the door was thrown briskly
open, and another gentleman in a light-blue suit and
leaden buttons made his appearance.

“ Against the rules,” said Mr. Tuckle. “Too late,
too late.”
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“No, noj positively I couldn’t help it,” said the
gentleman in blue. I appeal to the company.

An affair of gallantry now, an appointment at the |

theayter.”

“Oh, that indeed,” said the gentleman in the
orange plush.

“Yes; raly now, honor bright,” said the man in
blue. “I made a promese to fetch our youngest
daughter at half-past ten, and she is such an un-
cauminly fine gal, that I raly hadn’t the art to dis-
appint her. No offense to the present company, sir,
but a petticut, sir, a petticut, sir, is irrevokable.”

%] begin to suspect there’s something in that quar-

ter,” said Tuckle, as the new-comer took his seat |

next Sam. “Ive remarked, once or twice, that she
Jeans very heavy on your shoulder when she gets in
and out of the carriage.”

“QOh raly, raly, Tuckle, you shouldn’t,” said the
man in blue. “It’s not fair. I may have said to
one or twe friends that she was a very divine cree-
chure, and had refused one or two offers without any

hobvus cause, but—no, no, no, indeed, Tuckle—Dbe- |

fore strangers, too—it’s not right—you shouldn’t.
Delicacy, my dear friend, delicacy!” And the man
in blue, pulling up his neckerchief, and adjusting
his coat cuffs, nodded and frowned as if there were
more behind, which he could say if he liked, but was
bound in honor to suppress.

The man in blue being a light-haired, stiff-necked,
free-and-easy sort of footman, with a swaggering air
and pert face, had attracted Mr. Weller's especial at-

tention at first, but when he began to come ont in |

this way, Sam felt more than ever disposed to culti-
vate his acquaintance; so he launched himself into
the conversation ab once, with characteristic inde-
pendence.

“Your health, sir,” said Sam. “I like your con-
wersation much. I think it’s wery pretty.”

At this the man in blue smiled, as if it were a
compliment he was well used to; but looked ap-
provingly on Sam at the same time, and said he

hoped he should be better acquainted with him, for |

without any flattery at all he seemed to have the
makings of a very nice fellow about him, and to be
just the man after his own heart.

“Youw're wery good, sir,” said Sam. “What a
lncky feller you arve!”

“ How do you mean ¥’ inquired the gentleman in
blue.

“That ’ere young lady,” replied Sam. ‘She

knows wot's wot, she does. Ah! Isee” Mr. Weller |

closed one eye, and shook his head from side to side,
in a manner which was highly gratifying to the per-
sonal vanity of the gentleman in blune.

“Pm afraid you're a cunning fellow, Mr. Weller,”
said that individual.

“No, no,” said Sam. “I leave all that ’ere to you.
It’s a great deal more in your way than mine, as the
ge’Vm’n on the right side o' the garden vall said
to the man on the wrong 'un, ven the mad bull was
a-comin’ up the lane.”

“Well, well, Mr. Weller,” said the gentleman in
blue, “1 think she has remarked my air and manner,
Mr. Weller.”

4T shonld think she couldn’t wery well be off o’
that,” said Sam.

¢ Have you any litfle thing of that kind in hand,
sir #” inguired the favored gentleman in blue, draw-
ing a tooth-pick from his waisteoat-pocket.

“Not exactly,” said Sam. ‘There’s no daughters
at my place, else o’ course I should ha’ made up to
vun on ’em. As it is, I don’t think I can do with
any thin’ under a female markis. I might take up
with a young ooman o’ large property as hadn’t a ti-
tle, if she made wery fierce love to me. Not else.”

“Of course not, Mr, Weller,” said the gentleman
in blue, “ one ecan’t be troubled, you know ; and we
know, Mr. Weller—we, who are men of the world—
that a good uniform must work its way with the
women, sooner or later. In faet, that’s the only
thing, between you and me, that makes the service
worth entering into.”

“ Just so,” said Sam. “That’s it, o’ course.”

When this confidential dialogue had gone thus
far, glasses were placed round, and every gentleman

| ordered what he liked best, before the public-house

shut up. The gentleman in blue, and the man in or-
ange, who were the chief exquisites of the party, or-
dered “cold srub and water,” but with the others,
gin-and - water, sweet, appeared to be the favorite

| beverage. Sam called the green-grocer a ‘ desp'rate

willin,” and ordered a large bowl of punch: two cir-
cumstances which seemed to raise him very much
in the opinion of the selections.

“ Gentlemen,” said the man in blue, with an air
of the most consummate dandyism, “I'll give you
the ladies ; come.”

 Hear, hear!” said Sam. “The young mississes.”

Here there was a loud cry of “Order,” and Mr.
John Smauker, as the gentleman who had intro-
duced Mr. Weller into that company, begged to in-
form him that the word he had just made use of was
unparliamentary.

“Which word was that ’ere, sir ?” inquired Sam.

¢ Mississes, sir,” replied Mr. John Smauker, with
an alarming frown. “We don’t recognize such dis-
tinetions here.”

€ Oh, wery good,” said Sam; “then I'll amend the
obserwation, and call ‘'em the dear creeturs, if Blazes
vill allow me.”

Some doubt appeared to exist in the mind of the
gentleman in the green-foil smalls, whether the
chairman could be legally appealed to as “ Blazes;”
but as the company seemed more disposed to stand
upon their own rights than his, the question was not
raised. The man with the cocked hat breathed
short, and looked long at Sam, but apparently
thought it as well to say nothing, in case he should
get the worst of it.

After a short silence, a gentleman in an embroid-
ered coat reaching down to his heels, and a waist-
coab of the same which kept one half of his legs
warm, stirred his gin and water with great energy,
and putting himself upon his feet, all at once, by a
violent effort, said he was desirous of offering a few
remarks to the company : wherenpon the person in
the cocked hat had no doubt that the company
would be very happy-to hear any remarks that the
man in the long coat might wish to offer.

“T feel a great delicacy, gentlemen, in coming for-
’ard,” said the man in the long coat, “having the mis-
forchune to be a coachman, and being only admitted
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as a honorary member of these agreeable swarrys,
but I do feel myself bound, gentlemen—drove into a
corner, if T may use the expression—to make known
an afflicting eirenmstance which has come to my
knowledge; which has happened, I may say, within
the soap of my every-day contemplation, Gentle-
men, onr friend Mr. Whiffers (every body looked at
the individual in orange), our friend Mr. Whiffers
has resigned.”

Universal astonishment fell upon the hearers.
Each gentleman looked in his neighbor’s face, and
then transferred his glance to the upstanding coach-
man.

“You may well be sapparized, gentlemen,” said the
coachman. *“I will not wenchure to state the rea-
gons of this irrepairabel loss to the service, but I will
beg Mr. Whiffers to state them himself, for the im-
provement and imitation of his admiring friends.”

The suggestion being loudly approved of, Mr.
Whiffers explained. He said he certainly conld
have wished to have continued to hold the appoint-
ment he had just resigned. The nniform was ex-
tremely rich and expensive, the females of the family
was most agreeable, and the duties of the situation
was not, he was bound to say, too heavy: the princi-
pal service that was required of him being, that he
should look out of the hall window as much as pos-
sible, in company with another gentleman, who had
also resigned. He could have wished to have spared
that company the painful and disgunsting detail on
which he was about to enter; but as the explanation
had been demanded of him, he had no alternative
but to state, boldly and distinetly, that he had been
required to eat cold meat.

It is impossible to conceive the disgnst which this
avowal awakened in the bosoms of the hearers,
Loud cries of *“Shame !” mingled with groans and
hisses, prevailed for a quarter of an hour.

Mr. Whiffers then added that he feared a portion
of this ontrage might be traced to his own forbear-
ing and accommodating disposition. He had a dis-
tinet recollection of having once consented to eat
salt butter, and he had, moreover, on an occasion of
sudden sickness in the house, so far forgotten him-
self as to carry a coal-scuttle up to the second floor.
He trnsted he had not lowered himself in the good
opinion of his friends by this frank confession of his
fanlts; and he hoped the promptness with which he
had resented the last nnmanly outrage on his feel-
ings, to which he had referred, would reinstate him
in their good opinion, if he had.

Mr. Whiffers’s address was responded to with a
shout of admiration, and the health of the interest-
ing martyr was drunk in a most enthusiastic man-
ner; for this, the martyr returned thanks, and pro-
Pposed their visitor, Mr. Weller; a gentleman whom
he had not the pleasure of an intimate acquaintance
with, but who was the friend of Mr. John Smauker,
which was a sufficient letter of recommendation to
any society of gentlemen whatever, or wherever.
On this account, he should have been disposed to
have given Mr. Weller’s health with all the honors, if
his friends had been drinking wine; but as they were
taking spirits by way of a change, and as it might be
inconvenient to empty a tumbler at every toast, he
shonld propose that the honors be understood.
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At the conclusion of this speech every body took a
sip in honor of Sam; and Sam having ladled out,
and drunk, two full glasses of punch in honor of him-
self, returned thanks in a neat speech.

“Wery much obliged to you, old fellers,” said Sam,
ladling away at the punch in the most nnembar-
rassed mannper possible, ¢ for this here compliment ;
wich, comin’ from sich a quarter, is wery overvelmin’.
I’ve heerd a good deal on you as a body, but I will
say, that I never thought you was sich uncommon
nice men as I find you air. I only hope you'll take
care o' yourselves, and not compromise nofthin’ o’
your dignity, which is a wery charmin’ thing to see,
when one’s ont a-walkin’, and has always made me
wery happy to look at, ever since I was a boy about
half as high as the brass-headed stick o’ my wery
respectable friend, Blazes, there. As to the wictim
of oppression in the snit o’ brimstone, all I can say
of him is, that I hope he'll get jist as good a berth as
he deserves: in vich case it’s wery little cold swarry
as ever he'll be troubled with agin.”

Here Sam sat down with a pleasant smile, and his
speech having been vociferously applauded, the com-
pany broke up.

“Wy, you don’t mean to say you’re agoin’, old fel-
ler ?” said Sam Weller to his friend, Mr. John Smau-
ker.

“I must indeed,” said Mr. Smauker; “I promised
Bantam.”

% 0Oh, wery well,” said Sam ; “ that’s another thing.
P’raps he'd resign if you disappinted him. You ain't
agoin’, Blazes ¥’ .

“Yes, I am,” said the man with the cocked hat.

“ Wot, and leave three-quarters of a bowl of punch
behind you!” said Sam ; “nonsense, set down agin.”

Mr. Tuckle was not proof against this invitation.
He laid aside the coeked hat and stick whieh he had
just taken up, and said he would have one glass, for
good-fellowship’s sake.

As the gentleman in blue went home the same
way as Mr. Tuekle, he was prevailed upon to sfop
too. When the punch was about half gone, Sam
ordered in some oysters from the green-grocer’s shop ;
and the effeet of both was so extremely exhilarating,
that Mr. Tuckle, dressed out with the cocked hat
and stick, danced the frog hornpipe among the shells
on the table: while the gentleman in blue played
an accompaniment upon an ingenious musieal ingtru-
ment formed of a hair-comb and a curl-paper. At
last, when the punch was all gone, and the night
nearly so, they sallied forth to see each other home.
Mr. Tackle no sooner got into the open air, than he
was seized with a sudden desire to lie on the eurb-
stone; Sam thought it would be a pity to contradict
him, and so let him have his own way. As the
cocked hat wonld have been spoiled if left there,
Sam very considerately flattened it down on the
head of the gentleman in blue, and putting the big
stick in his hand, propped him up against his own
street door, rang the bell, and walked quietly home.

At a much earlier hour next morning than his
usual time of rising, Mr. Pickwick walked down
stairs completely dressed, and rang the bell.

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, when Mr. Weller ap-
peared in reply to the summons, “shut the door.”

Mr. Weller did so.
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“There was an unfortunate occurrence here last
night, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, “which gave Mr.
Winkle some cause to apprehend violence from Mr,
Dowler.”

S0 I've heerd from the old lady down stairs, sir,”
replied Sam.

“ And I'm sorry to say, Sam,” continued Mr. Piek-
wiek, with a most perplexed countenance, ““that in
dread of this violence, Mr. Winkle has gone away.”

“ Gone avay!” said Sam.

& Teft the house early this morning, without the
glichtest previous communication with me,” replied
Mr. Pickwick. “And is gone, I know not where.”

¢ He should ha’ stopped and fought it ont, sir,” re-
plied Sam, contemptuously. “It wouldn’t takke much
10 settle that ’ere Dowler, sir.” :

“Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, “I may have my
doubts of his great bravery and determination, also.
But however that may be, Mr. Winkle is gone. He
must be found, Sam. Found and brought back to
me.”

% And s’pose he won't come back, sir ?” said Sam.

‘ He must be made, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Who's to do it, sir #” inquired Sam with a smile.

“Yon,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“Wery good, sir.”

With these words Mr. Weller left the room, and
immediately afterward was heard to shut the street
door. In two hours’ time he returned with as much
coolness as if he had been dispatched on the most
ordinary message possible, and brought the informa-
tion that an individual, in every respect answering
Mr. Winkle’s description, had gone over to Bristol
that morning, by the branch coach from the Royal
Hotel.

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, grasping his hand,
“youw're a capital fellow ; an invaluable fellow. You
must follow him, Sam.”

“ Cert'nly, sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

“The instant you discover him, write to me imme-
diately, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. “If he attempts
to run away from youn, knock him down, or lock him
up. Yoo have my full authority, Sam.”

“T’11 be wery careful, sir,” rejoined Sam.

“Yowll tell him,” said Mr. Pickwick, “that I am
highly excited, highly displeased, and naturally in-
dignant, at the very extraordinary course he has
thought proper to pursue.”

“ 1 will, sir,” replied Sam.

“You'll tell him,” said Mr. Pickwick, * that if he
does not come back to this very house with you, he
will come back with me, for I will come and fetch
him.”

“ 111 mention that ‘ere sir,” rejoined Sam.

“You think you can find him, Sam ¥’ said Mr.
Pickwick, looking earnestly in his face.

% (Qh, I’ll find him if he’s any vere,” rejoined Sam,
with great confidence.

“ Very well,” said Mr. Pickwick. ¢ Then the soon-
er you go the better.”

With these instruetions, Mr. Pickwick placed a
sum of money in the hands of his faithful servitor,
and ordered him to start for Bristol immediately, in
pursuit of the fugitive.

Sam put a few necessaries in a carpet-bag, and was
ready for starting. He stopped when he had got to

the end of the passage, and walking quietly back,
thrust his head in at the parlor door.

“8ir,” whispered Sam.

“Well, Sam,” said Mr, Pickwick.

“T fully understands my instructions, do I, sir?”
inquired Sam.

“T hope s0,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Tt’s reg’larly understood about the knockin’ down,
is it, sir ¥’ inquired Sam.

“ Perfectly,” replied Mr. Pickwick. ¢ Thoroughly.
Do what you think necessary. You have my orders.”

Sam gave a nod of intelligence, and withdrawing
his head from the door, set forth on his pilgrimage
with a light heart.

CHAPTER XXXVIIIL

HOW MR. WINKLE, WHEN HE STEPPED OUT OF THE
FRYING-PAN, WALKED GENTLY AND COMFORTABLY
INTO THE FIRE.

HE ill-starred gentleman who had been the un-
fortunate cause of the unusual noise and dis-
turbance which alarmed the inhabitants of the Roy-
al Crescent in manner and form already described,
after passing a night of great confusion and anxie-
ty, left the roof beneath which his friends still slnm-
bered, bound he knew not whither. The excellent
and considerate feelings which prompted Mr. Winkle
to take this step can never be too highly appreciated
or too warmly extolled. “If” reasoned Mr. Winkle
with himself, “if this Dowler attempts (as I have no
doubt he will) to carry into execution his threat of
personal violence against myself, it will be incnm-
bent on me to call him out. He has a wife; that
wife is attached to, and dependent on him. Heav-
ens! if I should kill him in the blindness of my
wrath, what would be my feelings ever afterward !’
This painful consideration operated so powerfully on
the feelings of the humane young man, as to eause
his knees to knock together, and his eountenance to
exhibit alarming manifestations of inward emotion.
Impelled by such reflections, he grasped his carpet-
bag, and creeping stealthily down stairs, shut the
detestable street door with as little noise as possible,
and walked off. Bending his steps toward the Roy-
al Hotel, he found a coach on the point of starfing
for Bristol, and, thinking Bristol as good a place for
his purpose as any other he could go to, he mounted
the box, and reached his place of destination in such
time as the pair of horses, who went the whole stage
and back again twice a day or more, could be rea-
sonably supposed to arrive there.

He took up his quarters at The Bush, and, design-
ing to postpone any communication by letter with
Mr. Pickwick until it was probable that Mr. Dow-
ler’s wrath might have in some degree evaporated,
walked forth to view the city, which struck him as
being a shade more dirty than any place he had ever
seen. Having inspected the docks and shipping,
and viewed the cathedral, he inquired his way to
Clifton, and being directed thither, took the ronte
which was pointed out to him. But as the pave-

ments of Bristol are not the widest or cleanest upon
earth, so its streets are not altogether the straightest
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or least intricate ; Mr, Winkle, being greatly puzzled
by their manifold windings and twistings, looked
about him for a decent shop in which he could ap-
ply afresh for counsel and instruefion.

His eye fell upon a newly-painted tenement which
had been recently eonverted into something between
a shop and a private house, and which a red lamp,
projecting over the fan-light of the street door, would
have sufficiently announced as the residence of a
medical practitioner, even if the word “Surgery?”
had not been inscribed in golden characters on a
wainscot ground, above the window of what, in times
by-gone, had been the front parlor. Thinking this
an eligible place wherein to make his inquiries, Mr.
Winkle stepped into the little shop where the gilt-
labeled drawers and bottles were; and finding no-
body there, knocked with a half-erown on the count-
er, to attract the attention of any body who might
happen to be in the back parlor, which he judged to
be the innermost and peculiar sanctum of the estab-
lishment, from the repetition of the word surgery on
the door—painted in white letters this time, by way
of taking off the monotony.

At the first knock, a sound, as of persons fencing
with fire-irons, which had until now been very audi-
ble,suddenly ceased ; at the second, a studious-look-
ing young gentleman in green spectacles, with a very
large book in his hand, glided quietly into the shop,
and stepping behind the counter, requested to know
the visitor’s pleasure.

¢ I am sorry to trouble you, sir,” sa*d Mr. Winkle,
“but wili you have the goodness to direct me to—"

“Ha! ha! ha!” roared the studious young gentle-

man, throwing the large book up into the air, and
catching it with great dexterity at the very moment
when it threatened to smash to atoms all the bottles
on the counter. ¢ Here's a start !’
- There was, without doubt ; for Mr. Winkle was so
very much astonished at the extraordinary behavior
of the medical gentleman, that he involuntarily re-
treated toward the door, and looked very much dis-
turbed at his strange reception.

“What, don’t you know me 7’ said the medical
gentleman.

Mr. Winkle murmured, in reply, that he had not
that pleasure.

“ Why, then,” said the medical gentleman, ¢ there
are hopes for me yet; I may attend half the old
women in Bristol if I've decent luck. Get out, youn
moldy old villain, get out!” With this adjuration,
which was addressed to the large book, the medical
gentleman kicked the volume with remarkable agil-
ity to the farther end of the shop, and, pulling off
his green spectacles, grinned the identical grin of
Robert Sawyer, Esquire, formerly of Guy’s Hospital,
in the Borough, with a private residence in Lant
Street.

“You don’t mean to say you weren’t down upon
me!”said Mr. Bob Sawyer, shaking Mr. Winkle’s hand
with friendly warmth.

“Upon my word I was not,” replied Mr. Winkle,
returning the pressure.

“Iwonder you didn’t see the name,” said Bob Saw-
yer, calling his friend’s attention to the outer door,
on which, in the same white paint, were fraced the
words “ S8awyer, late Nockemorf.”

“ Tt never caught my eye,” returned Mr, Winkle.

“ Lord, if I had known who you were, I should
have rushed out, and canght you in my arms,” said
Bob Sawyer; ‘ but upon my life, I thought you were
the King’'s-taxes.”

“No ! said Mr. Winkle.

#1did,indeed,” responded Bob Sawyer, “and I was
just going to say that I wasn’t at home, but if you'd
leave a message I'd be sure to give it to myself; for
he don’t know me; no more does the Lighting and
Paving. I think the Church-rates guesses who I
am, and I know the Water-works does, becanse I
drew a tooth of his when I first came down here.
But come in, come in!? Chattering in this way, Mr.
Bob Sawyer pushed Mr. Winkle into the back-room,
where, amusing himself by boring little circular cav-
erns in the chimney-piece with a red-hot poker, sat
no less a person than Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“Well!” said Mr. Winkle. ¢ Thisisindeed a pleas-
ure I did not expect. What a very nice place you
have here !

“Pretty well, pretty well,” replied Bob Sawyer.
“1 passed, soon after that precions party, and my
friends came down with the needful for this busi-
ness; so I put on a black sunit of clothes, and a pair
of spectacles, and came here to look as solemn as I
could.”

“And a very enug little business you have, no
doubt ?” said Mr. Winkle, knowingly.

“Very,” replied Bob Sawyer. “So snug, that at
the end of a few years you might put all the profits
in a wine-glass, and cover ’em over with a goose-
berry leaf.”

“ You can not surely mean that ?” said Mr. Winkle.
“ The stock itself—?

“ Dummies, my dear boy,” said Bob Sawyer; ¢ half
the drawers have nothing in ’em, and the other half
don’t open.”

“ Nonsense ! said Mr. Winkle.

“ Fact— honor " returned Bob Sawyer, stepping
out into the shop, and demonstrating the veracity
of the assertion by divers hard pulls at the little gilt
knobs on the counterfeit drawers. ¢ Hardly any
thing real in the shop but the leeches, and they are
second-hand.”

“Ishouldn’t have thought it ” exclaimed Mr. Win-
kle, much surprised.

“I hope not,” replied Bob Sawyer, ©else where’s
the use of appearances, eh? But what will you
take? Do as we do? That's right. Ben, my fine
fellow, put your hand into the cupboard, and bring
out the patent digester.”

Mr. Benjamin Allen smiled his readiness, and pro-
duced from the closet at his elbow a black hottle
half full of brandy.

“You don’t take water, of course ¥’ said Bob Saw-
yer.

“Thank you,” replied Mr. Winkle. “It’s rather
early. I should like to qualifiy i, if you have no
objection.”

None in the least, if you can reconcile it to your
conscience,” replied Bob Sawyer, tossing off, as he
spoke, a glass of the liquor with great relish. “ Ben,
the pipkin!”

Mr. Benjamin Allen drew forth, from the same
hiding-place, a small brass pipkin, which Bob Saw-




