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After a great deal of argument and representation
on the part of Mr. Winkle, however, and a full dis-
closure of what had passed in the interview with
Dowler, S8am began to waver; and at length a com-
promise was effected, of which the following were
the main and prineipal conditions:

That Sam should retire, and leave Mr. Winkle in
the undisturbed possession of his apartment, on the
condition that he had permission to lock the door on
the outside, and earry off the key ; provided always,
that in the event of an alarm of fire, or other dan-
gerous contingency, the door should be instantly
unlocked, That a letter should be written to Mr.
Pickwick early next morning, and forwarded per
Dowler, requesting his consent to Sam and Mr.
Winkle’s remaining at Bristol, for the purpose and
with the object already assigned, and begging an
answer by the next coach ; if favorable, the afore-
said parties to remain accordingly, and if not, to
refurn to Bath immediately on the receipt thereof.
And, lastly, that Mr. Winkle should be understood
as distinetly pledging himself not to resort to the
window, fire-place, or other surreptitious mode of
escape, in the mean while. - These stipulations hav-
ing been concluded, Sam locked the door and de-
parted.

He had nearly got down stairs, when he stopped,
and drew the key from his pocket.

“1 quite forgot about the knockin’ down,” said
Sam, half turning back. * The governor distinctly
said it was to be done. Amazin’ stupid o’ me, that
‘ere! Never mind,” said S8am, brightening up, “it's
easily done to-morrow, anyvays.”

Apparently much consoled by this reflection, Mr.
Weller once more deposited the key in his pocket,
and deseending the remainder of the stairs without
any fresh visitations of conscience, was soon, in com-
mon with the other inmates of the house, buried in
profound repose

B

CHAPTER XXXIX.

MR. SAMUEL WELLER, BEING INTRUSTED WITH A
MISSION OF LOVE, PROCEEDS TO EXECUTE IT;
WITH WHAT SUCCESS WILL HEREINAFTER APPEAR.

URING the whole of next day, Sam kept Mr,

Winkle steadily in sight, fully determined not
to take his eyes off him for one instant, until he
should receive express instructions from the fount-
ain-head. However disagreeable Sam’s very close
watch and great vigilance were to Mr. Winkle, he
thought it better to bear with them, than, by any
act of violent opposition, to hazard being carried
away by force, which Mr. Weller more than once
sirongly hinted was the line of conduet that a strict
sense of duty prompted him to pursue. There is
little reason to doubt that Sam would very speedily
have quieted his sernples, by bearing Mr. Winkle
back to Bath, bound hand and foot, had not Mr.
Pickwick’s prompt attention to the note, which
Dowler had undertaken to deliver, forestalled any
such proceeding. In short, at eight o’clock in the
evening, Mr. Pickwick himself walked into the cof-
fee-room of the Bush tavern, and told Sam with a
smile, to his very great relief, that he had done quite

right, and it was unnecessary for him to mount gnard
any longer,

“I thought it better to come myself,” said Mr.
Pickwick, addressing Mr. Winkle, as Sam disencnm-
bered him o¥ his great-coat and traveling-shawl, “to
ascertain, before I gave my consent to San’s employ-
ment in this matter, that you are quite in earnest
and serious, with respect to this young lady.”

“ Serious, from my heart—from my soul!” return-
ed Mr. Winkle, with great energy.

“Remember,” said Mr. Pickwick, with beaming
eyes, “‘ we met her at our excellent and hospitable
friend’s, Winkle. It would be an ill return to tam-
per lightly, and without due consideration, with this
young lady’s affections. Tll not allow that, sir. Tl
not allow it.”

“1 have no such intention, indeed,” exclaimed
Mr. Winkle, warmly, “I have considered the mat-
ter well for a long time, and I feel that my happi-
ness is bound up in her.”

“That’s wot we call tying it up in a small parcel,
sir,” interposed Mr. Weller, with an agreeable smile.

Mr. Winkle looked somewhat stern at this inter-
ruption, and Mr. Pickwick angrily requested his at-
tendant not to jest with one of the best feelings
of our nature; to which Sam replied, “That he
wouldn’t, if he was aware on it; but there were so
many on 'em, that he hardly know’d which was the
best ones wen he heerd ’em mentioned.”

Mr. Winkle then recounted what had passed be-
tween himself and Mr. Ben Allen relative to Arabel-
la; stated that his object was to gain an interview
with the young lady, and make a formal disclosure
of his passion ; and declared his conviction, founded
on certain dark hints and mutterings of the afore-
said Ben, that, wherever she was at present immured,
it was somewhere near the Downs. And this was
his whole stock of knowledge or suspicion on the
subject.

‘With this very slight clue to gnide him, it was de-
termined that Mr. Weller should start next morning
on an expedition of discovery; it was also arranged
that Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Winkle, who were less
confident of their powers, should parade the town
meanwhile, and accidentally drop in upon Mr. Bob
Sawyer in the course of the day,in the hope of see-
ing or hearing something of the young lady’s where-
about.

Accordingly, next morning, Sam Weller issned
forth upon his quest, in no way daunted by the very
discouraging prospect before him; and away he
walked, up one street and down another—we were
going to say, up one hill and down another, only it’'s
all up-hill at Clifton—without meeting with any
thing or any body that tended to throw the faintest
light on the matter in hand. Many were the collo-
quies into which Sam entered with grooms who were
airing horses on roads, and nurse-maids who were
airing children in lanes; but nothing counld Sam
elicit from either the first- mentioned or the last,
which bore the slightest reference to the object of
his artfully - prosecuted inquiries. There were a
great many young ladies in a great many houses,
the greater part whereof were shrewdly suspected
by the male and female domestics to be deeply at-
tached to somebody, or perfectly ready to become so,
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if opportunity offered. But as none among these
young ladies was Miss Arabella Allen, the informa-
tion left Sam at exactly the old point of wisdom at
which he had stood before.

Sam struggled across the Downs against a good
high wind, wondering whether it was always neces-
sary to hold your hat on with both hands in that
part of the country, and came to a shady by-place
about which were sprinkled several little villas of
quiet and secluded appearance. Outside a stable
door at the bottom of a long black lane without a
thoroughfare, a groom in undress was idling about,
apparently persuading himself that he was doing
gomething with a spade and a wheelbarrow. We
may remark, in this place, that we have scarcely
ever seen a groom near a stable, in his lazy moments,
who has not been, to a greater or less extent, the
victim of this singular delusion.

Sam thought he might as well talk to this groom
as to any one else, especially as he was very tired
with walking, and there was a good large stone just
opposite the wheelbarrow ; so he strolled down the
lane, and, seating himself on the stone, opened a con-
versation with the ease and freedom for which he
was remarkable.

“ Mornin’, old friend,” said Sam.

¢ Arternoon, you mean,” replied the groom, casting
a surly look at Sam.

“You're wery right, old friend,” said Sam; “I do
mean arternoon. How are yon?”

“Why, I don’t find myself much the better for
seeint of you,” replied the ill-tempered groom.

“That’s wery odd—that is,” said Sam, “ for you
look so uncommon cheerful, and seem altogether so
lively, that it does vun’s heart good to see you.”

The surly groom looked surlier still at this, but
not sufficiently so to produce any effect upon Sam,
who immediately inquired, with a countenance of
creat anxiety, whether his master’s name was not
Walker.

“No, it ain’t,” said the groom.

“Nor Brown, I s’pose ?” gaid Sam.

“ No, it ain’t.”

“ Nor Vilson 7

“No; nor that neither,” said the groom.

“Vell,” replied Sam, * then I'm mistaken, and he
hasn't got the honor o’ my acquaintance, which I
thought he had. Don’t wait here out o’ compliment
to me,” said Sam, as the groom wheeled in the bar-
row, and prepared to shut the gate. “Ease afore
ceremony, old boy; I'll excuse you.”

“Td knock your head off for half a erown,” said
the surly groom, bolting one-half of the gate.

“Couldn’t afford to have it done on those terms,”
rejoined Sam. ‘It ’ud be worth a life’s board vages
at least, to you, and 'ud be cheap at that. Make my
compliments indoors. Tell ’em not to vait dinner
for me, and say they needn’t mind puttin’ any by,
for it’ll be cold afore I come in.”

In reply to this, the groom waxing very wroth,
muttered a desire to damage somebody’s person;
but disappeared without carrying it into execution,
slamming the door angrily after him, and wholly
unheeding Sam’s affectionate request that he would
leave him a lock of his hair before he went.

Sam continued to sit on the large stone, meditating

upon what was best to be-done, and revolving in his
mind a plan for knocking at all the doors within five
miles of Bristol, taking them at a hundred and fifty
or two hundred a day, and endeavoring to find Miss
Arabella by that expedient, when accident all of a sud-
den threw in his way what he might have sat there
for a twelvemonth and yet not found without if.

Into the lane where he sat, there opened three or
four garden-gates, belonging to as many houses,
which, though detached from each other, were only
separated by their gardens. As these were large
and long, and well planted with trees, the houses
were not only at some distance off, but the greater
part of them were nearly concealed from view. Sam
was sitting with his eyes fixed upon the dust-heap
outside the next gate to that by which the groom
had disappeared, profoundly turning over in his
mind the difficulties of his present undertaking,
when the gate opened, and a female servant came
out into the lane to shake some bed-side carpets.

Sam was so very busy with his own thoughts, that
it is probable he would have taken no more notice
of the young woman than just raising his head and
remarking that she had a very neat and pretty fig-
ure, if his feelings of gallantry had not been most
strongly roused by observing that she had no one to
help her, and that the carpets seemed too heavy for
her single strength. Mr. Weller was a gentleman
of great gallantry in his own way, and he no sooner
remarked this circumstance than he hastily rose from
the large stone and advanced toward her.

“My dear,” said Sam, sliding up with an air of
great respect, “ you’ll spile that wery pretty figure
out o’ all perportion if you shake them carpets by
yourself. ILet me help yon.”

The young lady, who had been coyly affecting not
to know that a gentleman was so near, turned round
as Sam spoke—no doubt (indeed she said so, after-
ward) to decline this offer from a perfect stranger—
when, instead of speaking, she started baclk, and ut-
tered a half-suppressed scream. Sam was scarcely
less staggered, for in the countenance of the well-
shaped female servant he beheld the very features
of his Valentine, the pretty house-maid from Mr.
Nupkins’s.

“Wy, Mary my dear!” said Sam.

“Lank, Mr. Weller,” said Mary, “how you do
frighten one !”

Sam made no verbal answer to this complaint, nor
can we precisely say what reply he did make. We
merely know that after a short panse Mary said,
“TLor do adun, Mr. Weller!” and that his hat had
fallen off a few moments before—from both of which
tokens we should be disposed to infer that one kiss
or more had passed between the parties.

“Why, how did you come here ?” said Mary, when
the conversation to which this interruption had heen
offered was resumed.

“(Q course I came to look arter you, my darlin’,”
replied Mr. Weller ; for once permitting his passion
to get the better of his veracity.

“And how did you know I was here ?”’ inquired
Mary. “Who counld have fold you that I took an-
other serviece at Ipswich, and that they afterward
moved all the way here? Who could have told you
that, Mr. Weller ?”
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“Ah to be sure,” said Sam with a cunning look,
“that’s the pint. Who could ha’ told me?”

“It wasn’t Mr. Muzzle, was it ¥’ inquired Mary.

%(Qh no,” replied Sam, with a solemn shake of the
head, it warn’t him.”

“ Tt must have been the cook,” said Mary.

“( course it must,” said Sam,

“Well, I never heard the like of that!” exclaimed
Mary.

“No more did I,” said Bam. “But Mary, my
dear:” here Sam’s manner grew extremely affection-
ate: “Mary, my dear, I've got another affair in hand
as is wery pressin’. There’s one o’ my governor’s
friends—Mr. Winkle, you remember him.”

“Him in the green coat !” said Mary. “Oh yes,I
remember him.”

“Well,” said Sam, “he’s in a horrid state o’ love;
reg’larly comfoozled, and done over with it.”

¢ Miss who ?” said Mary, in great astonishment.

“ Miss Arabella Allen,” said Sam.

“ Goodness gracious!” said Mary, pointing to the
garden door which the sulky groom had locked after
him. “Why, it’s that very house; she’s been living
there these six weeks. Their upper house-maid,
which is lady’s maid too, told me all about it over
the wash-house palin’s before the family was out of
bed, one mornin’.”

“Wot, the wery next door to you ?’ said Sam.

“The very next,” replied Mary.

Mr. Weller was so deeply overcome on receiving
this intelligence that he found it absolutely necessa-
ry to cling to his fair informant for support; and
divers little love passages had passed between them,
before he was sufficiently collected to return to the
subject.

“Vell,” said Sam at length, “if this don’t beat

** LOE DO ADUN, ME, WELLER !"”

“TLor!” interposed Mary.

% Yes,” said Sam: “but that’s nothin’ if we counld
find ont the young ’ooman;” and here Sam, with
many digressions upon the personal beauty of Mary.
and the unspeakable tortures he ‘had experienced
since he last saw her, gave a faithful account of Mr.
‘Winkle’s present predicament. ’

“Well,” said Mary, “I never did!”

0’ course not,” said Sam, “and nobody never did,
nor never vill neither; and here am I a-walkin’
about like the wanderin’ Jew—a sportin’ character
you have perhaps heerd on, Mary, my dear, as wos
alvays doin’ a match agin time, and never vent to

. sleep—looking arter this here Miss Arabella Allen.”

cock-fightin’, nothin’ never vill, as the Lord Mayor
said, ven the chief secretary o' state proposed his
missis’s health arter dinner. That wery next house!
Wy, Ive got a message to her as I've been a-tryin’
all day to deliver.” :

‘*Ah,” said Mary, “but you can’t deliver it now,
because she only walks in the garden in the evening,
and then only for a very little time; she never goes
out without the old lady.”

Sam ruminated for a few moments, and finally hit
upon the following plan of operations: that he
should return just at dusk—the time at which Ara-
bella invariably took her walk—and, being admitted
by Mary into the garden of the house to which she
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belonged, would contrive to seramble, up the wall
beneath the overhanging boughs of a large pear-tree,
which would effectually screen him from observa-
tion ; would there deliver his message, and arrange,
if possible, an interview on behalf of Mr. Winkle for
the ensuing evening at the same hour. Having made
this arrangement with great dispatch, he assisted
Mary in the long-deferred ocenpation of shaking the
carpets.

It is not half as innocent a thing as it looks, that
ghaking little pieces of carpet—at least, there may
be no great harm in the shaking, but the folding is
a very insidious process. So long as the shaking
lasts, and the two parties are kept the carpet’s length
apart, it is as innocent an amusement as can well be
devised ; but when the folding begins, and the dis-
tance between them gets gradually lessened from
one-half its former length to a quarter, and then to
an eighth, and then to a sixteenth, and then to a
thirty-second, if the carpet be long enough, it be-
comes dangerous. We do not know to a nicety how
many pieces of carpet were folded in this instance,
bunt we can venture to state that as many pieces as
there were, so many times did Sam kiss the pretty
house-maid. -

Mr. Weller regaled himself with moderation at
the nearest tavern until it was nearly dusk, and then
returned to the lane withount the thoroughfare. Hav-
ing been admitted into the garden by Mary, and
having received from that lady sundry admonitions
concerning the safety of his limbs and neck, Sam
mounted into the pear-tree, to wait until Arabella
should come in sight.

He waited so long without this anxiously-expect-
ed event occurring, that he began to think it was not
going to take place at all, when he heard light foot-
steps upon the gravel, and immediately afterward
beheld Arabella walking pensively down the gar-
den. Assoon as she came nearly below the tree, Sam
began, by way of gently indicating his presence, to
make sundry diabolieal noises similar to those which
wonld probably be natural to a person of middle age
who had been afflicted with a combination of inflam-
matory sore throat, croup, and hooping-cough, from
his earliest infancy.

Upon this, the young lady cast a hurried glance
toward the spot from whence the dreadful sounds
proceeded ; and her previous alarm being not at all
diminished when she saw a man among the branches,
she would most certainly have decamped and alarm-
ed the house, had not fear fortunately deprived her
of the power of moving, and cansed her to sink down
on a garden seat which happened by good luck to be
near at hand.

“She’s agoin’ off,” soliloguized Sam in great per-
plexity. “Wot athing it is, as these here young cree-
turs will go a-faintin’ avay just wen they oughtn’t
to. Here, young ’ooman, Miss Sawbones, Mrs, Vin-
kle, don’t 1?

Whether it was the magic of Mr. Winkle’s name,
or the eoolness of the open air, or some recollection
of Mr. Weller’s voice, that revived Arabella, matters
not. She raised her head, and languidly inguired
“Who's that, and what do you want ?”

“ Hush,” said Sam, swinging himself on to the
wall, and crouching there in as small a compass

as he could reduce himself to, “only me, miss, only
me.”

“Mr. Pickwick’s servant,” said Arabella, earnest-
Iy.
T The wery same, miss,” replied Sam. ¢ Here’s Mr.
Vinkle reg’larly sewed up vith desperation, miss.”

“Ah!” said Arabella, drawing nearer the wall.

“Ah, indeed,” said Sam. “Ve thought ve should
ha’ been obliged to straight-veskit him last night ;
he's been a-ravin’ all day; and he says if he can’t
see you afore to-morrow night’s over, he vishes he
may be somethin’-unpleasanted if he don’t drownd
hisself.”

“Oh no, no, Mr. Weller!” said Arabella, clasping
her hands.

“That’s wot he says, miss,” replied Sam. “He'sa
man of his word, and it's my opinion he’ll do it, miss.
He's heerd all about you from the Sawbones in bar-
nacles.”

“From my brother!” said Arabella, having some
faint recognition of Sam’s description.

“Tdon’trightly know whiech is your brother, miss,”
replied Sam. “Is it the dirtiest van o’ the two?”

“Yes, yes, Mr. Weller,” returned Arabella, “ go on.
Make haste, pray.”

#Well, miss,” said Sam, “he’s heerd all about it
from him; and it’s the gov’nor’s opinion that if you
don’t see him wery quick, the Sawbones as we've
been a-speaking on 'ull get as much extra'lead in his
head as’ll damage the dewelopment o’ the orgins if
they ever put it in spirits artervards.”

Oh, what can I do to prevent these dreadful quar-
rels !” exclaimed Arabella.

“1{’s the suspicion of a priory ’tachment as is the
cause of it all,” replied Sam. * You'd better see him,
miss.”

“ But how *—where ?” cried Arabella. “Idare not
leave the house alone. My brother is so unkind, so
unreasonable! Iknow how strange my talking thus
to you must appear, Mr. Weller, but I am very, very
unhappy—"and here poor Arabella wept so bitterly,
that Sam grew chivalrous.

“Tt may seem very strange talkin’ to me about
these here affairs, miss,” said Sam, with great vehe-
mence: “ but all I can say is, that ' not only ready
but villin’ to do any thin’ as’ll make matters agree-
able; and if chuckin’ either o’ them Sawboneses out
o’ winder ull do it, I’'m the man.,” As Sam Weller
said this, he tucked up his wristbands, at the immi-
nent hazard of falling off the wall in so doing, to in-
timate his readiness to set to work immediately.

Flattering as these professions of good feeling
were, Arabella resolutely declined (most unaceount-
ably as Sam thought) to avail herself of them. For
some time she strenuounsly refused to grant Mr. Win-
kle the interview Sam had so pathetically request-
ed; but at length, when the conversation threaten-
ed to be interrupted by the unwelcome arrival of a
third party, she hurriedly gave him to understand,
with many professions of gratitude, that it was bare-
Iy possible she might be in the garden an hour later,
next evening. Sam understood this perfectly well ;
and Arabella bestowing upon him one of her sweetest
smiles, tripped gracefully away, leaving Mr. Weller
in a state of very great admiration of her charms,
both personal and mental.




236 THE PICEWICK CLUB.

Having descended in safety from the wall, and not
forgotten to devote a few moments to his own par-
ticular business in the same department, Mr. Weller
then made the best of his way back to the Bush,
where his prolonged absence had oceasioned much
speculation and some alarm.

“ We must be careful,” said Mr. Pickwick, after
listening attentively to Sam’s tale, “not for our own
sakes, but for that of the young lady. 'We must be
very cautious.”

“ e ! said Mr. Winkle, with marked emphasis.

Mr. Pickwick’s momentary look of indignation at
the tone of this remark, subsided into his character-
istic expression of benevolence, as he replied :

“We,sir! I shall accompany you.”

“You !” said Mr. Winkle.

“1,” replied Mr. Pickwick, mildly, “In affording
you this interview, the young lady has taken a nat-
ural, perhaps, but still a very imprudent step. If I
am present at the meeting, a mutual friend, who is
old enough to be the father of both parties, the
voice of calumny can never be raised against her
hereafter.”

Mr. Pickwick’s eyes lightened with honest exulta-
tion at his own foresight, as he spoke thus. Mr.
Winkle was touched by this little trait of his deli-
cate respect for the young protégée of his friend, and
took his hand with a feeling of regard akin to ven-
eration,

“You shall go,” said Mr. Winkle.

“1 will,” said Mr. Pickwick. ‘“Sam, have my
great-coat and shawl ready, and order a conveyance
to be at the door to-morrow evening, rather earlier
than is absolutely necessary, in order that we may
be in good time.”

Mr. Weller touched his hat, as an earnest of his
obedience, and withdrew to make all needful prep-
arations for the expedition.

The coach was punctual to the time appointed;
and Mr. Weller, after duly installing Mr. Pickwick
and Mr. Winkle inside, took his seat on the box by
the driver. They alighted, as had been agreed on,
about a guarter of a mile from the place of rendez-
vous, and desiring the coachman to await their re-
turn, proceeded the remaining distance on foot.

It was at this stage of the undertaking that Mr.
Pickwick, with many smiles and various other indi-
cations of great self-satisfaction, produced from one
of his coat-pockets a dark lantern, with which he
had specially provided himself for the occasion, and
the great mechanieal beauty of which, he proceeded
to explain to Mr. Winkle as they walked along, to
the no small surprise of the few stragglers they met.

“T should have been the better for something of
this kind, in my last garden expedition at night;
eh, Sam ?” said Mr. Pickwick, looking good-humor-
edly round at his follower, who was trudging behind.

“Wery nice things, if they’re managed properly,
sir,” replied Mr. Weller; ¢ but when you don’t want
to be seen, I think they’re more useful arter the can-
dle’s gone out than wen it's alight.”

Mr. Pickwick appeared struck by Sam's remarks,
for he put the lantern into his pocket again, and
they walked on in silence.

“Down here, sir,” said Sam. “Let me lead the
way. This is the lane, sir.”

Down the lane they went, and dark enough it was.
Mr. Pickwick brought out the lantern once or twice,
as they groped their way along, and threw a very
brilliant little tunuel of light before them abont a
foot in diameter. It was very pretty to look at, but
seemed to have the effect of rendering surrounding
objeets rather darker than before.

At length they arrived at the large stone. Here
Sam recommended his master and Mr. Winkle to
seat themselves, while he reconnoitred, and ascer-
tained whether Mary was yet in waiting.

After an absence of five or ten minutes, Sam re-
turned, to say that the gate was opened, and all
quiet. Following him with stealthy tread, Mr. Pick-
wick and Mr. Winkle soon found themselves in the
garden. Here every body said “Hush!” a good
many times; and that being done, no one seemed to
have any very distinct apprehension of what was to
be done next.

“Ts Miss Allen in the garden yet, Mary ¥ inquired
Mr. Winkle, much agitated.

“1 don’t know, sir,” replied the pretty house-maid.
“The best thing to be done, sir, will be for Mr. Wel-
ler to give you a hoist up into the tree, and perhaps
Mr. Pickwick will have the goodness to see that no-
body comes up the lane, while I watch at the other
end of the garden. Goodness gracious, what’s that!”

“That ‘ere blessed lantern ’ull be the death on ns
all,” exclaimed Sam, peevishly. “Take care wot
yowre a-doin’ on, sir; youw're a-sendin’ a blaze o
light right into the back parlor winder.”

“Dear me!” said Mr. Pickwick, turning hastily
aside, “I didw’t mean to do that.”

“Now it's in the next house, sir,” remonstrated
Sam.

#Bless my heart!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, turn-
ing round again.

“Now it’s in the stable, and they’ll think the
place is afire,” said Sam. *Shut it up, sir, can’s
you ?”

“Jt’s the most extraordinary lantern I ever met
with in all my life!” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, great-
1y bewildered by the effects he had so unintention-
ally produced. “I never saw such a powerful re-
flector.”

“It'11 be vun too powerful for us, if you keep
blazin’ avay in that manner, sir,” replied Sam, as
Mr. Pickwick, after various unsuccessful efforts,
managed to close the slide. ‘“There's the young
lady’s footsteps. Now, Mr. Vinkle, sir, up vith you.”

“Gtop, stop!” said Mr. Pickwick, “I must speak
to her first. Help me up, Sam.”

“Gently, sir,” said Sam, planting his head against
the wall, and making a platform of his back. *Step
atop o’ that ’ere flower-pot, sir. Now, then, up vith
you.”

“T'm afraid I shall hurt you, Sam,” said Mr. Pick-
wick.

“ Never mind me, sir,” replied Sam. “Lend him
a hand, Mr. Vinkle, sir. Steady, sir, steady! That's
the time o’ day!” :

As Sam spoke, Mr. Pickwick, by exertions almost
supernatural in a gentleman of his years and weight,
contrived to get upon Sam’s back; and Sam gently
raising himself up, and Mr. Pickwick holding on fast
by the top of the wall, while Mr. Winkle clasped him
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tight by the legs, they contrived by these means to
bring his spectacles just above the level of the cop-
ing.

Kt My dear,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking over the
wall, and catching sight of Arabella, on the other
side, “ don’t be frightened, my dear, it's ouly me.”

“ Oh pray go away, Mr. Pickwick,” said Arabella.
«Tell them all to go away. I am so dreadfully
frightened. Dear, dear Mr. Pickwick, don’t stop
there. Youll fall down and kill yourself, I know
you will.”

“Now, pray don’t alarm yourself, my dear,” said
Mz, Pickwick, soothingly. “There is not the least
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to you for your kindness and consideration,” replied
Arabella, drying her téars with her handkerchief.
She would probably have said much more, had not
Mr. Pickwick’s head disappeared with great swift-
ness, in consequence of a false step on Sam’s shoul-
der, which bronght him suddenly to the ground.
He was up again in an instant, however, and bid-
ding Mr. Winkle make haste and get the interview
over, ran out into the lane to keep wateh, with all
the courage and ardor of youth. Mr. Winkle him-

self, inspired by the occasion, was on the wall in a
moment, merely pausing to request Sam to be care-
ful of his master.
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cause for fear, T assure you. Stand firm Sam,” said
Mr. Pickwick, looking down.

“All right, sir,” replied Mr. Weller. “Don’t be
longer than you can conweniently help, sir, You're
rayther heavy.”

“Qnly another moment, Sam,” replied Mr. Pick- |

wick. “I merely wished you to kmow, my dear,
that I should not have allowed my young friend to
see you in this clandestine way, if the situation in
which you are placed had left him any alternative ;
and lest the impropriety of this step should cause
you any uneasiness, my love, it may be a satisfaction
to you to know that I am present. That’s all, my
dear.”

“Indeed, Mr. Pickwick, I am very much obliged

| %I take care on him,sir,” replied 8am. “Leave
him to me.”
“Where is he? What’s he doing, Sam ¥’ inquired
| Mr. Winkle.

“Bless his old gaiters,” rejoined Sam, looking ont
at the garden door. “He’s a-keepin’ gnard in the
lane vith that ’ere dark lantern, like a amiable Guy
Fawkes! Ineversee such afine creetur in my days.
| Blessed if I don’t think his heart must ha’ been born
five-and-twenty year arter his body, at least!”

Mr. Winkle staid not to hear the encominm upon
his friend. - He had dropped from the wall ; thrown
himself at Arabella’s feet; and by this time was
pleading the sincerity of his passion with an elo-
quence worthy even of Mr. Pickwick himself,
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‘While these things were going on in the open air,
an elderly gentleman of scientific attainments was
seated in his library, two or three houses off, writ-
ing a philosophical treatise, and ever and anon
moistening his clay and his labors with a glass of
claret from a venerable-looking bottle which stood
by his side. In the agonies of composition, the el-
derly gentleman looked sometimes at the carpet,
sometimes at the ceiling, and sometimes at the wall;
and when neither carpet, ceiling, nor wall afforded
the requisite degree of inspiration, he looked out of
the window.

In oue of these pauses of invention, the secientific
gentleman was gazing abstractedly on the thick
darkness outside, when he was very much surprised
by observing a most brilliant light glide through
the air at a short distance above the ground, and
almost instantaneously vanish. After a short time
the phenomenon was repeated, not once or twice, but
several times: at last the scientific gentleman, lay-
ing down his pen, began to consider to what natural
causes these appearances were to be assigned.

They were not meteors; they were toolow. They
were not glow-worms; they were too high. They
were not will-o’-the-wisps; they were not fire-flies ;
they were not fire-works. What could they be?
Some extracrdinary and wonderfnl phenomenon of
nature, which no philosopher had ever seen before ;
something which it had been reserved for him alone
to discover, and which he should immortalize his
name by chronicling for the benefit of posterity.
Full of this idea, the scientific gentleman seized his
pen again, and committed to paper sundry notes of
these unparalleled appearances, with the date, day,
hour, minute, and precise second at which they were
visible; all of which were to form the data of a volu-
minous treatise of great research and deep learning,
which should astonish all the atmospherical sages that
ever drew breath in any part of the civilized globe.

He threw himself back in his easy-chair, wrapped
in contemplations of his future greatness. The mys-
terious light appeared more brilliantly than before:
dancing, to all appearance, up and down the lane,
crossing from side to side, and moving in an orbit as
eccentric as comets themselves.

The scientific gentleman was a bachelor. He had
no wife o call in and astonish, so he rang the bell
for his servant.

“Prufile,” said the scientific gentleman, “ there is
something very extraordinary in the air to-night.
Did you see that?’ said the scientific gentleman,
pointing out of the window, as the light again be-
came visible.

“Yes, I did, sir.”

“What do you think of i, Pruffle ¥

“Think of it, sir ¥’

“Yes. You have been bred up in this country.
What should you say was the cause of those lights,
now ¥’

The scientific gentleman smilingly anticipated
Pruffle’s reply that he could assign no cause for them
at all. Pruffle meditated.

“I should say it was thieves, sir,” said Prufle at
length.

“You're a fool, and may go down stairs,” said the
scientific gentleman.

“Thank you, sir,” said Pruffle. And down he
went.

But the scientific gentleman could not rest under
the idea of the ingenions treatise he had projected
being lost to the world, which must inevitably be
the case if the speculation of the ingenious Mr. Pruf-
fle were not stifled in its birth. He put on his hat
and walked quickly down the garden, determined to
investigate the matter to the very bottom.

Now, shortly before the scientific gentleman walk-
ed out into the garden, Mr. Pickwick had run down
the lane as fast as he could, to convey a false alarm
that somebody was coming that way; occasionally
drawing back the slide of the dark lantern to keep
himself from the ditch. The alarm was no sooner
given, than Mr. Winkle scrambled back over the
wall, and Arabella ran into the house; the garden-
gate was shut, and the three adventurers were mak-
ing the best of their way down the lane, when they
were startled by the scientific gentleman unlocking
his garden-gate.

“Hold hard!” whispered Sam, who was, of course,
the first of the party. “Show a light for just vun
second, sir.”

Mr. Pickwick did as he was desired, and Sam, see-
ing a man’s head peeping out very cautiously within
half a yard of his own, gave it a gentle tap with his
clenched fist, which knocked it, with a hollow sound,
against the gate. Having performed this feat with
great suddenness and dexterity, Mr. Weller caught
Mr. Pickwick up on his back, and followed Mr. Win-
kle down the lane at a pace which, considering the
burden he carried, was perfectly astonishing.

‘“ Have you got your vind back agin, sir,” inquired
Sam, when they had reached the end.

“Quite. Quite now,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“Then come along, sir,” said Sam, setting his mas-
ter on his feet again. * Come betveen, us sir. Not
half a mile to run. Think you're vinnin a cup, sir.
Now for it.”

Thus encouraged, Mr. Pickwick made the very
best use of his legs. It may be confidently stated
that a pair of black gaiters never got over the
ground in better style than did those of Mr. Pick-
wiclk on this memorable occasion.

The coach was waiting, the horses were fresh, the
roads were good, and the driver was willing. The
whole party arrived in safety at the Bush before Mr.
Pickwick had recovered his breath.

“In with youn at once, sir,” said Sam, as he helped
his master out. “Don’t stop a second in the street,
arter that ’ere exercise, Beg your pardon, sir,” con-
tinued Sam, touching his hat as Mr. Winkle descend-
ed. “Hope there warn’t a priory ’tachment, sir ?”

Mr. Winkle grasped his humble friend by the
hand, and whispered in his ear, “It’s all right, Sam;
quite right” Upon which Mr. Weller struck three
distinet blows upon his nose in token of intelligence,
smiled, winked, and proceeded to put the steps up,
with a countenance expressive of lively satisfaction.

As to the scientific gentleman, he demonstrated,
in a masterly treatise, that these wonderful lights
were the effect of electricity; and clearly proved
the same by detailing how a flash of fire danced be-
fore his eyes when he put his head out of the gate,
and how he received a shock which stunned him for

MR, WELLEE STOPS THE WAY. 239

a quarter of an hour afterward; which demonstra-
tion delighted all the Scientific Associations beyond
measure, and caused him to be considered a light of
science ever afterward.

—_——

CHAPTER XL.

INTRODUCES MR. PICKWICK TO A NEW AND NOT UN-
INTERESTING SCENE IN THE GREAT DRAMA OF
LIFE.

HE remainder of the period which Mr. Pickwick
had assigned as the duration of the stay at Bath
passed over withont the occurrence of any thing
material. Trinity Term commenced. On the expi-
ration of its first weel, Mr. Pickwick and his friends
returned to London; and the former gentleman, at-
tended of course by Sam, straightway repaired to
his old quarters at the George and Vulture.

On the third morning after their arrival, just as
all the clocks in the city were striking nine individ-
ually, and somewhere about nine hundred and ninety-
nine collectively, Sam was taking the air in George
Yard, when a queer sort of fresh-painted wvehicle
drove up, out of which there jumped with great
agility, throwing the reins to a stout man who sat
beside him, a queer sort of gentleman, who seemed
made for the vehicle, and the vehicle for him.

The vehicle was not exactly a gig, neither was it
a stanhope. It was not what is eurrently denom-
inated a dog-cart, neither was it a taxed-cart, nor a
chaise-cart, nor a guillotined cabriolet; and yet it
had something of the character of each and every
of these machines. It was painted a bright yellow,
with the shafts and wheels picked out in black; and
the driver saf, in the orthodox sporting style, on
cushions piled about two feet above the rail. The
horse was a bay, a well-looking animal enough; but
with something of a flash and dog-fighting air about
him, nevertheless, which accorded hoth with the ve-
hicle and his master.

The master himself was a man of about forty, with
black hair, and carefully combed whiskers. He was
dressed in a particularly gorgeons manner, with
plenty of articles of jewelry about him—all about
three sizes larger than those which are usually worn
by gentlemen—and a rough great-coat to crown the
whole. Into one pocket of this great-coat he thrust
his left hand the moment he dismounted, while from
the other he drew forth with his right a very bright
and glaving silk handkerchief, with which he whisk-
ed a speck or two of dust from his boots, and then,
crumpling it in his hand, swaggered up the court.

It had not escaped Sam’s attention that, when
this person dismounted, a shabby-looking man in a
brown great-coat shorn of divers buttons, who had
been previously slinking about, on the opposite side
of the way, crossed over, and remained stationary
close by. Having something more than a suspicion
of the object of the gentleman’s visit, Sam preceded
him to the George and Vulture, and, turning sharp
round, planted himself in the centre of the door-way.

“Now, my fine fellow !” said the man in the rough
coat, in an imperious tone, attempting at the same
time to push his way past.

“Now, sir, wot’s the matter!” replied Sam, return-
ing the push with compound interest.

“Come, none of this, my man; this won’t do with
me,” said the owner of the rough coat, raising his
voice, and turning white. “Here, Smouch !’

“Well, wot’s amiss here ?” growled the man in the
brown coat, who had been gradually sneaking up the
court during this short dialogue.

“Only some insolence of this young man’s,” said
the principal, giving Sam another push.

““Come, none o’ this gammon,” growled Smouch,

* giving him another, and a harder one.

This last push had the effect which it was intend-
ed by the experienced Mr. Smouch to produce; for
while Sam, anxious to return the compliment, was
grinding that gentleman’s bhody against the door-
post, the prineipal crept past, and made his way to
the bar : whither S8am, after bandying a few epithet-
ical remarks with Mr. Smouch, followed at once.

“Good-morning, my dear,” said the prineipal, ad-
dresping the young lady at the bar with Botauy Bay
ease, and New South Wales gentility; “ which is
Mr. Pickwick’s room, my dear 2”

“Bhow him up,” said the bar-maid to a waiter,
without deigning another look at the exquisite, in
reply to his inguiry.

The waiter led the way up stairs as he was de-
sired, and the man in the rough coat followed, with
Sam behind him: who, in his progress up the stair-
case, indulged in sundry gestures indicative of su-
preme contempt and defiance, to the unspeakable
gratification of the servants and other lookers-on.
Mr. Smounch, who was troubled with a hoarse congh,
remained below, and expectorated in the passage.

Mr. Pickwick was fast asleep in bed, when his
early visitor, followed by Sam, entered the room.
The noise they made in so doing awoke him.

“BShaving-water, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, from
within the curtains.

“Shave you directly, Mr. Pickwick,” said the vis-
itor, drawing one of them back from the bed’s head.
“I've got an execution against you, at the suit of
Bardell.—Here’s the warrant.—Common Pleas.—
Here’s my card. I suppose you'll come over to my
house.” Giving Mr. Pickwick a friendly tap on the
shoulder, the sheriff’s officer (for such he was) threw
his card on the counterpane, and pulled a gold tooth-
pick from his waistcoat-pocket.

“Namby’s the name,” said the sheriftf’s deputy, as
Mr. Pickwick took his spectacles from under the pil-
low, and put them on, to read the card. *Namby,
Bell Alley, Coleman Street.”

At this point, Sam Weller, who had had his eyes
fixed hitherto on Mr. Namby’s shining beaver, in-
terfered :

“Are you a quaker ?” said Sam.

“I'll let you know who I am, before T've done with
you,” replied the indignant officer. “T1l teach you
manners, my fine fellow, one of these fine mornings.”

“Thankee,” said Sam. “Tll do the same to yomu.
Take your hat off.” With this, Mr. Weller, in the
most dexterous manner, knocked Mr. Namby’s hat to
the other side of the room: with such violence, that
he had very nearly caused him to swallow the gold
tooth-pick into the bargain.

“Observe this, Mr. Pickwick,” said the disconcerted




