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...¢¢ Are_you only going tokj Varmouth then 7 I asked. -

"¢ That’s about it,’* said the carrier. ¢ And there I.shall .
 take you to the stage-cutch, ‘and the stage-cuteh that’ll take -

vou to-—wherever it is.??.

i As this. was .a-great deal for the carrier (whose name:-was::

o I:('-.M'r;:Barkis)'v to say—he being,-as 1 ‘observed in-a former.

““_‘chapter, of a phlegmatic -temperament, and not .at.all
“conversational—. offered him a ‘cake as a mark of ‘altention,
which he ate at:one, gulp, . exactly like dn. elephant,-and

which mads no more impression on his big face than it would -

have.done.on an'elephant’s.. . . R ERE
¢¢Did she make ’em now 27 said Mr. Barkis, always lean-
ing forward, "in his slouching way, on the footboard of the
cart with an'arm on cach kneeé o3 : .
¢ Pegaotly, do you mean, Sir??
. == H et
¢ Ah P said Mr. Barkis. - ¢ Her.”

ing.? ‘ S v
% Do she though 27, said Mr. Barkis.

- "He made up his mouth as if to whistle, but he dido’t whis-
‘tle. - He sat looking at the horse’s ears, asif he saw some-.-

. thing:new-there ; and sat soj fora considerable time. "By-
and-by, he said: Lo S . :
¢ No sweethieart, I b’lieve 2% :

« Sweetmeats did you say, Mr. Barkis??? For I tlio(xght'
he wanted something else to eat, and had poinledly alluded -

o that description of refreshment.
“¢¢ Hearts,” said M¢. Barkis, * ¢ Sweethearts; no person
“walks 'with lier 177 : T LT
e With Peggotty 222 -
& Ah1? hesaid. < Her.,”? -
¢ Oh no. - Shenever had asweetheart.”
¢ Didn’t she though 1> said Mr. Barkis. s
" Again he made up ‘his mouth lo whisile, and again he
didn’t whistle, but satlooking at the liorse’s cars,

¢ So she makes,’. said Mr. Barkis afler.a’ long interval of -
© reflection;, ¢ all the apple parsties, and does all the cooking, "

do she?? :
1 teplied that such was the fact,

.« Well. Il tell you what,? said'Mr. ‘I’»u‘rkis.' “P’rziﬁs .

you mightbe writin’ to her?” .
¢ I shall certainly write to her;> I rejoined.

L6 AR 122 he said, slowly turning . his cyes. fowards me.

Well! - If you was writin® lo. her,  p’raps you’diecolleet (o
say that Barkis was willin? ; would you.” ‘

“That Barkis is willing, T repeated, innocently. ¢Is

that all the message 2. ‘ L
«Ve—ce,?”” he said, considering: ¢Ye—s. Barkis is
willin?.?? ' i .
¢« Bat you will be at Blunderstone again to-morrow, Mr.
Barkis,” T said, faltering a little at the idea of my being far
away from it then, -%¢ and could give your own message so
© mueir better,? . ' . R
As he repudiated this suggestion, however, with ajerk of
his head, and once more confirmed his previous request by
saying, with profound gravity, Barkis is willin’. That’s the
message,” I readily -underiook its transmission. . While I
was: wuiting for the coach in the Hotel at Yarmouth' that
“ very afternoon, I procured a sheet of paper and an inkstand,
and wrote a note to Peggotly which ran thus: «¢ My dear
Pegoolty. 1 have come bere safe. . Barkis is willing. My
love: to Mama. - Yours affectionately. L. S. Ilesays he
" particularily wants you lo know—Bailis is willing.”
When I had talen this commission on mysell, prospec-
tively, - Mr. Barkis relapsed into-perfect silence ; and I, feel-
ing quite worn out by ail that had happened lately, lay down

on a sack in the cart and fell asleep. I slept soundly until’

we got to Yarmouth ; ‘which wasso entirely new and strange
to me in theinn yard to which we drove, thatlatonce aban-
doned a latent hope 1 had had of meeting with some of Mr.
P:;%'gotty’s family there, perhaps even with little Em’y her-
. sell. : :
The coacl was in the yard, shining-very much all over,
" but without any horses to it as yet ; and it looked in that state
. asif nothing.was more unlikely than its ever going to London.
1 was thinking this and wondering what would ullimately
harama of my_ box, which Mr. Barkis had put down on the

. and joints of meat were. hanging up,” and’said ;-
s paid for-here; in.that name.” .

¢ Ves. . She makes all our pastry, and vdogs all burc‘ook- .

- mind Dy putlinga chair’for me’at the table, and say

“back, andlake it off quick.  Shail 172

'yird-pa#einér_xt By the pole’'(he having driveén' up’(he yard !
: turn his cart), and also what would ultimately become of m¢
“when a lady:looked out of & bow-window where some é,\\_'l

“¢[s'that the little’ gentleman .from Blunderst
¢ Yes,; ma’am I'said, o5 0 oiin ot
22¢:What name %% enquired the lady
-¢¢ Copperfield, ma’am,? Isaidi:. "
¢ %.That won’t do,” returned:the lady.:

% Nobody’s dinne

< Is it Murdslone;. ma’am 22 [ said. © “0 Vit

¢ If you’re Master Murdstone,” said the I_ndy; “ .y

"you 'go ainl.-give another name first 922

Iexplained to the lady how it was; who then' rang a bel
and called out, ¢ William ! show the coffee-room 1?7 <" Upo
which a waiter came-running out on a kitcheri at the opposit
side of the yard to show.it,: and seemed a good deal surprise
when he found-hie was only- o show it to me. - " it

It was a_large long 1oom with some:large ‘maps’in it,

“doubt if I could have felt much siranger if the maps had bee

real foreign countries, and .1 cast away in the middle of them

“Ifelt it was taking a liberty: to sit down; " With'my cap'in in;

handy on the corner of the chair nearest the door ;" and ‘whe
‘the - waiter-12id -a cloth on purpose for me,-and puta’set ¢
castors on-it,' I think I must have turned'red-all‘over witl
Modesty. ot h e e T e R T

He brought me some chops, and vegetables; and.took th
covers ofl in such a bouncing manner let‘I was afraid I mus
have given: him some: offence.:. But' he greatly relieyed'm:
ing, ver

alfably, ¢ Now six-foot l.come on 122; -« i T
1 thanked him,-and took:my seat at the beard ; but foun

it extremely dificult to- handle my knife an fork” with an

thing like dexterity, or to-avoid splashing mysclf with 1h

“gravy, while-le was-standing opposite, staring so hard, . an

making-me blush in the most “dreadfu) manner every {ime

scaught his'eye. - Aller watching me into the second chop,- h
said : cowe : ’ W

- ¢ There’s - half a pint ol ale. for you. Will ‘you have i
MOW PP e LR e T T

I thanked him, and said Yes. - Upon which’ he poured i
out of ajug into n large tuimblery -and held it up'against’ thy

- light, and made'it:dook beautiful. <2 <

« My eye 1’ he said. ¢« It scems a good deal, don’t it 1?
€¢It does scem a good deal,” .1 answaored -with '\ smile
Tor it was quite: delightful to me, - to find'him so pleasant
He was a twinkling-eyed, pimple-faced man; with his"hai;

- standing upright all over his head'; and as he stood with onc
. arm a-kimbo, holding up the glass to the light with the othe
> hand, he looked quite friendly. . - S EEE

. There was a:gentleman here, -yesterdny,” heisaid, ¢ ¢
stout gentleman, by the name of Topsawyer—perhaps you
know him 1?7 . S e e

¢ No,” I'said, T don’t think—?? .- -~ .

¢ In breeches und gaiters, broad-brimmed hat,” grey coat

- speckled choaker,’> said the waiter,

¢ No,” 1 said bashiully, 1 haven’t the pleasure—?
¢ e came-in here,”: said ‘the waiter, looking at the ligh

. through the tumbler, - < ordered -a glass ol this ‘ale—woulc
order 1t—TI {old him net—drink it; and fell dead.”” It was toc
. old for him.

it oughtn’t to be drawn; . that’s the fact.”: -
I was'very. much shocked to hear of this melancholy ac-

cident, and said I thought I had better have some water. ..’
¢ Why you see,’ said the waiter, still looking at the light

through the ‘tumbler, with one of his c¢yes shut up, "¢ ow

-people don’t like things-being ordered and - left. - It offends

’em, But I’lldrink it if you Jike. : 1’m used to it,-and use i
everything, I don’t think it ’ill hurt me, if I throw my head

I replied that he would. much oblige me by drini(iné i‘t? K

" he thought he could do it safely, but’by no means otherwise.

When he did lhrow his head back, “and lake it off guick, ]
had a horrible Tear, I'confess, of sceing him-meet the fate of
the Tamented Mr. Topsawyer, and full Jifeless on the carpet.
But it dide’t burthim.  On the contrary, 1thought he seemed
the fresher for. it. : IR L



