
Ves sit, of course, sir. {CotmneiicesMks. Baruell :

diistiiifi.)

Pickwick : He's a very long time gone.
Mrs. Bardkll: Why, it's a good long wav to the Borough

sir, ain't it, sir ?

(Mrs. B. resumes dusting.)

Pickwick
: Ah, very true, so it is. (After tlwiifihtfiilly consult-

ing his note-hook) Mrs. Bardell !

Mrs. Bardell : Sir .'

Pickwick (iakinf^ seat at table) : Do you think it's a much
greater expense to keep two people than to keep one ?

Mrs. Bardell : La. Mr. Pickwick, what a question '
'

Pickwick : Well, but do you !

Mrs. Bardell (approachinf^ the duster very near to Mr.
P's. elhoic) : That depends a good deal upon the person,
Mr. Pickwick, you know, and whether it's a careful
and saving person, sir.

Pickwick : That's very true, but the person I have in my
eye (looks hard at Mrs. B.) I think possesses these qual-
ities, and has, moreover, a considerable knowledge of
the world, and a great deal of sharpness, Mrs. Bardell.
which may be of material use to me——

-

Mrs. Bardell : La, Mr. Pickwick—
Pickwick : And to tell the truth, Mrs. Bardell, I have

made up my mind.
Mrs. Bardell : Dear me, sir. (Dropping into chair.)
Pickwick : You'll think it very strange, now. that I have

never consulted you about this matter; and never even
mentioned it, till I sent your little bov out this morn-
ing—eh ?

Mrs. Bardell : Oh, Mr. Pickwick, sir.

Pickwick : Well, what do you think ? The expense won't
be much greater, will it ?

Mrs. Bardell : Oh, Mr. Pickwick, you're verv kind, sir.
Pickwick : Yes; kind to myself, but it'll save you a good

deal of trouble too, won't it ?

Mrs. Bardell : Oh, I never thought anything of the trouble,
sir, and of course I should take more trouble to please
you then tht . ever; but it's so kind of you, Mr. Pickwick,
to have so much consideration for my loneliness. (Over-
come ti-itli emotion.)

Pickwick (Rising) : Ah. to be sure; I never thought of
that. When I'm in town, you'll always have some-
body to sit with you. To be' sure, so you will.

Mrs. Bardell : I'm sure I bought to be a very 'appy woman.
Pickwick : And your little boy
Mrs. Bardell (wi'th a sob) : Bfess his 'art !
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