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which Mr. Weller, at the market-price of the day,
was entitled, in consideration of the balance of the
second Mrs. Weller’s funded savings. Sam's two
hundred pounds stood transferred to his name, and
‘Wilkins Flasher, Esquire, having been paid his com-
mission, dropped the money carelessly into his coat-
pocket, and lounged back to his office.

Mr. Weller was at first obstinately determined on
cashing the check in nothing but sovereigns; but it
being represented by the umpires that by so doing
he must ineur the expense of a small sack to carry

them home in, he consented to receive the amount in

five-pound notes.

“My son,” said Mr. Weller, as they came out of
the banking-house, ‘ my, son and me has a very par-
ticular engagement thisarternoon, and I should like
to have this here bis’ness settled out of hand, so let’s
jest go straight avay someveres, vere ve can hordit
the accounts.” /

A quiet room was soon found, and the accounts
were produced and aundited. Mr. Pell’s bill was tax-
ed by Sam, and some charges were disallowed by
the umpires; but, notwithstanding Mr. Pell’s decla-
ration, accompanied with many solemn asseverations
that they were really too hard upon him, it was by
very many degrees the best professional job he had
ever had, and one on which he boarded, lodged, and
washed, for six months afterward.

The umpires having partaken of a dram,8hook
hands and departed, as they had to drive out of town
that night. Mr. Solomon Pell, finding that nothing
more was going forward, either in the eating or
drinking way, took a friendly leave, and 8am and
his father were left alone,

“There !” said Mr. Weller, thrusting his pocket-
book in his side pocket. * Vith the bills for the
lease and that, there’s eleven hundred and eighty
pound here. Now, Samivel, my boy, turn the horses’
heads to the George and Wulter !”

—_—

CHAPTER LVI.

AN IMPORTANT CONFERENCE TAKES PLACE BETWEEN
MR. PICKWICK AND SAMUEL WELLER, AT WHICH
HIS PARENT ASSISTS. AN OLD GENTLEMAN IN A
BNUFF-COLORED SUIT ARRIVES UNEXPECTEDLY.

B. PICKWICK was sitting alone, musing over
many things, and thinking, among other con-
siderations, how he eould best provide for the young
couple whose present nnsettled condition was matter

of constant regret and anxi
stepped lightly into the roo
table, said, rather hastily,

“Oh, if you please, sir, Samuel is down stairs, and
he says may his father see you 9”

“ Burely,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“Thank you, sir,” said Mary, tripping toward the
door again.

“Sam has not been here long, has he ?” inquired
Mr. Pickwick.

““Oh no, sir,” replied Mary, eagerly. “He hasonly
Jjust come home. He is not going to ask you for any
more leave, sir, he says.”

Mary might have been conscions that she had com-

t0 him, when Mary
d,advaneing to the

municated this last intelligence with more warmth
than seemed actually necessary, or she might have
observed the good-humored smile with. which Mr.
Pickwick regarded her, when she had finished speak-
ing. She certainly held down her head, and exam-
ined the corner of a very smart little apron, with
more closeness than there appeared any absolute oc-
casion for.

“Tell them they can come up at once, by all
means,” said Mr. Pickwick.

- Mary, appareggy much relieved, hurried away
with her messag

Mr. Pickwick took two or three turns up and
down the room; and rubbing his chin with his left
hand as he did so, appeared lost in thought,

“Well, well,” said Mr. Pickwick at length, in a
kind but somewhat melancholy tone, it is the best
way in which I could reward him for his attachment
and fidelity; let it be so, in Heaven’s name. It is
the fate of a lonely old man, that those about him
should formnew and different attachments, and leave
him. T have no right to expect that it should be
otherwise with me. No, no,” added Mr. Pickwick,
more cheerfully, it wonld be selfish and ungrateful.
I ought to be happy to have an opportunity of pro-
viding for him so well. Iam. Of course I am.”

Mr. Pickwick had been so absorbed in these re-
flections, that a knock at the door was three or four
times repeated before he heard it. Hastily seating
himself, and calling up his' accustomed pleasant
looks, he gave the required permission, and Sam
‘Weller entered, followed by his father.

 Glad to see you back again, Sam,” said Mr. Pick-
wick. “How do you do, Mr. Weller.”

“Wery hearty, thankee, sir,” replied the widower;
“hope I see you well, gir.”

“Quite, I thank yon,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“I wanted to have a little bit of conversation
with you, sir,” said Mr. Weller, ‘“if you could spare
me five minits or so, sir.”

“Certainly,” replied Mr. Pickwick. ¢ Sam, give
your father a chair.”

“Thankee, Samivel, I've got a cheer here,” said
Mr. Weller, bringing one forward as he spoke; “un-
common fine day it’s been, sir,” added the old gen-
tleman, laying his hat on the floor as he sat himself
down.

“Remarkably so, indeed,” replied Mr. Pickwick.
“Very seasonable.”

¢ Seasonablest veather I ever see, sir,”” rejoined
Mr. Weller. Here, the old genfleman was seized
with a violent fit of ecoughing, which, being termi-
nated, he nodded his head and winked and made
several supplicatory and threatening gestures to his
son, all of which Sam Weller steadily abstained from
seeing.

Mr. Pickwick, perceiving that there was some em-
barrassment on the old gentleman’s part, affected to
be engaged in cutting the leaves of a book that lay
beside him, and waited patiently until Mr. Weller
should arrive at the object of his visit.

“T never see sich a aggerawatin’ boy as you are,
Samivel,” said Mr. Weller, looking indignantly at his
son; “mever in all my born days.”

“What is he doing, Mr. Weller?” inquired Mr.
Pickwick.
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“He wvon’t begin, sir,” rejoined Mr. Weller; “he
knows I ain’t ekal to ex-pressin’ myself ven there’s
any thin’ partickler to be done, and yet he'll stand
and sees me a-settin’ here takin’ up your walable
time, and makin’ a reg’lar spectacle o’ myself, ray-
ther than help me out vith a syllable. It ain’t filial
conduet, Samivel,” said Mr, Weller, wiping his fore-
head ; “ wery far from it.”

“You said you'd speak,” replied Sam; “how
should I know yeu wos done up at the wery begin-
nin’ ¥

“Youn might ha’ seen I warn’t able to start,” re-
joined his father; “I'm on the wrong side of the
road, and backin’ into the palins, and all manner of
unpleasantness, and yet you von’t put out a hand to
help me. I’m ashamed on you, Samivel.”

“The fact is, sir,” said S8am, with a slight bow,
¥ the gov’nor’s been a-drawin’ his money.”

“Wery good, Samivel, wery good,” said Mr. Wel-
ler, nodding his head with a satisfied air, “I didn’t
mean to speak harsh to you, Sammy. Wery good.
That’s the vay to begin. Come to the pint at once.
Wery good indeed, Samivel.”

Mr. Weller nodded his head an extraordinary
number of times, in the excess of his gratification,
and waited in a listening attitude for Sam to resume
his statement.

“You may sit down, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, ap-
prehending that the interview was likely to prove
rather longer than he had expected.

S8am bowed again and sat down; his father look-
ing round, he continued,

“The gov’nor, sir, has drawn out five hundred and
thirty pound.”

“ Reduced counsels,” interposed Mr. Weller, senior,
in an undertone.

‘It don’t much matter vether it’s rednced coun-
sels, or wot not,” said Sam ; “five hundred and thir-
ty pound is the sum, ain’t it $”

“All right, Samivel,” replied Mr. Weller.

“To vich sum, he has added for the house and his-
ness—"

“ Lease, good-vill, stock, and fixters,” interposed
Mr. Weller.

—*“As much as makes if,” continued Sam, “alto-
gether, eleven hundred and eighty pound.?

“Indeed!” said Mr. Pickwick. “I am delighted
to hear it. I congratulate you, Mr. Weller, on hav-
ing done so well.”

‘Vait a minit, sir,” said Mr. Weller, raising his
hand in a deprecatory manner. “ (et on,Samivel.”

“This here money,” said Sam, with a little hesi-
tation, “ he's anxious to put someveres vere he knows
it’ll be safe, and I'm wery anxious too, for if he keeps
it, he'll go a-lendin’ it to somebody, or inwestin’ prop-
erty in horses, or droppin’ his pocket-book down a
airy, or makin’ a Egyptian mummy of hisselfin some
vay or another.”

“Wery good, Samivel,” observed Mr. Weller; in as
complacent a manner as if Sam had been passing the
highest eulogiums on his prudence and foresight.
“Wery good.”

“For vich reasons,” continued Sam, plucking nery-
ously at the brim of his hat; “for vich reasons, he's
drawd it out to-day, and come here vith me to say,
leastvays to offer, or in other vords to—"

“_—To say this here,” said the elder Mr. Weller,
impatiently, “ that it ain’t o’ no use to me. I'm
agoin’ to vork a coach reg’lar, and ha’nt got noveres
to keep it in, unless T vos to pay the gnard for takin’
care on it, or to put it in vun o’ the coach-pockets,
vich 'ud be a temptation to the insides. If youw’ll
take care on it for me, sir, I shall be wery much
obliged to you. P’raps,” said Mr. Weller, walking
up to Mr. Pickwick and whispering in his ear, ‘‘ p’raps
it'll go a little vay toward the expenses o’ that ’ere
conwiction. All I say is; just you keep it till I ask
you for it again” With these words, Mr. Weller
placed the pocket-book in Mr. Pickwick’s hands,
caught up his hat, and ran out of the room with a
celerity scarcely to be expected from so corpulent a
subject.

“Stop him, Sam!’ exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, ear-
nestly. “Overtake him; bring him back instantly!
Mr. Weller—here—come back !” T

Sam saw that his master’s injunctions were not to
be disobeyed ; and catching his father by the arm as
he was descending the stairs, dragged him back by
main foree.

“My good friend,” said Mr. Pickwick, taking the
old man by the hand; “yourhonest confidence over-
powers me.”

“I don’t see no ocecasion for nothin’ o’ the kind,
sir,” replied Mr. Weller, obstinately.

T assure you, my good friend, I have more money
than I can ever need ; far more than a man at my
age can ever live to spend,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“No man knows how much he can spend till he
tries,” observed Mr. Weller.

“Perhaps not,” replied Mr. Pickwick ; “but as T
have no intention of trying any such experiments, I
am not likely to come to want. I must beg you to
take this back, Mr. Weller.”

“Wery well,” said Mr. Weller, with a discontented
look. “Mark my vords, Sammy. IIll do somethin’
desperate vith this here property; somethin’ des-
perate |7

“You'd better not,” replied Sam.

Mzx. Weller reflected for a short time, and then,
buttoning up his eoat with great determination,
said,

“T'll keep a pike.”

“Wot!” exelaimed Sam.

“A pike,” rejoined Mr. Weller, throngh his set
teeth ; “I'll keep a pike. Say good-bye to your fa-
ther, Samivel. T dewote the remainder o’ my days
to a pike.”

This threat was:such an awful one, and Mr. Weller,
besides appearing fully resolved to carry it into exe-
cution, seemed so deeply mortified by Mr. Pickwick’s
refusal, that that gentleman, after a short reflection,
said,

“ Well, well, Mr. Weller, I will keep the money.
I can do more good with it, perhaps, than you can.”

% Just the wery thing, to be sure,” said Mr. Weller,
brightening np; “ o’ course you ean, sir.”

“Say no more about it,” said Mr. Piekwielk, loek-
ing the pocket-book in his desk; “I am heartily
obliged to you, my good friend. Now sit down again.
I want to ask your advice.” :

The internal laughter oceasioned by the trinmph-
ant success of his visit, which had convulsed not only
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Mr. Weller’s face, but his arms, legs, and body also,
during the locking up of the pocket-book, suddenly
gave place to the most dignified gravity as he heard
these words.

“Wait outside a few minutes, Sam, will you ¥’
said Mr. Pickwick.

Sam immediately withdrew,

Mr. Weller looked uncommonly wise and verymuch
amazed, when Mr. Pickwick opened the discourse by
saying,

‘You are not an advocate for matrimony, I think,
Mr. Weller ¢

Mr. Weller shook his head. He was wholly un-
able fo speak ; vagne thoughts of some wicked wid-
ow having been suecessful in her designs on Mr. Pick-
wick choked his utterance.

it was evident from the tone in which he used it
that it was a favorable expression, Mr, Pickwick was
as well satisfied as if he had been thoroughly enlight-
ened on the subject. g

“1 take a great interest in her, Mr. Weller,” said
Mr. Pickwick,

Mr. Weller coughed.

“I mean an interest in her doing well,” resumed
Mr. Pickwick ; “a desire that she may be comforta-
ble and prosperous. You understand ¥’

“Wery clearly,” replied Mr. Weller, who under-
stood nothing yet.

“That young person,” said Mr. Pickwick, “is at-
tached to your son.”

“To Samivel Veller!” exclaimed the parent.
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“ Did you happen to see a young girl down stairs
when you came in just now with your son #” inquired
Mr Pickwick,

“Yes. I see a young gal,” replied Mr. Weller,
shortly.

“What did you think of her, now? Candidly,
Mr.-Weller, what did you think of her ?”

“I thought she wos wery plump, and vell made,”
said Mr. Weller, with a critical air. .

“So she is,” said Mr. Pickwick, “so she is. What
did you think of her manners, from what you saw
of her ?”

“Wery pleasant,” rejoined Mr. Weller. ‘ Wery
pleasant and conformable.”

The precise meaning which Mr. Weller attached to
this last-mentioned adjective did not appear ; but as

“It's nat’ral,” said Mr. Weller, after some con-
sideration, “ nat’ral, but rayther alarmin’. Sammy
maust be careful.”

“How do you mean ¥’ inquired Mr. Pickwick.

“Wery careful that he don’t say nothin’ to her,”
responded Mr. Weller. “ Wery careful that he ain’t
led avay, in a innocent moment, to say any think as
may lead to a conwiction for breach. You're never
safe vith ’em, Mr. Pickwick, ven they vunce has de-
signs on you ; there’s no knowin’ vere to have ’em ;
and vile you're a-considering of it, they have you.
I wos married fust that vay myself, sir, and Sammy
wos the consekens o' the manoover.”

“You give me no great encouragement to con-
clude what I have to say,” observed Mr. Pickwick,

.| “but Thad better do so at once. This young person
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is' not only attached to your son, Mr. Weller, but your
son is attached to her.”

“Vell,” said Mr. Weller, ¢ this here's a pretty sort
o’ thing to come to a father's ears, this is!”

T have observed them on several occasions,” said
Mr. Pickwick, making no comment on Mr. Weller's
last remark; “and entertain mo doubt at all about
it. Supposing I were desirous of establishing them
comfortably as man and wife in some little business
or situation, where they might hope to obtain a

decent living, what should you think of it, Mr. Wel-_

ler?”

At first Mr. Weller received with wry faces a prop-
osition involving the marriage of any body in whom
he took an interest; but as Mr. Pickwick argued
the point with him, and laid great stress on the fact
that Mary was not a widow, he gradually became
more tractable. Mr. Pickwick had great influence
over him, and he had been much struck with Mary’s
appearance, having, in fact, bestowed several very
unfatherly winks upon her already. At length he
said that it was not for him to oppese Mr. Pick-
wick’s inclination, and that he would be very happy
to yield to his advice; upon which Mr. Pickwick
joyfully took him at his word,and called Sam back
into the room.

“Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, clearing his throat,
“your father and I have been having some conver-
sation about you.”

“About you, Samivel,” said Mr. Weller, in a pat-
ronizing and impressive voice.

“I am not so blind, Sam; as not to have seen, a
long time since, that you entertain something more
than a friendly feeling toward Mrs. Winkle’s maid,”
said Mr. Pickwick.

“You hear this, Samivel ?” said Mr. Weller, in the
same judicial form of speech as before.

“T hope, sir,” said Sam, addressing his master: “I
hope there’s no harm in a young man takin’ notice
of a young’ooman as is undeniably good-looking and
well-conducted.” :

“ Certainly not,” said Mr. Pickwick.

 Not by no means,” acquiesced Mr. Weller, affably
but magisterially.

“So far from thinking there is any thing wrong
in conduct so nataral,” resumed Mr, Pickwick, ¢ it is
my wish to assist and promote your wishes in this
rebpect. With this view, I have had a little conver-
sation with your father; and finding that he is of
my opinion—*

“The lady not being a widder,” interposed Mr,
‘Weller, in explanation.

“ The lady not being a widow,” said Mr. Pickwick,
smiling, “I wish to free you from the restraint
which your present position imposes upon you, and
to mark my sense of your fidelity and many excel-
lent qualities, by enabling you to marry this girl at
once, and to earn an independent livelihood for your-
self and family. I shall be proud, Sam,” said Mr.
Pickwick, whose voice had faltered a little hither-
to, but now resumed its customary tone, “proud
and happy to make your future prospects in life my
grateful and peculiar care.”

There was a profound silence for a short fime, and
then Sam said,in a low husky sort of voice, but firm-
1y withal,

“ I’'m very much obliged to you for your goodness,
sir, as is only like yourself; but it can’t be done.”

“Can’t be done!” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick in as-
tonishment.

“Samivel ” said Mr. Weller, with dignity.

%] say it can’t be done,” repeated Sam,in a louder
key. “Wot’s to become of you, sir §”

“ My good fellow,” replied Mr. Pickwick,  the re-
cent changes among my friends will alter my mode
of life in future entirely; besides, I am growing
older, and want repose and quiet. My rambles, Sam,
are over.”

“How do I know that ’ere, sir?’ argued Sam.
“You think so now! ®’pose you wos to change your
mind, vieh is not unlikely, for you've the spirit o’
five-and-tventy in you still, what 'ud become on

- you vithout me. It can’t be done, sir, it can’t be

done.”

“Wery good, Samivel, there’s a good deal in that,”
said Mr. Weller, encouragingly.

“] speak after long deliberation, Sam, and with
the certainty that I shall keep my word,” said Mr.
Pickwick, shaking his head. “New scenes have
closed upon me ; my rambles are &t an end.”

“Wery good,” rejoined Sam. ‘Then, that’s the
wery best reason wy you should alvays have some-
body by you as understands you, to keep you up
and make you comfortable. If you vanta more pol-
ished sort o feller, vell and good, have him; but
vages or no vages, notice or no notice, board or no
hoard, lodgin’ or no lodgin’, Sam Veller, as you took
from the old Inn in the Borough, sticks by you, come
what come may ; and let ev'ry thin’ and ev'ry body
do their wery fiercest, nothin’ shall ever perwent it:!”

At the close of this declaration, which Sam made
with great emotion, the elder Mr. Weller rose from
his chair, and, forgetting all considerations of time,
place, or propriety, waved his hat above his head,
and gave three vehement cheers.

“My good fellow,” said Mr. Pickwick, when Mr.
Weller had sat down again, rather abashed at his
own enthusiasm, “you are bound to consider the
young woman also.”

“1 do consider the young ’ooman, sir,” said Sam.
“] have considered the young 'ooman. I've spoke
to her. I've told her how I'm sitivated; she’s ready
to vait till Pm ready, and I believe she vill. If she
don’t she’s not the young ’ooman I take her for, and
I give her up vith readiness. You've know’d me
afore, sir.” My mind’s made up, and nothin' can
ever alter it.”

‘Who eould combat this resolution ? Not Mr. Pick-
wick. He derived, at that moment, more pride and
lnxury of feeling from the disinterested attachment
of his humble friends, than ten thousand protes-
tations from the greatest men living could have
awakened in his heart.

‘While this conversation was passing in Mr. Pick-
wick’s room, a little old gentleman in a suit of snuff-
colored clothes, followed by a porter, carrying a small
portmantean, presented himself below ; and after se-
curing a bed for the night, inquired of the waiter
whether one Mrs. Winkle was staying there, to which
question the waiter, of course, responded in the af-
firmative.

“Ts she alone ?” inquired the little old gentleman.
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“I believe she is, sir,” replied the waiter; “I can
call her own maid, sir, if you—?"

“No, I don’t want her,” said the old gentleman,
quickly. “Show me to her room without announ-
cing me.”

“Eh, sir ?” said the waiter.

“Are you deaf?” inquired the little old gentleman.

“No, sir.”

“Then listen, if you please. Can you hear me
now ?”

“ Yes, sir.” 2

“That's well. Show me to Mrs, Winkle’s room,
without announcing me.”

As the little old gentleman uttered this command,
he slipped five shillings into the waiter’s hand, and
looked steadily at him.

“Really, sir,” said the waiter, I don’t know, sir,
whether—”

“Ah! you'll do it, I see,” said the little old gentle-
man. “You had better do it at once. It will save
time.” y

There was something so very cool and collected
in the gentleman’s manner, that the waiter put the
five shillings in his pocket, and led him up stairs
without another word.

“This is the room, is it ¥ said the gentleman.
“You may go.?

The waiter complied, wondering much who the
gentleman could be, and what he wanted ; the little
old gentleman waiting till he was out of sight, tap-
ped at the door. ;

“Comse in,” said Arabella.

“Um, a pretty voice at any rate,” murmured the
little old gentleman; “but that’s nothing.” As he
said this; he opened the door and walked in. Ara-
bella, who was sitting at work, rose on beholding a
stranger—a little confused—but by no means un-
gracefully so.

“Pray don’t rise, ma’am,” said the unknown,
walking in, and closing the door after him. ¢ Mrs,
Winkle, I believe #”

Arabella inclined her head.

¢ Mrs. Nathaniel Winkle, who married the son of
the old man at Birmingham ¥ said the stranger, ey-
ing Arabells with visible curiosity.

Again Arabella inelined her head, and looked un-
easily round, as if uncertain whether to call for as-
sistance.

I surprise you, I see, ma'am,” said the old gen-
tleman. g

“Rather, I confess,” replied Arabella, wondering
more and more.

Tl take a chair, if you'll allow me, ma’am,” said
the stranger.

He took one; and drawing a spectacle-case from
his pocket, leisurely pulled out a pair of spectacles,
which he adjusted on his nose.

“You don't know me, ma’am ?” he said, looking so
intently at Arabella that she began to feel alarmed.

#No, sir,” she replied, timidly.

“No,” said the gentleman, nursing his left leg;
“I don’t know how you should. You know my
name, though, ma’am.”

“Do 17" said Arabella, trembling, though she
scarcely knew why. “May I ask what it is?”

“Presently, ma'am, presently,” said the stranger,

not having yet removed his eyes from her counte-
nance. “You have been recently married, ma’am %”

“I have,” replied Arabella, in a scarcely audible
tone, laying aside her work, and becoming greatly
agitated as a thought that had occurred to her be-
fore struck more forcibly npon her mind,

“Without having represented to your husband
the propriety of first consulting his father, on whom
he is dependent, I think % said the stranger.

Arabella applied her handkerchief to her eyes.

¢ Without an endeavor, even, to ascertain, by some
indirect appeal, what were the old man’s sentiments
on apoint in which he would naturally feel much
interested ¥’ said the stranger.

“T can not deny if, sir,” said Arabella.

“And without having sufficient property of your
own to afford your husband any permanent assist-
ance in exchange for the worldly advantages which
you knew he would have gained if he had married
agreeably to his father’s wishes " said the old gen-
tleman. “This is what boys and girls call disinter-
ested affection, till they have boys and girls of their
own, and then they see it in a rougher and very dif-
ferent light 1”

Arabella’s tears flowved fast, as she pleaded in ex-
tenuation that she Was young and inexperienced ;
that her attachment had alone induced her to take
the step to which she had resorted; and that she
had been deprived of the counsel and guidance of
her parents almost from infaney,

“It was wrong,” said the old gentleman in a
milder tone, “ very wrong. It was foolish, romantio,
unbusiness-like.”

It was my fault; all my fault, sir,” replied poor
Arabella, weeping, :

““Nonsense !” said the old gentleman; “it was not
your fault that he fell in love with you, T suppose?
Yes it was, though,” said the old gentleman, looking
rather slyly at Arabella. “It was your fault, He
couldn’t help it.”

This little compliment, or the little gentleman’s
odd way of paying it, or his altered manner—so
much kinder than it was at first—or all three to-
gether, forced a smile from Arabella in the midst of
her tears.

““Where’s your husband ?”’ inquired the old gen-
tleman, abruptly; stopping a smile which was just
coming over his own face. *

“I expect him every instant, sir,” said Arabella.
“I persuaded him to take a walk this morning. He
is very low and wretched at not having heard from
his father.”

“Low, is he?” said the old gentleman. “Serve
him right

“He feels it on my account, I am afraid,” said Ar-
abella; “and indeed, sir, I feel it deeply on his. I
have been the sole means of bringing him to his
present condition.”

“Don’t mind it on his account, my dear,” said
the old gentleman, “It gerves him right. I am
glad of it—actually glad of ity as far as'he is con-
cerned.”

The words were scarcely ont of the old gentle-
man’s lips, when footsteps were heard ascending the
stairs, which he and Arabella seemed both to rec-
ognize at the same moment. The little gentleman
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turned pale, and making a strong effort to appear
composed, stood up, as Mr. Winkle entered the room.

“Father!” cried Mr, Winkle, recoiling in amaze-
ment.

“Yes,sir,” replied the little old gentleman. Well,
sir, what have you got to say to me "

Mr. Winkle remained silent.

“You are ashamed of yourself, I hops, sir?” said
the old gentleman.

Still Mr. Winkle said nothing.

¢ Are you ashamed of yourself, sir, or are yon not 1”
inquired the old gentleman.

“No, sir,” replied Mr. Winkle, drawing Arabella’s
arm through his. “I am not ashamed of myself, or
of my wife either.”

“Upon my word !’ eried the old gentleman, iron-
ically.

4T am very sorry to have done any thing which
has lessened your affection for me, sir,” said Mr.
Winkle; “but I will say, at the same time, that I
have no reason to be ashamed of having this lady
for my wife, nor you of having her for a daughter.”

“ Give me your hand, Nat,” said the old gentle-
man, in an altered voice. ‘Kiss me, my love. You
are a very charming little daughter-in-law, after all!”’

In a few minutes’ time Mr. Winkle went in search
of Mr. Pickwick, and, returning with that gentleman,
presented him to his father, whereupon they shook
hands for five minutes incessantly.

“Mr. Pickwick, I thank you most heartily for all
your kindness to my son,” said old Mr. Winkle, in a
bluff, straightforward way. “I am a hasty fellow,
and when I saw you last, I was vexed and taken by
surprise. . I have judged for myself now, and am
more than satisfied. Shall I make any more apolo-
gies, Mr. Pickwick

“Not one,” replied that gentleman. “¥You have done
the only thing wanting to complete my happiness.”

Hereupon there was another shaking of hands for
five minutes longer, accompanied by a great number
of complimentary speeches, which, besides being com-
plimentary, had the ‘addifional and very novel rec-
ommendation of being sincere.

Sam had duatifully seen his father to the Belle
Sauvage, when, on returning, he encountered the fat
boy in the court, who had been charged with the
delivery of a note from Emily Wardle.

“I say,” said Joe, who was unusually loguacious,
“what a pretty girl Mary is, isn’t she? I am so fond
of her, I am ?

Mr. Weller made no verbal remark in reply; but
eying the fat boy for a moment, qnite transfixed at
his presumption, led him by the collar to the corner,
and dismissed him with a harmless but eeremonious

kick.  After which, he walked home whistling.

———

CHAPTER LVIL

IN WHICH THE PICKWICK CLUB IS FINALLY DIS-
SOLVED, AND EVERY THING CONCLUDED TO THE
SATISFACTION OF EVERY BODY.

OR a whole week after the happy arrival of Mr.
Winkle from Birmingham, Mr. Pickwick and
Sam Weller were from home all day long, only re-

turning just in time for dinner, and then wearing an
air of mystery and importance quite foreign to their
natures. It was evident that very grave and event-
ful proceedings were on foot; but varions surmises
were afloat respecting their precise character. Some
(among whom was Mr. Tupman) were disposed to
think that Mr. Pickwick contemplated a matrimo-
nial alliance; but this idéa the ladies most strenu-
ously repudiated. Others rather inclined to the be-
lief that he had projected some distant tour, and was
at present occupied in effecting the preliminary ar-
rangements; but this again was stoutly denied by
Sam himself, who had unequivocally stated when
cross-examined by Mary that no new journeys were
to be undertaken. At length, when the brains of
the whole party had been racked for six long days
by unavailing speculation, it was unanimously re-
solved that Mr. Pickwick should be called upon to
explain his conduet, and to state distinctly why he
had thus absented himself from the society of his
admiring friends.

‘With this view, Mr. Wardle invited the full circle
to dinner at the Adelphi; and, the decanters having
been twice sent round, opened the business,

“We are all anxious to know,” said the old gen-
tlemen, “ what we have done to offend you, and to
induce you to desert us, and devote yourself to these
solitary walks.”

“Are you?” said Mr. Pickwick. ¢TIt is singular
enough that I had intended to volunteer a full ex-
planation this very day; so, if you will give me an-
other glass of wine, I will satisfy your curiosity.”

The decanters passed from hand to hand with un-
wonted briskness, and Mr. Pickwick looking round
on the faces of his friends, with a cheerful smile,
proceeded :

“All the changes that have taken place among
us,” said Mr. Pickwick, “I mean the marriage that
has taken place, and the marriage that will take
place, with the changes they involve, rendered it
necessary for me to think, soberly and at once, upon
my future plans. I determined on retiring to some
quiet, pretty neighborhood in the vicinity of London ;
I saw a house which exactly suited my fancy; I
have taken it, and furnished it. It is fully prepared
for my reception, and I intend entering upon it at
once, trusting that I may yet live to spend many
quiet years in peaceful retirement, cheered through
life by the seciety of my friends, and followed in
death by their affectionate remembrance.”

Here Mr. Pickwick paused, and a low murmur ran
round the table.

“The house I have taken,” said Mr. Pickwick, “is
at Dulwich. It has a large garden, and is situated
in one of the most pleasant spots near London. It
has been fitted up with every attention to substan-
tial comfort; perhaps to a little elegance besides;
but of that you shall judge for yourselves. Sam ac-
companies me there. I have engaged, on Perker's
representation, a housekeeper—a very old one—and
such other servants as she thinks I shall require. I
propose to consecrate this little retreat, by having a
ceremony in which I take a great interest performed
there. I wish, if my friend Wardle entertains no
objection, that his daughter should be married from

my new house on the day I take possession of it.




