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to beg you will not cemmumcate what I am about to say, to
your wife.”

Tibbs -acquiesced, wondering in his own mind what the
deuce the other could have done, and imagining that at
least he must have broken the best decanters.

Mr. Calton resumed; ‘[ am placed, Mr. Tibbs, in rdther
an unpleasant smlzmon

Tibbs looked at '\Ir bCptH’ﬂlla Hicks, as if he thought Mr.
H.’s being in the immediate vicinity of his fellow-boarder
might constitute the unpleasantness of his situation; but as
he did not exactly know what to say, he merely ejaculated
the monosyllable “ Lor! ”

"« Now,” continued the knocker, let'me beg you will

exhibit no manifestations of surprise, which may be over-
heard by the domestics, when I tell you—command your
feelings of astonishment—that two inmates of this house
intend to be married to-morrow morning.” And he drew
back his chair, several feet, to perceive the effect of the
unlooked-for announcement.

If Tibbs had rushed from the room, staggered down
stairs, and fainted in the passage—if he had instantaneously
jumped out of the window into the mews behind the house,
in an, agony of surprise—his behaviour woyld have been
much le§s inexplicable to Mr. Calton than it was, when he
put his hands into his inexpressible-pockets, and said with
a half-chuckle, “ Just so.”

“You are not SUII)II:.Ld Mr. Tibbs ?” inquired Mr. Cal-
ton.

“Bless you, no, sir,”” returned Tibbs; “after all, it's
very natural. When two young people get together, you
know——"

“ Certainly, certainly,” said Calton, with an indescribable
air of self-satisfaction.

“You don’t think it’s at all an out-of-the-way affair
then?"” asked Mr. Septimus Hicks, who had watched the
countenance of Tibbs in mute astonishment.
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“No, sir,” replied Tibbs; “I was just the same at his
age.”- He actually smiled when he said this.

“ How devilish well T must carry my years! " thought the
delighted old beau, knowing he was at least ten years older
than Tibbs at that moment.

“ Well, then, to come to the point at once,” he continued,
“T have to ask you whether you will object to act as father
on the occasion?”

¢ Certainly not,” replied Tibbs; still mthout e\mcmg an
atom of surprise.

“You will not? ”

“Decidedly not,” reiterated Tibbs, still as calm as a pot .
of porter with the head off. - ]
Mr. Calten seized the hand of the petticoat-governed little '
man, and vowed eternal friendship from that hour. Hicks,

who was all admiration and surprise, did the same. :

“ Now, confess,” asked Mr. Calton of Tibbs, as he plcked
up his hat, ¢ were you not a little surprised?”

“I b’lieve you! " replied that illustrious person, holding up
one hand; “I blieve you! When I first heard of it.”

“So sudden,” said Septimus Hicks. :

 So strange to ask we, you know,” said Tibbs.

“So odd altogether!” said the superannuatcd love-
maker; and then all three laughed.

“1 say,” said Tibbs, shutting the door which he had pre-
viously opened, and giving full vent to a hitherto corked-up
giggle, “ what bothers me is, what w2/ his father say?”

Mr. Septimus Hicks looked at Mr. Calton.

“Yes; but the best of it is,” said the latter, giggling in his
turn, “ I haven’t got a father—he! he! he!”

“ You haven't got a father. Noj; but %e has,” said Tibbs.

“ Who has? ¥ inquired Septimus Hicks.

“Why Aim.”

% Him, who? Do you know my secret? Do you mean me? "

“You! No; you know who I mean,” returned Tibbs
with a knowing wink.
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“ For. Heaven's sake, whom 4o you mean? " inquired Mr.
Calton, who, like Septimus Hicks,, was .all but out of his
senses at the strange confusion. -

“ Why,Mr. Simpson, of course,” replied Tibbs; “ who else
could I mean?”

“T see it all,” said the Byron-quoter; “ Simpson marries
Julia Maplesone to-morrow morning! ”

“ Undoubtedly,” replied Tibbs, thoroughly satisfied, “of
course he dges.” s .

It would require the pencil of Hogarth to illustrate—our
feeble pen is inadequate to describe—the expression which
the' countenances of Mr. Calton and Mr. Septimus Hicks
respectively assumed, at this unexpected announcement.
Equally impossible is it to describe, although perhaps it 1s
easier for our lady readers to imagine, what arts the three
ladies could have used, so completely to entangle their
separate partners. Whatever they were, hc'm'ever, they were
successful. The mother was perfectly- aware of the intended
marriage of both daughters; and the young ladies were
equally acquainted with the intention of their estimable
parént. . They agreed, however, that it would have a much
better appearance if each feigned ignorance of the other’s
engagement; and it was equally desirable that all the mar-
riages should take place on the same day, to prevent the
discovery of one clandestine alliance, operating prejudicially
on the others. Hence, the mystification of Mr. Calton and
Mr. Septimus Hicks, and the pre-engagement of the unwary
Tibbs. - :

On the following morning, Mr. Septimus Hicks was
united to Miss Matilda. Maplesone. Mr. Simpson also
entered into a “ holy alliance ” with Miss Julia; Tibbs act-
ing as father, “ his first appearance in that character.” Mr.
Calton, not being quite so eager as the two-young men, was
rather struck by the double discovery; and as he had found
some difficulty in getting any one to give the Tady away, it
occurred to him that the best mode of obviating the incon-

]
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venience would be not to take her at all. The lady, how-

ever, “ appealed,” as her counsel said on the trial of the
cause, Maplesone v. Calfon, for a breach of promise, ““with

-abroken heart, t6 the outraged laws of her country.” She

recovered damages to the-amount-of 1,000/, which the un- .
fortunate knocker was compelled to pay. Mr. Septimus
Hicks having walked the-hospitals, took it into his head to
walk off altogether: His injured wife is at present residing

‘with her mothér at Boulogne. Mr. Simpson, having the mis-

fortune to lose his wife six weeks after ‘marriage (by her
eloping with an officer during his temporary s:_ojou'm in the
Fleet Prison, in consequence of his inability fo discharge
her little mantua-maker’s bill), and being disinherited by his
father, who died soon afterwards, was fortiinate enough to
obtain a permanent engagement at a fashionable haircutter’s;
hairdressing being a science to which he had frequently

directed his attention. In this situation he had necessarily

many opportunities ‘of making himself acquainted with the
habits, and style of-thihking, of the exelusive portion.of the
nobility of this kingdom. - To. this fortunate circumstance
are we indebted for the production of those brilliant efforts
of genius, His' fashionable novels, which so*long as good
taste, unsullied by exaggeration, éant, and quackery, .con-
tinues to exist, cannot fail to instruct and amuse the think-
ing portion of the community. '

It only remains to add, that this complication .of disorders
completely deprived poor Mrs. Tibbs of all her inmates,
except the one whom.she could have best spared—her-hus-
band.. That wretched little man returned home, on the day
of the wedding, in a state of partial intoxicatibn; and, under
the influence of wine, excitement, and despair, .actudlly
dared to: brave the anger of his wife. Since that ill-fated
hour he has constantly taken his meals in the kitchen, to *
which apartment, it is understood, his witticisms will be in
future confined: a turn-up bedstead having been conveyed
there by Mrs. Tibb’s order for his eﬁg:lusive accommodation,
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It is possible that he will be enabled to finish, in that seclu-

sion, his story of the volunteers. j ;
The advertisement has again appeared in the morning

papers. Results must be reserved for another chapter.

CHAPTER II.

“Well! ”” said little Mrs. Tibbs to herself, as she sat in the
front parlor of the Coram street mansion one morning,
mending a piece of stair-carpet off the first-landing;—
“Things have not turned out so badly, either, and if I only
get a favorable answer to the advertisement, we shall be full
again.” '

Mrs. Tibbs resumed her occupation of making worsted
lattice-work in the carpet, anxiously listening to the two-
penny postman, who was hammering his way down the
street, at the rate of a penny a knock. The house was as
quiet as possible. There was only one low sound to be
heard—it was the unhappy Tibbs clearing the gentlemen’s
boots in the back kitchen, and accompanying himself with a
buzzing noise, in wretched mockery of humming a tune.

The postman drew near the house. - He paused—so did
Mrs.. Tibbs. A knock—a bustle—a letter—post paid.

“T. L presents compt. to I. T. aad' T. 1. begs To say that
i see-the advertisement And she will Do Herself the pleasure
of calling On you at 12 o’clock to-morrow morning.

“T. I as To apologise to I. T. for the shortness Of the
notice But i hope it will not unconvenience you.

I remain yours Truly.
: “ Wednesday evening.”

Little Mrs. Tibbs perused.the document, over and over
again; and the more she read it, the more was she confused
by the mixture of the first and third person; the substitu-
tion of the «1 ” for the “T. I;” and the transition from the
“I.T.” to the “ you.” .The writing looked like a skein of
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thread in a tangle, and the note was ingeniously folded into

a perfect square, with the direcfion squeezed up into the -
‘right-hand corner, as if it were ashamed of itself. The

back of the epistle was pleasingly ornamented with a large
red wafer, which, with the addition of divers ink-stains, bore

a marvellous resemblance to a black beetle trodden upon.

One thing, however, was perfectly clear to the perplexed

Mrs. Tibbs. Somebody was to’ call at twelve. The draw-

ing-room was forthwith dusted for the third time that morn-

ing; three or four chairs were pulled out of their places, and
* a corresponding number of books carefully upset, in order
that there might be a due absence of formality. Down
went the piece of stair-carpet before noticed, and up ran
Mrs. Tibbs “ to make herself tidy,” _

The clock of New Saint Pancras Church struck twelve,
and the Foundling, with laudable politeness, did the same
ten minutes afterwards. Saint something else struck the
quarter, and thén there arrived a single lady with a double
knock, in a pelisse the color of the interior of a damson
pie;' a bonnet of the same, with a regular conservatory of -
artificial flowers; a white veil, and a green parasol, with a
cobweb border. :

The visitor (who was very fat and red-faced) was shown
into the drawing-room; Mrs. Tibbs presented herself, and
the negotiation commenced.

“1 called.in consequence of an advertisement,” said the
stranger, in a voice as if she had been playing a set of Pan’s
pipes for afortnight without leaving off.

“Yes!” said Mrs.. Tibbs,-rubbing her hands very slowly,
and looking the applicant full in the face—two things she
always did on such occasions.

¢ Money isn’t no object whatever to me,” said the'lady,
“so much as living in a state of retirement and obtrusion.”

Mrs. Tibbs‘, as a matter of course, acquiesced in such an
exceedingly natural desire. '

“T am constantly attended: by a medical man,” resumed

~
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the thbSe wearer; “ I have been a ahockmg unitarian for
some time—I, indeed, have had very, httle peace since ‘the
death of. Mr, Bloss.”

Mrs. Tibbs looked at the relict of the chparted Bloss, and

thought he must have had very littlé peace in his time.~ Of
course she could not say s0; so she looked very.s_\-’mpath—
izing.

“] shall be a good deal of trouble to you,” said Mrs.

Bloss; “ but, for.that trouble I am willing to pay. I.am

going through a course of treatment which rénders attention
necessary. 1 have one mutton chop in bed at half-past
. eight, and another at ten, every morning.”

Mrs. Tibbs, as in duty bound, ‘expressed the. pity she felt
for anybody placed in such a distressing situation; and the
carnivorous Mrs. Bloss proceeded to arrange the various
preliminaries with wonderful despatch. “Now mind,” said
that lady, after terms_were arranged; “1 am to have the
second-floor flont for my bechoom’”

% Ves, ma’am.’ :

““ And you’ll find room for my little  servant Agnes?”

_“Oh! certainly.” ‘

“ And I ean have one of the cellars in the area for my
bottled porter.”™

“With the greatest pleasul'e;e}a1nes shall get it ready for
you by Saturday.”

“ And I'll join the company at the breakfast-table on %un-

day mornmg,” said Mrs. Bloss. “1I shall get up on pur-
pose.” T :

“ Very well,” 1et11rned Mrs. Tibbs, in her most amiable
tone; for satisfactory references had “been given and
required,” and it was quite certain that the new comer had
plenty of money. “It’s rather . singular,” continued Mrs.
Tibbs, with what was meant for a most bewitching smile,
“ that we have a gentleman now with us, who is in a very
delicate state of health—a Mr. Gobler. His apartment is
the back drawing-room.” :
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“The next.room? ” inquired Mrs. Bloss.
A The next room,” repeated the hostess.
“ How very promiscuous! ”’ ejaculated the w1dow
““ He hardly ever gets up,” said Mrs. Tibbs in a whisper.
“Lor!” cried Mrs. Bloss, in an €qually low tone.
“And when he is up,” said \Irb Tibbs] ¢ we never can
persuade him to go to bed amm
“Dear me!”
chair nearer Mrs: Tibbs.  “ What is his' complaint?
“ Why, the fact is,” réplied Mrs. Tibbs, mth a most com—
municative air, “ he has no stomach whatever.’
" “No what? ” inquired Mrs. Bloss, mth a look of the most
indescribable alarm.
“ No stomach,” repeated Mrs, T;bbs with a shake of the
head.
G U ord bless us! what an e*ctramdmrr case!” gasped Mrs.
Bloss, as if she understood the communication in its htcral

sense, and was astonished at a gentleman without a stomach:

finding it necessary to board anywhere. !

“When I say he has no stomach,” explained the chatty
little Mrs. Tibbs, “I mean that his digestion is so much
impaired, and his interior so deranged, that his stomach is
not of the least use-to him;—in fact, it’s' an inconvenience.”

“ Never heatd such a case in my life?” exclaimed Mrs.
Bloss. ¢ Why, he’s worse than I am.”

“ Qh, yes!” replied Mrs. Tibbs;—* certainly.” She said
this with great confidence, for the damson pelisse suggested
that Mrs. Bloss, at all events, was not suffering under Mr.
Gobler’s complaint.

“You have’quite incited my-curiosity,” said ‘Mrs. Bloss,
as she rose to depart. .« How I long to see-him!”

“ He generally comes down, once a week,” replied Mrs:
Tibbs; “I dare say you'll see him on Sunday.” . With this
consolaton promise Mrs. Bloss was obliged to be contented.
She accordingly walked slowly down the stairs, detailing her
complaints all the way; and Mrs. Tibbs followed her, uttering

said the astonished Mrs. Bloss, drawing her
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an exclamation of compassion at every step. James (who
looked very gritty, for he was cleaning the knives) fell

‘up the kitchen-stairs, and opened the street-door; and, after -

mutual farewells, Mrs. Bloss slowly departed, down the
shady side of the street. ' ;

It is almost superfluous to say, that the lady whom we
have just shown out at the street-door (and whom the two
female servants are now inspecting from . the second-floor
windows) was exceedingly vulgar,ignorant, and selfish. Her
deceased better-half . had been an eminent cork-cutter, in
which capacity he had amassed a decent fortune. He had
no relative but his nephew, and no friend but his cook.
The former had the insolence one maorning to ask for the
loan of fifteen pounds; and, by way of retaliation, he mar-
ried the latter next day; he made a will immediately after-
wards, containing a burst of honest indignation against his
nephew (who supported himself and two sisters on 100/ a
year), and a bequest of his whole property to his wife. He
felt ill after breakfast, and died after dinner. There is a
mantelpiece-looking tablet in a civic parish church, setting
forth™ his virtues, and deploring his loss. He never. dis-
honored a bill, or gave away a halfpenny.

The relict and sole executrix of this noble-minded man
was an odd mixture of shrewdness and simplicity, liberality
-and meanness. Bred up as she had been, she knew no mode
of living so agreeable as a boarding-house; and having noth-
ing to do, and nothing to wish for; she naturally imagined
she must be. very ill—an impression which was most
assidulously promoted by her medical attendant, Dr. Wosky,
and her handmaid Agnes: both of whom, doubtless for good
reasons, éncour'aged all her extravagant notions.

Since the catastrophe recorded in the last chapter, Mrs.
Tibbs had been very shy of young-lady boarders. Her
present inmates were all lords of the creation, and she
-availed herself of the opportunity of their assemblage at the
dinner-table, to announce.the expected arrival of Mrs.

!
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Bloss. The gentlemen received the communication with
stoical indifference, and Mrs. Tibbs devoted all her energies
to prepare for the reception of the valetudinarian. The
second-floor front was scrubbed, and washed, and flannelled,
till the wet went through to the drawing-room ceiling. Clean
white counterpanes, and curtains, and napkins, water-bottles
as clear as erystal, blue jugs, and mahogany furniture, added
to the splendor, and increased the comfort of the apartment.
The warming-pan was brought in constant requisition, and
a fire lighted in the room every day. The chattels of Mrs.
Bloss were forwarded by instalments. TFirst, there came a
large hamper of Guinness’s stout, and an umbrella; then, a
train of trunks; then, a pair of clogs and a bandbox; then,
an easy chair with an air-cushion; then, a variety of sus-
picious-looking packages; and— though last not least "—
Mrs. Bloss and Agnes:-the'latter in a cherry-colored merino
dress; open-work ‘stockings and shoes with sandals; like a
disguised Columbine.

The installation of the Duke of Wellington, as Chancel-
lor of the University of Oxford, was nothing, in point of
bustle and turmoil, to the installation of Mrs. Bloss in her
new quarters. True, there was no bright doctor of civil
law to deliver a classical address on the occasion; but there
were several other old women present, who spoke quite as
much to the purpose; and understood themselves equally .
well.  The chop-eater was so fatigued with the process of
removal that she declined leaving her room until the follow-
ing morning; so a mutton-chop, pickle, a pill, a pint bottle
of stout, and other medicines, were carried up stairs for her
consumption. :

“Why; what de you think, ma’am? ” inquired the inquisi-
tive Agnes of her mistress, after they had been in the house
some three hours; “what o you think, ma’am? the lady of
the house is married.”

¢ Married! ” said Mrs. Bloss, taking the pill and a draught .
of Guinness—* married! Unpossible!”

5]
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«She is indeed, ma’am,” returned the Columbine; “and
her husband, ma’am, lives—he—he—he—lives in the kit-
chen, ma’am.”

“In the kitchen!” !

“Yes, ma’am: and he—he—he—the housemaid says, he
never goes into the parlor except on Sundays; and that Mrs.
Tibbs makes him clean the gentlemen’s boots; and that he
cleans the windows, too, sometimes; and that one morning
early, when he was in the front balcony cleaning the draw-
ing-room windows, he called out to a gentleman on the
opposite side of the way, who used to live here—* Ah! Mr.
Calton, sir, how are you?'"” Here the attendant langhed
till Mrs. Bloss was in serious apprehension of her chuck-
ling herself into a fit.

“ Well, T never!” said Mrs. Bloss.

“¥Yes. And please, ma'am, the servants gives him gin-
and-water sometimes; and then he cries, and says he hates
his wife and the boarders, and wants to tickle them.”

“Tickle the boarders! ” exclaimed Mrs. Bloss, seriouély
alarmed.

“ No, ma’am, not the boarders, the servants.”

¢ (Oh, is that all! ”” said Mrs. Bloss, quite satisfied.

¢ He wanted to kiss me as I came up the kitchen-stairs,
just now,” said Agnes, indignantly; “but I gave it him—a
little wretch! "

This intelligence was but too true. A long course of
snubbing and neglect; his days spent in the kitchen, and his
nights in the turn-up bedstead, had completely broken the
little spirit that the unfortunate volunteer had ever possessed.
He had no one to whom he could detail his injuries but the
servants, and they were almost of necessity his chosen con-
fidants. It is no less strange than true, however, that the
little weaknesses which he had incurred, most probably
during his military career, seemed to increase as his com-
forts diminished. He was actually a sort of journeyman
Giovanni of the basement story.
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The next morning, being Sunday, breakfast was laid 1n the
front parlor at ten o’clock. Nine was the usual time, but the
family always breakfasted an hour later on Sabbath. Tibbs
enrobed himself in his Sunday costume—a black coat, and
exceedingly short, thin trousers; with a very large white
waistcoat, white stockings and cravat, and Blucher boots—
and mounted to the parlor aforesaid. Nobody had come
down, and he amused himself by drinking the contents of
the milkpot with a teaspoon.

A pair of slippers were heard descending the stairs. Tibbs
flew to a chair; and a stern-looking man, of about fifty, with
very little hair on his head, and a Sunday paper in his hand,
entered the room. :

“ Good morning, Mr. Evenson,” said Tibbs, very hum-
bly, with something between a nod and a bow.

“ How do you do, Mr. Tibbs? ” replied he of the slippers, as
he sat himself down, and began to read his paper without
saying another word.

¢« s Mr. Wisbottle in town to-day, do you know, sir?”
inquired Tibbs, just for the sake of saying something.

«“J should think he was,” replied the stern gentleman.
“ He was whistling ¢ The Light Guitar,” in the next room to
mine, at five o’clock this morning.”

“ He’s very fond of whistling,” said Tibbs, with a slight
smirk.

“Yes—I ain’t,” was the laconic reply.

Mr. John Evenson was in the receipt of an independent
income, arising chiefly from various houses he owned in the
different suburbs. He was very morose and discontented.
He was a thorough radical, and used to attend a great
variety of public meetings, for the express purpose of find-
ing fault with everything that was proposed. Mr. Wisbottle,
on the other hand, was a high Tory. He was a clerk in
the Woods and Forests Office, which he considered rather
an aristocratic employment; he knew the peerage by heart

1

and could tell you, off-hand, where any illustrious personage
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lived. He had a good set of teeth, and a capital tailor. Mr.
Evenson looked on all these qualifications with profound
contempt; and the consequence was that the two were
always disputing, much to the edification of the rest of the
house. It should be added, that, in addition to his partial-
ity for whistling, Mr. Wisbottle had a great idea of his sing-
ing powers. There were two other boarders, besides the
gentleman in the back drawing-room—MTr. Alfred Tomkins
and Mr. Frederick O’Bleary. Mr. Tomkins was a clerk in
a wine-house; he was a connoisseur in paintings, and had a
wonderful eye for the picturesque. Mr. O’Bleary was an
Irishman, recently imported; he was in a perfectly wild
state; and had come over to England to be an apothecary,
a clerk in a government office, an actor, a reporter, or any-
thing else that turned up—he was not particular. He \\';15
on familiar terms with two small Irish members, and got
franks for everybody in the house. He felt convinced that
his intrinsic merits must procure him a high destiny. He
wore shepherd’s-plaid inexpressibles, and used to look
under all the ladies’ bonnets as he walked along the streets.
His manners and appearance reminded one of Orson.

“ Here comes Mr. Wisbottle,” said Tibbs ; and Mr. Wis-
bottle forthwith appeared in blue slippers, and a shawl dress-
ing-gown, whistling “ Di piacer.

“Good morning, sir,” said Tibbs again. It was almost
the only thing he ever said to anybody.

“How are you, Tibbs?” condescendingly replied the
amateur; and he walked to the window, and whistled louder
than ever.

“ Pretty air, that! ” said Evenson, with a snarl, and with-
out taking his eyes off the paper.

“ Glad you like it,” replied Wisbottle, highly gratified.

“Don’t you think it would sound better, if you whistled
it a little louder? ” inquired the mastiff.

“No; I don’t think it would,” rejoined the unconscious
Wisbottle.

et
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“TIll tell you what, Wisbottle,” said Evenson, who had
been bottling up his anger for some hours—* the next time
you feel disposed to whistle ¢ The Light Guitar’ at five
o’clock in the morning, I'll trouble you to whistle it with

your head out o’ window. If you don't, Tll learn the

triangle—I will, by—"

The entrance of Mrs. Tibbs (with the keys in a little
basket) interrupted the threat, and prevented its conclusion.

Mrs. Tibbs apologised for being down rather late; the bell
was rung; James brought up the urn, and received an
unlimited order for dry toast and bacon. Tibbs sat down at
the bottom of the table, and began eating water-cresses like
a Nebuchadnezzar. Mr. O’Bleary appeared, and Mr. Alfred
Tomkins. The compliments of the morning were exchanged,
and the tea was made.

“ (God bless me!” exclaimed Mr. Tomkins, who had béen
looking out at the window. “ Here—Wisbottle—pray come
here—make haste.”

Mr. Wisbottle started from the table, and every one looked
up.

“Do you see,” said the connoisseur, placing Wisbottle in
the right position—“a little more this way: there—do you
see how splendidly the light falls upon the left side of that
broken chimney-pot at No. 48?”

“ Dear me! I see,” replied Wisbottle, in a tone of admira-
tion.

« [ never saw an object stand out so beautifully against the
clear sky in my life,” ejaculated Alfred. Everybody (except
John Evenson) echoed the sentiment; for Mr. Tomkins had
a great character for finding out beauties which no one else
could discover—he certainly deserved it.

“J have frequently observed a chimney-pot in College-
green, Dublin, which has a much better effect,” said the
patriotic O’Bleary, who never allowed Ireland to be outdone
on any point.

The assertion was received with obvious incredulity, for




