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COLONEL AND MRS. CHUTINEY:

—

Continued from page 103. ]

« Mary, Mary ! bow wildly you talk 1" said her
gentlo cousia.

«Noy” coutinued Miss Holden, I would prefer
trying on cloaks nt Marshall and Sunelgroves;
or, Loo, dear, sclling tarts at a pastrycook’s in a
garrison town. That would be joliyl” .

Mary was the orphan daughter of a captain in
a marching regiment, which may account for
some of her ecceutric tastes.

“ Ah1 Mary—za good busband. and & comfort-
able bome!”

# But show me them! You have botl, yet there
was a brighter smile ie your eyes, and a happier
repose on your lips, in the old days when we
turned our frocks, sponged our silks, washed our
ribbons, darned our stockings, and mended our
gloves together.”

“«Don't talk of it cxclaimed Mrs. Chutney.
«] geem somchow to have lost my courage. I
cannot please my husband—and then, you know,
1 had po fortune—at least nothing to speak of.
I am the creature of his bounty. AndI amalways
afraid of bis findirg out my mistakes; for I bave
growh, oh! go stupid.”

«My dear,” cried Mary, *you are o goose, No
money! Hadn't&e plenty? Did you not give him
yourself~your tender tiue heart? I know you
love him. Don’t you care for bis comforts with
o watchfulness no money could purchase or
reward? MMoney is all very necessary, but there
aro things to which money is dross. 1 say, Loo,
do not be so down-hearted. Just show thocolonel
your value; contradict bis whims, disregard his
storms in a teacup; don't give him o kiss when
be asks for one

“But he never does ask for one” said Mrs.
Chutney, dejectedly.

4 Gracious” exclaimed Miss Holdep, with
strong cmphasis, “Ireally thought better of him!
But hash! I hear a ring. It may be the colonel.
There, I have pulled the tablecloth crooked, and
wind you stand up to himlike a woman—nothing
secures peace like an armed neatrality.”

“Well, P11 try,” returned her cousin, a3 Calonel
Chutney cntered.

“Phew " ho exclaimed, ©it's terribly bot. Loo,
;w;gt some brandy and soda-water, iced, mind
iced!

Mrs. Chutncy rang the bell and gave directions
to tho page while the colonel continued address-
ing Mary: «I see you have been out; too lazy,
1 suppose to go up stairs® (pointing to their
bonnets, which lay upon & sofa); “1 must say?
(with an irritable laugh), “I do not approvo of
amelgamations—drawing-rooms and dressing-
rooms are better kept apart.®

“Well, I do not agree with you,” said Mary,
carelessly; “by mingling two good things you
increase the sum total of excellence.”

“God bless my sonll® exclaimed the colonel;
“Loo, look at that table-cover!”

# Form square, repel cavalry,” said Mary in an
emphatic whisper to her cousin.

“What is the matter?” asked Mrs Chutaey,
quietly.

1t is crooked—it is infernally crooked. If
there ia one thing more than another which shovws
a total jndimireptoe to appearance, a culpable
negligence of do.y on the part of the mistress of
a bonse, it is & crw ked table-cover.”

“ You had better put it straight, love,” said the
wife, quictly.

“ What do you mean 7" cried the exasperated
colonel,

Mrs. Chatacy laid down her work, and lalf
rose. Mary threw herself on her knees and beld
her down by ber dress.  Making an imagioary
search on the floor, she exclaimed, ® You have
dropped your thimble® Hero the page entered
with the desired soda-water.

¢ Please, 'm, cook says the fishmonger has not
sent the ico”

“1 knew it T cxpected itP cjaculated the
colonel, walking up and down the room; ¢ whee
was feo prodacible in this house in proper time
—or anyihing else fit for s genticman P

“If 1 had known,” began Alrs. Chulney, ¢
Jogetically gon Ars, Cbulney, apo-

« No explanations,” whispered Mary ; ¢ charge
bomo.”

“ Go for somo ico instantly,” continued Mrs.
Chutney to the page. * Do not excite yourself,
my dear, it witl bo here directly.”

“ \Why do you not have an ice-bouse in tho
garden, colonel ?” said Mary, ¢ and then you
wonld cool yourself there sometimes.”

The colunel stopped short 1 the act of wiping
Lis bLrow, and stood transfixed. Miss Holden
laughed, and adroitly changed the subject. “Do
you know, colonel, 1 lke your new morning suit
tmmensely 7 Turn round. Why, Louise, how
could you say it was unbecoming?”

+ Did she say s0?” asked the colonel anxiously.
tt You ought to have told me, Loo. What is your
objection ?”

The coloael surveyed himself in the glass,
feeling an uncomfortable sort of uncertainty some
mischief was brewing. What if his much-cndur-
ing Louisa was going to be rebellious, to object
to systematic aunpibilation, and develop ideas,
wants, and wishes of ber own! Ho must scem
amiable, to avert such a calamity.

« I have been detained rather longer than 1
expected, Mary," he began, blandly, by an in-
teresting visit.  You were the topic of a very
flattering conversation.” -

« Dear me,” said Miss Holden, ¢ an ambassador
to ask the the bonour of an alliance ¥

& Better still, the contracting party himself, 1
suspeet.”?

¢ You arc not in carnest!” exclaimed Mrs.
Chutney.

«Its o fact, thongh,” said the colonel. ¢ 1
was leaving the club, when Capizin Peako camo
up to mo; and, after a litle talk about the East,
and our mutual acquaintances there, he, in a
very manly and straightforward way, stated that
be bad met you at Mrs, Monitors: that the
esteem in which you were held, the regard shown
for you on all sides, had made an impression on
him, which——By-tbe-by, what's for luncheon ?
for Peako gaid he would bo hiero at ono thirty,
and,” looking at his watch, “he is due now.”

Mary, who had listened in silent astonishment,
now broke in: «But, Colonel Chbutney, the man
must be madl I never saw him but three times,
when bo bad tea with Mrs, Moritor, and then he
starcd 80, and sccmed so nervous, that he made
mo pervous too. BHow could you let him come
here 77

# You nervoust that's a good joke!® repeated
Colonel Chutney; “and as for Peako, ho was
one of the courageous fellows in tho Indian Nary.
1 spoke to owe or two men in the club about him
after bie left me, and heard tho highest character
of him. WWhy, he was noticed in dispatches for o
daring rescuo of s merchant craft from some
piratical Chinese junks in *fifty-three?

“ Poob I” returned Mary. ¢ There is no great
beroism in facing a legion of Chinese. I fancy I
could put on army of them to flight myself.”

¢ QOb, Mary I” interrupted Mrs, Chutneyin o tone
of remounstrance, when the door was throwen open,
and the pago announced ¢ Csptain Peako;”
whereupon cntered & broad-shouldered, good-
looking man, probably forty years of age, with
small whiskers ond thick drooping  black
moastacke. His complexion and clothes wero
deep brown, os if sunburnt gencrally all over;
hig hauds (he wore no gloves, though a brilkant
diamond ring sparkled on cach little finger) par-
took of the general tint; he had . broaed honest
face, with grave dark eyes, 8 quantity of dark
hair, and a sajlor-like look.

During luncheon the captain’s performances
were preciscly those of a man painfully in love.
He did not say much, and scemed afraid to look
up when he did spcnﬁ. Chntacy rallied him so
boisterously, that even Mary IHolden blushed,
and Mrs. Cbutney broko in with timid remon-
steances,  After luncheon the two gentlemen
retired to the bow-window, and, cntangling
themselves in the gorgeous window-curtains,
Leld o whispered conversation. Nothing was
overheard but an auxious question from Peske,
which scemed to ask “if thero was any other
fellow in the way?™” What this meant could no}
bo guessed: or at this moment. the door was
opencd vioicntly, to admit, Mis3 Barhara Boushield.
““ Steady! Mind what you aré nbout” sho éx-

claimed.  “Don't scratch the walls or break tho
banisters;” and she slowly backed into the room,
followed by a cab-driver and tho page carrying
a davenport. They sect it down, and n short,
sharp, and decisive conflict ensued, ending in the
discomfituro of “cabby,” and his grumblieg de-
parture. Then, and oot till then, did Migs Barbara
lower her umbrella from s threatening position,
and standing at case, addressed Nrs. Chutuey.
«There, Louisa, I have brought you a present;
so don't say you got nothing from me towards
your furnishing. It's a useful concern, not the
sort of frippery that iz generally made up for
women. There —there's a desk to write at;
Lere are drawers tokeep your account-books and
pap-1s in ; bere are accounts paid ; here unpaid—
hope you'll have very few there. I believe thaore
are some secret drawers, too, but you'll not care
about them. MNarried women should bavo no
seerets.” While Aunt Barbara spoke, Colomel
and Mrg, Chutney examined the davenport with
exclamations of delight. Captain Peake looked
on with quiet attention; meanwhile the page
entered, unperceived by all save the last-named
personage, and delivered a letter to Miss Holden,
wbich she Jooked at with much attention and
curiosity, but still without opening it.

My dear aunt,” exclaimead the colonel, Y am
touched; by Jovel I am o good deal affected
by your kindness and generosity in msaking my
wife so very bandsome a present. I know shé
shareg my sentiments.” Shakes hands with Miss
Boustield,

“1 am sure, Aunt Barbora, I am greatly
obliged,” chorused Mrs. Chutney; “and I shall
try and keep it very nice and tidy.”

«“Y hopo 80,” said the colonel, more empha-
tically than hopefully. And, glasses in hand, ho
proceeded to point out the beauties nd usefulness
of their acquisition to bis wife.

¢ 1t looks more like a man’s affuir, colonel,
doesn't it 2" said Mary, carclessly.

“«YWhat do you mean?” asked Aunt Barbars,
fiercely.

¢ Why, the sort of solid heavy thing that seems
tG suit 2 man's chambers.”

“I am not offering it to you," said Aunt Bar-
bars, striking her umbrella on tho floor. ¢ What
business have you with opinions? Wait till you
arc in o position to uphold them.”

#As an intelligent being——" began Miss
Mary. “Don't make faces at we, Loo,” ghie con-
tinued, in reply to some signals froro her cousin.
# As an intelligent being, I cannot belp forming
opinions; and, being blessed with the faculty of
speech, 1 can’t resist uttering them. A benefi-
cent Providence mayin timelend them weight in
the shape of a rich husband, and then, aunty
dear, they will be better wosth our attention,”

Chuckles of delight from Captain Peske.

#1 tell you what® returned Miss Boasfield
with sppressed anger, “you will come t0 no
such good cnd You sre too conceited and
shallow, but I washed my bands of you. You
value neither opinions nor appearsnces.”

TWhile these sentences were exchanged, Mary
opened and glanced at her letter, which seemed
of no common interest; for she chanmged colour,
put it back into its envelope, and thrust it into
the folds of ber dress.

 And concesl your letters when you get them,
a very suspicious circamstance,” comtinued the
aunt, malicionsly.

# have a right to my own letterg, free from
your interference,” replied Mary, with somo
gerious displeasure.

The moment poor Mary got home and found
herself alone, sho hastily drew forthherietter, and
read as follows:

¢ Dear little Coz.  Youbave somuchcourage
and judgment, that I am detenpined to confide
difficalt task to your mapagement. 1 darexot
write to Loniss, tho tiger would infsllibly bone
my cpistle, and then the d—— 1o pay, with the
usual scarcity of combustibles, 80 I want you to
read this to her, and 800w, mind, for I am ia an
awful fix. Aboutsix weekssgo I had an awfal

"ran of bad luck—s0 bad and 80 long, there was

1o rcasonable probability of its Iasting; but
being in immediate want of funds, and Louisa
very sclfishly refusing 40 apply to Chutney, I
was imprudent enongh to put Samperton’s namo



