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pal comfort lay in the saciety of her conein,' Mre Chatney was too busy wriling even (o

Mary Ilolden, & girl about hier own ugo, wao was
also a ward of the formidable aunt, Miss Barbara
Bousficld.

Both his girls hiad been placed at the respect-
ablo establishment of Mrs. and tho Misses Moni-
tor by their guard®an whilo yet childwen. Iere
tirey remained for nearly ten years, bhappy, with
the inalicnable joy of youth, despito the frowns
ot Aunt Bousfield, tho monotony of school Iife.
and tho nbsenco of future prospects ; especially
tur Macy Holden, whose little all did not atford
more than enough to pay for her preparation
for moro mature years, when she had nothingbut
lier own exertions to look to.

Yet so much more depends on character than
circumstance, that Mary lHolden, tio poorer of
tho ccusins, successfully held her own against
the formidable aunt ; while both Louisa and Towm
Bousfield trembled cven at tho sbadow of her
coal-scuttle bonnet.

Mrs, Chutney had scarcely finishied one of her
notes when the door opened, and a young lady
enterced in bounet and shawl—a graceful-looking
girl, shorter and slighter than Mry. Chutacy,
with large dark grey cyes, shaded by blak lashes,
and brown, wavy, glossy bair, a pert littlo nose,
and a mouth so red-lipped, soarch, so changeable
in expression, anrd parting to show such radiant
teeth, that you readily forgave it for being larger
than regulation beauty admits.  Sho worca deli-
cately-tinted suramer dress, and a barége shawl
draped & Ila Parisicnoe. iss Holden had, by
much courage and desterity, obtained leave to
spend the last year in a Parisian «pension,” for
sundry cducational reasons, and that she might,
a few months hence, bo justified in putting furth
« French acquired on the Continent,” as one of
her recommendations when commencing the real
battlo of life. She bad now settled as & parlour
boarder at the old school; which had theadvan-
tage of being in the neighbourhood to hier cousin
Louisa.

Mrs. Chutney’s face brightened as shie rose to
kiss her visitor.

« Oh, Mary dear! 1 am so glad to sec youl
How is it that you are so carly 27

“ Well, Aunt Barbara called for we this morn-
ing," replied Miss Holden, “and hwried me
along in ber usual rapid style; then she stopped
suddenly near this, and cxclaimed, There, I
forgot, I took you out too soon! Idon’t wantyou
—gzo seo your cousin, and say I will call about
luncheon-time.” ”

“ No matter what reason,” said Mra. Chutney,
affectionately; I think it good if it brings you
here.”

# What is the matter with you, Louisa 77 was
Mary's not very relevant reply; # you look as if
you were in some kind of trouble.”

“ Gh! nothing particular, only I am always
wrong about something or other, and I fear I
shall never be right.”

“ No, you never will be right as long as you
think so, Loo, dear. Just believe firmly you are
aever wrong, and the chances are that two-thirds
of the world will agree with you. You are a
good soul, worth a dozen of me; but you let
every one put you aside. You are always fancy-
ing you bave staked your last throw. Poob,
love, there is no such thing asa last throw! Life
is Fortunatus’s purse—~while there is Ufe, there is
hope

Mrs. Chutney’s reply was interrupted by the
colonel’s loud voico outside: « No, sir, certainly
not! you agreed to fit me, and you have not
fitted me. A waistcoat! Nothing of the sort, sir.
I sayit's a bag—a bag, sir. No alterations for e,
O no. A new one, or nothing.”

«Qh, Mary [ exclaimed Jlrs. Chutaey, [ have
not finished my notes. Speak to him, dear, when
be comes in—kevp him engaged.’

She had hardly re-seated herself when the co-
lomel cntered. # Ahl Mary!” he said, blandly,
“hiooming and bright as ever! Come, Mary! o
kiss—you kuow weare cousins.”

# ADb, you wicked man {” returned Mary, offer-
ing her cheek,” when will you get rid of your
wild soldier ways !

4% Pooh, my dear girl,"said the coloncl, smooth-
ing bis cravat, “I aw tamed now—the old plea-
sant devil is exorcised, and the rover is turn.d
into the slave of the risg—ch, Loo?” ,

pretend to hear.

“Thero i3 a large slice of the—a—the gentle-
inan you named—Ieftfor all that, colonel,” replied
Mary. 41 saw an old fricnd of yours,a few days
ago—Captain Peake, e camo to sce a couple
of littlo Indian orphans at Mrs, Monitor's. e
had tea in the drawing-room, and,” peeping
through her fingers, “told such tales of you,
colonel.”

% What the deuce could hio tell?” returned the
colonel, frigning to bo a little alarmed. «lo
knew very little of me, and—ah—oli ! Iremember
Peake, he commanded the Mastings inthe second
China war.”

“ Did he ? 1 shonld not have thonght him old
cnough for that. But Mrs. Monitor will never et
you insido the doors again.  Shie thinhs y vu such
a dangerous character I

“Oh, she does ?” said the coluncel, complaiisant-

Iy, “Well, once it wonld not have been easy to
keep me out where I wanted to get in, Loo,
we must bave Peake to dine some day. IHave

you finished your invitations 7 for I must be
O!I‘."

# 1 shall be ready directly,” replied Mrs, Chute
ney, sealing her notes.  Therel”

The culun took out lis glasses to examine
the directions. “ That's all righit," he observed. ® 1
shall send the boy with this one to Deal.  Keep
Mary to dinuer, Loo” And, with a general wave
of the band, Colunel Clhutuey departed.

tAh, Mary,” exclaimed Mrs. Chutney, ¢ I wish
I could maunage him a3 well as you do 1"

- Loo dear,” rcturned Mary, laying her hand
impressively on Mes. Chutney's arm, “Ihave one
e-normous advantage over you.”

« Pray, what iz that ?”

« amn not his wife. But, Loo, dear, T have not
seen you fur three days, and have not been able
to bave a real talk siace the morning you left mo
at Mrs. Bullion’s palazzo in Regent's Park, and 0,
I had such an adventure.”

# An adventure 27 repeated Mrs, Chutney.

“«You shall hear” ler cousin’s cyes sparkled
soith fun and mischicf. I had net sat five
minutes before some one was announced by the
palazzo valet,a name so utterly distorted that I
haven't & notion what it is, and there cntered
a tall, aristocratic, well-dressed, good-looking
wan.”

“\ stranger 7"

« [ never saw him in my hfe before. After
the first greetings, he scarcely spoke to the hostess,
but addressed himself much too exclusively to
me. That did not embarrass me so much; only
while uttering commua-places ho would look
tenderly at mel?

# Your faucy, Mary, depend uponit,” remarked
Mrs. Chutacy, gravely.

# Fancy or not, he shortened my visit; and 1
had bardly walked to the end of Portland-place
before I fel¢ him coming after me.”

% What nonsense!”

« The instinct was a true one,” continued Miss
loulden, # for prescntly he was at my side, lifting
his hat gracefully, and turning al} sorts of com-
pliments.  Of course I left a littlo frightened.
St T could not resist the fun of it, somehow.”

“ You surely did not encourage him ??

“To the extent of asking him to be sv very
kind as to call a cab for e, in order to get rid
of him.

« And you did get rid of Dim ?°

& Not altogether; for yesterday morning I was
returning from Kensington with a book for Miss
Monitor, and, when near to the Qld Palace, my
fishionable admirer suddenly presented himself
and addressed mne again.”

« Mercy, Mary? cried Mes. Chutney aghast,
« ywhat did he say

“1¥ell, nothing worthy of death or bonds; only
that I had never been absent from bis wind, and
all that, you know—the usual formulary. I fear
I laughed.”

«Qh, Mary1” interrapted Mrs. Chutuey, in =
distressed tone, “how could you be so impru-
dent! What will that gentleman think of you?”

¢ Noosense, love,” returned MMiss Mary with a
saucy smile, #don't grudge me a littlo harmless
diverslon. Remember what o dull life I lead.

And this man 1 Why, I shall neversee himagain;

1 queterio tables,

if I do, trust mo to tako caro of mysclf. Now put
on your bonnot and Iet us take a stroll in tho
gardeas while the morning i3 cool.”

CUAPTER 1L,

The same bright morning which shono upon
tho gorgeously furnished houso in Richmond-
gardens, Bayswater, was lending moro than ordi-
nary cficct to tho various costly buhl and mar-
cabinets, and rich textures
displayed in tho renowuced show rooms of Messrs.
Deal, Board, and Co., upholsterers, Piccadilly.

It was yct too carly for any of their distinguish-
cd customers to drop in. Mr. Adolphug Deal—
who had become the hbiead of the fivin on the
death of tho honest old cabinct-maker his futher
—had notyet appearad above the visible horizon.
1o was an exaggerated specimen of the modern
fashionablo tradesman who incongruously com-
bines tho fine gentleman with tho eager shopkeep-
cr.  Ho had o profound belief in bimself, was o
man of taste, & man of business, and o man of
pleasure,

A few shopmen wero dotted about, anda grey-
headed old clerk occasionally addressed aremark
to them through a pigeon-hole in an enclosed
desk whero ho was shut up like & parrot in a
cage.

4 Ialfepast twelve!” hie cjaculated, “and no Mr.
Deal. It would be better,” coming out of his
box, his pen behind bis car—* it would be
better if ho lft the concern to Beard alto-
gether.”

The shopman thus addressed, winked. “Don't
you know where he’'s gono to? Why, to Rich-
miad-gaxdens, to bo sure, about Colonel Chut-
ucy's order.”

sAnd a pretty hash he has made of them?”
tho clerk added. “What with falso measures,
and contradictory orders, the fitting up of Colo-
nel Chutncey’s bouse has been wore bother than
profit.” |

ALt remarked the shopmanm, lowering his
voice, “that don’t matter to Deal.  He'd go there
every day if he conld.  Shy, when the colonel’s
wife knocked down the leven-guinea vauze here,
didn't he pick up the picces and say it warn't of
no consequence 2 0, he's deadly sweet upon her,
he ist”  No form of impudence i3 so thoroughly
intense as tho assumptions of a certain clasy of
young sho; keepers who sce cnough of their
aristocratic custormers to imitate their dress,
manners, and esternal vices—cxcept the inso-
Ience of their shopmen, who imitate them. The
clerk’s reflections on his master on the matter
took this form: “Well theus ’spectable, smooth,
clegant, soft-spoken sort, never bas no kind of
morals to speak of.”

At this moment eaters Me. Adolphus Deal inan
cxquisitely frsh summer morning costume of ight
grey with turned-down collar, o moss rose in his
button-hole, & bunch of churms at his watch-
chain, and a flaring red and mauve cravatdrawn
through a massive ring, luxuriant whiskers aud
moustacho of auburn tinge, aud unexceptionably
small Balmworal boots. .

Deal, on removing his hat, passed one harnd
meditatively through his hair.

¢ Briggs,” ho said, ¢ whereare those fragments?
I racan the picces of the jar Ars. Chutney broke
tho other day 7"

#Q1 I sent them to Pasticei, the china mender,
sir, hd he says be will make it & real antique
now,” answered the shopmau.

«Ah1” returned Mr. Deal, pensively. ¢ Some-
one must go to Richmond-gardens about that
ottoman. Perhaps, though—"

He was interrupted by an errand-boy, who
with much respect banded him a delicately ad-
dressed note bearing a crest and monogram,  Mr.
Deal gazed at it with affected indifferenco, and
finished bis sentence beforo opening it—* Per-
haps, though, I had better go myself, Briggs.”

His paticnco could carry him no further, ard,
hastily retiting to a dingy sanctum reserved for
the bead of the firm, he tare open the cuvelope,
and searcely could he believe his delighted oyes
ag they showed him vhat fullows

s My dear Sir.  Kuowing your timo i3 much
occupicd, I venturo to ask the pleasure of your
company to o quiet diuner hero on Thursday
next, with some hesitation. If; howeser, tha



