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COLONEL AND MRS.-CHUTNEY.

Continued from page125.
CHAPTER V

The next evening Mrs. Chutney sat alone in
the libmry, expeeting the return of hur lord to
dinuer, aud hioping carnestly he would fulfil bis
witention of bringing Captain Peske with him,
a i te-3 4243 under existing circumstances heing
n trinl which was almost wore than her weaken-
td nerves could bear,

Mrs. Chutney looked very pale; traces of tears
dimmed her soft eyes. She had passed o most
distressing day,  She had been early despatehed
to extract the truth from Mary Holden, who had
been left in derance vile with the redoubtable
Auut Barbara. But tears and caresses were ns
unavailing as threats,  Mary scwaned to harden
under Miss Bousficld's taunts and reproaches.
Pour Mrs. Chutucy was in despair; fluctuating
between her uubounded confidence in, and adwi-
ration of her consin, and the undoubted evidence
of her indiseretion—for Mary admitted that lher
unknown admirer proved to be Sir Frederic
Samperton; o fact which, althoughMrs. Chutney
carefully suppressed, filled up the measure of her
uneasiness, Mary herselftoo, though angry, and
putting on a hold front, was, Mrs. Chutney could
ste, frightened and auxious. “If she would but
open Ler heart to met” thought the tearful Louisa,
“ It must be something verystrange, or she would
tdl me. I trustit willall come right by Tucsday
next, orI do not know how I shall manago the
dinner—perhaps, indeed, the colonel will put Sir

:i?’l’mc off; though Le bas fixed the day him-
self!

At this point in her cogitations a2 ring atthe
hall-door bell set berheart beating.  She glanced
at the clock. Tenminutes to six—it was Colon-
¢l Chutney, of course, and she shuddered in an-
ticipation of thewell-known cloud upon his brow,
and the inevitable outbreak of indiguration with
which whatever and whoever first encountercd
him would be grected. It was, therefore, a cer-
tain rclicf, though a great surprise, when ¢ Mr.
Adolphus Deal” was announced; especially as
that gentleman presented himself in accurate
cvening costume—a waisteoat with jewelled but-
tons, claborate shirt-front, a mere thread of a
Lvhitc tic, patent leather boots, and a crush

at.

He has evidently cerue to dine,” Mrs. Chut-
ney thought.  “Soine mistake. How shall I get
rid of him beforo Colonel Chutney arrives 2 She
then advanced a step or two, and said interroga-
trely, with au aic of polite surprise,

“Ar, Deal 7?7

#Yes,” replied the exquisite upholsterer, with a
smilc and a bow; both marred by nervousness.
“am here in obedicnce to your slightest wish. [
have sclected the carlicst moment you named,
and trusted to your delicato tact to mavage
everything—all—a—in short—all screnc.”

“Mad!” thought Louisa. “I am sure, Mr.
Deal,” she said aloud, ® I am much obliged by
the promptitude with whick you havo ¢xecuted
altourorders; but did you not get s note from
me this morning, in which I explained that—-77

Deal foresaw something uncomfortable, and
stammered bastily, “No, T received no second
communication?

“I really do not understand you,” said Mrs.
Chutocy, almost peevishly. ¢ But after sending
you that noto on Monday, I found that X had
unconscioasly mistaken—"

“Then he does not Qi ~out to-day 77 interrupt-
¢d Deal, eagerly.  “But fear not, I shall vanish
at your slightest wish. Perish cvary coasidera-
tion cxcept your happinessi?

This dramatic burst bewildered Mrs. Chutney
more than cver. ¢ You sev,” she returned inco-
herently, # Iput them into wrong envelopes, and
faw immediately the danger of Colonel Chutney
discovering the error—in short, Mr. Deal, heis
rather peculiar, aud I wish you would be so
good as to gonway.?

“1 am gonc,"replied Adolphus, with what he
inl‘cnyded gor an air of chivalrons devotion.

“Xes, do go; you can call to-morrow, you
know, sbout the ottoman? >3

- -

“«The ottoman?’ Adolphus laughed satiri-
cally. €« Ohl wowun in thine hour of easce—"

# The,¢, pray bo calm, 1y dear sir,” cricd Mrs,
Clutney, now convinced of his iusanity and
greatly alarmed, “ But oh, this is him,” sho con-
tinued, in despair, ¢ that is his ringl ~ And if he
sees you, I would hardly answer fur your life, or
mine cither,?

« Put me somewhere—-anywhere!  Dispose of
me as yuu will)” said Deal, with an uncomforta~
ble tecutlection of the stout frume and irate tem-
perament of the coming veternn ; and he turned
liastily to the library door.

“No, n0,” whispered Mrs. Chutuey, ecagerly,
#qot there. Go into the garden. John,” she
continucd to the page, “show Mr. Deal into the
garden.  Then after your master is safe in, take
Lim the key of the lower gate.  Make haste—
oh! do make haste?

In the midst of his dread and timidity Adolphus
dropped his hat, and made an ineflectual eflort to
recoverit. ¢ Do not delay, Mr. Deal—pray do
uot,” implored  Mrs. Chutuey; and the next mo-
ment tho French window leading to the garden
closed upon the hatless upholsterer.

A second furiougering at the bell,and Mrs.
Chutney, retreating hastily towards her fautewl,
tripped over the Jost head-gear, picked it up, and
dropped it into an obscure corner between the
window and the piano, where the ample curtains
cflectually concealed it.

Colonel Chutuey entered, scething with wrath,
Hc wiped his brow and took a turn up and down
the room, unable to find words sufliciently expres-
sive of his indignation, while Mrs. Chutney sat
trembling. In this condition violent-temperced
people consider they are calm, turbulently insis-
ting that they are so. \When the words came
that the colonel had been vainly secking for, he
spoke them slowly and soltygnly; ¢ Look here,
Mrs. Chutney, I have been kept fice minutes at
that infernal door, with the sun blazing full
upon me! How can a wanstand these repeated
iusults?  Insults I call them, by Jove! when a
man's wishes are disregarded, and—and—-"

“Well, never mind,” said Mrs. Chmitaey, in o
soothing tore, amd nerving herselfl with the hope
that ber difiicullies were nearly over.  “ Goup
and wash your hands. There is such a nice cur-
ry for dinner.”

¢ Thatis all very well,” replied the husband,
suspiciously, ¢ but I would lay two to onc you
have forgotten the cocoa-nut.!

# You have lost, then,” cried his wife, attempt-
ing a playful tone. ¢ Come”—trying tosnatcha
kiss—*“1 cunsider you owe me a pair of gloves.”

The colonel, a good deal surprised, submitted
awkwardly, and, slightly mollified, continued his
quarter-deck walk over the carpet. ¢ Now,
Louisa” he began, “what have yon done with
Mary to-day ?°

# Nothing, dear. T could make nothingof her.
Notasinglesylable of explanation could § extract
from ber. So 1 begged Aunt Barbara to bring
her over to dinner.”

% You have? Then yon have done very
wrong. I have asked Peake; and as I do not
wish him to be dragged into the same miserable
position I have been, Ishould prefer——"herc he
stopped short and staved fixedly at the windows.
# I say,” obscrved the colondl, intensely, ©look at
those blinds; one of them is a foot Ligher than
the othier.  Mow any, right minded person with
an cye in head can endure such a dreadful
obliquity, is more than1 can fathom™ Hebegan
to untwist the cord, when he again made &
sudden pause and looked out intently into the
garden. ¢ \Who is that lunatic walking about
without his hat? he agked at last, # Gnd, it's
Deal, the upholsterer.  What the deuce i3 Deal
doing there?”?

12 is all over,” thought the wretched Louisa,
her hieart sinking within her.

% John,” shouted coloncl Chutaey to the page,
“como biere”—pointing to the garden. *Who
is that maniac? John appearcd like magic,
troubled with a bad congh, and looked o his
mistress for girlclc}ions. hShc shook hier head des-
pairingly. Jobin's cough got worsc.

“S\Og that confounded hackingl® cried the
colone), sternly, #ard como here. Lookl Tell
me who that isin the garden ??

¢ Please, sir,” returned tho page, with an ait
of unhesitating certainty, ¢ that, sir? that's Miss
Jemimar Ann, as lives at Number Twenty—her
young man. Isco him often of a oveniog walk-
ing uuder hier batcony, and he neverdo wear his
,ut.”

¢ Do you mean to tell me you do not recognise
him ag that ridiculous idiot, Deal, the upholster-
er?’

it Weli, sir,” looking out carefully, and with a
tonoe of great cardour, « now L look closer, it s
Mr. Deal”

¢« There is some infernal mischief here,” cried
the oolonel, a durk suspicion rushing to hisbrain,
«Why was] kept so lung at the door? Why—
why-—Mrs. Chutney ?”

« My aear Felix, believe ine——"

& I will believe nothing! Go, John, go this mo-
ment, and bring me that wretched imbecile. I
will get to thie bottom of this, and if [ find you
have been compromising me with expensive or-
ders, I will post a warning against you in all the
public papers to-worrow.”

The colouel paused for wantof breath, the
page rushed away toexecute his wishes, and poor
Mr3. vhutney, roused to indignation at last,
stood silently watching the scene, unutterably
humiliated at being placed in such a position for
so insufficient a cxuse. The colonel threw open
the window, and, regardless of public opinion,
shouted out his directions and orders in steato-
rian tones.

Meanwhile, the wretched Adolphus, finding the
garden gate locked, had lingered about in scarch
of succour, and hig hat. On first sceing John fly-
ing with the most ostentatious speed, he imagin- .
ed he was coming to his nid, and bastened to
meet him, il warned by aa injunction from the
page,in as loud = tone as he dared, “ to cut
Cother way!l P'm sent to catch yealive;” where-
upon Deal, his wits sharpencd by a dread of Col-
onel Chutney’s wiath, and 2 suspicion that (as
he would himself bave plhrased it) he was in the
“ yyrong box,” turned sharply and dived down
anotlier walk; while, under shelter of a friendly
tree, the page unlocked and left open the garden
gate, then rushed towards Deal, shouting to hun
« 10 come back, as master wanted bim.”

The colonel stood at the half-open window in
his cagerness, and Mrs. Chutaey, fearing the
ncigbbours’ comments, endeavoured to drag him
back. # That's right, John! dodge under tho
willow-tree, and you will have himl Double
round the mignonctte plot.  Turnbis flank by the
garden-seat.  Police! Police!”

#For heaven's sake, Colonel Chutney,” said
his wife, alarmed and scandalized at these out
crics, # compose yoursclf! Pcople will think you
mad ¥’

By this time several smart parlour maids had
assembled at both the back and front entrances,
with friendly racssages to enquire if the househsd
beén robbed; if ¢ master could be of any use;”
¢ if missis should come and stay with Mrs. Chut-
ney,” who was popularly supposed to be in vio-
lent hysterics, after witnessing o desperate band
to hand conflict between her husband and a tru-
culent housc-breaker.

In the midst of this cxcitement Captain Peake
presented himself, with theintention of diningac-
cording to invitation with the hospitable owners
of the housc.

Mrs. Chutney, now thoroughly roused tosclf-as-
sertion, hiad surmounted a strong inclination toa
fit of erying, and reccived Captain Peake with
wonderful composure. “Whatis the matter 77
asked that gentleman, with natural curiosity.
#There's a bevy of uncommon smart girls in caps
on the door-stepg, and they say Chotney hasbeen
obliged to cut somcbody’s throat in sclf-defence.
Where is your cousin, Miss Holden 7

¢«Thank heaven!™ returned Mrs, Chutney,
¢ there is onc sanc individualin the house atlastt
Captain Peake, I can explain this matterin a
few words, and the colonel will not hear me.?

Captain Peake looked much distressed, and
pulled hislong moustaches meditatively, as the
coloncl panted onan chair, flushed and heated
from unusual exertion.

“Sorry to givo you so strange & reception,
Peake,” he said inan injured tone; & butl have
parily uncartbed.a mystery of somo Kind?



