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THE LADIFS JOURINAT.

AN ATTRACTIVE YOUKG PERSON.

CHAPTER L
I'mafraid Mrs. Piggin will have to go,’
said the rectnr,

Mr. Sowerbutts, o stoat, middle-aged
farmer, grinted his dissatisfaction.  The
ether members of the Little Paddington
Sehool Board offered no opinion,

“Yes ; 1 think we must give the old lady
a quarter’s notice, and get rid of her,” con-
vined Mr. Dowthwaite.  “She is terribly
behind the age, theres no doubt of that.
The school has carned Lardly any graunt for
the Last two yeurs,”

My, Sowerbutts gave another zrunt,
seaning 1o express thereby his contemnt
alike for Mrs. "iggin's grant-earning pow.
ers, the gravt, and the Eduneation Depart.
ment.

1 expect inanother year the Inspretor
will brimg adown the wrath of the depart-
ment upon us in carnest. Perhaps they
will dissolve the boand and arder the elec
tion of a new one.”

s Chat won't do, nehew,” said M, Sow.
erbutts, decisively.

“Then Mr. Sowerbutts moves that the
present halder of the oftice of schoohuistress
be invited to resign, and thar the Chairman
be requested ta insert advertisements fora
new teacher in the Clurch Timecand other
newspapers,” said Mv. Dowthwaite, making
a jotting of the motion as he spuke. My
Wintle seconds the mation, " headded, witha
alance in the divection of that gentlemien,
e, Wintle, whose eyes had heen fixed the
whole time on the rector’s face, gravely nod-
ded s oand the vector rose from his ¢hair
it that the mecting was it s ewd,

Vir Dowithwaite spent the whole of the
aiterneon in drarting an advertisement aml
sendig copics of i 10 variaus clerical and
astie newspapers, CMust be o sound
churnweman, - On play the har
moninm preferred,” he 1o the list of
cquirements. There wi anding diffieulty
about getting i not utierly imcompetent per-
former on the laemoniwnad Little CPudding.
ton 3 and the good rectar thaught he mightas
well make the ehmoxious Fducation act use-
ful for once,

The interview with Mg, Piggin he d<fer-
red till the following morning, as heing the
most unpleasant pint. of the business, It
went off, however, hetter than he had fearved,
By degrees hegot the old lady to understand
tiat if she sent in her resignation it would
be gratefully accepted, and she would be con-
sidered as having put the parish and the
country gonerally under an obligation.

“You sec, Ms. Piggin, we are eblipged to
follow the times,” said good-natured My
Dowthwaite, in_an apologetic tone,  “ We
can’t aflord to lose the grant another year,
we really can’t.”

<Oh, I suppnse not, Sir,” said Mys. Viggin,
fixing her eyes on the rector's face.  “I've
heen schoalistress in this parish for twa
an twenty years, an’ we've donc very well
without any grant.  T've brought up my
children to leatn their catechism and o
their duty. Jike their futhers hefore them.
Teean't teach French an’ drovin®, an’ snch
like 1 and wuch goad it would do them it |
could.  However, I've saved enough, thank
Heaven, ta he independent, of every onezand

Betsy JJane Pugh, stop talkin® and go
on with your sum, orit'll Lc the worse for
e
The rector distened in silence, i finally
made his cscape, thankful that the most
disagreeable part ofhis dutyasareformer was
over.

But his difliculties were by no meanz at.
8o end. Theday after his advertisement
appeared he rveeeived one  hundred and
twenty-sevep applications for the vacaut
post 5 the next day braught-him twa hundred
and thirteca ; the third day produced ninety-
six. Al theapplicants were able to teach
every necessary snhjeet, as well az reveral
which wer» nnt ne- vooand every one
wag alide 1apraduce 1esrnonials of the high-
et paggible charaeter.

In hes desponr the rester turned ta s
sierer v, Miss Jderdan, who had kept
house sinee the death ot his wife, and
Lumbly ened far her advice and aspicianee,
But Mise Jordan was an elderly lady. with
vtrong, eld-fashcoed  preindices. and she
6bjected o the new echome altagether  She
sareasticall advieed the reinstallment of
Alrs. Piggin--u vourse which wis plainly out
% the auestion. Mr. Dowthwaite” then
surned for belp to his curate, the Rev.
Augustine Cope, 0 meck and gentlemanly
young man, who acte¢d as unpaed seeretary
to the rector whon there was anything
troubleseme to be done.  Mr. Cope took the
mass of papers homo t6 hie lodginge and
made an attempt taselect a fév of The mest
promsing apphicatinns from the athers. At
the end of four hanre” werk, howover, he
found that his list contained no feveer than

Sy

e to

vy

forty-ninc names—an obviously impractic-
able number,

At the next monthly meeting of the boavd
matters were no further advanced. The
iahle of the morning room at the rectory—
which served as a board room—was covereld
with letters of application and vopies of tes-
timonials ; and the members of the board
sat gaping at the piles of decuments in help-
less dismiay,

Well, “geitlemen,” hegan Mr. Dowth-
waite with a very vague notion of what the
rest of his sentence was to be, when a knock
at the door interrupted him,

“Come in,” he ericil.

“Please, Sir,” said Themas, “there’s a
Laily wirhes to see yon.”

“But [ am engaged, Thomas,™

“But. this Indy has called about the
School Board.”

“An applicant? 1t is rather irregular,
certainly. | purticularly mentioned in the
advertisements that ne personalapplications
were 1o be wllawed,” sabd the Chainnan to
his fellaw daberers, “However, since the
yeung person is here, we may as well see
her.  Show hey in, Themas,”

A moment afterward o slim, upright
tizure, in a dainty Summer costume, ap-
peaved in the doorway, and the farmers
present rose instinetively ta  their feet.
Only the vector retained his presence of
mind.

“Thamas, sct o chrir,” said he.

The yonng lady bowed with the ntinost,
sglf-pnssession, and teok ihe seat  which
was ofleved her.  She was decidedly pretty,
There was no donht of that, in spite of her
paleness and her thin lips. Her fair hair
wasg bronght down smaoathly over a brow as
whitle as any woman couid desire 5 her
features were all delieately formed, her
eyes being especially atiractive.  Her age
it might have heen *ditheult 1o guess 1
wian would have admitted that she might
beover twenty : & woman would have gaid
she did not Jook thirty

* Your name i ah 2 Miss Gray-
Ting 7™ asked the vecior, referring to the
card which Thomas had handed to him.

The young lady bowed.  As she li_te
her head, she saw that the vector was  ull
serutinizing the card, and she comprehended
the other members of the hoarl in eme
swift glance, finishing with the eurate. Mr.
Cope dropped  his cyes. Miss Grayling
smiled inwardly.

“And you have come about the vacancy
in the parish school, 1 understand?” in-
quired the rector,

Again Miss Crayling bowed  without
speaking,

“1 partienlarly reguested that no person-
al applications were to b made,” «aid the
reetar, inan injured tone,

Miss Grayling gave a little sigh.

“Twas afraid T had done wrong,” she
said, with her eyes on the carpet : ** hut I
was 80 anxions that my application shonld
not be overlooked.  If you would kindly
excuse my coming, I think you would tind
my testimonials satisfactory.”

As she spoke, she lifted her eyes to these
of the reverend gentleman, dropping thew
immaediately inavery modest and becom-
ing taier,

Mr. Dowthwaite was wolificd.

“Wiere have youcheen teaching?’ he
asked.

She mentioned the name of a village in
Yorkshive, and Mr. Cope busied himself in
Eunting up her letter of application and her
testimonial from a Jarge ll?nnrlln of similar
documents. Having found them, he laid
them hefare the rectar in silence.

*Not very much experience; not sn much
as we eould have wished—only six mooths,”
said the yecter, “Now, we particulnly want.
el a certificated 1eacher,”

“Fhave little daubt, that | could pass the
cxaminations if you thinlk it c'lesirah{c." said
Miss Grayling «uietly : “but I think I may
say Joom eapalle of teaching the village
children everythingnecessary.”

It wazx, indeed,
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bisurd {o imagine that.
ihis elegant voung was net capable of
acting as preceptar ta Betsy Jane Pughand
hereompamene: and the rector, feeling ths,
toased the vather weanty testimonials aside.

“Tought tatell yon,” he eaid. “that this

rvmodeet appomtment. Yonkosw the
v s et large, and depends partly on
the Gavernmont grant carned by the schoel.
‘The position is noteah'—not an cxalted
onc. Dy the way,” he exclaimed, suddenly,
“can you ply the harmonium®

*O, yus, sir,” said Miss Grayling, with
a bright and pleasant smile.

“Ah—wdl —we will consider your appli-
cation.” suid Mr. Dowthwaity, shutlling
the papero before him rather nervously.

I beg vour pardon, sir,” said Miss Groy-
ling, in a low. carnest ton®; as she eluw!
raied bir gracefal form from her seat; **bhut
would vougllow me te wait in the ball, or
the Kitchen, ot anywhere, till my case is de-

cided on? I have a long journey before me,
and if you could—?"

She did not finish her sontence; but she
glunzed ab the other members of the hoard
as she spoke. Mr. Sowerbutts and his
friends had not, meantime, spoken o word;
hut now they uttered a half-articulutc mur-
mur, and the rector bowed in a stift but
=omricous fushion. The modest request was
granted, and Miss Grayling withdrew.’

Somechow, the young lady had made the
honrd feel that she was, ina sense, awaiting
their verdict—that her fate hung in their
hands.

*Well, gentlemen,” said Mr. Dowthwaite
“Tdon't know that we could do better.
This young —ah !—person is recommended,
by the”—lifting his double cyeglasscs to his
nose—** the vicar of Little Shenstone. There
can be little doubt as to her capability to
undertake the duties. And really, if we
began hunting throngh all these papers, we
might go further and fare worse.”

*Ear, ‘ear,” murmured My, Sowerbutts,
in a hollow, base voice, lapping the point
of his stick gently on the floor, and ac-
cordingly it was settled that Miss Laura
Hill Grayling should be appointed to the
vacant office.

CHAPTER 1L

Iu the course of a month the new schoal.
mistress entered upon her duties. The vil-
{ago children regarded her with mingled ad-
miration and awe as she came into the little
schaoteaom for the first time in her spotless
moruing gown. ‘I'he dress was onlr of ¢t
ton, but it was neatly, even stylishly made.
They gazed with wonder and delight as
Miss Grayling conlemptuonely fung poor
Mrs. Piggin’s cane into the empty tireplace,
and they promised themselves golden days
for the Tutare,

Tn that particular, however, they were
disappeinted.  ‘The new teacher, they soon
discovered, was not to he trifled with. They
had to wark harder than they had ever done
before ; but they did not grumble.  They
lirerally  worshipped their schoolmistress
and would no more have thought of disobey -
ing her than of disputing the authority of
the village constable.

When the rector visited the school every
Monday morning he wasdelighted with ¢
order that reigned there.  He thonght Miss
Gitayling a very ecxemplary and superior
young woman, He lent her hooks, He
gave her much advice as Lo her work, with
which he had not thought it worth while to
tronble goad Mrs. Piggin, and his counsels
were invariably received with a charming
deference.

1L was the custon at Little Tuddington
for the cuvate to give the school children a
lesson in Bible history on Wednesday after-
noon ; and Mr. Cope looked forward to his
first lesson under Miss Grayling’s auspices
with some inward trepidation. In spite of
himself he felt a certain tremor as he ad-
dressed the new teacher, and yet he found
himself continnally desiring to speak to her.
By degrees, however, this wore off ; and he
came (o look forward to Wednesday after-
noons as pleasant interludes in his rather
monotonous weeks,  He, too, was solicitons
for the new teacher’s mental pabulum, and
lent her books, beginning with popular his-
tory hooks, going on to Sunday afternoon
tales, and finally reaching the stuge of un-
denjable yellow-bhacked novels.  Miss Grav-
ling smiled 1o _herself as sho placed Mr.

“Cope’s *Orley Farm™ in her desk beside Mr.

Dawthwaite's “‘Chronicles of the Schonberg-
Cotta Family.”

But everybady liked Miss Grayliog. The
children’s mothers looked on her asa su-

erior heing.  Even eross old Miss Sower-
Kmm, at the Mount Farm, liked to have her
goover on a Thursday afternoon, whea John
was at market, drink a cup of tea with ber,
and enlighten her as to the real fashions as
worn in London. The only person who did
not join in the choruas of approbation was
Misa Jordan, the rector’s gistor-in-law.

“Dan’t you think we wero very fertunate
in getting tuch a superior mictress in Mrs.
Piggin's place 77 said the rector to his is.
ter-in-law one Sunday after church,

“I dare say.” said Mies Jordan,

“There iv o marked improvement in the
bebavior of the children, both at churcb and
in schoonl.” continued the rector, in rather
a magisterial way, a6 if to regent the_im-
peachinent of an undue partiality fer Miss
?myling, which was \'iu}{)lc in MigeJovdan’s
ace.

“The boys dowt make half so much
noise in going oub of church bufore the
sermon as thuy used to do,” continued the
parson.

“I've no doubt the yauny womagn is very
well fitted for her place,” said Mise Jorden.

“Dear me!" said the réctor to hinelf,
“ir's AL her few wemen can forgive an.
oth: r waan, in 2 somewbat lewer rank of
life, tor having a pretty face and ap attrac-

tive manner!”  Whatever the reason, it
was plain that Mise Jordan was not capti-
vated by the new mistress. They avoided
each other, as if by mutual consent.

It happened that one afteruoon, in early
Summer, Miss Grayling had gone up to the
Mount Farm, by ‘invitation, to drink tea
with Miss Sowerbutts. It was a Thursday
—u day when the farmers always attended
market ab the neighboring town of Grahy.

** 1 must make haste and get home before
dark,” snid Miss Grayling, as the day
began Lo close ; and she went up to put on
her bonnet.  The oporation, however, took
some Jittle time, as it was diversified by
an exhibition of Miss Sowerbutt’s mother's
wedding dress, and varions other pieces of
raiment of a quite remote antiquity, in all
of which Miss Grayling took kecen interest.

I declare it's getting quite dark,” ex-
claimed the schoolmistress nt last, as she
threw on her hat in a great hurry and
wenl down stairs with her hostess. Arrived
in the garden, however, it was impossible
to go without a marsel of Mrs. Sowcrbutt's
delicious sweet-briar ; the peas, too, were
in 2 most interesting state of development,
and by the time they had been duly ad-
mired, the farmer's hurly form was seen
slowly advancing between the hedge-rows,
Rﬂl'llc onward by his gig and his good mare,
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Certainly Miss Grayling looked a pretty
figure as she stood ot the porch of the farm-
house shaking hands with its mistress.

“ Well, Miss, and how are yo?” said Mr.
Sowerbutts, with a very red face, as he
leaned out of the gig to shake hands with
his sister’s visitor.

“ Very well, thank you.
good evening.
fore dark.”

“What'sthe need for that? Jess and Imun
see thee home.”

5, me, no! I eouldn’t think of such a
thing.  Vou must be so tired, and the pror
horse, ton, Gond.-hye.” And Miss Grayling
ook a hasty farewel) of her friend, and ran
down the roadway with the prettiest little
steps in the worl).
Meanwhile Mr.Sowerbutts was slowly turn-
ing round the unwilling Jess.

“But, John, the mare will be overdone.
She can find her way home.  (Or 111 send
Jaeoh with her,” said Miss Sowerbutts, ve.
gretting in her heart that she hil ever in-
vited the schoolmistress to the fan.

To this John made no reply, and having
suceeeded in turning the horse and gig he
speedily overtook Miss Crayling, who wa
walking on abead in the wmost determined
manner.

“Whoa ! whe-a!” eried Mr. Sowerbutts
to the mave, ** Now, Miss, will ‘ce get in?”
And he held back the apron as he spoke.

“ Really I can’t—1 can’t take you hack to
Puddington after your journey ;7 and Miss
Grayling stood hesitating.  ** No,” shesaid,
moro firmly, as Mr. Sowerbntts only satand
looked at her without speaking ; ** there is
really no necessity for it.”

“If Lask ye to come 1 mean i1,” said the
farmer, ¢ an’ I take it as a favor.”

“ O, if you put it so politely, 1 shall be
very happy,” sail Misy Grayling, as she
held up her little gloved hand and was hoist-
ed into the gig.

1t wag, after all, only a mile and a kalf to
the village. Yor the first minute nothing
was said.

“You plays that there ‘armonium in
church beautiful,” said Me, Sowerbutts, at
length.

Miss Grayling laughed and turned her
sniling face upon her companion.

“Do you think s0? I'm net 0 ture «of
that myself,” snid she.

“ Beautiful! " responded Mr. Sowerbutts,
with emphasie.  ** And settin’ there, in the
chaucel, with the red windowshining on yer
‘ead, you lnok like a saint in glovy 1

*“Oh, Mr. Sowerbutte! you really
shouldn't be so very complimentary,” said
Miss Grayling, tronguilly. “* And now, tell
me how 1hings went at. market to-day.”™

The couversation :hus took a more pro.
saic turn, and Mies Grayling evinced the
deepest. interest in the price of hay, calves
and other agricultural topics, until they
reached the cottago in which she lived.

But 1 must say
1 really must get home be-
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CHAFTER (I

Tbe Gevernm:en! intptetion was lways
bine of the gveuts of the year at Littlo Pud-
dington. v generally tovk place in the end
of August. The Inspevtor was an elderly
gentleman, whose proper name was Chris-
topher Wensby : but whose ordinary name
among the teachers of his district was “The
Walrus,” from the fatt that his bald fore-
hvadapd white mouttarhepointingdownward
in a ¥treight line ch each'éide.cf his mouth
gave him a desided rezemblanee 1o that

creature. Reportetated that Mr. Wencly
and Misa Jordan had had tender, o seni-



