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" been made public that afternoon, putting

“ 'mm,lk‘ you, no, Miss Deveen ; I ean't
_'h" Y langer ; 1 have one or twe sick ps-

i $0
- M »
'::ﬁble loss' has made her really ill.

8 have it ;
) =‘ it hig.h‘m_‘;o’nge relative of hers has

;j:

Familp Reading.

DOMINION CHURCHMAN.

schoolmistress !" interrupted Cattledon,
craning her neck.

‘ Rather than vegetate upon hersmall

THE CURATE OF ST. MAT-
THEW’S,

CHAPTER 1V.

When lawyers got a case into their

5. noliving conjurer can divine when
:.lha:i‘:gz:lients will get it out again. The
hardest problem in Euclid was never
more difficult to solve than that. Mr.
Brandon came up to town on the Mon-
day morning, bringing me W{th him ; he
thought we might be detained a few
days, & week at the utmqst; yet the
gecond week was now passing, and no-
thing had been done ;. our business seem-

ed to bo no forwarder than it was at the|8

beginning The men of law in Lincoln’s
Inn laid the blame on the conveyancers;
the conveyancers laid it ou the lawyers.
Anyway, the upshot was the same—we
were kept in Lopdon. The fact to my-
gelf was uncommonly Mplea.sa.nt. though
it might be less so to Mr. Brandon.

" The astounding news—that the Rev-
erend William Blake was to have St.
Matthew’s—and the return of Miss Cat-
tledon from her visit to the sick lady at
Chelmsford, rejoiced the ears and eyes
of the parish on one and the same
day. It was a Wednesday. Miss Cat-
tledon got home in time for dinuer,
bringing word that her relative was bet-

“ Has anything been heard about the
living ?”’ she enquired, sitting, bonnet in
hand, before going up to dress.

Miss Deveen shook her head. In
point of fact wo had heard nothing at
all of Sir Robert Tenby or his intentions
gince Mr. Lake's interview with him,
and she was not going to tell Cattledon
of that, or of Sir Robert’s visit on the
Sunday.

But, as it appeared, the decision had

the whole parishinto a ferment. Dinner
was barely over when Dr. Galliard rush-
ed in with the news.
. * Only think of it!” he cried. * Such
& piece of justice was never heard of be-
fore. Poor Lake has not the smallest
interest in the world ; and how Sir Rob-
ert Téenby came to pick him out is just
amarvel. Such astirit'scausing! It's
83id—I don’t know with what truth—
that he came up here on Sunday morn-
ing to hear Lakepreach. Mrs. Herriker
8aw a fine barouche draw up, high-step-
ﬁlilg horses and powdered servants; a
y and gentleman got out of it and en-
tered the church. It is thought now
thL:X might have been Sir Robert and
Tenby.”
* I shouldn’t wonder but they were,”
remarked Miss Deveen.
_“ Has Mr. Lake really- got the living
ven to him ?” questioned Catbtledon,
eyes open with surprise, her thin
throat and waist all in & tremour, and
mlgz tﬁ touch another strawberry.
** Really and truly.” replied the doctor.
* Chisholm tells mye he has just seen the
letter appointing him to it.”
¥ me!” cried Cattledon, quite
m)“ “ Dear me |- How very thank-
!n“}‘:e all ought to be—for Mr, Lake's

“I dare say he is thankful,” returned
the doctor, swallowing down the rest of
his of wine, and preparing toleave.

'3 on my hands to-night, and must
them—and I promised Mrs, Selwyn
I upont her. Poor thimg!  this

“the-by,” he added, turning round on
hﬂ:‘y from the room, °* have: you
; that she has decided upon her
Plans, and thinks of leaving shortly ?”
No—has she ?” returned Miss De-

£

i

. Best thing for her, too—to beup and
ey ' She has the chance of taking to
"o bove’ preparatory school at Brigh-
oy Ball and select, as the advertige-

&

]

has made money by it,
3 i i e made money by
: Mrs. 8elwyn like that—to be a

|dreamed dreams.

pittance,” returned the doctor, briskly.
‘ She is an active, capable woman; got
all her senses about her. Better teach
little boys and live and dress well, than
enjoy a solitary joint of meatonce a week
and a turned gown once a year—el,
Johnny Ludlow ?”

He caught up his hat, and went outin
u bustle. Ilaughed. Miss Deveen nod-
ded approvingly : not at my laugh, but
at Mrs. Selwyn’s resolution.

The stir abroad might have been
pretty brisk that evening; we had Dr.
Galliard’s word for it: it could have been
nothing to what set in the next day.
The poor, meek curate—who, however
ood he might have been to run after,
could hardly have been looked upon as
an eligible, bona fide prospect—suddenly
converted into a rich rector ; six hundred
a year and a parsonage to flourish in!
All the ladies, elder and younger, went
into a delightful waking-sleep, and

‘ Such a mercy!” was the cry : ** such
a mercy! We might have had some
dreadful old drony man here, who does
not believe in daily services, and wears
a wig on his bald head. Now Mr. Lake,
though his hair is getting a little grey,
has a most luxuriant and curly crop of
it. Beautiful whiskers too.”
It was little Daisy Dutton said that,
meeting usin the Park road ; she was too
young and frivolous to know better,
Mis3 Deveen shook her head at her, and
Daisy ran on with a laugh. We wereon
our way to Mrs. Topcroft's, some hitch
having arisen abount the frames for Em-
ma’s screens.
Emma was out, however; and Mrs.

eyes.
v I can hardly help crying since I
heard it,” she said, taking her haudker-
chief out of tho pocket of her black silk
apron. ‘It must be such a reward to
him afterhis years of work—and to have
come 80 unsought—so unexpectedly ! I
am sure Sir Robert Tenby must be a good
man.”
“] think he is one,” said Miss De-
veen.
¢ Mr. Lake deserves his recompense,”
went on Mrs. Topcroft. ¢ Nobody can
know it as I do. Poor Mr. Selwyn knew
—but he is gone, I think 's hand
must have been in this,” ‘she reverently
added. “ These good and earnest min-
isters deserve to be placed in power for
the sake of those over whom they have
charge. I have nothing to say against
Mr. Selwyn, but I am sure the parish
will find a blessing in Mr. Lake.”

“You will lJose him,” remarked Miss
Deveen.

“ Yes, and . I am sorry,.for it; but I
should be selfish indeed to think of that.
About the screens,” continued, Mrs. Top-
croft ; ‘ perhaps you would like to see
them—I am sorry Emma is out. One, I
know, is finished.”

Not being especially interested in the
8o strolled round to the baek of the house.
open window, sat Mr. Lake writing. He
stood up when he saw me md/'held out
his h - W '

debted for the gift bestowed upon me,’;

small, in his hands. Do you kiiow,”
::daddndl:mhng st me and changing

Topcroft came forward with tears in her

screens, I stepped into the garden, and|

« It is; I believe, to.you that I am in-|begg

teful I'am; to you, and to Sir Robert| C9)* ‘
g-ma.ndtoOzwwhohol:ilvuntlnings,ﬂut e
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me ngthing less than a romance.”
This was Thursday. The next day
Mr. Lake paid a visit to the bishop—
perhaps to go through some formality
connected with his appointment, but 1
don’'t know—and on the following Sun-
day mornihg he * read himself in.” No
mistake about his being the rector after
that. It was a lovely day, and Mr.
Brandon came up in time for service.
After he knew all about it—that I had
actually gone to Sir Robert, and that
Mr. Leke had got the living—he asked
me five or six hundred questions, as
though he were interested, and now he
had come up to hear him preach.

You should have seen how crowded
the church was. The ladies were in
full force and flutter. Cattledon got
herself up in a new bonnet; some of
them had new rigging altogether. Each
individual damsel looked upon the rec-
tor as her especial prize, sure to be her
own. Mr. Lake did every scrap of the
duty himself, including the reading of
the articles ; that delightful young dea-
con’s cold had taken a turn' for the
worse, through going to a water-party,
and he simply couldn't hear himself
speak. Poor Mrs. Selwyn and her
daughter sat in their pew to-day, sad as
the crape robes they wore.

Did you ever feel nervous when some
one belonging to you is going to preach
—lest he should not come up to expecta-
tion, or break down, or anything of that
sort ? aMr. Lake did not belong to me,
but a nervous feeling came over me as
he went into the pulpit. For Mr. Bran-
don was there with his critical ears. 1
had boasted tohim of Mr. Lake's preach-
ing ; and felt sensitively anxious that it
should not fall short.
" I need not have feared. It wasa very
short sermon, the services had been so
long, but wonderfully beautiful. You
might have heard a pin drop in the
church, and old Brandon himself never
stirred hand or foot. At the end of the
pew sat he, I next to him ; his eyes
tixed on the preacher, his attitude t
of one who is absorbed in what he hoars.
Just a few words Mr. Lake spoke of
himaelf, of the new relation between
himself and his hearers; .very quiet,
modest words bearing the ring of truth
and good-fellowship.

“ ’ghat man would do his duty in what-
ever position of life he might be placed,”
pronounced old Brandon, as we got out.
** Robert Tenby's choice has been a good
and wise one.” : :

“ Thanks to Johnny Ludlow, here,”
said Miss Deveen, laughing.

* Ldon't say but what Johnny Lud-
low has his head on his shoulders the
right way. He means to do well al-
ways, I believe; and does "d6 it some-
times.” :

Which I am sure was wonderful pmise,
conceded by old Brandon, chlling to mﬁ
face no end of a colour. ' And, if you’
believe me, He put " his- arm ' within
mine, a“thing he ‘had never dome be-
fore, and walked so aeross the chureh-
yard. 1 A [ b " B . ) ‘ 0

. The next Week wis a busy one.
What with, Mrs.

motion

: by. the 'bew state of
: ”’Ymﬁﬂm " had

his tone to a lighter one, * it seéms
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been rcmarkable; to Mr. Lake. as rec-
tor, they were unique. Mrs. Topcroft’s
door was besieged with notes and par-
cels. The notes contained invitations to
teas and dinners theparcels small offer-
ings to himself. A parson about to set
up housekeeping naturally wants all
kinds of articles ; and the ladies of St.
Matthew's were eager to supply contri-
butions.  Slippers fell to a discount,
pur-es and silk watch-guards ditto.
More useful things replaced them. Or-
namental baskets for the mantelpiece,
little match-boxes done in various de-
vices, carC-racks hastily painted, ser-
viette rings composed of coloured beads,
pincushions and scent-mats for tho
dressing-table, with lots more things
I can’t remember. These were all got
up on the spur of the moment; more
elaborate presents, that might take
weeks to complete, were put in hard.
Chairs and ottoman seats to be worked
in wool or silks, bancer-screens for the
mantelpiece as elaborate as Emma Top-
croft’s wax flowerstobe preserved under
a glass case, beautiful antimacassars,
costly cushions for sofas, kpitted coun-
terpanes, carved leather picture-frames,
and so on—you never heard of such a
list. In vain Mr. Lake entreated them
not %o do these things; not to send any-
thing ; not to trouble tLemselves about
him, assuring them it made him most
uncomfortable ; that he preferred not to
receive presentsof any kind ; and hesaid
it so emphatically, they might see he was
in earnest. All the same. He mightas
well have talked to the moon. The la-
dies lan%hed, and worked on. Daisy
Dutton
wax doll to send him ; it was the only
sort of work she knew how to do, she
said, and perhaps he'd accept it for that
readon; when every lady was working
for him, ske did not like to Le the only
idle one left out.

“ Mrs, Toperoft, I think you had bet-
ter refuse to take the parcelsin,” he said

arrived, which proved to be a market-
basket, sent conjointly by three ‘old
maiden sisters. ‘“Idon't wish to be
rude, or do anything that would hurt

“ They wauld put them into the exapty
rectg f I T,”not take them in,” re-
turned Mrs. Toperoft.  * The only way
to stop it is to talk to the ladies’ your-
self. Senseless girls!” A
Mr. Lake did talk—as well, and asim-
pressively as he knew how. It mado
small presents |, ed ' in as béfore.
t jug of camomile tea,” as did on
?&ie :gmrersdﬂ bmof)lr Weller, thozrﬂ elder;
ut 'Y I 80) 1} 4 i ”. ’l.
from a valued ’rbe?t‘%? itp' hts.

band, th . it, corks
bead, ¢ e%ﬁ:"“?"ﬁ:‘ Folit hes
poas segaxdy. he_of :

oy, wntil 1 shoula b guli d entiely
he said, in a-low tone of emotion; as heiponvem?ln,fb%,_' 118 got, in ntﬂxor
‘my hand in his, and p;: wave of hs hencé, he kin uﬁ
feeling swept over his face. * How came shonglt. o fim, s
you to think of me—to be soXkind ? IL thanking him for
cannot thank you as I ought.” - |cons owed him d‘;:w.

“Qh, it's nothing; indeed I no- obliged to ihe had § én‘t
thing—so to say,” I stammered, quite|scheol at k peer- Rl ‘
taken aback., * I heard peoplesay what|: ) ly 48 m todm Mjss:

a pity it was you stood no chance of the|days afterwards &he, va $he!mine,.
iving, after ‘working so -haid -in it all rectory, sid her furnit *pwhdm

t.heseyeam;so,ulk'new‘sirnobort,mtomsto,_m uy. Bomm

and knew well Lady Tenby, I en went into the em ‘ann 4o )

thought it would do no harm if ‘T just(clesn it down, thet it might % .

told them of it.” ' ready for ijs new temidt- mu, sl
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ad the impudence to dress a ° .

to her one day, when a huge packet had -

kind 's feelings; but; upon m
word, 'ieoafgenm like t9 send all the iings
in with thanks.”

not the slightest. impression; and thg -
Mrs. Jomas did not brew .a * blessed '




