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How Matilda
Helped the Curate

By JANE OSBORN

(Copyright, 1p10, by Associsted Literary Press,)

She was not at all pretty; In fact,
#ome persons thought Matllda was
not even good-looking, but for all that
there was something In her frank,
good humor, and a llvellness in her
little gray eyes that always began
by amusing and usually ended by cap-
tivating all those who cama In her
way. “If she were a beauty,” her
Younger slsters wused to say, “we
wouldn't g0 much mind having Ma-
tilda walk off with all the laurels.”
And they perhaps took a little satls-
faction in the fact that several years
after they had both married Matilda
Grant was stlll Miss Grant—still, to
be sure, fascinatingg and amusging.

Everyone usad to think that Matilda
would end by marrying her childhood
playmate and companlon, Paul Meade,
and It had been whispered more than
once that there was an  engagement.
And It was also whispered, though
Matilda made a confldant of no one, it
was Paul's fault that when, not long
after Matilda's twenty-seventh birth-
day, he went off to South America on
& big engincering scheme, he did not
take Matilda with him,

“Matilda acts exactly ilke a disap-
polnted spinster,” sald her slster
Clara one day. “She's gone Iinto
church work as If her Iast hope went
with Paul to South America. She's
at church now taking charge of one
of those tiresome guilds, and ehe
gpends more than half her time golng
about and visiting the poor parish-
loners."

Constance smiled and looked up
from her sewing. “Disappointed
spinster!” she sald with a laugh. *I
think you have forgotten our new
curate. It's his guild she's working
for, and his poor she's visiting, and
the end of it all will be that he will
propose like the rest, and I almost
think Matilda would take him, too."

Clara gasped: "You don't mean that
little Mr, Cobb, do you? How perfect-
ly ridiculous! Why, a man lke that
couldn't even amuse Matilda. He's a
mere boy and he hasn't had any ex-
perience. To be sure he's the most

I Am Going to Marry Deaconess Gray.

unsophisticated and delightful boy in
the parish, but He doesn’t know any
more how to manage a girl llke Matil
da than one of hls own choir boys
would." 4

A few minutes later Matllda came
upon her sisters. "“Here,” she ex-
clalmed, undoing a package she had
brought with her, “won’'t you take
some of thls sewing? Stephen—that
is, Mr. Cobb—wants to get the work
off tomorrow. It s for his misslon
up In the mountains, where he sup-
ports a deaconess with his own
money. Isn't that generous of him?
I promiged to finish these garments
tonight, and I never could manage by
myself."

Clara looked up in surprise. *“The
first thing you know, Matilda, that
lttle curate of yours will be in love
with you," ghe sald, reproachfully. “I
should think you'd have more sense
than to trifle with & man's feelings
Hke that."

“*Why," laughed Matllda, "I think
I'd make a very nice minister's wife,
don't you?"

“You aren't engaged, are you?"
asked Constance, timidly.

“Don't get exelted,” Matilda as-
sured her. “He hasn't even proposed
yet. I'll tell you when he does.”

Before many days had passed {t
was quite obvious to the two younger
glsters that Matilda actually had de-
signs upon the affections of the hon-
est-eyed Mr. Cobb.

“After all,” sald Constance, “she
gays she would like to be a minlster's
wife, and I suppose she has to marry
some one some time,"

"Yes,” sighed Clara, but 1 atill
think she Is in love with Paul, and

she'll grow tired of poor Mr. Cobb and!

break his young heart™

At the very time that the sisters
were discussing Matilda's affairs over
their sewing she was working with
har usual earnestness with the young
curate,

“Do you know, Miss Grant,” he
said, looking at her with an Intensity
of purpose that almost surprised Ma
tilda and made her feel for the first
time the real force of the young man
“l] want to ask you something. |
thought I'd speak to the bishop about
it at first, but it seems as If you could
perhaps glve me the best and wisest

answer, Knowing me so well you
can best and naturally advise me
Please don't conslder the personal

side at all.,” He paused nervously and
then came to the point. *“Do you
think 1 ought to marry?

“You see, | want eventually to de
vote my life to my little mountain
mission. That's always been my am-
bitlon, and when I first spoke to the
bishop about It he advised me not to
marry until I had established myself,
because of the hdrdships of the work.
it didn't seem hard then, for a year
ngo | had never even considered the
possibllity of wanting to marry. DBut
since 1 have been hers it has come
upon me very foreibly. Of course |
wouldn't want to marry a Wwoman
who wasn't as devoted to the cause
as 1 am; but a young woman like
you, a little older than I, with her
whole heart In the cause, couldn't
help but be an inspiration to me.”

Matllda had listened to this studied,

but obviously heartfelt, declaration
with the color deepening In her
chevks aud ber eyea lowered with
embarrassment. “If only he Illked

me for someihing besides my devo-
tion to the cause,” she thought, and
then, after a pause, she gald:

“l understand your point of wlew
perfectly. I am glad you have put It
as you have. Yes, [ do think a wife
would be helpful to you; one who ad-
mires you and would have your inter-
ests at heart Yes, Stephen, | think
‘ou are right'” She spoke with hesl
tancy and faltered bacause of hia un-
demonstrative behavior,

“Thank you from the bottom of my
heart,” sald the curate. And then
gome one, the sexton, no doubt, came
into the room and ended his confes-
sions.

Matilda went home that day with
a confusion of ideas, some pleasant,
some very disconcerting. To devote
hergelf to the misslon of the nelgh-
boring wild mountain district might
be almost as absorbing as being an
engineer's wife In South Amerlca
And then she thought with her cheeks
burning with annoyance that she had
hoped for a more ardent declaration.

Matilda kept her promise to her
glsters, and when she found her way
to their tea table that afterncon she
told them that the curate had pro-
posed. “In a way,"” she explained.
“It was a queer sort of a proposal,
but I didn't refuse him. The sexton
interrupted us, but it Is settled. I'm
Mrs, Parson Cobb for the rest of my
life.”

It was while Matllda was walting
for the call from the curate that she
was expecting that evening that a
telegram reached her from New York.
Her heart sank withir her as she
read, “I will be with you in two days.
Paul Meade." And as she reread it
the vision of mountain misslons and
curates vanished from her and In fts
place came & thousand recollections
of the old friend, Paul.

Fortunately for Matilda's peace of
mind, Stephen Cobb had been called
to his beloved mountaln mission the
day after the telegram came and had
left Matllda with only a very kind
farewell, and did not seem to notlce
the look of anxiety In Matilda's eyrg
as he promlsed to tell her all &gom*
his plans on his return.

An" hour before Paul's arrival
Stephen returned from the mountalns
and hastened to the house of Matilda,
who had declded that whatever Paul's
reason for returning, she would stand
by her guns and marry the only man
she had ever really encournged. If
she had made a mistake she would
suffer the consequences, she resolved,
but when she saw the curate’s flace
before her she thought with a gulity
consclence of the telegram and Paul.

“Oh, Matilda,"” sald the curate with
beaming blue eves, “I am golng to
marry Deaconess Gray in the spring.
My Mttle mountain deaconess has
promised to marry me as soon as her
pledge expires, [ am the happlest
man in the world. She Is so impa-
tlent to meet you'

It came upon Matllda In a flash,
and because the exclted curate was so
full of thoughts of hls beloved dea-
coness he did not notlce the excite-
ment in Matilda's volce as she con-
gratulated him or the abruptness with
which she rose and bowed him to the
door.

Two days later Matilda announced
her engagement to Paul Meade, her
old boyhood friend, who hed never
known till he left her that he had
loved her all his life,

Went Slowly,
“I understand that his wife has run
away and left him?"
“She has left him, all right: but
she dldn't run—she had om a hobble
skirt ™
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CHAPTER XVIIL—({ontinued.)

Bastrop Clegg, whose distinctlon was
that of being the oldest loafer In the
elrele, spat sccurately into the draft-
hole of the stove, sat back and tilted
his hat over his eyes.

“Well, boys, T reckon hit's erbout
time, aln't hit?" he moralized. *“Leetle
Tom must be a-goin’ awn two year old;
and I don't recommember ¢z Tom ‘r hla
pappy has ever done a livin' thing for
Nan™

A half-hour later, Brother Japheth,
trudging back to Deer Trace on the
plke, saw the light In the long-desertad
ciabin back of the new foundry plant;
saw this and was overtuken at the
Woodlawn gates by Thomas Jefferson
with Longfellow and the buggy. And
he could not well help observing that
the buggy had been lghtened of Its
burden of houszehold supplies.

Tom turned the horse over to Will-
fam Henry Harrison and went In to als
belated dinner somberly reflective. He
was not sorry to find that his mother
and father had gone over to the maa-
or-house, Solitude wns grateful at the
momeént; he was glad of the chance to
try to think himself uninterruptedly
out of the snarl of mlsunderstanding
in which his Impulsiveness had entan-
gled him.

The pointing of the thought was 10
see Arden and Rave It out with her at
once, Reconsldered, It appeared ‘he
part of prudence to walt a llttle. Tho
muddlest pool will settle If time and
and freedom from 1ll-judged disturb-
ance be glven It. But we, who have
known Thomas Jefferson from hia be-
ginnings, may be sure that It was the
action-thought that trlumphed. Thay
also serve who only stand and walt,
wis meaningless comfort to him; and
when he had finished his solitary din-
ner and had changed his clothes, ae
strode across the double lawns and
rang the manor-house bell,

CHAPTER XIX.

The Deer Trace family and the two
Fuests from Woodlawn were In the mu-
sle-room when Tom wus admlitted, with
Ardea at the plano playing war songs
for the pleasuring of her grandfather
and the ex-artilleryman. Under cover
of the muslc, Tom slipped Into the elr-
cle of listeners and went to sit beslda
his mother, There wag & courteous
hand-wave of welcome from Major
Dabney, but Miss Euphrasia seemed
not to see him. He saw and under-
stood, and was obstinately Impervious
to the chilling east wind in that quar-
ter.

Ardea lingered lovingly on the clos-
Ing harmonies of a nocturne, and
when the final chord was struck her
hands lingered on the keys until the
sweot volees of the strings had sung
themselves afar Into the higher sound
heaven. Then she turned qulekly and
surprised her anesthetized audience,

“You poor things!" she laughed. “In
another five minutes the last one of
you have succumbed. Why dldn't some-
body stop me?"

The Iron-master sald something
about the heavy work of the day, and
helped his wife to her feet. The Major
came awake with a start and bestirrad
himself hospitably, and Miss Euphrasia
rose to speed the parting guests—or,
rather, the two of them who had been
Invited. In the drift down the wide
nhall Ardea fell behind with Tom, whom
Cousin Buphrasia contlnued to lgnors,

“1 came to tell you,” he sald, in a
low tone, snatching his opportunity. “1
ean't sleep until I have fought it out
with you."

wyou don’'t deserve a hearing, even
from your bhest friend,” was her dis-
couraging reply; but when they were
at the door she gave him a formal re-
prieve. "I shall wulk for a few min-
utes on the portlco to rest my nerves™
she sald, “If you want to come La:k

"

He thanked her gravely, and went
ohedlently when his mother called to
him from the steps. But on the Wood-
lawn veranda he excused himself, and
when the door closed behind the two
In-going, he swiftly recrossed the lawas
to pay the penalty.

The front door of the manor-house
was shut and the broad, pillared portl-
oo was untenanted. He sat down In
one of the rustic chalrs. The door
opened and closed and Ardea stood be-
fore him. She had thrown n wrap
over her shoulders, and the light from
the musle-room windows Illuminated
her. There was cool scorn in the slate-
blue eyes, but In Tom's thought she
had never appeared more unutterably
beautiful and desirablée—and unattain-
able.

“] have come,” she sald, In a tone
that cut him to the heart for Its very
{nd!fference. *“What have you to say
for yourself?"

“I'm afrald I haven't left myself
much to say," he began, penitently. "I
was born foollsh, and it scems that I
haven't outgrown It. But, really, If you
could know——"

“Unhappily, I do know,” she Inter-
rupted . “If 1 did not, [ might llsten to
you with better patience

“It dld look pretty bud," he confess-
ad “Adnd that's what 1 wanted to say;

it looked a great denl worse than It
wis, you know."

“I am bound to belleve what T sea
with my own eyes” she rejolned. “Per-
haps you can make It appear that see-
Ing Is not belleving.”

“Of course I can't If you take that
attitude,” he complalned. And then he
sald Irritably; “You talk about friend-
ship! You don't know the meaning of
the word!"

“If 1 dfdn't, T should hardly be here
at this moment,” she suggested. “You
don't seem to apprehend to what de-
grading depths you have sunk.”

His gins In the business fleld rose
before him accusingly and prompted
his reply.

“Yes, I do; but that is another mat-
ter. We were speaking of what you
saw this evening, - Wil you let me try
to explain?"

“Yea, {f you will tell the plain truth,”

“Lacking Imagination, 1 can't do any-
thing else. Nan hns hnd a falllng-out
with tha old mp monnahiner
who calls himself her father. She came
to me for help, and broke down In the
midat of telling me about It. I can't
stand & woman's erying any better than
other men."

“And that waa
Tom?"

"T don't lle—to you,"” he sald, brlefly.

8he gave him her hand with an m-
pulsive return to the old comradeship.
“I belleve you, Tom, In the face of all
the—the unlikeliness, But please don’t
try me again., After what has happen-
ed—" she stopped In deference to some-
thing In his eyes, half anger, half he-
wilderment, or a most skilliful simula-
tion of both.

“Go on,” he sald; “tell me what has
happened, I seem to have missed
something."

“No" she sald, with sudden gravity.
“I don't want to be your accuser or
your confeasor; and If you should try
to prevaricate, I should hate you!™

"There 18 nothing for me to confess
to you, Ardea,” he asald, soberly, still
holding the hand she had given him.
“You have known the worst of me, al-
ways and all along, I think.”

“Yes, I have known,"” she replled,
freelng the Imprisoned hand and tura-
ing from him. "And I have been sorry,
sorry;: not less for you than for poor
Nan Bryerson. You know now what I
thought—what I hnd te think—when 1
saw you with her this evening."

It was slowly beating its way Into
his brain. Little things, atoms of sug-
gestlon, were separating themselves
from the mass of things disregarded to
cluster thickly on this nucleus of re-
vealment: the old story of his com-
panying with Nan on the mountalin;
his uncle's and Japheth's accusation at
the time; und now the old moonshin-
er's enmity, Japheth's meaning look
and distrustful silence, Nan's appear-

e a® n

all—absolutely all,

ance with a child bearng his owa |

name, the glances askance In Hargly'
store when he was buying the little
stock of necessarles for the poor out-
cast. It was all plaln enough,

“Tell me,”" he sald, thickly;
heard this: you belleved it
been misjudging you?*

“Not more than 1 migfudged you,
perhaps. But that ls all over, now; |
am trusting you agaln, Tom. Only, ns
I sald before, you mustn't try me too
hard.”

“Let me understand,” he went on,
stlll In the same stralned tone. “Know-
Ing this, or belleving it, you could still
find a place In your heart for me—you
could still forgive me, Ariden?”

“I could still be yvour friend; vos"
she repllied. “I belleved—others helley-
ed—that your punishment would be
Ereat enough; there are all the coming
years fur you to be sorry In, Tom. But
in the fullness of time I meant to re-
mind you of your duty. The time has
come; you must play the man's part
now. What have you done with heps

"Walt p moment. 1 must know ona
other thing,'" he Insisted. “You heand
this hefore you went to Europe?

“Long before.”

“And 1t dldn't miake nny differonce in
the way you felt toward me?"

"It did; It mude the vastest differ-
ence.””  They were pacing alowly .ap
and down the portico, and she walted
until they had made the turn at the
Woodlawn end before she went on, |
thought I knew you when we were boy
and glrl together, and, girl-lke, I sup-
pose 1 had ldealized you In some ways,
I thought I knew your wlekedness, and
that they were not wenknesses; so—so
it was a miserable shock. But It wus
not for me to judge you—only as you
might rise or sink from that desperate
starting polnt. When I came home |
was sure that you had risen; I have
been sure of It ever since until—until
thesa few wretched hours to-night
They are past, and now I'm going to
be sure of It some more, Tom."

“What If I should tell you that you
are mistaken 7"

“Don't,” she sald, softly. “That would
only be smuashing what la left of the
{deal, I think I couldn't bear that'

“And you've been calling this friend-
ship! Ardea, girl, It's love!™

Arden shook her head slowly.

*“No” she rejoined, gravely. “At one

“you
Have |

time I thought—I was afrald—that It

might be. But now I know It isn'e®
“Hoy do you know It
“Becausa love, ns I think of It g
stronger than the traditions, stronger

| than anything else In the world. And

the traditions are still with me, I ad-
mit the existence of the soclal pale,
and a8 long a8 I llve within It | have a
right to demand certaln things of the
man who marries me."”

"And love doesn't demand anything.”
h® sald, putting the remalnder of the
thought Into words for her. “You ara
right. If T could clear myself with a
word, T should not say iL"

“Why

“Hecause your—Iloyalty; let us call it
Is too preclous to be exchanged for
anything else you could give me in
place of it—estoem, respect, and ull tha
other well-behaved and virtuous be-
stowals"™

“But the loyalty s based on the ba-
Hef that you are trylng to earn the
well-behaved approvals,” she contin-
ued.

“No, It lan't. It exists ‘In spite of*
everything, and not ‘beenuse off any -
thing. The traditions may try to make
you stand It on the other leg, it's A
way they have; but the faot remainsg.™

“T'ha ‘traditions’ are nbout to send
me into the house, und the principal
problem is yet untouched. What have
you done with Naney

He told her briefly and exactly, add-
Ing nothing and omitting nothing; and
her word for it was “Impoasible.”

“Don't you understand?" she objeot-
ed, "I may choose to believe that this
home making for poor Nan and her
walf s merely a bit of tardy Jjustico
on your part and honor you for It But
nobody else will tnke that view of It
If you keep her In that little cabin of
yours, Mountaln View avenue will have
i fit—and very properly.”

“T Aan't esn whe It shonld " ha pro=
tested, densaly.,

“Don't you? That's because you Ara
atill 8o hopelessly primeval. Peopla
won't give you eredit far the good mo-
tive. You must think of some other
way,"

“Supposing 1 say 1 don't
hanf?*

“"Oh, but you do. You have your
father and mother and—and mes to con-
slder, however reckless yvou may be for
yourgelf and Nancy. You mustn't leave
hor where she I8 for a singla day.”

“I can leave her there If I llke. I've
told her she may stay as long as she
wants to,”

“No,” she sald decislvely, "you will
have a perfect hornets' nest about your
enrs, Every move you make will be
watehed and commented on. Don’t you
s6a that you are playing the part of the
headstrong, obstinate boy agaln?

“Yet you think I ought to provide
for Nan, In some way; how am I going
to do it unless I ignore the horneta?"

“Now vou are more reasonagls,” ahe
gald, approvingly. *“I shall ride to-
morrow morning, and if you should
happen to overtake me, we might think
up something.”

The door was opening gently under
the pressure of her hand, but he was
loath to go.

“I wouldn't take five added years of
life for what I've learneda to-night, Ar-
dea,’ he sald, passionately. And then:
“Have you fully made up your mind to
marry Vincent Farley?"

In the twinkling of an eye she was
another woman—cold, unapproachable,
with pride kindling ns if she had re-
celved o mortal affront.

And then he bade her good-night and
went hls way with a lllting song of
trlumph In his heart which not even
tha chilllng rebuff of the leave-taking
wiis sufficlent to sllence,

“She loves me! She would still love
me If she were ten times Vincent Far-
ley's wife!" he gald, over and over lo
himself; the words were on his llps
when he fell usleep, and they were still
ringing In his ears the next morning at
dawn-break when he rose and madas
ready to go to ride with her,

(To be continued.)
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The Antigulty of the Organ,

The organ I8 the most magnlficent
and comprehensive of all muslical in-
struments. While the plpes of Pan,
aslde from that mythieal personage,
indicate a very anclent use of pipea ns
a means of producing musleal sounds,
the “water organ of the anclents” fur-
nishes to the student of organ history
the Nrst tanglble clew regarding the
remote evolution of the Instrument.
In the second century the magripha,
an organ of tem pipes with a crude
keyhonrd, 15 sald to have existed, but
accounts of this Instrument are In-
volvad In much obscurity. It ls aver-
red that an ‘organ, the gift of Con-
gtantine, wag in the possession of King
Pepin of France in 757, but Aldhelm,
a monk, makes mention of an organ
with “glit pipes" ns far back as the
year T00.

The Little Things That Tell,

A South 8ide mother was dressing
for a tea the other afternoon when the
front door bell rang, She Instructed
the mald that If the visitor appeared
to be about to make a formal call to
say she was not at home, But the
mother had not counted on the b-year-
old daughter playing In the front
yard.

The mald, seeing & woman dressed
ns If for ealling, obeyed Instructlons,

“She |8 not at home,” the mald sald.

“Why, she I8, too, Minnie,” came a
sharp Interruption from the child om
the lawn, "I saw her lower the cum
taln just now.”

“Perhaps she just came In,”
mald responded weakly, “I'll see.”

The sltuation was saved by the fact
that the visitor was the mother's sis
ter, whom the mald did not know.—e
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