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L. W. COLLINS,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,
ST. CLOUD, MINNESOTA.

A —

Office on Second Floor of Beil's Block,

D. B. SEARLE,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,
ST. CLOUD, MINN.

Office in Edelbrock’s Block.

H. L. GORDON,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,

ST. CLOUD, MINN.
Office over Russell's Slm St. Germain Street.

Special attention gwen to Criminal Law

and Land Contests. Thorongh knowledge |.

of the U. 8. Land Laws and ons

H. M. ATKINS,
ATTORNEY
AND COUNSELOR AT LAW,
ST. CLOUD, MINN.

Office in BellPs Block, over Russell's Store.

EDWIN M. WRIGHT,
ATTORNEY AT LAW
FERGUS FALLS, MINN.

G. 8. MATTOON,

CITY JUSTICHE.
Office opposite Rosenberger’s Block.

Conveyancing done. Acknowledgmentu
taken, &c., &c. Collections made and pro-
ceeds promptly paid over.

Taxes paid for non-residents.

C.SCHULTEN,
DRUGGIST

AND

PHARMACEUTIST,

ST. CLOUD, MINN,

= il

&5~ Prescriptions carefully compounded,
day or night.

WHEELOCK & COLLINS,
PHYSICIANS

AND

SURGEONS,
CLEARWATER, - -

E. K. JAQUES,
SURGEON DENTIST.

WEST'S BLOCK.

BT. CLOUD - - MINNESOTA.

A. F. ROBERTSON,
Watchmaker and Jeweler,
8t. Germain Street, St. Cloud, Minn.
Particular attention given to Repairing
COLOCKS & WATCHES

‘hat have failed to give satisfaction after
being repeatedly workedon by incompetent
workmen, oct22tf

WM. EENDERSON

Dealer in and manufacturer

BOOTS, SHOES & BUBBEHS

B Custom work done in the best style.<5q
Repairing neatly and promptly done.
Washington avenue,
ST. CLOUD, - - .

T. J. BONHAM,
Practical Tinsmith and~ Dealer “in

TINWARE.

Parties needing Guttering, or
nny kind of Job Work will én it to eir
advantage to give me a call, as I make this

work a specialty.

ST.CLOUD, . - - .

MINN.

MINN,

MINN.

8t.Cloud Quadrille Band.

The undersigned will furnish first-class
music for balls. Special attention given to
supplying private parties, with from two to
five pieces, as may be desired,

harges reasonable.
GEO. E. FULLER
Bt. Cloud, July 7, 1874 l
*—

A. C. BEVAN,

Having returned to 8t. Cloud, would an-
nounce that he is regfued to do all

Painting, Graining, Marbling, Be‘eon
ting and Finishing, :

in first class style. Orders left at Over-

beck’ hotel will Tpeeive prompt attention.

0. 0. HINES, .

“PAINTER.”

Shop on Washington ave.
ST. CLOUD, MINNESOTA.

J. F. KENNEDY

is prepared to fill all orders for

PAPERING, PLASTERING OR
WHITEWASHING, -

8t. Cloud, Minn., April 13, 1874, ' 6m.

CARPET ETATT.

R. O. STRONG & CO.,
(Late of BTRONG & ANDERSON,)
An Entire New: Btock,

4. Notiee of death [simple mnounegmeal! 25

8% =,

1 cnimamm.mwh the ity

HARDWARE,
Stoves and Tinware.

Tin, Copper and Sheet Iron
Ware.

of alf'kifids made to order' o 'short ‘ motice-
Cormer St. Germain street and Richmond
‘avenue, St. Cloud, an

JAMES CARLISLE,
Masnificturer of
Round Cornered

|BEDSTEADS,

“WO0D SEAT CHAIRS, !

ST. CLOUD, MINNESOTA.

Barnard ‘Clark & €upe, ...

FURNITURE.

" ‘Special auenhon given to
FINE CUSTOM WORK
CHURCH LODGE & HALL
farniture made to order, on short sotton
Price Lists

to the trade sent on application. All .
delivored at the depots or within the
limits FREE OF CHARGE.

As we manufacture all our goods we |
Guarantee Satisfaction. ;

s&ay~Highest market price paid for Dry
Lumber.

BARNARD, CLARK & COPE.

Factory 4th street, East Side. Warercoms
6 Cel:l'lm Block.

MINNEAPOLIS

MARBLE WORK$

G 'W HER'RIGK,
I)uhriu

A

Monnmentl,

mmmm
K‘mletsmba-.madmdm?

‘Work Set Up in sz. Cloud and Vicinity,

F. H. DAM,
"Manufacturer of
SASH AND DOORS
BILITINDS,
Moldings, Casings,
BRACKETS i

STORE FRONTS,
SCROLL WORK,
. PUMP TUBING, 4e.

Window & Door Frame's,

TNSIDE & OUTSIDE BLINDS, ;
i
CORNICE, STORE DOORS,
' PRIMED & GLAZED SASH.

';
1

UPLIAN X iir G,
of evmsﬁm% db Wth

Dressed Flooring, Siding, Pickets « ndL\L—
ﬂpped!o”gdh,fw:a; ]

Al Orders by mm\-ﬁum&
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S H ""'GEN,' i;

28 West Third gt., twso doors nlmré Tt-

nne, next
anuou.

Ennnommiums. _zl_
Yarns, Canvass, Chenilles, Silks, Beads,
CROCHET AND KNJT ARTICLES|

FANCY ARTICLE

“_‘:{"_’% nmum,munls,
Btamping and Embroidering done to order,
I

t the :
H&SRP?E% -w—'i‘h'

BWQMHE PRICE.

ST. PAUL, MINNESOTA.

; J' . "W, METZROTH,

"|MERGHANT mwﬁ

Dealer in

SR N .

CI@)‘THI*NG—

n the best mannerand at satisfactory prices.

H.&TS; '@.A.PB
bad S Idi

Genls’ F&iﬁuhm&“ﬁms

M&HM&%MI

25 West Third Street, ST, PAUL,

---I» .a-....cf' ?%‘ ﬁn‘%mw....;;m.]fﬁw; b U"':-‘"".'t.r--'*"-rll'-"'- 3

ST.CLOUD, - .  MINK,

‘ZEP HYR" WORSTEDS ;

STEARNS COUNTY,

‘Denlers in all kinds of

"SHELF AND HEAVY

THARDWARE,

Iron, Nails, Class,

"BLACKSMITHS TOOLS,

Agricultural lﬁlplgments.

MOLINE PiOWS

MINNEAPO!:IS PI:GWS

monw

~|Factory on Upp";"‘ 14‘;“"3]" mﬂﬁmmiﬁu Block, s:

Réliance Works,
MILWAUKEE, WIS.

Edward P.-Allis & Co.,

% FOUNDRYMEN,

MACHINISTS,
Mill Builders,

FURNISHERS.

Manufacturers of Superio

French Burr Mill Stones,

CAST IRON WATER AND GAS

PIPRH!

—

WI-MH ng in our line made and
sold. ﬂlmhtetf

catalo of machmery,
130 pages; aént free on ap

Mwm;u; ‘RYDER,

mtmfadum ln(i dealer in

FA.NO‘Y ROBES,
B'lfI'B‘FA.LO ROBES,
BUFFALO BEAVER & RACOON

O'V'E‘ROO.A.TS.

All Kinds ofFI_nvn Manu-
factared to Oxrder.

Cash Paid for all kinds of
FURS and SKINS.

55 Jackson Street,
S7.PAUL, - - MINN.

GARRISON'S

NADISON HOUNE,

CINCINNATI, OHIO.

Contrally Located, Elegantly Furnished,

The Oommerocial Hotel of the Oity.

IF YOU WANT SOME

BEST LANDS

IN

AT

| CHEAP RATES,
- Address

Calvin F. How,
. Post Office Box 2334, New York City

8T. GLOU'D

MA‘RBI.EE WORKS

""Iﬁ“seph Hershbach

.u e .L .‘.

- Also, Contrsetor for all kinds of
Btone Cutting to Order.

Catholic Church.

‘State.
' large Stock Gonstmtly on Hmd.

R Nos. M&MB,MBL BLPaul Min

l

. 'WT-DING A.'ND VISITING OARfJB

P tedmnestuyle,suhe

C. F. & W. Powell

TIN, ' COI’PER "mn SHEET—
&RE.

STEAM ENGINES|;

faml ﬁravamnes.

"8t Germain street—two doors east of tha

cheaﬁcarpatmuof'rlia

J. MATHIAS,

- JOURNAL OFFICE

I wrote it in a song-book,
And Iaid 1t on the shelf ;
It lay thore many an idle day,
"Twas covered soon with dust:
I graved it on my sword-blade,
"T'was eaten by the rust:
I told it to the zephyr then,
He breathed It through the morning,
The light leaves rustled in the breeze,
My fond remances scorning :
I told it to the running brook,
With many a lover's notion ;
The gay waves laughed itjdown the stream,
And flung it in the ocean.
I told it to the raven sage;
He croaked it to the starling:
I told it to the nightingale;
Hesang it to my darling.
—

‘| THE OLD BRIDGE AT FLORENCE.

Taddeo Gaddi buillt'me. ¥ am old;
Five centuries old. T plant my foot of stone
Upon the Arno, as St. Michael's own
Was planted on thedragon. Fold by fold
Beneath me, as it struggles, 1 behold
Its glistenlng scales, Twl.ce hath it overthrown
My kindred and Me alone
It moveth not, but is by me controlled.
I can remember when the Mediei
'- Were driven from Florence; longer still ago
The final wars of Ghibelline and Guelf.
“Florence aderns me with her jewelry ;
And when I think that Michael Angelo
' Hath Jeaned on me, I glory in myself.
. —Longfellow,

‘SIR GUY’S GOBLET.

(CONCLUDED FROM LAST WEEK.)
It was all 80 much more: grand

ribly nervous about walking in
through that ponderous door, and fac-
ing the Pomfrets alone. But it- had:
to be done; 8o I did it without a sign
of the hesitation I felt. I know mnow
that the entrance-hall is furnished
more like a banqueting-hall, with its
buffets and huge tankards of silver
and gold (rather different these from
poor Guy’s mug), its big leathern
couches and capacious chairs,—its
grandly-panelled oak walls, hung with

. | shields, and adorned at regular inter-

vals with lifesize figures of men in ar-
mor,—and its floor luxuriously car-
peted with Persian rugs, and tiger,
and bear, and deer skins. I knowall
this now,—as I know myself, or bet-
ter perhaps ; but it was all-lost upon
me then, as I hovered somewhere in
the rear of the big Swiss who acted as
porter, who went on and announced
me to some one, who forthwith - came
out from a room and made me- wel-
come.

This some one was a kind]y-look-

Goodgrmour can ymt‘bo Geor-
g'mnua daughter? My dear ‘child,
you’re as old as she was when I saw
her last.” Then she bustled about a
little, rang a bell, and finally sent me
to my room, under the care of her
own maid, Percival.

Before any of my fears and short-
comings can be accepted by the read-
er as natural, it must be fully under-
stood that, though I was a town-bred
girl, I had seen nothing of “society.”
I had lived a Bohemian life with my
brother till he married, and after his
marriage I had lived in absolute quiet
with his wife; sopow I had mnot a
single precedent to go upon at. the
Towers,—nothing but my womanly
instincts, and I feared that these
might prove insufficient.

For example, I felt abject before
Percival, as she, after haying had my
box unstrapped by a subordinate,
proceeded to unpack it. I knew
what it contained, and knew what
she would think of what it contained,
and wished I hadn’t come to the
Towers in a breath. Then I wished
she would speak to me; and then I
remembered that it was not her part
to volunteer speech. And then I
looked in the cheval-glass, and saw
'myself reflected at full length, and
wished, askingly, that I was not so
much’ more' substantial-locking than
that brilliant apparition in velvet

| and grebe who had met the other bril-’

liant apparition at the station.
Presently some tea in a’ grayish-
white cup and some shavings of bread | ,
and butter were brought to me,—a
deep, fat arm-chair having been pre-
viously wheeled round to the firg, and
a table placed beside it, by Percival
Then that oppressive person announc-
ed her intention of leaving me for an
hour, till it was time to come back
and dress for dinner, and I was left
alone.

Alone at last —and how very small
I felt, to be sure, in that lofty room,
whose corners were lost in shade, for
all the wax-candles that were lavish-
ly burning themselves away for my
enlightment on the mantel-piece and
dressing-table. 'What a mantel-piece
it-was, too l—carved into a hundred
quaint conceits and flowery fancies, in
such rich-looking dark oak. As I sat
there, tired, and warm, and excited, I
began to make out stories for the
many ladies of the house of Pomfret
whe must have sat where I was sit-
ting now, and warmed themselves in
other days.

Those other days,—ah! how the
romance of them grew upon and be-
wildered me as I sat lost in the depths
of the arm-chair, looking round : at
the dressing-table that was so differ-
ent from anything I hadever seen be-
fore—out of Wardour Street. No
muslin covered its big carved oak
legs,—no little fanciful arrangement
of quilled ribbon and.fluted lace ran
round its border. ‘It stood uncover-
.|ed in its dark, hard beauty; for I
know it to have possessed that latter
attribute, now that I am aware that

than I had expected, that I felt ter-|

‘contrived to say, firmly.

Gibbon’s imagination and hand ‘both

stood upon it!—an unbecoming old

“Fglass; too, T remember, for “all its

grandeur,—a glass that made me look
green ‘when I stood before it, and that
threw my nose into a. queer ‘line that

'| feature never had from nature,

For I had to rouse myself from my
deep, dreamy fancies, and stand to be
dressed before that old glass at last.
Percival came back, and I gathered
my disordered mind: together under
her auspices, and sat myself down be-
fore my ‘stately Hoilet altar to be
dressed for my-first Christmas evening
in‘a country house.

I felt very much . depressed when,
the foundation of fine starched skirts
ahd eilk slips laid, Percival, the ter-
rible only old maid I had ever had to
wait upon me, brought out my prize
dress,—a fleecy~thing, all cloudy
white tulle and puffiness, that ‘Helen
had taken special pains with. - This
had been designéd as a sort of crown-
ing glory,—a thing in which to ap-
pear at'some great county ball,—a
robe in which to be seen by the
“Prince Charming” who was to be

| seen and conquered by me during my

mt. And now Pereival took it out

|Hor ) me to go down to dinner in. I
‘spoke at Jast, suggesting mildly that

“there was no company, was. there?”
““Only the company stnpng in the
house,-—about twenty,” Percival re-
plied, standing before me like a re-
spectable Fate, with the tulle dress
gathéred up over her arm.

“Then T will wear black silk,” I
So at last
I got'dressed in that, with a great
‘white gauze cloud over me called a
scarf. And then my hour was come,
and T went down as well as I could
to the Pomfrets’ drawing-room.

I shall neverforget the desire I had
to say, “Please, don’t!” when the be-
fore-mentioned gorgeous Swiss threw
open the drawing-room door, and an-
nounced “Miss Dunbar.” A shiver
possessed me from head to foot, and
something went wrong with a vein in
the back of my head,—and the walls
wriggled,—and the floor surged,—
and the ceiling came swooping down !
—and I found myself erect after it
all, and sha.hmg hands with an old
gentleman, who was thin snd gray,
and had a very hoeked nose.

He was my great-uncle, Sir Guy
Pomfret. He did not say much to
me, but wha.t he did say was kindly
meant and 86 ltmﬂly expressed. 1}
found myself ‘sitting ‘down' after a
minute, looking up at him as he stood
before me, questioning me as to my
journey; and then I found myself an-
swering him coherently enough,
though a shy glance which I had giv-
en to the left nearly made my brain
reel again.

There were several people in the
room, but it was large, and they stood
in detached groups, and so did not
strike the eye at once. At first when
Icamein I ‘was only conscious of
light and size. But by the time I
had sat down and answered Sir Guy’s
questions I was capable of distinguish-
ing forms. The little deformed lady
was doing the honors vivaciously I
gathered, and then to my left were a
couple that I started forward to look
more fully at,—the Fairy Queen and
my handsome fellow-trayeller!

What a fairy queen she looked
now, to be sure! She absolutely glit- |-
tered in her fair beauty and her
crystalline white silk. She was play-
ing with a big, white-feathéred fan
and a bouquet of Ghristmas roses, and
a scent-bottle, and a glove that was
half on and half off, as I1ooked at her.
And he stood opposite to her, glane-
ing admiringly at all ‘her coquettish
efforts, smiling. half cynically the
‘while,—a perfect-type of the tawny-
bearded, blue-eyed, well-grown young:

Englishman, looking in his severe

black'and narrow; tape-like tie not a
bit like a mute or a waiter (vide the
comic writers), butthoroughbredas he

as,—the result of race and good so-
ciety.

He was brought up to me soon,
and introduced by the sprightly de-
formed lady (who was, I found, the
same Rachael Pomfret who had writ-
ten to me) as “your cousin Georgie,
—I shall drop the ‘Miss Dunbar,
Guy Pomfret.”

Then, as I half rose (not quite
knowing what to do, fearing nervous-
ly that I should commit some solecism
in manners whatever I-did), and re-
turned his bow, Miss Pomfret ad-
ded,—

“And now come across, and get
known to another cousin, my dear,”
and before I knew what was happen-

/ing, I was face to face with the Fairy
-Queen, who held out a slender, white,

jewelled hand to me, and laughed and
‘flashed out smiles, and made me feel
very material indeed as she made
herself momentarily more fascinating,
‘when Miss Rachael had'named her as
“Ida Pomfret.”

I have no very distinct recollectmn
of what went on before or at dinner.
I only know I heard my own name
repeated several times, and many
people came and said kind things to
me for my “mother’s sake,” I glad-
ly, gratefully acknowledged that it
was for her sake, solely amd wholly,

grand old place.

But after a time my mind seems

cleared and steadied. itself, for all the
later events of that evening are well

‘outlined in my ‘memory. We had

that I was a favored guest in this

to bave accepted the situation, and '

LALAGE. worked upon it ‘'What a maaai‘t‘re 1ot
N RRMA o emaacaet | silver-framed old glass it was thhat
Any longer to myself; i 1

by me, and shot off some bnght ]m:]a
gentences at me.

| Juggernaut’s car to you,” she began.
“Aunt Rachael meant you to be ‘a
surpnse to us all, and kept y your com-
ing a dead secret;
least know who it was'in' that homd
little car of hers.”

The Fairy Queen really’ Itm:)h&dL hu
she said it, as if it ' came - to her ' by

mortals as myself.’ Bhe ‘was' ’laymg
back in & low chair without any arms
to it, and her dress sprangout on eith-
er side in great rolling waves ‘of glit-
tering white, Her golden-hair stoéd
out in - strong relief. like a:igloty-
against the derk. baok-ground of ' the
velvet chair; * Altogether shie -looked
such a dainty ereature that.it- méd
a little thing that ghe should be-:re-
gardless of thé lives of others. |
. “You did see me then ?”.I asked.
“Well, I saw you without , seeing’
you, if you can. understand -that;| T
was taken up with shewing Guy:‘my

new ponies; “you never saw him lie—
fore, did you ?”

“Whom ?”
“Guy,—my cousinj—your : eensm,
too, isn’t he? O no, your neoond
cousin, that's it.” .. !

“No, I never saw.him before.” ; | ™
“He’s my salvation at Chnstmas,
the blofide beauty said, with a litdle
yawn'; “he gets up charades.- Do
you like charades? And we ‘always
have a ball or two while he is here.”
“Is this his home, or yours ol
“My home now,—his in time to
come. Ilive with grandpspa and
dunt Rachel ; Guy is the heir.” She
dropped her voice to & whisper as she

den]y*t.o ask, “Do you like Christ-
mas better in the country than in
London ?”

“I haye never spent a Chmtmu fin’
the country yet,” I replied.
- 0, you lucky girl!" she -icried ;
“and I have never spent one eut of it ;
I'd give anything—except my ponies
—to go to town and see all the bur-
lcsques I don’t care for the panto-
mimes; have you seen many ¥’

I to]d her “Yes ;" while: G'rny ‘Was |
alive I saw all such things, ‘new ! I'|
“was sick of them,” I added, pssamn-
ately. '

“Who was Guy ?” she asked; sobér-

‘her'he was my brother.

be sorry long for the troubles ‘of

‘others. She was up _dancing away|"

towards the piano, in answer to sonies
body’s request that she would sing;]}
before the misthad cleared off thy
eyes which the mention of Guy had
caused. When I could see clearly

was standing talking to her while she
fluttered over some music, and’ seetn-
ed unable to make a choice of a
aong

or he found it for her. At any rate
he placed it, and kept his hahd ready
to turn the page while she sang; ' and
I got drawn up nearer to them by hpr
voice, and watched' his'' face n he
watched hers,
t She had a ringing, c]ear, ﬁenﬂle
voice. I can express wlint itd' sound
.was by naming a color more" clearly-
than in any other way,—it' was|a
bright blue ; it was like.a silver: bep
as cold and with as much. feelmgL
She was singing a - plamtvre, ]:4-5—
sionate ballad, and aha -sang it . 961'»
rectly and cleverly ; but I..felt
satisfied with the way. in wlm:hr
warbled out those reproachful wordn,i-'-
“You should have told me that before, Jamia, “

I was glad “when' Guy/ '-Po
looked dissatisfied, too, - and - “sto
her before she had finished /it qm*e,
by saying,—

“You never can do that, mtgnm
try something else.”

She frowned for an ‘instant, de
then got up, saying, “No, no,: son
one else, and then I will try to do
justice to another of your favorites,
Guy ; it's not for want of. desire: to
please you that Ifailed this time, sir,”
she added, in a low voice, with a , lit-
tle laugh that was slightly tin
with vexation.

I did not hear what his answer wi.s,
for at that moment Miss Rnohml
spoke to me.

“Do you sing, my dear *—will yOu.
oblige us ?” N

“I shall be very happy," I ansywer-
ed, and then I felt horribly hot :and
uncomfortable. My voice was a: low,
rolling, tremulous contralto,—what
would it sound like after « that- s:lv'er
bell !

“Will you like to try- some-of
or will you sing something . of - your
own?” Ida asked,’ good-naturedly ;
and then Mr. Pomfret came - .
to “see if he could help me tomuldo-
tion,” he said, and I know that I was
fairly committed to it, so-T- said “I

half-staggered by my own' teurenty I
sang some verses poor Guy had ‘writ:
ten and composed orice ‘after ' visit
to the Duribar side of our' family':—

Where wild. the hesther grows,
That makes it dearer to-my: heart
Than England’s emblem roes ;
B0 ‘springs arbund the'thistle, -
‘Thestern flower of the north,
1t decks the plains of England, 4
M‘I'M botinets of the Fln-tll R L

"'I‘holdmrplalpﬂntnolu'tul.un. i
Bloomhg!nmm KX
mmrmmnmm
As Beotland's heather bells,

not been back in tha drnwmgruom '
long -before Ida came and ; sat down |’

“So I nearly played the - part  of |

I didn’t in the]|’

right divine to 'drive: ‘over-'such ‘ mere |

+“1n to'bid* ‘me 20od night ‘again,

said this, then sheraised it again sud--

ly, and she seemed sorry when I ta]d B

But such a bright creature cannot B

again, Guy Pomfret, my other cousin;’

Presently, however, she found one, |

You should have told me that before, lsddie.” - . {

would try what I knew * best vmd. ;

1
wm.mum«mmu '

Por-on midiintash brow, by Towiand loch,
L fhlﬂ!lilﬂlj Kkind of wisther,
rosmed about, une'hu:hd, unchid,
O'ar ph!nl ‘of gorse and'heather,

“We sfilj éan claim » Béottishi pame,
 And the Beoteh blood tnus tells,

As here on English ground we roam, .
Through Beotland’s heather bells,
“For'the breath bf fréedsm’s on the soil
: Where wild the heather grows;
:I:l;uy hold their own most gallantly

Agalnst thé English rose.”

'They all “‘thanked me graciously,

‘[ and said kind' ﬂnngs, all save  Ida.

Bhe leuntbsck Bt

 further on - the
f éouch she occupie

:Ee s throne, and
eaid “such things were  beyond her;
it was impossible for her to make an
effort to be historical, and understand
those ‘allusions to the times of Wal-
Ince; she'supposed.” - She said ' this to
her cousin Gy, and I did* feel ‘very
‘grateful to him for not ° geeming to
think it witty, and for' niaking her no
aAnswer,

1'went {0 bed that night very tired
#nd ‘very much béwildered, and very
much interested in'them all. ‘It was
'] 86 funny that they should be my own
people; sind still so far from me in'all
real interest and - sympathy. Even
‘while' I 'was accusing them of this in
my heart, I was made to 'feel ‘myself
an‘iuﬁ,rmw:bym.u Pomfret ' coming

The kind, apnghtly old” lady. stir-
réd the fire to a bl‘lght.m- blaze, and
mt herselfdown in the' a.rmchm o
poail:e to it.

* “I have cone {0 tell you a1 “t!le
about the state of affairs hem, ‘my-
dear,” she begai, 'br:skly “I” must
Lave you kiiow’ all dbout s and'¢ eare
all about us. " Tn the first’ p’Inee, you
must know that it's a cherished ' plan:
of my father’s to see Guy and Ida
‘married to edch other.”

" “Is it 7”1 replied.

"“Yes ; 'both my brothers are dead.
Ida is the only’ child of my second
brother Arthur, and Arthur was his
father’s favorite; in the same way
| Ida is his favorite grandchild; she
hi;é always lived hére ; 'he wants her
to be mistress of the Towers, and as
she can’t be unless she marries Guy,
why he wants her to marry Guy, you
see.”

“And how do they both like the
plan?” T asked, béginning to be in-

' tensely"'lﬁtefested "in the romance

which had commenced (for me) just
outside the mﬂw&v‘shhon

But Guy is’ 1habi'lﬂab'le' ‘the fact is,
my. dear, T'm ‘ot so fond: of my maoe

| a8 I et of Hiy Hephew.” .
_'“What a beauty she is " Iexe!mm-

ed.

“Yes, she is ; and she has never
-thougzht of or cared for any one be-
‘sides lier beauty “from the 'moment
she kuew its power. Guy’s a graat
deal too good for her ; but that is
not what I came in tosay. Have you.
‘brought your habit with you

~ “I haven't one,” I confessed, with
blushes.

“Can you ride ?”

“I used to ride & good deal with
Guy in a rough sort of way when
we were out for our autumn. trips.”

“Ah, well! we’ll see about a habit
for you ; meantime you must wear an
old.skirt. Ida has planned a ride
far to-morrow; meaning to .take Guy
out by heraelf. “Now I'mean you ‘to
g0 too, my.dear.” 'Then the old lady
patted me on the ¢heek, and left' me.

- Wishing to-think well of what was
80 lovely, I tried hard not to see on
the following: day - that- Ida - either
grudged me the ‘pleasure Miss Pom-
fret had procured for me, or that she
dmllked my aomety She opened her
gmt ntl.rry blue eyes: when I came
down in the skirt and a . half-tight,
seal-skin ;M:ketp and ahrngged her
Qqwn well—hablted ahouldeu when - wé
wnlked out to mount our horles. and
ahe saw that a very handsome brown
 gelding 1 lm.d been prepared for de.
| Then she-turned away, and Guy Potn
fret put her up on her own. baunﬁﬂ
mare Guinevere, lnd when --she: was
| mounted, she (Ida) realized . Tenny-
 son’s description of that peurleu .queen
very well. - I thought

“She looked so lovely as she swayed
The rein with dsinty finger tips,
e A man had givenall other bliss,
And all his worldly hopes for this,
To waste his whole heart in one kiss
Upon her perfect lips.”
Then my turn came, and T was hor-
ribly afrdid lest I might fail to rise
like a bird to the saddle as Ida had
done, and was proportionately*grate-
ful to Mr. Pomfret and Fate when I
found myself securely'seated without
having blundered at all.

“Puck is a charming horse, "Miss
Dunbar, but he likes to have his own
way on the turf,” Mr. Pomfret said,
as he settled me. Then he added,
good nu.tured.ly, almoct in a whisper,

’tlet him get ‘'His' head,—ride
“‘lmli -onthe curb.”

“‘I‘hmks I'll lttend ‘to _your di-
meﬁon‘* T'réptied ;" aiid‘ then Mr.
P%iﬂfret-ﬂm‘n !ﬂs own “powerful
‘hunter‘ ‘and’wé Ktkrted.

Tho zb it was ‘midwinter,—Christ-

‘ness in the air and no frost on the
‘ground. " The roads were muddy and
‘heavy, and the atmosphere mild and
humid. ~'We rode slowly for three or
four miles along ‘the highway, and

i § then 'Idn ‘proposed that we should go

ne downs that borderpd the
road ‘and “have a*shu-p canter in ‘s
s]m-perur.
““Rémbmber,” Mr.’ "Guy ' Pomfret
hﬁtmc’rwwohk the turf, ‘and I

.+ "['nodded dasent, ahd dréw my curb-rein
“fteife tighter, -

‘Miss Pomﬁ'ct 'Idugﬁed ‘and’ shook |.
"I her head. "#*Ida fikes it well enough,

nas Eve in fact,—there was no ‘crisp- |
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Puck went along over the billow-

.| ing downs in a grand charging can-

ter for about a couple of hundred
yards. Then Ida Pomfret's mare
flashed past us, the rider sitting erect
and fair, her horse evidently well
in hand, theugh it was going at rac-
ing speed. Asshe bounded ahead,
Puck did something extraordmary
with all his legs at once, (Guy told
me afterwards that he “bucked,”)
thew up his head, then lowered it
suddenly with a jerk, and then went
off in the wake of the mare at a pace
that stretched him out flat nearly,
and made my brain whirl,

I do not think that I was terrified,
though I was well aware that I bhad
no more control over Puck than I had
over destiny. I was dimly conscious
of Ida branching off to the right,
while I was borne straight on towards
what looked like a wall of blue sky.
Another moment and I knew that I
was nearing the brow of a steep
hill. Another and other hoofs than
Puck’s sounded in my ears close be-
hind me—then something rose with a
crashing noise, and crushed against
me—a sharp pain smote through my
chest—a roar sounded in my ears—

- | horses seemed to be about and around

me en every sjde, and it was all dark-
ness.

‘When it came light again—that is,
when I opened my eyes—1I found my-
self lying on & green mound half: -way
down the slope of a steep hill, with
my head resting on Guy Pomfret’s
arm, and Puck standing close by,
lookmg brightly unconscious of hav-
ing done anything wrong. “What
did I do?” I asked, and Guy replied,
“Came an awful cropper with Puck
in galloping down a slope ; but you're
not hurt—tell me?—you’re not
hurt ?”

I roused myself then, and found
that my foot was in pain and turned
the wromg way,—my ankle was
sprained, in fact. But how about
Puck? I was much more anxious
about the handsome, brilliant-look-
ing little brown horse than about my-
gelf.

“Puck is all right,” Mr. Pomfret
said.

“And where is she ?”

llIdn P’

“Yes.”

“Here she comes,” he replied,
gravely, as Miss Ida made her ap-
pearance round a knoll. “I sent her
to find a boy to come and take Puck
back.”

Miss Ida Pomfret came up and
leant forward gracefully on her pom-
mel, still sitting well back in the sad-
dle, to speak to me. “I hope you're
not hurt; but I never saw such rash
riding in my life, Miss Dunbar.”

“Nor did I; but it was not Miss
Dunbar’s,” Mr. Pomfret replied ; and
I said,—

“I really think it was you started
Puck.” Isaid it most innocently,
and saw with surprise thatshe colored
like fire.

“I suppose you will have nerve
enough to ride home, if this boy leads
Puck,” she asked ; and I said,—

“Oh yes ;” but Mr. Pomfret shook
his head.

“Miss Dunbar has sprained her an-
kle, Ida.”

“Then how is she to get home "
Ida asked, “if you won’t let her ride;
she can’t walk.”

“You will sce how she is to get
home,” he answered, picking me up
in his arms, as he spoke. Then he
mounted his own horse, holding me
easily the while; and I submitted pas-
sively through sheer amazement,

“Really, Guy!” Miss Ida exclaim-
ed, indignantly, “do you think I am
going to make one of such a proces-
sion

“That you'll please yourself about,”
hé replied, coolly ; than he told the
boy to lead Puck home carefully, and
started up the hill at a slow pace.

I was half faint with the pain, and
presently he saw that I was, I sup-
pose, for he said,—

“The sooner I get you home, the
better for your ankle, Miss Dunbar.
This old fellow's gallop. is like a

" | rocking-chair ; tell me if you can

bear it ?”
He slackened the reins, and the
horse went off like an arrow at once.
“Yes, I can bear this,” I murmur-
ed, as he grasped me more firmly, and
Guy Pomfret, said,—
“That's  right,—that’s
and then sang,—

“Graut llebchen auch? Der Mond schint hell.
Hurrah ! die Todten reiten schnell
Graut liebehen auch vor Todten ?”

“Say more of ‘Lenore’” I roused
myself to utter, as he paused; but he
merely repeated the three lines he
had already sung, and promised to
read me the whole of the marvellous
ballad that same afternoon.

I heard Mr. Pomfret tell his aunt
when we reached home that “Ida had
started off in the way that she knew
Puck would mever stand, and that
Miss Dunbar managed him cleverly
till he went down with her.” And I
saw Miss Rachael and her nephew
exchange  queer little sympathetic
glances; but I did not know what
they meant.

I'think that I was almost glad-that
my ankle was sprained. It was well
worth enduring all the pain I did en-
dure, to be made so much of by the
two people I liked best at the Towers.
Sir Guy came and looked at me as 1
was stretched out on a couch in Miss
Rdchael’s boudoir (she would not
\have me imprisoned in my bedroom,

plucky,”

— | came home.

S —
she eaid ;) losked at me through hie
eyeglass, and remarked, “It was a
pity ; but still fortunate that I was
not digfigured at all.” But Miss Pom-
fret and her nephew stayed with me,
and did all they could to amuse me;
she making little well-meaning read-
justments of the pillows at - brief in-
tervals: he reading me “Lenore,”

- { and uttering well-adjusted phrases rel-

ative to the poem, that made me half
afraid to mention it.

Ida was not agreeable when she
The accident was, in
sogne nameless way, made to further
me in the family, if I may use such
an expression. She had “enjoyed her
ride immensely,” ghe said, before she
was questioned concerning it,—“enjoy-
ed her ride immensely, as you can only
enjoy a ride when you feel sure nothing
awkward can possibly happen,” she
added, carelessly glancing at me. No
one encouraged her to remain with
us, €0 the soon lounged away, grace-
fully holding up her habit with one
hand, the most regal-looking little
amazon fairy I had ever seen.

Of course my ankle was well
enough for me to get down stairs and
join the family circle the following
day. Who would not have put pain
aside to be with the Pomfrets on such
high festival as they held at that
culminating point of the season,
Christmas Day ?

I could not go to church, but I
was up and dressed, and down in the
drawing-room, ready to receive them
when they returned. Ida looked like
an Angola cat,—lovelier than ever,
in gray or mauvecolored velvet and
fur. What a beauty that girl was to
be sure! How could any other
woman hope to be looked at beside
her ?

There was a large company to din-
ner,—a highbern, wealthy company,
who were, to my surprise, to the full
a8 joyous, “rollicking,” almost as any
of the Bohemians with whom I had
been wont to associate during my
brother’s life.

After dinner we played at Spanish
Merchant, and Buried Cities, and
then, as something was eaid about
dancing,—

“Are you fond of it?” Guy Pom-
fret asked me in a low voice, and I
answered, with tears in my eyes,—

“O yes; but I can’t now,” looking
at my ankle.

He did not say a word more to me,
but turned to his kind old aunt.

“Why treat her to more dead-sea
fruits than must be hers in life,” he
gaid ; “Miss Dunbar is fond of dancing,
and Puck has contrived to impair her
capability for gratifying that fond-
ness.”

“Ida has contrived, you mean,”
the old lady replied (I only knew
that she said this afterwards) : “well,
let us tell stories: you begin.”

So the idea of dancing was given
up, and “story-telling” was made the
order of what remained of the even-
ing. i

Guy Pomfret reserved his contri-
bution till the last. Then he told &
pretty poetical legend, about an old
gorgeously embossed golden vase,
with handles and a cover, that had
been in the family for generations.
It was a touching, pretty story in it-
self, and he told it touchingly; se
much so that I, feeling my foolish
tears would ﬁow if I stayed listening
to his thrilling voice any longer, went
away by myself to the study.

Presently he followed me. I had
buried myself on a couch, and was
sobbing over the memory his story
had evoked: the memory of my
brilliunt, bright, darling brother,
who, two years ago, had told usa
story of a goblet in comie verse.

He soon won me to tell him “what
was grieving me;” won me to speak
of my dead brother, and Helen; of
our quiet life so soon to be broken up,
and my sister’'s gentle beauty, and
loving kindness. I even told him of
Guy’s mug.

“Some day or other I will tell you
more about that than even you know,”
he said, smiling ; “now come back to
the others, or Ida will be after us.”

We went back, and found that I
had been missed, really, Both Sir
Guy and Ida asked me, “where I
had been all this time,” almost ea-
gerly, and old Miss Rachael nodded
and laughed at me, and looked gen-
erally encouraging.

A week or two after this, I was
writing to Helen, and I suppose that
some of the dejection I was feeling on
her account made itself manifest in
my face, for Mr. Pomfret asked me
“why I wrote things that made me
feel miserable,” and I told him.

“You need not be parted from her
unless you both like it,” he said
quickly. “I have promised to fur-
nish the romance of ‘Guy’s Mug’ for
you ;—here it is.” Then he went on

he had gone into a money-changers
shop in the Strand, and while he was
receiving English silver for his
French gold, a lady had entered and
pawned a watch and a ring and a
little silver goblet with the name of
“Guy Dunbar” on it. - “I guessed it
was my poor cousin’s widow then,”
he added, “and I disliked her for
what I now know was done solely to
save Guy’s sister ; she wanted you to
come here, and I for one bless her for
the act, for, Georgie, I want you to
stay with me always.”

So the end of my letter to Helen
wag all hope and happiness, and a
few months afterwards my health, as
Murs. Pomfret, was drunk by all the
family out of “Guy’s Mug.”

—The severity of the weather in
Scotland may be inferred from the

fact that snow in some places is lying
two feet deep on the higher ranges of
hills, a depth which has not been

. equalocl since 1838. Sheep aresuffer-

ing greatly from inability to get at
the herbage through its fresty cov-
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ering.

to tell me how, a short time before, -
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