SIR GUYS WARD.

A THRILLING STBRY OF LOVE ANI; ADVENTURE.

CHAPTER XIII.
*Bweets to the sweet,”—Hamlet,

“ [ am going to London in the morning.
Can I do anything for anybody 9" asks Sir
Cnv at exactly twenty minutes past ten on
Wednes lay uight. *“ Madre, what of yon ¥’

* souling, dear, thank wou,” saya the
Madre lazily enough, her eves comfortably
closed, *‘But to-morrow, my dear boy !
why to-moirow? You know we cxpect
Archibald.™

““I shall be home long before he arrives,
if I den’t meet him and bring him with me.”

““ Some people make a point of being from
bhome when their guests are expected,” says
Miss Lilian, pointedly, raising demure eyes
to his.

‘“ Some other people make a point of being
fingenerous,’” retorts he, * Ilorence, can 1
bring you anything ?”

““] want some wools matched : I cannot
finish the parrot’s tail in iny crewel-work
until I get them, and you will be some hours
earlier than the post.”

““ W\ hat ! you expect me to enter a fancy
ghop—is that what youn call it?—and sort
wools, while the young woman behind the
connter makes love to me ? I should die of
ghame.”

‘“ Nopsense ! you need only hand in the
envelope I will prepare for you, and wait
until you receive an anawer to'it.”

“Very good. 1 dare say I shall survive
go much. And you, my ward? How can I
gerve yon ?"’

“In a thousand ways, but modesty for-
bids my mentioning them. Au reste, I want
benbons, a new book or two, and—the

ortrait of the handsomest young man in
ondon.”

““ T thoroughly understand, and am im-
mensely flattered. Ishall have myself tak-
en the moment I get there. Would yonu
prefer me sitting or standing, with my hat
on or off{ A swmall size or a cabinet "

Miss Chesney makes a little grimace
eminently becoming, but disdains direct re-
plyv. *“I said a young man,” she remarks,
severely.

“I heard you. Am not I in the flower
of my youth and beauty?”

‘¢ Lilian evidently does not think so,”
says Florence, with a wonld-be air of in-
tense surprise.

““ Why should 1, when it suits me to think
differently ?"’ returns Lilian, calmly. Flor-
ence rather amuses her than otherwise.
““Sir Guy and I are quite good f{riends at
present.  He has been civil to me for two
whole days together, and has not once told
me that I bavea horrid temper, or held me
up to scornin any way. Such conduct de-
serves reward. Therefore I liken him toan
elderly gentleman, because I adore old men.
You see, Guardy?"” with an indescribably
fascinating air, that has a suspicion of sauci-
riess only ealenlated to heighten ils charm.

‘‘ I should think he is old in reality to

you,” says Florence : *‘‘ you are such a
child.”
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“secretly amnoyed at the other’s slightin
tune. *“f like it. There is nothing so gﬂus
as youth. 1 should like to be eighteen al-
ways. DBut for my babyish ways and utter
hopelessness, I feel positive Sir Guy would
have beaten me long ago. Buv who could
chastise an infant 7"

““In long robes,” puts in Cyril, who is
deep in the intricacies of chess with Mr.
Musgrave.

** Besudes, Iam * Esther Summerson,” and
he is ‘Mr, Jarndyce,’ and Esther's ‘Guardy’

very rightly was in perfect subjection to bis |

ward. "

““ Kather’s guardian, if I remember cor-
rectly, fell in love with her; and she let him
see "—dreamily but spitefully-—** that she
preferred another.”

““ Ah, Sir Guy, think of that. See what
fieg before you,” says Lilian, coloring warm-
ly, but braving it out to the end.

““1 am sure you are going to ask me what
I should like, Guy,” breaks in Cyril. lan-
guidly, who is not so engrossed by his game
but thathe can heed Lilian’s embarrassment,
“ Thoee cigars of yours are excellent. I
shall feel obliged by your bringing me (as a
iree giit, mind) half a dozen boxes. If you
do, 1t will be a saving, as for the future I
shall leave yours in peace.”

““Thank you : Ishall make anote of it,”
saye Guy, laughing.

““Du you go early, Sir Guy?” asks
Lilian, presently. She is leaning back it a
huge lounging-chair of blue satin that almost
conceals from view her tiny figure. In her
hands is an ebony fan, and as she asks the
question she closes and uncloses 1t indo-
lently.

‘““ Very early. I must start at seven to
eatch the train, if I wish to get my busi-
ncss done and be back by five.”

“ What an unearthly hour for a poor old
gentleman hike yon to rise !' You won't re-
cover it in a hurry. You will breakfast be-
‘ore you gn *"
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““What a lunch you will eat when you
get to town ! Butdon't overdo it, Guardy.
Youn will be starving, no ubt : but re-
member the horrors of gout.doAnd who will
give you your breakfast at seven ?”

She raises her large soft eyes to his, and,
unfurling her fan, lays it thoughtfully
against her pretty lips. Sir Guy is about
to make an eager reply, when Miss Beau-
champ interposes.

‘“I always give Guy his breakfast when
he goes to London,” she says, calmly yet
hastily.

““ Check !” says Cyril, at this instant,
with his eyea on the board. *““My dear
Musgrave, what a false move !—a fatal
delay. Don’t you know bold play generally
wina "

“ Sometimes 1t loses,” retorts Tafly, in-
nozently ; which reply, to his surprise,
appears to cause Mr. Chetwoode infinite
amusement,

““ Whenever you do ge,"” says Lihan to
Sir Guy, ‘“don’t forget my sweetmears: I
shall be dreaming of them until 1 see you
again. Have you a pocket-book? VYes?
Well, put down in it what J most partien]-
arly love. 1 like chocolate er-zams and bnrny
almonds better than anything in the world.”

Cyril, with dreamy sentiment, “*How ]
wish I was a bornt almond !"

Miss Chesney, viciouzly, ‘*If you were,
shat a bite I would give you!”

Tatiy, to Sir Guy, ** Lilian’s tastes and
mine are one. If youn are really going to
bring “lollypops, please make the supply
large. When I think of burnt almends I
(eel no end hungry.”

terday you ate every one Cyril bronght me
from Fenston. T crossed the room for one
ingtant, and when 1 camne back the box was
literally cleared. Wasn't it a shame? I
shan't go into partnership with you over
Sir Guy’s confections.”

Taffy, sotto voce, ** Greedy little thing !"
Then suddenly, addressing Sir Guy, 1
think I saw your old colonel—Trant—about
the neighborhood to-day.”

Cyril draws himself np with a start and
looks hard at the lad, who is utteriy un
conscions of the private bombshell he had
discharged.

“ Trant !" says Guy surprised ; ‘ impos-
sible. Unless, indeed,” with a light laugh,
‘“ he eame to look after his protegee, the
widow.”

“ Mra. Arlington ? 1 saw her yeaterday,’
says Taffy, with amination. *“She was in
her garden, and she 1s lovely, I never saw
anythieg so perfect as her amile.”

““1 hope you are nat epris with her. We
warn everybody against our tenant,” Guy
say#, smiling,though there is evident mean-
ing in his tone. " We took her to oblige
Trant,—who hegged we would not be in-
quisitive about her; and literally we are
in ignorance of who she is, or where she
cnme from. Widows, like cousins, are
dangerons,” with a slight glance at
his brother, who 18 leaning back in his
chair, a knight between his fingers, taking
an exhaustive though nonchalant survey of
the painted ceiling, where all thelittle loves
and graces are playing at a very pronounced
game of hide-and-seek umong the roses.

“ I hope,” says Florence, slowly, looking
up from the rara aris whose tail she 1a
elaborately embroidering,—the original of
which was neyer yet (most assuredly) seen
by land or sea,—** 1 hope Cononel Trant,
in this instance, has not played yon false,
I cannot say I admire Mrs. Arlington's
appearance, Though no doubt she i3
pretty,—in a certain style,” concludes
Miss Beauchamp, who is an adept at utter-
ing the faint praise that damns.

“Trant is a gentleman,” returns Guy,
somewhat coldly, Yet as he says it a doubt
enters his mind.

““ He has the name of being rather fast in
town,” says young Musgrave, vaguely ;
“‘ there is some story about his being madly
in love with some mysterious woman whomn
nobody knows. I don't remember exactly
how it is,—but they say she is hidden away
somewhere.”

“ How delightfully definite Tafly alwaya
is I’ Lilian says, admiringly ; ‘it 18 so ecasy
to grasp his meaning. Got any more stories,
Taffy ? I quite begin to fancy this Colonel
Trant. Is he as captivating as he 18
wicked 7"

‘“* Not quite. I amalmost surel saw him
to-day in the lane that runs down between
the wood and Brown’s farm. But I may be
mistaken, [ was certainly one or two fields
off, yet I have a sure eye, and I have seen

| him often in London.”

‘ Cyril’s

““ Perhaps Mrs. Arlington is the mysleri-
ous lady of his affections,” says Guy, laugh-
ing, and, the moment the words have
passed his lips, regrets their utterance.
eyer  descend rapidly from
the ceiling and mest his. On the In-
~stant a suspicion unnamed and unacknowl-
edgred filla bath their hearts,

““Do you really think Trant came down

to see your tenant ¥’ asks Cyril, almost de-
fiantly.
““ Certainly not,” returning the other’s

somewhat fiery glance calmly. ‘1 do not
believe he would be in the neighborhood
witkout coming to see my mother.”

At the last word, so dear to her, Lady
Chetwoode wakes gently, opens her still
beautiful eyes, and smiles benignly on all
around, as though defying them to say she
has slumbered for half a second.

““ Yes, my dear Guy, 1 quite agree with
you,” she says, affably, @ propos of nothing
unless it be a dream, and then, being fully
roused, suggests going to bed. Whereupon
Florence says, with gentle thoughtfulness,
**Indeed yes. If Guy is to be up early in
the morning he ought to go to bed now,”
and, rising as her aunt rises, makes a gen.
eral move.

When the women have disappeared and
resigned themselves to the tender mnercies
of their maids, and the men have sought
that best beloved of all apartments, the
Tabagie, a sudden resolution to say some-
thing that lies heavy on his mind takes
posseseion of Guy. Of all things on earth
he hates most a ‘“scene,” but some power
within him compels him to speak just new,

' The iotense love he bears his only brother,

his fearlest harm should befall bim urges
him on, sorely against his will, to give some
faint utterance to all that is puzzling and
distressing him.

Taffy, seduced by the sweelness of the
night, has stepped out into the garden,
where he is enjoying his weed alons. With-
in, the lamp iz almost quenched by the
great rays of the moon that rush through
*the open window. Without, the whole
world is steeped in one white, glorious
aplendor,

The stars on high are twinkling, burning,
lilkke distanc lamps. Anon one darts mad-
ly across the dark-blue amphitheatre over-
head, and is lest in space, while the others
langh on, unheeding its swift destruction,
The flowers are sleeping, emitting in their
dreams faint, delicate perfumed sighs ; the
cattle have ceased tolow in the far fields;
there is no sound through all the busy land
save the sweet soughing of the wind and
the light tread of Musgrave’s footsteps up
and down outside.

“(Oyril,” says Guy, removing the meer-
schanm from between his lips, and regard-
ing ita elaborate silver bands with some
nervousness, ‘‘ I wish you would not go to
the Cottage so often as you do.”

“No? And why not, tres cher ?” asks
Cyril, calmly, knowing well what is com-
ing.

““For one thing, we do not know who
this Mrs. Arlington is, or anything of her.
That in itself is a drawback. 1am sorry 1
ever agreed to Trant’s proposal, but it is
too late for regret in that quarter, Do not
double my regret by making me feel I have
' done you karm.”

* You shall never feel that. How you do
torture yourself over shadows, Guy! |
always think it must be the greatest bore
on earth to be conscientious,—that is, over-
serupulous, like you. It is a mistake, dear
boy, take my word for it,—will wear you
ont hefore your time.”

““T am thinking of you, Cwril.

Forgive

Lilian, vigorously, ‘* You shan’t have | me if T seem impertin ent. Mrs. Arlington

any of mine, Tafly. Don't imagine it ]l Yes. | islovely, gracelul, everything of the most |
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desirable 1n but——
pause.

“ Apres 7’ murmurs Cyril, lazily.

““ But,” earnestly, *‘ [ should not like yon
to lose younr heart to her, as you force me to
say it Musgrave says he saw drant in
the lane to-day. Of course Le may have
been mistaken ; but was he? 1 have my
own doubts, Cyril,” rising in some agitation,
—* doubta that may be unjust, bnt I can-
not conguer them. If you allow yourself
to love that woman, she will bring you mnis-
fortune. Why is she so secret about her
former life? Why doea ghe shun society ?
(lyril, be warned in time; she may bea
— . she may be anything,” checking hirr-
self slowly. :

““She nay,” says Cyril, rising with a
passionate irrepressible movement to his
fest, under pretense of lighting the cigar
vhat bas died omt between his fingers.
Then, with a sudden change of tonn and a
soft laugh, *“ The skies may fall, of course,
but we scarcely anticipate it. My good
(Gny, what a visionary you are! Do be
rational, if you zan, As for Mrs, Arlington,
why should she create dissension between
you and me ?”

“Why, indeed?” returns Guy, gravely,
““T have to ask your parden for my inter-

appearance,

ference. But you know I only speak when
[ feel compelled, and alwvays lor your
gﬂml.”

““You are about the best fellow,
going, I know that,” replied Cyril
deliberately, knocking the ash off his
cigar; ‘‘but at times you are wont

to lose your head,—to wander,—like the
best of us, I am safe enough, trust me.
* What's Hecuba to me, or I to Hecuba
Come, don’t let us spoil this glorions night
by a dissertation on what we neither of us
know anything about. What a starlight !”
standing at the open casement, and regard-
ing with quick admiration the glistening
dome above him. ‘I wander how any one
looking on it can disbelieve in a heaven
beyond 1"

Tere Musgrave's fair head makes a blot
in the perfect calm of the night scene.

“Ia that you, Taffy? Where have yon
been all this time ?—mooning ?—you have
had ample opportunity. But you are too
young for Melancholy to mark you as her
own. It is ouly old folk like GGuy,” with a
laughing though affectionate glance back-
ward to where his brother stands, som:-
what perplexed, beside the lamp, **should
fall victims to the blues,”

““A fig for melancholy, ” saya Tafly,
vaulting lightly iuto the room, and by his
presence putting an end to all private con-
versation between the brothers,
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The next morning Lilian (to whom early
rising 13 a pure delight), running down the
broad stone stairs, two steps at a time, finds
(3uy on the eve of starting, with Florence be-
gide him, looking psitively handsome in the
mostthrilling of morning gowns. Shehasfor-
saken her virtuons couch, and slighted the
balmy slumber she so much loves, to give
him his breakfast, and is still unremitting
in her attentions, and untiring with regard
to her smiles,

““Not gome!” says Lilian, wickedly :
“‘how disappointed I am to be sure! I
fancied my bonbons an hour nearer to me
than they really are. Bad Guardy, why
don't you hurry ?’ She says this with the
prettiest affectation of infantile grace, ac-
companied by a coquettish glance from
under her sweeping lashes that creates in
Florence a mad desire to box her ears.

““You forget it will not hasten the train
five seconds, Guy's leaving this sooner than
he does," she says,snubbingly. ‘‘To picture
him sitting in a draughty station could
not—I should think —give satisfaction to
any one.”

“It conld”—wilfully—*t0  me. [t
would show & proper anxiety to obey
my behests, Guardy,” with touching con-
cern, ‘‘are you sure you are warm enough ?
Now do promise me one thing,—that you
will beware of the crossings ; they say any
number of old men come to grief in that
way yearly, and are run over throngh deaf-
ness, or short sight, or stupidity in general.
Think how horrid it would be if they gent
us home your mangled remains.”

““ (3o in, you naughty child, and learn to
speak to your elders with respect,” says
Guy, laughiug, and putting her bodily in-
side the hall-door, from whence she trips
out again to wave hima last adieu, and kiss
her hand warmly to him as he disappears
round the corner of the laurustinus bush.

Aud Sir Guy drives away full of his
ward’s fresh girlish loveliness, her glender
lissome figure, her laughing face, the thou-
sand tantalizing graces that go to make her
what she is ; forgetful of Miss Beauchamp's
more matured charms,—her white gown, —
lier honeyed words,—everything.

All day long Lilian’s image follows him.
It is beside him in the crowded street,
enters his club with him, hauats him in his
business, laughs at him in his most serious
moods ; while sbhe, at homa, scarce thinks
of him at all, or at the mest vaguely,
though when at fve he does return she is
the first to greet humn,

“‘He has come home !  He is here !’ she
cries, dancing into the hall. ‘‘Have you
escaped the crossings? and rheumatism’®
and your old enemy lumbago ? Good old
Guardy, let me help you off with your coat.
So. Pasitively, he is all here,—nmot a bit
of him gone,—and none the worse for
wear !

“Tired, Guy ¥’ asks Florence, comirg
gracefully forward,—slowly, lest by un-
seemingly haste she should disturb the per-
fect fold of her train, that sets off her
figure to such advantage. She speaks
wavrmly, appropriatingly, as one's wife
might, after a long journey.

“Tired ! not he,” returns Lilian, irrever-
ently: ‘‘he isquite a gay old gentloman.
Nor hungry either. No doubt he has
lunched profusely i towp, ‘not wisely,
but too well,” as zomebody says, Where
are my weeties, Sir Ancient?”’

“My dear Lilian,”—rebukingly,—*if
you reflect, you will see he must be both
tired and hungry.”

“‘So am [ for my creams: I quite pine
for them. Sir Guy, where are my sweat-
ieg 1"

“‘Here, little cormorant,” says Guy, as
fondly as he dares, handing her a gigantic
bonbonniere in which chocolates and
'rench sweatmeats fight for mastery ;
“have I got you what you wanted ?”

““Yes, indeed ; best of Guardys, I only
wish T might kiss my thanks.”

““You may.”

“‘Better not. Such a condescension on
my part might turn your old head. Oh,
Tafly,” with an exelamation, ‘‘yon bad
sreedy boy! you have taken half my al-
monds ! Well, yon shan’t have any of the
ithers, for punishment. Auntie and
Ilorence and I shall eat the rest.”

“T'hanks,” drawls Florence, languidly ;
“but I am always so terrified about tooth-
ache,”

““What a pity ! says Miss Chesney, *If
1 had toothache, I shonld have all my teeth
drawn instantly and false ones put in their
place.”

To this Miss Beavchamp, being undecided
in her own mind as to whether it is or is
not an impertinence, deigns no reply.
Cyril, with a gravity that belies his inner-
most feelings, cazes hard at Lilian, only to
acknowledge her Inpnocent of desire to
offend,

“You did not meet Archibald ?” says
Lady Chetwoode of Guay.

“ No : I suppose he will be down by next
train. Chesney is always up to time,”

““ Lilian, my dear, where i3 mny fourth knit-
ting needle 7" asks auntie, mildly, 1 lent
it to yon this morning for some purpose.”

““1t is up-stairs ; youn shall have itin one
moment,” returns Lilian, moving towards
the door, and Sir Guy mutiering something
about getting rid of the dust of travel, fol.
lows her out of the room.

At the foot of the stairs he says,—

** Lilian,”

*“Yesa:"

‘‘I have bronghé yvon yet another bonbon.,
Will you accept it ?”

As he speaks he holds out to her an open
caze, in which lies a pretty ring composed of
pearls and diamonds,

“For me? Oh, Sir Guy!” says Lilian,
flushing with pleasure, **what a lovely pres-
ent to bring me!” Then her expression
changes, and her tace falls somewhat. She
has lived long enough to know that young
men do not, as a rule, go about giving cost-
ly rings to young women without a motive.
Perhaps she ought to refuse it. Perhapa
auntie would think it wrong of her to take
it. And if there is really anything hetween
him and Florence——? Yet what a pretty
ring it is, and how the diamonda glitter !
And what woman can resign diamonds
without a struggle ?

“Will auntie be vexed if I take it?” she
asks, honestly, after a pause, raising her
clear eyes to his, thereby betraying the fear
that is tormenting her

““Why should she ? Surely,” with asmile,
““an elderly guardian may make a present
to his yonthiul ward without being brought
to task for it.”

““And Florence ?” asks Lilian, speaking
impulsivelv, but half jestingly.

“‘Does it signify what she thinks?" re-
turns he, a little stifly. It i1s a mere
bauble, and scarcely worth so much thought.
You remember that day down by the stream
when you said you were so fond of rings?"”
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“Well, T do, as I remember most things
you say, be they kind or cruel,” softly.
“To-day, though I cannot explain why,
this ring reminded me of you, so I hought
it, thinking yon might fancy it.”

““Ro0 I do: it is quite too lovely,” says
Lilian, feeling as thongh she had been un-
gracious, and, what 18 worse, prudish.
“ Thank you very much. I shall wear it
this evening with my new dress, and it will
help me to make an impression on my un-
known cousin.”

right one, and Guy slips the ring upon the
third finger of it, while she, forgetting it 1s
the engaged finger, makes no ebjection.

Sir Guy, still holding the little cool slim
hand, loocks at her fixedly, and, looking,

: decides regretfully that she is quite ignor-

ant of his meaning.

‘“ How it sparkles !" she says, moving her
hand gently to and fro, so that the light
falla upon it from diffarent directions.
‘“ Thank youagain, Guardy ; you are always
better to me than I deserve.” Shesays this
warmly, being desirious of removing all trace
ot her late hesitation, and quite obliv-
ions of her former scraples. But the mo-
ment she leaves him she remembers them
again, and, coming down-stairs with Lady

says, with a heightened color, ‘' See what
a charming present Sir Guy has brought
me.

““Very pretty indeed,” Lady Chetwood
says, examining the ring with iuterest,
‘* Dear Guy has such taste, and he is always
so thoughtful, ever thinking how to please
some one. I am glad it has been you this
time, pussy,” kissing the girl’s smiling lips
as she bends over her,
ney, reagsuurec by her auntie’s kind werds
goes up todress forthe reception of her cous-
in Archibald, with a clear and therefore
happy conscience. Not for all the dia-
monds in Christendom would she have con-
cealed even so small a secret as the accept-
ance of this ring from one whom she
professes to love, and who she knows trusts
in her. -

('TO BE CONTINUED, )

A Corlems Mission.

A newspapear correspondent av Washing-
ton professes to have found at the American
capital a certain merchant who believe
that he has a mission, which 13 nothing less
than the release of souls that are suffering
punishment after death. His report of an
interview with this person 13 a most curious
contribution te the literature of modern
gpiritnalism. The merchantis, we are told,
a partner in one of the largest business
hionses in the ecity, ‘““a man of large brain
and splendid physique,” whose *‘ tone and
manner are those of the well-balanced man
of affairs.” 1t was in the private oflice at-
tached to his counting reom that he told,
““ without emotion,” the story of his exped-
itions to the place where the souls are con-
fined. The work, he said, was done by two
persons, neither of whom could accomplish
anything alone. ¢ Operating together, the
one maintains his hold om this lifa while
the ather penetrates hell, sees and reveals,
Then the former, receiving the report, di-
rects the work of release through the latter.”
The soul of Guitean, Garfield’s assassin,
was the latest to gain freedom through the
ministrations of this powerful pair. It was
found in a place of punishment which the
releasing agent vividly describes, but not
until the spirit of the murderer’s mother
had consented to assume a large measure of
responsibility for her son's evil life were
the Washington merchant and his associate
able to do anything for him. Then he was
made free and was started on his ** pro-
gress through the spheres.” ‘‘l remain
conscious,” sald the calm man of business
in the counting room, ‘' with my reasoning
faculties alert. My companion, who is
highly sensitive, passes into a bodily con-
dition of total ignorance of what is trans-
piring. The E{ﬂl%uf my companion leaves
the body and goes into hell, as it is called,
[t seems to me sometimes as if my astral
body goes with the soul and advises and

leage, ™
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She holds out her hand to nim 3 it is the |

Chetwood's needle, and finding her alone, |

So that Miss Ches- |

The two realeasers ‘‘ came not long rgo”
to the spot where a murderer who had been
hanged was confined. The disembodied
goul ofthemerchant’s partner couldide noth-
ing in this case because in life ke had ex=
pressed the opinion that the sconndral de-
served his punishment on the gzallows. The
merchant pleaded, he says, with his associ-
ate :

“J argued that the punishment of the
spirit had been sufficiently prolonged. I
pleaded for the forgiveness of the murderer
in the mind of my companion. The forgive-
ness was granted mentally., Then the
power came to the soul to lift the latch and
to bring out the spirit of the murderer. The
gpirit was started on its way through the
spheres.”

The rascal was hanged twenty years ago
for a pecubarly atrocious murder. “‘The
opinion my companion had expressed at the
time,”” said the merchant, ** and bhad never
changed, was a barrier which prevented
the release of Fletcher's spirit by us.” It
appears that the two agents have not al-
ways bean successful.

“Once we failed utterly. It wasin the
cage of the spirit of a thief., He had re-
leased other spirits ot thieves, forty or fifty
of themn, and had sent them on their ways
rejoicing. YWe came to this one, and it
positively refused to accept our offered help.
It said it bad been pnt there, and there 1%
must stay. It argued that there could be
no change for the better, and we were
oblized to leave it. At another time when
we released a number of thieves we found
the spirit of a mere child. It seemed too
bad to leave the spirit of the child unat-
tended after therelease. So we led it a long
distance until we came to a mountain side.
There we saw a coltage, and in front of it
the spirits of three or forr women. One of
these women sprang up as soon as she saw
the little spirit. She recognized her off-
apring. Wae left them together, sheis to
guide the child-spirit in its onward course,”

At another time the companion of the
merchant was compelled to tear down a
wall of masonry before the spirits of several
persons could be released. ‘*Those poor
spirits,” maid the merchant, *‘ coold hardly
thank us enough for what we had dene.”

The merchant would not permit the cor-
respondent to publish his name.  If my
name,”’ sald he, ‘‘shounld appear in con-
nection with this matler, 7 should be
overwhelmed with letters. I conld mnot
posaibly attend to the requests which would
be made. By long study and investigation
1 have arrived at the knowledge of this
peculiar power. lam trying to do all the
good I can with it. I am giving to 1t what
time I can spare.” Is it not curious that a
‘‘ well-balanced man of affairs,” endowed
with “‘a lurge brain and splendid physique,”
and firmly believing that he not only has
power to release souls suffering punishment
after death, but has frequently exercised
thia power, should be willing to give any
part ot his time to the affaira of ordinary
mundane business? Would it net be reason-
ble to expect that he would at once give
up his counting room, his clerks, his inter-
est in commerce, and his customers and
devotae all his work to the vastly more nn-
portant work which his curious power, as
he helieves, enmables him to do? De the
condition of his books and accounts, the
orders ¢f his

with worldly shopkeeping deserve a mo-
mert's thought in the mind of a man pos-
sessing this tremendons power, 1f they pre-
vent him from exercising that power in the
way described so clearly by him for the
edification of the readers of our contempor-
ary in S5t. Lonis?

— -

The World's Granary,

© Tf the horse could stand it,” said S. A.
(Cowbothan, a well-known resident of Win-

' nipeg,recently, ‘*a man could leave Winni-

peg and ride 1,090 miles west and north-
west over a level prairie before he would be
obstructed by the mountains. This gives an
idea of the great territory lying west of
Winnipeg, which, to the Kastern man,
seems away out of the world. The soil of
thie prairie produces the finest spring wheat
grown snywhere, and the emormcus plain

| I've just mentioned will in a few years be

the great granary of the world. Eastern
people have a misty idea of our expansive
territory. We are just commencing to grow

wheat compared with a decade hence,

though onr cru% two yoars ago was 30,000,-

000 bushelf. We have but little snow, and

in the many years [sresided in Manitoba 1

never saw the tops of the bright prairie
grass covered. Cattle fairly roll in fat, and

we are becoming a great cattle country.

While most of our settlers are from across
the water, yet the number from the Western

States is yearly increasing. We have no

wild west frontier scenes. There are no

settlers killed over disputed claims, as has
been an every-day story in the Weat for

years. Our homestead laws require three
vears’ residence of six monthe each. Land
may be pre-empted, too. Gold has been dis-
covered in wonderfully rich quartz deposita
a few miles east of Winnipeg, and paying
mills have just been erected by Minneapolis

capitalists, I predict a ‘rush’ to the Lake
of the Woods diatrict next year. Winnipeg
has 35,000 inhebitants and is a thriving
city. Our winters are cold, but we do not
mind them. The atmosphere isdry and the
days are clear, murky weather being almost
unknown.”

S

Gambling In the YHlddle Ages.

(Gambling was the curse of the noble, as
it has always been the curse of every class
trained to win and to desire, but with
scant outlet for its energies. The kaights
in winter gambled pretty nearly all day.

| We remember how the Servitor of Milun,

enterinz a castle in the morning, finds in
the hall two knights playing chess, 80 abe
sorbed that they do not see him. * * *
“When Easter comes,” says the knights to
Milun, ‘‘we will recommence our tourna-
ments,”’ but until aster there is no rival
to their game ot chance except the eternal
game of love.

(Che:s was the baccarat, the poker ot the
middle ages. In vain the King forbade it
in 1369, in 1393, and both before and after,
with every game of hazard. But who was
to enter the snowed-up country castlesto
tell tales of knights and ladies playing the
forbidden game? The women were almost
as bad as the men, ‘*Never play chess save
for love,” says the Knight de la Tour to his
daughters, “‘ne soyez jamais grant jouares-
aes qe tables.” And he proceeds to tell
them melancholy tales of laad,of money, and

' of woman's honor speat over the tco enlir«
encourages on the spot in this work of re- |

ing board, but, alas, good knight, the

Ldays are ill to pass in winfer time,

patrons, the market quotation |
of supplies, or any other matters connected \
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