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But it was too late to go in search of
another, and pleading ur' ut business
and willingness to ireur 1l risks, the
foamidable animal we » - . ~ut—a power-
ful animal, black asa . «

What can be more inspl. .g than a
horse-back jaunt across a northwest
prairie? So, despite the cold and rain,
and now and then a prodigious leap by
Dlack Flawk, the ride was exhilerating.
It was two miles to the bridge. On ar-
riving theve, I found the freshet had
sweptitaway. Justinsight, however, in
the margin of a fine grove, was a snug
little cabin, and riding briskly there, the
barking of dogs and my shouts brought
the proprictor to the door, a bevy of
flaxen haired urchins at his heels, with’
eyes brimful of curiosity.

« Is there any way to cross the river?”
asked I.

«Yes,” on the bridge,” he replied.

“The bridge is gone ¥

#Well then, there isn't any way? he
repliced.

« Buf is there no place on the stream
shallow enough to be forded 2

The settler scratched his head, comic-
ally scanned me and my horse leisurely,
and said :

“Take the road to the left, and you
will come to the old ford; how it will be
in this flood I ca’t say. You can try ib
though, if you like, nothing like trying.”

There was no need of tryiug, I found,
on reaching the spot. ‘Chere rolled the
river deep and wide with steep banks on
cach side.  What was to be done?  Go
back and wait till the waters subsided ?
That was not Western. The genuine
pioneer never thinks of giving upanen-
terprise.  Ashortexperiencein the vicis-
situdes of fronticr life wakes up a self-
velianee and love of adventure, which
makes danger and difficulty to be court-
ed vather than shunned ; indeed theyare
every-day ovcurences, adding piquancy
to privation and hardship. And, as I
locked into the water of the river, there
rose to view the image of the ragged,
barefoot, coatless,moncyless, bridegroom;
and memory vecalled certain facts which
T had learned about his borrowing articles
of apparel for himself and bride, and
matetials for & wedding supper  Now
to dissappoint persons in their conditions
was hardly to be thought of. So chir-
ruping to my mood steed we made the
plunge—and a deep plunge it was for the
nimal above, as well ag the animal be-
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neath,for the former went under nearly to
the neck, however, the horse soon rose
to the surface, permiting his rider, by a
happy exercise of unwonted agility, to
strike the saddle a le Z2urk, which
position I prudently kept till the op-
posite bank was gained. Clambering
up the steep bank, my borrowed steed
went at a break-neck pace the remaining
five milus {o our destination. It was a
small frame house, perched on a swell of
land in the midst of a wide prairie,dotted
with an occasional cabin.  Thedwelling
was covered only with rough boards, be-
tween which the ever-restless winds
came and went at will,  Alighting at
the gate, a gray-haired man, the bride’s
father, who was cutting wood in the
front yard, laid down his axe and came
forward to take my horse. He had, as
I afterwards learned, served in the Mex-
ican war,and had siill a soldietly bearing.
Taking the bridle, he said:

You are the Minister, I suppose? We
had given you up. thinking you would
not come in such « storin as this. Bub
how did you cross the river? ‘Weheard
the bridge was gone.?

“Horseback,” said 1.

#3Well.” said the old soldier, his eye
kindling, “a minister that can do that
can preach, I know

I had fulfilled my engagement partly
from sympathy and the pleasure of con-
quering obstacles 3 there was besides, a
sort of presentment that urged me onj;
nor did I regret that I yielded to it

The interior of the humble dwelling,
and its occupant I shall not forget.
What taste and neatness under the most
disconraging circumstances! What meth-
od and fertility of rrangement where all
was plain, and rough, and scant! It is
on the fronticr, where the appliances
of clegant housewifery are impossible,
that woman’s fertile rescourses of tact
and skill most strikingly appear—often
making the rude log house and simple
home made furniture wear an aspeet of
comfortand taste not unfrequently want-
ing in homes of luxury.

The houschold consisted of the father
—already introduced—mother, three
daughters, and the young man who had
called for my services,

¢ Mother is net well and would like
to sce you & moment,” remarked one of
the young ladics, showing me into an
adjoining room, where loving hands had
spared no pains to fortify its pining in-
mate against exposure, and soothe the



