po—

ARty

L P Iy TR S

‘*’i{;'l‘

e,
B

ot

*®

Pl L aanl D S

G

A Strange Bed.

One bleak December night, about the |
year 1823, I, John Newstead, country tra-
veller for the wholesale drapery firm of |
Marriot Brothers, Manchester, was making
my way, on the back of my steady, sure-
footed gray mare Polly, across Sefton
Moor, a stretch of wild and barren heath
lying between the towns of Packerton and
Sefton-on-the-Wold, Yorkshire.

In those days, before railroads had taken
the poetry out of everything, and
when the knights-errant of commerce
journeyed from town to town on horseback
or in gigs, there was a touch of romance ’
even in a “ bagman’s *’ life ; many an ad-
venture had I met with in the course of
my peregrinations through the Northern
counties,Mlong lonely country roads, down
still lonelier country lanes, over wild hills
or across desolate “ wolds ” like the one I |
was now traversing.

I had been collecting accounts for my
employers, Messrs. Marriot, at Packerton,
on the day before,and in the breast-pocket
of my coat was a bulky leather pocket-
book containing nearly two hundred
pounds in gold and notes, which 1 was to
devosit in the bank at Seften on the mor-
row. My pack, together with the valise |
containing my personal belongings, was
strapped behind the saddle, and in the
holster was a pair of pistols, indispensable |
companions fora solitary travellerin those
days.

I bad started from Packerton early in the
afternoon, and should have reached Sefton
before dark, but for the accident of Polly
casting a shoe, which had caused a tire-

some delay at a little wayside smithy.
Night was closing in before hall my jour-
ney was accomplished, and I had the plea-
sant prospect of being belated on the heath.
Sefton Moor, in its forlorn solitude, is a
depressing place even on a summer morn-
ing, when the sun is shining, and the larks
are singing above the heather; but on a
winter night it would be bard to imagine
a scene more bleak and dismal, and, as I
glanced at the dreary road before me, I felt
my spirits sink to within a few degrees of |

zero. 1
It was intensely cold, and moon and :
stars were invisible, for the sky i
shronded in a mantle of fleecy clouds; a |
chill mist gradually crept over the moor, 1
and presently, to my dismay, it began - to |
Faster and faster, thicker and |
thicker, every moment came the great soft |

feathery flakes, till all the air was trem- ;

SNOwW.

ulous, and I seemed to be shutinonevery |
gide by a constantly-descending white cur- |
tain, which moved with me as 1 moved .
and never lifted I bad |
crossed the heath more than once before 3

for a moment,
in my annual visits to the neighborhood,
but my daylight experience of the place ‘
was of little service to me mow, when I
could hardly see a yard before me.

We had plodded on through the snow |
and mist for several miles, the way be- |

coming at every step more difficult to
trace, when I began to have an uneasy sus- |
picion that we had gone astray, and wan- |
dered into one of the many cross-roads l
which intersected the heath, 1 remem-
bered that the road 1 had traversed before |
was a gentle rise all the way ; Inow found |
myself descending into a hollow, and in
the distance I could hear the rush of a|
deep and rapid stream. ;
The path was full of ruts and holes, and |
the mare stumbled at every step ; I drew \
rein, and was about to alight and lead her |
when an unexpected plunge of hers saved |
me the trouble by pitching me neatly over |
“fell soft”—that was one |
comfort—rather too soft, in fact, inasmuch |
as I alighted “all in the beautiful middle” l
as the French say, of a sticky bog; and |
the worst of it was this unexpected somer- |
sault so completely muddled my topogra-
phical ideas, turning them all topsy-turvy

her head. 1

in my head, that when I scrambled to my
feet again I found that I had completely
Jost my bearings, and had not the remotest
notion in which direction lay the road
from which I had strayed.

As I stood hesitating, with the reins in
my hand, trying vainly to pierce the
“ white darkness ”” around me, and listen-
ing to the stream, which, swoollen by the
melted snow from the mountains, was
rushing between its banks with the noise
of a mountain-torrent, I heard the distant

| and the warmth and firelight ¥ere xo in-
| viting, that I decided to take advantage of

| pot, which emitted a most appetising

| ners in obscurity, made it seem larger than

| broad-chested, long-armed, and billet-

' of the two, might have been forty-five or

| distended in an ingratiating smile.

 giant of one or two and twenty, had his

“How far am I from Sefton-on-the- |
Wold 1 T inquired. l

The men peered at me curiously, and !
the shorter of the two, who had a lantern
in his hand, raised it to my face and took
a long look at me, keeping his own fea-
tures in the shadow.

“Sefton-on-the-Wold, sir?”’ he repeated
at length, lowering the light, as if reas-
sured by the inspection. “You’'ve come
many mi'es out of your way if you was
going there. Why, it’s right a’ t’otherside
the moor. Thisis the Beckley road you’re
on now. Beckley cross-road it’s called,
being a short cut Lo the town.”

“ Then Beckley is not far from here ”’

“ Nigh upon nine miles, and a very bad
road. Won’t you please put up here for
the night, sir 1”’ he added, after a pause.
=~ «Ig this an inn 7’ I asked in surprise.

“¢The Moorfowl,” kept by Simon
Blacklock,’”” muttered the man who had
not yet spoken,

“Well, it ain’t exactly an inn,” ex-
plained the other, who was evidently the
landlord ; “ it’s a sort of half-way. house.
But we’ve got & good bed, and a nice dry
shed where we €ould make shift to put
up the horse. Shall my son take it, gir !”’

I hesitated. Remembering what I car-
ried about me, 1 was naturally reluctant
to trust myself in astrange inn ; but I was
g0 cold and tired, and the road was so long,

the shelter.

1 will see the horse put up myself,”
I said ; “show me to the stable.”

“ My son will take you, sir,” the land-
lord answered, quickly. “No, not you,
Reuben. Here Sim—Sim !”

At this summons a shock-headed lad of
thirteen emerged from the house, and,
taking the lantern from his father’s hand
led me through a gate to the left of the
entrance, across a yard at the side to a
thatched shed, small, but dry and snug,
already tenanted by a cow and a donkey,
which were uncermoniously turned out to
make room for Polly. When I had seen
her fed and made comfortable 'for the
night, 1 shouldered my pack, transferred
the pistols from the holster to my pocket,
and followed my guide back to the house.

The front-door opened straight upon the
kitchen, a spacious, low-céiled room, with
an uneven brick fioor and a wide hearth,
on which a huge wood fire was blazing
cheerily ; over it was suspended an iron

odour. There was no other light than
that of the fire, which filled the room with
dancing shadows, and, leaving the far cor-

it really was. As I stood on the hearth,
unbuttoning my overcoat as fast as my
numbed fingers would permit, I took the
opportunity of observing my host and his
eldest son, who were busy fastening the
heavy bolts and bars of the front door.
Joth were tall, powerfully built men—

headed. The father, who was the shorter
thereabouts, but looked younger thau his |
age, owing to_his colorless insipid com-
plexion—hair, brows, eyelashes and skin
all seemed of the same straw-colored tint,
and his eyes were of the palest shade of |
china-blue. He was obsequiously ecivil,
and his thin lips were almost constantly |
The |

son, a surly-manneied, gruff voiced young

father’s sandy hair and light blue eyes,q;
without his smile, |
By the time I had noticed this much the

barring and bolting were concluded, and |

| the landlord approached to help me off |

with my coat, Having divested me of it |
he bade his youngest son take off my boots,
while he lifted the lid of the pot to see |
how the contents were getting on. ;

“This is an out-of-the-way spot for an |

Now, Joyce, where are you? Light the
candles and lay the cloth. Drat the wench
she’s always hiding when she’s wanted !
Joyce, I say !”

At this summons there emerged from
the shadow at the end of the room a tall,
slender girl of eighteen in a coarse lindsey
petticoat and short white bed-gown—a
girl with wild dark eyes and a dead-white
face, its pallor rendered still more startling
by the frame of heavy, lustreless dark-
brown hair which was pushed back from
her temples and hung in a neglected tan-
gle about her neck. But it was not the
unnatural pallor of the face that first
struck me ; it was the strange expression
stamped on the features—a fixed, frozen
look, as if the chill of some deadly terror

passed over her, paralysing her mind
and driving all the light of life from her
face. She moved mechanically, like a
sleep-walker, and looked with eyes that
seemed toseenothing. There wasnothing
coarse or common in her appearance,
homely as were her surroundings; her
features, though irregular, were delicate.
Her neglected hair was wavy and abun-
dant ; ber eyes, of a soft brown, would
have been beautiful but for their strange
and fixed look. :

“ What is the matter with the girl? Is
she il1 7’ I asked, in an undertone.

The landlord pushed his lips ont.

“She has been, but she’s well enough
now, for all I know—well enough in body
but a trifle- weak here—you understand ”’
—he tapped his forehead significantly—
“takes odd notions, and so on.”

“Js she a relative of yours ?”’

“ Not she, sir ; she’s a ‘ fondling.” We
had her from Packerton Workhouse to
wait on my mother, who is bedridden.
We shall have to send her back again, I
fancy, for she gets queerer every day.”’

“ Poor lass !”’ I said, involuntarily, look-
ing, with the compassion I felt, at the
forlorn young creature.

The girl, who had hitherto stood with
downcast eyes, raised them suddenly to
my face. What a strange look it was—a
look that startled and thrilled me! Not
the vacant stare of an idiot. No; those
wonderful dark eyes were full of a sig-
nificance which I vaguely felt, but, not
having the clew to it, could not under-
stand.

“Don’t stand staring there, you moon-
struck idiot !” interposed her master, in a
coarse, brutal tone, which contrasted
strongly with his honeyed accents to my-
self. “Light the candles and lay the
cloth.”

Silently and mechanically she obeyed,
moving about like 2u automaton. 1 could
not keep my eyes from her, but she never
looked at me again.

“Supper is quite ready, sir,” said my
host at last rubbing his hands and smiling
more than ever. “What willgyeu please
to take with it ? We have good ale, or, if
yon would prefer a glass of something
hot .

“ Ale with my supper and a glass of hot
brandy-and-water before I go to bed,” 1
returmed, taking my seat at the table.

The ale was a trifle flat, but not bad ;
the stew wassuperb. 1 made a thoroughly
satisfactory supper, and, when it was fin-
ished and I sat in an easy chair on

| the hearth, with my legs stretched out to

the cheerful blaze, I felt in the best of
tempers with myself and all the world,
not excepting my attentive host, who
seated on the opposite side of the fire
entertained me with tales of the moor,
while his son was clinking bottles and
glasses at the table behind me. Presently
the hot water and a bottle of spirits were
placed on a little round table by my side.
I filled my glass, and stirred and sipped
the steaming mixture, and then took about
a quarter of it at a draught. As I set the
glass down, the girl Joyce emerged from
the shadow at the far end of the room,

| . . .
inn,” I rémarked, as I sat down and re- | where I had seen her sitting while I was
signed my foot to thelad, “dropped down | at supper, her face and jacket two dim
in the middle of a moor, nine miles from | patches of white in the gloom, -and came

bark of a dog. I hallooed, but, receiving
no answer, I resolved to proceed in the
direction of the sound, hoping it would
lead me to a house of some sort. We had
floundered along the rough cross-road for |
nearly half an hour, when, to my great }
relief, 1 saw a light glimmering feebly |
through the snow a short distance ahead, |
and, on approaching, found that it pro- |
ceeded from the lower window of a house |
by the wayside, streaming in a long nar- '
row ray through an aperture in the closed "
gshutters. Finding my way with some
difficulty to the front door, I rapped with |
the handle of my whip. There was a :
sound of hasty footsteps within, a scraping |
of chairs on a brick floor, and then, after |
a pause, a man’s voice demanded, “ Who’s i

ﬁ

|

there 7’

“A traveller who has lost his
Open the door.”

After some rattling of boltsand bars the |
door opened, letting out astream of ruddy |

way.

firelight on to the snow, and the figures of |

two men appeared on the threshold—dark :
gilhouettes relieved against a bright back- |
ground,

| smiling, civil host had somewhat exagger-

the nearest town.” |
My host, who was absorbed in gazing |
into the depth of the pot, made no reply ; |
but the lad kneeling at my feet raised his !
his head with a broad stare, and after a |
second said—
“"ain’t nine miles fiom Beckley ; |
’tain’t above five if you i ﬁ
Just then his father accidently dropped
the iron pot-lid on the hearth, and the

| rest of the sentence was lost in the clatter, ‘

“ Not above five !”” I echoed, turning to
my host. “Why, you told mea moment

. ”»
agce |

“ Not above five miles if you cut straight {
across the moor,” he interrupted, “that’s :
what Sim means, sir—but if you go by |
the road its four more at least. It’s a |
roundabout road, you see, following the
windings of the stream. It isn’t much
used in winter, but in summer there’s a
good deal of passing—farmers going to
market, and such-like. The supper’sdone
to a turn, now,”” he added, lifting the pot
ofl the fire and letting out a cloud of
savoury steam ; “and 1 make no doubt
vou’re ready for it, sir,”

His hasty manner of changing the sub-
ject confirmed me in a suspicion that my

ated the distance in order to keep me at
“ The Moorfowl ”” for the night ; but, if
the supper tasted half as good as it smelt,
I would magnanimously forgive him.

“What is it 7’ I asked snifling.

“Jt’s a stew of rabbit, steak, and onions
and potatoes,” he answered, unctously,
smacking his lips—* a supper for a king!

' towards the hearth,

“ Now, then, what is it ?”” her master de-
manded.

She poiuted to my boots, which lay be-
tween the small table at which I sat and
the wall.

“ Very well, take ’em away,’” he ordered.

She stooped to pick them up, and, in
raising herselt managed to upset the table.
Over went jug, bottle, and glass, with a
crash onto the stone hearth, and up jumped
I with an involuntary “ What the deuce
— " for not a little of the hot water had
gone over my legs.

My host, who had been stooping to stir
the fire, and had not seen the cause of the
mishap, started up, with an oath.

“ Who did that 7"’ he demanded, with a
black look at the girl

“I didit myself,” I answered, promptly,
telling the fib without a moment’s hesit-
ation ; ‘“my knee got in the table, I sup-
pose, and=——"

“It was Joyce asdid it, father,” growled
the son’s voice behind me.

“Yes ; it was Joyce as did it,”” shrilly
echoed the shock-headed boy, who had
been squatting like a toad in a warm cor-
ner of the hearth. “I see her upset it, I
did.”

His father threw drown the poker,
crossed the hearth in one stride, and, be-
fore I knew what he was about, raised his
heavy hand and struck the girl on the
temple.

“Take that for your clomsiness !”’ said
he, and he raised his hand to repeat the
blow, when I struck it up, and, catching

D. G. SCOTT,

—~DEALER IN—
Fine ‘Groceries,

Teas,
Coffee,
Sugar,
Spices,
+And everything found in a first-class Grocery.

PURE GOODS aSpecialty.

COR. ROBINSONST. & MOUNTAIN ROAD,
MONCTON, N."B.
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?‘}‘40 YEARS IN USE.
‘s PRICE25"PER BOTTLE L.

ARMSTRONG & (#0..[oroprietors. \g
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PEACE IN THE FAMILY !

One sure way to secure it—Use ARCHI-
BALD’S PAIN BALSAM, one of the
Greatest Remedies of the Age, for In-
ternal and External use. = It
CURES—Coughs, Sore Throat, Diph-

theria, Influenza, Sick Headache. It al-

ways relieves Asthma, excels in Dysentery
and Bowel Complaints., A Balm to those
inflicted with Rheumatism, Neuralgia and

Lame Back. It relieves toothache nine

times out of ten.

PRICE 25 CELTS PER BOTTLE.

For sale by all general dealers in the
Maritime Provinces.

Manufactured by Matthew Archibald,
Willow Park, Halifax, N. 8.

Walter Wilson & Son,

(Late A. Richardson & Co.)

MANUFACTURERS OF

SAWES,

UNION STREET,

St. John, N. B.
s G O b T g o
Photographer,

GERMAIN ST.,.ST. JOHN.

Oysters,
Baked Beans,
Cigars,

Confectionery,
MEALS AT ALL HOURS,

A T

| Moncton Dining Rooms,

258 Main Street, Moneton.
A few doors West of Market.
S. R. DOUCETT, Proprietor.

~ First-Class
TAILORING
ESTABLISHMENT

WATER STREET,
CHATHAM, N. B,
‘

F. 0. PETTERSON, - -

PROPRIETOR,

A Fine stock of Cloths to select from kept oon-
stantly on hand.

tention, and satisfaction
we—aBIui

Orders from a distanee will receive . pror.pt at-
guaranteed.

PE6"
WHooPING %f_’gs.

Purchas
are requested to call and settle.

J FLANAG

MILLER'S TANNING EXTTMCT CO., Limre
Millerton and Mortimore, N. B.

A very complete stock of General Coods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at
'OUR MORTIMORE STORE.

¥
-

COMMISSION MERCHANT, AUCTIONEER :
| AND GENERAL AGENT.

~EVERY DESCRIPTION OF—

HOUSEHOLD FURNITURE

Kept constantly on hand, including— Mattresses, Spring Beds, Mirrors, &e., &o.
Trade Sales every Saturday evening. s

ol

Country Sales conducted to the best advantage and returns made promptly.
References urnished when required.
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JOHN HANNAH,

~—MANUFACTURER OF—

Mattresses,

Of Different Grades for the Trade enly. Warranted not to sag.
To be had from all the principal furniture and general dealers in the Maritiino Pmi'n)u.

(05 CITY ROAD, ST. JOHN, N. B.

Woven
Wire

%~ Repairing promptly done.

Webb & McHalffie,

IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN
STAPLE AND FINE GROCERIES, GREEN AND DRIED
FRUITS, NUTS, CONFECTIONERY, Erc.
314 Main Street, "  MONCTON, N. B.

FARM
MACHINERY

AND IMPLEMENTS OF ALL KINDS.
_ \

MILLS & SHINGLE MACHINES.

PIANOS AND ORGANS.
FINEST CANADIAN AND AMERICAN SEWING MACHINES.

Siecial attention given to repairs for all kinds of Machinery. Bring or send me the piece, whether
broken or not, and I can get it duplicated for lyou.. h

I do not wish to sell the cheapest, but I shailstrive to select goods as good as the best, give good
value, fair terms; and hope by upright dealing and careful attention to business to merit a share of

the patronage of the citizens of Kent Co
| Moncton,N.B.
Telephones—Office, 45 ; Residence: 37 A.

Agent for FIRE, LIFE and AccmEN%"I'ﬁ‘SURANgE.
B. B. PECK, %GR cong,
. D. OUTRAM,
Commission Agent, St. John, N. B.
KEEPS CONSTANTLY ON HAND A FULL LINE OF

PURE WINES, SPIRITS and MALT LIQUORS,

MOST SUITABLE FOR THIS MARKET.

Is sole Agent in this Province for the famous “ LAGAVULIN ” Scotch Malt Whisky,.
which is now in greatedemand, having become a rare favorite with all those who ap-
preciate a pure Malt Scotch Whisky.
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B W. Steeves

MANUFACTURER OF :

ARNESS AND COLLARS,

1435 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B,

Harness of every deseription  in Latest Styles and best material on hand and
made to order. Also an abundance of Furnishings, including Fur Robes, Wool Rebes,
Blankets, Carriage Wraps, Bells, Whips, Combs, Brushes,‘\-lorse Boots, etc., etc.

g&¥ If not convenient to call, write for prices, Satislaction guaranteed.
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Change of
Business.

GREAT CLEAMNCE. §ILE OF DRY GOODS.
$20,000 --- WORTH - - - $20,000

Will be sold at cost, on Goods other than Staples much less than cost
the entire stock. Bargains in everything. The stock is still complete un’d“wo'l? :l‘:;o? ix‘li m
ers will gave from 15 to 50 per cent. We will sell
le will continue till all is sold."
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