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(Cordensed for THg REVIEW.)
CHAPIER XXV.—Continued

This room might be about nine feet
square. Beyord it, led to by a door-way
that bad in its time been screened by a |
curtan, & 1 guthered from the sight of a |
small metal pole bracketed athwart it, was
a second room, black as any tomb, as you
will suppose. The flame of the caudle
burned bright, yet it was but a feeble light
for the illumination of such an interior as
this, and 1 found it ditticult togdistin gmsh
objects.  On the left.hand side of this first |
room in which I stood wasaluw structure
of bricks, which, on approaching it, I found |
bad served in its time as a furnace for
cooking, Over against it, suspended by
nails driven into oue of the beams which
formed the transverse supporters of the
wall, were several quaint, extremely old-
fashioned cooking utensils such as sauce-
pans, frying-pans, a kettle, and the like.
Two or three articles of similar deseription |
lay under them upon the ground, whence
they had dropped through rotteness of the
spikes or timber, like overripe fruit. On ’
the right stood a queer rustic- looking |
table very rudely made, the legs hranching |
out like open compasses, I had seen such |
tables with villagers drinking at them out- |
gide old rural public-houses in England. ‘
On either hand were a couple of high-
backed chairs. I approached the opening |
conducting to the inner roum somewhat |
timorously. 1 was never a superstitious |
man, but there was something in the aspect |
of this dim, moldy underground haunt |
that, affected as the imagination might |
also be at such a moment by recurrence to |
the mystery of the midnight bell-ringing,
might well bave set the hair of a stouter- |
gpirited man than mine creeping and lift- |

I listened attentively; |

ing upon his head.

the silence was unutterably deep, some- |

thing to make one think of the silence |
that a man interred alive might hear in
his coftin. However, I had talked some- |
what big to Miss Grant, and perbaps was |
in no temper to be dismayed by my own !
fancies ; so breaking from my posture of |
hearkening, with a look round at the |
shadows flitting to the movement of the |
candle in my hand, I advanced to the |
threshold of the second chamber and peered
in, holding the light in advance of me.
There was some furniture here, and
consequently ol jects sufficient to excite a |
passing emotion ol consternation by the
dark flickering, so to speak, of several |
kinds of outlines. I stood staring, and l
presently made the chamber out to have'
been a bedroom. A four-post bedstead, |
the uprights of which, however, had been ‘
cut short to admit of their erection in this | |
low-ceiled apartment, stood opposite the }
entrance. The candle-light seemed to find |
a dull reflection in the legs of it, and in
drawing near I found that they had been |
gilt, It had been a very magnificent bed- |
stead in olden times, no doubt. The feet |
were richly carved figures of mermaids, |
the posts of ebony, with signs lingering of
There was a mat- |

a once gaudy inlaying.
tress upon the bed and a great bolster,
along with a huge, coarse, daik rug. |
Slung by straps to the wall were several
fire-locks of the pattern the buccaneers of |
the seventeenth century were wont to |
level, and the like number of pistols, all |
nearly of the dimensions of a fowling-piece |
of our time. f

There was also a small array of broad- |

%] was afraid you would uever return!
' [ have been expecting every instant to
| hear the report of your pistol.

| that will explain the bell riuging last
' night.”

' besituated, and fell a-scraping ; and when

| previously corjectured, of the frames of

'rung the bell last might should discover

mulmlul the steps, blinking like an owl |

at the brilliant moruing blaze.
“Oh, Mr. Musgrave,” cried Miss Grant.

What

have you seen ?  Oh, something,l do hope

“ What I have seen you shall presently
see,” said 1. “It is as snug a two-roomed
dwelling as one could wish, a bit mouldy,
perhaps, but a tidier lodging than a tree

anyhow, There will be two windows
under the sand heae. How will they bear
now "’

“Two windows!” she exclaimed ; and
there was little to wonder at her surprise
cither, for the sand trended smooth to the
dense thickeis of herbage, where the trees
went huddling into the forest as though it
were formed of the quicksilver which the
metal dazzle of it, hke the fiery points of
new tin flashing back the sun, made it re-
semble ; and it needed something more
than imagination to enable one to con-
ceive of such a thing as windows having
anything to do with this surface of coral,
almost powdery, roftness,

After pondering a minute I walked to
the spot, shell in hand, where I reckoned
the windows of the kitchen underneath to

I had made a hole about a foot and a half
| deep the edge of the shell scratched crisply
over something polished. This proved to
 be a frame of glass. Miss Grant stood be-
' side me looking on scarcely undesrtanding
what 1 was at, while I shovelled away with
a couple of big shells, tossing the sand
aside as & child digs for sport in the sea-
shore, until I Jaid bare agood space of the
skylight. It was easy work, for the ad-
mixtuie of s0il was too trifling to give
much density and weight to the sand ; yet
it took me near an hour to lay bare the
first skylight. I found it formed,as I had

some vessel’s ekylight, but of a vessel that
had been afloat in an age when, as 1 sup-
posed, shipwrights where here and there
to be found willing to embellish the fab-
rics they launched with lozenge shaped
windows in the deck-fittings. The frames
lay flat, like the cover of a hatch, solidly
overlapping the edge of a timber case-
ment. With the help of the handspike I
had manufactured, I pried one of the
frames out of its fixings, which had been
tautened by wet running sand into a kind
of cement, then with my hands tore it
bodily up. The sun struck full through
the opening ; Miss Grant peered down.

“It is @ room !” she eried.

“Yes,” said I, “and it will furnish us
with the sort of asylum we stand in need
of until the moment of our deliverance
arrives,”

“You do not intend to sleep down
there ?’ she exclaimed, flushing to the
startling thought, while her eyes brighten-
ed with the dread in her.

“You shall judge for yourself, present-

I know not in what sort of tone I may
have uttered this last, but I noticed that
her eyes fell at the close of my speech, her
white teeth shone over her under lip to
the just breathless biting of it, and then
she said in her purely natural manuver :
“And we must not be separated, Mr.
Musgrave, until—until—I mean you must
not undertake anything rash—such s ex-
ploring tombs, for instance.”

I smiled and sard: “A mouthful of
something to eat will not hurt us, and I
am pining for long draught of yonder cold,
bubbling brook. Afterward we will have
another look at the tomb, as you call it.
Only think of a kitchen ready-made to
our hands! We ghall be baving turtle
soup to-morrow and delicate fricasee of
iguana. There aresome plantains t’other
side there, past that hum), of green, along
with an orange-tree or two, and with
patience, Miss Grant, we may even yet
see our way to a fruit pie.”

“Oh, dear, Mr. Musgrave,” she cried,
with an almost hysterical laugh, and an
eloquent impassioned toss of her hands
that could only have come to her with
her mother’s blood, “if we only could
have foreseen all this in London when we
were talking over the voyage !”’

I fancy she read the thought that was
in my mind at that moment, and, to rescue
myself, I said, but perhaps too sedately :
“1t will make a thrilling story for you te
entertain Alexander with.”

“ Ah, poor dear old boy !” she exclaimed
taking my arm as before, and we walked
to the spot where the luggage lay.

CHAPTER XXVI.
AN UNDERGROUND LODGING.

By two o’clock that afternoon I had
cleared the second window of the sand
that rested nearly two feet thick upon it.
I pried open a casement that the apart-
ament beneath it might obtain purification
from the air as well as from the sunshine,
and then I asked Miss Grant to step below
with me and view the rooms. She had
seen enough by peering through the sky-
light to excite her curiosity, and moreover
to reassure her mind ; and so she now let
me hand her down that black hole from
which she had shrunk with her eyesashine
with dismay in the morning.

Miss Grant looked quickly about the
place, advancing to the door-way of the
inner chamber, aLd then her manner lost
its restlessness.

“Do you know, Mr. Musgrave,” she
said, “I expected to find that you had
missed some secret way of getting out of
this place. I felt almost certain that this
was the haunt of the person who rung the
bell last night.”

“You are satisfied, I hope”

“Isee two rooms and only one entrance.
Yas, I am satisfied,” she said, continuing
to look about penetratingly. “ Haveyou
lifted that faded silk hanging ?”’ referring
to the yellow drapery against the wall in
the inner apartment.

o “No,” I answered, “but I’ll do better

ly,” said J, laughing.

“Sleep in such a hole as that!” she
cried, with her white forefinger dramati- |
cally pointing downward, and a fine im-
periousress in the poise of her figure
springing as it were out of a sort of pass-

than lift it,” and so saying, I went and
pulled it down. It was like dragging ata
cobweb, No stagnant flag rotting in the
gloom of an abbey’s roof over an aged stall
would have parted more easily at a pull.
The wall the stuff hau concealed was like

ing indignation at my suggestion. “ Why,
Mr. Musgrave, supposing the man that |

that we were underground ; he might put
the covers on these holes, and then—and
then—"’

“We should be buried alive,” said I ;
“only there is no man here, s0 I am not
afraid.”

| the others, soil and sand, solidified and

shored up by a number of stanchions and
transverse beams,

“And you think,” said Miss Grant,
coming to a stand after the narrowest im-
aginable inspection of everything in true
womanly style, and gazing around her
with wonder unmixed any longer withap-
prehension, “that this was many years

“Who rung the bell, then 7’ she asked.
“No man, I'll swear,” I answered, “un-

ago the home of a pirate 7’

“Ay, no doubt of it,”’ I responded. “A

swords and hange1s, some fallen, havmg less he be endowed with some mystic hundred and fifty years ago I dare say
rotted from the straps |y which the) had | power of converting himself into a bush | this was a very glitttering and sumptuous

hung. I spied a small chest in one corner, |
of black oak, and walked to it, having by
this time got over my timidity. I opened |
it—let me admit, with a pulse accelerated |
by expectation—and holding the candle

close, looked in; but alas! instead of |
massive treasure the chest contained noth-
ing more than a quantity of fish-hooks of
various sizes, a ball or iwo of rotted linen
thread, and three or four parchment-like |
rolls, which proved to be charts, of which

the tracings were rendered indistinguish-
able by dirt and mildew,

The this cavernous chamber
where the chest stood was papered as it
were, with a sort of loose hangings. 1had
not noticed this but for their swaying to
the little current of air wafted by my mov-
ing the lid of the box. This drapery was |
of yellow silk, covered with strange de- |
vices wrought in black, but time or damp
had obliterated so much of the figuration
while my candle gave forth so uncertain a
light, that it was impossible to make a
guess at the nature of the designs. Here
too were a couple of black wood stools,the
legs showing traces of gilding and a cir- |
cular steel mirror cut in facets, so tarnish-
ed that I viewed it for sometime without
knowing what it was. While I was gazing
around me lost in wonder, but with a
tolerably clear conception of the charac-
ter of this subterranean dwelling-place,my
eye was taken with a faint reflection di-
rectly amidships of the roof,and on elevat-
ing the candle 1 observed that a large
frame of glass had been let into the ceiling,
every pane lozengeshaped. It wasindeed
like a skylight on a ship’s deck. I passed
inwo the first room and observed the same
contrivance there. The sight of these
windows gave me an idea, and I at once
stepped into the shelving corridor and

side of

' brella.

or tree at sight. Indeed I hope we may

' not be able to find out who did ring the |

bell,”” I continued, sending a look at the |
ocean, “for I should iike to be taken off
at once, at this very minute, indeed. But
if we are forced to tarry we shall solve the
mystery, depend upon it. There’s an-
other window somewhere to be cleaned,
Miss Grant,”” I continued, speaking cheer-
fully, “and when that’s done I’ll show
you 80 quaint and surprising curiosity in
the shape of a piratical lair, that if I had
it within reach of the millions of Great
Britain I should make a fortune in amonth
by exhibiting it at a shilling a head. But
how goes the hour?’ I looked at my
walch ; it was after eleven. “It is time,”
said I, “take a peek at the sea from the
hummock. Pray God some gleam of can-
vas may be showing.”

There was nothing in sight, I searched
with a shipwrecked eye, but the brim of
the ocean ran in an unbroken sweep of
blue to the mirnoring of the sun.

Miss Grant brought her eyes away from
the sea, and looked at me as we stood
close together under the shade of the um-
“What is to become of us?”’ she
exclaimed, thoughtfully, without expres-
sion of alarm or dejection.

“We must trust to God and to our own
energy,” I replied, “And above all keep
our hearts up. Some means of escape, if
nothing comes from outside, will suggest
itself. Meanwhile we have abundance of
fresh sweet water, there is no fear of our
lacking food, we have found as decent a
lodging as marooned people have a right
to expect.” She sighed and tried to smile
but you saw she could get no comfort out
of the thought of the lodging. “Our
health is good, and one wish of yours at
least is gratified—we are not separated.”

interior. Look at the legs of that bed-
stead. Saw any one the like of that carv-
ing, I mean on so prosaic a piece of furni-
ture? It was the princely decoration of
some rich galleon’s statecabin, I dare say,
and one need not shut one’s eyes to realize
the idea of a head like Cervantes—who,
by the way, was and exceedingly ugly man
—snoring on the pillow there, the figure
concealed to the throat by an exquisitely
worked counterpane of silk., Here is
enough to set the imagination off into a
brisk trot. The highsterned polacca,
striking the glory of the westering sun
from her windows into the dark blue be-
neath, is riding within musket-shot of the
beach ; her captain, mate, and boon com-
panions of the crew are here carousing.
See them in their great flapping hats, their
yellow belts, their big jack-boots, their
spiked beards, and mustaches curled to
their piratical eyes, roaring out some song
of old Spain, with goblets before them
filled with a vintage of which we, a debased
prosterity, can never know the generous,
the magical qualities. The old villians !
they drank all the fine liquors, and left us
the gout !”

“Your picture wants a heroine,” said
Miss Grant, laughing.

“Oh,” said I, “I have not forgotten her,
She must be yellow-haired ; some Saxon
sweetheart captured out of an English
ship, bound shall we say to Rio, Miss
Grant? She has exhausted the language
of entreaty, wept her glorious eyes dim,
and grief, as she sits yonder, is eating away
her trembling little heart as she listens
with loathing to the deep-throated chorus-
ings of the black-browed roisterers, as
they sit clinking their silver flagons at that
very table there, perhaps! The Lord
preserve us! what a brush has fancy—to
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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.

MILLER'S TANNING EXTRACT CO., Limieo.

~WORKS AT—

Millerton and Mortimore, N. B.

Cable Addresses—"* Hypotan,” London ; and “ Miller,”” Miramichi.

A very complete stock of Ceneral Coods, cheap for Cash or TnC.Q, at
OUVR MORTIMORE STORE.

Wm. J. SMITH,

MASONIC BUILDING, RICHIBUCTO,

COMMISSION MERCHANT, AUCTIONEER

AND GENERAL AGENT.

—EVERY DESCRIPTION OF—

OUSE

OLD

FURNITURE

Kept constantly on band, including— M;ttrmei. Spring Beds, Mirrors, &ec., &e.

Trade Sales every Saturday evening.

Country Sales conduected to the hest advantage and returns made promptly.

References urnished when required.

Webb &

McHaffe,

IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN
STAPLE AND FINE GROCERIES, GREEN AND DRIED
FRUITS, NUTS, CONFECTIONERY, Erec.

314 Main Street,

MONCTON, N. B.

Flour, Meal, &c.

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, Dlph-]

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. S.

M.FLANAGAN,

Importer and Dealer in

WINES, LIQUORS, GROCERIES, DRY 600DS, |
EARTHENWARE,
GLASSWARE, &c,

PATENT MEDICINE, &C.

QUEEN STREET, RICHIBUC 0.

BOOTS, SHOES,

NOW IN STOCK :
Fresu Burrer, FRESH PoRrk, SALT PoRK,

SvGAR-CURED HaMs,
All of which will be sold cheap for cash.

The highest prices paid for all kinds of
Raw Furs.

MARTIN FLANACAN.
Richibucto, Jan. 15, 1890.

Walter Wilson & Son,

(Late A. Richardson & Co.)

MANUFACTURERS OF

SAWS,

UNION STREET,

St. John, N. B.

GLL MO
Photographer,

GERMAIN ST.,ST. JOHN.

ALLAN & C

__
We keep in Stock all grades of good FLOUR, including such brands as—
FIVE ROSES, OGILVIE’S HUNGARIAN, STOCKWELL, ONYX, RUBY, &e.

—ALSO—

Cornmeal Oatmeal, Molasses,F'ish,

And everi
and prices as low as is consistent with good quality.

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

thing usually found in a well atocked Grocery Store.

APMAN,

Everything of the best quality

Cor. Main & Downi
MONCTON, N.

1890 == 1891

'We have now in stock a full supply of Fall and Winter Goods, and
offer them at prices that approve themselves to buyers.

i One Car assorted Refined Iron, a varied lot of Sleigh and Sled Shoe

Steel and Iron Chain.

' One Car Flour, different brands,
“ Tecumseh.”

J &

Kingston, Dec. 12, 1890.

Herring in barrels and half barrels.
and a full line of Christmas Groceries.

including the well known brand

Also Cornmeal and Oatmeal.
One Car Mixed Feed for Horses and Cattle.

One Car Molasses and Sugar.
Sleigh Robes, Blankets, Bells

W. BRAIT.

DIMI

S. M. DUNN,

General Dealer,

WELDFORD, - - . . . 'NEW BRUNSWICK.
—0 O—
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Sleepers, Hemlock Bark. etc.
—O—0—

ALSO, AT KINGSTON, A FULL LINE OF

ENSION LUMBER,

ﬁ- For Prices apply to JAMEs M. KeNNEDY, Kingston, or S. M. Dusn, Weldford, <~

made to order.

BH. W. Steeves,

MANUFACTURER OF

ARNESS AND COLLARS,

145 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B

Harness of every description in Latest Styles and best maten;l on band and
Also an abundance of Furnishings, including Fur Robes,
Blankets, Carriage Wraps, Bells, Whips, Combs, Brushes, Horse Boots,

ﬂ' If not convenient to call, write for prices,

Wool Robes,
etc., ete.
Satisjaction guannteed

Oysters,
Baked Beans,
Cigars,

Confectionery,
MHEALS AT ALL HOURS,

—AT—

Moncton Dining Rooms,

258 Main Street, Moncton.
A few doors West of Market.
S. R, DOUCETT, Propristor,

Sets, Plush

To&s, Dolls, Books, Children’s Slei
uts and Confectionery. On h

Xmas Presents.

Just received at the Rxclnbncto Dmg Store, 8 cases and three bales,.
‘containing

Plush T01let Sets, Plush Perfume
Jewel Cases,

SHAVING SETS, PHOTOGRAPH ALBUMS,
Autograph Albums,

8. Also, Choice Fresh
—Im ;ted Havana me f

a few Briar and Meerschaum Pipes sutiable for Xmae Presents.

W. A. MACLAREN,; Richibucto,
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