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MINIORS OF THE MOON.

Our story is of the time when George
the Third was king ; and our scene of
action lies only at an old farmhouse, six
miles or 8o from Finchley—a quaint, ram-
shackle,commodious, old. fashioned,thatch-
ed farm-house that we see only in pictures
now. and which has long since been im-
proved off the face of the earth.

It was & farm-estate that was flourishing
bravely in those dear, disreputable days
when the people paid five pence a pound |
for bread and only dared curse Protection |
in their hearts ; when few throve, and
and many starved, and younger sons of
geutry, without interest at court or Parlia-
meut, either cut the country, which served
them so badly, or took to business on the
king’s highway, and served the country
badly in return

The Maythrope Farm belonged to the |

Pemberthys, and had descended from
father to son from days lying too far back
to reckon up just now ; and a rare, exclu-
sive, conservative, bad-tempered, long-
headed race the Pemberthys had the re-
putation of being, feathering their nests
well, and dying in them fat and prosper-
ous,

There were a good many Pemberthys
scattered about the home and midland
counties, but it was generally understood
in the family that that the bead of the
clan, as it were, lived at the Maythrope
Farm, near Finchley, and here the Pem-
berthys would fore-gather on any great
oceasion, such as a marriage, a funeral, or
a christening—the funeral taking preced-
ence for numbers. There had been a
grand funeral at Maythorpe Farm only a
few days before our story opens, for Reu-
beu Pemberthy bad been consigned to his
fathers at the early age of forty-nine.
Reuben Pemberthy had left one son be-
hind him, also named Reuben, a stalwart,
heavy-browed, good-looking young fellow,
who, at two-and-twenty, was as well able
to manage the farm, and everything in it,
as his father had been before him He
had got rid of all his relatives, save two,
gix days after his father’s funeral, and
those two were stopping by general con-
gent, because it was signed, sealed and de-
livered by those whom it most concerned,
that the younger woman, his cousin,
pretty Sophie Tarne, was to be married
before the year was out to the present
Reuben Pemberthy, who had wooed her,
and won her consent when he went down
to her mother’s house at King’s Norton
for a few days’ last summer, Being a
steady, handsome fellow, who made love
in downright earnest, he impressed
Sophie’s eighteen years, and was somewhat
timidly but graciously accepted as an
affianced suitor. It wasthought at King’s
Norton that Mrs, Tarne had
better stroke of business in the first year
of her widowhood than her late husband
had done—always an unlucky wretchs
Timothy—in the whole course of his life.
And now Sophie Tarve and her mother
were staying for a few days longer at
Maythrope Farm after the funeral.

Mrs. Tarne having been a real Pember-
thy before her unfortunate marriage with

done a

the improvident draper of King’s Norton,
was quite one of the family, and seemed
more at home at Finchley than was the
new Mrs. Pemberthy—a poor,
shaky lady, a vietim to a chronic state of
twittering and jingling and twitching, but
one who, despite her shivers, had made the

widow

late Reuben a good wife, and was a fair

housekeeper even now, although superin- |

tending housekeeping in jumps like a
palsy-stricken kangaroo.

So Sophie and her bustling mother
were of material assistance to Mrs. Pem-
berthy, and the presence of Sophie in that
house of mourning—where the mourning

had been speedily got over, and business |

had begun again with commendable celer-

ity —was a considerablé source of comfort |

to young Reuben, when he had leisure
after business hours—which was not al-
ways the case—to resume those tender re-
lations which had borne to him last
autumn such happy fruit of promise.
Though there was not much work to do
at the farm in the winter time, when the
nights were long and the days short, yet
Reuben Pemberthy was gencrally busy in

one way or another, and on the particular |

day on which our story opens, Reuben was
away at High Barnet.

It had been a dull, dark day, followed
by a dull, dark night. The farm-servants
bad goue to their homes, save the few that
were attached to the premises—such as
scullery-maids and dairy-maids—and Mrs,
Pemberthy, Mrs. Tarne, and her daughter |
Sophie were waiting early supper for |

Sophie was not of a nervous tempera-
ment ; indeed, for her eighteen years, was
apparently a little too cool and methodi-
cal. And she was not flurried that even-
ing over the delay in the arrival home of
Reuben Pemberthy ; she was not imagin-
ative like her mother, and did not associate
delay with the dangers of a dark night,
though the nights were full of danger in
the good old times of the third George.
She went to the door to look out, after
her mother had tripped there for the
seventh or eighth time, not for appear-

' ances’ sake, for she was above that, but to

keep her mother company and to suggest
that these frequent excursions to the front

' door would end in a bad cold.

“J can’t help fearing that something has
happened to Reu,” said the mother ; “he
is always so true to time.”

“There are a great many things to keep
a man late, mother.”

“ Not to keep Reuben. If hesaid what
hour he’d be back—he’s like his father,
my poor brother—he’d do it to the min-
ute, even if there wasn’t any reason for
his hurry.”

“ Which there is,”” said Sophie archly.

“ Which there is, Sophie. And why
you are so quiet over this, I don’t know.
I am sure when poor Mr. Tarne was out
late—and he was often very, very late, and
the Lord knows wnere he’d been either !
I couldn’t keep a limb of me still till he
came home again. I was as bad as your
aunt in-doors there, till 1 was sure he was
safe and sound.”

“But he always came homie safe and
sound, mother.”

“ Nearly always. I remember the time
once, thongh—Dbless us and save us, what
a gust !’ she cried, as the wind came
swooping down the hill at them, swirling
past them into the dark passage and puf-
fing the lights out in the big pantry be-
yond, when the maids began to scream.
“] hope he hasn’t been blown off his
horse.””

“Not very likely, that,” said Sophie,
“and Reuben the best horseman in the

county. But come in out of the gale,
mother, The sleet cuts like a knife, too,
and he will not come home any the

sooner for your letting the wind into the
house. And—why, here he comes, after
all. Hark!”

There was a rattling of horses hoofs on
the frost-bound road : it was a long way
in the distance, but it was the unwmistakable
signal of a well-mounted traveller ap-
proaching. Of more than one well-
mounted traveller, it became quickly ap-
parent, the clattering was so loud and in-
cessant and manifold.

“Soldiers !”” said Sophie; “what can
bring them this way ?”

“It’s farmers coming the same way as
Reuben, for protection’s sake these winter
nights, child.”

“ Protection 7’

“ Haven’t you heard of the highwaymen
about, and how a single traveller is never

safe in these parts? Or a double
»

one

either—or
“ Perhaps these are highwaymen ?”’
“Ob, good gracious ! Let us get indoors
and bar up,” cried Mrs. Tarne, wholly
forgetful of Reuben Pemberthy’s safety
after this suggestion. “ Yes, it’s as likely
to be highwaymen as soldiers.”
It was more likely. It was pretty con-

ihig}xwaymcn, when, five minutes after-
; ward, eight mounted horsemen rode up to
| the Maythrope farm-house, dismounted
' with considerable noise and bustle, and
commenced hammering at the stout oaken
door with the butt-ends of their riding-
whips—hammering away incessantly, and
shouting out much strong language in
their vehemence. This, being fortunately
all bawled forth at once, was incompre-
hensible to the dwellers within-doors, now
' all scared together and no longer cool and

|

|

self-possessed,

“ Robbers !”” said Mrs. Tarne.

“ We've never been molested before—
at least not for twenty years or more,”
said Mrs. Pemberthy, *“and then 1
mind——-"’

“JIs it likely to be any of Reuben’s
friends "' asked Sophie, timidly.

“QOh, no ; Reuben has no bellowing

crew like that for friends. Ask who is
| there—somebody.”
But nobody would go to the door save
' Sophie Tarne herself ; the maids were
huddled in a heap together in the corner
of the dairy, and refused to budge an inch;
and Mrs, Tarne was shaking more than
Mrs. Pemberthy.

Sophie, with the color gone from her
face, went boldly back to the door, where
the hammering on the panels continued,
and would have split anything of a less

Reuben, and wondering what kept him so

long from his home and his sweetheart.
Mrs. Tarne, accustomed, mayhap, to the |

roar and bustle of King’s Norton, found |

the farm at Finchley a trifle dull and |

lonely—not that in a few daysaftera fun- |
eral she could expect any excessive display
of life or frivolity—~and, oppressed a bit |
that evening, was a trifle nervous as to the
whereabouts of her future son-in-law, who
bad faithfully promised to be home a clear |
bour-and-half before the present time,and
whose word might be always taken to be
a: good as his bond. Mrs. Tarne was the
most restless of the three women ; good
Mrs, Pemberthy, though physically shaken
was not likely to be nervous concerning |
br son, and indeed was at any time only |
fidgety over her own special complainte— |
& rewarkable trait of character deserving |
of passing ccmment here, I

tough fiber that the English oak of which
they were constructed.

“Who is there ? What do you want ?”
she gave out in a shrill falsetto ; but no
one heard ber till the questions were re-

' peated about an octave-and-a-half higher.

“ Hold bard, Stango, there’s a woman
calling to us. Stop yourrow, will you 7’

A sudden cessation of the battering en-
sued, and some one was heard going rapidly
backward over cobblestones amid the
laughter of the rest, who had dismounted
and were standing outside in the cold,
with their hands upon their horses’ bridles,

“Who is there 77 asked Sophie Tarne
again,

“Travellers in need of assistance, and

who " began a polite and even musical
. DNpes & PO
voice, which was interrupted by a hoarse
voice. ;

“ Open in the King’s name, will you -

clusive that the odds were in favor of

*Open inthe fiend’s name, won’t you?”
called out a thira and hoarser voice, “ or
we’ll fire through the windows, and burn
the place down.”

There was a pause, and the polite
gentleman began again in his mellifluous
voice :

“We are travelers belated. We require
corn for our horses, food for ourselves,
There is no occasion for alarm; my
friends are noisy but harmless, I assure
you, and the favor of admittance and en-
tertainment here will be duly appreciated.
To refuse your hospitality—the hospitality
of a Pemberthy—is only to expose your-
selves to considerable inconvenience, I
fear.”

“Spoken like a book, captain.”

“ And as we intend to come in at all
risks,” added a deeper voice, “it will be
better for you not to try and keep us out,
d’ye hear? D’ye—— Captain, if you
shake me by the collar again, I’'ll put a
bullet throogh you. I &

“Silence ! Let the worthy folk inside
consider the position for five minutes.”

“Not a minute longer, if they don’t
want the place burned about their ears,
mind you,” cried a voice that had not
spoken yet.

“Who are you ?"” asked Sophie still in-
clined to parley.

“Travelers, I have told you.”

“Thieves, cut-throats and murderers—
eight of us—knights of the road, gentle-
men of the highway, and not to be trifled
with when half-starved and hard.driven,”
cried the hoarse man ; “there, will that
satisfy you, wench? Will you let us in,
or not? It’s easy enough for us to smash
in the windows and get in that way, isn’t
it 7

Yes, it was very easy.

“Wait five minutes,
Sophie.

She went back to the parlor and to the
two shivering women, and the crowd of
maids who had crept from the dairy to the
farm-parlor, having greater faith in num-
ber now,

“They had better come in, aunt, especi-
ally as we are quite helpless to keep them
out. I could fire that gun,” Sophie said,
pointing to an unwieldy old blunderbuss
slung by straps to the ceiling, “ and I know
it’s loaded. But I’m afraid it wouldn’t be
of much use.”

“It might make them angry,” said Mrs,
Pemberthy.

“It would only kill one at the best,”
remarked Mrs. Tarne, with a heavy sigh.

“ And the rest of the men would kill
us, the brutes,” said Mrs. Pemberthy.
“Yes, they’d better come in,”

“Lord have mercy upon us,” said Mrs,
Tarne,

“There’s no help for it,” said Mrs,
Pemberthy. “Even Reuben would not
have dared to keep them out. I mind
now their coming like this twenty years
agone. 1 was

“I will see to them,” said Sophie, who
had become in her young brave strength
quite the mistress of the ceremonies.
“ Leave the rest to me.”’

“ And if you can persuade them to go
away “began Mrs. Tarne; but her
daughter had already disappeared, and

was parleying throngh the keyhole with
the strangers without.

“Such hospitality as we can offer, gent-
lemen, shall be at your service, providing
always that you treat us with the respect
due to gentlewomen and your hosts.”

“Trust to that,” was the reply. I will
answer for myself and my ecompanions,

Mistress Pemberthy.

“Give me your word of honor ?”

“My word of honor,” he repeated; “our
word of honor; and speaking for all my
good friends present: is it not so men?”’

“Ay, ay—that’s right,”” chorused the
zood friends, and then Sophie Tarne, not

without an extra plunging of the heart
beneath her white crossover, unlocked the
stout oaken door and let in her unwel-
come visitors.

Seven out of the eight seemed to tum-
ble in all at once, pushing against each-
other in their eagerness to enter,laughing,
shouting and stamping with the heels of
their jackboots on the bright red pantiles
of the hall. The eighth intruder follow-
ed—a tall, thin man, pale-faced and stern
and young, with a beavy horseman’s cloak
falling over his shoulders, the front of
which was gathered up across his arms.
A handsome and yet worn face—the face
of one who had seen Dbetter days and
known brighter times—a picturesque kind
of vagabond, take him in the candle light.
He raised his hat and bowed low toSophie
Tarne, not offering to shake hands as the
rest of them had done who were crowding
around her ; then he seemed to stand sud-
denly between them and their salutations,
and brush them unceremonioasly aside.

“You see to those horses, Stango and
Grapp,’’ he said, singing out to the most
obtrusive and blackest of the gang. “Mis-
tress Pemberthy will perhaps kindly trust
us for a while with the keys of the stable
and corn-bins.”

“They are here,” said Sophie, detaching
them from a bunch of keys which in true
housewifely fashion hung from her girdle.
“The farm servants are away in the village.
or they would help you, sir.”

“We are in the habit of helping our-
selves—very much,” said the highwayman
dryly. “Pray don’t apologise on that
score, mistress,”

Two of the men departed, five of them

stalked into the farm parlor, flomishing
their big hats and executing clumsy scrap-

please,” said

ings with their feet while Yowing in mock
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Mrs. M. B. Merrick,
Of Toronto, Ontario, Cured of

Catarrh and Neuralgia

Good authority has said that “ neuralgia is
the ery of the nerves for pure blood.” The
prompt action of Hood’s Sarsaparilla on the
blood, combined with its toning and strength-

ening effect upon the nerves. make this a
grand medicine for neuralgia and also for
catarrh, etc. We commend this letter to all
having such troubles, and especially to

Suffering Women
“ For a good many years I have been suffer-
ing from catarrh, neuralgia and

Ceneral Debility

I failed to obtain permanent relief from
medical advice, and my friends feared
I would never find anything to cure me. A

short time ago I was induced to try Hood’s
Sarsaparilla. At that time I was unable to
walk even a short distance without feeling a

Death-like Weakness

overtake me. And I had intense pains from
neuralgia in my head, back and limbs,

which were very exhausting. But I am glad
to say that soon after I be taking Hood’s
Sarsaparilla I saw that it was doing me
good. When I took 3 bottles I was entirely

Cured of Neuralgia

I gained in strength rapialy, and can
take a two-mile walk without feeling tired.
1 do not suffer nearly so much from ca-

tarrh, and find that as my strength increases
the catarrh decreases. I am indeed a
changed woman, and am very grateful to

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

for what it has done for me. Itis my wish
that this my testimonial shall be published

in order that others suﬂering as I was ma
learn how to be benefited.” MRrs. M.
Mnxmc_x, 57 Elm Street, Toronto, Ont.

HooD’'s PILLS cure all Liver Ilis, Bilious-
ness, Jaundice, Indigestion, Sick Headache.
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W.C. PITFIELD, 8. HAYWARD,
General Partner. Special Partner.

W. C. PITFIELD & CO.

IMPORTERS AND JOBBERS OF

BRITISH, FOREIGN and
DOMESTIC

Dry Goods,
TEAS, &c.,

CANTERBURY STREET, ST.JOHN,N. B

FIRST-CLASS
Livery Stable !

I am prepared to furnish

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS

to accommodate the travelling ;mblic, at
short notice to any part of the
' country.

—_——

ISAAC TRENHOLM,

Buctouche, June 16 1892, (6m)

Hazard's
Gunpowder.

IS USED BY ALL THE LEADING SPORTSMEN.

THE BRANDS ARE :(—

HAZARD’S INDIAN RIFLE POWDER.

HAZARD’S SEA SHOOTING POWDER.

HAZARD’S TRAP POWDER.

HAZARD’S DUCK POWDER.

"HAZARD’S ELECTRIC POWDER. g

if you cannot get it from your local dealer send to

W. H. THORNE & CO.
ST. JOHN, N. B.

J. H. Connolley,
Artistic Photographer, -

Copying and Engraving from minatures
to life size in Oil or Water Colors.

CRAYON OR PASTEL A SPECIALTY.

The only gallery in the city making the
famous

ARTISTO or ENAMEL PHOTOS.
Prices to suit the times.

75 Charlotte Street, Corner King,
SAINT JOHN, N. B.
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CALDER'S ="
286c. 390cC.

All Wool Navy Storm Serge, wonderful
value

All Wool Double Fcld Serge is the best
VALUE
in the cityonly - - - - - S1.5¢0
for a 6 yd Dress Length.
Extra Long
CORSEKETS.

usual $1.00 ones, now - - . '"F'7E.

Dress Homespuns, Mantle Cloths. Linen
of all kinds.

$1.00.

Black Cashmeré, extra good value dur-
ing this sale, only

SHe.

A few Suits for Boys 7 to 10 years
away uunder price to cleal, they are extra

fine goods.
St. John, N. B,

Aug. 12th, 1892, JOHN CALDER, 33 Charlotte St.
CURRAN & WALKER,

—DEALERS IN—

DRY GOODS, GROCERIES, HARDWARE,
CROCKERYWARE and GLASSWARE.

0O

FLOUR & MEAL, BOOTS & SHOES, READY-MADE CLOTHING

V'

sa. ALL GOODS SOLD AT VERY LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH. %a
2% PRODUCE TAKEN IN KXCHANGE FOR GOODS.

KINCSTON, KENT COUNTY, N. B.

Millers’ Tanning Extract Co.

(LIMITED).

—WORKS AT—

Millerton and Mortimore, N. B.

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

A very compiete stock of Ceneral Goods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at
OUR MORTIMORE STORE.

NEW GOODS!

0

Nearly every day brings in new additions to stock.

‘We buy nothing but the Plums in the trade.

Our expenses are light, and therefore we can and will give our
patrons the advantages of our purchases every time.

We mean to sell goods and mean that our prices will dg it.

Those who want best value for their money should*not fail to
come to us. We will make it to their interest to do so.

We are having much of a run now on for Chambrays for ladies’
house Wrappers. They are only 8c a yard, worth twice the money.

J FLANAGAN

90 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N, B.

DO TJ WANT A GOOD GARMEN

AT A SMALL PRICE ?

The subscriber has just received a full assortment of

Scotech and Canadian Tweeds, Ladies’ Figured and
Plain Mantil Cloths, Men’s Felt Hats, &e¢., which will
be sold 20 per cent lower than the regular retail

prices.
L. J. REDDIN,
BUCTOUCHE.

SUBSCRIBE FOR

“The Review.”
Only $1.00. '




