268 ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

ing which surrounded the tavern, and again entered upon
the woods. It was near sunset, and we were rapidly
descending a steep hill, when one of the traces that held
our sleigh suddenly breke-—D—— pulled up in order to
repair the damage. His brother’s team was close behind,
and our unexpected stand<gtill brought the horses upon us
hefore J. D could stop them. I received so violent a
blow from the head of one of them, just in the back of
the neck, that for a few minutes [ was stunned and in-
sensible. 'When T recovered, I was supported in the arms
of my husband, over whose knees I was leaning, and D—
- was rubbmg my hands and temples with snow. ’

“There, Mr. Moodie, she’s commg—bo I thought she
was killed. I have seer” a man before now killed by a
blow from a horse’s head in the like manner.” As soon
as we could, we resumed our places in the sleigh ; but all

 enjoyment of our journey, had it been otherwise possible,
Wwas gone.

When we reached Peterborough Moodie wished us to
remain at the inn all night, as we had still eleven miles
of our journey to perform, and that sthrough a blazed.
forest-road, little travelled, and very .much impeded by
fallen trees and other obstacles ; but D—— was anxious
to get back as soon as possible to his own home, and he
urged us very patheticglly to proceed. .

The moon arose during our stay at the inn, and gleamed
upon the straggling frame-houses which then: formed -
the now populous and thriving town of Peterborough-
We crossed the wild, rushing, beautiful Otonabee river
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