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[CONCLUSION] 

I studied over the manceuvre that would 

be necessary to place me in the 

position, 

my having for a short time both legs on 

one side of the trunk of the tree; 
that for 

a moment I would be seated sidewise up- 

on it, as a woman sits upon a horse. It 

would be no trick at gll if performed on 
a 

pole in a gynasium. It was wholly in the 

thousand feet of space below me that the 

trouble lay. 1 therefore determined to | 

perform the feat of reversing my position 
| 

The branches which | 
with my eyes shut. 

my hands grasped were about two feet 

apart, which would give me agood de
al of | 

purchase. 

When I felt myself thoroughly nerved 

for my manceuvre of facing about, I ac- 

complished it almost in an instant, that I 

might bave no time in which to think of 

the perilous position it involved. 

Not until I had again firmly clasped the | 

trunk of the cedar with both hands did 
I 

venture to open my eyes ; and then I di- | 

rected them in advance so that they woul
d 

rest upon the edge of the cliff at the root | 

of the tree. 

As 1 completed my reversal-feat, I had | 

heard a sort of tumultuous ery from my | 

friends on the cliff—the first sound I had | 

yet heard from them—which I took to be | 

a spontaneous outburst of applause, but | 

when I opened my eyes I saw at once that | 

it must have been a ery of horror. 

My tree was rapidly sinking—was giving | 

way at the roots. Now that my attention 

was directed to what was occurring, I could
 

hear the cracking of small roots as the tree
 | 

settled down and swung in towards the | 

wall. I could no longer sce any one on | 

top of the cliff, for I was already several | 

feet below its brow. I could see the earth 

crumbling und dropping from the brow of 

the cliff as the roots of the trees stretc
hed 

| 

in the ground. 

Each moment I expected the tree to tear | 

loose and carry me with it to the bottom | 

of the abyss, Strange as it may seem, 1] 

did not in this situation experience any 

such feeling of terror and horror at that | 

which for the moment overwhelmed me 

when I looked down after the falling 

eaglets, The calmness of desperation now | 

took possession of me. There was no | 

more of the tingling and thrilling of the 

All would doubtless be cver in a | nerves, 

few seconds, and I was braced for the 

shock. I knew the worst and was pre- | 

pared to endure it. I even looked down 

to the rocky floor of the canon a thousand 

feet below without a tremor. Space gap- 

ing beneath no longer had any terrors for | 

me. 1 was already no better than a dead 

man. 
Jut the roots of the tree did not tear | 

loose as | had expected to see them do. | 

When the top of the tree had turned di- 

rectly downward the roots still held, and
 I 

clung to it ten feet below the verge of the 

cliff. I was astride the truuk just at ‘the 

point where the main boughs, spreading | 

out like the ribs of a fan, supported the 

whole weigqt of my body ; indeed, the 

trunk of the tree being about eigh
t inches 

in diameter, I could not so clasp it except 

with my arms as to sustain any weight. 

The tree did not hangf flat against the 

vertical face of the cliff. There were pro- 

jecting branches that kept it about three 

feet away from the wall. In this position 

it stopped . and as the roots still held, 1 

began to hope that they would continue 

to hold until I coula be rescue
d ; however, 

with the least motion or agitation it might 

give way at any moment. 

Finding that I was was not to be in- 

stantly hurled down to death, I presently 

ventured to lift my eves to the brow of 

the cliff. I could see no one, nor could 1 

hear the voices of my late compa
nions. 1 

began to fear that I was deserted. Hav- 

ing seen the tree sink down out of sight, 

they probably believed it had fallen and 

carried me with it to the bottom of the 

Not one of them would have the 

| “ Where is Bob Paxton ?” 

| 

canon. 
nerve. in view of the happenings of the 

day, to come to the brink and peer over 

in search of me. 

I looked upward along the trunk of the 

tree. meditating as to whether an attempt 

to climb it would be likely to prove suc- 

cessful. 1 saw as omnce that to escape in 

that way would be impossible. 

Even though I should be able to climb 

the trunk, I could do nothing when I came 

to the brow of the precipice. 1 also fear- 

ed that even the slightest motion—the 

least jar might canse the tree to give way. 

My thoughts then again turned to my 

friends. My soul sickened at the thought 

that they might have gone away—gone up 

to the flume camp to report the latest ac- 

cident. 
] was scanning the line of the chff as far 

as my eyes could follow it, in the hope of 

seeing one of my party out at some curve, 

when I heard a voicejfar below me, in the 

sky, as it sounded to me : “ Are you still 

alive and safe 7” it said. 
Was 1 “still safe” ! 

Joke. 

I turned my face upward to answer, but 

for a short time I hesitated. I feared that 

my mere exertion in shouting would so 

agitate the small tree as to tear loose its 

At last, however, using my voice 

* Can you hear me?” 

It seemed a cruel 

YO00L, 

carefully, I cried : 

“ Yes, plainly,” was the reply. 

“ Well, then, I am still alive and on the | 

tree, but not safe !” 

“Hang on,” came back. “Hang on, 

aud we will try to save you!” 

verge of the wall. 

"approach it ; afraid to stand where I would 

have given worlds to have been placed. 

desired | What to them seemed a place of po 

[ saw that it would involve | W 

Ages. 

"ed up and saw peering down at me over 

| wait until a man had ridden three miles, 

| ed 

fly right up into the air in spite of all I 

| thought I. 

No one was visible on the | They are going to tie one end of it to a 

They were afraid to | tree, and will then make a noose in. the 

other end and let it down to you. Hold 

on a little longer and we’ll get you.” 

“I can hold on a month,” said I. “I 

am well enough fixed for holding on, but 

what is the good of my holding on if the 

Again I was left to my thoughts and | tree gives way? You fellows seem to 

fears. I did not like this seeming deser- | think all depends upon me and my hold- 

tion. It appeared to me to be very cow-|ing on. This tree is giving way all the 

ardly in them not to show themselves and 

stand by me. In such a situation, even 

the sound of the voice of a fe'low-man is | tion. 

comfort, "It seemed an hour before he again 

At last another voice—one that seemed | crawled to the brink—for he came by 

almost by my side—called to me. Ilook- | crawling on his belly. “I’ve got the end 

of the rope,” said he, “but I'm afraid to 

come square over you to drop it. I'm 

afraid to go near the roots of the tree. 

Peter Bowers. The ground there is all cracked and loose.” 

“Hold on as you are,” said young “For God’s sake, keep away from 

I looked up. 

ould have been to me as the Rock of 

| 

time,” 
Pete withdrew to impart this informa- | 

the brink of the precipice a face that I re- 

cognized as that of a young man named 

Dep. Sheriff 
Does Not Care to Live 

If He Cannot Have 

Bowers. “My brother John has gone | there!” cried I. Then, “Can’t you 

back to the flume-camp on the best horse | throw the rope so that the loop will pass 

for a long rope. He will soon be back !”” | beyond the trunk, and slide along down 

Good God! “Soon be back !”? It was | to me as it slacks in drawing back 7”? 

a mile-and-a-half to the camp. I must Pete threw the rope, but it fell short. 

Again and again he tried. Once it came 

Here was a wet blanket for me. near me and I reached out and clutched 

Somehow, when I saw a face within ten | at it, As I did so there was an ominous 

feet of mine, [ had felt as though I was | cracking above, and some small clods of 

saved. I would be up on the cliff at once. | earth fell and rattled down through the 

Now they were going to make me wait | branches of the tree that rested against 

until a man could ride three miles before | the wall. 

It wasrascally | Why | I clutched the tree, afraid to wink or 

not help me at once ? | breathe for some moments. Then I said 

“Can’t you drop me the end of a lariat?” | to Pete : “ What is the matter with you ? 

cried I. | —why can’t you fiing the rope as I told 

“No. We’veonly got one lariat. That's | you 7” 

tied around me and the men are holding " «] can’t throw so hard.” 

the other end.” “Why not?” 

“ What is all that for 1” cried I, in as- | “If I do my heels will fly up and I'll 

tonishment, ' go head first into the canon.” 

“Why, to keep me from falling lover | “What! With a lariat around you and 

| a dozen men holding you 1” 

“To keep you from falling! Good | “Only four, and they’ll let go and run 

Lord ? Why, aren’t you safe enough any- if the see me go over. They say we've 

where up there on the'solid rock 1’ sneer- | lost too many men already to-day to take 

| any more chances.” 

“No. I can hardly stay here with the | «Oh, yes, I see !” said I, again beginning 

lariat fast to my waist, My head wants | to forget that I was not on terra firma. 

to go down and my heels feel as if they’d I thought a moment, and then said : 

trying to save me. 

into the canon.” 

can do!” 

“ What a cowardly set!” thought I. 

“ All up there is so solid and safe, yet 

every man shere is afraid to come near | 

enough to give me the end of that lariat!” 

But I was in no position to fight any | 

one, therefore I softly said : “Surely they 

sharpen the upper end of it, then twist the 

strands of the rope at the noose backward 

"and thrust in between them the point of 

the pole ; then you can pass the moose 

down into my hands. Do you under- 

stand 7" 

“Yes, I'll. have it fixed,” and Pete 

| can come near enough to drop me the end | withdrew. 

of the lariat!” In about ten minutes—it seemed to me 

“ Yes, but who is to come to the edge to "as many hours—Pete was back with the 

drop it to you if he is not held fast I—and | pole anid rope. 

I clasped my legs tightly about the 

I groaned. | trunk of the tree in order to have free use 

After a moment’s thought I said: | of both hands. 

Down, down came the noose at the end 

Pete turned his head and looked. ‘of the vole. I never saw a thing move 

“ Out holding your horse 1” said he. ' more slowly. At last I clutched it, and 

“ Ah,” said I, “he isalways thoughtful. | with a death-grip. I soon had the noose 

Job is determined I shall not go home on | over my shoulders and about my waist. 

foot.” | I then told Pete to haul up the slack. As 

I was so mad 1 did not soon as the noose tightened, I felt that I 

whether the tree held or pulled up by the | was safe. 

roots. With my left hand I took a vise-like 

“ Wait a bit and hold fast. Do have | grip on the rope above the noose and pre- 

patience !" said Pete. “John will soon be | pared to emerge. 
“How many men are now holding you?” 

I asked Pete. 

“Only three now.” 

“Can they hold you while you give 

orders 7” 

we've got but one lariat.” 

much care 

here with the rope.” 
“Well if I am to wait till then I wish 

you'd send me down a lunch. I saw Bob | 

Paxton slipping some biscuits and cold 

meat into his pockets just before we left 

the flume boarding-house.” 

Pete's head disappeared. 

some appear very unlikely that | talked 

and felt in my situation as I have report- | 

ed. My situation was in truth so desper- 

“1 guess so.” 
“ Well, don’t let your heels fly up. How 

many men are holding me ?” 

“Four or five.” 

“ And is the end of the rope stilll fast to 

the tree ?” 

“Yes, sir, still fast.” 
“Well, then. I may as well make a move 

and get out of here. However, now 1 

think of it—where is Bob Paxton ?” 

“On the rope, sir 7” 
“My rope or yours ?” 

“ Yours, sir.” 

“Tell him that I'm hungry, ana ask 
him to please to save for me the lunch he 
has in his coat pocket.” 

It may to 

ate that I also became utterly desperate ; 

and coolly so. The brink of the precipice, 

which an hour before would have turned | 

my head, was now as nothing. I could 

have danced along it from end to end. 1 

could now gaze down into the chasm with- 

out a qualm. My greater danger, my im- 

minent peril, had killed all the smaller 

dangers. To paraphrase Pope— | 

Small dangers intoxicate the brain, 

But great ones sober us again. 

My danger was so great that I was per- 

fectly sobered by it. I was about the same | 

There was, however a chance of 

but turned his head and gave the order. 

Though I felt almost as safe as if out on 

a rope’s coming before the tree gave way, the brow the cliff, I felt that the “space 

and I would make the best fight I could | fright ” still held Pete in its power and 1 
for that chance. did all this talking to try his steadiness 

Again I was left alone, suspended be- | before giving him my real business orders. 
The first thing was to taut the rope in 

line ; for Pete was still holding it. 1told 

him to let go of it and tell the men to haul 

gently on it until I cried halt. 

Pete did as directed, and repeated my 

order when I called a halt. 

as lost. 

tween heaven and earth. To add to the | 

terrors of the situation gusts of wind began 

to sweep through the canon and sway me 

and my tree. 1 was still keenly alive to 

whatever threatened the stability of my 

tree—if stability could be said to pertain 

to such a thing. 

a root snap, and at times dirt fell from the 

edge of the cliff ; 

ly giving way. All these things gave me 

keen little starts and pangs, but had no 

power to overwhelms me—to upset my | 

brain. 

To find all drawing back from me and 

keeping out of sight disturbed me not a 

little. 1 thought they should have appear- 

to be doing something—might at least have 

given me the comfort of their presence. I I explained this to Pete after the rope 

have seen how eagerly a man who is about Was in live and taut. Then I said to him: 

to have the hangman’s noose placed about | “ Now, Pete, if you feel quite safe, we'll 

his neck catches at a kind word or even a | start up.” 

nod of recognition, and I know that the “1 am ready, sir.” 

word and nod filled a yearning vacancy. “Very well. Now rpeat my orders to 

Finally, after, as it seemed to me, I had | the wen instantly and exactly as 1 give | 

been hanging over my grave a mouth, 1 them.” 

heard a great—a mighty cheer. “Yes, sir.” 

“John Bowers has come with the rope!” | * Haul away steadily !  eried 1. 
The order was repeated and acted on. | 

: 
| 

Soon Pete Bowers again peered down at | Up I wentgealling out as | went : “Steady, | 

of the tree, and I made him veer the men 

by motioning with his hand till it was 

right. 

I had studied out the whole programme | 

while waiting for the rope. | 

steady myself by the trunk of the tree 

in going up, instead of swinging in against 

the wall and banging about, as the butt 

and roots of the tree would be of assistance 

in getting up to the crest of the cliff. 

as if the tree were slow- | 
| 

| me and said : “ They have got a Jong rope. | steady !—not so fast |—sieady, #0!” | 

| “Tell the men to cut a long, slender pole; | 

Pete opened his eyes in astonishment | 

HOOD’S 
Sarsaparilla 

It would be difficult to find a man 

better known in the vicinity of Burling- 

ton, Vt., than Mr. R. D. Wheeler of 

Winooski Falls, the efficient Deputy 

Sheriff of Burlington county. He says: 

“(, 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass. : 

«Dear Sirs : If Hood's Sarsaparilla cost 

$10.00 a Bottle 

I should still keep using it, as I have 

for the past ten years. With me the 

uestion as to whether life is worth 

living depends upon whether I can get 

Hood's Sarsaparilla. 1 don’t think I 

could live without it now, certainly I 

should not wish to, and suffer as I used 

to. For over ten years I suffered the 

horrors of the damned with 

Sciatic Rheumatism 

for if ever a man suffers with anything 

"in this world it is with that awful dis- 

ease. It seems to me as if all other 

physical suffering were compressed into 

that ore. I took about everything man 

ever tried for it but never got a dollar's 

worth of help until I began taking 

~ Hood’s Sarsaparilla 
I have taken it now pretty regularly for 

ten years and have no more pain and 

| can get around all right. 1 have 

| advised a good many to try Hood's Sar- 

. saparilla.” R. D. WHEELER, Deputy 

Sheriff, Winooski Falls, Vt. 

' Hood's Pills cure Liver llis 

Gunpowder. 
IS USED BY ALL THE LEADING SPORTSMEN. 

THE BRANDS ARE :— 
HAZARD’S INDIAN RIFLE POWDE : 
HAZARD'S SEA SHOOTING POWDER, 
HAZARD’S TRAP POWDER. 
HAZARD’S DUCK POWDER. 
HAZARD’S ELECTRIC POWDER. 

if you cannot get it from your local dealer sendfto 

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

Hazards 

Artistic Photographer, 
Copying and Engraving fromm 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.” 

CALDER 
25c¢. 3 
Yale ; 

All Wool®Double Fold Serge is the best 

NI me VALUE 

in the city only CN 81.50 

for a 6 yd Dress Length. 
ye + gBxtra Long ill 

usual $1.00 ones, now - - . FTe€. 
Dress Homespuns, Mantle Cloths. Linen 

ofgall kinds. 

St. John, N. B,, 

REDUCE D 
PRICE 
SALE 

oc. 
All Wool Navy Storm Serge, wonderfu 

value 

$1.00. 

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

SHe. 
A few Suits for Boys 7 to 10 years 

away under price to cleal, they are extra 
fine goods. 

GOOD 

COMMERCIAL 
AND OTHER * 

PRINTING 
| AT 
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OFFICE 

=
 

WwW 

| 

| 

1 

{ 

| 
| 
{ 
| 

WwW. C. PITFIELD, 
General Partner. 

8. HAYWARD, 
Special Partner. 

The r did | 

Occasionally I could hear | not lie directly in a line with “ol | Ww. C. PITFIELD & CO. 

IMPORTERS AND JOBBERS OF 

BRITISH, FOREIGN and 
DOMESTIC 

I wanted to | 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 public, at 

ehort notice to any part of the 
country. 

ISAAC TRENHOLM, 
Buctouche, June 16 1892, (6m) 

Aug. 12th, 1892, JOHN CALDER, 3: cote si. 

CURRAN & WALKER, 
—DEALERS IN— 

DRY GOODS, GROCERIES, HARDWARE, 

CROCKERYWARE and GLASSWARE. 
0 

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

ea. ALL GOODS SOLD AT VERY LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH. = 

#2 PRODUCE TAKEN IN EXCHANGE FOR GOODS. 

KINGSTON, 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 complete stock of Ceneral Coods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at 

OQUR MORTIMORE STORE. 

NEW GOODS! 
Nearly every day brings in new additions to stock. 
We buy nothing but the Plums in the trade. 
Our expenses are light, and thereibre 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 do 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. 

FLANAGAN 
w 90 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B. 4 

DO [] WANT A GOOD GARMENT 
AT A SMALL PRICE ? 

The subscriber has just received a full assortment of 

Scoteh and Canadian Tweeds, Ladies’ Figured 
Plain Mantil Cloths, Men's Felt Hats, &e., . hich ir 
be sold 20 per e¢ent lower than the regular retail 
prices. 

L. J. REDDIN, 
BUCTOUCHE. 

SUBSCRIBE FOR 

Only $1.00. 

JH. Connolley, 

“The Review.” 
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