
4 
Dr 

Tit EAGLES NENT. 

In the upper part of its 

South Yuba River dashes 

a tremendous canon for a distance of | 

many miles. Everywhere from the town 

of Washington upward the mountains ou | and this d 

both sides of the river, north and south, 

rise to such a height that one must “look 

twice ”? to sce their tops. But down near 

Washington the enclosing mountains are | 

not vertical, as are the walls of rock up | 

from the | 

Up there | 
| 

where the river breaks down 

main range of the high Sierras, 

the waters of the river thunder along be- 

tween perpendicular walls hundreds of feey | 

| 

in height. 

It is above this mighty canon that the | 

waters of the river were, in the early days, | 

turned into what was then known as] 

Kidd’s Ditch—I suppose the same that is | 

now called the South Yuba Canal. In | 

constructing this ditch it was necessary to 

build through the canon a large flume. 

This flume had to be carried along the | 

vertical south wall of the canon fora great 

distance, at a beight, in places, of from 300 

to 500 feet above the bed of the river, and 

from 200 to 300 feet below the top of the 

wall, from which at several points lumber 

and timber were lowered by means of 

ropes. 

The flume was supported on iron brac- 
kets, holes for which were drilled in the 

face of the cliff by men suspended on 
platforms like those used by house paint- 
ers, These platforms were lowered from 

above by means of a strongly-anchored 

windlass, To construct a flume thus in 

mid-air was a costly and perilous work, 
but for gold men will venture all things— | 

even life, 

The men working on the flume in time 

became accustomed to the dizzy height, 
and indifferent to the dangers that beset 
them. In the work only two or three 
lives were lost. Though the men employ- 
ed upon the lume seemed to move fear- 

lessly about in their work, one not hard- 
ened to such business could with difficulty 

nerve himself to venture near enough to 

the awful chasm to look down to where 

the river boiled along its bottom. 
Owing to the swiftness of the current 

through the canon, and to the many jut- 
ting ledges of rock, boulders, rapids, swirls 

and swashes, the water was everywhere 

churned into foam. Seen from the top 

of the cliff, the water in the channel of 

the river looked as white as milk. 

One experienced very peculiar sen: ations 
while looking down upon the boiling and | 

foaming waters—a very creepy, unplea- 

sant feeling. In lookinginto space above, 

one feels all right, but on gazing into 

one’s head | space below all is wrong ; 
seems turning upside down. 

Besides this, there was in the scene 

something weird and unnatural. But 
what was it? Presently it occurred to 

one that what made the sceneguncanny 
was the silence—the absence of the roar 

that should accompany waters so visibly | 

tossed and agitated Instead of the deaf- 
ening roar and swash natural to such a 
scene, we only caught now and again, as 
brought near or wafted afar by the shift- 

ing winds, a faint and monotonous mur- 

mur-~the into which wele 

merged and blended all the pouring, 

plunging, splashing and dashing so far 

away below. 

To stand on the brink of the chasm and 
look down upon the wild®whirl of waters 
at its bottom, gave a man about the same 
uncanny feeling he would 
were he to see walls and buildings falling 

on all sides of him, without producing 

more sound than if they were walls and 

buildings of air—the structures of dream- 

land. 

One Sunday while the work of 
earrying the big flume through the canon 

was in progress I went with a party of 

half-a-dozen miners and others from the 
town of Omega to see it. We had heard 
so many wonderful stories about the great 

undertaking, the difficulties that were be- 

ing overcome, and so on, that we were all 

anxious to see with our own eyes what 
was being done. 

In gong to the point where the flume- 
we procured 

one note 

experience 

building was in progress, 

horses and took the main ridge above the 
town, where we had for nearly the whole 
distance a wagon road—the Bear Valley 

road, I believe it was called. When op- 

posite where the lume was going in, we 
left the road, and, taking to the forest, 

zigzagged down the face of the mountain 
to the camp of the workmen. There was 
not another building of any kind within 
ten miles of the spot. 

Being all young and full of fun 
we charged down upon the quiet camp 
like a band of wild Indians, and soon had 

the place in a considerable state of cowm- 
motion, for we were received in about the 

same spirit as we exhibited by all who 
were visible about the camp. Then an 
irruption of visitors was not an every-day 

occurrence. 
With our party went a Mr. Van Vran- 

kin, the hotelkeeper of the town of 
Omega. He was the the hero of our first 

adventure, as he came near being plunged 
bead first into the abyss. Om our arrival 
at the camp we had dismounted and tied 
our horses to some trees near the boarding 

house ; that is, all except Van Vraukiun, 

who being older than any other of the 

party, and more careful of his bones, had 
lagsed behind, executing numerous elab- 

When Van arrived, we were all out near | 

the verge of the chasm. Seeing us with a 
' carpen terwhowas an old acquaintance, Van 

Ncourse the | rode directly up to our party. Shaking 

and boils through | hands with his friend he dismounted, and 

stood talking with his bridle on his arm. 
Van had a shepherd-dog he highly prized 

og had come with him on the 
trip, as he and the horse Van rode were 
inseparable companions. Had the dog 
been left at home, he would have cried his 

heart out, 

Now it so happened that there were 
two or three cows kept at the camp, and 
one of these had a calf that was kept in a 
pen near the lodging-house. As soon as 
Van halted and dismounted, his dog be- 
gan prospecting the camp. About the 
first thing that attracted his attention was 
the calf, and he went to the pen to see it: 
No sooner, however, had he reached the 

pen than he was discovered by the mother 
of the calf. The cow charged with a 

snort of wrath, and the dog turned tail 

and fled toward his friend the horse, 

Seeing the yelping dog coming, with 
| the cow in full chase, the horse was 
startled, and throwing his head up, began 
backing toward the brink of the precipice. 

| The more Van pulled, the higher the horse 
| threw his head, and the faster he backed. 
' In running backward the horse pulled 

| Van with him, who, with feet braced, was 

| sliding along on the carpet of pine needles 

| quiet unaware of the near proximity of 

the precipice. 
“Look out!” “Let go the horse?” 

“Look out for the canon!” cried a dozen 

voices, yet Van held on. Having been 

| engaged in conversation from the moment 

| of his arrival, he had not looked about 
| 

| 

him, and little thought he was so near a 

| vertical precipice over seven hundred feet 

| high. 
Not heeding the babel of voices roaring 

at him, Van still pulled at his horse, which 

caused the animal to pull back all the 

more stubbornly, going squarely to the 

edge of the chasm. 
“Let go the horse, for God’s sake!” 

yelled the carpenter, at the same time 

making a rush for Van and grabbing him 

by the coat-tails, At the very instant he 

did so, the horse went over the brow of 

the cliff, the bridle luckily slipping out of 

Van’s hand. 

The horse seemed to cling to the brink 

a fraction of a second by his forefeet, and 

then disappeared. No sooner had the 

| horse tumbled into the abyss than the dog 

ran to the verge, and without an instant’s 
| hesitation leaped over after him. 

All was over so quickly that Van hardly 
| realized what had happened, and would 
have run to the brink of the chasm to look 

after his horse and dog had not his friend 
the carpenter held him and told him of 
the danger. Van said afterward he 
thought all the time the fuss was about 

' some little gully. 
| The next moment after saving Van, the 
| carpenter was again all excitement. “My 
God !” cried he, “my God ! the men be- 
low ! the men on the flumeareall killed!” 

| and he ran to the railing by the windlass 

| and looked over. After a glance he turn- 

| ed to us and said, “Thank God, they are 

| all right !” 
| We afterwards ascertained by calling 
down to the men that the falling horse 

| bad pased only about ten feet in front of 
"the end of the flume where they were at 

' work. 
One of the men said : “We thought 

old Satan was coming with one of hisimps 
after him!” Another one said that they 

all very plainly “felt the wind” of the 

falling horse. 
Looking down from the railing by the 

windlass we could see a black spot—the 

horse was black—at the edge of the milky | 

stream. We could see nothing of the 

dog. We called down to the men three 
hundred feet below ; they said the horse 
was motionless, but a speck that was pro- 
bably the dog seemed to show some motion 

at times, 

As the horse was in a place that could 
not be reached except by a tramp of five 
miles ap the river to where a descent into 
the canon might be made, Van left ten 
dollars to be given to any one among the 

workmen who would bring out his saddle 
and bridle, and send them to Nevada City 
at the first opportunity. The man was 
also to bring out the dog, if he was not 
hurt beyond hope of recovery. 

I may say right here that the man who 
naxt day descended into the canon found 
the dog with his back and both hind legs 
broken. The poor brute had dragged 
himself to the head of the dead horse, be- 
side which he lay. He greeted the work- 
man with glad barks. In order to give 

the dog a last gatification the man gave 

him all the water he could drink, and then 

put a bullet through his head. 
The windlass and railing of which 1 

have spoken were on a platform of tim- 
bers of large size and about seventy-five 
feet in length, The ends—there were a 
dozen logs—had been pushed out five or 
six feet over the brink of the precipice, 
while the “inshore” ends were anchored 
far back from the bank, and weighted with 
cribs of stone. When we had been shown 
this place, we could in safety stand and 
look down into the chasm. 
As we were abovt starting for home, the 

men at the flume camp told us that about 
a mile-and-a-half down the river was to be 
seen the nest of a pair of eagles, in which 

were two eaglets, They said we might 
return that way and see the nest, which 

"| was on a serub cedar growing on the 
orate zigzags on the face of the mountain. | yerge of the precipice and projecting over should be struck vn the head and knocked 

the abyss. 

“But,” said the man, “we do not feel 
afraid of your carrying off our pets. The 
nest is over a part of the canon that is 
about one thousand feet deep, and out on 
the branches of a nearly horizontal tree. 
Not a man in the state has the nerve to 

climb out along the trunk’ of that cedar 
and bring in the young eagles !” 
We concluded to ride by the eagle’ 

nest in returning, as it was not out of our 
way. 
As we rode along down the river, all 

the talk was of the eagles. “Evidently 
no one working on the flume dare try to 
get the young eagles,” said Van, who had 
made a bargain with one of our party to 
go home on foot and let him ride. 

So much talk was made about going af- 
ter the eagles that I at last said that I was | 
not afraid to go out after them. I had | 
gazed down into the canon so long from | 
the windlass platform that I imagined I | 
had cured myself of the dread of mere 
depth, and had gained such control of my | 
head that I could trust it; besides, I| 
would not look down into the canon. I 
would follow the rule of the rope-dancers, | 
and see nothing but the trunk of the tree | 
and the eaglets, 

I was dared, hooted and scouted. Two 
or three were ready to put up fifty dollars 
to fifty cents, and as many more, one 
hundred dollars to one dollar, that I would 
not dare go out after the young eagles. 1 
said I would consider the bets when I had 

s:en the situation of the nest, 
When we came to the nest, it was seen 

at a glance that it could not possibly have 
been so placed as to be more difficult of 
access, The cedar grew on the very brink 
of the precipice, rooted in a large cleft 

| truth conce 

Miss Lettie Huntley 

Is the sister of Mr. W. S. Huntley of 
Cortland, N. Y., a well known car- 

Her frank state- 
the absolute 
ess and mar- 

velous recovery by the aid of Hood's 
Sarsaparilla. She says: 

“C. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass. : 
“Dear Sir: Twelve years ago I began to 

have hemorrhages and four years ago became 
80 low that the physicians told me 

There Was No Hope 
and I should soon die. I could not be moved 
from my bed. Under my face were napkins 
continually reddened with blood from my 
mouth, could eat mothing and had no 
action of the bowels for a week. The doctors 
said the cause was ulcers in the stomach. At 
this time my mother said she wanted to make 
one more trial, and asked if I would take 
Hood’s Sarsaparilla. I told her it would be 

A Waste of Money 
but finding it would comfort her, I began tak- 
ing it. In a few days the bloating began to 

subside, I seemed to feel a little stronger, but 
thought it only fancy. I was so weak I could 
only take ten drops of Sarsapariila at first. 
In two weeks I was able to sit up a few min- 
utes every day. In a month I could walk 
across the room. One day I asked what 

penter and builder. 
ment below Bug onl 

ng her 

that contained some soil, It was only 

tended almost horizontally from the brow 
of the precipice, which was vertical. Out 
about ten feet the tree put forth several 
branches, which spread out like a fan. 
The boughs of the tree formed a sort of 
platform on which was the nest and the 

young eagles, with naught below fora dis- 
tance of a thousand feet more substantial 
than thin air. 

feathered, and after a critical examination 

of them and the situation, I told my com- 
panions I would take all their bets and go 

out after the birds, but would not agree 
to bring them in, as they might perhaps 
fly away. 

All held to their offers, 
I stripped to shirt and drawers. Then 

even such as before had been doubters be- 
gan to believe me in earnest. Bob Pax- 

ton, a brother “Buckeye,” earnestly lab- 

ored to dissuade me from the undertaking. 

He had a real brotherly regard for me 
not alone on that occasion, but to the 
last day of his life. Poor Bob! his bones 
lie now in the land of the Mormon. 

An eagle that had been wheeling about 
at a height of some hundreds of feetabove 

us—probably the mother bird—began to 
grow uneasy at the sight of our party so 
near its young. It uttered several shrill 
shrieks as it circled above our heads. Its 

cry was presently answered, and we saw 

coming from the north, as from the top of 
the great pine clad mountain on the oppo- 
site side of the river toward Eureka, the 

mate that had been called. The two 
shrieking birds swooped about in a man- 
ner so threatening that Bob Paxton said 
they would surely attack me if I ventured 
out near their young. He made me belt 
to my side a long “ Arkansaw toothpick,” 
which he always carried, and which he in- 
formed me would “ cut like a razor.” 

The belting of my big knife completed 

my preparations for the perilous adven- 
ture. My determination was to see noth- 

ing except the tree and the eaglets. By 
persisting in that, I thought I could easily 
succeed in the venture. Had the tree 
been out on level ground, any one of the 
party could have climbed the nest in three 
minutes. All I had to do was to keep 
out of my head the awful below. Imight 
look upward into space, for that I was 
accustomed to, 

I was barefoot, and stripped to the un- 
dershirt and drawers. A silk handker- 
chief was bound tightly around my head. 
Amid a silence that was breathless 1 ad- 
vanced to the verge of the cliff, and drop- 
ping to the ground, crawled astride the 
trunk of the little projecting cedar. I 
fixed my eyes on the young eagles, and 
and would see nothing else. 

It was ten feet out to the nest. Soon I 
was out to where the branches put forth 
from the trunk and, spreading fan-like, 
formed the platforn on which was the 
nest. I could almost reach it. The old 
eagles screamed nearer and nearer, and I 
could tear the whistling of the feathers in 
their wings as they swooped to and fro 
above my head. 

The young eagles soon became alarmed. 
They reared up, spread their wings, and 
opening their great mouths, began to make 
a hissing noise. This appeared to enrage 
the parent birds, and one of them came 
so low as to brush my head. 
Thus far I bad not ventured to look up 

toward the old birds. Seated astride a 
pole only eight inches in diameter, 1 was 

not in a position to look aloft. Let any 
one make the experiment in a safe 
place on level ground, and he will at once 
discover that it is difficult to retain his 
balauce—to escape toppling over. 

After being touched by one of the old 
birds, I saw that it was absolutely neces- 
sary Lo pay some attention to them, or 1 

about eight inches in diameter, and ex- | 

The eaglets seemed to be pretty well | 

they were to have for dinner, and said I 

wanted cg | hearty. My mother was 
| so happy she cried. It was the 

First Time | had Felt Hun- 
| gry for Two Years 
I kept on with Hood's Sarsaparilla and in six 

months was as well as ever in my life. Itis 

now four years since I recovered, and I have 

not had a day’s sickness since, nor any hemor- 
tha If ever a human being thanked the 

ood Lord on bended knees it was I. I know 
at Hood’s Sarsaparilla, and that alone, 

unquestionably Saved my Life.” 

Messrs. Sager & Jennings, the well known 

druggists of Cortland, say that Miss Huntley '. 

| a highly respected lady; her statement of what 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla 
Has done for her is worthy the highest confi- 

dence.” Hood’s Pills cure Liver Ills, 
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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, 8T.JOHN,N.B | 

FIRST-CLASS 
Livery Stable ! 

I am prepared to furnish 

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS 
to accommodate the travelling public, at 

short notice to any part of the 
country, 
—_—— 

ISAAC TRENHOLM, 
of my slender perch. Reaching out with Buctouche, June 16 1892, (6m) 

Hazards +. 
Gunpowder. 

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. 

if you cannot get it from your local dealer send to 

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

. H. Connolle 
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, 
het SAINT JOHN, N. B. \ 

CALDER'S =" 
25¢. 356¢. 

All Wool Navy Storm Serge, wonderful 
value 

All Wool!Double Fold Serge is the best 

VALUE 

in the city only - = = S1.50 
for a 6 yd Dress Length, 

Extra Long 

CORSETS. 
usual $1.00 ones, now 77 eC. 
Dress Homespuns, Mantle Cloths. Linen 

fine goods. 

janx JOHN CALDER, om s. 
CURRAN & WALKER, 

Aug. 12th, 1892, 

—DEALERS IN— 

DRY GOODS, GROCERIES, HARDWARE, 

CROCKERYWARE and GLASSWARE. 
0 

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

*». ALL GOODS SOLD AT VERY LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH. ws 
2% PRODUCE TAKEN IN kKXCHANGE FOR GOODS. 

KINGSTON, KENT COUNTY, N. B. 

$1.00. 

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

8Hc¢. 
A few Suits for Boys 7 to 10 years 

away under price to clea1, they are extra 

— 

Millers’ Tanning Extract Co. 
(LIMITED). 

—WORKS AT— 

Millerton and Mortimore, N. B. 
Cable Addresses—'* Hypotan,” London ; and ** Miller,” Miramichi. 

A very complete stock of General Coods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at 

OUR 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 therefore we can and will give our 

patrons the advantages of our purchases every time. Sid 4 
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. 

J FLANAGAN 
90 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B. 

TD TJ WANT A GOOD GARMENT 
AT A SMALL PRICE? 

The subscriber has just received a full assortment of 

Scotch 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. 


