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hands told me that it moved bodily towards
me, tho descent Lehind motook mun-sea.k-
ablo remnotencss, and from the utmost depth
of that sheor aivr scemed to ascend steadil

a deadly and achilling wind, But X thin
I did uot stop for an ipstant. Insteadade-
liinm to imove faster possesscd me, and
with quick, sidelong steps—my following
foot striking hard against that beforo—
sometimes on the point of stumbling
stretched out liko the crucificd, I pressedin
i mortal torror along. .

o Evory possible aocident and dolay was
pretented to my excited brain. \What if
the ledge siould narrow suddenly to noth.
ing? Now I belioved that my heels were
ussupported in _
tio-toe. Now I was convinced that the nar-
now pathway sloped outward, thatthis
slope had become so distinct, s0 inaenln%}y
distinc’, that I might at any moment alip
off into the vold But dominating eve
consideration of possible disaster, was still
that of tho need for speed, aud distinct
amid all other terrors was that sensation of
the deadwall evor silently and inexorably

ressing me ontward,

My mouth and throat wore choked with
dryness, my convulsive lips parched and
arid ; much I longed to preas them against
the cold, inoist atone. But Ineveratopped.
Faster, {faster—moro wildly I stepped—in a
delirium I pushed along. Then suddealy
teforo my staring cyes was a well.remem.
bered cd 0 of mossy stons, and I kaew that
the rops should bs directly behind me
Wasit?

«1 glauced over my loft shoulder. The
rops Wes not be seent Wildly X looked
over the other—no rope! Almighty God!
and hast thou deserted me?

s Bat what! Yes, it moves!it sways in
sight!it disappears—to retmn again ¢o
view ! There was the ropo directly at my
back, swingiog in tho now atronj breeze
with o motion that had carried it awsy
jrom my first burried glance. With tho re-
lief tears preased to my cyes aud-—-face
bowed to the precipice, almoat furgetful for a
little, time of the hungry air beneath.—Ioffer-
ed deep thanks to my God for thy delivery
that sccmed 80 near.

Tho old man's lips continued to move, but
0o sound camo from them. We waited si.
leat while, with closcd oyes and bent head
he remained absorbed in the recollection of
that atrange minuto of devoutacss,

*§ slood there,” ho said at laat, “‘for
what now seems a spaco of honrs, perhaps
half & minuto in reality. Then all the
chances still to be run crowded upon me,
To turn aronad had been an attempt almost
desperato before, and certainly, most cer-
tainly, the ledge was no wider where I now
stod. Was the rope within reach? I
feared not.  Would it sway towardsme? 1
coald hope for that,

tBatconld I grug itshonld I bo saved?
Woald it not yield to my hsud—coming
slowly down as I pulled, unrolling from a
eoil above, trailing over tho ground at the
top, running fast as its end approached its
odzc, falling suddenly, at 1ast? Or was it
fastened to tho aocustomed stake. Was
any comrade near who wounld suwmmon aid
at my signsl? If not, and if I ped it,
and if it he'd, how long should I swingin
the wind that now bore the freshoess and
tremors of an immiaent gale?

“Now sgain foar took hold on mo, and as
a desperate man X prepared to tum my faco
once moro to the vaat expanso of water and
the nothing beyond that awfal cliff, Cloalng
iy eyes, I writhed, with I know not what
motions, casily around till againiny back
pressed againet tho precipice. That wasa
reatfal acnwation,  Aud now for thodecision
of my fate ! Ylodked at the rope. Not for
a memend could I fancy it within my reacht
Ity swayiogs were mot, as I had expected,
alightly jaward, but whea falling bazk
spainst tho wind, it awuog outward x=a
thansh the air were ¢ddying from tho wall,

~ Now at laat I gazed down 3icadily.
Wuld & leap bo certaindeath Y Tho water
was of immonse depth below. Bat what
shaaeg of steiking it feet or head fint?
Waat chagcs of proserving contcionsness
in the descent? No, tho loap wounld be
death; that at least waa clear.

*' agaia [ turned to the rope. I was now
perfectly desperate, but steedy, zerved be-
yond tho best moments of iy life, good for
aactfort gurpaming the humav. Still the
tope awayed as belore, and its motion was
very vegelar. Iaaw that I could touch it
l“ any polat of its gyration by a strong

air, and I moved along on|l

were not firmly sccured above? Bat all
timo for hoaitation had gono by, I know
too woll that strength was mine but fora
moment, and that the next rcaction of
woakneas I should drop from the wall like &
dead fly. Bracing myaolf, I watched the
rope ateadily for one round, and asit return.
ed agalast the wind, jomped straight out
over the hu\‘inﬁ Atlantic,

“ By God'said I reached, touched, clutch-
cd, held tho atrong line. And it held!
Not absolutely. Onces, twice, and again it
fn'e, gave, with jerks that tried my arms.

kaow theso indicated but tightening.
Then it held firm snd I awung turningia
air, securo above the waves that beat ba.

oW,

¢ Ta allde down and place my fcot in tho
loop was tho instinctive work of a momont.
Fortunately it was of dimcnsions to admit
my body barely. Islipped it over my
thighs up to my armpits just as the dreaded
roaction of wcakness came. Then I lost
consciousncas,
¢ When I awakoned my dear mother's
faco was beside my pillow, and sho told mo
that I had been tossing for a fortnight in
brain fover, Aany weeks [ lay there, and
when I got atrong found that I had left my
nervo on that awful cliff-side. Novor since
have I been ablo to look from a height or
800 any other human being on ono without
shuddering.

4 So now yoa kaow the atory, Mr, Fra-
zer, and have had your last walk on the
factory wall”

He spoke trucr than he kuew. His story
has given me such horriblo nightmares cover
since that J could no more walk on the high
brickwork than along that narrow ledge in
distant Cornwall,

AOENOWLEDGMENT.

Mrs, Anbio L. Jack, Chateanquay Basin,
Quo., writes: * Let me acknowledge tho
receipt of tho gold watch for prize story. I
wonder bow you can afford to award such a
pretty timekeeper. It will always bo a
plessant reminder of Trur, which in its
circulation is ‘mighty and must provail.’

ool PP
An Ancient Battlo Qalled to Ming.

Tho excavations which have been going
on under the famous Lion at Chwronea,
where the Baeotians who fell in the battle
with Philip of Macedon, August, 358 B. C.,
weroe interred, have thus far disclosed 270
akelotons.  Among tho most recently ex-
smined, two havo been found transfixed
with iron lances,  Six of the akeletoas more
or lcss preserved, and remarkable for the
fracture of their bones and the firm manner
in which they dicd of their wounds, have
been prepared to bo taken from thelr place
in plaster and transferred to tho muscum in
Athens, where they will remain amoag its
goeatest curiositica and wonders. The face
of the monumental lion, who aits with head
thrown up, expresacs rage, grief and shame,
together with that moderation which ischar-
acteristic of all Greek art.  Yausaviar, who
wroto aboat 1S9 A, D, says: *Onap-
proaching the city is the tomb of the Baco-
tians who fcll in the battlo with Philip, It
bas no inscription, but the figuro of a lisn
is placed upon it a8 ar vmblem of the spirit
of thes” men. T+, ifascription has been
omittad, as I snppose, becauss the gods had

willed that their forlunc should not be
oqual o their prowe-s.” It is interaating

that, after tho Iapse of two thourand two
hundred and almost nincteen years, wo are
able to read in the bodics which havebeen
thus exhumed, in tho fractares of their
bones, and in tho iron lances by which they
arv plorced, tho storyof theirhetoic struggle
to maiatain tho independenee of their coun-

try.
—

RereTarioN.—A man's Tepatation, like
his coat, may bo sofled without touching the
man himael?, ainco the reputation isnotthe
character, any more than the sleeve i the
atm it eavclops. Tho characler can be
soiled only by what the nian himsell does,
whils the reputation may have mud thrown
upen it by any wretch unmanly cnongh to
want 2o injuro tho standing ofanother.” Wo
arc to 2co that our motives are pure, our
principlos honorable, and our outward lifo
govcracd by them, and then to go about onr
uaty calmly, confident that in the end they

bl

“Butcould Igraspit? What uee if it]h

who tojastly acck to injuro us will do us no

THE SPHINX,

“Riddle me tbis and gutes him i som oAM=
Dryden,

Address all communications for this de-
partment to E, R, Ohadbourn, Lewiston,

Maine, U. §.

NO. 104,—AN ENIGMA OF THE TIMES.

Since this queer world's creation,

In every ugo and nation,

There's beon some perturbation
All peaco to destroy,

It's cither magnotic,

Or sourly as:ctic,

Or peripatetic
Philosophy.

But with all this mythology,
And black deinonology,
Thore's nover heen an ology
So queer as this one;
(I meant to ray an ism—
Excuse my soleclam,)
It's worsa than tha “Catechism
On tho path of tho sun.”

It's awfully confusing
If you ever tako to musing
On its themes you'lt bo losing

Your head in no timo ;
And the sunflowers will be dancing,
And tho lank atorks go pranciog,
And you'll aoon be romancing

In tho wildcst of rhyme,

You'll be worshipping bric-a-brac,
Or some Jittle nick-knack,
Or toiling through rick-rack,

In small clover leaves s
You'll perambulato storkishly ;
You'll moralize mawkishly; .
And staro around hawkishly,

As tho owl on tho caves. ~

NO. 105.—AN ANAGRAM.

'Tis something false, of tad repute,
Unworthy of reliance ;
“J ealla chemist ' to refute
The dogmaa of that science.
Its roavoning is sophistical,
Its teachings dark and mystical.
NeLsoxiax,

NO. 106.—A METALEVSIS.
[Entered Yor I'rize.)
i 8

From end to end of carth I go,

A harbinger of weal or woe 3

I'm rooted firmly in my place,

Yet often othera do I chaso 3
Wkilat doing this I am quito dexd,
Though orco was livingand have spread
Protection over maoy a atranger,
Though doomed mysclf to bo a ranger.

hi %

Now in a foreat I am seen,

A poor weo thing is surely me,

Tho children gather mo with gleo
Whea aummer fades her dress of green.

ntL.

Again when caro gives placs to mirth,
4ind old and young around tho heatth;
Grow merry o'er tho sparkling jest;

My hoart goes round to givo them zest,

S. I B

NO. 107,—A CURIQUS EQUALITY.

X am two things ia one.
Scienco says that two things cannot boin
the same place at the same time.
Daypite scicnce, my firat aad my laat aro
both at oncolin the middle,
Stranger atill, iny whole I3 thercalso with
them,
Indecd, my fint, my last and my whols
ara tantamonnt cach onc to ¢ither or both

of tho others.
SEEMER.

NQ. 208.—3n ENIGMA.
{Nedeeted.)
1,00k up, thou zov! by sin oppressed,
And let my light compose thy breaat.
I drive the clouds of unbelici away,
And opo the portals of clernal day.

I am the baso, religivn is tho framo,

Death flces away wheno'or I draw noar,
Loascs his sting, excitea no more tho tear,
God looketh dawn, aud from his heavenly
throno

Blesscth tho incokest epot whore I am kuown,

Mas, V. S, WiLLiAMSsoxN,

NO. 109,—BEHEAD AND CURTAIL,
1. Behead and curtall & game of cards,

Tho rest will wheel the dirt from your
yards,

2. Thesame to an iron, muddy feet noor

scorning,
Will change {0 a cloth very usefulin
mourning.

3. A man who uscs tho pon will be
The place, when & child, iy nurse laid
mo.

4, ‘‘Heavy of heart” at onco may boscen
To chapgo into a usoful machine.
YrsiLANTL.

NO. 110.—SYNCOYA™ ON.

I am a sharper whom you hate,

I falaify, interpolate,

And try to get among my betters,

In diarcgurg of social fetters.

Eraso one letter and I show

A preparation for a blow,

And it you mako ono more oxpulsion,

You may produco in mo convalsion.
NeLsoxiaxn,

NO. 111.—A RIDDLE.

Swilter than timo wo speed ;
Moro terrible than fate;

To places never known we lead,
Aund tales untold relate,

Mzs. W. S, WiLLiaysox,

PRIZES FOR CONTRIBUTIONS.

1. A cash prizo of five dollars will bo pre-
scnted for tho best original contribation to
this department before tho close of 1853,

A prizo of two dollars will bo awarded
for tho best variety of contributions fur.
nished during thesame time, the winner of
prize No. 1 to bo excluded from trial for
this premiom,

Favors shounld bo forwarded carly, ‘ac-
companiced with answers,

FORWARDING ANSWERS.
Answers in competition for the monthly
prize should be forsarded within xcven days
after thes Jato of TruTir containing tho puz-
zlcs anawered.

ANS\WVERS.
91.—~Shadow.
2. —Mar-mot, -vood-chuck.
83, —Conscientiousness.
94.—Fasc.l.
93.—M-.isle-d.
96.—~SAR.ccus;
DAN-apolis;
Aochilles;
Pa-oll;
LUS tration.
et ————tll el O e Pt .
Tewper at Home.
I have peeped intoquict ** parlors,” whero
tho carpet in clean and not old, and the
furniture polished and bright 5 into*! roems™
where tho chairs are deal and tho flour
carpetleas; into ‘‘kitchens,” where the
family live and the meals aro caoked and
caten, and the boysand girla aro as hlithe
as tho aparrows in tho thatch overhaad;
and I sce that it is not 30 much wealth and
lcarning, nor clothing, nor screants, nor
2oil, nor idlcness, ner town, ner country,
nor atation, as tonoand temper, that ko
lifc joyous or miscrable~that se.wice homes
happy or wretched.  And I sce, tro, that in
town or counlry, Rnod senao and God's
graco make lifoof whatno teachers orac.
complishments, of mcans or ancicty, can
make it—the npening stave of az ererlasting
Im 3 thefair Legianieg of an endless ex-
stence, tho poodly, mocat, well-propor.
tioned veatibinlo to & tempic of God's haild
iog, that ahall nover devay, wax old or
vanish away.

ATM.

Religlon is not my wdopied nameo;




