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The Wreck of the Lord Ashburton.

y——AND

The Fearful Climbof “Jim and Dick.”
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(Wrilten for the Journal.)

“IHave you never heard the story?"

"““No, but come back from the edge of
that ellff; Il's enough to make one's hend
swiml"

The other stood smiling, looking sheer
down, threo hundred feet, to the cruel

rocks and boulders below.

“I'll take your word for It,”" said his
friend, stepping back. "But (t's hard to
belleve that any human soul ever climb-
¢d up over that place.,”

“Iteally, have you not heard the story
of the Loord Ashburton'es dreadful wreck,
or ‘Jim and Diek? "

“Nothing but stray, floating bits, that
have made me eager to hear |t as it hap-
pEan:r

“It was a dreadful winter, as far as [
can nscertain; perhaps the worst In the
history of the island. It was In '67.
forty-seven years agn, Lhe 10th day of
January juet past, one of thnse occur-
rences In a place that make Ita epochs
and niches its history.”

“Go on; I have always wanted to hear

this story.,” eald the other, stretching
himsolf comfortably on the greensward,
well back, pipe splendidly working.
., "The European end of the tale I am
not s0 famillar with, other than that the
Lord Ashburton was one of the worst
old death traps In Furepe; and that
‘Jim and Dick,’ popuparly called, Lwo
bright, well-put-together Scandinavian
lads, werp great favorites, in and out of
the hundreds of ports along the Medl-
terranean’s two thousand miles,

“What theae two lads went through,
while not of this story. would make
mighty Interesting reading.

“Crimea, you'll remember, In '64, was
the world's buge theatre, where a terrl-
ble struggle to the denth waps on. Sea-
men were in good demand, and from all
parls of Burope, village, town and city,
hundeds of young men bade good-bye to
fond mothers, wives and aweethearts,
and hurried to the nearest seaport and
slgned articlea.

“Among those who went, for the pure
excllement that was In It, sere our two
young friends, Jim Larson, from Roune,
Denmark, and Dick Sherman, from Bwe-
den—I just forget the Lown. Doth were
romantic and venturesome to the limit.
Throughout Mediterranean’s length and
breadth and on a hundred veasels they
were known as ‘Jim and Dilek,’ sought
after by shipping officers and men allke,
and elther of them could have salled the
biggest thing In the fleet, with an easy
mastier's hand. But, the romantic, good
natured, darc-devil In the palr, found a
more natural vent before the mast.

“The winter of '57 an Grand
was, Indeed, severs, and not readlly for-
gotten. Great gales biew almost con-
tinuously from early fall till late spring.

“And as the plvotal part of the winter
swung in, howling, blinding snow storms
came with it, and settled away to a real
arctic winter.

“For weeks at a streteh (he roads
were Jmpassable, fenceg blocked out of
Bight, and small story-and-a-half houses
eaven-high. The winda moaned and
screeched about the eaves with an In-
domitable melancholy and omlnous reé-
gerve, 1 am told it was creapy: that the
windows apd doors, even the sturdy
frames of the island’s homes, shnok un-
til you'd think the poor things trembled
from the cold blast.

“The few Inhabitants, who then lived
at North Hend, did not venture out, un-
Jess nbsolutely necessary. Theare wyas
little wood cut that winter, or much of
anything else dano.

“Human tracks were asmall them days"
said an old natlve, gpenking of that win-
ter, “No Nshing then as now. Whaler
was allve with fish, but nochudy about tn
cateh them, nor no plnce to sell them.
No llving mortal could have faced thu
gales If there was.”

“What 0 change! What s now Park
street, Hillside avenue and the Ashbur-
ton Road, was then one long, winding.
half-cut wood road. No such neal,
charming homena,rare roadwayn,or chalce
bits of residentinl and natural scenery.

“There was nothing then at North
Head but a few smcattered farm houyscs,
peopled by n hardy, honest class of mel-
tiers, who tilled and sowed In the midst
of great sturdy forest of primeval plnes,
poplar, birch, beech, maple and ash. A
fow of these good people are atlll allve,
hale and hearty.

“But all this wvast streteh of nobile
wood, llke many a EKencration of noble
men and women, has long since gone
under the woodman'g axe and (lerce for-
est fires, that In some plaves have de-
voured the very sod clean to the ledge.

“There woan no fog alarm thoso days
nt North Ilend, no light at “"Swallow-
Tall,” and many a poor mariner, atrug-
gling to grope hir way nlong this un-
tamed region of Funly, went down and
was never heard of. 'T'hose grent North-
Ef" Head Cliffs were then mantled with
wild sea fowl, ns In the days when
Champlain Jooked upon Lthem. Great
gtorms then rnged and beat at tho eter-
nal faco of these stupendous bluffs as
though to lny thum In dust at thelr feet.

“Ono of the old residents of that day.
stlll with us, s dear old ‘Aunt Liza,’
the community's fondly adopted mother,
Many a time during that sevore winter
she would stop her work when an un-
usually heavy blast would sirlke the
house, look nn:luunli.- from the neareat
windaw, and sigh, ller motherly soul
well know what it meant on thix wild
New England const those days, Many a
shipwrecked tamishing sallor han had
reason to thank God for dear old ‘Aunt
Liza.! The light ever burns all night In
her windew fucing the cove. The cup
of warm ten,the bottlo of fresh new milk,
a palr of warm stockings, or the loan of
n warm coat, ‘Al exclaimed one old
tar to me one day, 'God bless Lhe good
old hody! earth has few cnough such

Aunt Lizas.'

“I'ne guod old motherly soul, llke the|

Manan, |
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rest of us, had her little superatiilous
fanclen,—the netlon of the cattle, her
own feelings, o bad dream. SBhe was no
fanatie or given to ghost yarns, but at
timea she would feef or wmee unusual
things, llke the raps our mothers have
heard before the death of some near one;
and who knows?

“This evening she seemed eapeclally
wffected, Bhe would come In from the
barn, during that long bitter winter, and
repeatedly speak of how strange the
hens, or sheep, or cattle were acting.
Muny o time, when the snow was whirl-
ing drift on drift, house-high, and the
fields, far as tha eye could see, one un-
broken sheet of blinding snow, she would
turn from the window and, sighing.
would say that she never felt so strange
some way before. It would seem as If
something dreadful was golng to hup-
pen. ‘God protect the poor souls that
would be out suech o night as this!' she
would unecaslly sigh.

“It does seem as though this good old
body keenly felt the Imminent, awful
danger of twenty-nine souls that wvery
hour, the wildest of that wild winter,
hiindly beating about the old bay in a
flerce northeaster, Il was none other

shout and hurls her hard dawn on these
mnanive teeth, a8 It rushes on to Lhe
shore in demonine lnughter and revelry.
She groans and parts, when a hundred
others, llke fiends of Asmodeus, rush
into the open wounds and tear her Himb
from limb, viclously swnshing boomms,
and men, and rigging up and town
among Lthe rocks in a pitiful tangled

mass.

“*‘God plty the poor souls!" la Aunt
Liza's cry next morning, as Lhe school
children are sent broadcast to spread the

alarm.
“1t wns ten o'clock when she slruck.

Twelve long hours after strong, big-
hearted men were hurrying, as best they
could, through the deeply blocked roads
to the awful seene.

“Some had ecut down around the shore,

“The great surf was still making In,
ponderous and somewhat tired like, It
had stopped snowing, and there secmed
n welght of sensible gullt about the ele-
meénts  after thelir, frightful night's
revelry.

"“The men, hurrying along the share,
roon began to eome upon bits of wreck-
age, and the dead. One poor fellow, not
a stitech on him, was lylng over a spar,
frozen stif In death, Then another.
Several more were still swashing In and
nut, with the big turf and wreckage, torn
and cut, and dead. One or two, almost
gone, hands and feet frozen, were (ol-
teringly pacing on o narrow bit of shore,
just below here, cloze to this great clift,
while thma angry cold sea was atill dash-
Ing at them In thundering tones. The
poor fellows were desperately fighting off
deuth, and the gale was still strong
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MR. JAMES LAWESON, SURVIVOR OF SHIPWRECK “LORD ASABURTON."

thao the Lord Ashburton and ‘Jim and
Dick.’

“They had made the outer gates of
FFundy that morning, and she had now
laln for hours, lilke BEome beaten out and
exhausted thing, wallowing and platting
abont In an equally exhausted atmos-
phere and sea, It was a dead calm, with
& heaving long sea, and all (fearfully
ominous.

“But on the morning of the 19th the
nld frenzy scolzed her agaln, the gale
wlipped back once more into the old
qquarier, northeast, fresh as a Young
ilon, and It began lo snow on the word.

“They wera light. All night they had
been at the pumps. The captain and
our Lwo heroes began to see the worst,
und they were anxlous enough to make
in before It shut down again thick into
w driving gale. They had no faith In
the old sieve.

“Jim and Dick, long ere this, renlized
the dangegr, and few words were spoken.

“Everything was sct and cloge hauled,
nnd the old thing, llke an old man of
eighty trylng to run, was beginning to
toot In In a limping way.

‘Twice they sighted Partridge Island,
foftr In the mouth of St. John harbor, but
were driven back clear to Grand Manan
by the Incoming gale and blinding atorm,

"“There was no concealing the fact,
every man Jack of them now knew Lhey
were In for ft. It had shut down dark
and thick beyond vision.

'‘All day they hnd been at |t, wet,
hungry and cold, and they could now
hear ngain, alarmingly close to, the huge
wild surf thundering in mad crashing
shouts, ns If It knew, and were revelling
In devilish glee.

“Time nnd agaln they would hond her
up, but she was light and would slide
off, Agnin would they come about, llke
an uneanny phantom In the thickening
gale, "The blackness of night had settled
In with the &storm, and the old bay
seemed mad In riot,

“It "was pinin every man aboard was

looking to himself now, God or
chunce was all that was left. The cap-
tain's face wan sel llk« steel, Jim and

Dick stood forward the maln rigging nnd
had sflently shaken hands, and bade one
another good-hye, but the crazed gale
tore thelr words Into thrends,

“Straight ahend she was driving, hard
and fast in its jaws, llke some poor old
thing the riotous storm had caught and
the ten thousand wind and storm
tlemons wera drogging In flendish glee,
on Lo the grinning sharp tusk-rocks that
|I:.ﬂ:r arouching at the base of these great
olifTs.

" ‘Qood-bye!l’' ecame the frightful shout-
Ing favowell of tho captaln, through the
frenxled gale, na ‘erunch!’ she gstrikes
with o sickening hurl. B8he careens!
with a splintering, eracking groan, when
everything goes by the board, maats,
yards, bhlocks, running gear and all, in
n crashing snarl. Another huge sea lifts

her beodlly, with & devilish inbumana herolo success in lte. Aghting his way |
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enough to hurl the rescuers anbout, as I
It would not be interfered with,

“They see marks up over the clifrs!
But they laugh at the thought, as you,
that any human belng could c¢limb up
there. Never In thelr remembrance had
It been done. It made one dizzy even to
look at the eagle and wild sea gull soar-
ing at such a helght. They could scarcely
see the top—but, hocavens In mercy!
there is a poor fellow, llke a speck, ncar
to the top!

"“"But the others have reached the
bank, by the maln roand, ere this., They
situck winding, stumbling tracks, and
followed them up, when suddenly they
camo aAcross one poor soul, who has just
thrown himself dowa, giving It up, to
sleep and dle, face and feet frozen, It's
Dick.

“Another party has found another, all
crouohed under somea nlders—to die,

“Others have been following another
staggering trall, for a mile, In through
woods, across a clearing, snow arm-pit
deep, and It leads them to an old lonely
barn. The tracks lead In, but the door
ls bolted, They halloo to let them In,
that they are friends, But the poor fel-
low, not knowing where he ls, almosl
crazed from his frightful exposure,
hands ond feet frozen, refuses.

“They break the door In. It's Jim, and
the good soul Is terribly frozen, all but
gune. Three of them have climbed up
over this cliff, helped by the gule and
the desperutlon of death, At n greal
risk the men got the fourth up."

“Death, rather Its fear, mankes gods
of us sometimes, The living were at
once gotten Into the village, the good
people taken In two here, and two there,
elght In all, 'Aunt Liza' knew no sieep
night or day nursing those fortunale
ennugh to get under her Immediate
care. But the tender, exhaustless hos-
pltality of the people of the Islund will
ever stend memorial to Grund Manan,
Twanty-one perished-—-nineteen drowned
and two frozen. That pile of slone
there and those painted eclrcles on the
bank, mark the spot."

“Did they get them all?"

“Yesn, the captnln waos taken home and
buried. But twenty of them lle In one
piot In the beautiful little cemelery on
the 'IIII'" at North Hend.

“Jim and Dlek, poor fellows, were ters
ribly frozen, nnd went to the huspital,
where they sulfered for elght long yenars,
Jim lost one leg to the knee and part of
one foot, But he was mighty good stuff.
Ile no sooner got out thun he took up
his rosidence on this benutiful '‘Gem of
Fundy."” went Into the boot and shoe
busineas, married an estimable lady,
and soon won n place of honor and in=
lluence among the ialand’'s best peuple.
Hero he tenderly watches over the sa-
cred jast reosting place of his messmates,
He s now a man three score and ten,
has been back to his beloved Denmark
several times, lost his first wife, and
married the second time. He has mude

up ngainast what wauld seem unmerel
ful odds, and tnday he elands a clea
cut monument to pluck and persever
arce und goond Judgment with mor
youth and go-nhead than some not hal
his nge,*

“YWhat beeame of Dick "

“Dick got nbout again, and for som
years after Jim was married, made hi
homnr with his old chum,

“Rut the roving spirit got hold of hin
again, and he bnde good-bye to hls ol
shipmnte and was off.

"I Jid hear, not long since, Lhat Dlel
hnd pussed In his last check severa

YyOArs ago.
JACK CADIL.
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