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@ales and Sheiches,

BURIED ALIVE.

“1 wish 1 were dead ! exclaimed Jack Porter, in an irritable
tone.

*Why so " asked a cheery voice beside humn.

“ Because I den't see any good in living if T've got to dig in the
mines all my days. Some people scem to have all the gooﬁ things
in this world and others nothing but hard work. There’s Ruff Hare,
a lazy, stupid fellow at school, going off’ now to travel, with plenty
of money to spend, and all the airs of a grand gentleman, just be-
cause his father had the luck to buy a bit of land with a rich vein
of coal in it ; while here I am toilin® and moilin’ in the dirt from
morning till night, when I inight be something or somebody if I had
the chance—"

“ And were sclfish enough to leave your mother and sister to take
care of themselves. Weil, now, suppose, like me, you were blind,
and had not seen the sun for twenty years, and could carn only
cnough to keep soul and body together by slate-pickin’ in the Break-
er

“J couldn’t endure such 2 life, and I don't sce how you can al-
ways be so cheerful and contented,” replied Porter, looking at his
companion half-pitifully, half contemnptuously, as one lacking the
fine nature to feel privations as he did.

“ T can hear the birds sing and feel the warm sunshine this bright
May morning. I'm not as bad off as poor Jack Fossett, a2 helpless
cripple, on his bacx, with no end of pains and aches,” replied the
blind man, in the same cheerful voice. “I'H tell you, young man,
vyou better count your marcies, instead of bein allers complainin, or
sometimne yvou'll find you've less to count.”

Here the two paried to go to their sepamate tasks, but Porter
went to his work with his heart full of discontent. There were sev-
cral men digging in the vein of coal beside him.  After an hour or two
had passed they all noticed a rumnbling and erackling which they
thought came from the roof, and, fearing that would fxﬁl, they began
cxaurining it to see if any portion appeared disturbed.

But the noise soon became so violent that they ran into the head-
ing. They had scarcely reached it when the floor of the vein
heaved up, opened, and a volume of gas rushed out, filling the whole

lace.

Porter darted intoa passage leading inward from the breast ; the
other men ran forward, and their Jamps set fire 20 the gas, which n-
stantly caused a temble explosion.  Porter being behind the explo-
sion, which always takes an outward cours~ was stunned only, and
slightly injured by being dashed agninst the coal.

Wlhen he recovered from the shock he was in total dackness, but
on relighting his lamp he discovered that a dense wall of rock and
coal had been thrown down, and effectually barred his cseape to the
shaft.

Still hefelt quite sure he could find another passage out, and,
turning up the tunncl, he walked on for a long distance, over shat-
tered wood work and through narrow stoopsﬁnoping at every turn
to sce light ahead.

It was a part of the mine he had never explored, it having been
worked out and virtually abandoned. To his unspeakable Yxormr,
the tunuel he had been following led him to a large cell, fromr which
there was no further advance.  He scarched round and round, but
only the cold, dripping rocks and black dirt met his cyes.

He turned and prinfully to retrce his steps, thinking he
might possibly have overlooked some other passage, but no other

ge was to be found, and the fearful conviction was foreed upon
Eim hmt Iie was buried alive.

The air was so foul niear the scene of the explosion that he could
not breathe there; but hie walked back and forth in the dark pass-

. shouting till he was exhausted. yet hcaring only the mocking
:goof his own voice. Hope of escape almost left him when he
thought how long it mnight be before help could reach him, for it was
impassible to make his position known.

How cvery circumsiance of his past life rushed back to his
memory, and ially the feelings with which e had begun that
day. What would he give now for a gleamn of sunlight, one sound
of a living voiccto break that deathlike silence!

The air was purer in the farthest cell, and there, at last. in utter
despair, he threw himsclf down, praying that God in mercy would

let the end come soon.  And unconsciousness did come, but it was
the quiet sleep that exhausted nature demanded.

The light of tho lamp flickered fainter and fainter, till all was
total darkness, yet he slumbered as peacefully as when in hisbed at
home. But the waking came, and the reality of his position burst
upon him with renewed horror. He found his pick was still at his
side, and he resolved to grope his way back to the scene of the ex-

losion and work at tne wall till he died or escaped ; anything was
ctter than inaction.

As he turned to the wall and was feeling for the tunnel, in creep-
ing round a projecting rock he saw a faint gleaw of light, that
seemed like a glow-worm.

He put his finger over the spot and felt cold air coming against
it. Was it possible that this was an aperture that might be enlarged?
Instantly yeb cautiously he struck the spot with his pick, and after
a few blows more light was admitted.

Hope now nerved him, and, scarcely stopping to take breath,
he struck at the rock till the opening was so large he could pass
through his hand and feel the warm sunshine upon it

With 2 shout of joy he began to pick the earth again, but his
random blows brought down more coal than he meant should come.
He saw that all danger was not yet over, and that he must
use caution where he struck, or he might yet lose iis chance of

escape.

£lowly now, hour after hour he toiled, bracing up the opening
he was making as he worked, till it was laige enougb for him to
pull himself through.

As his head emerged to daylight he looked eagerly about him to
see where he was.  To his surprise he found himself scarcely half-
way up a deep hole, whare the miae had caved in.

He remembered the spot, and wondered how he could reach the
top ; for there was nothing on the sides of the hole that he could
cling to, to draw himself out of it.

Set to feel the warm sunshine, see the green trees, and hear the
birds was a pleasure in itself he had not expected to enjoy again,
and some one would pass the opening cre long. After what
seem-d v ry weary watching, he heard a voice whistling in response
ta the song of the quails, and shouted aloud for help.

“What's the matter hefe 2” shouted some one ; and, lovking up,
Porter saw his blind fiiend.

“Don’t come too close to this cave-in,” he cried to caution him.
“ But go tell some men to bring a rope and haul me up. I've been
buried alive in the mine, but have dug myself out so far, and now
want help.”

“Why;, if it ain’t Jack Porter! We thought you were killed in
the explosion yesterday, with all the other poor feliows that were
workin® in the vein. Any one clse with you?”

* Noj; I jumped behind the fall, and I suppose that saved me.
But you don’t wean to_say that it happened yesterday? Why it
scems as if I had been bured fer months”

“ Yesterday morning at nine o'clock it burst like an carthquake;
an’ they're diggin’ down there now, while yer mother an’ sister are
waitin" at the shait, with the other poor women to see yer scorched
body brought up, as o1l that's left of you ; but I reckon yer glad you
ain’t dead, afterall.  Have you found out vet that there’s anything
worth iiving for 2"

_“Iden’t think you'll hear me complaining again. If I get out of
thig, I mean hereatter to work above ground, under the light of
God's sunshine. But please get the men and help me out.”

* Well, well, my keen hearin’ served you a good turn, now T
send those who have eves to serve you another.  Itll be a resurrce-
tion to a better life, if you have learned to count your marcies,
and not be allers grumblin’ over what you haven't got.”— Youth's

Companion.

For Girls and Bops,
“YOU CAN'T COME IN, SIR"

For Recitation

If you would not be a drunkard,
You must not drink a drop;

For if you never should begin,
You'll never have to stop.




