PLEASANT HOURS.

" LOST IN A MINE.

) BY HESBA STRETTON.

CHAPTER II

Jeoitit Tazenpisy had toa deep a scnso of the
wportance of the coming tiial nat to signalize it
by mwuking a gulemn foast to all the house of the
Haceldines who, wepe within ceach of an invitaton.
Reaben was to take advantage of the feast and the
family gathering to marry Abby Upton, the sister
of his favaurite comrade.  Abby h d helped old
Judith ou baking spd washing days ever smce she
was fourtgen ; and it secmed hardly n change for
her to be coming to live under tie same roof, us
Reuben’s wife.

Under the ropf literally they were to live, in a
large sparo attic, with strong beams of old ok,
black with are, forming shiup angles under the
thatch, and with a latticewindow deep set in the
southern galile, looking out upon the garden and
the wood beyond, which climbed up a gentle slope,
and traced its green branches ciear against the sky.
Reuben and Abby had Loth boen as busy as the
swallows under the eaves, about this homely little
nest of theirs. 1t was Reuben who had papered
every susll clear space in the irregular wails with
a paper.that had o pattern of sweet peas and roses
.running all over.it ; .and 1t wus he who hiad bought
some pots of rare hothouse flowers for the broad,
Jow window;sill.  But it was Abby who had scrub-
bed the floor white, and removed every speck and
stain from thie old fashioned furniture. There had
been a good share 6f deep though unspoken huppi-
ness-ir getting gealy their future Liome,

! “TReulen? said ‘Abby, witlua ook of awe on her
rosy face, “folks do say as Javi Hazeldiue doesu’t
even believe as .our.-Lond .was born on Christmus.
day. I wondor howle can think!
be any merry Christmas if that wecen’t true.”

.+ “Naoyer mind Tevi,”. angwered Reuben, fondly ;
“he hasn’t got either chick or chuld, or wife neither,
to mnke him believe in such things. It's mainly
folks as huven't,any.love in {hen that don't believe
there's. s, goxd . God who loves us every one, and
who'd be lonesome in. his almighty power if he'd
no.creatore o be fond of and caring after. Why,
isn’t Jesus Christ-gone. to prupare a place for us,
-sbmewhere _in. his Father’s house, just like me
making the attic (it for you, Abby, heve in mother's
“hotfse “I've Levn thinking of 4t all along, and it
seems, somehow, s if I cou}d sce him looking all
about thé grand’ room he’s getting ready, to see if
there's anything we'd like that has boeu forgotten.
Lovi can't underitand, for he has never loved any-
yeonough.”. . .. .

« Reulen,” “whispered AUby, with her hands
bout his arm, ““ I shall always beliova like you—
jou are 50 gogd.” .

- The wmorning before the double festival came,
and the sun shone on one of the pleasantest days ot
-the pleasunt sp-‘agtime  Reuben stayed away
from _his underground toil to put some finishing
touches to the attic, which was to bécome Abby’s
home to-worrow. * ALby herself was busy over her
simple _};cdding;gown ; but she was away, in her
own hoine, and shie could not hiader him by peep-
ing-thfough the halfopen door to see what he was
about Judith~was deep in lier preparations for
the great dinmer;"to which she had iuvited her
gaests; and Reuben conld heur the clatter of
earlhienw.re, and the bexting up' of cugs, and the
cpening and shutting of the oven door, in the
Iarge, old-fashioned kitchen below. They were
pleasant sounds; hut swecter sounds came to his
listening car through tha open window. There was
the ‘cnckoo ealling from the woods, with a uete
softcned und mellowad by the distance; and the
throstles were piping, and the blackbirds whistling
nearer to him, in the hawthorn hedgerow round the

gdc.!‘ Tho low, sougl:qrly hracze taat fluttered
‘the “Teaves of the Biblo' and hymm-Uook on the
window-sill, brought with it the sceat of lilac and
gillyflowers, growing in the borders.  Reuben
Hazeldine felt as if he had never really known
what warthly Kappiness was before.

It was past noonday, and he was still busy about
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hix finiting tonches, wel hummeang licde <ntehes
of hymng 1 bus low, deep vace for be was n
famous singer in his parsh, when e sadidendy
tivard Abby s voree calhing hun afar ol e stop-
ped. with lus band up, holding a humwer that was
about to knock o nail into the wall, and histened
cagetly, Yes, that wns Abty's voice, ciearer and
sweeter than the throsties pipang nute.  He smiled
to himself ux hie wondetsdd Fow far offt she might
be; and by nethor answerd L nor went towards the
apen window, that he might hear her ealling again.
Tuen theie cuome o nearer and ashriller eadl, aud
his quick onr cnnght the g of fear inoit. e
stretched hms i hedi thuoazie the Jittle casement
in the gatde, and suw her tly g down the bank,
which hid the pit mouts teom him, as i she wag
in an ngony of teeror. But tee moment she caught
sight of hun she stopprd Lovself in the headlong
thght, and stretehed out her arms w him; and he
hewrd hier crying mournfuly through the still,
sunny i,

“ Cote, comoe quickly! ™ she alled; *ths water’s
broke out, aud the pit’s flooded 1"

For a moment or two Reaticn could not tir, but
stood leanmy through the casement, staring in
bewilderment at Abhy.  Was it possible she was
making fun to frighten him?  But she had quickly
turned away, and was climbing up the bank;
whilst his mother ran down the garden path, and
was following her as swiftly as sho could.  Then he
roused himself from his stuper and hurried after
thew. Tt was true, the pit was tlooded ! How goud
God had been to him!!

That was the thought his wind fastened on at

first. God had saved him frow peril, perhaps from
death. TIf ho had goue to work in the pi- this

morning he nnght hive Leen anong those who were

lost, if any waeie lost. When e reached the top |
{ the tlundd pit

of tho bank lie saw—in the sunny, novuday light
—the pit’s mouth, with its Llack framewak of
chains and thick, old timber, as he seemed never to
have seen it before.  So sharp, so distinet, it stoed
out against the sky, and iwprinted itself on his
brain, A group of women and old wmen and
children were already gathered about it} and the
clder gnes among the boys were peering into the
shaft, down which the truck was being lowered as
quickly as the bttle engine coubl work A knot of
swarthy men, who had just come up from under-
around, stood in the centre of the group telling
their story.  Reuben thrust his way in among
them, and stood listening in awed silence.

“Jt Lroke out on us in the Long Spinny foot-
path,” one of them was saying, ‘‘and we ran for
our lives. Us six were first, and there's cight or
nine more to come. But therd’- old "Lijal, and
Simeon, and AlLner—they'll L cut off by the flood.
They kept tozether, and the water’s out betwixt
them and the shaft.  There’s no chance for ever a
one of themn.””

Reuben heard us if the tidirgs had nothing to
do with him. “Old ’'Lijah, and Shucon, and
Abner!” he repeated over and over azain, half
aloud ; but he was juite uncouscious that he was
uttering their names. He scemed to see them
quite plainly : his young brother, wlho had been of
Iate so absorbed in prepaving for the gteat contest
for the Hazeldine Bille ; his chosen {riend, Abner,
who was to hiin what Jonathan had been ts David
and the old man, who had heen like a father to the
fatherless boys. He counted them upon his fingers,
mechanieally : ¢ Old ’Lijah — Abner — Sizneon ”
1lis mother shrieked aloud, with & very wild and
bitter ery; and Abby theew herself down an the
avound by the wouth of the shaft, calling, **Abner,
Lrother Abner!”

A second cluster of pitmen, sowme clinging to the
chain—without foothold —was ascending slowly to
the light of day. Reuben’s bewildered eye ran
through the nuinber, Lut none of these three was
there.  Then bie shook himself, and, as if lie awoke
from a dream, he scized the full weaning of the
accident that had happened. The tlood Lad sepas-
ated them from their comnmdes, and had cut off all
hiope of cscapo from a terrible and lingering death.

* How deen is it1” he asked, in a hoarse, harsh
voice,

“Not above the soles of our shoon,” answered
one of the men. “It canic trickling Ly like a
brook in the woods, but we felt scared, like.

There's o hewy dip, thee knows, before you como
to the Long Sprany sidung”

“ Not above the gales of our shoon ™ rege aed
another of the wen, It was up to our L

See thee, Reubent Yook how deep I've been : anid
1t catuo roaring in after us like a millbdum. Il
Le a fathom lugh in the shaft to night.”

A dead silence followed this last speech o s

lence which seemed to Reuben to continue fur
houts, so torribly significant it was. Yot thero
were many sounds smiting against his ear and il
ing s lirnin.  The cry of the cuckoo seemnd to
shout toudly and mackingly at him, and the otful
ereakiug of tho chiain by which the track hung ovee
the dark mouth of the pit grated and jarred upon
him.  Ho lad never felt like this before. [Latfe
hud been so dear und sweet to hing ouly ten mnutes
o,

“ I shall be bound to go,” he said, looking round
lnm with a gloomy and stupeticd air.  Ho was the
tirst to brenk the silincw ; nnd at the sound of bis
voice the women burst out into sobs aund cries, .l
the men into eager speech.  Ably nnd his mather |
clung to hun, besceching him not to risk I Lie
If Reuben lad shrunk from the danger they would
have despised him in their hoarta; but now, a. they
read his resolution in his mournful fice, and the
few words he spoke so hoarsely, they could ot let
him go.

Fresh numbers of eager, anxious men and women
flucked to the spot, from ficlds and woods aud dis
tant cottages, for a ruinour of the calamity scemed to
be earried by the soft, southerly breoze.  Lovi Hazel
dine was amongst them ; and Reuben saw lus fuce
more clearly than any other - a shrewd, sharp,
sinister face, that had no true compussion 1 1t
Some of the women about them were ealling loudly
upats Gund to save those who were left behind
Reuben freed  hinnself altost
roughly and impatientiy fiom  Abby's clinging
hands.

* How can Gud save thew if he has nobady to
send " he cried. < There isn’t o man living that
knows the pit as [ kiow it; and there's another
road out of the Long Spunuy siding, if they'd any
budy to guide them. Dun't you see that 1 must
s, if theros o bare chance of winmng thrangh, to
savo them? How could T live i pence at home
and think of then statved to death dawn bilow,
and dying there unvuried?  Abby, otier, ean't
you sce how wicked T should Le if 1 cound leave
them to perish without doingg all T could to snve
thew 37

“ But suppose 1 loso sou both 1" cried Judith,
in a shull, quasering voice. “ Suppose thee comes
back no more - never ! But, oh ' Stimeon, my hule |
iad, that was ouly a baby o little whilo ago! Aud
1'ms so proud of thee™  Cone back, Smeon  cine
howe to thy mother ! .

“ 1'm Lound to go,” said Reubwen, stepping on to
the ttuck which hung over the shaft, while one of |
the men ran to the engine-house to lower it. - Fora
few secunds he stood there, looking round him on |
the plaasant, sunny day, and on his old friends and
neighbours gathered about him.  Abby had fatlen
on the ground, and was hiding hee face from the
Nght ; and his mother was ou her knees, torn be-
tween the diead of letting him go and the hope
that he might snve Stmeon. Ol Lijab’s wife was
erying and blessing him, amid her sobs ; whilst bis
cowrades were crondmyg eagerly round to shake
hands with lum, and bid i Godspeed. But at
was all over in a few woments; and, a8 the cluan
srated and creaked over the windlass, he glanecd
about him for the last time,
“Tuke care of them !” he shouted, as he felt
himself passing out of their sizht; and w faint,
broken cheer auswered him,  For a little while he
could still sce a cluster of {rieadly, anxious fuees
lIooking after hun.  “Gud bless yeu!” he eallad to
them. He could hear them shouting back as he
reachald the vottum of the shaft, though the round
opening aliove lim was but as & very little ning of |
hizht 1 the widst of deep dkuess ,

<Al nght: Tl be back in wn bour, please |
God !” he shouted aga.n, as he looked up to the |
small, bright spot overhead.  Then he plunged into !
onue of the yawning caverns that opened Lefore him. !
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