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T was the hour fer the thre¢ o'clock shift. The
half-dozen men gathered in the shaft-house of
the Bon Air Mine went, one by one, to thé box
of candles; each put four candles in the pocket
of his rubber coat, and stood by the shaft. The
hell clanged; they stepped inside the cage, and
the engineer lowered theni.into the depths of

the earth.

As they dropped slowly down the shaft, a bulge in
‘the timbers caught the eye of one of the men.

“That place will make trouble some day,” he said

“Why don't they fix it?” asked a young fellow of
mineteen or twenty, Bert Frain by name.

“It costs money 1o re-timber mines.”

“But il it's dangerous—" he persisted.
| A man beside him gave a harsh laugh. ““The danger's
to the men, not the Company; so what do they care?”

“I guess they care something for the lives of their
men,” said the youth, indignantly.

“They don’t, 1 can tell you. You're grcen, boy.
They don't’ care for nothin' but the almighty dollar,
You an' me might drop to the bottom of this, here shaft,
an’ the boss would'nt stop to pick ué up unless we was
in the way of the ore-cars.”

“I don't believe it."” >

“You ain't lived in this world as long as T have,” te-
gponded Hyler, grimly. “You'd know more if you had”

“Better not know so much than to know so much
that ain't s0," retorted the young man,

In the laugh that followed, the cage reached the four-
thundred-foot level, and the men turned into the tun-
nel, going to work with pick and shovel.

At the close of working-hours they stood at the shaft
again, waiting to go up, the loaded cars beside them.

“Say, boys,"” said the old miner, “ef these cars go up
now, some of us will have to wait till the next trip."

“Go ahead,” said Hyler, “I've got to go back for my
coat, anyway."

Bert Fraim stepped off.
with Hyler.”

The cage rose slowly, and the two men walked back
to the drift where Hyler had been at work. They were
returning leisurely when they heard a crash. They
rushed to the shaft, expecting to sec a fallen cage and
four mangled men. Instead, there was nothing to be
scen but a mass of carth and timbers. The shaft had
caved in!

They stared at it a moment in silence.
turned ghastly faces toward each other. )

“Hyler!"—the boy stepped close to him apd spoke in
a half-whisper—"surely they'll get us out?”

The man shook his head. “They can't!
may be half full”

“But we can help! We can shovel the dirt into the
cars agd run them back into the tunnel and empty
them. Then if they dig from the top—"

Hyler interrupted him: “How long do you s'pose
we could shovel dirt and lift timbers without anything
to ecat?" .

The younger man was silent. “How long would it
take them to clean out the shaft, supposin’ it wos
half full?” he asked.

“Longer 'n me and you'd hold out,” said Hylér, with
the calmness of despair. “No, boy; we're dead men—
caught like rats in a trap!”

" Then he cursed the Company and their own unhappy

ate.

“Hyler,” said Bert, at last, “they certainly will not
leave us here to die. They'll put all hands at work to
dig us out. Surely—"

“They don’t know we're alive, T tell you. We was
standin' right by the shaft. They'll think we're dead
now.” Despair was scitling down upon the older man;
but youth is always hopeful.

“I'm going to dig,” said Bert. He found an empty
ore-car, and worked with the cnergy of desperation
“Come on, Hyler; don't let's give up!”

Momentarily strengthened by his companion’s cour-
age, Hyler took his shovel and began to work. Hoe laid
it down in a few minutes.

“"Taint no use, boy!" he said. "Might as well try to
dip Salt Lake dry with a pint cup!”

But Bert worked on. He stopped at last, overcome
with exhaystion. He could hardly see that he had
made an impression. Then the full horror of their sit-
uation came upon him, and he sank to the ground.

“If they coull only know that we are alive!” he
groaned, “perhaps they could do something.”

His shovel fell from his grasp, and struck against
the iron water-pipe, making a sharp clang. The sound
fell upon a brain growing benumbed, and electrified it.
He sprang up excitedly.

“Hyler! Hyler! We tan let them know we are
alive by the pipe! Don't you know the earth carries
sound?” ' He was wild with joy at the thought of com- -
municating with the world abaove.

They rapped, then listened, then rapped again. No
sound but their own labored breathing.

“Harder! harder!” and they rained blows upon the
heavy iron.

The pipe was one used for draining the mine, and led
directly to the shaft-house above. Bert's hape was that

some one might hear the rapping, and understand that
they were alive, As the minutes went by, however,
and there was no answering signal, hope turned to fear,
and fear to the agoniring conviction that their signals
had not been heard by those above.
"It would n't do no good, nohow," said Hyler
tly. “We 're bound to starve before that
be dug out!” .

“I'm in no hurry. T'll wait

Then they
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S AT B e i S

St e sl : E &

W j..m:_..;“."' .’l .__::I 5 'I'-'Il..'_' | o 3 - : !
- {THE OREGON SUNDAY JOURNAL, PORTLAND, SUNDAY MORNING, NOVEMBER 23

-!f"{'["f

BT EUEL LTS

aod ITF pi RO

|| 51 it

A

did not know much about prayer, but it was a straw,
and he was a drowning man. p .

“I know my- mother will,” said Bert, positively;
“and 1 believe your wife will"

“T don’t know as she 'd know how." }f_vl:r_apoke
doubtfully. “She ain't had much time for prayin’ an’
all them things—havin' such a raft o' young ones to
look after an’ so much te do. She ’s had a hard life,
Lizv has.” ) )

Then he sat up, and said, with a little catch in his
voice: "I tell you, boy, ef T was out of this 1 .d
give her a different sort of life from the one she 's
had I”

Thus passed the long, long night away. They talked
and rln:% and dreamed :n§ woke to wish their sleep
had never ended. Finally, worn out with it all, they

AS THE MEN APFEARED; A SHOUT WENT UP,

They fell hack then against the walls of the tunnel,
and sat in silence—Bert thinking of life and all it had
promised, Hyler thinking of his wife and children,

How long they sat there they never knew. They
had no watches, and no way of telling day from night.
After a while Hyler blew out his candle, muttering
something about saving it, and Bert looked up with a
frightened face. He had heard of men cating candles
in extremity: was this what Hyler was thinking? He
went back to the drift @nd collected a lot of the old
énds. It scemed they had been there for hours when
Hyler asked if he had ‘matches

He felt in his pocket. “Yes, T have' “Blow out
vour light, then, and le’ ’s go to bed. We M1 sleep
all we can” .

They lay on the hard floor, their coats under their
heads, and tried to sleep. Bert crept close to Hyler,
and Hyler did not rcpu{;e him. The longing for hu-
man touch was upon them both. Then exhaustion
overpowered them, and they dorzed fitfully. )

But their sleep was a nightmare. From a horrid
dream Bert woke to a reality not far different. The
darkness was insupportable, the silence such as chills
A'cold sweat stood on his face in beads, and a shiver-
ing fell upon him.

“Hyler," he whisperedd. Even in the extremity of
his terror, he would not wake his companion if he
were asleep,

The

“What "
strangel{.

“Oh, Hyler, have we got to die here in this hole?

“\We 're bound to, boy. There s no help.”

They lay there a few minutes in silence; then Bert
said brokenly: '

“Hyler, can you pray?™

IiNOI“ -.

There came ‘into the boy's mind a far-off memory
of “Now [ lay me down to sleep,” and the words
“Our Father”; but they d not seem exactly appro-
priate, and were unsaid. He did not know that the
very turning of the sou] in a8 mute cry for help was
prayer, 3 .

“Some are praying up above” he said There was a
gleam of lpet in the thoueht. N

“Tt won'tdo no good.” responded Hyler, gloomily.
“You =ee, the trouble is, they can’t get food to vs. An'
we can't live on prayin’l Like enovgh they won't

think of it, uqya;." he added, aftcr.a moment. He
v A g P

man’s gruff voice had softencd
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fell into the dreamless stupor of exhausted nerves.

They were awakened by an explosion that brought
them to their fect. It seemed as if the very walls were
falling. Bert lighted his candle with shaking fingers;
his companion followed the example, and the two men
peered around them.. Theré was nothing that they
could see. The walls were as solid as ‘ever. They
moved cautionsly toward the mouth of the shaft, and
in doing so had to pass the water-pipe.

They lifted their candles above their heads and
examined closely as they went. When they reached the
pipe they stopped. [t was blown to picces!

And as they stared and wondered and speculated,
they saw something enierging from its mouth, Tt was
a weighted cord with a note tied to it. They tore it
off frantically. It said:

Keep up courage hoys; ,we will ket down food
through the pipe, and in a few days we can get
to you. The men are digging day and night
Tell us if you are hurt.

They dropped to their knees and cried like babies—
cried and laughed and wrung each other's hands,
Oh, the joy of Lfe—just life!

Bert 100k the pencil and wrote:

We are all right, but awful hungry.
They had not felt their hunger till now

What day is it? How Jong have we heen in?
And how did you do it?

Pl

He fastened the note to a weight, gave the rope a
jerk, and it was drawn up. Before long a tin pail
began to emerge ifrom the pipe. It was filled with
food. They empuied it quickly on to a rubber coat,
and it was draan up, to reappear with a supply of can-
dles and another note.

They lighted two or three of the new candles,
laugling hilariously at their illimination, and read:

We heard you tap on the pipe and knew you
were alive. Then we r heads to waork 1o get
food to you. First, we pumpeid out the water. Then
we let down a light charge of dynamite in the
pipe to just the right distance, and set it off. Of
course it burst the pipe, and now you are all right
Your wife 's heen at the shaft-house all along,
Hyler, and Herts mother has been on her knecs
most of the pight | "1 send you the mormng
paper. It tells all about the cuvein

el 01

“Myler)” said Bert, ne he rvead te centence about
his mother, “1 knew they wonld remember”

It was not three davs (the time predicted by the
"Daily Eagle™) that they were ‘entombed, but many.
The opening of the old shaft was found to be umprac-
ticable, and a new one was started.  But the two
men were in safety now, and eomparative comfort.
Food, light, letters and papers were lowered to them,
and there, four hundred feet below daylight, they read
the story of the work for their rescuc. They receiyed
and sent daily bulletins by the pipe

But the days lengthened to weeks before they were
released, though the whole force was put upon the new
shaft, in hali-hour relays. “The men are-working like
demons,” the newspaper said,

On the twenty-thired day the work was completed,
and the cage bearing the entombed men was lifted
slowly inte daylight.

The shaft honse was full, and as the men appeared,

a shont wetit up The manager stood by the shaft,
and gave them each a hearty hand-shake.

“Srand back, hoys!" he said, as the men crowded
ronred s “von minst let thesr women have a chance with
thiem figst”

“Bert, vou or'nary cuss” said one of the men, a litle
later, when the hand shuking was over and they stifl
Lingered, “what do you <pose it has cost to git yon

fellers ont o there
“I don't know
f t}:r- 44 L83 § TALN (Tnn! 1o pav

What? They had hardly thought

for the work of rescuing

tiiem

“Three throsand dollar<! T told the boss, jokingly,
after it was ol over: that vort was n't wuth at: but he
got mad ar that, and said money had nothing to dn

with i, aml thar ke "d <ave your lives ef it husted the
Company.” -

Three thaotsand Jdellars! The two men looked into
each other's faces  Then Bert turned 1o the “hoss”

“Hegdeieks 1s righe, <ar” he' saiil, *We
it—in money o the Comnpany—hut—"
He looked up at the hlue Colorado sky that he

ain't worth

had thought never 1o sce again, and drew a long, free
breath. Then ke lifted bis ean reverently

And Hyler tool the heavy bal from his wife's
tired arms,

“Come, Lizy, mv pirl” he sanl with a gentleness new

to him, "l¢' s sk laby home

ANGLING BUNNIES.

BY ALBERT BLASHFIELD.

A rarty of bunnies,

As brave as could be,
Went fishing one day,

In the depths of the sca.
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Their host, full of fun,
Had provided good cheer;
had pickle~ and pie

And good gmger

T }-.r-_\' sonn <ot therr lines;
1..3\_':1. CVC wWis intent,
Al watching to sct

Which way the luck went.

ulee, see! there's a hite!

Te e v hine, friend Dok
Now, steady, my hoy,

And pull it quick ™
Dtit the gamy voung fizh

Ruar of with the hook,
And jerked it s hard,

All strength Bick forsook.

Still holding his line,
He fel i headlone,

VWhile his frighms to the Tescus
S uushly aod strong. g
sl e

PECULIARITIES OF LIFE
IN THE ARCTIC.

By Professor J. H. GORE.

Naruse seems not to welcome the possession of the
Arctics by birds, animals, or even fishes, and not only,
mukes the climate severe, but has brought it about ¥,
that, since each animal feeds upon some other, ecach
can live only by evading hungry enemiecs. In this con-!
stant struggle to feed and avoid being fed upon, some |
interesting traits have been developed. :
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During the summer months much of the land bee: W
comes free from snow and ice under the joint action of _'f
sun and wind, and the snow that resists removal u]‘
darkened by a deposit of fine dust particles. In thia! o

season the animals wear their darker clothing, and!’' :
birds have, by way of change, a less gaudy plumage,’'
The background against which they stand wauld be-,
tray their presence if the white dress of winter were
worn naw; then, too, it makes it possible for the,
foxes, ducks, and other animals and birds to gratifyl 0
a natural vanity by putting on, for a time at lu.st.‘. 0
another coat. |

In winter, white is again worn, The background 18 y
aow snow and ice, and the only chance which the Are<!
tic chicken now has to deceive the fox is to rall up,
like a ball and. simulate a lump of ice, .The ice-bear:
is equipped successfully to creep upon the ever-watch-i
ful seal, because he looks like the other blocks of
white aronnd him.  He remembers, however, his black,
nose, and is €aid to be sharp enough to cover it withi®
lis paw while approaching his dozing prey.

The scal does not stop his search for food until het
has completely” satisfied his excellent appetite; then he &
takes a good nap, lying upon the very edge of the icc." 4
or as close as possible to his breathing-hole, Thff
slightest sound will awaken lim. and without waiting
to tind out the source or direction, he rolls into the
water. lle can stay wnder for only thirty-five mi.l'l-{ d
utes, but where he will come up none can tell. This; =
no one knows better than the bear; and if the beast
realizes that it is impossible to stea] up on the leeward
side of the seal, having his black nose covered with hig
paw and his bloodshot eyes closed, when the seal hagl
hie open and an the waich, he looks about for 2 {14
orable point of departure, dives under the ice, and iff =
he rightly judges the distance and direction, he comeg;
up at the very spot where the seal had expected 200 3
go down. The seal's fate is thus settled, and the bear's
shrewdness earns its reward. £.0N
_ The beautiful eider-duck has often been cited ad
ideal mother, and touching sfories are told. of =3
plucking the down from her own breast to make thel
nest in which to hatch her young. It is also said -
if the hunters take the down, she will despoil herself
for the second time, not calling upon the selfish [
until she has literally stripped herself. The drake ig
declared to be strict in keeping his mate to her duties,
insicting that she shall attend to the work of hate
I the duck ventures upon a walk, he does not offer
tuke her place while she goes gadding about, but, -4
haps knowing she is too fond of idleness, cruelly
drives her back to her household duty. The duck lays
only hve eggs, and if she fecls that her nest is .
enough and warm enough to hold more, she bo
robs her neighhors, carrying the eggs, one at a time,
under her wing, until she has seven or eight.

However, when the brood is hatched, the draf==8
becomes the teacher to the young. Not in swinuni v
for that comes naturally, but in diving, which is &
means of flight as well as for finding food.  The little &
duck, coming into life above water, Hesitates to riske!
it by going under, nor will he follow the th—rcpeat‘;',
example of his parents. When it becomes necessarys |
to resort to force, the drake comes quietly near the %
unwilling pupil. suddenly throws a wing over
and dives down. The little one is let go under wateg,!
and, coming to the surface unharmed, even if somes| 3
what startled, he is ready to start diving on his owm)
account. 5.2

The statement, so often made, that Arctic birds “}
become so confused by the perpetval day that they da’’
not sing, was not verified by my experience. Th.!"
few sparrows that visited us on Dane's Tsland were
very generous with their music, and especially memors "3
able was their merry singing one of those Arctic nighta
between the hours of twelve and two o'clock, y &
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“Be sure of the fish!”

Poor Dicky called out,
And soon a fine hlue
Was flopping about,




