
LORTY FEET OF FIRE. 

cross-beam was stove in, and—well “the 

boat was a wreck, and we were all in the 

water?” Not so, or I should never have 

survived to tell it; but what dd happen 

was this. After a moment of intense 

curiosity to know what was to come next, a 

moment which seemed to last an hour, the 

good boat did the most sensible thing it 

could do: it jumped from off its boulder 

full six feet into the seething cauldron be- 

neath, and, oh joy! we were saved. 

Hereupon the men showed their sense of 

relief by sundry profane ejaculations, after 

the manner of gold-diggers, for such they 

were. To some who irreverently used the 

name of the Saviour in speaking of their 
lucky escape, I remember observing that to 

Him and to none other they owed a 
deliverance so miraculous and so unmerited. 

And so we bowled along at fifty miles a 

day, and our trip never lost in interest. 

Now we would hurry past some ugly boul- 

der lurking in our way, almost touching   
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him. Another time we would mistake the 
channel .and come broadside on to a grim- 
looking rock in the middle of the river ; but 
just when on the point of being destroyed, 
we were borne swiftly past it by the mighty 

current, and taken down a steep and wind- 
ing way to a still reach of water below. 
In such a case oars or rudder could do 
nothing, but providentially the current 
carried us safe away from the danger. 

Suffice it to say, the whole trip was com- 
pleted without loss of life or limb. Only 
the good boat came to grief; this, however, 
within but a few miles of our destination, 

and after we had left her, with our effects. 

It was at a very bad and dangerous riffle, 
where the water was unusually shallow. 

The bark was being let down over the 
place by means of a rope attached to it; 

but unluckily the stream got the better of 
her, and took the liberty of rudely driving 
her upon a rock, where, in a moment, 

she went to pieces like a box of matches. 

OR LY on eebae SOlRcatmoliioke. 

OR, THE MINES OF AVONDALE. 

LD Death proclaims a holocaust— 

Two hundred men must die ! 

And he cometh not like a thief in the 

night, 

But with banners lifted high. 

He calleth the north wind out of the north 

To blow him a signal blast, 

And to plough the air with a fiery share, 

And to sow the sparks, broadcast. 

No fear hath he of the arm of flesh, 

And he maketh the winds to cry: 

“Let come who will to the awful hill, 

And his strength against me try !” 

So quick those sparks along the land, 

Into blades of flame have sprung ; 

So quick the piteous face of Heaven ~ 

With a veil of black is hung: 

And men are telling the news with words, 

And women with tears and sighs,   

And the children with the frightened souls 
That are staring from their eyes. 

‘Death! death, is holding a holocaust! 

And never was seen such a pyre— 
Head packed to head, and above them 

spread 
Full forty feet of fire !” 

From hill to hill-top runs the cry, 

Through farm and village and town, 

And higher and higher—‘‘The mine’s on 
fire! 

Two hundred men sealed down! 
And not with the dewy hand o’th’ earth, 

And not with the leaves of the trees— 
Nor is it the waves that roof their graves, 

Oh, no, it is none of these. 
From sight and sound walled round and 

round, 

For God’s sake haste to the pyre!


