
 
Student Handout 8- 

Trapped in the Mines/Rescues 
 
 
“They used to blow those whistles.  They used to have a big whistle when there would be an 
incident.  In every patch that I lived in if there’d be an accident . . . they’d just blow that whistle for 
hours and hours and hours.  When there’d be an accident or explosion, everybody would run 
when they’d hear that whistle.  Down to the mine.  Oh, it was almost like an air raid siren, only 
louder.” 
Narrated by Ray Nicklow, Patch/Work Voices , Page 24 
 
“I came back out, and as I was coming out, there was a big lip that came down.  That jar, that 
shot loosened it.  And it came down and buried me right there.  I don’t remember it hitting me.  
Like I said, for a few seconds it must have knocked me out because I don’t remember . . . . But I 
recall, after a few minutes there I came to my senses that they were all running.  Everybody 
running.  I started hollering for them to come back and help me.  It’s a frightening experience.  
You just look up – I pushed a piece of slate off my face and looked up – and there was a piece 
that weighed three or four or five hundred pounds.  And it was gapped open six or eight inches.  
Just waiting to come.  I figured if it came down, it would cut my head right off.  Then one guy said, 
‘Let’s get him out.’  He said, ‘You watch it, and I’m going to start digging.’  So they dug me out.” 
Narrated by Chuck Hudek, Patch/Work Voices, Page 25 
 
“I was about twelve years old [this occurs around 1930]. And they had an explosion and the mine 
caught fire.  Well, they called my brother and dad in right away, and everybody went down to the 
mine.  All us kids, my mother, the rest of the family. We all went down to the mine.  They had set 
up tables and coffee and everybody waited.  And that fire – it took a whole week to get that fire 
out.  It burned up half the mine.  The gas in the mine and blackdamp – they caused an explosion 
with a fire.” 
Narrated by Ray Nicklow, Patch/Work Voices, Page 25 
 
“When my dad was hurt, I don’t remember who came to tell my mother; it was another miner who 
knocked at the door, not an official. I was the oldest in the family and was about eight or ten years 
old.  There were three of us children at the time.  My mother held her composure, and we walked 
down the big hill in Royal.  My mother had a limp from the time she was a child in Europe and had 
a hard time walking.  I can remember us walking down to the mine by the stable.  To this day I 
can see my dad stretched out and with whatever they could, they bandaged him.  He was 
bleeding and all bandaged up.  He had a deep cut over his eye and had a scar for the rest of his 
life . . . He was in the hospital for at least six weeks.” 
Mary Lukasik Smolley, Common Lives of Uncommon Strength, page 176 
 
 
Pick one of these stories of an actual mining incident and place yourself as a child living 
in that patch town. Write a short story using the real story as part of your story.  This 
actual story can be the starting point of your short story, it can be somewhere in the 
middle, or at the very end of your story.  You must include at least 3 of the 6 areas from 
the poster created the previous day about Life in a Coal Patch.  The stories will be 
evaluated for content, use of the real incident (relevance), details of at least three areas of 
coal patch life, as well as grammatical writing skills. 

 
 


