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THE BLIND BROTHER.

CHAPTER 1.
LOST IN THE MINE.

The Dryden Mine, in the Susquehanna coal-fields of Pennsylvania, was worked out and
abandoned long ago. To-day its headings and airways and chambers echo only to the occasional
fall of loosened slate, or to the drip of water from the roof. Its pillars, robbed by retreating
workmen, are crumbling and rusty, and those of its props which are still standing have become
mouldy and rotten. The rats that once scampered through its galleries deserted it along with
human kind, and its very name, from long disuse, has acquired an unaccustomed sound.

But twenty years ago there was no busier mine than the Dryden from Carbondale to Nanticoke.
Two hundred and thirty men and boys went by the slope into it every morning, and came out
from it every night. They were simple and unlearned, these men and boys, rugged and rude,
rough and reckless at times, but manly, heroic, and kindhearted.

Up in the Lackawanna region a strike had been in progress for nearly two weeks. Efforts had
been made by the strikers to persuade the miners down the valley to join them, but at first
without success.

Then a committee of one hundred came down to appeal and to intimidate. In squads of ten or
more they visited the mines in the region, and, in the course of their journeyings, had come to the
Dryden Slope. They had induced the miners to go out at all the workings they had thus far
entered, and were no less successful here. It required persuasion, sometimes threats, sometimes,
indeed, even blows, for the miners in Dryden Slope had no cause of complaint against their
employers; they earned good wages, and were content.

But, twenty years ago, miners who kept at work against the wishes of their fellows while a
strike was in progress, were called “black-legs,” were treated with contempt, waylaid and beaten,
and sometimes killed.

So the men in the Dryden Mine yielded; and soon, down the chambers and along the headings,
toward the foot of the slope, came little groups, with dinner-pails and tools, discussing earnestly,
often bitterly, the situation and the prospect.

The members of a party of fifteen or twenty, that came down the airway from the tier of
chambers on the new north heading, were holding an especially animated conversation. Fully
one-half of the men were visiting strikers. They were all walking, in single file, along the route by
which the mine-cars went.

For some distance from the new chambers the car-track was laid in the airway; then it turned
down through an entrance into the heading, and from that point followed the heading to the foot
of the slope. Where the route crossed from the airway to the heading, the space between the
pillars had been carefully boarded across, so that the air current should not be turned aside; and
a door had been placed in the boarding, to be opened whenever the cars approached, and shut as
soon as they had passed by.

That door was attended by a boy.

To this point the party had now come, and one by one filed through the opening, while Bennie,
the door-boy, stood holding back the door to let them pass.

“Ho, Jack, tak’ the door-boy wi’ ye!” shouted some one in the rear.

The great, broad-shouldered, rough-bearded man who led the procession turned back to where
Bennie, apparently lost in astonishment at this unusual occurrence, still stood, with his hand on
the door.

“Come along, lad!” he said; “come along! Ye’ll have a gret play-spell noo.”
“I can’t leave the door, sir,” answered Bennie. “The cars’ll be comin’ soon.”
“Ye need na min’ the cars. Come along wi’ ye, I say!”

“But I can’t go till Tom comes, anyway, you know.”

The man came a step closer. He had the frame of a giant. The others who passed by were like
children beside him. Then one of the men who worked in the mine, and who knew Bennie, came
through the doorway, the last in the group, and said,—

“Don’t hurt the boy; let him alone. His brother’ll take him out; he always does.”
All this time Bennie stood quite still, with his hand on the door, never turning his head.

It was a strange thing for a boy to stand motionless like that, and look neither to the right nor
the left, while an excited group of men passed by, one of whom had stopped and approached him,
as if he meant him harm. It roused the curiosity of “Jack the Giant,” as the miners called him,
and, plucking his lamp from his cap, he flashed the light of it up into Bennie’s face.

The boy did not stir; no muscle of his face moved; even his eyes remained open and fixed.

“Why, lad! lad! What’s the matter wi’ ye?” There was tenderness in the giant’s voice as he
spoke, and tenderness in his bearded face as Bennie answered,—
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“Don’t you know? I'm blind.”
“Blind! An’ a-workin’ i’ the mines?”

“Oh, a body don’t have to see to ‘tend door, you know. All I've to do is to open it when I hear
the cars a-comin’, an’ to shut it when they get by.”

“Aye, that’s true; but ye did na get here alone. Who helpit ye?”
Bennie’s face lighted up with pleasure, as he answered,—

“Oh, that’s Tom! He helps me. I couldn’t get along without him; I couldn’t do any thing without
Tom.”

The man’s interest and compassion had grown, as the conversation lengthened, and he was
charmed by the voice of the child. It had in it that touch of pathos that often lingers in the voices
of the blind. He would hear more of it.

“Sit ye, lad,” he said; “sit ye, an’ tell me aboot Tom, an’ aboot yoursel’, an’ a’ ye can
remember.”

Then they sat down on the rude bench together, with the roughly hewn pillar of coal at their
backs, blind Bennie and Jack Rennie, the giant, and while one told the story of his blindness, and
his blessings, and his hopes, the other listened with tender earnestness, almost with tears.

Bennie told first about Tom, his brother, who was fourteen years old, two years older than
himself. Tom was so good to him; and Tom could see, could see as well as anybody. “Why,” he
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exclaimed, “Tom can see every thing!

Then he told about his blindness; how he had been blind ever since he could remember. But
there was a doctor, he said, who came up once from Philadelphia to visit Major Dryden, before
the major died; and he had chanced to see Tom and Bennie up by the mines, and had looked at
Bennie’s eyes, and said he thought, if the boy could go to Philadelphia and have treatment, that
sight might be restored.

Tom asked how much it would cost, and the doctor said, “Oh, maybe a hundred dollars;” and
then some one came and called the doctor away, and they had never seen him since.

But Tom resolved that Bennie should go to Philadelphia, if ever he could save money enough to
send him.

Tom was a driver-boy in Dryden Slope, and his meagre earnings went mostly to buy food and
clothing for the little family. But the dollar or two that he had been accustomed to spend each
month for himself he began now to lay aside for Bennie.

Bennie knew about it, of course, and rejoiced greatly at the prospect in store for him, but
expressed much discontent because he, himself, could not help to obtain the fund which was to
cure him. Then Tom, with the aid of the kindhearted mine superintendent, found employment for
his brother as a door-boy in Dryden Slope, and Bennie was happy. It wasn’t absolutely necessary
that a door-boy should see; if he had good hearing he could get along very well.

So every morning Bennie went down the slope with Tom, and climbed into an empty mine-car,
and Tom’s mule drew them, rattling along the heading, till they reached, almost a mile from the
foot of the slope, the doorway where Bennie staid.

Then Tom went on, with the empty cars, up to the new tier of chambers, and brought the
loaded cars back. Every day he passed through Bennie’s doorway on three round trips in the
forenoon, and three round trips in the afternoon; and every day, when the noon-hour came, he
stopped on the down-trip, and sat with Bennie on the bench by the door, and both ate from one
pail the dinner prepared for them by their mother.

When quitting time came, and Tom went down to the foot of the slope with his last trip for the
day, Bennie climbed to the top of a load, and rode out, or else, with his hands on the last car of
the trip, walked safely along behind.

“And Tom and me together have a’most twenty dollars saved now!” said the boy exultingly.
“An’ we’ve only got to get eighty dollars more, an’ then I can go an’ buy back the sight into my
eyes; an’ then Tom an’ me we’'re goin’ to work together all our lives. Tom, he’s goin’ to get a
chamber an’ be a miner, an’ I'm goin’ to be Tom’s laborer till I learn how to mine, an’ then we’re
goin’ to take a contract together, an’ hire laborers, an’ get rich, an’ then—why, then Mommie
won’t have to work any more!”

It was like a glimpse of a better world to hear this boy talk. The most favored child of wealth
that ever revelled seeing in the sunlight has had no hope, no courage, no sublimity of faith, that
could compare with those of this blind son of poverty and toil. He had his high ambition, and that
was to work. He had his sweet hope to be fulfilled, and that was to see. He had his earthly shrine,
and that was where his mother sat. And he had his hero of heroes, and that was Tom.

There was no quality of human goodness, or bravery, or excellence of any kind, that he did not
ascribe to Tom. He would sooner have disbelieved all of his four remaining senses than have
believed that Tom would say an unkind word to Mommie or to him, or be guilty of a mean act
towards any one.

Bennie’s faith in Tom was fully justified. No nineteenth century boy could have been more
manly, no knight of old could have been more true and tender, than was Tom to the two beings
whom he loved best upon all the earth.
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“But the father, laddie,” said Jack, still charmed and curious; “whaur’s the father?”

“Dead,” answered Bennie. “He came from the old country first, an’ then he sent for Mommie
an’ us, an’ w'en we got here he was dead.”

“Ah, but that was awfu’ sad for the mither! Took wi’ the fever, was he?”

“No; killed in the mine. Top coal fell an’ struck him. That’s the way they found him. We didn’t
see him, you know. That was two weeks before me an’ Tom an” Mommie got here. I wasn’t but
four years old then, but I can remember how Mommie cried. She didn’t have much time to cry,
though, 'cause she had to work so hard. Mommie’s al’ays had to work so hard,” added Bennie,
reflectively.

The man began to move, nervously, on the bench. It was apparent that some strong emotion
was taking hold of him. He lifted the lamp from his cap again and held it up close to Bennie’s
face.

“Killed, said ye—i’ the mine—top coal fell?”
“Yes, an’ struck him on the head; they said he didn’t ever know what killed him.”

The brawny hand trembled so that the flame from the spout of the little lamp went up in tiny
waves.

“Whaur—whaur happenit it—i’ what place—i’ what mine?”
“Up in Carbondale. No. 6 shaft, I think it was; yes, No. 6.”

Bennie spoke somewhat hesitatingly. His quick ear had caught the change in the man’s voice,
and he did not know what it could mean.

“His name, lad! gi’ me the father’s name!”

The giant’s huge hand dropped upon Bennie’s little one, and held it in a painful grasp. The boy
started to his feet in fear.

“You won’t hurt me, sir! Please don’t hurt me; I can’t see!”

“Not for the warld, lad; not for the whole warld. But I must ha’ the father’s name; tell me the
father’s name, quick!”

“Thomas Taylor, sir,” said Bennie, as he sank back, trembling, on the bench.

The lamp dropped from Jack Rennie’s hand, and lay smoking at his feet. His huge frame
seemed to have shrunk by at least a quarter of its size; and for many minutes he sat, silent and
motionless, seeing as little of the objects around him as did the blind boy at his side.

At last he roused himself, picked up his lamp, and rose to his feet.
“Well, lad, Bennie, I mus’ be a-goin’; good-by till ye. Will the brither come for ye?”

“Oh, yes!” answered Bennie, “Tom al’ays stops for me; he aint come up from the foot yet, but
he’ll come.”

Rennie turned away, then turned back again.
“Whaur’s the lamp?” he asked; “have ye no licht?”
“No; I don’t ever have any. It wouldn’t be any good to me, you know.”

Once more the man started down the heading, but, after he had gone a short distance, a
thought seemed to strike him, and he came back to where Bennie was still sitting.

“Lad, I thocht to tell ye; ye s’all go to the city wi’ your eyes. I ha’ money to sen’ ye, an’ ye s’all
go. I—I—knew—the father, lad.”

Before Bennie could express his surprise and gratitude, he felt a strong hand laid gently on his
shoulder, and a rough, bearded face pressed for a moment against his own, and then his strange
visitor was gone.

Down the heading the retreating footsteps echoed, their sound swallowed up at last in the
distance; and up at Bennie’s doorway silence reigned.

For a long time the boy sat, pondering the meaning of the strange man’s words and conduct.
But the more he thought about it the less able was he to understand it. Perhaps Tom could
explain it, though; yes, he would tell Tom about it. Then it occurred to him that it was long past
time for Tom to come up from the foot with his last trip for the day. It was strange, too, that the
men should all go out together that way; he didn’t understand it. But if Tom would only come—

He rose and walked down the heading a little way; then he turned and went up through the
door and along the airway; then he came back to his bench again, and sat down.

He was sure Tom would come; Tom had never disappointed him yet, and he knew he would not
disappoint him for the world if he could help it. He knew, too, that it was long after quitting-time,
and there hadn’t been a sound, that he could hear, in the mine for an hour, though he had
listened carefully.

After a while he began to grow nervous; the stillness became oppressive; he could not endure
it. He determined to try to find the way out by himself. He had walked to the foot of the slope
alone once, the day Tom was sick, and he thought he could do it again.

So he made sure that his door was tightly closed, then he took his dinner-pail, and started
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bravely down the heading, striking the rails of the mine car-track on each side with his cane as
he went along, to guide him.

Sometimes he would stop and listen, for a moment, if, perchance, he might hear Tom coming to
meet him, or, possibly, some belated laborer going out from another part of the mine; then,
hearing nothing, he would trudge on again.

After a long time spent thus, he thought he must be near the foot of the slope; he knew he had
walked far enough to be there. He was tired, too, and sat down on the rail to rest. But he did not
sit there long; he could not bear the silence, it was too depressing, and after a very little while he
arose and walked on. The caps in the track grew higher; once he stumbled over one of them and
fell, striking his side on the rail. He was in much pain for a few minutes; then he recovered and
went on more carefully, lifting his feet high with every step, and reaching ahead with his cane.
But his progress was very slow.

Then there came upon him the sensation of being in a strange place. It did not seem like the
heading along which he went to and from his daily work. He reached out with his cane upon each
side, and touched nothing. Surely, there was no place in the heading so wide as that.

But he kept on.

By-and-by he became aware that he was going down a steep incline. The echoes of his footsteps
had a hollow sound, as though he were in some wide, open space, and his cane struck one, two,
three, props in succession. Then he knew he was somewhere in a chamber; and knew, too, that
he was lost.

He sat down, feeling weak and faint, and tried to think. He remembered that, at a point in the
heading about two-thirds of the way to the foot, a passage branched off to the right, crossed
under the slope, and ran out into the southern part of the mine, where he had never been. He
thought he must have turned into this cross-heading, and followed it, and if he had, it would be
hard indeed to tell where he now was. He did not know whether to go on or to turn back.

Perhaps it would be better, after all, to sit still until help should come, though it might be
hours, or even days, before any one would find him.

Then came a new thought. What would Tom do? Tom would not know where he had gone; he
would never think of looking for him away off here; he would go up the heading to the door, and
not finding him there, would think that his brother had already gone home. But when he knew
that Bennie was not at home, he would surely come back to the mine to search for him; he would
come down the slope; maybe he was, at that very moment, at the foot; maybe Tom would hear
him if he should call, “Tom! O Tom!”

The loudest thunder-burst could not have been more deafening to the frightened child than the
sound of his own voice, as it rang out through the solemn stillness of the mine, and was hurled
back to his ears by the solid masses of rock and coal that closed in around him.

A thousand echoes went rattling down the wide chambers and along the narrow galleries, and
sent back their ghosts to play upon the nervous fancy of the frightened child. He would not have
shouted like that again if his life had depended on it.

Then silence fell upon him; silence like a pall—oppressive, mysterious and awful silence, in
which he could almost hear the beating of his own heart. He could not endure that. He grasped
his cane again and started on, searching for a path, stumbling over caps, falling sometimes, but
on and on, though never so slowly; on and on until, faint and exhausted, he sank down upon the
damp floor of the mine, with his face in his hands, and wept, in silent agony, like the lost child
that he was.

Lost, indeed, with those miles and miles of black galleries opening and winding and crossing all
around him, and he, lying prostrate and powerless, alone in the midst of that desolation.

CHAPTER II.
THE BURNED BREAKER.

For a long time Bennie lay there, pitifully weeping. Then, away off somewhere in the mine, he
heard a noise. He lifted his head. By degrees the noise grew louder; then it sounded almost like
footsteps. Suppose it were some one coming; suppose it were Tom! The light of hope flashed up
in Bennie’s breast with the thought.

But the sound ceased, the stillness settled down more profoundly than before, and about the
boy’s heart the fear and loneliness came creeping back. Was it possible that the noise was purely
imaginary?

Suddenly, tripping down the passages, bounding from the walls, echoing through the
chambers, striking faintly, but, oh, how sweetly, upon Bennie’s ears, came the well-known call,—

“Ben-nie-e-e-e!”
The sound died away in a faint succession of echoing ée’s.

Bennie sprang to his feet with a cry.

[27]
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“Tom! Tom! Tom, here I am.”

Before the echoes of his voice came back to him they were broken by the sound of running feet,
and down the winding galleries came Tom, as fast as his lamp and his legs would take him, never
stopping till he and Bennie were in one another’s arms.

“Bennie, it was my fault!” exclaimed Tom. “Patsy Donnelly told me you went out with Sandy
McCulloch while I was up at the stables; an’ I went way home, an’ Mommie said you hadn’t been
there, an’ I came back to find you, an’ I went up to your door an’ you wasn’t there, an’ I called an’
called, an’ couldn’t hear no answer; an’ then I thought maybe you’d tried to come out alone, an’
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got off in the cross headin’ an’ got lost, an’”"—
Tom stopped from sheer lack of breath, and Bennie sobbed out,—
“I did, I did get lost an’ scared, an’—an’—O Tom, it was awful!”

The thought of what he had experienced unnerved Bennie again, and, still holding Tom’s hand,
he sat down on the floor of the mine and wept aloud.

“There, Bennie, don’t cry!” said Tom, soothingly; “don’t cry! You’'re found now. Come, jump up
an’ le’s go home; Mommie’ll be half-crazy.” It was touching to see the motherly way in which this
boy of fourteen consoled and comforted his weaker brother, and helped him again to his feet.
With his arm around the blind boy’s waist, Tom led him down, through the chambers, out into the
south heading, and so to the foot of the slope.

It was not a great distance; Bennie’s progress had been so slow that, although he had, as he
feared, wandered off by the cross heading into the southern part of the mine, he had not been
able to get very far away.

At the foot of the slope they stopped to rest, and Bennie told about the strange man who had
talked with him at the doorway. Tom could give no explanation of the matter, except that the man
must have been one of the strikers. The meaning of his strange conduct he could no more
understand than could Bennie.

It was a long way up the slope, and for more than half the distance it was very steep; like
climbing up a ladder. Many times on the upward way the boys stopped to rest. Always when he
heard Bennie’s breathing grow hard and laborious, Tom would complain of being himself tired,
and they would turn about and sit for a few moments on a tie, facing down the slope.

Out at last into the quiet autumn night! Bennie breathed a long sigh of relief when he felt the
yielding soil under his feet and the fresh air in his face.

Ah! could he but have seen the village lights below him, the glory of the sky and the jewelry of
stars above him, and the half moon slipping up into the heavens from its hiding-place beyond the
heights of Campbell’s Ledge, he would, indeed, have known how sweet and beautiful the upper
earth is, even with the veil of night across it, compared with the black recesses of the mine.

It was fully a mile to the boys’ home; but, with light hearts and willing feet, they soon left the
distance behind them, and reached the low-roofed cottage, where the anxious mother waited in
hope and fear for the coming of her children.

“Here we are, Mommie!” shouted Tom, as he came around the corner and saw her standing on
the doorstep in the moonlight watching. Out into the road she ran then, and gathered her two
boys into her arms, kissed their grimy, coal-blackened faces, and listened to their oft-interrupted
story, with smiles and with tears, as she led them to her house.

But Tom stopped at the door and turned back.

“I promised Sandy McCulloch,” he said, “to go over an’ tell him if I found Bennie. He said he’d
wait up for me, an’ go an’ help me hunt him up if I came back without him. It’s only just over
beyond the breaker; it won't take twenty minutes, an’ Sandy’ll be expectin’ me.”

And without waiting for more words, the boy started off on a run.

It was already past ten o’clock, and he had not had a mouthful of supper, but that was nothing
in consideration of the fact that Sandy had been good to him, and would have helped him, and
was, even now, waiting for him. So, with a light and grateful heart, he hurried on.

He passed beyond the little row of cottages, of which his mother’s was one, over the hill by a
foot-path, and then along the mine car-track to the breaker. Before him the great building loomed
up, like some huge castle of old, cutting its outlines sharply against the moon-illumined sky, and
throwing a broad black shadow for hundreds of feet to the west.

Through the shadow went Tom, around by the engine-room, where the watchman'’s light was
glimmering faintly through the grimy window; out again into the moonlight, up, by a foot-path, to
the summit of another hill, along by another row of darkened dwellings, to a cottage where a
light was still burning, and there he stopped.

The door opened before he reached it, and a man in shirt-sleeves stepped out and hailed him:
“Is that you, Tom? An’ did ye find Bennie?”

“Yes, Sandy. I came to tell you we just got home. Found him down in the south chambers; he
tried to come out alone, an’ got lost. So I'll not need you, Sandy, with the same thanks as if I did,
an’ good-night to you!”

“Good-nicht till ye, Tom! I'm glad the lad’s safe wi’ the mither. Tom,” as the boy turned away,
“ye’ll not be afeard to be goin’ home alone?”
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Tom laughed.
“Do I looked scared, Sandy? Give yourself no fear for me; I'm afraid o’ naught.”

Before Sandy turned in at his door, Tom had disappeared below the brow of the hill. The loose
gravel rolled under his feet as he hurried down, and once, near the bottom, he slipped and fell.

As he rose, he was astonished to see the figure of a man steal carefully along in the shadow of
the breaker, and disappear around the corner by the engine-room.

Tom went down cautiously into the shadow, and stopped for a moment in the track by the
loading-place to listen. He thought he heard a noise in there; something that sounded like the
snapping of dry twigs.

The next moment a man came out from under that portion of the breaker, with his head turned
back over his shoulder, muttering, as he advanced toward Tom,—

“There, Mike, that’s the last job o’ that kind I'll do for all the secret orders i’ the warl’. They put
it on to me because I've got no wife nor childer, nor ither body to cry their eyes oot, an’ I get i’
the prison for it. But I've had the hert o’ me touched the day, Mike, an’ I canna do the like o’ this
again; it’s the las’ time, min’ ye, the las’ time I—Mike!—why, that’s no’ Mike! Don’t ye speak, lad!
don’t ye whusper! don’t ye stir!”

The man stepped forward, a very giant in size, with a great beard floating on his breast, and
laid his brawny hands on Tom'’s shoulders with a grip that made the lad wince.

Tom did not stir; he was too much frightened for one thing, too much astonished for another.
For, before the man had finished speaking, there appeared under the loading-place in the
breaker a little flickering light, and the light grew into a flame, and the flame curled around the
coal-black timbers, and sent up little red tongues to lick the cornice of the long, low roof. Tom
was so astounded that he could not speak, even if he had dared. But this giant was standing over
him, gripping his shoulders in a painful clutch, and saying to him, in a voice of emphasis and
determination,—

“Do ye see me, lad? Do ye hear me? Then I say to ye, tell a single soul what ye’ve seen here the
night, an’ the life o’ ye’s not worth the dust i’ the road. Whusper a single word o’ it, an’ the Molly
Maguires ‘ll tak’ terrible revenge o’ ye’! Noo, then, to your home! Rin! an’ gin ye turn your head
or speak, ye s’all wish ye’d 'a’ been i’ the midst o’ the fire instead.”

With a vigorous push, he sent Tom from him at full speed down the track.

But the boy had not gone far before the curiosity that overtook Lot’s wife came upon him, and
he turned and looked. He was just in time to see and hear the sleepy watchman open the door of
the engine-room, run out, give one startled look at the flames as they went creeping up the long
slant of roof, and then make the still night echo with his cry of “Fire!”

Before twenty minutes had passed, the surrounding hills were alive with people who had come
to look upon the burning breaker.

The spectacle was a grand one.

For many minutes the fire played about in the lower part of the building, among the pockets
and the screens, and dashed up against the base of the shaft-tower like lapping waves. Then the
small square windows, dotting the black surface of the breaker here and there up its seventy feet
of height, began to redden and to glow with the mounting flames behind them; a column of white
smoke broke from the topmost cornice, little red tongues went creeping up to the very pinnacle
of the tower, and then from the highest point of all a great column of fire shot far up toward the
onlooking stars, and the whole gigantic building was a single body of roaring, wavering flame.

It burned rapidly and brilliantly, and soon after midnight there was but a mass of charred ruins
covering the ground where once the breaker stood.

There was little that could be saved; the cars in the loading-place, the tools in the engine-room,
some loose lumber, and the household effects from a small dwelling-house near by; that was all.
But among the many men who helped to save this little, none labored with such energetic effort,
such daring zeal, such superhuman strength, as the huge-framed, big-bearded man they called
Jack Rennie.

The strike had become general. The streets of the mining towns were filled with idle, loitering
men and boys. The drinking saloons drove a brisk business, and the merchants feared disaster.
Tom had not told any one as yet of his adventure at the breaker on the night of the fire. He knew
that he ought to disclose his secret; indeed, he felt a pressing duty upon him to do so in order
that the crime might be duly punished. But the secret order of Molly Maguires was a terror in the
coal regions in those days; the torch, the pistol, and the knife were the instruments with which it
carried out its desperate decrees, and Tom was absolutely afraid to whisper a word of what he
knew, even to his mother or to Bennie.

But one day the news went out that Jack Rennie had been arrested, charged with setting fire to
the Valley Breaker; and soon afterward a messenger came to the house of the Widow Taylor,
saying that Tom was wanted immediately in Wilkesbarre at the office of Lawyer Pleadwell.

Tom answered this summons gladly, as it might possibly afford a means by which he would be
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compelled to tell what he knew about the fire, with the least responsibility resting on him for the
disclosure. But he resolved that, in no event, would he speak any thing but the truth.

After he was dressed and brushed to the satisfaction of his careful mother, Tom went with the
messenger to the railroad station, and the fast train soon brought them into the city of
Wilkesbarre, the county town of Luzerne County.

On one of the streets radiating from the court-house square, they stopped before a dingy-
looking door on which was fastened a sign reading: “James G. Pleadwell, Attorney-at-Law.”

Tom was taken, first, into the outer room of the law-offices, where a man sat at a table writing,
and two or three other men, evidently miners, were talking together in a corner; and then, after a
few moments, the door into an inner apartment was opened and he was called in there. This room
was more completely furnished than the outer one; there was a carpet on the floor, and there
were pictures on the walls; also there were long shelves full of books, all bound alike in leather,
all with red labels near the tops and black labels near the bottoms of their backs.

At the farther side of the room sat a short, slim, beardless man, with pale face and restless
eyes, whom Tom recognized as having been in the mine with the visiting strikers the day Bennie
was lost; and by a round centre table sat Lawyer Pleadwell, short and stout, with bristly
mustache and a stubby nose on which rested a pair of gold-rimmed eye-glasses.

As Tom entered the room, the lawyer regarded him closely, and waving his hand towards an
easy chair, he said,—

“Be seated, my lad. Your name is—a’—let me see”—
“Tom—Thomas Taylor, sir,” answered the boy.

“Well, Tom, you saw the fire at the Valley Breaker?”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom; “I guess I was the first one 'at saw it.”

“So I have heard,” said the lawyer, slowly; then, after a pause,—

“Tom have you told to any one what you saw, or whom you saw at the moment of the breaking
out of that fire?”

“I have not, sir,” answered Tom, wondering how the lawyer knew he had seen any one.
“Do you expect, or desire, to disclose your knowledge?”
“I do,” said Tom; “I ought to a’ told before; I meant to a’ told, but I didn’t dare. I'd like to tell

”

now.

Tom was growing bold; he felt that he had kept the secret long enough and that, now, it must
out.

Lawyer Pleadwell twirled his glasses thoughtfully for a few moments, then placed them
deliberately on his nose, and turned straight to Tom.

“Well, Tom,” he said, “we may as well be plain with you. I represent Jack Rennie, who is
charged with firing this breaker, and Mr. Carolan here is officially connected with the order of
Molly Maguires, in pursuance of whose decree the deed is supposed to have been done. We have
known, for some time, that a boy was present when the breaker was fired. Last night we learned
that you were that boy. Now, what we want of you is simply this: to keep your knowledge to
yourself. This will be to your own advantage as well as for the benefit of others. Will you do it?”

To Tom, the case had taken on a new aspect. Instead of being, as he had supposed, in
communication with those who desired to punish the perpetrators of the crime, he found himself
in the hands of the prisoner’s friends. But his Scotch stubbornness came to the rescue, and he
replied,—

“I can’t do it, sir; it wasn’t right to burn the breaker, an’ the man ’at done it ought to go to jail
forit.”

Lawyer Pleadwell inserted a thumb into the arm-hole of his vest, and poised his glasses
carefully in his free hand. He was preparing to argue the case with Tom.

“Suppose,” said he, “you were a miner, as you hope to be, as your father was before you; and a
brutal and soulless corporation, having reduced your wages to the starvation-point, while its
vaults were gorged with money, should kick you, like a dog, out of their employ, when you
humbly asked them for enough to keep body and soul together. Suppose you knew that the laws
were made for the rich and against the poor, as they are, and that your only redress, and a
speedy one, would be to spoil the property of your persecutors till they came to treat you like a
human being, with rights to be respected, as they surely would, for they fear nothing so much as
the torch; would you think it right for a fellow-workman to deliver you up to their vengeance and
fury for having taught them such a lesson?”

The lawyer placed his glasses on his nose, and leaned forward, eagerly, towards Tom.

The argument was not without its effect. Tom had long been led to believe that corporations
were tyrannical monsters. But the boy’s inherent sense of right and wrong was proof against
even this specious plea.

“All the same,” he said, “I can’t make out ’at it’s right to burn a breaker. Why,” he continued,
“you might say the same thing if it’d 'a been murder.”

Pleadwell saw that he was on the wrong track with this clear-headed boy.
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“Well,” he said, settling back in his chair, “if peaceful persuasion will not avail, I trust you are
prepared, in case of disclosure, to meet whatever the Molly Maguires have in store for you?”

“Yes,” answered Tom, boldly, “I am. I've been afraid of ‘em, an’ that's what’s kept me from
tellin’; but I won’t be a coward any more; they can do what they’re a mind to with me.”

The lawyer was in a quandary, and Carolan shot angry glances at Tom. Here was a lad who
held Jack Rennie’s fate in his hands, and whom neither fear nor persuasion could move. What
was to be done?

Pleadwell motioned to Carolan, and they rose and left the room together; while Tom sat, with
tumultuously beating heart, but with constantly increasing resolution.

The men were gone but a few moments, and came back with satisfied looks on their faces.

“I have learned,” said the lawyer, addressing Tom, in a voice laden with apparent sympathy,
“that you have a younger brother who is blind. That is a sad affliction.”

“Yes, indeed it is,” replied Tom; “yes, indeed!”

“I have learned, also, that there is a possibility of cure, if the eyes are subjected to proper and
timely treatment.”

“Yes, that’s what a doctor told us.”

“What a blessing it would be if sight could be restored to him! what a delight! What rejoicing
there would be in your little household, would there not?”

“Oh, indeed there would!” cried Tom, “oh, indeed! It’'s what we’re a-thinkin’ of al’ays; it’s what
I pray for every night, sir. We’ve been a-tryin’ to save money enough to do it, but it’s slow a-
gettin’ it, it’s awful slow.”

“A—how much”—La