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JOHNNY McCAFFRRY. :
The Breaxer Boy.— -

Johnny McCaffery was eleven years old when hé-became a man,
Five years before this his father and mother with their four

children and steerage ticiets sailed out of the Queenstown Harbor

bound for the United States. They had heard of America - all Irish-

™

men had- they xnew that America had no English landlords, no racxk

rented tenants, no hopeless men and ragged women and hungry boys

and girls. So, as they stood on the Steerage decx and locoxed through
the wire netting at the fading white houses and green fields of their
native land, Owen and Bridget were Light of heart. Beyond the

great turbulent ocean were contentment, equality and wealti; &

hone For themselves and a brilliant future for the four children

who, half in fear, and half in wonder were looxing out at the white

gulls and the white cregsted waves.

Two weeks later they landed in New York, were rushed through

Castle Garden and hurried to the railway train wheTe they set\out

S

fo'r 8cranton, Pennsylvania.

Within a few days Owen had found a-job in the mines aad had
B ~ -
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Jomr e -, "
opened an account with a "Company" store, rented a "Company# house,

§

with a xitchen and parlor below and two lLittle bed rooms above,
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Down under the kitchen floor ;aa\a nole in the ground whi&h‘waﬂ>
galled a cellar and some rough wopdeﬁlsteps led déwn to the
bottom from the side of the house, The hut was closed with boards
which ran up and down and the inside was without paper or even |
plaster while here and there the eracks let in the day light and
through the winter the wind and sifting snow, Owen and Bridget were
a little disapvointed at their home, In their 1ittle stone hut
in their far off island they had never draamed that a house like
this éould be found in a land so rich and free; but they were
| starting life in a new strange worl#, and with strong hopes and
brave hearts they set to work to make the best of what they had,
nevai doubting but what the looked for mansion would soon be theirs,
Owen went to work in the coal mines--down five hundred <feet
= beneath the ground, Every morning he stepred on board a car hsr;gﬁﬁﬁg
e hgbdanis d-.;izme:)r vrail in one hand while he
ﬁ /\graspad @ﬁe iron rail in his other hnn! and held his breath until

it dropped him to the bottonband then st night he went baek to the

foot of the pit and boarded the car to he taken again to the tep -

of the earth. /’///"/’//f;,,ﬂfl»”””gﬂ///p‘d

gt~77:i. . this story is about Johnny, so we have no time to tell more r/
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of Owen, execept that one day a great risce of rock broke off from

 the roof of the chamber where he worked ﬁnd fell squarely upon ﬁim

erushing him to death.

The minarsvtook hin to th@ top af}the shaft and hack to the
11ttle hut and consoled the helpless widow and children the best
they eould and then followed hin to the grave and the story of
hig hopes and stru"gles.was told,

Johnny was almost eleven when they laid his father in the 1it-
tle conseerated grdund and put the white wooden eross above his
head. He was at sechool the day the rock came down and had done so
well that he was already in the third reader and had reaehed;diviaion
in the avithnetic,

Johnny 's older brother was already tending a &nﬁr in the miné
and his sisters were in sehool with him, nnlhtﬁy,ggume years hefore,
@ wise, good man seeing how seant was the miner's income had built
a iace mill so that his éirls could earn something to help the
family along. So one night when the older sister left the sehool
she carefully packed up her Books and slate and took them home and

the next day went to the mill, ‘ S o
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Bridget planned and saved the best she eould. Sheé had great
nopes for little Johnny. He would surely be a scholar and make
famous the MeCaffery name; but all her hopes and strurgles went
“or naught, Owen's funeral had left the: hopelessly in debt and
the earnings of the boy‘gﬁ&'gifi could not keep the family alive.

-
o brgaditir,

rfThere wus raully nothing left to do but send Johnny to the gﬁaﬂs

The law had humanely said that a child should be gpared from %uﬂl
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until he was twelfe years old, but Bridget soon sef that this law

Ial

was no protection Xxmm against poverty and want; so she went to

a Justice of the Peace and swore that Johnny's age was twelve ahd
brratier

sent hinm to théﬂmtize She somehow did not think mueh about this

oath. 1In faet, she almost feli that Jehnny was twelve years old.

She knew of other boys of the same age who were at work.

Vell, Johnny went to the breaker, He was half way pleased to

be released from school, If there is any place for a hoy more

Ko
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cruel and hopeléss than the breaker it is the ordinarv public
school,
Johnny lived about half a mile Trom the brelker where he went

to work, Over and over again he had seen the huge rough black
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building standing up against the sky, and just beyond, the great pile

whaed "iee:q calbad” tiabirn '
of refuse that loomed up higher still, especially at night, they

A
rose up somber and black like the mountains iust behind, The
front of the building was a hundred feet high, It sloped slowly
and evenly down to about twenty~five feet in heirht‘at the rear.
Its great sides were dotted with windows thel=were little gray
gspots in the vast surface of black weather beaten hoards; Johmny
had never seen a cathedral, but from the stories his teacher told
at sehool he thouzht this building was abuqt the size of onovof
those medieval temples—but it was a temple built not to Ged but
to namion,

Along the side of the great building ran the zig-zag stairs,
and in the early morning light and sometimes before the gloom had
been fairly driven away, little boys tugged up the hundred steps to
the breaker's top. Here the cars of coal were réisad in an elevater
and then dumped into a chute and went sliding and seattering down
through a’myriaa of sieves and ohutes and turning wheels and the

jaws of the great iron bBreaker which orushed the large lumps into

little blocks, on, down, down, down, from the place where it started
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a hundred feet above, until it landed in the huge iron pocket at
the baek of the hreaker, twenty feet from the ground and just above
the railroad track, ready for a gate to be orened to he let into
~the waiting car.

All the way downrthese long slanting chutes the lumps of coal
tumbled and slid and fell the elatter and shuffle of the endless
rushing black stone over the sheet iron lining of the long trough
drowned even the sound of the whirling machinery and the erunching
of the irsm m;ghty iron teeth that gr§pnd the 1arge bleoks into
little bit; while above all_}h.-.lona an over-hanging black
cloud of dust from the sliding coal covered tﬁo bl#ek building and

he blaek young ehildwen with an everlaat;ng pi;z.

Over the tqp of the slanting chutes ﬁts nailed a gmeEL row
of little plarks like wide steps upon a};iﬁhti ladder, Johnny

was told to sit upon one of these little planks and put a foot on

each side of the chute and then as the lumpafof'eeal ran swiftly

down between his legs to snateh o't the piea?s.offslate as fast as
2.k s L
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his hands and ams oen move, and throw thew inte another pitching

trough at his side, From the top of the gxéﬁt hﬁ%lkar, dowrn almost
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to the bottom, sat this stairway of dittle boys, each grabbing at

a chunk of slate as the coal rushed madly by, until 1‘ passed the
last boy and tumbled clean and free from slat# inte the iren
‘pockats above the tracks,

It took Johnny but a little time to become a breaker boy,
He only had to learn the difference hetween slate and coal and he
had known this from a child, True it took some skill to snatch the
stone 4@¥ Crom the madly ruShing.bladk rl;od ¥R covered with its
degse gimmd bHlaek cloud of dust, but little eyes are sharp and
little fingers are nimble and it waslreally remarkable to see how
this 1§ng iine of little hands would unerringly grasp the slate and
let the eoal pass bHy. The rieh man who owned the breakey, whose
name was Fox, usa& sometines to stand and wateh these little hands
lost in admiration of their dexterity and skill--their rapid move~
ments and machine like presision seemed to him the beauty and xitrm
rhydhm of a poem of perfect motarjjfpur. Fox had a daughter whon
he dearly loved, He fancied that she had musieal talent and hgﬂggt

TS

her the rost skillful teacher that money could procure, Sometimes
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he stood by the pilano and watched the girl take lessons in finger
devwlopment‘and he nmarvelled at her dexterity and skill; but when
he paused for a few moments beside the great long chutes and saw
the black diamonds rdshing down into his great iron pockets and
watched the little deft hands of the breaker boys, he could not
hely thinking that the piano was not the only place to develop

finger movement.;~3t111, that was about all he[;haught. M# Fox was
not a bad man, He was really good., He ;:::;m;is daughter and he
intended to send her to Paris and Vienna to complete her studfies
whén she wagvold enough and really efary lump of eoal that rolled
down the chutes proved how fondly he lo'ed the girl,

In a few weekslaohnny was & full :1eagaa breaker boy, His
mother woke him at six in the morning. He put on his oldest clothes

Greadar

ate his breakfast and went to théﬂéilkz Morning after morning ho
climbed the long flight of stairs to the top of the braikor;
Morning after morning he went down the ladder until he found his
little flat seat, nailed across the chute, Then he sat down on

the rough hoard , placed one foot on each side of the trough and

waited for the flood of coal to come rattling dewn., In front of
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him and behind him and at the side of him were other little boys o

covered with the same blaesk pall that ever hung above his head,

No one spoke or looked up in the gloom, they simply picked, picked,
picked, while the black flood nmoved émwn, The constant stooping
made his back very lame and sore, And often in the night his mother
was awakened with his czying gnd left hexr bed to ﬁub his little
back. Then too in the winter%when the frost was in the air andlan
the black lumps his hands grew cold and numb and he felt that he
ricked the coal with wooden prongé instead of flesh and blood,

The nails of his fingers were worn; often he bound them with

rags to rrotect them from the ocold, or to save some bleeding wound
rnade by the gquiekly rushing eoal, His face was always as black as
the coal that tumbled down the chute and the dust filled his nose
and lungs and the flakes and splinters sometimes flew into his
eyes, but gtill he worked awaye. : 4 cogrsa, he did not know why he
worked, There was no more reason why he sat on the chute day afta§
day than why Mr. Fox's daughter took"finger practice® on the piane
tn her luxurious home,

Hot much happened to Johnny while he sat upon the hard, rough :
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board, Not mueh ean havpen to a boy of this sort and if it did,

why should it marter? One day his little comranien who always sat
(:i gt by 6w vts 04 he Mi W@&«(&l ha Crd hia ;“"&‘ &
beside hin e oareless-as-ho-walked-down-tne=kad
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L and Tell into the trough where the MMe lumps of coal

| ypshosd flor
vEt peEE®d down, He plunged nmadly along with thiﬂgaaa&manmpu into the

'1ron teeth of the remorsolesé’preakar. Johnny shouted hut ne one

i

Zeard him in the din, Then he ran up the ladder and gave the
signal to stop the great engine below, but of course, it was too
lates It took a long while to stop the mishty machine and then

it was almost an hour before the boy could be put together inte
%&u%WQQf a@%}m iﬁéfﬁ&éfbf’ aQ
one pile. 3ona&&na4§na&“z;g&a§,a man in ﬁho/&ittla town in Massa-

58
chuseitts thought that he saw blood on some lumps of coal that he
was pouring into the top of his fine nickle plated stove~-~hut
8111l there is blood on all our coal—- énd for that matter on
alnost eﬁerything we use, but a man is g fool if he looks for other

reorle's blood.

It will not do to imagine that Johnny had no fun, He learned

—

to chew'plug tobacco and often went to the saloon at nighty 0f

. course he was pretty young for thisy=still a hoy who is old enough

(
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to go to a breaker is old enough to go to a saloon. VWhen one is
old enough to do manly work he is old enough thehave manly sport.
He used to go home at night seo blaok that his closest friends

could ne have told his name, Thén he washed himself in a tub
(‘ﬁj iﬁw‘. {".éa‘fwﬁff«% -

of water in the parlor, got his supper and went out with tﬁe rest
A

P
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of the boys to prlay. There mas the ordinary games for boys; tihere

wers cais to stone; there was a great cave fax where a ﬁause had
gone dovn inte an old worked out mine and where the boys gathered

at night and built a fiﬁe from old rubbish, and where one boy Wwho
nad gone as far as the fourth grade read to the rest wonderful
stories from the niekle novels that they managed somehow to get.
Then there was the night school kept up for miners' boys and pgirls—
of course tnay coulﬁ not be e p to stuﬁy much after the dayb

. F 2 IYVe fme@ W o, L& brnesd f0 4LMM 4

work at the nill, Sometines Johnny went to the night o@hGOl, Ir .
A

he never got past the third reader after all. ¥

30 Johnny went on until his fourteenth year., There was really

Mw‘t P,
nothins to tell after that time and very litile afiaR.iiads Ih
IS

fact, it is rather absurd to write a story about a breaker boy-—

nothing happens to a breaker boy. There mmust be some dramatic



gituation to make a story and there 1is nothing dranatie in an

5»&“5&#
ss 1life of toil, Strange as it nay seem, Johnny never had
M

an unknown rieh wnecle who died and left him a fortune., Mr. FoXx
never looked down at his swiftly movong fingers and took a fancy
to him and maﬁ%nvited him to his home and married him to his daughter.
Yider X -
In fact, W® never even saw him in the dust and gloom.
¥ ,

Aimost all his life must he skivped because it is so dull, 1In
writing bilography ieu sannot dwell long on the marts that are very
dull and you must entirely omit the parts that are very interesting--
and so bilography ig not biography after all, Anyhow Johnny left
the breaker when he was Toubteen and was promoted to the place of
door-keeper in the mine'

somehow T forsot to state that all of this was forily years

g
azgo./ Forty years nakes a great change in any one who lives uvon
the esarth--but it makes a greater change in the miner than in most
other men. Fifty-four is not -so very old, so at least most of us //’
gt e
think who e&iﬁh/ﬁenacieusly to the fortges, and still more those

who wateh anxiougly while the fifties are checked off, But at

fifty-four the man who has money and ean have leisure still feels
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that he ig young. He ean sat ‘and drink; he ean 1auéh o dance
: A

and play; he ean marry and travel and write; in faety, ean still
;&f*’p LYY :am éﬁé
cliase all tne faa&ggﬁgs and bubbles that makre us forget the raiting

A
oren grave,

Forty years entirely transformed Johnny, EBven his name wasg
changedy He was now John; generally uncle John, He hag been g
.daor.hoy, a driver, a helper, » niner, and he had now econe up out
of the earth to spend his last few years above the ground, Hig
Tacs was searred snd one ear was missing, This cane not from &“@? b
{rom powder 211 the same, A belated fuse s exploded when he thought
MBSt it had sone out., But still ne counted this as luek ror hig
life was saved. One arm was orirpled from & fallen rock and nis
right hip was never free from rain, but thig was only the rheunatisn
that he caupnt. while working in the ground, &Excent for the l.thn.

he eould still have staid a nmumber of yaars ingdde the oarth bafore

the last time that he should be lowered down to eome up ne nore,

VRSN

But his ola valves wers growing nore and more rusty avery ?aar.
fe wheezed instead of breathed and he could walk hut a very little

way and eould stand upon hig feet only a few mimites at a time,
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His strength was almost gone, Some doctors roultNave adviged

o

vest and travel and a higher altitude, but his did not. In faot,
; ne had no doector., Every one in the mine knew all about asthma,
the blaok‘ahatow that hangs ever above a miner's life. John did
not live in the same house where his fathér first placed him when
he came from Ireland so long ago, but he lived very near the
spot still in a “company" house. The miners, and the miles, and
machinery, hadl changed from time to time, but the breaker, the
black culm pile, and the "ecompany® houses still remained,

In forty yeaga John had burried his mother, had married raised
a f mdly and tgaveled back and forth along the short path from his
nut to thevopen mouth of the nine. day after day, and thils #aa all,
As the vears had passed his one ambition had been to go back to
Ireland, even for a short time, as his father's had ﬁeen to come to
the United States, but this ambition he had buried in the mines
long years aze. He had left the valley once in forty years, He had
gone to Philadelphia to the gentednial and his ticket had cost him
65,40, This was a quarter of a century ago but Le reomenmbered the

exact money that he gave in exehange for the iittle paste~board at

A N“\‘\
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" John really had earned the right to rest, but themy he and 'nis
family must live-—at least he tﬁcu:;:ht they rmist—and =0 they muat
ﬁ elge the c‘na;.l could never be dug up. The mine boss was really
not wkind, so when John told him that he could not go down the
ghaft agéin, he promiged hinm an easimr jobs The boss took him to

ths,

the breaker, Wp aAlEN the long flight of stairs, down afﬁlaﬁ.aar of .
1ittie boards matled soross the chute and sat him dowmn on the old
board that e had left Torty vears apo, John was not a popt or /
a dresmer, In fact, e naver had a great dsal of magimtmn,

- and what hs:‘ had was ‘oux-;fiﬁd long ago ih the deep, black nine, He

did not seen to think of the strange fate that sat him down on

the narrov board after the eirele of his life was done, He tﬁg@ggg i

no mors ahout it than do the rest of us of the everlasting turning
q wl-r
of the great wheel to which 311,\”31"3 stripped.
This is about all tw of John's stary. It is really up

to date. The other morning he walked up the slope to the great

blaek mill, As he went up the hill hﬁ,?lé wheezing could be heewd &

bundred feetl away. Ivery few rods hm :-nmppad t0 rest. In his
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righyéand he ecarried the" \ £ ing“ainnsrapail;v In his
/ £ -
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nofth was a black briaxr pipé.~ Tﬁaﬁk~}qd, he oould smoke, He

euched the breaker and started up the steps. At the first landing

/// he stepped to rest. The boys rushed past, ealling out, ®Hello
/ R

; /
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Unels Joha!* At the gecond landing he gterped again, and so on
- 7

'4&f§to the top., Then ho took a good long wait until he ruiiy\ﬁntwhie

=t g

breath before he started down the ladder to his seat. Slovly ani
deliberately he sat deown upon;tﬁé\rougn, hard board. HMeehanically :
ne took -his tohacco pouch giem hids pockat.‘knacked the ashes from

nis pipe, filled it full ¢f fresh tobacce, put it in his mouth,

3
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struek « mateh unon ;aagéhaet iron lining of ihe chute, drew in

7
his wheezy breath and commsnced to smoke, Then he took his rheu=

matie leg in his hand, raised his foqt until it reated on tie

. e <
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| pipht hand-side 6f the long chuie, raised his left foot to the

P ;

other side, bent over and looked down at the black, iron trough

and waited for the coal to tumble dovns
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