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CHAPTER ONE

THE DESCENT

Just as before, the alley was full of Chinese men, bustling about,
wearing high-necked jackets with buttons down the front, loose, baggy
trousers (1), floppy [ 2)slippers and large, broadbrimmed hats. Many
had their hair braided in long queues ( 3 Jhanging down to their waists.
Some carried baskets of laundry tied to the opposite ends of poles
propped upon their shoulders [4). Others pushed handcarts of odd-
looking fruits and vegetables. Butte [5) had a thriving Chinatown in
the year 1889, right near the middle of the city.

Fifteen-year-old Molly struggled to get through this crowd, trying
to spot that young Chinese man with the eyeglasses and the western
style clothes who was carrying the large sack over his back. As she
reached Main Street and passed the last Chinese noodle parlor {6)on
her left, the character of the neighborhood immediately changed. Now
she was among stately buildings of commerce, banks, offices, and
fancy shops, much like the center of any well developed city.

“Where are you going, young miss, in such a hurry?” a buriy(7)
police officer, who was standing on the corner, exclaimed with a strong

Irish accent. Molly knew this man. He was a relative of some kind or

(1) STE¥. baggy: a. BT EM,

(2] #HEKH,

(3) WAL, braid: vi. - RAMAT,

(4) HEREHRE, prop: v. X

(5) HAREEFARMTAFERRENURY I o2 BREHEET Y. T
Bivimh ),

(6) MW1H. parlor: n. (E)ELE,

(7) AR, HELH,



other, but she didn’t have time to respond. She would apologize later.
She had just caught sight of that young Chinese man named Quan head-
ed north along Main Street a couple of blocks ahead.

Molly sped after him, dodging [1]the people along the way. She
saw him again as he crossed the street and headed to the east, but he
was moving quickly, too, and she was barely narrowing the distance
between them. A block later, a skinner, (2)driving a heavy wagon
cram full of mine ore, came careening (3)down the hill, cussing (4]
loudly as a skinner always did and ringing his bells. She knew the driv-
er couldn’t stop the wagon even if he wanted to, and he probably
wouldn’t, even if he could.

After a brief but wise wait to let the wagon pass, she started up
again, sprinting to catch Quan to ask him about her father. When she
next spotted him a block later, she saw him glance backward over his
shoulder. Something about his manner conveyed the impression that he
was trying to see if anyone was following him.

She slowed her pace a little, and then his similar backward glance
within another block confirmed her suspicion . (5 JPerhaps he wouldn’t
tell her anything. Perhaps she could learn more if she just followed him
secretly far enough behind to see where he would go. Quickly, she
ducked into the open doorway of the first building available, a saloon
fronting the street. »

She stood hidden from his backward view in the saloon entrance as
long as she patiently could, bearing the stares of the drinking men in-
side. When she felt that Quan had a large enough lead, (6] she
stepped back onto the wooden sidewalk bordering the street, hoping to

see him in the distance, but Quan was out of sight.

(1] BHF,

(2) (A)EHOMA,

(3) (EH)ETHBMER.

(4) HH,

(5) TER-HXMBEFEEL %, IETTHEOKFE(IRLIEHRE ABEM).
confirm: w . ¥,

(6) ESMRAFEKMER., lead: n. FEMER,
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In an anxious moment, she remembered that Quan had a miners
dinner pail (1) within his sack, and she figured that he might be head-
ed toward a mine. With this in mind, she raced along the street in the
direction of the closest mines located upon the hill not too far away. She
soon left the stores, hotels, and saloons behind. In another couple of
blocks, even the rows of miners’ cottages ended. Just ahead loomed
several mine head frames (2), eerily silhouetted (3 )by the setting sun
against the eastern mountains. There was nothing of the color green
anywhere. The mine buildings and the surrounding land with the large
mounds of mine tailings (4] were black, brown, and dirty yellow.

With continued courage, she charged up the long flight of wooden
stairs leading to the first set of weather-worn buildings. Somewhere in
the distance, she heard the rasping {5 Ysound of buzz saws (6 )cutting
timbers for the mines and the thundering noise of skip cages { 7)dump-
ing oref into railroad gondolas (8). She saw a train approaching from
the valley, spewing black cinders, its engine overheated by the long
steep grade up to the mines, but still no young Chinese man.

Taking a few more steps upward, she glanced about again, search-
ing the area around the mine buildings. The putrid (9] smell of roast-
ing ore from a nearby pit was quite unsettling. (10)So was the ringing
of bells and the screeching of pulley wheels (11) announcing the move-

ment of a cage of miners in a nearby mine. So was the feeling of a sud-

(T) FINFRRA. pail: n. £
(2) (F)HE

(3) BRUERHLME, eerie: adj. EFM;silhouette: vr. HIAHLEE,
(4) B, tailing: n. BH.

(5) WHEHH., rasp: vi. RHREH,
(6) B,

(7] (B)BRHAPHARELE,

(8) (HEELM)MERE.

(9) MR,

(10) EAREMH,

(1) K#R,



den ground tremor (1] caused by a deep blast of dynamite somewhere
close.

Molly turned around again, and this time she looked below her to
the mostly barren terrain to the southeast. She searched among the
slag (2] heaps and piles of debris until there, in the distance, she
thought she saw the outline of a man carrying a sack over his back.
With no further thought, she scurried (3) down the steps and ran
along a rough path in the man’s direction, maneuvering through (4)
pieces of old rusted mine equipment.

She passed under power lines which bizarrely (5] crisscrossed
above her head and over railroad tracks which branched and twisted like
snakes as they followed the uneven contour of the land to reach the nu-
merous mines up on the hillside. By the time she reached the collapsed
remains of some old mine buildings, she thought she heard a scraping
noise, like metal on metal.

She stopped and looked about, just in time to see Quan slide a
large, flat metal plate across the ground. She then knelt down, hiding,
and silently watched as he slipped out of sight into a hole in the ground
and then pulled the rusty plate back over his head to cover the opening.

Molly dropped further to her hands and knees. She carefully
inched her way (6 Jover the rough ground between some rotted timbers
to reach the metal plate. Over to the far corner, the plate didn’t quite
cover the entire opening. Molly peered down through this smail space
into a deep, dark hole, which she assumed was the top of a shaft (7 )to
an abandoned mine. As she did, she observed a source of light reflect-
ing upward, which flickered [8)like a candle. The light sunk farther

(1) W,

(2) ¥

(3) ik,

(4) HBBEBRFTTF.

(5) HiRH,

(6) —$—5HBEBBII. inch: v. (#)BWBF, (W%,
(7) (FHIBH,

(8) CKHBHFE.
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and farther down the shaft as she watched. All the while, she heard
the clunking (1 Jsound of footsteps echoing upward from the shaft be-
low, sounding fainter and fainter, as the man descended farther down
the shaft.

Nearby, Molly spied a can containing several candles, some long
wooden matches, and also a couple of enclosed glass lamps with han-
dles, suitable for holding a candle. Molly lit one of the candles and
placed it in a lamp. Then, when she could no longer see any light below
nor hear any noise, she slid the metal plate as quietly as possible about
half way across the opening. Now looking downward, she could clearly
see a wooden ladder attached to one side of the shaft, which extended
below as far as she could see.

Molly reached over with one of her hands and grabbed the top of
the ladder. She tried to shake it as hard as she could to see if it was se-
cure. It didn’t budge (2] After all, she reasoned, Quan had just used
the ladder to descend into the mine, and as slim as he was, {3 Jhe must
still weigh more than she did. She quickly twisted around and put one
of her feet on the ladder, and then a little more slowly, she placed her
other foot.

For a moment, some of her grandmother’s words about how dan-
gerous an abandoned mine could be entered her mind, but Molly forced
them out. [4]) Instead, she thought about that silver necklace which
Quan had left for sale in the Chinatown merchandise store, and she
thought about that tune which he had been humming there. There was
stmply too much to remind her of her father to be mere coincidence she
assured herself. (5 JHer father must be somewhere down in this mine ,
and Quan would lead her to him. So she pushed all contrary thoughts

(1) (BFH KK,

(2] WMBE.

(3) REMEHHM, as ... as ...: R,

(4) EREIPEHARERXEE,

(5] REBRBRAMBEBMCEREZIL, XAZHERATENNET S, i
X HBAE RS, HAL 100 much ... to be mere coincidence REELEM , she
assured herself /5 RH) F45],
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out of her mind, stepped downward and grabbed the top of the ladder
with her hands.

As she climbed down, the ladder rungs, at first dry to the
touch {11, soon within several steps, began to feel cold, wet and
slimy (2). Here and there as she continued down she could see a few
trickles of water oozing (3] down the timbers lining the shaft walls.
She carefully held her lamp so it wouldn’t bang against the ladder or
against the wall behind the ladder.

Molly looked up toward the top of the shaft. What at the begin-
ning of her descent had appeared to be a large opening now resembled a
pinhole , (4 )leading back to the upper world.

Suddenly, she felt one of her feet slip a little, and she grabbed the
ladder more tightly. As she did she knocked a small rock free from the
shaft wall, which caromed (5 Inoisily against the walls as it fell down-
ward, until a few seconds later, it hit the pool of water at the bottom of
the shaft with a plopping (6] noise.

But before her confidence totally faltered (7], in just a few more
steps, Molly reached an opening in one of the shaft walls. This was the
landing (81to a tunnel, which, she could see extended on the level far
deep into the mine. The landing was an area cut into the rocky earth
about the size of a small room. Greatly relieved, Molly jumped from the
ladder onto this solid ground. With the dim candlelight, she peered
down the tunnel as far as she could see. There was no sign of Quan,
but she assumed that he must be somewhere farther along the tunnel.

Because she had no desire to get back onto the ladder, Molly

moved cautiously through this tunnel, walking between the narrow

(1) BGERXBTHR,
(2] K.

(3) #Bi,

(4) &R,

(5) MER#.
(6] RiEhlm,
(7) &,

(8) MBFEE.
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gauge [ 1 I mine ore car rails running lengthwise (2 )on the rocky floor,
trying to catch up to Quan. She held her lamp with one hand behind
her back, trying to shield as much of the forward spread of the light as
possible. She wanted to see the backward reflection of Quan’s light be-
fore he saw her light.

Now and then to steady herself, Molly extended her other hand
from side to side to touch the hard rock walls of the tunnel. The regu-
larly spaced timbers supporting the tunnel ceiling above her head were
just high enough so she didn’t have to duck (3] The stirred up dust
still in the air gave assurance that someone else had recently passed
through the tunnel. Except for that, the countless small rocks lying on
top of the tracks gave her the impression that the tunnel had seen little
use for many years.

Occasionally, the tunnel took a slight bend, but its unchanging ap-
pearance and the regularly spaced timbers, gave her no point of refer-
ence to tell how far she had come or how far she might still have to go
to catch up to Quan.

All along the way she heard the sound of water drops falling from
the tunnel ceiling above, landing in small pools of water on the tunnel
floor below, reverberating in different pitches. (4)Now and then, a
drop of water struck her head or her shoulders. The humidity seemed
to increase as she proceeded farther into the mine. A sense of staleness
pervaded the air, unlike in an operating mine, where a system of fans
and vents would provide circulating freshness.

There was also the constant creaking and knocking sounds of the
timbers, straining to support the tunnel walls and ceiling. Molly looked
up from time to time, looking for any lengthy cracks or signs of rot-
ting. Then she stopped and listened carefully and looked as far ahead as
her candlelight would allow, but she could neither hear nor see any sign

(1) (%ER)BE.

(2) Mk,

(3) REET%,

(4) EHERBABMYEA, reverberate: v. EIM;pitch: n. F.

o'j.Z.



of human activity.

The walls seemed to be closer together than at first. Even the ceil-
ing seemed lower. Her candle seemed to give less light. Perhaps all of
that was just an illusion. She was starting to feel constricted, {1)and
she had thoughts about turning around and running back to the ladder.
But if she could just push ahead a little farther, she decided, she could
find Quan and then her father. There had as yet (2) been no
turnoffs {3)in the tunnel so she knew that Quan was still somewhere
ahead of her.

She did press along, and she soon arrived at a well pronounced
bend (4])in the tunnel. As she turned to follow the bend, there, just a
few steps beyond her own two eyes, she met two other eyes, but these
were two huge blazing red eyes belonging to someone or rather some-
thing else. Below the eyes, protruding menacingly in her direction,
was a long, pointed, green snout {5) Below the snout, inside a gap-
ing (6 Ymouth, rows and rows of shiny white, daggerlike teeth extend-
ed toward her. From out of the mouth, shot bright orange plumes (7]
of fire.

Molly screamed and released her grip on the lamp which fell to the
ground. The glass broke and the candle went out, and all became dark-
ness. She dropped to the ground, covered her face with her hands and
waited for whatever it was to devour her.

She waited and waited. Nothing happened. She waited some
more. No claws or teeth pierced her body. No hot breath, no flash of
light, no sound at all, no movement, nothing appeared. She just stayed
there, curled like a ball, afraid to maove in any direction.

After a few more moments she slowly removed her hands from her

(1) (CREKSIEMN)FEKE.

(2] 4%,

(3) B,

(4) +48BrIBIE, pronounced: adj. BKK,BHEH.
(5) H—MBKE,

(6) KKK, gape: v. T

(7) HBEACKIE). plume: n. FRY(GIBE%).
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eyes and looked upward, but she could see nothing in the complete
darkness. Whatever it was might be toying with her , {1)still waiting
to pounce L 2] ... or could it be imaginary? she wondered. No, the im-
age was still too vividly fresh in her mind to be just imaginary.

Her modest relief, such as it was, (3 )was soon shattered as she
realized that she was now in utter darkness, trapped in the bowels of a
mine, just like her grandmother had said would happen if she ever ven-
tured below. She had no other source of light. She began to cry a little,
then more. All of the terrible dangers of a mine came to her mind in
rapid succession (4). Then she wondered why she had come to this
dreadful place, and how she had found the courage. She thought about
everything which had placed her on this course to find her father, be-
ginning with that argument she had with her grandmother on the day
before St. Patrick’s Day (5], a couple of months ago.

(1) RERH 2BWESEEF i, Whatever it was R4 F 1 E3EM4; toy
with: RE,

(2] %#b,

(3) BRAMMMT —OK, WEEFREN BRI %S R g (FFxt
FEFHEYRFREREM)”,

(4) —NEBEE—, —EHH, succession: HL,

(5) EMHFERB(ZA+ER, BREAYH, ENBELDBRLETPN),

. ;}9 .



CHAPTER TWO

A SPAT'"

On that day before St. Patrick’s Day, Molly first sensed a feeling
of strain with her grandmother while she was sitting on the parlor
couch in her home. She was looking out the picture window watching
a flurry of snowflakes (2 ){all gently to the ground when she heard her
grandmother sharply exclaim, “Molly, have you heard a word I said?”

“I’ve heard some of what you said, ” Molly replied hesitantly.

“I said, ” her grandmother snapped (3 Jirritably, “and you best be
listening to me this time. With all this snow, you should wear your
high boots for the parade tomorrow, that’s what you should do. But
now, get off that couch and help me. We’ve got lots of house cleaning
to do before tomorrow. ”

“Just a moment longer, ” Molly pleaded, while she kept staring out
the window. She didn’t like to jump at her grandmother’s every com-
mand , {4)and there was never a shortage of commands. Still though,
she well knew her grandmother’s limited patience. So, she turned away
from the window, slid off the highly cushioned (5), flower print couch
and asked what she could do to help.

“Dusting! Dusting! Dusting, there’s always dusting!” Cattie al-
most shouted. Her grandmother’s first name was Cattie. “No matter

what I do,” Cattie continued, “that filthy dust from those stinking

(1) Of.

(2) —/MEET, flurry: n. /N, /NE,

[3) AR,

(4) SHMEEMERREM, jump at: REFES, AP,
(5) BMEMBTH. cushion: vz, Lo BESRTF,
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