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The Storytelier

GOOD FOR EVIL.

Three sharp, piercing blasls came from the whistle
of the shaft-house and reverberated through the silent,
snow-covered valicy. 1t was an inky-datk mght, cold
with a biting heelncss, and few of the miners had selt
their cabins and then comparatively comfortless lire
sides.  But even while Une whistle was still sounding
s hoaise warnlng, lights gluawcred m the neighhor-
hood of the black huildwig, that covered the shail, ex-
cited men with lanterns moved heie and theie shouling
to each other, and out in the wvillage the hipht from
many an open deor made ruddy patehes on the snow,
A few muules later, angd plack groups of people, some
bearng blazing nune lamps an their hats, swarmed up
the steep hul toward tbe scene of the disturbance. In
a little whie atter the warnimg had sounded a crowd
of sevelal hundred men and women had gathered out-
side ol the shalt-house, curicus, excited, all asking gues-
tions, and no ore bewng able to reply.

The one man who knew the cause of the warning
was Jitkins, the mwne foreman. He stood in the litle
office building near the lan<houwse, with his eaxr glued to
the telbphone recewer, pale as a ghost, his hair dishev-
elled, andd his biack eyes gleaming with suppressed ex-
citement.

‘Halln 1 hie sard, * Give me J. (. Coughlan, of the
Coughlan ('oal Company., ¥For (Geod's sake hurry!
Hello ! 1s that Mr. Coughlean? This is Jifkins!
There has beern an avcident abt the nune. Fans were
running only half-speod on account of stiike. Harry,
your son, came over this alternoon and went down this
eveniilp withoul my haowledge. Some of the chambers
kad gas in them, and—well, there was an explosion and
the 1nside of the shaft 15 on fire. Elello! Yes,
gir ! We will do our hest ; have courage!
Good-byd ' ©  He almost 4dhrew the receiver into  1is
receptacie and dashed from the room. There was work
for him 1o do., Meanwh:ile Lthe crowd oulside had
grown Uo a mob of scveral hundred people. At inter-
vals vast volumes of pungent smoke shot up from tle
mouth «of the mt, acrid and rritating with the  odor
of oil-soaked wood. Willing hands manned the huge
hose which was brought out to flush the shaft, and a
dozen sturdy arms pointed 1t down the black cavity.
There was a babel of shouted suggestions as to  what
should be done; the crowd pached closer and clioser
around the shait  building, and all scemed confusion.
Suddenly ouf of the tumuly rose a clear, shrill voice

¢ Mem, we must have ovder here ! Push the crowd
back, you 1n front, we must have room to work, and
we must have silence.  Let me give the omders. Now,
everyhody @ bring atound that other hose ! There,
that's 1t 1 Now dewn with 1t ' {ood!

It was Jilhns, the supeniniendent.  His pale, stead-
fast face and vommanding vorce seemed Lo exercise  a
remarkable influcnce over the crowd. The men worled
with a mew energy; out ot confusion came  order.
Gradually the smohe became Iess dense, and Jifhin,
noting every change, at last gave 1he signal to have
the water shut ofi. ‘lhe hre had bean extinguished.

Al alnvost the same momenl a commoton atose 1n the
rear of the crowd A carriage drawn by a  pair  of
steaming hoises drove up, and a man and a2 woman
alightad.  Instinetively the people pressed back  ard
made way tor them,

*I’s Coughlan and s wife '’ was whispered from
mouth to moulth  Formerly they had been accustomed
Lo mentton  Coughlan's name-only with execration—
Coughlan, the man who had forced them time and again
to remiain 1die 1 oraer that coal prices might not fall
irom over-prakluction , Coughlan, 1he man whose sat-
rap bosses uad praclically made slaves of them. His
wiic—Ulhey knew Dtile conceroing her ; that she was
Coughlém’s wite was sufficient.

Jifkins met the mine owner and his wife in front of
the shaft-bouse : a hurned colloguy ensued.

“*'I'bere is hope,' said the superinlendent : but some
one must go down the shafl inuuediately. The smohke
renders the atlempt very dangerous, bubt we may get
voluntecrs. My lungs wop't stand it, or I'd go myself.
We need a sirong man and a true man.’

The fiabby iface of the mine-owner was crimson with
exgitement and nervous tension. Ilis wile was softly
weepmg on his shoulder, and looked up as the superin-
tendent ceased speahing.

‘ Thank you, Jifkins,” she sald. ¢ We need—0O God
how we neced a fniend now—sttong and true. James,
can we ask these people to make such a sacrifice for us?’

Coughlan howed his head. * Dom’'t !’ he whispered.
* Pon’t talk that way now ! He brave. [I'll offer a re-
ward ; we’'ll find a way !’ The woman began to sob
aloud, and clung to him more closely.

In the meantime somebody had lighted » hundle ~of
oil-scahen cotton waste, placed m the fork of a near-by
tree.  As ib blazed up the red glare, reflected by . the
spow, threw into relief the eager faces of the crowd,
pressing mow im  increased numbers arousd the | shaff-
house, and the anxiomus Lltle group inm the centre of the
circde Behind showed  the mwuntamn, bleak and deso-
late, covered with bhlackened tree-stumps, wilh here and
there a straggy prne standmg  1n dismal masery  all
alone.  Around the radius of the circle the powdery
snow glittered ke a shower of diamand dust,

Coughian, as u perved with a new determination,
released his wile's hands from his neck, placed an arm
aluvund hier walst, and, facing the asscmblage, raised his
nand to cominand silence. .

CMep,” Le said, wmoa veice {iembling with emotion,
‘my som 1S down in that burning shalt, and some one
nuist brase darger to find lum and to rescue him. We
hope that he 1s alive ; but alive or dead. I am detfer-
mined Go help him. :le 15 wy only son, and he is dear
to me. So listen now. I am an old man, and I call
on you te do, not an acl of justice but an act of
berotspr. 1 myself will go down the shaft Yo find my
son ; 1 ask only for one volunteer to accompany me.
Who will be my companidn ? He will be rewarded ¢ °

The croed was silent for a moment. Then several
men attempted Lo go forward. There were many brave
hearts Uhere , but their wnes or their sweethearts
pulied them back. Why should they give their lives Lo
1his man ”  They were as dear to their kindred as his
son was Lo hum. ‘They were sorry indeed, but they had
gnen him everything else ; why should he now demand
their lives ?

‘1s there no one to volunteer 7' cried Jifkins, sear-
ching the faces of the crowd. Ther, men—' He paus-
ed. A burly, bewhiskered giant, wearing a red flamnel
shirt, open at the collar to display his brawny, hairy
chest, was pressing to the front, IHis slouch hat was
pulled far over his forchead, and s eyew glared from
under bls bushy brows wilh a gleam hike a mad bear’s.
He reaghed the centie of the group, amd for a moment
confronted  the mine-owner in silence.

*‘The Anarchist '’ tvhe crowd exclaimed in  wionder.
Puning the past two weeks of wdleness the man had been
given tlus title, however unmerited, on account of his
ficry specclies agawnst capital.  Fe was counted one of
Lhe most  desperate men, and the hardest drinker in
town. Whether s nationalhity was CGerman, Polish, or
Slayonie no one could tell—he spoke all these languages
indiflerently well ;| bult thal be was a fanatic, with all
the fanatic’s love of admrration, was adnutted by all,

His turly trame towered over the stooped ngure of
the nitne-owner, and there was an exultast ring in his
vewee when he began 1o spealk.

" Master Coughlan,” he said, ¢ you haf coom to beg of

the beggais, vou haf asked us to go to maybe death
to save your son. One bLittle week ago we come to
¥ou; we ask vou Ior work. 1You say to us when we
comse, usal you canmot afferd to ket us work., You teil
us that, rememhber—and you heard him, my people—you
canuot alford to keep the starve away irom us. Huh t°
There was biting sarcasm sn the manr’s tones, and 1he
mine-owner was wfuriatédd. He glared at his accuser,
and attempted to step forward, but the * Anarchist'
wade a warnimg gesture with one hand, and with the
olLlier pointed toward the shaft.
Y hom can talk later ; now it is our time ! Magter
Coughlan, you hat ashed us  to kecp your son fromn
fleath—you who would not risk the price of a lcai of
biead to heep us alne!  And what do we  answer ?
Lysten, then '’ Tle paused for a brief instant. What
do we say Lo you, the heartless man ? We say ““Yes!”
We say we will help You ; nol because vou are rich,
or beeause of momey, bul to show vyou that riches haf
not  the pover to buy courage or fricnds. We say ng
Liaf is rich or poor in the bresence of death, and o we
say . 'fllere 1s Alex. Birchofi—a poor man, an ignorant
Dlan—and he will go down in the mine and face death
for ynu—alone—al! alone ! You shall notr g0 ; you are
tuo old. liave I spoken well, my people 7’

‘tiuere was a cheer irom the crowd, and the orator's
eves glistened with pleasure. The mineowner, forget-
tul of ail save that 18 son was to be rescued, tried to
grasp Birchofl's hand.

‘1 owil pay you well !’ he 1epealed over and over
agcan.

Bircholt secmed not to nolice him. Don't  hother
me now,' he said.  * We will talk f I eome back. Good-
bye, frignds ! ' he cried, and he sleyped an the carriace
ready to be  lowered five hundred feet into the earth.
His clothes were wetted and a damp sponge was placed
over his nose  Then the bell clanked, and the carriage
sank down suddenly, and noiselessly, into the tomb-like
darknress,

Then ensued {ense moments of waiting that ‘seemed
hours. Suddenly the bell again clanked, the signal to
hoist. The cable became taut, and there was a bluzz of
conversation, followed by a strange silence. Spmewhere
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