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Tne space between fhe burntnlT^i’are- 
house and that next It was not more 
than fifty feet in width, but fifty feet 
so hot no one took thought of entering 
there, an area as discomfiting in ap­
pearance as it was beautiful with the 
thick rain of sparks aud firebrands 
that fell upon It. But the chief bad 
decided that tills space must be occu­
pied and, more, must be held, since it 
was the only point of defense for the 
second warehouse. The roof of thia 
building would burn, which 
mean the destruction of the warehouse, 
unless It could be mounted, because 
the streams of water could not play 
upon It from the ground nor from the 
ladders do much more than wet the 
projecting eaves. It was a gable roof, 
the eaves twenty feet lower on the 
aouth side than on the north, where the 
ladders could not hope to reach. Van 
revel swung his line of bucketeers 
round to throw water not upon the 
flames, but upon the ladder men.

Miss Carewe stood in the crowd upon 
the opposite side of the broad street. 
Even there her 
fortably hot, and 
brush a spark 
though she was 
Blind this. Rhe was watching the beau­
tiful fiery furnace between the north 
wall of the burning warehouse and the 
south wall of its neighbor, the fifty feet 
brilliant and misty with vaporous rose 
color, dotted with the myriad red stars, 
tier eyes shining with the reflection of 
their fierce beauty. She saw how the 
vapors moved there, like men walking 
in fire, and she was vaguely recalling 
Bhadrach, Meshach and Abed-nego, 
when over the silhouetted heads of the 
crowd before her a long black ladder 
rose, wabbled, tilted crazily, then lame­
ly advanced and ranged Itself against 
the south wall of the second ware­
house, Its top rung striking ten feet 
ahort of the eaves. She hoped that no 
one had any notion of mounting that 
ladder.

A figure appeared upon It Immediate­
ly, that of a gentleman, bareheaded 
and In evening dress, with a brass 
trumpet swinging from a cord about 
Ids shoulders. The noise grew less, the 
«houtlng died away, and the crowd be­
came almost silent as the figure, cl Im th­
ing slowly, drew up above their heads.

Two or three rungs Itenenth came a 
second, a man In helmet and uniform. 
The clothes of both men, drenched by 
the bucketeers, clung to them, steam­
ing As the second figure mounted a 
third appeared, but this was the last, 
for the ladder was frail and sagged to­
ward the smoking wall with the weight 
of the three.

The chief, three-fourths of the way to 
tiie top. shouted down a stifled com­
mand, and a short grappling ladder, 
fitted at one eml with a pair of spiked 
Iron hooks, was paaBed to hint. Then he 
tolled upward until his feet rested on 
the third rung from the top. Here he 
turned, setting his back to the wall, 
lifted the grappling ladder high over 
bls head so that It rested against the 
eaves above hl tn and brought It down 
sharply, fastening the spiked hooks In 
the roof. As the eaves projected fully 
three feet this left the grappling lad­
der hanging that distance out from the 
wall. Its lowest rung a little above the 
level of the chiefs shoulders.

Miss Betty drew In her breath with 
u little choked cry. There was a small 
terraced hill of piled up packing boxes 
near her, possession of which had been 
taken by a company of raggarauffitiiah 
boys, and she found herself standing on 
the highest box and sharing the sum- 
znlt with these questionable youths, al­
most without notlug her action tn 
mounting thither, eo strained was the 
concentration of her attention upon the 
figure high up In the rose glow sgalnat 
the warehouse wall, 
«nrely, was not 
to that bit of 
from the roof! 
reaud that she 
Betty had been 
«nan enough to have accepted this mad­
man, she would have compelled him to 
come down at <mce, and thereafter 
would lock him up in the bouse when­
ever the liells rang!

But the roof was to be mounted or 
Robert Carewe’s property lost. Al­
ready little flame« were dancing np 
from the shingles, where firebrands 
bad fallen, their number Increasing 
with each second. Ro Vanrevel raised 
bls arms, took a hard grip upon the 
lowest rung of the grappling ladder 
■nd tried It with bls weight. The Iron 
books bit deeper Into the roof; they 
held. He swung himself out Into the
• lr, with nothing beneath him, caught 
the rung under Ills knee, and for a mo­
ment hutig there, while the crowd with­
held from breaking Then a cloud of 
■moke swirling that way made him the 
mere ghostly nucleus of Itself, blotted 
him out altogether, and, as It rose slow­
ly upward, showed the ladder free and 
empty, ao that at first there was an In­
stant when they thought that be bad 
fallen. buL as tbe smoke cleared, there 
was tbe tall figure on tbe roof

It was an agile and a daring thing to 
da. and the man who did It was might­
ily applauded. The cheering bothered 
him. however, for he was trying to 
make them understand below what
• »»id to thf.epglne „onipauy

would

cheeks were uncom- 
sometlmes she bad to 
from her shoulder, 
too much excited to

D <s
in’cnsr tne wmrr wnn nut sent tnruugu 
the lines directly, and what he said 
should be done to the engineers includ ! 
ed things that would have blanched the 
cheek of the most Inventive Spanish In­
quisitor that ever lived.

Miss Betty made a gesture as If to 
a person within whispering distance. 
“Your coat is on fire." she said In an 
ordinary conversational tone without 
knowing she had spoken aloud, and 
Mr. Vanrevel, more than a hundred 
feet away, seemed particularly con 
setous of the pertinence of her remark. 
He removed the garment with alacrity, i 
and for the lack of the tardy water j 
began to use It as a flail upon the fire- 
brands and little flames about him, I 
the sheer desperate best of a man In a 
rage doing what he could when others 
falle«! him. Showers of sparks fell 
upon him. The smoke was rising ev­
erywhere from the roof and the walls 
below and, growing denser and denser, 
shrouded him In huuvy veils, so that as 
he ran hither and thither, now visible, 
now unseen, stamping and beating and 
sweeping away the brands that fell, he 
seemed but the red and ghostly carlca 
ture of a Xerxes Ineffectually lashing 
the sea. They were calling to him Im­
ploringly to come down, in heaven's 
name to come down!

The second man had followed to the 
top of the ladder againBt the wall, and 
there he paused, waiting to pass up the 
line of hose when the word should come 
that tiie force pump had l>een repaired, 
but the people thought that he waited 
liecause he was afraid to trust himself

The man, surely, 
going to truat himself 
woodeu web hanging 
Where was Miss Ila 
p.rnrttwl It? Ah. If 

Fanchon, and mad wo-

out ♦nether Hie interrogation was au- 
dressed to him or to herself he could 
not determine. After a silence she 
said:

“I don’t know why I followed you. 
I believe it must have been because 
you didn’t give me time to think.”

Thia, of course, made him even quick­
er with her than before. "It's all 
over.” be Bald briskly. "Tbe first ware­
house la gone, the second will go. but 
they’ll save the others easily enough 
now that you have pointed out that 
the lines may be utilized otherwise 
than as adjuncts of performances on 
the high trapeze.” They were stand­
ing by a picket fence, and he leaned 
against It, overcome by mirth in which 
she did not join. Her gravity reacted 
upon him at once, and his laughter was 
stopped short. "Will you not accept 
me as an escort to your home?” he said 
formally.

“I do not know,” she returned sim­
ply. the sort of honest trouble In her 
glance that Is seen only in very young 
eyes.

"What reason in the world?" he re­
turned, with a crafty sharpness of as­
tonishment

She continued to gaze upon him 
thoughtfully, while be tried to look Into 
her eyes, but was baflled because the 
radiant beams from the lady’s orbs, as 
tiie elder Chenoweth might have said, 
rested somewhere dangerously near bls 
chin, which worried him, for, though 
his chin made no retreat and was far 
from ill looking, It was nevertheless 
that feature which be most distrusted. 
"Won’t you tell me why not?” be re­
peated uneasily.

"Because,” she answered at last, 
«¡leaking hesitatingly—"because It Isn’t 
so easy a matter for me as you seem to 
think. You have not been Introduced 
to me. and I know you never will be, 
and that what you told me was true.”

"Which part of what I told you?” 
The question escaped from him in- 
stanter.

“That tbe others might come when 
they liked, but that you could not”

“Oh, yes, yes.” His expression al­
tered to a sincere dejection, his shoul­
ders drooped and his voice Indicated 
supreme annoyance. “I might have 
known some one would tell you. Who 
was it? Did they say why I”—

“On account of your quarrel with my 
father.”

"My quarrel with your father!” he ex­
claimed, and his face lit with an elat­
ed surprise. His shoulders straighten­
ed. He took a step nearer her and ask­
ed eagerly. “Who told you that?”

“My father himself. He Bpoke of a 
Mr. Vanrevel whom he disliked and 
whom 1 must not meet, and, remember­
ing what you had said, of course I 
knew that you were he.”

"Ob!” Crailey's lips began to form 
a smile of such appealing and Inimita­
ble sweetness that Voltaire would have 
trusted him, a smile altogether rose 
leaves. "Then I lose you,” be said, 
“for my only chance to know you was 
In keeping It bidden from you. And 
now you understand.”

"No,” she answered gravely, “I don't 
understand. That Is what troubles me. 
If I did and believed you had the right 
of the difference I could believe It no 
sin that you should speak to me, should 
take me home now. 1 think it is wrong 
not to act from your own understand­
ing of things.”

The young man set hla expression as 
one Indomitably fixed upon the course 
of honor, cost what it might, and in the 
very action his lurking pleasure in do­
ing It hopped out in the flicker of a 
twinkle in his eyes and as instantly 
Bought cover again—the flea in tbe rose 
jar.

“Then you must ask some other,” be 
Baid firmly. “A disinterested person 
should tell you. The difference was 
political in the beginning, but became 
personal afterward, and it Is now a 
quarrel which can never be patched up. 
though, for my part, I wish that It 
could be. 1 can say no more, because 
a party to It should not q>eak."

She met his level look squarely at 
last, and no man ever had a more truth­
ful pair of eyes than Cralley Gray, for 
It was bis great accomplishment that 
he could adjust his emotion, bls reason 
and something that might be called hla 
faith to fit any situation In any char­
acter.

“You may take me home,” she an­
swered. “I may be wrong and even 
disloyal, buf I do not feel It so now. 
You did a very brave thing tonight to 
save him from loss, and l think that 
what you have said was just what you 
should have said.”

So they went down the street, the 
hubbub at»l confusion of the fire grow­
ing more and more Indistinct behind 
them. They walked slowly, and for a 
time neither spoke, yet the silence was 
of a kind which the adept rejoiced to 
have produced thus soon—their second 
meeting. He waited until they passed 
into the shadows of the deserted Ca­
rewe street before he spoke. There be 
stopped abruptly, at which she turned» 
astonished.

"Now that you have saved my life," 
he said In a low, tremulous tone, "what 
are you going to do with It?"

Her eyes opened almost as widely as 
they had at her first sight of him in 
her garden. There was a long pause 
before she replied, and when she did It 
was to his considerable surprise.

"I have never seen a play except the 
nmny little ones we acted at the con­
vent," she said. "But Isn't that the 
way they speak on the stage?”

Cralley realized that bls judgment of 
the silence bad been mistaken, and yet 
It was with a thrill of delight that be 
recognized hj-r clear reading of him. 
He bad been too florid again.

“Let us go ’’ I~ 
restrained forgiveness. “You 
me once before.”

Mocked you?” she repeated as they 
went on.

M-vcked ma." be said firmly, “Morik- 
•d me for seeming theatrical, and yet 

bar» legyigd t£»t what I said was

true.-ns you vurtrgaiu-
She mused upon thia th., 

whimsical indulgence to .n < ** * 
nate child: a *®Portt

"Well, tell me what you m 
you say I saved your life " ”

"You came alone," he u 
“to stand upon that burning”,

“Whence all but him had fl«!- „ 
laughter rang out. Interrupting

My room was on the founh * 
St. Mary's, and I didn't mind ¿5 
three flights this evening.” mbhl<

Crailey’s good nature wasalw..
feet. "You mock me. and v™ * 
me!” he cried, and made her ¿2?* 
but part of a gay duet q k ** 
have gone too fast, have said J 
should have waited to say Kn, 
remember the small chance I? 
against the others who can 
when they like. Don't flout 
cause I try to make the most of « 
stolen moment with you.”

“Do!” she exclaimed, grave upon tu 
Instant "Do make the most otic , 
have nothing but inexperience Mat 
the most by treating me seriomh 
won’t you? I know you can. and 
I”- She faltered to a full stop sbewZ 
earnest and quiet, and there had J» 
something in her tone, too, as ,erT , 
ten there was, that showed how r’oaL 
she was. "Oh," she began again, tZ 
Ing to him impulsively, "I have thouzht 
about you since that evening la the re 
den, and I have wished I could know 
you? I can't be quite clear how it bj. 
pened, but even those few minutes left 
a number of strong impressions about 
you. And the strongest was that yo# 
were one with whom I could talk of a 
great many things, if you would only 
be real with me. I believe, though I'm 
not sure why I do, that It Is very dif­
ficult for you to be real. Perhaps be- 
cause you are so different at different 
times that you aren't sure yourself 
which the real you Is. But the person 
that you are beginning to be for my 
benefit must be the most trifling of 
your selves, lighter and easier to put on 
than the little mask you carried tbs 
other night If there were nothing bet­
ter underneath the mask, I might play 
too."

“Did you learn this at the convent!* 
gasped Crailey.

"There was a world there in minia­
ture,” she answered, speaking very 
quickly. “I think all people are made 
of the same materials, only In such dif­
ferent proportions. I think a little 
world might hold as much as tbe las 
gest. If you thought it all out bird 
enough, and your experience might be 
just as broad and deep In a small cor­
ner of the earth as anywhere else, but 
I don't know! I want to understand- 
I want to understand everything! I 
read books, and there are people, but 
no one who tells me what I want-I"-

“Stop!” He lifted his hand. A singu­
lar exaltation rose In him, together 
with the reckless impulse to speak 
from the mood her vehement confidence 
had Inspired. He gave way to It

“I know, I know,” be said huskily. 
“I understand all you mean, ill you 
feel, all you wish. It is all echoing 
here and here and here!” He touched 
his breast, his eyes and his forehead 
with the fingers of his long and slender 
hand. “We sigh and strain our eyes 
and stretch out our arms In the dark, 
groping always for the strange bless- 
Ing that Is just beyond our grasp, seek­
ing for the precious unknown that lies 
Just over the horizon! It's what they 
meant by the pot of gold where the 
rainbow ends—only, It may be there, 
after all!”

They stopped unconsciously and re­
mained standing at the lower end of 
the Carewe hedge. The western gk>< 
had faded, and she was gazing at him 
through the darkness. leaning forward, 
never dreaming that her tight gxsp 
had broken the sticks of the little pink 
fan.

“Yes,” she whispered eagerly. To« 
are right; you understand!”

He went on, the words coming fast* 
and faster: "WMrr haunted, you sni 
I, by the wish to know all thing», and 
by the question that Iles under every 
thought we have, the agonizing WW'J> 
er? Isn't It like that? It 1» n*11? 
death that makes us think.”

She shivered slightly, but ber str* ■ 
fast eyes did not shift from him ® 
threw back his bend, and his face, 
lifted to the Jeweled sky of the mon­
ies« night, was beatific In Its peacefw- 
ness as he continued In an altered tore 
gentle and low:

"I think all questions are anawet" 
there. The stars tell it all. 7**
look at them you know. Do yo® 
the constellations swinging ab0T* . 
Buch unimaginable vastuessee. not 
Ing or crashing through the llliol** 
at haphazard, but moving In 
cellent measure and to a finer my 
thru *e most delicate clockwork ® 
ever made? Ah, when you wonder 
alrove you—look above you in tbe n 
7 aay,” he cried, his hand upraised. * 
his transfigured face. "Look » 
you and you will never 
«narrow's tad ran Id n***

forty feet above me gw uno, 
and there were the five upon the roof.

The department had no other ladder 
of more than half the length of the 
shattered one. Not only the depart­
ment, but every soul In Rouen, knew 
that, and there rose the thick, low sigh 
of a multitude, a sound frightful to 
bear.
Into a 
tlon.

And
west wall of the building and the south 
wall and all the southwestern portions 
of the roof covered themselves with 
voluminous mantles of flame, which in 
creased so hugely and with such sav­
age rapidity that the one stream on the 
roof was seen to be but a ridiculous 
and useless opposition.

Everybody Itegan to shout advice to 
his neighbor, and nobody listened even 
to himself. The firemen were in as 
great a turmoil as was the crowd, 
while women covered their eyes. Young 
Frank Chenoweth was sobbing curses 
upon the bruised and shaking Trumble 
and Jefferson Bareaud, who could only 
stand remorseful, fmpotently groaning, 
and made no answer.

The wnlls of the southernmost ware­
house followed the roof, crashing in 
one after the other, a sacrifice pyre 
with its purpose consummated, and in 
the aeeth and flare of its passing Tom 
Vanrevel again shaded his eyes with 
his hand and looked down across the 
upturned faces. The pedestal with the 
grotesque carvings was still there, but 
the crowning figure had disappeared— 
the young goddess was gone. For she. 
of all that throng, had an Idea in her 
head, and, after screaming It to every 
man within reach, only to discover the 
Impossibility of making herself under­
stood In that babel, she was struggling 
to make her way toward the second 
warehouse, through the swaying jam 

i of people. It was a difficult task, as 
the farther in she managed to go the 

; denser became the press and the more 
tightly she found the people wedged, 
until she received Involuntary aid from 
the firemen. In turning their second 
stream to play Ineffectually upon the 
lower strata of flame they accidentally 
deflected it toward the crowd, who 
separated wildly, leaving a big gap, of 
which Miss Bettj took Instant advan­
tage. She darted across, and the next 
moment, unnoticed, had entered the 
building through the door which Cralley 
Gray bad opened.

The five young men on the roof were 
well aware that there was little to do 
but to wait, and soon they would see 
which was to win, they or the Are, so 
they shifted their line of hose to the 
eastern front of the building, out of 
barm's way for a time at least and 
held the muzzle steady, watching Its 
work. And In truth It was not long be­
fore they understood which would con­
quer. The southern and western por­
tions of the building had flung out great 
flames that fluttered and flared on the 
breeze like titanic flags, and steadily, 
slowly at first, then faster as the sec­
onds flew, the five were driven back­
ward. up the low slope of the roof to­
ward the gable ridge. Tom Vaurevel 
held the first joint of the nozzle, and he 
retreated with a sulky face, lifting his 
foot grudgingly at each step, 
were all silent now, and no one 
until Will Cummings faltered:

"Surely they’ll get a 
some way?"

Will knew as well as 
that there was no way, 
struck the sullen heart of the chief with 
remorse. He turned. “I hope you’ll 
all forgive me for getting you up here.”

A sound, half sob, half giggle, came 
from the parched lips of Eugene Ma­
drillon as he patted Tom on the shoul­
der without speaking, and Cralley nod­
ded quietly, then left the group and 
went to the eastern edge of the roof 
and looked out upon the crowd. Cum­
mings dropped the line and Bat down, 
burying his hot face In his arms, for 
they all saw that Vanrevel thought “It 
was no use." but a question of a few 
minutes, and they would retreat across 
the gable and either jump or go down 
with the roof.

• ••••••
Since the world began Idle and in­

dustrious philosophers have speculated 
much upon the thoughts of men about 
to die. yet It cannot be too ingenuous 
to believe that such thoughts vary as 
the men. their characters and condi­
tions of life vary. Nevertheless, pur­
suant with the traditions of minstrelsy 
and romance. It is conceivable that 
young unmarried men called upon to 
face desperate situations might, at the 
crucial moment, rush to a common ex­
perience of summoning the vision, each 
of his heart's desire, and to meet, each 
bis doom, with her name upon bls lipa.

An extraordinary thing occurred in 
the present Instance, for, by means of 
some fragmentary remarks let fall at 
the time and afterward recalled, such 
as Tappingham Marsh's gasping. "At 
least it will be on her father’s roof!” 
and from other things later overheard, 
an inevitable deduction has been 
reached that four of the five gentlemen 
in the perilous case herein described 
were occupied with the vision of the 
same person, to wit. Miss Elizabeth 
t'arewe, "the last, the prettiest to come 
to town!"

Cralley Gray, alone, spoke not at all, 
but why did be strain and strain his 
eyes toward that empty 
the grotesque carvings? 
Fanebon there, or was 
the last sweet apparition 
of all five of the unhappy young men?

The coincidence of the actual appear­
ance of the lady among them therefore 
seemed the more miraculous when, 
wan and hopeless, staggering desper­
ately backward to the gable ridge, they 
heard a clear contralto voice behind 
them:

“Hadn't you better all come down 
now?” It said "The stairway will be 
on fire before long.”

Only one thing could have been more 
shockingly unexpected to the five than 

*lxth person on

uM root, and nra w«»Tnar tne srrm 
person should be Miss Betty Carewe.

They turned, aghast, agape, chop- 
fallen with astonishment, stunned and 
incredulous.

She stood Just behind the gable 
ridge, smiling amiably, a most incon-

It became a groan, then swelled 
deep cry of alarm and laments-

now almost simultaneously the

across

of the 
of the

He twung htmeelf out into the air 
to the grappling ladder. He was afraid, 
exceedingly afraid, though that was not 
why be waited, aud he was still chuc­
kling over the assault of the axes.

Ills situation bad not much the ad­
vantage of that of the chief. Ills red 
shirt might have been set with orange 
Jewels, so studded It was with the fly­
ing sparks, and, a large brand drop­
ping upon his helmet, he threw up bls 
hand to dlskslge Lt and lost the helmet. 
The great light fell upon his fair hair 
and smiling face, and it was then that 
Miss Hetty recognized the incroyable 
of her garden.

CHAPTER VI.
T was an Investigating negro 

child of tender years who, 
possessed of a petty sense of 
cause and effect, brought an

Illuminative simplicity to bear upon 
the problem of the force pump, and a 
multitudinous agitation greeted his dis­
covery that the engineers had forgot 
ten to connect their pipes with the 
river.

Thia naive omlaelou was fatal to tbe 
second waretKnise. The wall burst Into 
flame below Crailey Gray, who clung 
to the top of the ladder, choking, stifled 
and dizzily fighting the sparks that cov­
ered him, yet still clutching the nozzle 
of the hose line they had passed to him. 
When tbe stream at last leaped forth, 
maklug the nozzle tight in hla grasp, he 
sent It straight up into the air and 
let the cataract fall back upon himself 
and upon tbe two men beneath him on 
tbe ladder.

There came a moment of blessed re­
lief. and he looked out over the broad 
rosy blur of faces In the street, where 
no one wondered more than he how the 
water was 
be started, 
sleeve and 
under tbe
glance crossed the smoke and flame to 
rest upon a tall, white figure that stood 
full length above the beads of the peo­
ple upon a pedestal wrought with the 
grotesque Images of boys; a girl's fig 
ure, still as noon, enrapt, like tbe statue 
of some young goddess for whom were 
made these sacrificial pyres. Mr. Gray 
recognized hla opportunity.

A blackened and unrecognizable face 
peered down from the eaves, and the 
voice belonging to It said angrily:

"Why didn't they send up that line 
before they put the water through it?"

"Never mind, Tom." answered Cral­
ley cheerfully, "I'll bring It up."

"You can't. 
Don't be every

"You want 
And Cralley,
Majah. p«xt ¿elow him. t^qpme high

to reach tlie roof. Suddenly 
wiped bis eyes with his wet 
peered Intently down from 
shading arm. Ilia roving

I'll come down for IL 
kind of a fool!” 
a monopoly, do you?” 
calling to Tapplngbam

the 
en-

lay

"Hadn't you better aUcome down now?” 
gruous little pink fan in her hand, the 
smoke wreaths ¡tartly obscuring her 
and curling between the five and her 
white dress, like mists floating 
the new moon.

Was it but a kindly phantasm 
brain? Was it the Incarnation
last vision of the lost volunteers? Was 
it a Valkyrie assuming that lovely like­
ness to perch upon this eyrie, waiting 
to bear their heroic souls to Valhalla, 
or was it Miss Betty Carewe?

To the chief she spoke—all of them 
agreed to that afterward—but it was 
Crailey who answered, while Tom 
could only stare and stand wagging 
his head at the lovely phantom like a 
mandarin on a shelf.

"My mother in heaven!” gasped 
Cralley. “How did you come up here?"

“There's a trap In the roof on the 
other side 
she began 
fan. “A 
down—old
these buildings yesterday—and that 
side isn’t on tire yet. I’m so sorry I 
didn't think of it until a moment ago, 
because you could have brought the 
water up that way. Hut don’t you 
think you’d better comedown now?”

of the ridge,” she said, and 
to fan herself with the pink 
stairway runs all the way 
Nelson showed me through I

Tde wrrtning nozzie m me rat­
ter’s possession, swung himself out up­
on the grappling ladder, imitating tbe 
chiefs gymnastics, and Immediately, 
one hand grasping the second rung, one 
knee crooked over the lowest, leaned 
bead down and took the nozzle from 
Marsh. It was a heavy weight and, 
though Marsh supported the line be­
neath It, the great stream hurtling 
forth made It a difficult thing to man­
age, for It wriggled, recoiled and strug­
gled as If It had been alive. Cralley 
made three attempts to draw himself 
up, but the strain was too much for his 
grip, and on the third attempt his fin­
gers melted from the rung, and he 
swung down fearfully, hanging by bls 
knee, but still clinging to tbe nozzle.

“Give it up. Crailey. It isn’t worth 
it,” Vanrevel called from overhead, not 
daring the weight of both on the light 
grappling ladder.

But though Cralley cared no mofe for 
the saving of Robert Carewe’s property 
than for a butterfly's wing in China, he 
could not give up now, any more than 
as a lad be could have forborne to turn 
somersaults when the prettiest little 
girl looked out of the schoolhouse win­
dow. He passed the nozzle to Tapping­
ham, caught the second rung with bls 
left band, and, once more dangling 
bead downward, seized the nozzle; 
then, with his knee booked tight, as the 
gushing water described a huge semi­
circle upon the smoke and hot vapor, 
be made a mad lurch through the air, 
while women shrieked, but be landed 
upright, half sitting on the lowest rung. 
He climbed the grappling ladder swift­
ly, in spite of the weight and contor­
tions of the unmanageable Iteast be car-

! ried with him. Tom leaned far down 
and took ft from him, and Crailey, pass­
ing the eaves, fell exhausted upon the 
roof. Just as he reached this tempo­
rary security a lady was borne, faint­
ing, out of the acclaiming crowd. Fan- 

' chon was there.
Word had been passed to the gentle­

men of the engine company to shut off 
tbe water in order to allow the line to 
be carried up the ladder, and they re­
ceived the command at the moment 
Tom lifted the nozzle, so that the 
stream dried up In his hands. This 
was the last straw, and tbe blackened, 
singed and scarred chief, setting 
trumpet to his lips, gave blinself 
tirely to wrath.

It struck Crailey, even as he
coughing und weeping with smoke, that 
there was something splendid and large 
In the other's rage. Vanrevel was or­
dinarily so steady and cool that this 
was worth seeing, this berserker ges­
ture; worth hearing, this wonderful 
profanity, like Washington’s one fit of 
cursing, and Cralley. knowing Tom, 
knew, too, that it had not come upon 
him because Carewe had a daughter 
Into whose eyes Tom bad looked; nor 
did he rage because he believed that 
Crailey's life and his were In the great­
er hazard for tbe lack of every drop of 
water that should have Issued from tbe 
empty nozzle.

Their lungs were burdened with 
smoke, while the Intolerable smarting 
of throat, eyes and nostrils was like 
the incision of a thousand needles In 
the membranes. Their clothes were 
luminous with glowing circles where 
the sparks were eatlug The blaze 
widened on the wall beneath them, 
and Marsh was shouting hoarsely that 
he could no longer hold Ills position on 
the ladder, yet Cralley knew that none 
of this was In Tom’s mind as he stood, 
scorched, blistered and haggard, on the 
edge of the roof, shaking bis fist at the 
world. It was because bls chance of 
saving the property of a man he de­
spised was being endangered.

Cralley stretched forth a hand and 
touched his friend’s knee. "Your side 
of the conversation is a trifle loud, 
Tom," he said. “Miss Carewe Is down 
there across the street on a pile of 
boxes."

Torn stopped In the middle of a word, 
for which he may have received but 
hnlf a black stroke from the recording 
atigel. He wheeler! toward the street 
and. shielding his inflamed eyes with 
his hand, gazed downward in a strick­
en silence. From that moment Mr. 
Vanrevel's Instructions to his followers 
were of a decorum at which not the 
meekest Sunday school scholar dare 
have caviled.

The three men now on the long lad­
der Marsh, Eugene Madrillon aud Will 
Cummings found their position unten­
able, for the flames, reaching all along 
the wall, were licking at the ladder it­
self between Marsh and Eugene. “I 
cant stand this any longer." gasped 
Tappingham, “but 1 can’t leave those 
two up there either.”

"Not alone," shouted Cummings from 
beneath Madrillon. “Let's go up.” 

Thus it happened that when the 
ter came again and Vanrevel let it 
in a grateful cascade upon Crailey
himself three manly voices were heard 
singing as three men tolled through 
the billows of rosy gray below tbe be­
leaguered pair:

“Oh. the noble Duke of York.
He had ten thousand men;

He marched them up the aide ot a house 
And marched them down again!"

A head appeared above tbe eaves, 
and Marsh, then Eugene, then Cum­
mings. came crawling over the cornice 
in turn to Join their comrades. They 
were a gallant band, those young gen 
tiemen of Rouen, and they came with 
tbe Ironical song on their lips and. look­
ing at one another, ragged and scari­
fied. burst into hoarse but indomlta 
hie laughter.

Two others made an attempt t» fol­
low and would not be restrained. It 
was noticed that parts of the losrer 
ladder had been charring, and the lad­
der men were preparing to remove It 
to a less dangerous point when old 
General Trumble and young Jefferson 
Bareaud made a rush to mount It and 
were well upon their upward way be­
fore the ladder, weakened at the mid­
dle. sagged, splintered and broke, 
Trumble and Bareaud falling with IL 
Ajitl tJiere was tbe grappling ladder 
■ Hl'«'1*«

CHAPTER VII.
OT savage Hun nor "barba­

rous Vandyke” nor demon 
Apache could wish to dwell 
upon the state of mind of the 
the Rouen volunteer fire de­
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chief of 
partment; therefore let the curtain of 
mercy descend. Without a word he 
turned and dragged the nozzle to the 
eastern eaves, whence, after a warning 
gesture to those below, he dropped It 
to the ground, and, out of compassion, 
It should t»e little more than hinted that 
the gesture of warning was very slight.

When the rescued band reached the 
foot of the last flight of stairs they be­
held the open doorway as a frame for 
a great press of Intent and contorted 
faces, every eye still strained to watch 
the roof, none of the harrowed specta­
tors comprehending the appearance of 
the girl's figure there, nor able to see 
whither she had led the five young men, 
until Tappingham Marsh raised a shout 
as he leaped out of the door and danced 
upon the solid earth again.

Then, Indeed, there was a mighty up­
roar. Cheer after cheer ascended to the 
red vault of heaven. Women wept, 
men whooped and the people rushed 
for the heroes with wide open, welcom­
ing arms. Jefferson Bareaud and 
Frank Chenoweth and General Trum­
ble dashed at Tom Vanrevel with inco­
herent cries of thanksgiving, shaking 
his bands and beating him hysterically 
upon the back. He greeted them 
bitter laughter.

"Help get the water Into the 
warehouse. This one is beyond 
trol, but we can save the 
Take the lines in—through 
He brushed the rejoicing 
abruptly, and went on in a 
low voice: "There are stairs—and I’m 
so sorry I didn't think of It until a mo­
ment ago. because you could have 
brought the water up that way!”

A remarkable case of desertion had 
occurred the previous instant under his 
eyes. As the party emerged from the 
warehouse Into the street Tom heard 
Cralley say hurriedly to Miss Carewe: 
"Let me get you away—come quickly!" 
saw him suddenly seize her hand and. 
eluding the ourushlng crowd, run with 
her round the corner of the building. 
And somehow, through what inspira­
tion or through what knowledge of bls 
partner's "tern peramenL” heaven knows, 
the prophetic soul of the chief was un­
happily assured that Crailey would of­
fer himself as escort to her home and 
flud acceptance. But why not? Was It 
Cralley who had publicly called hla fel­
low man fool, idiot, imbecile, at the 
top of his lungs only to find himself 
the proveu numskull of the universe! 
Tom stood for a moment staring after 
the vanishing pair, while over hla face 
stole the strangest expression that ever 
man saw there; then, with meekly 
bowed shoulders, he turned again to 
his work.

At the corner of the warehouse Miss 
Carewe detached her band from Crai- 
ley's, yet still followed him as be made 
a quick detour round the next building. 
A minute or two later they found 
themselves, undetected, upon Main 
street In the rear of the crowd. Thera 
Cralley paused.

"Forgive me," be said breathlessly, 
"for taking yonr band. I thought yon 
would like to get away."

She regarded him gravely, so that bo 
found It difficult to read her look, ex- 
cau& that it was seriously Questioning.
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Continued Next Week

Notice to Hoo Pickers
Any hop picker in the city 

to be taken to and from th» .Tsr1 " 
Hall, Sr , will be furnished trtW^ 
tat ion free by notice st Hall 1 
store. _ .

■S GEO. T. HALL * St • •

His voice was soft with 
mocked

Hop pickers wanted at tw 
Vitus yard on the old L 
place, on the McKenzie, t*1 
half miles from Spring«^- 
camping ground. Plenty of 
to:. Wood furnished frto 
picking September 10.
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