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CHAFPIER 111 CONTINED

" ne space between (he hurnigVare
house and that next It was not more
than fifty feet in width, but fifty feet
80 hot no one took thought of entering
there, an &rea ns Atlug In ap
pearance as it was beautiful with the
thick rain of sparks and trebrands
that fell upon it. But the chief bad
declded that this space must be ocen-
pled and, more, wust be held, sinee It
wis the only polot of defense for thie
second warchouse The roof of this
building burn, would
mean the destruction of the warehouse,
unless It bt use
the strenms of not play
wpon it from the ground nor from the
ladders do much more than wet the
projecting eaves, It was a gable roof,
the twenty feet lower on the
south side than on the north, where the
lndders could wot 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 ln the crowd upon

digeo

wounld which

mounted,

could

could be

water

enves

the opposite side of the broad street
Even there her cheeks were uncom
fortably hot, and sometimes she had to
brush a spark from her shoulder,

though she was two much excited to
mind this. Bhe was watching the beau
tiful flery furnace between the north
wall of the burning warehouse and the
south wall of Its nelghbor, the fifty lfeet
brilllant and misty with vaporous rose
color, dotted with the myriad red stars,
her eyes shining with the reflection of
thelr flerce beauty. She saw how the
wvapors moved there, like men walking
in fire, and she was vaguely recalling
Bhadrach, Meshach and Abed-uego,
when over the silbouetted heads of the
crowd before her a long black ladder
rose, wabbled, tilted crazily, then lame-
Iy advanced and ranged itself agalnst
the south wall of the second ware
house, Its top rung striking ten feet
short of the eaves, She hoped that no
one had any notion of mounting that
ladder,

A figure appeared upon It Immediate-
1y, that of a gentleman, bareheaded
and in evening dress, with a brass
trumpet awlnging from a cord about
his shoulders. The nolse grew less, the
shouting died away, and the crowd be
came almost sllent as the Agure, cllmb-
Ing slowly, drew up above their heads,

Two or three rungs bepeath came a
second, & man In helmet and unlform.
The clothes of both men, drenched by
the bucketeers, clung to them, steam-
Ing. As fgure mounted a
third appeared, but this was the last,
for the ladder was frall and sagged to
ward the smoking wall with the welght
of the three

The chief, three-fourths of the way to
the top, shouted down a stifled com-
mand, and a short grappling ladder,
fitted at one end with a palr of splked
Iron hooks, was passed to him. Then he
tolled upward until his feet rested on
the third rung from the top. Here he
turned, setting his back to the wall,
Ufted the grappling ladder high over
his head so that It rested agalnst the
eaves above him and brought it down

sharply, fastening the splked hooks In
the roof. As the eaves projected fully
three feel, this left the grappling lad
der hanging that distance out from the
wall, its lowest rung a little above the
level of the chief's shoulders.

Miss Betty drew In her breath with
& little choked cry. There was a small
terraced hill of plled up packing boxes
uear her, possession of which had been
taken by a company of raggamuMnish
boys, and she found herself standing on
the highest box and sharing the sum-
mit with these questionable youths, al-
most without noting ber action In
mounting thither, so stralned was the
voncentration of her attentlon upon the
figure high up o the rose glow agnlmnst
the warchouse wall. The man, surely,
surely, was not golng to trust himself

the second

to that bit of wooden web hanglog
from the roof! Where was Miss Ra
reaud that she permitted it? Ahb, If

Betty had been Fanchon, and mad wo-
man enough to have accepted this mad
man, she would have compelled him to
come down at and thereafter
would lock him up in the house when-
ever the bells rang!

once,

But the roof was to be mounted or
Robert Carewe's property lost. Al
ready little flames were dancing ap
from the shingles, where firebrands
bad fallen, thelr number Increasing
with each second. So Vanrevel ralsed
his arms, took a hard grip upon the
lowest rung of the grappling ladder
and tried It with his welght e lron
books bit deeper luto the roof; they
held He swung himself out lnto the

beneath bim, eaught
and for a mo

alr, with nothing
the rung under |
ment hung there, while the erowd with-
beid from breading Then a cloud of
smoke swirling that way made him the
mere ghost|y of Itaelf, hiotted
him out altogether, and, as It rose slow-
Iy upwand, showed the ladder free and
empty, so that at first there was an In
stant when they thought that he bad
fallen, but, as the smoke clearsl, there
was the tall figure on the roof

It was an agile and a daring thing te
do, and the man who did It was might
lly applanded. The cheering bothered
bim, however, for he was trying to
make them understand below what
wguld happen to the spgine company
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IACASE e Wmner ‘was uot Sent mrougu
the lines directly, and what he sald
should be done to the engineers includ
el 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 sald in an
ordinary conversational tone without
knowing she had spoken aloud, and
Mr. Vanrevel, more than a hundred
feet awny, seemed particularly con

solous of the pertinence of Ler remark
He removed the garment with alacrity,
and for the lack of the tardy water
began to use It as a fall upon the fire
brands and little about him,
the sheer despernte best of 1 man in a
rage dolng what he could when others
falled 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 benvy vells, so that ns
he ran hither and thither, now visible,
now unseen, stampiog and beating and
sweeping away the brands that fell, he

flames

seemed but the red and ghostly cariea
ture of n Xerxes Ineffectually lashing
the sea They were enlling to him lm

woimme Jdown in

ploringly to
» to come down!

The second man had followed to the
top of the ladder agalnst the wall, and
there he paused, waliting to pass up the
line of hose when the word should come
that the force pump had been repalred,
but the people thought that he walted
hecause he was afrald to trust himself

He swung himself out into the atr

to the grappling ladder, He was afrald,
exceedingly afrald, though that was not
why he walted, and he was still chue-
kling over the assault of the axes

His situation had not much the ad-
vantage of that of the chief. IHis red
shirt might have been set with orange
Jewels, so studded 1t was with the oy
Ing sparks, and, a large brand drop
plog upon his helmet, he threw up his
hand to dislodge It and lost the helmet.
The great light fell upon his falr halr
and smiling face, and It was then that
Miss Betty recognized the lncroyable
of her gurden.

CHAPTER V1

T was an Investigating negro

child of tender years whao,

possessed of a petiy sense of
cnuse and effect, brought an
fHluminative simplicity to bear upon
the problem of the foree pump, and a
multitedinous agitation greeted his dis
covery that the engineers had forgot
ten to connect thelr pipes with the
river

This nalve omisslon was fatal to the
second warebhouse. ‘The wall burst into

fame below Cralley Gray, who clung
to the top of the ladder, choking, stifled
and dizzily fighting the sparks that cov-
ered him, yet =till clutching the nozzle
of the hose line they had passed to him.
When the stream at last leaped forth,
making the nozzle fight in his grasp, he
sent it straight up into the alr and
let the eataract fall back upon himself
and upon the two wen beneath him on
the ladder

There came a moment of blessed re
lief, and he looked out over the broad
blur of faces in the street, where
no one wondered mwore than he how the
water was to reach the roof. Suddenly
he started, wiped his eyes with his wet
sleeve and peered Intently down from
under the shading His roving
glance crossed the smoke and flame to
rest upon a tali, white Agure that stowl
full length above the heads of the peo
ple upon a pedestal wrought with tl
grotesque Images of boys; a gir
ure enrapt, like the statoe
of some young goddess for whom were

rosy

Arm

s g

wtill as noon

made these sacrificlial prres.  Mr. Gray
recogn lzedd his

A blackenad and unrecs
peered down from the eaves
volee belonging to It sald angrily

“Why dikin't they send up that line
before they put the water through t?

“Never mind, Tom.'
ley cheerfully, “I'll bring It up.™

“You can't 'l come down for It
Don't be every kind of a fool!™

“You waut a monopoly, do you?™
And Cralley, calling to Tappingham
Magsh, pext Delow him, tq cpme bigh-

opportunity
gniz ible face
and the

answered Cral

Wl WrTMIng TOTEe M toe mt-
ter's possession, swung blmself out up-
on the grappling ladder, imitating the
chief's gymnastics, and !mmediately,
one hand grasping the second rung, one
knee crooked over the lowest, ledned
head down and took the nozzle from

Marsh. It was a heavy welght, 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, recolled and strug-
gled as If It bad been allve. Cralley
made three attempts to draw himself
up, but the straln was too much for his
grip, and on the third attempt his fin-
gers melted from the rung, and he
swung down fearfully, banging by his
knee, but still elinging to the nozzle.

“Glive it up, Cralley. It Isn't worth
it,” Vanrevel called from overhead, not
daring the welght of both on the light
grappling ladder,

But though Cralley eared no mofe for
the saving of Rebert Carewe's property
than for a butterfiy’s wing in China, he
could not give up now, any more than
as a lad be counld have forborne to turn
somersaults when the prettiest [Hetle
girl looked out of the schoolhouse win-
dow. He passed the nozzle to Tapping-
ham, caught the second rung with his
left hand, and, once more dangling
head downward, selzed the nozzle;
then, with his knee hooked tight, as the
gushing water deseribed a huge semi-
circle ypon the smoke and hot vapor,
he made a mad lureh through the ailr,
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 beast he car-
ried with him. Tom leaned far down
and took it from him, and Cralley, pass-
Ing the eaves, fell exhausted upon the
roof. Just
rary security a lady was borne, faint-
ncclaiming erowd, Fan

as he reached this tempo-

2, out of the

chon was there

Word had been passed to the gentle-
men of the engine company to shut off
the water In order to allow the line to
be carried up the ladder, and they re-
celved the command at the moment
Tom lifted the nozzle, so that the
stream dried up In his hands. This |
was the last straw, and the blackened,
singedd and scarred chlef, setting the
trumpet to his lips, gave himself en-
tirely to wrath.

It struck Cralley, even as he lay
coughing and 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
wias worth seeing, this berserker ges-
ture: worth bearing, this wonderful
profanity, llke Washington's one fit of
cursing, and Crailey, knowing 'l'um.l
knew, too, that it bhad not come upon |
him becanse Carewe had a daughter |
into whose eyes Tom had leoked; nor
did he rage because he belleved that
Cralley's life and his were In the great-
er hazard for the lack of every drop of :
water that should have lssued from the

' empty nozzle '
Thelr Jungs were burdened with
amoke, while the lntolerable smarting

of throat, and nostrils was like
the lncision of a thousand needles In
the membranes Their clothes were |
luminous with glowing clrcles where
the sparks were eating The blaze
widens on the wall beneath them,
and Marsh was shouting hoarsely that
he could no longer hold his position on
the ladder, yet Crailey knew that none
of this was In Tom's mind as he stood,
scorched, blistered and haggard, on the
edge of the roof, shaking his fist at the
world. It was because his chance of
saving the property of a man he de
splaed was belng andangered

Cralley stretched forth a hand and
touched bhis friend's knee. “Your side
of the conversation is a trifle loud,
Tom,” he sald, “Mliss Carewe 1s down
there across the street on a plle of |
boxes.™

Tom stopped In the middle of a word, |
for which he may have recelved but
half a black stroke from the recording
angel. He wheeled toward the street
and, shielding his Inflamed eyes with |
his hand, gnzed downward In a strick. |
en sllence. From that moment Mr, |
Vanrevel's Ingtructions to his followers
were of a Jdecorum at which not the
meekest Sunday school scholar dare
have eaviled.

The three men now on the long lad-
der- Marsh, FEugene Madrillon aund Wil
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. 1
can’t stand this any longer,” gasped
Tappingham, “but 1 can't leave those
two up there elther.”

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

Thus it happened that when the wa-
ter came again and Vanrevel let it fall
in a grateful cascade upon Cralley and
himself three manly voleces were heard
singing as three men tolled through
the billows of roay gray below the be-
leaguerad pair

“Oh., the noble Duke of York,

He had ten thousand men

He marched them up the side of & house

And marched them down againt™

A head appeared the eaves,
and Marsh, then Eugene, then Cum-
mings, came crawling over the cornice
in turn to joln their comrades. They
were a gallant band, those young gen
tlemen of Rouven, and they came with
the tronical song on thelr lips and, look
ing at one another, ragged and scart
fled, burst but indomita
ble langhter

Two others made an attempt te fol-
low and would pot be restralned. It
notleed that parts of the lower
ladder had been charring, and the lad-
der men were preparing to remove It
to a less dangerous polnt when old
General Trumble and young JefMerson
Bareaud made a rush to mount it and
were well upon thelr upward way be
fore the iwdder, weakened at the mid
dle, sagged, splintered and broke,
Trumble and RBRareaud falling with It
Aod 'Yere was the grappling ladder
ATy

eyes

above

into hoarse

was

| quer,

wangeiny, [OFTY Teel aDOVe Me gwouna,
and there were the five upon the roof.

The department had no other ladder
of more than hulf 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
hear. It became a groan, then swelled
into & deep cry of alarm and lamenta
tion.

And now almost simultaneously the
west wall of the building and the south
wall and all the southwestern portions
of the roof covered themselves with
voluminous manties of fame, which in
creased so hugely and with such sav
age rapldity that the one stream on the
roof was seen to be but a ridiculous
and useless opposition

Everybody began to shout advice to
his nelghbor, and nobody llstened even
to himself. The firemen were in as
great a turmoll as was the crowd,
while women coversl their eves, Young
Frank Chenoweth was sobblng curses
upon the brulsed and shaking Trumble
and Jefferson Bareaud, who could only
stand remorseful, Impotently groaning,
and made no answer

The walls of the southernmost ware
house followed the roof, crashing In
oue after the other, a sacrifice pyre
with Its purpose consummated, and In
the seeth and flare of Its passing Tom
YVanrevel again shaded his eves with
his hand and looked down ncross the
upturned faces. The pedestal with the
Erotesque carvings was still there, but
the crowning figure had disappeared-
the young godidess was gone. For she,
of all that throng, had an ldea 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
warehouse, through the
of people It was a difficult task, as
the farther In she redd to go the
denser became the press and the more
tightly she found the people wedged
unti] she recelved Involuntary ald from
the firemen. In turning thelr second
stream to play Ineffectually upon the
lower strata of flame they accldentally
deflected It toward the crowd, who
separated wlldly, leaving a blg gap, of
which Miss Bett, took Instant advan-
tage, BShe darted across, and the pext
moment, unnoticed, had eotered the
bullding 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 walt, and soon they would see
which was to win, they or the fire, so
they shifted their line of hose to the
eastern front of the bullding, out of
barm's way for a time at least, and
held the muzzie steady, watching Its
work. And In truth it was not long be-
fore they understood which would con-
The southern and western por-
tions of the bullding had Aung out great
flames that futtered and flared on the
breeze like titanic fugs, and steadlly,
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 Vaunrevel
held the first joint of the nozzle, and he |
retreated with a sulky face, lifting his |
foot grudgingly at each step They |

|

second

swaylng Jjam

were all silent now, and no one spoke
until Will Cummings faltered:
“Surely they'll get a rope up to us |
some way ™
Will knew as well as did the others
that there was no way, but his speech
struck the sullen heart of the chlef with |
remorse.  He turned. *1 hope you'll |
all forgive me for getting you up here.” '
A sound, half sob, half giggle, came |
from the parched lipa of Eugene Ma
drillon as he patted Tom on the shoul- |
der without spenking, and Cralley nod
ded quletly, 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 sat down, |
burying his hot face In his arms, for |
they all saw that Vanrevel thought "itl
was no use.” but a question of a few
minutes, and they would retreat ncmul
the gable and elther jump or go down
with the roof
L] - - - L] . L
Binee the world began ldle and In-
dustrious philosophers have speculated
much upon the thoughts of men about
to die, yet It cannot be too Ingemuous
to belleve that such thoughts vary nn'
the men, thelr characters and condl-
tlons of life vary., Nevertheless, pur- |
suant with the traditions of minstrelsy |
and romance, It Is coancelvable 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
his doow, with her name upon his lips,
An extraordinary thing occurred In
the present Instance, for, by means of
some fragmentary remarks let fall at
the time and afterward recallsd, such
a8 Tappingham Marsh's gasping, “At
least it will be on her father's roof!”
and from other things later overheard,
an inevitable dJdeduction bas been
reached that four of the five gentlemen
in the perilous case hereln described
were occupied with the vision of the
same person, to wit, Miss Elizabeth
Carewe, “the last, the prettiest, to come
to town!™
Cralley Gray
but why did
eves toward

alone, spoke not at all,
he strain and strain his
that empty pedestal with
the grotesque carvings? Did bhe seek
Fauchon there, or was Miss Carewe
the last sweet apparition In the fancles
of all ive of the unhappy young men?

The colncidence of the actual appear
ance of the lady among them therefore
seemed the more miraculons when
wan and hopeless, staggering desper-
ately backward to the gable ridge, they
heard a contralto volce behind
them

“Hadn't you better all come down
pow ¥ It sakl  “The stalrway will be
on fire before long.™

Only one thing could have been more
shockingly unexpected to the five than
et b sLould be a sizth persom oo

L

clear

—— -

| chief of the

e roof, and YE wIFTDAT _me sTYN
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 locon-

“ Hadn't you better all come down now "

gruous little pink fan in ber hand, the
smoke wreaths partly obscuring her
and carling between the five and her
white dress, llke mists floating across
the new moon,

Was It but a kindly phantasm of the
brain? Was It the Incarnation of the
last vision of the lost volunteers? Was
it a Valkyrie assuming that lovely like-
walting
‘alballa,

ness to [--'r-'h
to bear thelr herc
or was it Miss Betty (

To the chlef she spok
agreed to that afterward—Dbut it was
Cralley who answered, Tom
could only stare and stand wagging
his head at the luovely phantom llke a
mandarin on a shelf.

“My mother In heaven!" gasped
Cralley, “How dld you cowe up here?”

“There’'s & trap In the roof on the
other side of the ridge.," she sald, and
she began to fan herself with the pink
fan. “A stalrway runs all the way
down—old Nelson ‘showed me through
these bulldings yesterday—and that
side Isn't on tire yet. I'm so sorry I
didn't think of It until & moment ago,
because you could bave brought the
water up that way. But don't you
think you'd better come down now ¥’

upon this eyrie,

all of them

while

CHAPTER VIL
OT savage Hun nor “barba-
rous Vandyke” nor demon

Apache could wish to dwell

upon the state of mind of the
Houen volunteer fire de-
partment; therefore let the curtaln of
mercy descend. Without a word he
turned and dragged the nozzle to the
eastern eaves, whence, alter a warning
gesture to those below, he dropped It
to the ground, and, out of compassion,
It should be little more than hinted that
the gesture of warning was very slight.

When the rescued band reached the
foot of the last Aight of stairs they be-
held the open doorway as a frame for
& great press of Intent and contorted
faces, every eye still stralned 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 ive young men,
until Tappingham Marsh raised a shout
as he leaped out of the door and daneed
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 hands and beating him hysterically
upon the back. He greeted them with
bitter laughter

“Help get the water Into the next
warehouse. This one s beyond con-
trol, but we can save the other two.
Take the lines In—through the door!™
He brushed the rejolcing friends off
abruptly, and went on In a queer, hol-
low volce: *“There are stalrs—and I'm
eo sorry I didn't think of It untll a mo-
ment ago, because you could bhave
brought the water up that way!™

A remarkable case of desertion had

| sccurred the previous lpstant under his

eyes. As Lthe party emerged from the
warehouse into the street Tom heard
Uralley say hurriediy to Miss Carewe;
“lLet me get you away—come qulckly!”
saw him suddenly selze ber hand and,
eluding the ourushing crowd, run with
her round the coroer of the building.
And somehow, through what lospira-
tion or through what knowledge of his
partner's“temperament,” heaven knows,
the prophetic soul of the chlef was un-
happily assured that Cralley would of
fer himself as eacort to her home and
fiud acceptance, But why not? Was It
Cralley who bad publicly called his fel

low man fool, Miot, lmbecile, at the
top of his lungs only to find himself
the proven numskull of the unlverse

Tom stood for a moment staring after
the vanishing palr, while over his face
stole the strangest expression that ever
man saw there; then, with meekly
bowed shoulders, he turned agaln te
his work

At the corner of the warehouse Miss
Carewe detached bher hand from Cral-
ley's, yet still followed him as be made
a quick detour round the next building

A minute or two later they found
themse|ves undetected, upon Maln
street 1o the rear of the crowd. There

Cralley paused

“Forgive me.” he sald breathlessly,
“for taking your band. 1 thought you
would like to get away.’

She regarded him gravely, so that he
found It difficult to read her look, ex
caog, that It was serfously guestioning

| Mr.

put ‘®nétner {lie INTRITOZATION WEN au-
dressed to him or to herself he could
pot determine. After a silence she
sald:

“1 don't know why I followed you.
1 belleve It must have been boflm.
you didn't give me time to think.'

This, of course, made him even quick-
er with her than before. “It's all
over.” he sald briskly. “The first ware-
house ls gone, the second will go, but
they'll save the others easlly enough
pow that you have polnted out that
the lines may be utilized otherwise
than as adjuncts of performances on
the high trapeze.” They were stand-
fng by a picket fence, and he leaned
agalnst it, overcome by mirth {n which
she did not joln. Her gravity reacted
upon him at once, and his laughter was
stopped short. “WIl you not accept
me as an escort to your home?” he sald
formally.

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

wwhat reason in the world?" he re-
turned, with a crafty sharpness of as-
tonlshment.

She contlnued to gaze upon him
thoughtfully, while he tried to look Into
her eyes, but was baflled because the
radiant beams from the lady's orbs, as
the elder Chenoweth might have said,
rested somewhere dangerously near his
chin, which worrled him, for, though
his chin made no retreat and was far
trom il looking, It wns nevertheless
that feature which he most distrusted.
“Won't you tell me why not? he re
peated uneaslly.

“Because,” she answered at last,
speaklng hesitatingly—"because it isn't
g0 easy 4 matter for me as you seem to
think. You have not been Introduced
to me, and 1 know you never will be,
and that what you told me was true.”

“Which what I told you?”
The question from him In-
stanter.

“That the others might come when
they liked, but that you could not."

“Oh, ves, yes." His expression al-
tered to a sincere dejectlon, his shoul-
ders drooped and his voice indlcated
supreme annoyance. I might have
known some one would tell you. Wheo
was {t? Did they say why I"—

“On account of your guarrel with my
father."

“My guarrel with your father!” he ex-
clalmed, and his face lit with an elat-
ed surprise. His shoulders stralghten-
ed. He took a step nearer her and ask-
ed eagerly, “Wheo told you that?”

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

“0Ob!" Cralley's lips began to form
a smile of such appealing and inlmita-
bLie sweetness that Voltaire would have
trusted him, & smile altogether rose
leaves. “Then 1 lose you,” he sald,
“for my ouly chance to know you was
in keeplng It hidden from you. And
now you understand.”

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

The young man set his expression as
one ondomitably fixed upon the course
of honor, cost what it might, and in the
very action his lurking pleasure in do-
lug it hopped out in the flicker of a
twinkle in his eyes and as instantly
sought cover agaln—the flea |n the rose
Jar.

“Then you must ask seme other,” he
eald firmly. “A disinterested person
ehould tell you. The difference was
political In the beginning. but became
persoual afterward, and It 1 now a
quarrel which can never be patched up,
though, for my part, 1 wish that it
could be, | ean say no more, because
a party to It should not speak.”

She met his level ok squarely at
last, and no man ever had a more truth-
ful pair of eyes tham Cralley Gray, for
It was his great accomplishment that
be could adjust his emotion, his reason
and something that might be called his
falth to fit any sitmation In any char
acter.

“You mey take me home,” she an-
ewered. “T may be wrong and even
disloyal, but I do not feel It s0 now.
You did a very brave thing tonight te

save him from loss, aud 1 think that
what you bave sald was just what you
should have sald.”

So they went down the street, the
hubbub anyl confusion of the fire ETOwW-
ing more and more Indistinet behind
them. They wulked slowly, and for a
time pelther spoke, yet the sllence was
of a kind which the adept rejoleed to
have produced thus socoun—their second
meeting. He walted untll they passed
Into the shadows of the deserted Ca-
rewe street before he spoke. There he
stopped abruptly, at which she turned,
astonished,

“Now that you have saved my life™
he sald In a low, tremulous tone, “what
are you going to do with 1t

Her eyes opened almost as widely an
ther had at her first sight of hm In
her garden. There was a long pause
before she replied, and when she di4 It
was to his considerable surprise.

“1 have never seen a play except the
funny little ones we acted at the con-
Vent” she sald. “But lsn't that the
WAy they speak on the stage?

”. .'n'l'n_v realized that bis judgment of
vie slience bad been mistaken, and ret

wis with a thrill of delight that he
recognirzed ber clear reading of him.
He had beer too florid again.

“Let us go” His voloe was soft with
resirilned forgiveness. “You mocked
me once hefore™

“Mocked you? she repeated as they

went on

“Mocked me,” he said firmly. “Moek-
o4 me for seeming theatrical, and yet
Tou bave leasned et what | sald was

part of
escaped

fe

r quickly.

Troe, s Tou WITr Bgan, ~
Bhe mused upon this, theq
whimsical tndulgence t gy g 8
nate child:
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Qat you m
you say I saved your |iro~ . vie
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» IE I-(_l
*“to stand upon that r-u~u.n::f‘r- .
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laughter raug out, terp '-t'-
“My room was on the f--u.-lm.n:- tn
Bt. Mary's, and [ dido't —
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three flights this eveniy
Cralley’s good natur

fect. “You mock me and yoqu

mel™ he cried, and made hep a Woek
but part of a gay duer « l:nm'
have gone too fast, have saig thi .
should have walted 1o say bun‘”
remember the small chagee [L

against the others why cgy g«h“‘
when they like Don't Aout m’:

cause I try to make the mogt ofa
stolen moment with you* nn,
“Do!" she exclalmed

BTavy
Instant. “Do make the r_‘:, I':f;‘:rﬂh
have nothing but inexperieges M !
the most by treatluy me Ml‘lmm
won't you? I know voy can, ang lL
I"— She faltered tos fy) stop Hhu‘.h
earnest and quiet, and there had bs:
something In her toune, too, as very of
ten there was, that showed how y. d
she was. “Ob,” she b g10 again, :’:::
Ing to him lmpulsively, “I hyya thougyy
about you since that even ng In the gap.

den, and I have wished | eoglg know
you. I ean't be quite clear how i bap
pened, but even those few minutes jatt
a number of strong impressions abogt
you. And the strongest was that you
were one with whom 1 could tajg of
great many things, if yvou would oaly
be rea]l with me. 1 believe, though Iy
not sure why I do, that it is very gp.

ficult for you to be real Perhaps pe
cause you are so different at different
times that you aren't sure youmey
which the real you is. But the persog

that you are beginning to be for ay
benefit must be the most trifling of 4
your selves, lighter and easler toputgg
than the little mask you carried thy
other night. If there were n('ullﬂ.‘bﬂ-
ter underneath the mask, | might play
too.”

“Did you learn this at the conventy
gasped Cralley.

“There was & world there in minj.
ture,” she answered, speaking very
“I think all people are made
of the same materlals, only In such dif:
ferent proportions, 1 think a [l
world might hold as much as the lar
gest, If you thought It all out ban
enough, and your experience might be
just as broad and deep !n a small cor
ner of the earth as anywhere else, but
I don't know! I want to understand-
I want to understand everything! 1
read books, and there are people, but
no one who tells me what I want—["-

“Stop!” He Hfted his hand. A singe
lar exaltation rose In him, togethe
with the reckless Impulse to spesk
from the mood her vehement confidence
had Inspired. He gave way to it

“1 know, I know,” he sald huskily.
“l understand all you mean, all you
feel, all you wish. It is all echoing
here and here and here!” He tonchsd
his breast, his eyes and his forebesd
with the fingers of his long and slender
hand. “We sigh and straln our efs
and stretch out eur arms In the dark
groping always for the strange bles
ing that Is just beyond our grosp, seek-
ing for the precious unknown that les
just over the horizon! It's what they
meant by the pot of gold where the
ralnbow ends—only, It may be them
after all!™

They stopped unconsclously and
malned standing at the lower end of
the Carewe hedge. The western gow
had faded, and she was gazing at bim
through the darkness, leaning forwerd,
never dreaming that her tight ga®
had broken the stieks of the little pisk
fan.

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

He went on, the words coming faste
and faster: “Waare hauntad, you [
I, by the wish to know all things. and
by the question that les under eve
thought we have, the agonizing Whith
er? lIsn't It Itke that? It is reslly
death that makes us think."”

She shivered slightly, but ber stesd
fast eyes did not shift from bim. He
threw back his head, and his face W
lifted to the jeweled sky of the moot
less night, was heatific in Its ped
ness as he continued In an altered tosk
gentle and low:

“l think all guestions are snswerel

there. The stars tell it all. When Jo

look at them you kuow Do you s
the constellations swinging above \'-
such unimaginable vasinesses, not H;L
ing or crashing through the .:..mln.‘v
at haphazard, but moviog 18 more
cellent measure and to & fA08F rhyde
thra he most delicate clockwork I:::
ever made. Ah, when you wonder

| the aight

al)ave you—look above you .
T say,” he cried, his hand upr -
his transfigured face “Look l;:ﬂ -
you and you will never fear WO
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