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Thus It happeoe ! that when the wa.
tor cane agaln and Vanrevel let it £l
In a grateful enseade upon Cealloy and
hit o If three mon! v were heard
slugiug as wiree wen tolled throsgh
the billows of ro<y gmay below the be-
Yeaguered palr;

*Oh, the noble uke of York,

1o had ten thousund men;
He marcehod them up the side of 4 houss
Aud marched them down againt"

MR YT H

A head appearcid above the eaves,
and Marsh, then Eugene, then Cumn-
mings, came crawling over the cornice
In turn to join thelr comrades,  They
were a gullant band, those yeung gen-
tlemen of Ronen, and they emme with
the lronleal song on thelr lips and, look-
Ing at one another, raggml and =cari-
find, Dot into boarse Lot Indomita-
ble laughter.

Two others made an attempt to fol-
low and would not be resteained, 1t
waz noticed that parts of the lower
Iaddder had Leen eharring, and the lad-

der men wore preparing to remove |t
to a less dangerous point when old
General Trumble and young Jeierson

Baoresod made a rich to wount it and
waoere well upon their upward way be-
Tore the ladder, weakened ot the mid
dle, sogoemd, splintered and  broke,
Tramble ard Boareaud falling with it
And there was the grappling ladder
dangling forty feet above the ground,
amnl there were the five upon the roof.

.

gtruck the sullen heart of the ehlef with
remorse. He turned. 1 hope you'll
nll forgive me for getting you up here”

A\ osonmd, half sob, half glgzle, came |
from the parched lips of Eugene Ma-
drillon as he patted Tom on the shoul- |
der without speaking, asud Crailey nod-
ded quietly, then lerft the group and
went to the eastern edge of the roof
nud looked out upon the ecrowd. Cum-
mings dropped the line and sat down, |
burying his hot face in his arms, for
they all gaw that Vanrevel thought “it
wasg no use but a guestion of a few
minntes, and they would retreat across
the gable and either jump or go down
with the roof.
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Sinee the world began Idle and in-
dusirious philosophers have speculated
muech upon the thoughts of men about
to die, yet it caunot bhe too Ingenuous
to believe that such thoughts vary as
the men, thelr characters and eoandi-
tions of life vary. Nevertheless, pur
sunnt with the traditions of minstrelsy
and romanee, It s coneelvitble that

young unmarried men ealled upon t
tnee desperate =ituations might, ot L
erucial moment, rush to a contion ex-
pericnee of summoning the vision, each
of Lhis heart's desive, and 1o weet, each
his doom, with her name upon his lips.
An extraordinary thing occurred in
the prosent Instance, for, by meaus of

| gome fragmentary remarks let fall at |

The depariment 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
Licar. It became a groan, then swelled
into a deep cry of alarm and lamenta-
tion.

And now almost simultaneously the
west wall of the bullding and the south

wall and all the southwestern portions !

of the roof covered themselves with = 0ut why did he strain and strain his
voluminous mantles of flame, which in- ' €¥es toward that empty pedestal with
oroased so hugt'ly and with such Sﬂ"-i the grotesque carvings? Did h‘ﬂ seck
age rapidity that the one stream on the Yanchon there, or was Miss Carewe

roof was seen to be but a ridiculous
and useless opposition.

Everybody began to shout advice to
his neighbor, and nobody listened even
to himself, The firemen were in as
great a turmoll as was the crowd,
while women covered thelr eyes, Young
Frank Chenoweth was sobbing curses
upon the bruised 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
one after the other, a sacrifice pyre
with its purpose consummated, and in
the seeth and flare of its passing Tom
Vanrevel again shaded his eyes with
his bhand and looked down across the
upturned faces. The pedestal with the
groteaque carvings was still there, but
the crowning figure had disappenred—
the young goddess was gone, For she,
of all that throng, had an idea in her
head, and, after sereaming It to every
man within reach, only to digcover the

impossibility of making herself under-

stood In that babel, she was struggling
10 make her way toward the second
warchouse, through the swaying jam
of people. It was a difficult task, as
the farther in #he managed to go the
denser beenme the press and the more
tightly she found the people wedged,
untll she received involuntary ald from
the flremen,  In turning their second
stream to play Ineffectually upon the
lower strata of flame they accidentally
deflected It toward the erowd, who
separated wildly, leaving a blg gap, of
which Miss Bett, took Instant advan-
tage. EBhe darted across, and the next
moment, unnoticed, had entered the
bullding through the door which Crailey
Gray had opened, ‘

The five young men on the roof were
waoll aware that there was litle to do
but to walit, and soon they would see
which was to win, they or the fire, so
they shifted their line of hose to the
castern front of the bullding, out of
harm'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 ailding had flung out great
flaes that fluttered and fared on the
breeze lke titanic fegs, and steadily,
slowly at first, then fasfer as the sec-
onds flew, the five were driven back-
wird, up the law slope of the roof to-
ward the gable ridge. Tom Vaurevel
held the first Joint of the nozzle, amnd he
retrented with a snlky face, lifting his
foot grudgingly at each step. They
were all silent now, and no one spoke
until Will Coammings faltered:

“Surely they'll get a rope up to us
some way 1

Will knew as well as did the others
that there was no way, but his speech

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 Iater overbeard, |
an Inevitable deduction has 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!"”

Crailey Gray, alone, spoke not at all,

the Jast sweet apparition In the fancies
of all five of the unhappy young men?

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

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

Only one thing could have been more
ghockingly unexpected to the five than
that there should be a sixth person on
the roof, and this was that the slxth
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 amlably, a most Incon-

J

“Hadn't you Letter all come down now?t”

gruous little pink fan in her hand, the
gmoke wreaths partly obscuring her |
and curling between the five and her
white dress, like mists flonting across
the new moon,

Was it but a kindly phantasm of the
brain? Was It the Incarnation of the
last vislon of the lost volunteers? Waus
it a Valkyrie nssuming that lovely like-
ness to perch upon this eyrie, walting
to bear thelr herole souls to Valhalla,
or was it Miss Betiy Carewe?

To the chief she spoke—all of them
agrecd to that afterward—but it was
Cralley 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?’ |
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“There's a0 tean o e
other side of the ridge™ whe sanl,
she began to fon heeself

Withh tho p
fan. *“A stulrway runs il the w
down—old Nelson sbhov ol e ihirong
these buildings  yesterday—aml (e

gide 1sn't on tire yet, 1'ni so sorey |
didn’t think of It until a moment agn,
because youn could have brounght the
water up that way. DBat don't you
think you'd better come down now?" |

CHAPTER VII.

OT savage ITun nor “barba-
rous Vandyke” nor demon
Apache could wish to dwell
upon the state of mind of the

chief of the Rouen volunteer fire de-

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 be little more than hinted that

the gesture of warning was very slight.

When the rescued band reached the |
foot of the last flight of stalrs they be-
held the open doorway as a frame for
a great press of intent and contorted
faces, every eye still stralned to wateh
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 agaln,

Then, indeed, there was o 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 thanksgliving, shaking

| bls hands and beating him hysterieally

upon the back,
bitter laughter,
“Help get the water into the next
warchonge, This one I8 beyond con-
trol, but we ean save the other two,
Take the lines In—through the door!”
He brushed the rejoleing friends off |
abruptly, and went on In a queer, hol- |
low volee: “There are stairs—and I'm |
so sorry I didn't think of It until & mo-
ment ago, because you could have
brought the water up that way!"

He greeted them with

A remarkable case of desertion had |
gecurred the previous lpstant under his |
eyes,  As the party emerged from the
warehouse iuto the street Tom heard |
Crailey say hurrledly to Miss Carewe:
“Let we get you away—come quickly!”
gaw him suddenly seize her hand and,
eluding the onrushing crowd, run with
her round the corner of the building,
And sowehow, through what Inspiva-
tion or through what knowledge of his

| parther's*“tomperament,” heaven knows,

the prophetic soul of the chief wus un-
happily assured that Crailey would of-
for himself as escort to her bome gud
find nceeptance, But why not? Was It
Crailey who el publiely ealled his fel-
low man fool, idiot, imbeecile, at the
top of his lungs only to find himself
the proven numskull of the unlverse!
Tom swwod for a4 moment staring after
the vanishing palr, while over his face
stole the strangest expression that ever
man saw there; then, with meekly
bowed shoulders, bhe turned agaln to
his work, |
At the corner of the warehouse Miss

| think.
| to me, and I know you never will be,

Carewe detached her band from Cral-
ley's, yet still followed him ns he 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, There
Cralley paused,

“Forgive me,” he sald breathlessly,
“for taking your hand,
would like to get away."

I thought you |

trusted him, a smlile altogether roso
leaves, “Then I lose you,” he said,
“for my only chance to know you was
in keeping it hidden from you. And
now you understand."”

“No," she answered gravely, “'I don't
understand, That is what troubles e,
If 1 did and belleved you had the right
of the difference 1 could belleve It no
sin that you should speak to me, should

She regarded him gravely, so that he | take me home now. 1 think it is wrong

found it difficult to read her look, ex-

| eept that it was gerlously questloning,

but whether the Interrogation was ad-
dressed to him or to herself he could
not determine. After a silence she
said:

“I don't know why I followed you.
I belleve It must have been because
you dldn't give me time to think."

This, of course, made him even gulck-
er with her than before. “It's all
over,” he sald briskly. “The first ware-
house is goune, the second will go, but
they'll save the others easlly 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 plcket fence, and he leaned

|

agalust it, overcome by mirth in which |

she did not join, Her gravity reacted
upon him at once, and his lnughter was
stopped short,
me ns an escort to your home 7" he said
formally,

“WIll you not accept

“I do not know,” she returned sim- |

ply, the sort of honest trouble in ber

. glance that 18 seen only In very young

eyes,

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

She contlnued to gaze upon him

! thoughtfully, while he tried to look into

her eyes, but was baflled because the
radiant beams from the lndy’'s orbs, as
the elder Chenoweth might have sald,
rested somewhere dangerously near his
chin, which worrled him, for, though
his chin mnde no retreat and was far
from 111 lookiug, it was nevertheless

not to act from your own understand-
ing of things.”

The young man set his expression as
one indomitably fixed upon the course
of bonor, cost what It might, and In the
very action his lurking pleasure in do-
ing it hopped out in the filcker of a
twinkle In his eyes and as Instantly
sought cover again—the flea In the rose
Jar,

“Then you must ask some other,”” he
sald firmly. “A dislnterested person
should tell you. The difference was
political in the beginning, but became’
personal afterward, and it Is now a
quarrel which ean never be patehed up,
though, for my part, 1 wish that it
could be, I can say no more, because
8 party to it should not speak.”

She met his level look squarely at
last, and no man ever had a more truth-
ful palr of eyes than Cralley Gray, for
it was his great accomplishment that
be could adjust his emotion, his reason
and something that might be ealled his
faith to fit any situation In any char-
acter,

“You mny take me home,” she an-
awered, "I may be wrong and even
disloyal, but I do not feel it so now.
You did a very brave thing tonight to

| save him from loss, and 1 think that

that feature which he most distrusted. |

| “Won't you tell me why not?' he re

peated uneasily.

“Because,” she answered at last,

| speaking hesltatingly—"because it isn't

s0 ensy o matter for me as you geem to
You have not been introduced

and that what you told me was true.”

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

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

“Oh, yes, yes. His expression al-
tered to o slocere dejection, his shoul-
ders droopad and his volee indicated
supreme annoyance. Yl might have
known some one would tell you, Who
was It? Did they say why 1"—

“On aceount of your gquarrel with my
father.'

“My quarrel with your father!” he ex-
clajmed, and his face lit with an elat-
ed surprise. Ilis shoulders stralghten-
edld, 1le took a step nearer her aud ask-
ed eagerly, “Who told you that?"’

“My father himself. He spoke of a
Mr. 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.”

“OuL!" Crajley's lips began to form
a smlle of such appealing and (nlmita-

ble sweetness that Voltaire would have |

what you bave sald was just whut you
should have said,”

Ho they went down the street, the
hubbub and confusion of the fire grow-
ing more and more indistinet behind
them, They walked slowly, and for a
time neither spoke, yet the silence was
of a kind which the adept rejolced to
have produced thus socon—their second
weeting,. He walted until 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 gald 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
wis to his considerable surprise.

“1 have never seen n play except the
funny litile ones we acted at the con-
vent," she sald, "“But Isn't that the
winy they speak on the stage?”

Cralley realized that his judgment of
the sllence bad been mistaken, and yet
it was with n thrill of delight that he
recognlzeld her elear readiug of bhim,
I1e had been too forld again,

“Let us go” Iis volee was soft with
restrained forglveness, "“You mocked
me onee hefore.”

“Mocked you?" she repeated as they
went on. =

“Mocked me,"” he sald firmly, *Mock-
od me for seeming theatrieal, and yet
You have learned that what I sald was
true, as you will agalp."

Bhe mused upon this, then, us In
whimsleal indulgence to an importu-
nate child;

{(To be Continued )
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