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he was dreaming of Maggie, and Magprie worked on a high
floor of that high building of Moultre's. At any rate,
the idea was now an irresolvable fact, before him. — Other
red tongues, as if desert-parched, were licking up the dark-
ness. The ruby glare was everywhere—on the sky, on the
sign-strewn walls, on the wires and the poles and the
people. Moultrie’s main entrance deors were flung wide
open, and a mixed threng was storming through them,
The broad plate-glass windows were also open—crashed
ontward—and the frantic exodus was packing the crowd
in the street as a hydraulic press. Scores of fipures were
appearing on the fire escapes, moving quickly, but dazedly,
like slecp-walkers flecing from some stupefving vision.

One sweeping glance and Colby Hunt Lad noted all—
the seat of the fire, the fire's demoniac fiercencss, the
immovable pack in the strect, the congested fire-escapes,
Moreover, higher up he had caught sight of a Tine of dis-
tracted, ashen faces—girls’ faces—in groups.  Fach group
was at a windew, Jeaning over the sill, staring into the
lurid guif below. The girls were not crving—not making
a sound—just clinging closely to one another and. staring
down numbly. Colby's children—especially Maggie—were
more than rooted in his being; on its tender side, they were
his being. Was the enemy he had fought all his life about
to make the first yap in thisz Tove-linked company?

Two panther-like bounds, and Colby, just touching the
pavement, was on the shoulders massed hefore the hook-a n_cl—
ladder horses. With a startled outery the men hcu}fath him
swayed, stagmered, and struggled apart. But (o}h_\'! had
not pansed; he had plunged desperately ahead, scrambling
on all-fours. Now he was on his feet, fatrulmg forward,
reeling. Now he was down again, wriggling and fiounder-
ing like a great fish stranded.  Once mare he was up,
stepping upon a back, a shoulder, a hatted head. I.rmn
under his boots rose graling eries—cries of alarm, race,
pain—as metal shrieks when wheels erash over it. Colby
geemed hattling with twisting, rolling, dipping logs in a
whirlpool. But finally hLe u'nsllmrlght. ]m]:_\nf‘ml, F])(—‘;‘\’l-
ing unchecked, his footing bending, as thin ire bends he-
neath a skater’s fect. Out of the redv_l!t night erashed
a weld of exultant voices; n helmetied figure had cleared
the blockade! .

Rut what of this? o .

What could human pawer avail in such a strait?

Growing warmth en his cheeks, low thunder in his
ears, Colby found himself among elattoring hoofs .:m(!
quivering flanks.  Mounted police were at close grartors
with the multitude.  Before their mereiloss charges the
mass had hegun to meve.  Peaple wore still streaming
down the fire-cscapes.  Engines, bose-carts, and chemieal
waggons were erowding up.  Doding, eduing, fichting,
Colby reached the door of Monbtrie's. Lines of hese,
half buried in charred, ill-smelling slush, Tay across the
vacant thresholds. Split by fleeing feet, heve and f‘hm'p
the hose emitted thin, headed streams.  Fyen as Calby
looked, from within cate a heavy repart, f‘e‘nlhm'.wl 11)‘\'.:1,
blinding outrush of smoke and embers. Ficemen hurst
forth headiong. They had gbandmmed their hosedines,
lost their helmets, were hlistered, singed, -r‘md corered with
ashes. Tn a vague medloy of sounds Clolby  made oui:
f A wall has fallen—the mazasry of the doomed rotunda
is down—Ten firemen are buried”  Smudeed and bleed-
ing, Assistant-Chicf Arnold reeled through the biackened
dOOI‘:'-é?)l-hv’ Arnold’s voice sounded like ‘rh}l rustle of
dried husks—I'm hurt, and Chici—ITahhard §——rl(-nr|_‘!l'_

Colhy felt as if a drgger had pieread! his vitals. Chicf
Hubbard dead, Assistant Chief  Arnoldl fainting at .]11-3
feet, and the centre of Moultrie's hecoming a roaring {fur-
nace! Moreover, the flames were running out right and
left, tho buildings across the street were heating, ﬁo:\.
particles were teaching the upper :ul‘—‘ti,!o city was men-
aced! If the lower floors of Maultrie’s were clear of
people, on the higher floors were the working girls: their
faces were =till at the windows. Fasing Arnold to 1he
pavement, Colby swung round.  The blockade had been
broken, the crowdgheaten back and reped away at cither
ends. Except that early, ill-fated combany, the vuhrr’_
fire department was there-—cvery wheel, cvery foot of
hose, every ladder. every man. Imposing, indeed. was
the array, hut Colbv stood achast.  Not a reel was turn-
ing, not a ladder rising, not a wuscle nmwving—consterna-
tion was king!

Tliss and crackls and toar, and then such a ery as
breaks from a hugle's throat in the crisis of a battle.

‘Man the “ extensions™!’

The machine-laddermen
needles. . ) ,

A The scalers to those high wmdn_ws. ]

Silhouetted acainst ihe glare behind fom, Colby Hunt
faced the fire-fichters macsed in the street.  His head was
back, Lis brows lifted, his eves blaziug, his hands raised
and spread in the air.

‘ Volunteers to the fromt!

Twenty men sprang forward. .

‘Bring out your comrades—if vou ean!

Rattle of hand-ladders, grind of machinery, and the
street bristling like & mast-studded harhor. .

‘Reels One and Two to the rear and the Four's ]a'r!rior-
men to their support! Chemical Six to the east, Chen-
ical Seven to the west! Reels Three and Four to the buikl-
ings opuosite! Teels Six and Fight to the right, Recls
Ten and Twelve to the left! Moultric’s is deomed! Look
to the city!’

jumped  like  galvanometrie

Into this turbulent conflux—this single bip-issue mo-
ment, Colby’s life-zeal as a fireman, his long experience
with every unit of the serviee, poured its resistless result-
ant. 3t by bit, falling like thunderbolts, his commatils
crunpled away the deadlock in the street. More rapidly
than it can Le portrayed, bewildered inaction quickencd
and  differcutiated inte bLewildering action. One exten-
gton ladder after anolher shot its swaying length throwgh
the wathering smoke. From windew to window leaped
the sealing ladders, until the topmast storeys were come-
passed.  Up and  down witl astonishing agility, moved
tight-lipped firemen, briuvging out the half-suffocarad, the
belpless ones. Patiently the others were waiting., Count-
less streams were storming and hissing, filling the air with
spray, clustered drops and broken shafts of water. The
roadway was a ruffled, glistening sheet, and the gutters
gurgled with a blackeued tood.

Stationary onhy long enongl o shout out the bold
lines of his poliey, Colby had become a remorsaless execu-
tive,  Tiis grey head seemed to be everywhere; and every-
where—encouraged, counselling, commanding—his deep ery
threw skill, tenacity, and desperate valor into the con-
fliet.  The historical Colhy Hunt was not there; in his
person was a pale, prim, imperious man, keeasighted,
coldly methodical, vet in every artery athrol with passion-
ate purpose. Scan the huge, disheveiled ficure! Has
helmet s thrust bhack, seered and battered; his water-
praots are burnt and torn; his face and hands are peelng.
And all the while a dull agony gnaws at his heart. CTom,
seen Maggie ¥ ‘FPranlk, know whether mv girl js out®
CAndy, was Maggic with thet lot# T say, Dan, any werd
of Migmie®  And always the answer was the same. The
eroewd was so Inrge, the rash to terrific, the eonfusion so
sreat, that nohody could be sure; certainly nobody had
seen the veteran™s danghter.

On a swlien Colby appeared, maoving rapidiv up an
extrosion ladder. A sponge was over his mouth and nose,
il at his heels were other firemen  similar's equipped.
The tire-cseapes were empiy, the white-lot iron, at +the
lower fioors, was writhing into wild contortions. Scorching
haze bitnded Corby to any faces that micht remain at the
windews.,  Half-way up the ladder burnt his bands; ap-
pareutly anything done had to be douwe in alwost a mne
menti. Intermittent!y visible io the crowds helow and
on neighhoring roofs, 1he climhers reachod the front of
the building. mounting two scaling ladders, and entered
the top storevs.  IFFlames were roaring up stairwaye and
Htt wavs, producing a cheoking whirl. . At the first step
Calhy touched the Fallen figure of a girl. s ~aught her
np. glaneed at her face, and passed her hack. 8o a second,
a third, a desen.  Tlands outstretched, from room to
room, he sroped and stumbled, crossing and re-crossing hig
tortuous tracks.  So painful were secing and breathing
ihat every vard of the wav was a battle. Offen Colby’s
Tellowers tost sight of him entirely, but ever aheald, throagh
the gloom above the uproar—rang out his poignantly -enjo-
tional eall, * Maggic!”  Mageie ‘Magriel?

CClolby

Dun had seized the old fireman ahovt the waist and
was violentiv hauling him back.

fOuick, Colby, the iadders are firing half-way down.”
) h"]):m. said the veteran, going doggedly, no trace of
ler ¥

‘No; hut she must be out. T think evervhody’s out.
ATl the givls would have fled to this floor, aud we've heen
over it from end fo end.)’?

In o twinkling the two firemen, last of the rescus

partyv. dropped down the sealers, amd flashel alony; the
smoking extension-ladder to the aground.  As Colby’s foot
tonched the pavement he heard his name ansiously shenged,
and saw a fireman with a Dlistered and troubled faco rush-
mg towards him, pushing his comrades aside as ho ran,
The man spoke with dificulty, vet rapidly.
‘Maggie’s in the far corner, on the nextto-the-top
floor. 1 found her there with two other rirls, all huddled
mto the window. Maggie told me to take the others first,
saving sho was a fireman’s daonghter.  Qomin’ down with
the geeond wirl, my ladder caucht fire above me and tho
upper half burnt off and feil inte the sireet.’ ‘

AL at omee the glare-lit multitude saw the hook-and-
ladder horses start at a masd gallap for the enrner of the
BMazing skeleton of Moultrie's. There, the wagzzon brousht
to a quick stand, the main ladder rose untit it lonmed
high in the middle of the street, its polished -rargs as
rieht angles with the fares of the opnosite burldings  Tr
did not stand quite perpendieniarly; the angle was some
erehiy  degrees., T this ladder hurrind g grey-heoaded
fireman, climbing with all his strength.  About one of
hix shoulders hung a coil of life-lIine, its gleaming metat
clasp dangling as he climhoed. White and caln, bent on
one last desperate eflort 1o save his chikl, Colby paunsed
ab the ladder’s giddy point and glanced upwarl,

{(To be concluded.)

To Leep the mind eccupied with good, pure, usefnl,
beautiful, and divine 1houghts precludes the prossibility
ef thinking abhout, and thus being tempted by, things
sinful, low, or gross. It is becanse St. Paul knew this
that he says xo earncstly: ' Finally, brethiren, whatsnever
things are irue, whatsoever things are tonest, whatsoever
things are just, whatsorver things are pure, wha*seever
things ave of good report, think on these *hinps,’



