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320 DEAR ENEMY

the work as though nothing had happened. The que

thing about a calamity like this is that there is so mu

to be done on every side that you don't have a monw

to think, and you don't get any of your values straigl

ened out until afterward. The doctor, without a n

ment's hesitation, had risked his life to save AUeg

It was the bravest thing I ever saw, and yet the wh

business occupied only fifteen minutes out of tl

dreadful night. At the time, it was just an incide

And he saved Allegra. She came out of that bli

ket with rumpled hair and a look of pleased surpi

at the new game of peek-a-boo. She was smilii

The child's escape was little short of a miracle. 1

fire had started within three feet of her wall, but ow

to the direction of the wind, it had worked away fr

her. If Miss Snaith had believed a little more in fr

air and had left the window open, the fire would h

eaten back; but fortunately Miss Snaith does not

lieve in fresh air, and no such thing happened.

Allegra had gone, I never should have forgiven myi

for not letting the Bretlands take her, and I know 1

Sandy would n't.

Despite all the loss, I can't be anything but ha

when I think of the two horrible tragedies that li

been averted; for seven minutes, while the doctor

penned in that blazing third floor, I lived through

agony of believing them both gone, and I start aw

in the night trembling with horror.

But I *11 try to tell you the rest. The firemen


