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CHAPTER IX
A REUNION

Despite her bewilderment, which 
made her fancy that she was dream
ing, and with a sense of rest and 
security that she had not for long 
enjoyed, Evelyn was borne through 
the streets of Salem and out into the 
cool fragrant air of the autumn 
night. Presently, she asked in the 
same breathless whisper :

“ My father ?"
“ He is safe, and you will see him 

Boon."
“ And the Indians ?"
“ We are the Indians, your father, 

Pieter Schuyler and myself, with 
about a half a dozen from the en 
campment, who have returned there 
quite peaceably.”

At a short distance from the town 
they were met by a figure, holding a 
horse provided with a lady's side
saddle. To Evelyn’s delight she 
recognized the familiar smiling face 
of Jumbo, Madam Van Cortlandt's 
foot-boy. Speedily mounting upon 
the waiting horse, she rode on with 
Captain Ferrers, while the boy fol 
lowed on foot to the place at some 
distance from the town where Mr. 
de Lacey and Pieter Schuyler were 
to meet them. That was an idyllic 
ride which neither of the two ever 
forgot. In the fragrant stillness of the 
woods, which were yet vocal with 
the soft whispering of trees and the 
twittering of birds, disturbed in their 
nests, the two rode on, supremely 
conscious of each other’s presence 
and of the bond that united them.
In the hearts of both was the full 
knowledge of their mutual love, 
made stronger and more intense by 
all that had transpired and the vicis
situdes that might still lie before 
Evelyn. They scarcely spoke lest 
the wind might catch the sound of 
their voices and reveal their iden
tity to possible listeners. Besides, 
that silence was so solemn and 
sacred, as if it were the very crown
ing and perfection of their love. Nor 
would Captain Ferrers have forced 
upon the girl any declaration that 
might have seemed incongruous or 
proved embarrassing under the cir
cumstances. Only once or twice he 
said half-audibly, so that it seemed 
as if it might be but part of the mur
muring sounds around them :

14 My love, my dear love !”
His heart was swelling with love 

and pity for all that she had en
dured, and with fierce indignation 
against those who had been the 
authors of her sufferings. But, as if 
divining his thoughts, she had re
sponded in the same quiet voice that 
alone seemed harmonious with those 
scenes :

“ I am so happy here with you, 
Egbert, and knowing that my dear 
father is safe."

Sometimes there was a rustle in 
the leaves that caused Captain Fer 
rers to peer carefully about him and 
look to his weapon. But the next 
instant he smiled at his mistake, for 
it was only some tiny animal, some 
denizen of the forest busy about his 
own affairs, or the dead leaves 
stirred into momentary life by the 
gentle wind. They arrived at the 
appointed resting-place all too soon, 
for the gladness of their hearts and 
the happiness they had experienced 
in being once more in each other’s 
company. Even after dismounting, 
they still lingered a little to prolong 
that sense of solitude which they 
had found entrancing.

“ It has been pure happiness," 
said Captain Ferrers, drawing a deep 
breath, “ after the pain of our part
ing, our separation, the fear and the 
suspense."

“ It will be a dear memory," an
swered Evelyn simply.

“ With a dearer hope,” added Cap
tain Ferrers. “ Let me hear you 
plight your troth once more and say 
you will be mine."

“ Always and forever,” Evelyn re
sponded, “ whether in meeting or in 
parting. But words are useless, for 
we know now.”

She gave him her hand, and to 
gefcher they passed through the door 
of that half ruined building where at 
first there seemed to be no light. 
But that was simply part of the pre
caution that had been taken lest 
pursuers might be upon their track, 
though the building stood away 
from the main road and was sur
rounded by trees. Within there 
were lights, and a fire blazed upon 
the hearth, carefully screened from 
possible observation by cloths hung 
over the window. Evelyn perceived 
two figures awaiting their approach, 
and in another instant she was in 
her father’s arms, and Pieter Schuy 
1er was waiting close at hand for a 
warm and cordial handshake.

In the joy of that reunion they 
forgot for a few moments all that 
they had endured and the peril in 
which they stood. It was decided 
that they should take the risk of re
maining there till morning, and, at 
the first hint of dawn, start upon 
their journey. As if by magic ap 
peared the smiling face of Mistress 
Evelyn’s own maid, Elsa. She pro
vided the savory supper, of which 
they presently partook, and the 
couches of moss and leaves, with ex
tempore pillows formed of saddle
bags and articles of clothing. But it 
was some time before any of the 
party felt inclined to tear them
selves away from the pleasant group 
about the fire, where each one had 
to relate his personal experiences.

The three men of the party and 
Jumbo, who had followed them 
thither, took turns during the 
watches of the night to guard 
against a surprise. They had all 
calculated with tolerable certainty 
the course of events in Salem—the 
fear oil the Indians, which would last 
during the night, since there could 
be no assurance of safety, until day
light; the confusion, the terror, the 
excitement, and the impossibility of 
organizing an efficient search party, 
while the homes and the very lives 
of the townspeople were threatened 
by an unseen and, to the imagination 
at least, a formidable foe. Once the 
daylight had shown the groundless
ness of such alarm, however, they 
surmised that the search would 
almost certainly be prosecuted to 
discover and recapture the prisoner 
and punish the authors of that sen
sational rescue. Especially did the 
group of friends feel assured that 
the malignant activity of Captain 
Prosser Williams would be exerted 
to spur them on. For, though he 
might in a moment of panic have 
been deceived by the terror of a sup 
posed Indian raid, he would be the 
more anxious to find and revenge 
himself on those who had baffled his 
efforts. That was a night which 
none of those present were likely to 
forget. That bare and dismal room, 
to which the fire had given an air of 
homely comfort which was inex
pressibly cheering to them all, had 
been the scene of a joyful reunion. 
And there was told the story which 
led the minds of all back to Man
hattan, and showed the various 
threads by which the present situa
tion had been worked out.

The news of Mistress Evelyn de 
Lacey’s arrest had reached the city 
through Vrow de Vries, whose 
brother, Goodman Cooke, had writ
ten her a detailed letter, dwelling at 
length on all the circumstances, and 
with the additional information that, 
when the constables went next day 
to take the father also into custody, 
he was nowhere to be found. 
Accused of witchcraft, the young 
lady, he said, bad been thrown into 
the town prison to await a special 
session of the court which would 
sit in about ten days.

Now that letter had been read not 
only by Vrow de Vries, but by her 
husband. The fat woman, sitting in 
her chair, had glowed with delight 
and triumph, and in the exuberance 
of her joy had shown the letter to 
her husband, declaring that she had 
always believed there was something 
“ inhuman and devilish ” about the 
girl and her much vaunted beauty. 
Mynheer, on reading that epistle, 
had llown into a rage and soundly 
berated his wife for her unchristian 
sentiments, though he was unaware 
of the active part which she had 
taken in bringing that misfortune 
upon their late neighbor. He was 
much perturbed by the intelligence, 
for, as far as his narrow nature 
would allow him, he had liked and 
admired Mistress Evelyn, and had 
felt a certain good will toward her 
father. Moreover, it had been the 
fashion in the circles which he most 
affected to admire the girl, and he 
knew how unpopular would be any 
collusion with her enemies. The 
same selfish motive, too, of the pos
sible revelations that might be made 
if Mr. de Lacey and his daughter 
were brought to trial, filled him with 
a vague alarm, for he was still under 
the impression that it was because 
of transactions with Greatbatch or 
some of his kind that the father had 
been forced to fly from Manhattan. 
Of course, he had heard later rumors 
concerning the girl, but had be
lieved them to be wholly discon
nected with Mr. de Lacey’s volun
tary exile.

Mynheer had hastened to Dcr 
Halle, where he hoped to encounter 
Captain Ferrers. For he was anx
ious to make himself as prominent 
as possible in a cautious way in 
efforts to secure Evelyn’s release. 
But that evening Captain Ferrers did 
not visit the tavern, nor was he to 
be found at Whitehall. In fact, it 
transpired that he had crossed to the 
Breuklyn shore by the ferry on offi
cial business for His Excellency. 
Mynheer accordingly betook himself 
to Lady Bellomont, and, on sending 
in his card was granted an interview. 
For the astute merchant had noted 
Her Ladyship's interest in Mistress 
Evelyn, and was of opinion that he 
was doing himself as well as the 
young lady a service by showing his 
zeal in the latter's behalf.

Her Ladyship received him gra
ciously and thanked him cordially 
for the information. She declared 
that she was most deeply interested 
in the fair Colonial, and would take 
what steps were possible to assist 
her. Immediately on the return of 
Captain Ferrers Lady Bellomont 
sent for him to impart the terrible 
news which Mynheer de Vries had 
brought and the truth of which 
could not be doubted.

“ There are tidings which mayhap 
will have an interest for you.”

He bowed and waited, for her 
manner conveyed that it was some
thing of unusual moment.

“ There is nothing to be said here," 
my Lady added, indicating by a 
slight gesture His Excellency, whom 
they could perceive through the 
window walking with arms behind 
his back on the Bowling Green. She 
then proceeded to inform him as 
concisely as possible of what had 
taken place in Salem.

Captain Ferrers, who had turned 
from red to pale and from pale to 
red again as he heard these dreadful 
tidings, waited in an agony of impa
tience for what else it might seem 
good to Her Ladyship to say.

“ It is my wish," she cried, “ that 
this lovely maid be rescued from the 
dreadful position in which she has

been placed. I am ready to do any 
thing in my power, but alack ! I 
fear that my influence, openly 
exerted at the present moment, 
might work her further ill. But 
with you it is different. Whether it 
be true or no, as some men say, that 
you love the maid, at least the in
stinct of humanity will urge you to 
go to her help."

41 1 shall ask for leave this in
stant," Captain Ferrers cried, mak 
ing a movement towards the door.

But an imperious gesture from 
Lady Bellomont arrested him.

" In the ordinary way it would be 
refused," she said, “ since Captain 
Prosser Williams is also absent. 1 
shall endeavor to obtain leave for 
you and also the recall of Prosser 
Williams, who, I opine, is expected 
here soon. But I must ask it upon 
some frivolous pretext, when His 
Excellency is in the right humor, 
Any pretext, in truth, would be bet 
ter than the true one. It is only in 
the last extremity, and if all else 
fails, that 1 shall make appeal to my 
husband on behalf of the maid."

Captain Ferrers next took his way 
to the dwelling of Pieter Schuyler, 
who had but lately returned from 
Salem. But as the de Laceys had 
not seen Prosser Williams, nor been 
in any way molested, they had come 
to the conclusion that he was not in 
the town. During his visit, Pieter 
had gained some familiarity with 
the place and its environs, which 
was later to prove very serviceable. 
Since all his movements had been 
undertaken with secrecy and cau
tion, he had escaped observation, 
and had never come under the 
notice of Prosser Williams. Pieter 
immediately consented to start once 
more for Salem in company with 
Captain Ferrers, and between them, 
in the inspiration of that moment, 
was evolved the plan which seemed 
so hazardous and upon which so 
much depended. After a hasty con
ference with Madam Van Cortlandt, 
the further details were added to 
their original scheme that Jumbo 
should accompany them to assist 
with the horses, and Elsa, Evelyn’s 
maid, should proceed by stage to 
Boston in case her services should 
be needed.

Captain Ferrers, having obtained 
leave through the good offices of 
Lady Bellomont, took horse with 
Pieter Schuyler for Salem. On 
reaching their/ destination, they had 
debouched from the main road to 
avoid observation, and had suddenly 
come upon the deserted house in the 
woods. They had stopped to exam
ine it, before deciding finally on 
their future plans. To their amaze
ment, the door had suddenly opened 
and a man appeared on the thres
hold, habited like a Puritan and 
muffled in a cloak, with hat drawn 
down over his eyes. Involuntarily 
the hands of the two young men 
had flown to their side arms, when, 
to their amazement, the man re 
moved his hat and suddenly re 
vealed himself. It was Mr. de Lacey.

He explained that he had been 
watching them through a crack in 
the shutter, and had made sure of 
their identity before coming forth» 
He had abandoned his dwelling in 
Salem on learning of Evelyn’s 
arrest, knowing very well that, as 
actually happened, the myrmidons of 
the law would return to seek him 
there and incarcerate him in the 
same prison. In his present dis 
guise he had hung about the jail 
and the streets of Salem in his 
anxiety to get news of Evelyn. Fin 
ally, having learned of the presence 
of Prosser Williams and that that in
veterate enemy was hot upon his 
track, he had left the town and had 
taken temporary shelter in this de 
sorted place. He was fully resolved 
to strike a blow for Evelyn’s free 
dom, even if it were to cost his life, 
either when she was on the way to 
the meeting-house where the trial 
was to be held, or in the very court
room itself. During the next few 
days, and while awaiting the trial 
which they knew had been fixed for 
the late afternoon of the following 
Wednesday, the men had perfected 
all the details of their plan 
Through the friendliness of Evelyn 
with the tribes, it had been easy to 
procure from them the necessary 
disguises and the assistance of half a 
dozeù braves. Indeed, had her 
three gallant rescuers so willed it, 
they could easily have prevailed 
upon the Indians to strike a blow in 
her defence. But to that, of course, 
they would not consent.

Their plans having been thus far 
successful, they had all met at last 
in these strange surroundings 
With a new sense of rest and secur 
ity, such as she had not known 
since her incarceration, Evelyn lay 
down to sleep. And sound, indeed, 
was her slumber until the first pale 
light of day crept through the shut 
ters and she was awakened by Elsa, 
The horses were ready without, Eve 
lyn mounted and, while awaiting the 
signal for departure, turned to cast 
a last glance at that ruined abode 
where she had experience^ some 
hours of real happiness. In the 
company of her father, her lover 
and her friend, with the minor sense 
of well being engendered by the 
presence there of those humble 
friends who had played their part in 
the great drama of her life, she felt 
that she was leaving behind her a 
luminous spot in her lately troublous 
career.

The men of the party cast off the 
Indian disguises, which were uncere 
moniously consigned to a disused 
well and covered up with leaves and 
twigs. It was also considered better 
that they should presently separate ; 
Evelyn with her father to take one 
road, the two gentlemen with Jumbo 
another, while Elsa was to return by 
stage to Boston, as she had come,

and thence back to Manhattan. The 
fugitives hoped to pass across the 
borders of Pennsylvania, which was 
outside Lord Bellomont's jurisdic 
tion, and thence to Maryland, where 
they might count on a brief respite, 
though it was the opinion of all that 
their stay must necessarily be brief, 
since persecution was rife in that 
once favored land of sanctuary.

The farewells were peculiarly 
affecting. The very uncertainty of 
their next meeting caused Evelyn 
and Ferrers a veritable agony. It 
seemed heart-rending to feel that 
the love which so strongly united 
them was powerless to prevent that 
anguish of separation. For an in
stant's space, whether by accident or 
design, they were left alone, and the 
girl was clasped in her lover’s arms. 
She clung to him with tearless eyes, 
her face pale and drawn with the 
intensity of her emotion. She con 
trolled herself by an effort, as Pieter 
Schuyler, who suspected, though he 
did not know, the tie of betrothal 
which bound her to his rival, came 
forward in his turn, gallant gentle
man that he was, with a lip that 
quivered, though he strove to take 
cheerful view of his future prospects.

44 O my brave, noble Pieter," said 
Evelyn, “ how 1 shall miss you all ! 
God alone can repay you for what 
you have done."

And those were the last words 
that he or Captain Ferrers heard as 
they stood for a last glimpse of that 
slim and graceful figure and that 
lovely face distorted by the excess of 
feeling. At a turn of the road Eve
lyn turned and waved her hand, Mr. 
de Lacey waved his hat, and they 
were in another instant out of sight 
and hearing.

TO BR CONTINUED

ROMANCE IN A FLAT
By Alice G- Hayde

44 Would the noises never stop? Was 
there no such thing as quiet in this 
city made up of horrid sounds and 
unfriendly people ?" Nora Mullane 
lifted her tousled head from her 
lumpy pillow and rubbed her tired 
aching eyes. She had cried herself 
to sleep the night before, a most un
satisfactory way of beginning a night 
supposedly devoted to rest, though in 
a measure it did bring relief of a sort 
to the girl who had spent two nerve- 
racking weeks in a basement sales
room, where Ijw voices were at a 
premium and the shrill tones of the 
salespeople were only equaled by the 
luerulous high pitched voices of the 
bargain hunters,

Nora was in the tinware, of all 
places the last in which to look for 
peace. She marveled hourly at the 
composure of the other two girls, who 
were unmoved eithor by the impend 
ing horrors of a mark-down sale or 
an unlooked-for shower of cooking 
utensils from an upper shelf. 41 I’ll 
maybe get used to it too, after a bit, 
thought the shy girl from the Iowa 
farm. She was lost in a guilty vision 
of her aunt caring for all those fancy 
fowl, alone, these wintry days, for 
her uncle was too busy with the stock 
to ‘‘ fool with chickens when she 
sold the thin-lipped woman an 
aluminum kettle for the price of 
plebian tin. The price-tag had been 
torn off, and Nora, to whom a kettle 
was a kettle, and nothing more, cast 
a glance at the red ticket on its next 
neighbor and glibly repeated its price. 
The woman had seemed surprised, 
but she hurriedly completed the bar
gain and was walking away with her 
orize, before either of the other girls 
became conscious of the costly mis 
take.

We don’t dare call her back, be
cause she has scads of money," said 
Ethel Ward, the older of the girls. 
44 But you’ve got to tell the manager 
what you did, Nora. It would be 
found out anyway, and perhaps he'll 
be a little easier on you if you own 
up. Goodness, bow’d you ever do 
such a crazy thing ? Anybody ought 
to know the price of aluminum !"

44 Well for the love of goodness, 
Ethel, what’s the use of scolding the 
poor girl ? She'll have to make good 
out of this week’s pay, even it noth
ing worse happens. Here he comes 
now. Go on, better get it over,” said 
Lucy North, giving Nora a friendly 
push in the direction of the cold-eyed 
individual who was making his way 
down the crowded aisle in response 
to the insistent call of a clerk at the 
adjoining counter.

Nora had waited until the charge 
slip had been properly signed and the
customer was out of hearing, before 
she ventured from her place. Pos 
sibly many things had gone awry in 
the basement that day, and Nora’s 
mistake may have been the last 
straw which was needed to com
pletely demolish the suave manager’s 
patience. For an instant he was 
speechless, but to Nora’s unhappy 
mind his cold eyes seemed to be dart- 
fng blue flames into her soul. Then 
he relieved his mind of many cutting 
and cruel sentences, most of which 
he didn’t really mean, and at another 
time would have scorned to utter. 
Nora listened with one thought upper 
most, “ would she have to pay, and 
would she lose her place ?" 44 Of
course you will make good the differ
ence in the price, and since the sale 
is about over,—let me see, this is 
Wednesday,—you need not report for 
work until Saturday. I will see then 
if we can make a place for you in 
another department, though I do not 
promise anything,” he concluded, as 
he turned to answer the query of a 
broad-shouldered young man in a 
dark blue uniform.

44 What’d he say ?" whispered Ethel, 
stooping under the counter as if in 
search of a special piece of her 
stock.

44 That I’d have to pay the differ

ence in the price of the kettles, and 
oh, dear, I'm afraid my place is gone! 
He told me not to come to work until 
Saturday. What shall 1 do?" whis
pered Nora.

‘ It you need some money, I can 
lend you a little. You'd better keep 
your room rent paid, what ever else 
you let go," said Lucy.

44 No it isn’t the money just now, 
I've enough to last for a few weeks. 
You know I had some saved, when I 
came here ; but it will be so hard 
to get in any place now. I was ten 
days getting here," said Nora.

“ Don't you worry, if you’ve money 
enough for more than a week ! I’d 
call that riches. And you’ll be given 
another chance on Saturday. He 
only wants to throw a scare into 
you 1” cried Ethel, 4‘ 1 hope that 
miserable old woman burns every 
think she puts in that kettle ! 1 call 
that plain every day stealing 1 She 
knew you had made a mistake, bah," 
exclaimed Lucy.

“ Be careful, Lucy, those kettles 
are supposed to be unburnable 1" 
laughed Ethel. Nora smiled a little 
too, for the good humor of the girls 
was infectious. She hoped they were 
right about Saturday, and with 
vived courage, finished out her day 
among the noisy stock.

She did not set her alarm clock, 
since there was no need of early 
rising ; but she was wakened by her 
warm-hearted landlady the next 
morning, who, not hearing the girl 
stirring in the adjoining room, feared 
she had overslept. It took quite 
little talk to convince her that Nora 
was not ill and in urgent need of all 
manner of hot broths, but when she 
heard that the girl had an enforced 
holiday, she said : 44 Well, now it it 
was me, I'd just stay in bed there, 
quiet like until I felt like getting up. 
I’ll leave the coffee pot on the back 
of the stove. And get yourself an 
egg out of the pantry dear, when 
you’re ready to eat. The rest will do 
you good. You have looked awful 
wishy-washy for the last week. Shut 
your eyes now, and go back to sleep. 
After the rest of the folks are gone, 
I’m going down town, but never fear 
I’ll be back by noon."

Nora had shut her eyes, but sleep 
for more than a few moments at a 
time was an impossibility. Her room 
with windows on the court and an 
alley, was a gathererer of sounds. In 
the courtyard the children shrieked 
in wild play, until it was time fer 
school ; then a peddler had an argu
ment with an irate tenant two flats 
below.

The cars on the busy town line 
clanged and jangled past, and the 
noise lost nothing on its way to her 
sixth story room. Across the alley 
an enormous truck began unloading 
its burden of coal, but strangely 
enough, this continued rumbling 
down the chute into the cellar of the 
apartment building, acted as a 
counter irritant and actually soothed 
her to sleep.

It was the insistent clamor of the 
gongs on some fire apparatus that 
aroused her from this respite, and 
realizing that daylight quiet was not 
to be had, at least in this neighbor 
hood, Nora gave her long hair a twist 
and fastened it high on her head, 
then jumped out of bed. On the farm, 
one became expert in the matter of 
quick dressing. A north room with 
no fire has no pity on the laggard ; it 
would take more than a few weeks in 
a steam-heated room to lessen the 
speed which her lingers worked.

As she knelt beside her bed, she 
could still hear the bells on more 
engines. 44 They’re always having 
fires here in the city,” she thought. 
44 Indeed, ’tis a wonder there’s a stick 
or a stone left in it. Isn’t it enough 
to have bells, without the men yell 
ing so as they go by,” she said to her 
image in the glass in the tiny bath
room, where she combed her pretty 
hair.

44 I’ll get my breakfast, and then 
I’ll write to Aunt Carrie , though I’ll 
not tell her about yesterday. She’d 
say, ‘Come home,’ but I won’t, not 
until spring anyhow. Perhaps the 
walk to the postoffice will cure my 
headache, I'll try it, instead of just 
dropping my letter in that box at the 
corner. There’s another lot of en 
gines ! How do these people ever 
live through all this racket?"

She was fastening her collar with 
the plain gold bar that Uncle Henry 
had brought her from the last county 
fair, when the first vague uneasiness 
crept into her mind. Was the air in 
the room really blue, and what was 
that stilling odor ? The window was 
closed, of course that was it. She 
flung it up, and looked down the six
stories to the alley, there stood an 
engine, the steam pouring out of it 
as it pumped with great pulsations 
terrified the girl.

44 Mister,” she called down to a 
young fireman who was bending over 
to examine the coupling of the hose 
that trailed its sinuous way across 
the alley and down the sidewalk. 
44 Mister, where’s the fire ?"

There are not many things that 
can astonish even a raw member of 
the city fire department, but the sight 
of Nora Mullane leaning from that 
high window, at such a moment did 
bring this fireman to his feet. 44 Stay 
where you are, don’t jump. I’ll come 
and get you. Don’t jump I" he yelled 
again, as he disappeared down the 
alley.

44 Surely, ’tis not this building ? 
Where are the flames ?” She turned 
from the window, and started toward 
the door. The air was not so thick 
now, but she realized that this was 
because of her open window. Dare 
she open the door into the outer hall? 
All the stories she had read to Aunt 
Carrie in those long winter days 
when the drifts of snow made visit
ing of neighbors or going to town 
out of the question, came back to her 

j now. If she opened the door, what

horror would she find beyond ?
Her suitcase was near the window. 

She threw back the lid and made a 
bundle of her extra dress. 44 He said 
he would come for me, but if 1 must 
go down a ladder, this is all that I 
can carry." She cast a heartbroken 
look at her best hat, to wear it down 
a ladder was not possible, but maybe 
the fireman could carry it or let her 
throw it down. Why didn’t he come? 
She looked down again at the engine, 
still throbbing, but whoever was in 
charge it now was around on the 
other side, so it was useless to call 
to him.

Hey there, open up your window, 
and get out of my way,” called a voice 
from somewhere outside. In the face 
of unknown peril, Nora pbeyed with
out question ; however, as she threw 
up the window, she could not resist 
a glance in the direction of the voice.

" Here I am, get back," said the 
young fireman from his precarious 
position on the window west of hers. 
The stone sill was only just wide 
enough to provide a foothold, yet he 
stood erect, and as Nora, with horror 
dilated eyes, sank to her knees on 
Mrs. Raymond's rag rug, he stepped 
lightly to her window sill. For 
moment he clung to the window 
frame, and then jumped into, the 
room.

“ Are you praying ?" he asked, 
are you one of the kind that always 
faints ? There’s no such terrible 
danger at this minute," he added in 
apology for his mocking tone, as Nora 
rose and faced him. She looked very 
young and appealing. 41 The whole 
front of the building is burning,” he 
said. “ We had no idea there was 
any one in these flats. The druggist 
down stairs said the woman who lives 
here went down town, and he knows 
she did not come back, for she left a 
prescription for which she was to 
call for on her return. He told us all 
her roomers worked, and so no one 
thought of coming up."

“ Can’t we get down the stairs ?" 
asked Nora. 44 The stairs went first, 
and of course the elevators went with 
them. They have kept the fire away 
from this corner of the building, and 
I think there's a good chance for us 
to get out by way of the roof.”

“ Oh, not the way you came ; 1 
could never dare," cried Nora, edging 
away from the window.

14 Who asked you to, Miss,” scolded 
the fireman. 44 Isn’t this the last 
story ? There must be a scuttle-hole 
to the roof some place."

44 Yes, there is, in the closet next to 
Mrs. Raymond’s room. And there’s a 
ladder too. Come on," and with a 
restored hope, Nora led the way to a 
deep closet.

The fireman struck a match and 
lit a thick candle, as she flung back 
the door. Coats of a past season, two 
trunks and a number of dress boxes 
made up the contents of the closet. 
Against the far wall leaned a short 
ladder, one of the fold-up variety, 
quite tall enough for housecleaning 
purposes, but not within five feet of 
the height of the trap iloor.

Nora turned from it with dismay,
44 Too short, isn’t it ?” she asked.
44 Might be worse," cheerily answered 
her rescuer. 14 We’ll make out all 
right. Is there anything you want 
to bring with you, if there is, let us 
go get it : though I doubt if this cor
ner will go at all. 14 Still," a£ the 
girl stood hesitating, 44 it’s no place 
for you for a while, and if we don’t 
go now, we may be cut off."

This was all that was needed to 
send Nora flying back for her bundle. 
At the lastrminute she secured the best 
hat with four hat pins. While it 
might be foolish to try to wear a hat 
down a ladder she could see no good 
reason for not wearing one up a 
ladder.

The young fireman looked admir
ingly at the shy sweet face beneath 
the blue velvet brim and laughed as 
he remarked. 44 It certainly would 
be a shame to lose that hat." He 
closed the window, and told Nora to 
lock her suitcase and also the draw
ers in the oldfashioned bureau. 44 You 
never can tell what kind of fellows 
making out to be reporters, will come 
poking around after the fire is out,” 
he said.

Below them in the alley, the great 
engine had not desisted in her efforts 
to give out the force that was in her. 
44 Why don’t we see any smoke from 
the fire," asked Nora, as they turned 
toward the closet. “ The wind is 
blowing it the other way, thank good
ness, or I never would have seen 
you,” he answered.

The short ladder was opened out, 
and placed just beneath the trap door. 
The wide top, made to hold a scrub
bing nail, called for words of praise 
from the young fireman. 44 Tell you 
how we’d better do it," he said. 44 I'll 
open up that door with this broom 
(he had picked up one standing out
side the closet door). There ’tis, now 
come up here beside me and I’ll push 
you up through the hole."

44 Oh, I can’t,” cried Nora. 44 We’d 
both fall off the ladder." “ Don’t be 
silly, I don’t fall off anything ! I 
could go up first and pull you up, but 
it’s such a height, I’d be apt to jerk 
the arms fairly out of you. This way, 
you can touch the sides of the hole 
with your hand, and almost pull 
yourself up." He illustrated by catch
ing at the hole and swinging from the 
ladder. 44 Oh, I can do that. I’ve 
done it in the barn and swung my
self up to the loft lots of times,” ex
claimed Nora.

44 Of course you can, come on,” and 
he stepped to the farther side of the 
h Ider’s broad top. 44 Give mo that 
bundle. I’ll throw it out first. “Nora 
handed it up, and an instant later 
heard it drop upon the roof. Then 
she stood beside him on the step,

44 Stand on your tip toes. That’s 
how. Now up you go." Nora gave a 
faint gasp, drew in a long breath and 
then grasping the edge of the hole

Phone Main 6249. Aller Bourn: Hlllereet 8 81ft

Society of St. Vincent de Paul 
Bureau of Information

Spécial Attention Cast off Clothes
Given to Employment Alwayu in Demand

25 Shuter St.
Office Heure 9 to 4 TORONTO

St, Jerome's College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT.

Excellent Bunlnes# College Department 
Excellent High School or Academic Department 
Excellent College and Philouophlcal Department 

Add res# :
REV. A. L. ZINGER, C. R.. Pu. D , Phkhiduut

____ PROFESSIONAL CARDS

FOY. KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES, Etc
HonJ.J.Foy, K.C., A. K. Knox, T. Loni# Monahan 

E. L. Middleton George Keough
Cable Add re## : "Foy"
T.i.phon„

Office# : Continental Life Building 
CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 

TORONTO

P.O.Box 2093 Phone M 411»
H. L. O'ROURKE, B.A.

(Also of Ontario Bar) 
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR, NOTARY 

Money to Loan
Suite 6, Board of Trade Building

231 Eighth Avenue West 
CALGARY, ALBERTA

OHN T. LOFTUS
Barrister, Solicitor, Notary, Etc. 

712 TEMPLE BUILDING 
TORONTO 

Telephone Main 6 32

Reilly, Lunacy & Lannan
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

CALGARY, ALBERTA
DENTISTS

DR. BRUCE E. EAID 
Room 6, Dominion Bank Chambers 

Cor. Richmond and Dnnda# Sts. Phone 6 66

SPEND a few days, a week . 
or a week-end at this popular I 
Resort Hotel, noted for Service, j 
Cuisine end Appointments.

| ON THE OCEAN FRONT
Hot and Cold Salt Water in afl I 
baths. Orchestra. Golf privileges. I 
Special Spring Rates. Booklet. I 

NEWLIN HAINES CO.

VllC

Jhmcral Bimtor$f

John Ferguson & Sons
180 KING ST.

The Leading Undertakers & Embalmero 
Open Night and Day 

Telephone —House 373 Factory 64 ?

E. C. Killingswonth
FUNERAL DIRECTOR

Open Day and Night

583 Richmond St. Phone 3971

Mil
tiff?
MEDICINE

QUEEN’S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON 
ONTARIO

ARTS
EDUCATION

APPLIED SCIENCE
Mining, Chemical. Civil, Mechanical and 

Electrical Engineering.
HOME STUDY

Arts Course by correspondence. Dcgice 
with one year’s attendencc or four 

summer sessions.
Summer School Navigation School 
July and August December to April

19 GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar

The Safest 
Matches 
in the World

ALSO THE 
CHEAPEST, ARE

Eddy’s Silent 500’s
SAFEST, because they are 
impregnated with a chem
ical solution which renders 
the stick “dead" immedi
ately the Match is extin
guished.
CHEAPEST, because there 
are more perfect matches 
to the sized box than in 
any other box on the 
market.
WAR TIME ECONOMY 
and your own good sense 
will urge the necessity of 
buying none but

Eddy's
Matches

STAMMERING
where. Free advice and literature.
THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE

KITCHENER, - CANADA


