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black, sulent, horrible, puffed a hundred
feet into tbe air.

7 Asenath opened ber eyes aiter a time.
~Beautiful green -and purpl ie hts bad
been dancing about ber, but she had
fiad no tbougbts. It occurred to ber now
that she must bave been struck upon
the head. The cburcb dlocks were strik-
ing eight. A bonfire whicb bad been
buit' at a distance, to ligbt the citizens
In the work of rescue, cast à littît
gléam* into the debrzs across ber two
banxds, whicb lay clasped togmbler at
ber side. One of ber fingers, 'sfie.saw,
*as gone; it *as the'finger whîcb held
Dick's littie çngagement ring. The
red bènni lay across ber forebead, and
4rops dripped from, it upon ber eyes.-
lIer feet, stili tangled in the gearing
ýWlxch bad tripped ber, were buried be-
0eatb a pile of bricks.

A broad, piece of flooring that had
fallen siantwise roofed ber in,. and
saved ber fromthe mass of iron-worlc
overbead, whicb would bave crushed the
breatb. out of Hercules. 'Fragments of
iooms, shats and piliars were ln beaps
about. Some one whom she could not
see was dyingjust bebind ber. A littie
girl wbo worked hi ber roomn-a niere
cild-was crying between ber groans
for ber mother. Del Ivory sat in a
littie open spacç, cusbioned about witb
reels of cotton; she bad a shatlow gash
"pou ber cheek;, she was wringing ber
hands. Tbey were at work from tbe
outside, s9awing entrances tbrougb the
labyrintb of planks. A dead woman lay
close by, and Sene saw tbeni draw ber
out. It was Meg Match. One of' the
pretty Irishi girls was crusbed quite
out of sigbt; oniy one baud was free;
sbe moved it fedby Tbey could bear
ber catiing for Jimmy Maboney, Jiuimy
Maboneyl and would tbey be sure and
give bîm'back tbe bandkercbîef? Poor
Jimmy Mahoney! By and -by she called
no more; and i a little wbile the band
was stili. The other side of the slanted
flooring some one prayed aloud. She
bad a littie baby at home. She was
asking, God to take care of it for ber.
"For Cbrist's sake,» she said. Sene lis-
tened long for tbe Amen, buvt it was
neyer spoken. Beyond, they. dug a
Man Out from under a dead body, un-
hurt. HIe crawied to bis feêt, and broke
into furious blasphemies.

As consciousness came fully, agony
greW. Sene shut ber lips and folded
ber bleeding bands together, and ut-

-tered no dry. Del did screaming enough
for two, she tbought..- She pondered
tbmngs calmnly as the nigbt deepenel,
and tbe words that the workers out-
side were saying camne brokenly to ber.
Her hurt, she knew, was not unto
deatb; but it must be eared for before
very long; how far could she support
this slow bleeding away? And wbat
were the chances tbat tbey could hew
tbeir wày to ber witbout crusbing ber?

She thougbt of ber father, of Dick;
of the brigbt littie kitchen and supper
table set for tbree; of the song that she
had sung in the flush of the morning.
Life-even ber life-grew sweet, now
that it was slipping from hèr,

Del cried presently tbat -tbey were
ting them out. The glare of tbe

bonfires struck tbrougb an. opening;,
saws and axes flashed; voices grew
distinct.

"They neyer can get at me," said
Sene. "I must be able to crawl. If you
could get some of those bricks off Of
my feet, Del!"

Del took off two or tbree in a frigbt-
ened way; tben, seeing the 'blood on
t'iem, sat down and cried.

A Scotch girl, witb one arm sbattered,
cilept up and removed the pile; then
fainted.

The opehing broadened, brigbtened;
the sweet night-wind blew in; the safe
night sky shone through. Sene.s beàrt,
leaped within her.* Out in the wind
and under the sky sbe shotuld stand
again, after ail! Back in the ltle kit-
chen, wbere the sun shone, ànd sbe
could sing a song, there wotid yet be a
lace for ber. She worked bier liead
from under the beam, and raised ber-
self upon ber elbow.

At that moment she beard a cry.
'Fire! filrC! GoD ALim!THTY H-ELp

THEM-THE RINS ARE ON FIRE!"'
A rman working over thie dcb ris from

the outside hald ta-kenj the notion-it
heing rather clark itust there-to carry
lanteril with h ii.

"For God's ýake," a VOice crie dfromn

1

-t,

* x -~

January, 1908.

the crowd, "don't stay there with that
light 1"

But white this voice yet soulided, it
was the direadful fa'e of-the twa with
the lantern to let it fafl-and it broke
upon the ýruined mass.

That was pipe 'o'cio&k.Wbat there
was to see from then titi morning could
neyer be toid 'or f6rgotten.

A network twenty feet bigli, of rods
and girders, of beams, pffiars, stair-
ways, gearing, roofing, ceilinq, walling;
wrecks of iooms, shafts, twisters, put-
leys, bobbins, mutes, locked and, intèr-
woven; wrecks of human. creatifres
wedged in; a face that you W?4w turned
up at you from some pit which twenty.
four houts' hewing could pot open; a
voice that you know crying after you
from God knows where; a mass of long,
fair. bair visible here; a foot there;
tbree fingers of a hand over there; the
snow bright-red under foot; charre'd
litnts and headless trunks tossed about;
strong men carrying cover.ed things by
you, at sight of whi ch other strong men
have fainted; the littie yellow jet that
-flared up and dÎed in smoke, and flared
again, laped out, iicked the cotton-
bales, tasted the ojilec- macbinery,
crunched the netted wood, danced- on
the heaped-up stone, tbrew its cruel
arms high into the night, roared for
joy at heipless firemen, and swallowed
wreck, death and 'life together out of
your sight-the lurid thing stands alone
inthe gallery of tragedy..

'De,'said Sene, presently, 11 smell
the smoke." And in a little~ white, "How
red it is groýwing away over t.here at the
left il,

To lie here and watch the hideous
redness crawling after ber, springing at
her !-it bad seemed greater than reason
could bear, at first.

Now it did. not trouble ber. She grew
a littie faint and ber tbougbts wander-
ed. She put ber head down upon ber
armn, and shut ber eyes. Dreamily she
heard them saying a dreadful thing out-
side, about' one of tbe overseers; at
the alarm of fire be bad cut bis tbroat,
and before the flames touched hîm be
was taken out. Dréamily she beard
Del cry that tbe sbaft behind the heap
Of reelS was growing bot. lYréanily
sbe saw a tiny puif of smoke struggle
througb the cracks of a broken fly-
f rame.

They were working to, save ber, with
rigid, stern faces. A plank snapped, a
rod yielded; they drew out the Scotch
girl; ber hair was singedi; tben a man
with -blood upon bis face and wrists,
beld out bis arms.

"There's time for one more! God
save the rest of ye-I can't J"

Del sprang; then stopped-even Del
-stopped ashamed, and looked back at
the cripple.

Asenath at this sat up erect. The
latent heroism in ber awoke. Aillber
thougbts grew clear and, bright. The
tangied skein orf ber perplexed and
troubled winter unwound suddeniy.
This, then, was the way. It was better
so. God had provided himnself a lamb
for the burnt offering.

So she said, "Go, Del, and tell hinm
I sent you with my dear love, and that
it 'ail rigbt."

And Del at the first word went. She
sat and watched, tbem draw her out; it
was a slow process; the loose sleeve
of ber factory sack was scorched.

Somnebody at work outside turned
suddenly and caught ber. It was Dick.
The love wbich bhe had fought so long
broke free of barrier in that bour. He
kissed ber pink armn where the iburnt
sleeve felI -off. He 1 --ed a cry at the
blood upon ber face. She turned faint
with the sense of safety, and with a
face as wbite as ber own be bore her
away in his arms to the bospital, over
the crimson snow.

Asenath looked oùt througb tbe glare
and smoke with parched lips. For a
scratch upon the girl's smnooth cheek,
he had quite forgotten ber. They had
Ieft ber, tonibed alive bere in this fur-
nace, and gone their 'happy way. Yet it
gave ber a curious sense of relief and
triumph. 1-f tbis were ail that sbe could
he to hilm, tbe tbing wbicb she bad
done was rigbt, quite rigbt. God must
bave known. Sbe turned away, and

1shilt ber eyes agaîn.
b Wben she opened themn, neitber Dickc
nor Del, for crimsoned snow, nor sky,
wer.e there, onlv the smoke writbing upIl l)il1ar- of bl-red-A fl-Ame.
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