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from the brick walls and the amoke

that puffed out in tiny clouds from
every crack and crevice. But sudden-
ly he heard =a sound away up there
through the smoke, and he stopped and
listened. Yes, there could be no mis-
take—someone was calling—a chlld's
volice, muffled and c¢hoked with fright
and smoke, amd with all the stremgth
of will and lungs he answered it.

He thought he could almost catech a

sob of joy, and then it came agalp—|

stronger and clearer for 'the hope in it.

""Here—on ‘he third floor, to the right
—I'm locked In—oh please, pleaso
come."”

With an answering yell he turned and
dashed up the stairs, three at a time.
On the third floor landing a ‘ﬁreman
passed him.

“Better hurry out o' this, young fel-
ler,! he shrieked through the roar of
the fire and the yells from the crowd,
“things is gettin' too hot for safety
here an' that's an empty flat—folks
moved out a week ago,” and he passed
onto the smoke. He had given his
warning to an able bodled man., 1If
said man chose to disregard it—why,
that was none of his business. He did
not even hear the blows which echoed
out of the dusk behind him.

Harrington was almost in despair.
He had nothing 1o work with but hisg
fists and they were already bruised and
_bleeding, and stitl the locked door held.
He almost gave up and his hands
drooped down the panels, when sud-
denly they caught—caught on a Hkey,
Fool Why had he not thought to look
for a key before? But then, of course,
he had thought it was inside. In a
second the door was open and he was
groping hils way in, crying out at every
step, llstening breathleasly for an an-
swer, and then when It at last came,
faint but certain, going toward It
swiftly, thankful for the knowledge
that the roomi was quite empty and
there wan nothing for him to stumbhle
over, The crles came from an inner
room and fts door, too, was locked,
Lut now his hand dropped stralght to
the lock, turned the key that was there
and he was inside the room beside a
glrl of—well he could not tell her age—
it might beanything, for her poor little
body was frightfully misshapen, and
though her wvolce was young her face
wus drawn and old. “Can you walk?'
he asked, and she nodded *“'yes.”

Without another word he threw hia
arm around her, and side by side they
turped into the hall. There was no
time or breath for talk. The smrake
was blinding—choking. Harrington
felt in hls own pocket as he muttered
“handkerchief” in the girl's ear, and
she understood him. On they fought
down the stairway, with now and then
a rudy glare breaking through the
dark behind them. The stairs were
hot to their feet—they could not bear
thelr hands upon the walls or bannlg-
ters, but were forced to go blindly
down, groping with their teet alone for
the landings and turns of the stalrway.
The glrl's knowledge of the place stood
them in good stend now. 8She had said
mothing to him, but Harrington had
haif unconselously felt the guidance of
her body and the pressure of her hand

Epon his arm and trusted himself to
er.

The way seemed endless—each mo-
ment grew inte an hour, and then, at
last, as strength and breath were al-
most gone, he felt a breath of sweeter
alr strike on his forehead, and a mo-
ment later they stumbled, half faint-
ing, down Into the street—the last ones
out of the burning house,

Harrington hardiy heard the cheers ot

the eronvd, or feit the hands that hrelped
him up. The next he knew he was Iying

back in an ambulance, with the girl
beside him, the doctor's face close
above them both, and Marvin's head
poked through the back as he talked
excitedly, asking, praising, wondering,
all in one breath,

In a moment more, Marvin had
dropped down, ard the ambulance had
started on Its way. As Harrlngton
realtized it he aprang up, hut the doc-
tor held him back. “Not now, my
boy,"” he said. *You Jet some one else
write that sbtory—you've done your
part,” and though inwardly fuming,
Harrington let his head fall back again
againgt the cushlon, and his eyes met

the girl’s.

She began to thank him, but he
stopped her. “Don’t,’" he sald, hoarse-
ly. “Anybody would have done jt—-

how did you come to be there?"

The girl's eyes widened inbo horror.
“He dald It,” she murmured. I saw
him light the fire, and rushed to tell,
and then he saw me, and caught me
and carried me into that empty fiat and
locked the doors,” and her wan face
grew drawn and haggard with the re-
membrance.

Harrington had forgotten his bruises
—his 'aching head and smarting eyes.
He lopkced at the  doctor, but theat
worthy was sprawled across this little
seat at the hack watching the people
on the street and whistiing *“A Hat
Time in the Ol Town” as the most
appropriate tune for a fire. He would
mat hemr. and Harrington, every niews-
paper instinct in him roused to the ut-
moat, leaned eagerly forward, and by
shart, terse sentences drew the story
from the frightened girl.

Her father, the janitor, had been
discharged the day before for drunken-
news, and It hadaroused every evll In-
stinot in the man. He was drunk when
the notice came, and through the day
he grew drunker, till by nlght he was
Insane with drink and anger.

She had watched him a® muoch as
she dared, fearful that he would wat-
tempt some mischlef, and had at last
Toldowed him +{o the basement—had
zeen him light a pile of shavings there,
and then on to their lving rooms,where
he had fired the curtains—the bedding
—everything that would catch readily,
and then, as she tried to slip past him,
had seen her, and, turning with an
olath, clasped her in his arms. Why
he had carried her to that empty fiat
ghe did no! know—he might have left
her in their burning rooms—but carry
her he had and though she screamed
and beat upon the walls with al her
little strength, no one had heard,
though she oould hear so chlearly and
umnderatand mo well—so frightfiully, so
horribly well.

As Harrington heard the story, told
in shori, panting gasps hifs  heamnt
throbbed =0 heavlly that at times he
had to strain his senses to hear her at
all, and then he could feel his strength
slowly comihg back to him—in fact, he
almost forgot that he had ever lost It.

rfe, and he alone, knenv the story of
thls fire— knew it as no other man could
know It, for the girl, already weak and
faint, had gone beyond her strength In
the telling, and the doctor, still whistl-
ing softly to himself, was ~working over
her., Nobody would be allowed to see
her that night, Harrington knew. Be-
sldes, who would think of askifg her
how It started? Some women reporters
might be sent to try and find dut how
she had felt, and what she had %o say
about her rescurer, and what thoughts
had passed through her mind when
things looked ag though she mlight be
roasted at any moment, but as for the
cause—the thing reporters and police
and insurance men and owners were
hunt;ng for, she would not be thought
to knpow of that. He had n “‘scoop,'” one
of the biggest the paper had had for a
long time, and he must—he would—get

dowr: to the office 'and write {# up him-
self.

Ag that determination came to him,
the ambulance stopped with a swing-
tng joit, and he saw other faces jJoin
the doctor's at the rear.

"Here, tend to the girl,’”” he called to
themn—"she's done for—dying, I'm
afraid, I can look after myself,"” and he
slipped to the ground beside them. His
head spun, and his legs shook 4reacher-
ously, but by a tremendous effort of
his will, he xtiffened nerves and mus-
cles—watched his chance~dodged
swiftly behind 'a huge :orderly, and
in a fecond more was through the great
black gates, and speeding up the si-
lent street towards the rattle and the
roar of the elpvated trains a block or
twwo away.

The ticket sellerr etared mt him, won-
dering and wmlmost frightened, and
showed signs of stopping him until he
saw that msgic badge. The guards on
the train snickered to each other, and
treated him with the patronizing way
they reserved Tir drupken men, and the
other passengers drew back in dismay
from his dinty, tattered clothes and
smoke grilmed face. But Harfington
did not notlce ithem. His whole mind
and strength was hent on the work be-
fure hini, and as the train whizzed on,
he was thinking over every aspect of
the story that he would wnite—compos-
Ing it from first to last, and he knew
that he would not forget one word, and
woul? be wuble to write It all. After
that he neither knew or cared what
woulid happen.

It was 11 o'clock when he reached
the office. The forms for the first edition
closed in a quarier of an hour, and most
of the copy was In, though here and
there nwere swiftly gllding pencils and
rattling tiypewriters, driven by dis-
tracted iooking men. Marvin was theye,
hammering out his story as fasfas keys
and fingers could go, and Kelley, who
lvad come in first, had just handed In
his copy, and was standing, the center
of an animated ring, when suddenly
Mls Evans, who had just plnned on her
hat and started toward the door, gave
a bittle ery, and stepped back.

It was Harrington. He was very
straight and hls face had a grim, sex
look, while even through the dirt they
could see the red jn his cheeks and the
light In his eyes.

He pushed by the offlce boy that
wuarded the door, opened the gate him-
s¢lf and marched in amon them,
while a sudden silence fell on the great
noisy room.

The night city edltor looked up,

"Hello”™ he began, and then realized
that he had forgotten the *‘cub’s" pname
and stammered a littlee. What had the
kld came back in that plight for? Mar-
vin and Kelley covered the story—this
report would be no good, and yet the
fellow would expeot t0 be considered
a hero for coming at all, and the night
city editor sald something forcible un-

der hls breath. He was not a soft
hearted man.
But Harrington did not heed. He

walked straight up to the desk.

“"Can you,"” he asked, and they could
hear his voice all through the room
“Can you hold the forms open for fif-
ten minutes longer?"

The night city edltor stared, and even
those who were writing grinned.

“l suppose I could,” the night city
editor began sarcastically, when Har-
rington Interrupted hlm. *“Then you
must,” he sald slmply; “it will be worth
your while,” and he walked directly
over to Greyson's desk, drew towards
him some scattered sheets of copy pa=
per and the typewriter there and be-
gan o write.

It seemed to the men that watched
that they had never seen the keys fiy
80, and as they saw the burned, bleed-
ing hands that pressed them one or tweo
gulped audibly and Miss Evans shutb
her eyes.




