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CHARACTER TEST

ONFIDENCE and good.na- |
C ture are easy for folks who
are already prosperous and
successful. The true strength of
| & man's character is revealed,
r however, In adversity, Tear the
foundation from beneath one

“ who has always enjoyed advan-
tages of wealth and position, and

®ll see If he has the backbone to
conquer evil days—to rise above
circumstances and win, In "Web
of Steel” we have the story of a
man whose foundation is de.
stroyed. His fight to rebuild It
makes the novel. It is not meres
ly entertaining fiction; it is a ||

plece of inspiring literature. We
feel sure all of our readere will
enjoy this Cyrus Towsend Brady
serial.

THE EDITOR.

— —
— —

CHAPTER |.
Sl
Love of Woman.

If meetings only lived up to thelr
anticipations, life would be n succes-
slon of sturtling climaxes, It had been
some months since Mende had seen
Helen Illingworth, He had dreamed
of meeting her every day and had ple-

tured the meeting differently and more |

rapturously after every letter, As a
mutter of fact the whole thing was
casunl and ordinnry to the lust degree,
It alwnys Is,

Doctor Severence, n retired physl-
clan, who wans viee president and
financinl man, and Curtlss, the chief
engineer of the bridge compuny, were
hard upon Miss Hlingworth's heels as
ghe steppoed down from the car to the
station pintform. e saw her, as it
were, surrounded by prosale wen, 'The
woman he loved got the sume welcome
and the sume hnndshoake us her father
and the other two men, It was not
untll big Ahbott, who liad been belated
by some sudden demuand of work, eame
sweeping down the platform to engnge
the attention of the men that the anx-
fous Mende hind o moment with the girl
herself,

Now Helen Hingworth hnd nlso been
seelng vislons, so that she hnd been us
disappolnted ag he, The only real sat-
fafuction that either of them could take
in the situntion lay In the fact that the
other was there, It waos wlidsummer
and the girl was dressed In some Hght,
filmy fabrie which well beenme her roa-
dlant bennty, Mende could look at a
bit of structural steel work annd tell
you .all anbout It, All that he could
have told you nbout the dress she wore
was that it was exqulsitely appropri-
ate, but It never ocourred to him that
with a great price to n great artist
Helen Iingworth had obtaloed that
look of delightful stmplicity.

The gown was not wasted on Mende,
she declded, ns she conught s raptur-
ous glunce. She had never looked love-
ler. She was not n feaglle, etherenl
woman ; quite the reverse, That was
one of ten thousand things Mende Hked
about her, She could do all those ath-
letic and pruoctical things that modern
young women can do pnd she could do
them well,

Meade was Intensely practlenl and
eflicient. e could do all of those
things himself and many more and he
Ukedoto do them, and that 14 one ren-
son why he had been attrncted to her;
yet not for that nlone did he love her,
On that soft summer afternoon she
looked as subtly delleate 18 every man
would at one thme or another have the
womun he loves nppear, nnd as far re-
moved from things strepuous as if In
another world! e wus woearlng the
rough clothes, flannel shirt, Khakl trou-
gers, heavy shoes und legeings which
were his habltunl use at work., Con-
trusted with her fllmy and delleately
colored fubric his well-worn  ollve-
drab hablliments stood forth hideously,
That is, he thought so, and the con-
trast somehow seemed typleal of the
difference between them as he consid-
ered her,

There was the careless Insouclance
of consclous power in the bearing of
the engineer which differentinted him
from most of the men with whom she
had been thrown In contact durlng her
life. The International Bridge was the
blggest thing of the kind the Martlet
company or any other Amerlean struc-
tural plant had ever undertaken, It
had been a constunt tople of convers a-
tlon wherever her futher was, She
had heard all about it, und although,
strictly spenking, the bridge wus the
work of Meoeade, Sr, yet she always
ldentified it with Meade, Jr, There w ns
a feellng In her mind that It was her
bridge und that, through hiw, she com-
manded It. She was a supromely as-
gured and entlrely confldent young
lady, yet with the man by her slde she
experienced a passing sense of uncasl-
ness, such as one might concelve the
butterfly would feel ln the presence of
@ Stenm hammer,

They were as awkward and con-
ptralned when left to themselves as If
one hud not been ull over the world

[ nicest girls of the land for half ns
Cmany yenrs, And with thoughts burne-
Ing, passlonite, und words clnburrass-
Ingly torrentinl ot hand to give them
imh-runr-e-. they ounly spoke commons
! pliaces !

“How s the bridge getting nlong?”
usked the girl, repeating her father's
| words of o few minutes before, as
these two fell behind the others march-
Ing down the long platform, while the
muld standing by the private ear with
the porter looked curlously after the
moving group and wondered If that
" greay-green, long-legeed young man was
the renson for the New York gown !
| "It's dolng splendidly,” was the an-
gwer, nnd even with hig heart full of
the girl by his slde whom he longed
to clusp In his arms but did not even
dare touch the hem of her garment,
some lttle enthuslasm eame Into hils
volee, “It 18 the greatest bridge that
was ever erected,” he sald,

“How you love 1t sald the girl,

Did Mende love the bridge?

Ah,

there could be no doubt as to that,
e hnd studied Its growth hour by
" hour,

As the great steel web rose, hls

He Lingered About It.

heart expanded with it. He took pride
In It even more when they began to
push the suspended span across the
river on the outer end of the completed
cuntilever, toward Its fellow rising on
the other side, e lngered about it
when the rest of the workaday world
which was concerned with it had with-
drawn to rest, Frequently late in the
night he had arlsen and hod left the
sheet-Iron shack he oceupled near the
work (for the topography of the land
and the course of the river had deter-
mined the locatlon of the bridge far
from any town), and In the moonlight
he had gunzed bewitched by the great
web of steel, ull (ts mighty traocery dell-
cutely sllvered, fuintly outlined, luce-
ke, lofty, 1Hfted high Into the heavens,

He fell Into a lttle reverle for a
brlef moment from which she recalled
him.

“Well 7 she asked,

“Yus, nuaturnlly,” he found himself
snying In a4 conventionnl tone of voles,
it means o great deal to me, My
futher—"

“Oh, your futher,” she begnn Indif-
ferently, nlithough she knew and lked
the great engineer,

“It is his crownlng work and="

“Your begluning."

“1t 18 not ln me, or In any engineer,
to begin where my futher left off,” ho
suld,  “DBut this will count n greot
deal, becnuse through father's kindness
I bhud some hand-—"

ST belleve you did It ull,” Interrupt-
ed the girl.

e broke into sudden lnughter, and
his merriment had that boyish ring
ghe Hked, He seemed to think that
wis n sutfielent answer to thut states
ment, for he went on qulickly,

“Low long shull you stay?”

And In spite of himself he could not

keep his unxlety out of his volce,

*T think father's golng on to the elty
sometime tomorrow-—probably in the
mornlng,"

Mende's face fell,

“S0 soon as that?"

“I will try to persuade him to stny
longer., I've seen lots of bridges bullt
but never one like the International,
and 1 should enjoy standing by amd
watching you work."

“I don't do the work., Abbott does
that, and the men, of course.”

Your work s the work that makes
possible and profituble the Iabor of the
others,” she answered, “You plan, you
lend, the rest only follow, By the
wuy, father told me to ask you and
Mr, Abbott to dine with us tonight In
the enr.”

Mende's mood changed loto positive
gloow.

“I can't,” he sald dejectedly. *I
haven't uny clothes, nelther has Ab-

us when we came into the wilderness
to work."

{ “Oh"” she laughed, "What difference

(1 get so tired of blnck and white,” she
went on quickly to prevent him from
tuking ndvantage of her Incautious ud-
misslon.

“Hang the clothes,” sald the man,
radiant once more In that admission,
“yinee you will allow It, T will come
with what T enn rake up. Dut you'll
have to tell me which fork to use, 1
huve almost forgotten out here in the
wildernoess,™

“It l«n't s«ix months since you were
at our house,™

“Kix months! It's a thousand years,"
he went on, “nnd I'm golng to toke you
out on the bridge after dinner.
groat at any thme, It's the most mng-
nifieent slght on earth even now, but
|l|| the moonlight—there It s now,"” he
polnted as the lttle group walked past
the station which had hid the view
. and the great structure suddenly was
reveuled to them,

The four men nhead had stopped
und stood silent, There was something
awe-tnsplring  and  tremendous  nbout
the great, black, outrenching, far-
extending arms of steel, The first sight
of It always gave the beholder a little
shock., It waos so huge, so mussive, so
grundly maojestie, and withal so alry,
seen agalnst the impressive hackground
of deep gorge and pulisnded wall and
far-off mountaing, So ether-borne was
it In Its perfect proportion that even
dull and stuptd people—and none of
these were thut—felt 1ts overpowering
presence. Meade nnd the girl stopped
too. After one glance at the bridge,
she looked at him. And that was typ-
feal.  For the first time he was not at
the moment aware of, or Immedintely
responsive to, her glance. And that,
too, was typleal, She noted thls with
a pang of Jealousy.

“You love the bridge,"
softly.

He stealghtened up and threw his
head back and looked at her,

she sald

“1 thought 80,” he suld simply—"un-
til today, but now"—he stopped agaln,

“But now?" she asked,

“I have Just learned what love really
Is nnd the lesson has not been tnught
me by a bridge,” he answered directly.

Yet Bertram Meade, the younger, did
truly love the bridge which he had
seen grow from the placing of the first
shoe—the great steel base on top of
the pler which earries the whole strue-
ture—to the completion of the soaring
cantilever reaching out to meet Its
compunion on the other slde—the great
Internutional, which was to be the tle
that bound, with web of steel, two
great countries which lay breast to
breast; alrendy In touch save for the
{ mighty river that flowed between them,

By no means would Meade, the
younger, huve boeen charged with the
great responsihilities of the bridge had

It not been for his exhaustive prepurns |

{tlon and wlde experience, To a thor-

ough technleal tradning at Harvard, In
the Lawrence Sclentifle school,
been added a substantinl record of
juchlevement, A finw bridge which he
| had erected In farnway Burma, trium-
[ phantly achieving the design desplte
ull sorts of difficulties, had attracted
the attention of old Colopel 1lling-
worth, the president of the Martlet
Bridge company.

He had kept the young man under
his eye for o long time, When he come-
missloned his futher, Bertram Meade,
Sr., to prepare the plans for the great
Internntionul, the most-gought-for and
fumous of breldges, he had noted with
satisfoction that the older mnn, who
stood first among bridege engineers on
the continent, had associated with hlm-
self his son, Mende, Jr., had recently
returned from South Ameriea, where
| e had agaln shown his mettle, The
two worked together In the preparation

crown and triumph of the older man's
life, the most stupendous of all the
cantilever bridges In the world,

The great englneer had a high dea
of his only son’s ability, He was will-
ing to procluim It, to malntain It, and
defend It agalnst all comers except
himself. When the two wills clashed,

The relutions between the two were
lovely but not ldeal. There was lead-
ershilp not partnership, direction rather
than co-operation, 1The knowledge and
experience of the boy-—for 8o he loved
to cull him—where of course nothing
compared to those of his father, When,
| In dixcussing moot points, the younger
Lman had been unconvineed by the cal-
culations of the elder, he hud been
Inughed to sgeorn In a good-natured
wiy. His earefully set forth objees
tions, even In serlous matters, hud heen
overborne generally, and by  triume
phant caleulutions of his own the fa-
ther had re-enforeed himself in his con-
clusions ; nud the more strongly be-
cause of the opposition,

: Young Mende's position was rather
{npomualous,  He had no direct super-
vision of the construction, He was
there ns resldent englneer representing
his father. Ile had welcamed the posl-
:ltnn beenuse It gave hlm an opportu-

erection of what wus to be the great-
est cantllever bridge the feet of the
world hud ever trod upon, the wheels

on man's jobs for a decade und the |does that make? Come Just as you are, | of the world Lad ever rolled across,
pther bad vot quecned It smong the | It will be a rellef, I lke you that way, | He had followed with the utmost

It's |

huil |

of the designs for what was to be the |

he recognized but one way, his own, |

eare, constantly reporting the prog-
under the superintendence of Alhott,
n man of great proctienl ability ns an
erector, but of much less capacity as
n selentifie designer or office engineoer,
Meade had watched its dally growth
with the closest attentlon,
| other man In similar case, the work
hand got Into his Blood, It had hecome
ln part of his life, He loved the bhridge;
yet more he loved Helen Hlingworth,

CHAPTER II,
The Witnesa for the Defense,

One of the pleasunt evidences of the
possession of riches 18 in the luxury
of a private ear.  Although Colonel
Iingworth wans personally a man of
simple tastes as became an old eam-
pulgner, there was no appolntment
that wit could devise or that money
could buy which was lncking to make
his private ear elther more comfortuble
or more luxurious In Its napery, gluss,
L ehinn and silver, the dining table neod-
el not to apologlze to uny other any-
where, The colonel was most punc-
tilious In dressing his part and Meuade
nnil Abbott were both scrubbed to
within an Inch of thelr llves, but,
climbing about the bridge, thelr hands
were scratehed, roughened, stalned and
torn, Aslde from that, Meade was cer-
tatnly most presentable, and old Ab-
bott, In spite of his Indifference to
such matters, looked the able and pow-
erful man he was.

The conversation at dinner was at
first light and frivolous,

“I'm lost,” began Abbott, “overpow-
ered with all this sllver and glass and
chinn."

“Yes," laughed Meade, “we should
have brought along our granite ware
and tincups, then we would be free
from tlie dreadful fear that we are go-
Ing to drop something or break some-
thing."

“You can brenk anything you llke,”
sald the colonel with heavy pleasan-
try, “so long ns the bridge stnnds.”

“And that Is golng to be forever, Isn't
It, Mr. Meade?" asked Helen quickly.

“I don't think anything built by mun
will survive quite that long,” he an-
swered a8 much to her father and the
others as to her, “but this glves every
promise of lasting Its time."

“You know," observed Curtiss, “there
was some question In my wind about
these big compression members, When
I first studied your father's drawings,
I wondered If he had made the lacing
strong enough to hold the webs."

“That matter wns very thoroughly
gone Into,” suld Meade qulckly. "It
wus the very polnt which I myself had
questioned, but father 18 absolutely
confident that we provided latticing
enough to take up all the stresses, [
looked Into that matter myself,” he
went on with much emphasis,

“T guess 1t's all right.,” sald Curtiss
lightly, “I exnmined the webs and lae-
Ings carefully this afternoon. They
seem to be as right as possible.”

“Those trusses,” sald Abbott emphat-
feally, “will stand forever, You need
not worry about that."

“Are you golng to finish this job on
time?" nsked Severence, the viee presl-
dent, “You know the financial end of

it 18 mine, and much depends upon the
date of completion,”

“That depends upon you people at
If you get the stuff

the shop, doctor,

|

It Had Been a Part of His Life.

here to me I'll get it in place In short
order,” answered Abbott,

“We aren't worrying about anything
with you and Meade on the job, Ab-
bott,” sald the colonel geninlly,

“Yes, you are, father,” sald the girl
“Ever sloce the Internationnl has been
started you have scarcely been able to
glve a thought even to me, I'm tired
of it, I hope the old thing will soon
be flnished, so that we can all go back

bott, We left our dress sults behind | nity to see from the very beglnning the | to normal life agaln.”

“I hope 8o, too,” assented the colonel,
l"uml I guess you are right, The fact
18 the bridge 1s gn ohsesslon with us
all. It 1s the biggest job the Martlet
has ever handled. Indeed, it 1s the

ress to his father, every step taken |

Like every |

biggest thing In the world. It's the
longest enntilever, the greatest span,
the heaviest trusses, the="

“I've heard all about It,"” interrupted

the girl, waving him Into sllence, “ever

#lnce you began It, Sometimes I think
It's beginning to obsess me, too."

“You don't look like It,” whispered
Meade, under cover of the general
luugh that greeted her remark.

“What do I look lke?' she
pered back quiekly, In return,

But Meade had no opportunity to
tell her,

“It 18 not exactly a subject for din-
ner conversation,'"” snld the colonel with
sudden gravity, “but all of us here,
even you, my dear, must realize how
much that bridge meanns to us, 1 won't
g0 80 fur a8 to suy that Its failure
would ruin us, but it would be hard for
us to survive,"

“Have you ever known anything that
my father designed to fall? usked
Meade somewhat hotly,

“No, and that 18 why we took lis
pluns in spite of—"

“In spite of what, sir?"

“In spite of Curtlss here and some
others,"”

“Mr. Curtiss” sald Mende, turning
to the chlef engineer, “if It will add
unything to your peace of mind, I will
assume my full share of responsibility
for the mantter, You know the books
by Schmidt-Chemnitz, the great Ger-
wan bridge engineer?"

Curtlss nodded,

“At first I—that is, we—thought that
there might possibly be weakness in
those compression members, but 1
checked them with the methods he ad-
vocates and then submitted the figures
to my futher, and then he went through
the whole ealculation and applied co-
etliclents he felt to be safe,”

“I'm willlng to take your father's
Judgment In the matter rather than
Schmidt-Chemnitz', or anybody's,"” said
Curtlss, “so successful has been his ca-
reer.”

“Now that I have seen the members
in place I have no doubt that they will
stund,” sald the colonel,

“Sure they will,” added Abbott with
supreme and contagious confidence, nn
assurance which helped even Meade to
believe,

“Of course we all know,” sald Doe-
tor Severence, who had been
enough In touch with engineering to
leurn much about it, “that there Is al-

whis-

ways more or less of experlmenting In |

the design of a new thing llke this."

“Yes," sald the colonel, “but we
don't want our experiment to fall In
this Instance."

“They won't,”” sald the young man
boldly,

He had long slnce persunded himself
that he had been all wrong and his
father all right, so that he entered
upon his defense and the defense of
the bridge with enthusinsm, He was
ready to break a lunce with anybody
on its behalf.”

“Well,” began the colonel, “we have
every confidence in your father and In
you. I don't mind telling you, Meade,
It need not go any further, that when
this bridge Is completed we shall be
prepared to muoke you personally a
very advantageous offer for future re-
latlons with the Martlet compuany If
sou care to uccept It. On the strength
of your probable acceptance we are al-
rendy planning to venture Into certaln
Yoreign flelds which we have hitherto
not felt it to our interest to enter.”

“That 18 most kind of you, Colonel
Tlingworth,” suld the young mun grate-
fully, “and It appenls to me very
strongly. I have been assoclated with
father latterly, IHe wants to retire
with the completion of this bridge, and
before I open any office of my own I
should like the advantage of further
experience, Such a connection as you
propose seems to me to be ldeal, from
my polat of view. No man could have
any better backing than the Martlet
Bridge compuny."”

“Well, we shall look to you to be
worthy of it,” sald the colonel kindly.

His glance vaguely comprehended
his daughter as he spoke. Colonel
Illingworth was a very rich man, The
Martlet Bridge company was nearest
his heart, but he had many other In-
terests. His only daughter would event-
ually be the mistress of a great for-
tune. Meade was not poor. Of course,
his means were llmited compared to
Colonel Illingworth’s great fortune, but
what he had earned, saved, and Invest-
ed was sufliclent—yes, even for two.
And he would inherit much more. Old
Meade had not been the greatest engl-
neer of his generation for nothing, In-
dependent and self-respecting, young
Mende could not be considered a for-
tune hunter by anybody. He was the
kind of man to whom a decent father
llkes to Intrust his daughter. Old
Colonel Hlingworth found himself gas
ing wonderingly at the two.

After dinner the men sat out on the
obgervation platform with thelr clgars
and coffee, For those that llked it
there wns something in tall glasses In
which lce tinkled when the glasses
were pglitated, but Meade declined anll
three,

“With your permission, sir, he snld,
“I am golng to tuke Mliss Illingworth
out on the bridge. The moon I8 rising

[ and—"

long |

“I have heard so much about It,”
gald the girl, standing by the door,
“T want to see it when the workmen
are all off and It 1s all quiet, In the
moonlight."

“Very well, You had better change
your dress, Helen, before you go," sald
the eolonel, turning to Abbott and en-
gaging him In conversation on technl-
cal mutters,

“I'll walit for you at the front door
of the car,” sald the engineer, his heart
beating lke o pneumatie riveter and
sounding almost as loud In his eurs,

“I won't be long,” she whispered as
she left him,

Helen did not want to waste time
any more than Meade did, So, instead
of taking her futher's advice, all she
did was to cover her beautiful shoul-
ders with a light wrap and hasten to
the car door In the shortest possible
time.  Every moment they were apart,
gince the sum-total in which they could
be together wus so small, was 0 mo-
ment lost.

“Now," she sald, coming out of the
door of the car and descending the
steps toward him, eagerly expectant,
“I want a prize for my swiftness,"

“A prize!" returned the man, “why,
you've been gone years, and you
haven't even changed your gown., You

' They Saw Her Round, Red, Full Face,

can't go out on a bridge in that gown

and those slippers, tramping over dirty
tracks, piles of steel, rough wooden
planks, paint and—"

“Can't 17" she sald; “you just see"

“T hate to see you spoll your dress,"
he sald uncertalnly as she stopped.

Really what gown on earth was
worth half an hour of her society? At
least thut Is the way he felt about it.
and evidently she felt the same way.

“It Is settled, then,” she said, slip-
ping her arm through his as they
walked down the long wooden plat-
form near the siding. At the end of
the platform, as they turned nbout the
temporary station and storehouse, be-
fore them rose the bridge. The moon
was rising over the high hills that
sprang up from the steep clifflike bank
of the other slde of the vast river.
They saw her round, red, full face
through an Interincing tracery of steel
The lower part of the bridge was stlll
in deep shadow. Indeed, the moon had
Just cleared the hills of the opposite
bank of the great gorge cut by the
broad river flowing swiftly In its dark-
ness far below, At the farther end of
the suspended arm extending far over
the water the top of the traveler glis.
tened, The enntilever on the opposite
shore, Incomplete and sunk under a
high rise of sand, was still In shadow
and not yet discernible,

Unwittingly the woman drew a little
near the man, He became more con-
sclous than befora of the light touch
of her hand upon his arm. It was very
stlll where they stood. The shacks
of the workmen had been erected be-
low the bridge about a quurter of a
mile to the right along the banks of
the little nffluent of tlie maln stream
They could hear falnt but indistin-
guishable nolses that yet indleated hu-
muanity coming from that direction,
The fires In the machine house and In
the engines were banked. Lazy curls
of smoke rose to be blown away In the
limitless areas of the upper alr, In the
darkness all the unsightly evidences of
construction work were hidden.

“Oh,” sald the woman, drawing &
long breath, *I don't wonder that you
love it. Isn't it beautiful, flung up In
the alr that way? One would think it
wasn't steel but silver and gold and—"

“Time was,” sald the man, *when I
loved a thing ke that above every-
thing except my father, but now—"

Young Meade comes out of
his dream with a terrific bump
-—the real story begins with the
next Instaliment. Tell your
friends to read “Web of Steel,”
the best serial of the year.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)




