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This Is a Thrilling Story

Life as Strong,
Men Live It

YOUNG BERTRAM MEADE LEARNS IN A FRIGHTFUL EX-
PERIENCE JUST HOW MUCH HELEN ILLING-
| WORTH MEANS TO HIM

the compuny.

but was Inughed to scorn,
wardly ngreelug with his elder,

The Martlet Construction Company 18 bullding a great Internns
ﬁ tionnl bridge planned by Bertram Menide, Sr., a famous engineer,

gon, Bertrnm Mende, Jr, restdent englneer at the bridge, 19 In love
with Helen Hingworth, daughter of Colonel Hlngworth, president of
Young Mende questioned his father's Judgment on the
strength of certuin Important steel beams In the glgantle structure
He still bhas private deubts, though out-

His

CHAPTER Il—Continued.

In spite of herself the woman looked
At him,

“Iut now?" ghe whispered ns he hes.
ftated, and then she turned her head
half fearful of his answer,

“I nm almost afrald to say It” he
sald, lowering lhis volee to match her
own.

“A soldler of steel,” she sald, “and
afrald "

“Well, then, all that was the second
now tnkes the third place.”

“And before your father comes?”

But she did not glve him time to an-
swer. “Come,” she sald, “let us go out
on the bridge."

“Huave you a clear head?” asked the
man, *I mean does it affect you to
be on high elevations? Do you get
dlzzy 1"

“1 never have"
“but“"”

“I think T'I1 hold youn," was the reply.

He grasped her firmly by the arm.
The loose wrap she was wenring over
her shoulders did not cover her arms,
nand It was a bure arm that he took In
his hand.

“I beg your purdon,” he sald qulck-
ly, “"but—"

“It doesn't matter. I understond,

was the answer,

You would better hold me, I might
silp  There was something electrie
und compelling ln the pressure of his

“It's n rough place for you. Those strong hand upon the firm flesh of her

Uttle slippers you wear—"

round arm. She shrnnk closer to him,

He looked down, and as 1€ in obedi- | ngain unthinklingly, by a natural lm-

ence to his glanee she outthrust her
foot from hoer gown. It wans not the
gmallest foot that ever uphore n wom-
an. Quite the contrary., Which 18 not
saying It wns too lurge, not at all, It
was Just right for her helght and fig-
ure, and 1ts shape and ghoe left noth-
ing to be desired,

“Never mind the slippers,” she sald;
“they are stronger than they loolk.
They'll serve."”

“But the distanee between here and
the bridge 18 Inches deep In dust.”

“Dust!” she exclulmed In dismay,
T don't mind rough walking, but
dust-—"

“I never thought of that,” admitted
the man. “The fact 18 1 have thought
of nothing but you since 1 saw you,
but now we'll have to go back or—"

“I shall not go back,” she answered
firmly.

He stepped down off the platform,
and before she knew what he wonld be
at, he Hfted her stralght up In his
arma, lle did not carry her llke a
baby, he held her erect, crushed
agninst his breast, uand before she had
time to utter n protest, or even to sny
a word, he started through the dusty
roadwny toward the bridgeheand,

It was a strunge position, She knew
she ought to protest, but the words
would not come, Whilst she was try-
ing to think them up, they had crossed
the little desert that Intervened be-
tween the portal of the bridge and the
end of the platform. Then he set her
down gently,

“Thank you,"” she sald slimply, “that
was very nice of you. You are won-
derfully strong."

The moon, by this time, had passed
the floor level and the cross-bracing
east a network of shadows over them,
upon track and floor beams and string-
ers, The sllence of the half-llght, the
mystery of it all oppressed them n
Httle. It was with beating hearts that
they pressed on.

i CHAPTER Il
Fall and Revelation,

“It's rather confused In here,” sald
the man, “but we will soon get out
townrd the end and then the view s
magniticent, You can see up ond down
the river for miles and the night boat
will be along In n few minutes."”

“Isn't that 1t?" asked the woman,
polnting up the river to whore n clus-
ter of lights rounded o huge bend not
far away, und swung out in midstream,

“Yes," sald the man, “If we listen 1
think we can hear her.”

They both stopped and, sure enough,
falntly across the water came the
nolse of clunking paddles of the big
river steamer, With that sound nlso
mingled the song of the night wind,
for a wonder comparatively gentle,
making strange, welrd havmonles as it
gifted through the taut and righd bars
of steel, Bhe lUstened enchinnted with
the sound,

The big floor beams extended from | e steamer:

one side
between

fifty foot,
glx feet aport, the stringers ran length-
ways parallel to the trusses.  Here nnd

to the other of the bridge,

the trusses at intervals of

there pleces of thaber falsework had | playing nboard her,

been thrown across the stringers for
the convenlence of the workmen, but
a8 these two slowly moved toward mid.
gtrenm at last these pleces became
fewer, and finally there was nothing
to be seen bhnt the heavy tloor beams
and the lghter stringers,

After they pussad the top of the pler

and got beyond the small spuce

pulse,

The moon was now well clear of the
brow of the highest hill,  Its yellow
was turning to silver and in {ts cold
und beautiful Momination the whole
river flowed bright beneath them, Ev-
ery Inch of the bridge was now clearly
revenled In the white, passlonless light.

Fifty feet away it ended fn the alr
They were now almost directly be-
neath the traveler, near the end of the
suspended spun. Its huge legs sprawled
out ke those of a glguntie anlmal on
the extreme edges of the bridge on el-
ther slde above thelr heads, The wood-
en plutform on the track ran out half

the distance to the bridge end. Slowly
the two walked nlong it untll but a
few feet were left between them and
the nnked floor beams and the string-
ers carrylng the tles to which the ralls
were bolted aud the planks luld,

By the slde of the track on the top
of the stringers had been placed a plle
of muterial surmounted by a large flat
plate of steel, which Iny level upon It
It was triangulur In shape, the blunt
point Inward. The base which was
about six feet wide paralleled the
course of the river. The plate on the
top of the plle was ralsed about three
feet nbove the level of the track, They
stopped abreast of It

“Can't we go any further?' asked
the girl in low tones, still close to the
young mun, who still lightly clasped
her arm,

“I'm afrald it wouldn't be safe to
go any further,” he sald,

“I want to see the steanmer, It will
puss directly under the bridge”

“They have no business to pass un-
der the bridge,” sald Meade, “They've
been warned hundreds of thees and or-
ders have been Issucd., There 18 al-
wayvs danger that something might
fall”

“Why can't I stand up there?”

“On that gusset plate?"

“Is that whuat you coll 1t?"

“Yes, It bears the sume relatlon to

n womnn's dress”
“Lxanctly, Dut ean't I stand on 1t?"
“Walt," he answered,
1le elimbed to the center of it, lifted

him=elf up nnd down on his feet to test

it, and found It solld apparently,

“1 think so, but 1 shail have to put
you up,” he sald ot last as he Hited
her up nnd st her down on her feet In
the middie of the plute of steel,

“Oh, there comes the stenmer,” she
erled,
here

“He eareful, You must

of |ed givl,

Stand perfectly steady, 1 g not so
fsure of that plote He renchod over
from whoere he stood on the traek he-
low her and by her shile and gathersd

the wateriul of her dress noan fron |

gras.

“I do not think that 18 necessary,"
she suld, “This plate seoms a8 solld ns
the rest of the bridge nnd —oh, there's
Sle's rlght under us,™
g (1led with

wind fortu-

The big river cralt wa

lght and lavghter, The

At rleht angles to them and | Betely blew the smoke away from the

wrldge so thot thoy had o elear and
i'[n-l'l'n-l't view of hor. There was o band
They henrd the
the beat of the whirling
paddles, the song of the rising wind,

| musie nbove

The passengers  were  congregated |
nbout the rails on the upper decks |
starlng upward,  The bridge was as

| fusciunting to them as it was to the
people ashore evidently,

“How Interesting,” sald the dellght-
“Why don't you come up here

giver bunk on which the pler was set, | yourself, yon con see so much better?!

there wus nothing hetween them and

the water, now moonllt and qulvering, | ed Lis right

excopt these cross-girders of steel on

either hind beyond the plankiog in the Thoughtlossly she s

Lrucks

The wan had dropped hee gown, H{t-
foot 1o the plle on the
follow her suggestiow.
epped towned the
| outer end to glve biwm reow, gquite for-

siringera (o

| IHlingworth

gotful of his enutlon, DBefore he could
complete hils step or warn her of the
dnngor, It now bent forward, Tt tilted
distinetly, In spite of herself, Helen
wns carrfed still farther

[ forward as she sought to regaln her

structural steel thnt a gusset does to

“I cun see It benutifully from

not move, |

bnlnnee, The plece of steel began to
slip downward, grating on the plle of
henme as it moved; another second
and It would be off and on its way Ir-
revoenbly,

Mende throw himself at the girl, He
lunged out and eaught her just as she

| was slipping downward with the plate

now almost perpendicular. To cutch
her he had to step to the very edge of
the plunking beyond which the ralls
ron naked on the ties,

With a tremendous effort he caught
her by the walst, swung her up and In,
nnd stood fast on the brink qulvering,
heaving himself desperntely backward
as he sought to maintain bls balance
and take the backwaurd step that meant
sufety.

A wild shout rose from the steamer
as the huge plate dropped, llke the
binde of a mighty guillotine, stralght
down through the alr, If It had struck
the bont, it would have cut through
like an knife, Fortunately it cleared
the gangway by Inches, In a second
It hud disappeared. Screams, shouts,
arose from the bont which promptly
sheered off Into midstream,

Helen NMingworth's back had bheen
townrd Meade a8 he selzed her. BShe
had seen ns he had everything that
happened. Recovering himself at last,
he stepped back slowly, almost drag-
ging her, until they were a safe dis-
tunce from the edge. His face was
ghustly white In the moonlight. Sweat
covered his forchend, He was shaking
like a wind-blown leaf,

“The whole world went black when
I saw you go,” he sald slowly.

“Do you care that much?" asked the
glirl, trembling herself,

There was no necessity for maidenly
reticence now.

“Care?” sald the man,

“I'm all right now."

“You are more fortunnte than L I
stood to lose you, you stood to lose
only life. Don't you see? Can't you
understand

Suddenly he swept her to his breast
a8 this time she faced him, She was
very near him and she did not manke
the slightest resistance, She had wait-
ed for this hour and she was glad.
They had faced death too nearly for
amy hesitation now. She knew he
loved her, and knew that he had
saved her at the imminent risk of his
own life. There had been swift yet
eternal moments when it seemed that
both of them, trembling on the brink,
would follow the downward rush of
the gusset plate. Now as he strained
her to him, she lifted her face to him,
glad that she was tall enough for him
to kiss her with so slight a bend of
the head.

There, under the great trusses of
steel, nmid the huge, gaunt, massive
evidences of the power of the might,
of the mastery of man, two hearts
spoke to each other In the silence, and
told the story that was old before the
first smelter had ever turned the first
ore Into the first bit of lron, before
Tubal Caln ever smote the novll; the
story of love that begun with creatlon,
that will outlast all the fron in all the
hills of the earth—that Is us eternal
us it 1s divine!

After that wild embrace, that first
rapturous meetlng of lips, he released

“Care?”

He Lunged Out and Caught Her.

her slightly, though he still held her
closely umd she was qalte eontent,
“I'm quite calm now,” he began,
“(hat 15, 1 am as composed a8 any wan
could be who I8 holding you in his
urmnis,

Z

|

Rut if it hud wot been for me, | eolonel ns the others turned nway,
vou would never have been in danger, | leaving him nlone on the platform.

walting outside the car in the shadow
it cast.

[Hghts,

to hlm.

And of her own motlon she kissed
him In the moonlight.

“And If you were not doing this"
gald he, making the proper return, "I
might not have had the courage to tell
you."

“You haven't told me nnything=—Iin
words,” she answered, fain to henr !
from his lips what she well knew from
the beating of his heart.

“It's not too late then to tell you
that I love you, that I am yours. To
glve myself to you seems to be the
highest possibility in life, If you will
only tnke me."

“And do you love me more than the
bridge?"

“More than all the bridges In the
world, past, present and to come ; more
than anything or anybody. 1 tell you
I never knew what love was or what
Iife was until T saw you sllding to your
death. If I had not succeeded I should
have followed you."

“I felt that, too,”
dreamlily,

“We must go back, dearest,” he sald
ut last, “I am so fearful for you even
now that I am almost unwlilling to try
it. Every time I glance down through
these Interspnces between the string-
ers my blood runs cold.”

“You supported me before; T will
support you now,” laughed the woman,
woman,

“No,” sald the man, “"we will go to-

she answered

Colonel Hlingworth opened the gate,
Ifted the platform, and descended the
stoeps,

“Here T am,” he sald s he stopped

| by the twao,

His duughter took him by the arm
and they wulked down the platform go
1% to be out of any possible bearing
from the cur.

“Now," she sald to Mende, who fol-
lowed her.

I11s heart was heating nlmost as rap-
1dly as It had on the bridge, and for
exactly the sume reason—fear of los
ing her. He tried to spenk.

“Well, young mani®" sald [ling-
worth, fllcking the ashes from his clgar
und wishing to get It over, “you suld
you had something to say to me."”

“It's a very hard thing to say, sir”
e looked helplessly at the girl, but
she was speechless, It was his task,
If she were not worth asking for, she
wns not worth having, she might huve
gald, “Well, sir,” he begun desperate-
ly, *I love your daughter, Helen., 1
want to marry her"

“Umph,” sald the colonel, “I sup-
posed as much, How long have you
und Helen known ench other?”

“Over a year, sir, but I loved her
from the very moment 1 saw her. 1

never lmagined, and strange as It may
geem, sir, she—seems to love me”
“Of course 1 do,” sald Ilelen, reallz-

gether.”

They turned toward the shore, He
took her hand and sllpped his other
arm about her just as simply and nat-
urally as If they had been any humble
lover and his lass In the countryside,
By and by they got to the end of the
bridge. Far down the platform llwy!
could see the lights of the car.

“Listen,” she sald as they walked
slowly along. “You must not tell fa-
ther anything about this little accl-
dent."

“I obey, but why not?"

“It would only worry him, and It
was my fault.”

“No, mine."

“I will not hear you say It."

“But I mwust speak to your father
about—"

“And the sooner the better; he Is In
good humor with you and the bridge
now. I have heard him speak well of
you. I belleve he wlll be glad to give
me to you."

“And If not?"

“I should hate to grleve my father,
but—*

She turned and looked at him In the
moonllght, her glorious golden head,
her neck, her shoulders, her nrms bare
and beautiful In the celestlal lluml-
nation. He selzed her hand and lifted
it to his lips as a devotee, and she un-
derstood the reason for the little touch
of old-world formality and reserve,
when naught but his will prevented
him from taking her to his heart and
making her lips, her eyes, her face, his
own.

“Now may God deal with me as I
deal with you," he sald fervently, “If I
ever fall at least to try with all my
heart and soul and strength to measure
up to your sweetness and light."

“My prayer for myself, too,” she
whispered.

“You need It not.”

“You must walt here,” she sald,
deeply touched, ans they had now
renched the steps of the car, “until I
have changed my dress; father would
notlce — anybody would — that tear.
When I have finished I will come back
to you and then we will seek him und
tell him.”

Accordingly Mende stood obedlently

There was no one about, The
servants had gone to bed, The porter
of the cear was nodding In his quarters,
walting for the time to turn out the
The engineer had the long
platform all to himself, After a thme
he chose to walk quietly up nnd down,
thinking, The future looked very falr

“Bert,” a sweet volee eame to him
out of the darkness, He turned to dis-
cover her standing in the door of the
enr dressed as she should have been
for such an excursion had she at first
followed her father's wise suggestion,
His heart thrilled to the use of the fa-
millar name. “Bert, I'm coming down
to you,"

ing that It was now high time for her
to come to the rescue of her lover,
“and so would any other woman."

“You know, of course, that while I
am not rich, I am not poor, and 1 can
gsupport my wife in every comfort, sir,”
urged the man, greatly relleved by the
womnn's prompt avowal.

“She'll need a few luxuries besldes,
I'm thinking."

“Yeos, of course, sir, I'll see that she
gets them, This bridge 18 going to
manke us all famous, and I shall have
my father's influence and—"

“When the bridge Is finlshed,” sald
the colonel decisively, “come to me and
you shall have my daughter.”

“Oh, father, the bridge won't be fin-
tshoed for—" begnn the girl,

“I understand, sir," answered the en-
gineer, too happy at her father's con-
sent to make any dlfficultles over any
reasonable conditions he might fmpose,
“Yes, Helen, It's all right; your father
{8 right. This job's got to be done be-
fore I—"

“Oh, don't sny before you tackle an-
other,” protested the girl, half disap-
polnted, and yet seelng the reasonable-
ness of both men, while the colonel
laughed grinly.

“That's about the size of it,” sald the
old man, “no matter how you put It
One thing at a time, Meade, I don’t
know anybody on earth I would rather
have for my son-in-law than a clean,
honest, able Amerlean with a record
llke yours, A man who can look me
in the eye and grasp me by the hand,
like this."

He put out his hand as he spoke.
Mende's own palm met it and the two
men shook hands unemotlonally but
firmly, after the manner of the self-
restrained, pructical American, who s
ulways fearful of a scene and does not
wear his heart upon his sleeve. The
colonel threw away his clgar, slipped
his arm around hisg daughter's walst,
kissed her softly on the forehead.

“I hate to lose you, Helen., 1 hate to
give yon up to anyone, We have been
very happy together slnce your mother
died, leaving you a little girl to me;
but it hnd to come, T suppose, aod per-
haps T shall be glad in the end, Good
nlght, Meade, You will be coming in
presently, Helen?”

He turned and walked away as they
answered him, They watched him go
glowly  with  bended  head, They
watehod him ellmb, rather heavily, up
the steps to the car—that he was an
old man seemed rather suddenly borne
in upon them, He stood for a moment
in the light, smiling, remembering, and
then turned and marched within the
ear. He switched the light out as he
passed down the corrldor,

“Wasn't he splendid?” sald Helen,
when she had time to breathe and free-
dom to spenk.

wOne of the finest old men on enrth,
e and father would make an great
team,"”

“I was Interested In the bridge, bes

IIand In hand they walked to the
roar of the cur, where the observation
platform was still brightly lighted. Ab-
bott had gone and the other three men
were on thele feet, They were about |
to sepurate for the night, although it |
wis sl rather early. |I

“Father,” sald his dnughter out of
the durkness,

“Oh, you're there,” answered the
eolonel, *I wondered when you were
coming back, 1 was Just thinking of
golng to fetch you. Is Mr, Meade—2"

“I'm here, sie)"

“Good night, gentlemen,” suld the

fore,” suld the womnan, *but think how
1 shall wateh it now. You must write
me every day and tell me every inch

| that you have gnined.”

oTrast e, Ul measure it In milli-
meters,"

“And now, sweet love, gond nlght,
she whispered.  And she lnughed as
she looked buack at him through the
llU’Urc

CHAPTER IV,
The Deflection in the Member.
Three days after the depurtire of
the Hingworth party the young en-

It was my fuult. * 1 should have made | Ile came to the edge and leaned over

sure, 1 shall never forghve myself.”
ittt If T had not been in danger 1
miehit not now be here ln your arus.
And if I were not here,” she went on
swiftly, too happy In her

lave to be

the birass ralling,
“Are you two golug to make a night
of 117" he asked Jocosely.
seolonel Nlingworth,” began Meade,
spather,” sald his davghter at the

mindful of anyihing else, 1 certululy | snme time, “we have suluvtilog to say

would not be doing—this,”

o _}\*H."

gineer fell 411 with folllenlar tonsilitis,
which 18 ahout the meanest smnll thing
that can loy o strong mnn low., He
fretted over his enforced ahsence from
the work and in the end had to pay tor
that very fretting, for he got up too
soon and went aut too qulckly, and was
promptly furced to bed agaln a8 n cone-
| sequence of Lis lmpatience,

did not dare hope, I didn't dremmn, I}

o

oites A weel's contl  nent 1N
fiw cnbbn, he felt strong enough to ven-
ture out sgln und to uttack his prob-
leme. They wera personal problems
now, much more iotlmate than before,
for he wns bullding not only the bridge
but weaving In 1ts web of steel his own
future huppiness,

Of course he had been able to get
out on the rough porch of hls galvan-
tzedd trone shuck where he had the
bridee in full view, and the day before
he hnd even walked unsteadily down to
the river bunk, where he had been
equally surprised nnd delighted at the
progress that hnd been made,  Abbott
whs 0 driver after his own heart, Real-
Iy things seemd to have gone on just
a8 well without him as if he had been
on the job, He hnd not been lonely In
| hig lliness, for all of the cehlef men con-
nected with the construction had done
thelr best to begulle the tedium of his
| hours by visiting him whenever they
could spare the time,

Abbott had been especially kind In
his somewhnt rough-nnd-ready way.
The blg construction superintendent
wae fond of Meade, although he un-
dervalued him, He regarded him more
a8 a theoretical than a practical man
and the inevitnble antagonism between
the theorist and the proctical man,
when they are not combined In one per-
sonality, was latent In Abbott's heart.
Nightly, he brought to Meade detalls
of the progress of the work. That eve-
ning, just before leaving, he remark
in the mogt ensual manner in the worl
| 48 If It were a matter of lttle or no Im-
lpurtunrv, that C-10-R was a trifle out
of line.

Now C-10-R wns the biggest member
of the great right-hand truss on the
north side of the river. It consisted
of four parallel composite webs, each
’

“When the Bridge Is Finished."

formed of several plates of steel riv-
eted together. These webs were con-
nected ncross thelr upper and lower
edges by dlagonal latticing made of
steel angle bars, C-10-1t and its parallel
companion member, C-10-L, in the left-
hand truss, currled the entire welight
of the cantllever span to the shoe rest-
ing on the pler. These members were
sixty feet long and five feet wide. The
avebs were over four feet deep and In
slze and responsibllity the great struts
were the most lmportant of the whole
structure.

To say that C-10-R was out of line
mennt that it had buckled, or bent, or
was springing, and had departed from
that rigld rectangularity and parallel-
Ism which was abs=olutely necessary to
maintain the stability and immobllity
of the truss and the strength of the
bridge, To the theorlst nothing on
earth could be more terribly por-
tentous than such a statement,
If It were true., To the prac-
tleal mnn, who, to do him justice, had
never dealt with such vast structures—
and he was not siogular in that be-
couse the bridge wuas unigue on.
count of its slze—the deflection noted
weant little or nothing.

“Good  God!"  exclalmed Meade,
| aflame on the Instant with anxious ap-
'prehienslon. The night was warm and
| he waos dressed In his pajaomns and had

been lylng on the bed. As If he had
| been shocked Into action he sat up, for-
| getful of his weakness, “Deflection!”
he falrly shouted at Abbott, who re-
lgurdu-d him with half-nmused astonish-
| ment, “a eamber In C-10-R? Why
[ didn't you tell me?”

By this thue Meade had got his feet
Into his slippers and was standing
erect,

“It I1sn't enough to make any differ-
ence,” answered Abbott quickly, per-
hups n little disdainfolly.

“It muakes all the difference on
enrth,"” erled Mende, “It means the
ruln of the bridge.”

Ile reached for his jacket, hanging
{at the foot of the bed, and dragged It
on him.

“Don't worry nbont 1t, yonngster.”
[ sald Abbott rather contemptuously, al-
though he meant to be soothing. “I'm
golng to Jack It into line and—here,”
'he eried ns Mende holted out of the
door, “yon'd better not excite yoursgt
that way., Come back to bed, mk

and-—-"

— |

How young Meade faces a
great crisis and what he does In
trying to avert serious trouble
is told in a thrilling chapter In
the next installment.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Must Be Able to Overlook
Two persons will not be frlends
long If they cunnot forglve each other
tthe fulllugs.—La Bruyere,




