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“=YDUNG MEADE MAKES A DISCOVERY WHICH TERRIFIES
' HIM AND HE TRIES TO SAVE MANY LIVES
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CHAPTER IV—Continued. way. ‘The corvesponding member in
— the other trass is perfectly steaight”
But Meade wns oul of the honse, 1t “Ahbott, tor Gml's sake, hear me”
was summer ntd the sun had set, put | pleaded Mende in desperation, “Draw

the long twillght of the high latitude
gtill Mngoered. Before hlm rose the gl-
gantic structure of the hridge, For all
its niriness 1t looked ns substuntial as
the Itock of Gibraltar, and It noked
even more substantinl I possible, ns
the man, selzing o lantern nil, for-
getting his ran down  be-
peath the overnrehilng ste wel to the pler-
head, climbed up to the nnd
erawled out on the lower chord a8 rap-
tdly ns he could.

Meade nesded bat one glance to see
the deflection from the right line in
the Important member.  For all his
years of inexperlence he was n better
tralned engineer than rough nnd-rendy
Abbott. What appearad to the latter
as a slight deflection, Mende saw In its
true relation, There was a varlation
fn the center of the member of an
fnch and a half at least, pnithough un-
noticenble to an untridned eye. It had
all come In the last week, They hod
extended the suspended span far out
beyond the edge of the cantilever and,

wenkness,

shioe,

with the heavy traveler at the end,
the downwnrd pressure on the great
tower chord members hod greatly In-
creansed.

It was n terribly heavy bridge at
best. It had to be to sustaln so long a
gpan, the longest In the world,  And
the load, contipuous and Incerensing,
had bronght about this, to the lnyman
trifiing, to the engineer mighty, bend, If

it bent that wny under that much of a |

toad, what would it do when the whole
great span was completed and it had
to carry It transttory londs of traflie
beslde?

When two different views meet it 18
natural that nge, experience, repuata-
tion nnd authority shall earey the duy,
Although  Bertrnm  Meonde, Jr, had
never been persuaaded fooall partion:
lars of the sounduess of his father's
deslgn, and coulid not be persunded,
that vast experience, that grent repue

eation, that undoubited ability with iis

long record of breilliunt achievenient
had at st sileneed bime e hd ae-
cepted through loyalty that which he
could not neeopt In argument,  Onee
aecepted, he neted accordingly, heart-
fly seconding aml carrying out  the
wishes of the older and, as the worlil

would say, the abler man,

The thing that smote the engineer
hardest wos that this weakness was
exnctly whnt he had foreseen and
pointed out, It was the possibility of
the inability of this great member to
enrry the stress that young Meade had
dedueed by using  the formula  of
Schmidt-Chemnlrz, It was this potnt,
and this point particularly, that he
had dwelt upon with hils futher and

II atler

which they had argued to n tinlsh, So |

gtrongly had he been hupressed with
the possible structural weakness ol
this member that he lwd put himself
on record in writing to his futher, The
old man had overborne himm and now

the Httle curve, one and w hall o one | gaess wi

and three-quurter Inches fn sixty feet,
established the accuraey of his une
heeded contention, Valnly  now  he
wished he had not et the old habit of
affection and the little touch of awe
with which he regarded his futher pers
wunde him ngninst his reason,

He stopped, feeling suddenly 1, ns

|

a very nervous hlgh-strung man wmay |

ool under the sudden and unexpected

physieal shock. e wus wenk still
from the tonsilitis, e leaned agnlnst
the dlagonal at the end of C-0RR, |

clinging to it tightly to keep from fall-
fng. Abbott, who had followed more
slowly, stopped by him, somewhat sur-
prised, somewhat amused, more fndig-
nant than both,

#Abbhott,” suld Meade flereely us the
erecting engineer jolned him on the
plerhead, “If you put auother pound of
load on that cantilever 1 will not be
answernble for the consequences,”

“What do you mean?"”

“That deflection 18 nearly two Inches
deep now nnd every ounce or pound of
added welght you put upon it will ke
it greater. Its lhnit will be reached
mighty soon. 1f It collapses—" he
threw up hls hands—"the whole thiog
will go."

“yes, If It collapses, that's true”
gald Abhott, “but It won't,”

“You're mad,” sald Meunde, taking
gnfortunately the wrong course with
the older man,

“Why, boy," snld Ahbott, “that bridge
will stand as long as creatlon. Look
ot It., That bueckle doesn't amount to
poyihing It Is only lu one Lruss wny-

buek the traveler god put no more men
on the bridge,  Stop work until we cuan
get word to—"

“Don't tnlk to me, boy., T know my
business. I tell you 1 enn Jack 1t hnek.
That wember's big enongh and strong
enough to hold up the world”

“What are  you going to  Juck
pealnst ™ Mende asked, nud for the
fiest thme a little of Abhott's contempt
uppeneed In the younger man's volee,

Abbiott retlected that there was noth-
Ing tirm enough o serve ns a support

| for Joeks and suld rather grodgingly,

for it secmed Hke noconcession to the
younger and Junior engineer:

“Well, 1 can hook on to the opposite
truss and pull It back with turn
buckles,"

“That will daminge the other truss

oo mueh, Abbott,” Meade retorted
promptly,  “It Isn't possible”
“Thien 1'11 think up some other

seheme” returned Abbott Indifferently,
us If humoring the other,  “We can't

walt, we've got to hurry It along.

He Stopped, Feeling Suddenly 111,

There's golng to be no penonlty agoninst
us on neconnt of me. T won't stop work
a minute,” he explaboed patronizingly.

“There will be o biggee penalty if
vou don't doowhat 1 osay, ad pald in
another way, In blood,  And it will be
your fault,”

Now both men werse
thelr pussion they
resolute

angry anid in
confronted
aned ferve

ench
HOre thian
©Ver,

“Louk here,” suld Abbott, his flery
temper  suddenly  breaking  from his
control, “swho are you anyway?  You're
only o Kid engineer,  Your futher up
proved of the plan of this bridee, 1

Cin el to bank on his

reputation ruther thun yours,™

“Waell, he doesn’t Know of this"

“Noboddy 15 on the breidge now, and
| noboaly Is golng to be on there until
tomarrow morning,  Wire him if you
Hke, L1 wire Wlingworth dooswn nt
Marvtlet and we'll get word what to
do"

“You won't put any men at work on
the bridge until—="

SO until tomorrow morning” sald
Abbott decisively, “if 1 don't hear from
sotmcebody at Martlet tomorrow morne-
ing the work goes on”

“put if my futher wires you-—"

“1 tuke orders from the Martlet coms
pany und no one else” was the short
unswer with which Abhott turned nway
in tinality, so that the other reallzed
the lnterview wius over,

Meade wasted no more plens on Ab-
bott, As 1 luek would have It some-
thing had happened to the telephone
and telegraph wires between the city
and the camp, Meade dressed himself,
got a handear, und was hurrled to the
nearest town on the rallroad's maln
e, Prom there he sent o telegram
and tried to get connection with New
York by telephones, but falled.  Moved
by a natural hupulse, in default of
other menns of communication, he
Jumped on the midalght train for New
York. He would go himself in person
and attend to the gruve nffaie,  Noths
Ing whatever could he so important,

There hd been friction bes
tween Abhott and Meade before on ocs
eanslons, not serious, but several times
| Mende had ventured to suggest somi-

sEoHe

thing which to Abbott seemed useless
and  unnecessary, und the faet that
subgequent events hud more often than
not proveld Mende's sugeestlons 1o be
worth while, hind not put Abhott in nl-
togethier the best moo] towurd his
voung collengue,  Abbott never forgot
thit Mende hod really no oflicial con-
peetion with the bullding of the bridge,
anid that he wos only there ns o speciul
representative of hig father, nnd nl-
though he conld not help Hking the
vounger mnn, Abbott would have heen
better pleased If he hod left
Illnllu*.

Mende had not gone about it in the
rlght way to move o mun of Abbott’s
temperament. e realized that us he
Iny nwonke on the sleeper speeding to
New York., Abbott was n omuan who
could not be driven. e was a tre-
mendons deiver himself and naturally
hier eould not tuke his own medicine. I
Monde had received the announcetent
more quictly and it he had by
subtle suggestion put the ldea of dun-
gor Into Abbott's mind all would have
been well, for when he was tot blind-
el by prejudice, or his authority or his
ubility questioned, Abbott wus a sene
sible man thoroughly to he |I|'|n-l|lln'll
upon. Bat the news had come to Meade
with such suddenness, Abhott Lind only
custunlly mentioned it at the close of a
lengthy  conversatlon  regurding  the
progress of the work ns If it were a
matter of no special moment, that the
suillden shock had thrown Meade off
his halance,

Therefore he could see nothing but
dunger and the necess=lty for actlon.
How he should handle his superior, or
riather the bridge’s superior, wns the
last thing 1o his mind, Aslde from his
nntural pride In his father and in the
bridge and his fear that llves would be
lost If it fuiled, unless he could get
the men withdrawn, there was the
vomplieation of his engangement to
Helen Nlingworth,

Monde conlil not close his eyes, he
could not sleep o moment on the tralo,
Hig wind was In o turmoll,  Prayers
that he would get to his father and the
bridge people in thne to stop work and
prevent loss of 1fe, schemes for taklng
up the deflection, strengthening the
member, and completing the bridge,
and fears that he would lose the wome-
an, stuyed with him through the night,

Ly

sine

CHAPTEH V.
The Death Message.

Moeade, Sr, wus un old man.  Al-
though unlike Moses his eye was dim
and hls natural force abated, the evi-
denees of power were stll apparent,
especinlly to the observant, There rose
the broad brow of the thlnker. 18
power of intense concentration wns ex-
pressed outwardly by a directness of
gaze from the old eyes which, though
faded, could flnsh on oceasion.  Other
facinl charneteristles of  that snow-
crowned, leonine head, which bespoke
that Imaglnative power without which
n prent englneer could not be in spite
of all W« selentific exuetitudes, had not
been cut ont of his countennncee by the
pruning knlfe of thnoe,

He was o grent englneer and looked
it, sitting ntone In his oflice with the
telogram  erushed  in his  trembling
hand, despite the foet that his groy
fuee wis the very pleture of unwonted
wenkness, of mpotencey, and ablding
horror, The messpge hudd struck him a
territie blow. e had reclod under |t
aned had sunk down in the chule in a
stinte of nervous collapse,

The telegram  falrly burned  the
clammy pulin of his hund,  He would
fain have deopped it yet he could not,
Slowly he opened it onee more,  Ordl-
nurily, powerful glusses sthmuluted his
viston, He necded nothing to read it
wEnin, Tt is doubitful whether his yes
suw It or not and there wus not neeod,
for the messnge was burned Into his
hruin,

LT vend agnin the mysterious words ;

tine
C-1e- 1t

There coulil be no
name that wi
e of

and three-gquarter-inch camber in

mistake,
to it was the
his son, the young engineer,
thie ehild of his futher's old age, The
oy, us the old mun thought of hilm,
Wt ventured to dispute his father's
figures, to question his father's design,
but the elder man hnd overborne him
with his yust experienee, his great au-
thority, his extensive learning, his high
roputation. Amd now the boy was right.
Strange to say some lttle theill of
pride cate to the old engineer at that
motent,

1o tried to And out from the tele-
gram when it hod been sent. That day
waus 1 holldgy—the birthday of one of
the worthies of the republic—Iin some
of the United States, New York nand
Pennsylvanin amoug them, and only by
chanee hnd he come down to the oflice
that morning. The wire was duted the
night before. Aund he recalled thut the
stute from which the bridge ran did
not observe that day ns a hollday.
They would be working on the Interna-
tlonnl as usual unless—

One and threequarter lnches of de-
flection ! No bridge that was ever made
could stand with a bend llke that in
the princlpal member of Its compres-
ston chord, much less 8o vast n strue-

& shpned

ture as that which was to spun the

greatest of rivers and to bring nation
into touch with natlon, e ought to
do something, but what was there to
do?  Presently, doubtless, his mind
would clear, But on the instant all he
could think of was the Impending ruin,

The Uplift building, In which he had
hig offices, was malnly deserted on ne-
count of the holiday, The banks were
cloged und the offices and most of the
shops nnd stores, It was very still in
the hall and, therefore, he henrd Jdis-

tinetly the door of the single elevator |

in serviee open with an unusuanl ernsh,
then the sound of rapid footsteps along
the corridor running
They stopped before the outer door of
the =uite which bore his name, o
<tuntly he suspected a messenger of
tispster,

us of someons

flee wns erossed, o hand was on the
inner door.  He sank baek almost as
one dond waiting the shock, the hlow,

“Father,"
“You got my telegram?®”

The other silently exhibited
crumpled paper in his hinnd,

“What have you done?”

“It's a hollduy, don't you know? 1
only got It a few moments ago, The
bridge?"

“Stll stands,"

“But for how long?"

“I enu't sny., The Muartlet's resident
engineer Is mad.
hmplored, T tried to get him to stop
work, to take the men off the bridge,
to withdraw the traveler, but he won't
do It. Sald you designed it, you knew.
I was only n cub,"”

“Iut the camber?"

“He sald, ‘I'!1 Jack it into lne again'
Like every other engineer who sees u
big thing before him It looks to him as
If it would last forever. 1 tried to get
you on the telephone here and at the
house Inst night and falled, T wired
you, Then I jumped on the midnight
express and—"

“What 18 to be done?" asked the old
muan,

Mende, Sr, was thankful that the
younger man had not sald, *I told you
g0, ns well he might, But really his
father's condition wus so pitiful that
the son had not the heart.

“Pelegruph the Martlet Bridge com-
pany at once,” he nnswered,

“What shall we say?" asked the old
man, uncertainly.

The young mun shot a quick look at
him, that question evidenced the vio-
lence of the shock. His father wus
old, broken, helpless, dependent, at
last. . .

the

“(live me the blunk,"” he answered, |

“I'll wire In your nome"

He repented the telegrum  thut he
hidd gent to his father and added these
words ux he signed the old man's
nnme to it:

it mo mora 1ond on the bridge.
druw men and traveler.

“1 ean't understund why we don't
Lhear,” sald the young engineer two
hours later, walking up and down the
room In his agitation, *Two telegrams
and now we can't get a telephone con-
nection, or nt least any answer after
our repented calls”

“It's 0 hollduy there us well as here,”
sl the older man, *“There s no one
in the office ot Martlet,"

“I'll try the telephone ngaln,
one way come o at any thoe"”

e sut down at the desk, and after
tive minutes of feverish and  exclted

With-

Some-

witlting he tinally did get the oflice of |

thiee Martlet Bridge company. By a
happy fortune it appeared that some
one happened to come into the oflice
Just at that moment.

“This 18 Mende,” began the young
mun, “the consulting engineer of llw
International bridge,  Well, at tens-

The |

All He Could Think of Was the Im.
pending Ruin,

thirty this morning 1 sent a telegram
to Colonel Tllingworth and an hour
later I sent another. What's that?
Both telegrams are on the desk? Give
me your name—Johnson—you're one
of the elerks there? Well, telephone
Colonel Miingworth at his home—
what' Tle 1sn't at home? 18 the vice

pristiont there—the superintendent—

The door wus opened, the of- |

exclalmed the neweomer, |

I begied, threatened, |

[l]f:}!\i»-l_s'? How far ure they s
Twenty miles ! There's no telephone?
Now, lsten, Juhnson, this is what you
must do, Get a ear, the strongest und
fastest vou ean rent and the boldest
chunffeur, and n couple of mea on
hor<ges too, aml =end upe to thint '[I‘:il‘l'
wherever they ure, and tell Colonel
iingworth that he must telephone me

!nml come to his ofllee ot ones,

nwiy

There
are telegrams there thit mean Hfe or
tenth and the sufety of the bridge.

You understund? Good,  He savs he'll
o 0 father,  We've done all we
can' he wdded,  1le hung up the res
colver, sprang to his feet, lookaed at

Nis wutel, "I's o bmportant theat '
go down there myself. 1 ean cateh the
two o'clock train, smd that will get me
there o two hours, You stay quletly
here In the office amd wait until T gat
in touch with those people, 1 mean, 1
wint to know where 1 can reach you
instantly."”

[ “I'lt stay right here, my boy,  Go,
I;m.l Gl bless yon"
AY usual when Inon great  huarery

there were unexpected deluys and the
clock on the tower nhove the big strae.
turul shop was striking five when

bansted] horsee,
unsparingly,
ilonr,

which had heen dreiven
deew up betore the oflive
Flinging the money at the driver,
Moende sprang down from his seat nnd
dashied up the steps.  He threw open
the door end confronted Johnson,

Sl you get him?" he erivd

“He isn't here yot. 1 sent nn auto-
mohile and two men on horseboack
und—"

The next minute the faint note of
an fauternobile horn =ounded e down
the valley,

“I hiope to God that Is he”

erivd the

voung enginecr, running to the wine |
dow, |

That's the cear 1 sent' said John- |
son, peering over his <houlder.  “And |
| there are people In it I's coming this |
| way."

“JTohngon,” suid Mende, “you have
acted well In this erisls and 1T will see
thut the Brllge company remembers |

"
| “Would you mind telling me what
the matter is, Mr, Meade?

“Matter! The Internatlonal—"

“Bert,” exclaimed n Joyous volee, as
Helen Mingworth, smiling in dellghtod
surprise, stepped through the open
door and stood expectant with out-
stretehed hands,

Young Johnson was as discreet us he
wns prompt and ready, He walked to
the window out of which he stared,
{ Lwith his back ostentatiously turned to-

ward them, After n quick glance ot
the other man, Mende swept the girl
| to his heart and held her there o mo-
ment, He did not kisg her before he
released her, The woman's passionnte
look at him was caress enough and his
own adoring glance fairly enveloped
[ her with emotion,  Johnson coughed
and turned as the two separnted. It
wns the woman who recovered her
polse quicker.

“Whut were you saying nbout our
bridge when I came Into the room?”
she begnn, nnd Meade fully understood
the slight but unmistnkable emphasis
in the pronoun—our bridge, indeed—*1
wiug Iving down this afternoon, bhut
when I awakened my mald told me
abhout your urgent calls for futher,”
she ran on, realizing that some trouble
portended and seeking to help  her
lover by giving him time. "1 knew
something must be wrong, so I came
here, T didn't expect to see you, Oh,
what 18 117" she broke off, suddenly
reallzing from the mental steain in her
lover's face, which the sudden slght of
{her had enused him to coneenl for a
woment, that something terribly seri-
ong hod happened, and she turned o
little pale herself as she nsked the
question, not dreaming what the an-
| swer would be,

“Helen,” suld the young mnn, step-
ping toward her and tuking her hunds
ngaln, *we're in awful troubls”

“If it 1s any trouble I can share,
Bert,” suld the giel, flashing at him a
look which set his pulses honnding —at
lenst shie was to he depended on—
| “you know you ean count on me,"

“1 know 1 ean,” he exclalmed grate-
| fully.

“Now tell e
“The International bridge s about to
| full,”

The color enme to her face agnin,
Was that all?  came into her mind,
Thut was serious enough, of course,
but it wonld not matter In the long
Lrun. Helen realized the awfal gravity,
| the terrible serlousness, of the sltun-
[ tion of course, The bridge mennt much

1 to her even I in quite o different way.

It was there he had savedd her from the
[ wwful full, It was there that he had
[told her that be loved her, The bridge
Cmilght fall, but it was ns eternal os her
| affection in her mewmory.  Thelr en-

gagement, or their muarringe, had been
\nuul-- dependent upon the suceessful
[ completion of the bridge, What of
I that? The proviso meant nothing to

her when she looked at the white-faced
| sgonlzed mun to whom she had given
| herself,
| “It 1s terrible, of course,” she sald
quietly. *“But you can do nothing?"
“1f T could, do you think I'd let the
bridge, and you, go without—"
“I'm not golug with the bridge was
her quick and deeclsive Interruption,
They had both forgotten the pres-
ence of young Johnson, who was not
only decidedly uncomfortable, but des-
perantely anxious, e was about to
speak when, Into this already broken
scene, ceame another interruption.
There was a rush of wheels on the
drivewny outside, the roar of a motor,
Before Meade eould answer the state-
ment, Into the room burst Colonel II-
lingworth. He was covered with dust,
his face was white, his eyes filled with
anxiety, The character of the sum-
mons hoW disquieted him beyond meas-
ure, Back of him came Severence, the

M

| vlee president, wnd Cornes, e chivs

engineer,

“Monde, what of the bridge?' he
burst ont, with a quick nod to his
duuehter, Colonel Ningworth hind not

stopped to hunt for o wayside tele-
phone. The automobile deiven mndly,
rocklessly through the hillls and over
the rough ronds, had brought hilm dl-
rectly to the ofliee in the shortest pos.
sible time.

“Phere 18 0 deflection one inch and
threcqquaeters deep In one of the com-

pression  members, (1R was the
prompt and terrible answer,
Colonel Hlingworth had not been

president of the Martlet Dridge com-
pany for =o lotg without learning somes
thing of practieal construction.  He
wins ensily enough of an engineer to
renlize dnstantly what that statement
meant,

“When  ddid
“nnppdd out,

“Last night."

“I= the hridee gone?"

UNot oyt

SWhy didn't you let us know ™

“1 telegraphed futher and, not hears

you discover 7" he

m l ing from Lim, I eame down on the mid-
rlekety stutlon wagon, dranwn by nn ex- [

Into the Room Burst Colonel Illington.

night teain, Tt s a hollday in New York
as well as here. 1 Just happened to
meet futher in the office,  He sent a
telegram to you and not hearing from
vou, duplicated it an hour luter. I
tried half u dozen times to get you on
the telephone and finally, by o happy
chanee, got hold of young Johnson"

“Where are your father's tele-
grams?"
“Hoere
Colonel Nlingworth  tore the first

open with trembling fingers,

“Why didn't you tell Abbott?" asked
the chief ongineer.

“You' know Abbott. He sald the
bridge wouldl stand until the world
enved 1n, Said he eould jack the mems-
ber into line. He wonldn’t do a thing
except on direct orders from here”

“Your father wires, ‘put no more
wolght on the brbdee! What shall we
do?" interposed Colonel Tingworth,

“Telegraph Abbott at once"

“If the bridge goes it means ruin to
the company,” sald the agitated vice

president, who was the financial mem-
ber of the firm and who could easily be
pardoned for a notural exaggeration

under the terrible clreumstanecs,
“Yes, but if it goes with the men on,
it means—.Johnson, ure you o telegraph

operator?!

“Yes, sip”

“Take the key,” suld the colonel,
who, baving been o soldier, thought

first of the men,

Johnsgon gnt down at the table where
the direet wire ran from the bridge
company to the telegraph office. He
rechidd his hand out and Ilold his
fingers on the key, DBefore he could
give the fulutest pressure to the instru-
ment, it suddenly clicked of 1ts own
motion., Everyhody in the room stood
silent,

“It Is n message from Wilchings, the
ehlef of construction foreman  of,”
Johns=on panged o moment, Hstening to
the rapid ellek—*the International—"
he said In nn awestruck whisper,

It had come!

“Noad 1t, man! Nead It, for God's
sike ! erled the ehlef englneer.

“The bridge 18 In toe river," faltered
Johnson glowly, word by word, trans-
Inting the fearful message on the wire,
“Ahbott and one hundred and fifty men
with it,"

What happens after the crash
is told in the next instaliment.
What happens to the Meades
and Illingworths, and the vast
trouble stirred up, makes thrill-
ing chapters.

(TO BE CONTINULLD,)

Beware the Loaded Gun.

The wmpn who returns from hunting
and sets his londed gun in the corner
or hungs it on the wall Is, in reality,
setting a death-trap, Yet It 18 surpris-
ing how often this 18 done. The gun
we “dido’t Know was londed,” 18 an
old, old story, says Farmer's Gulde.

You cunnot be too cautlous. The
loaded gun you may keep on the wall
to shoot crows with when they get In
the corn 18 lable to cause you more
loss thon a million crows can. It takes
only a second to put o cartridge In a
gun when the tlme I8 at hand, It
tnkes no longer to take it out,

Blossom Remains,
DBacon—"Crlmsonbeak suys his wife
keeps hig nose to the grindstone.” g
bert—"Waell, It doesu't seem 1o weur

the red off of "

A




