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BERTRAM MEADE CUTS OFF
GOES FORTH INTO STRA
A NEW

HIS OLD LIFE ENTIRELY AND
NGE COUNTRY TO MAKE
CAREER

Bertrnm Meade, Sr., plans n grea
His »
engineer at the bridge site, nnd He
IMingworth, president of the Martl
goon w8 the work Is finlghed, The y

let Construction campiiny.

The biridge collnpses and 1

oublle,  The orders pre not

| father's fudgment on certiin enlewiations and waos Inughed at for his
W Fenr

senior, drops dend after glving orders that his fallure should be made
cnrried ot
blame and releases Hclen from her engagement.

t International bridge for the Mart-
on, Berteam Meade, Jr, resident
len Mingworth, daoghter of Colonel
el concern, are l'll',::li.fx-ll 1o HInrry ns

oung engineer hud questioped his

MY workmen are killed, Meade,

Young Mende tnkes the

L

CHAPTER 1X-—Continued, |
R S

“Shurtliff,” sald the young engineer,
after the mound had been honped up
and covered with sods and strewn with
flowers and the workmwen had gone, ¥
have left eversthing I possess ln your |
chnrge. You have a power of :mnr-|
ney to recelve and pay out all moneys ;
to deposit, Invest, and carry on my fa- |
ther's estate, The olloe I to ho eloxed
and the house 18 to be sold, My will,
in which I Jeave evervihing to Miss I1-
Nngworth, 1= In yvour hands, You are
empowered to dreaw from the revenue

®| Want to Stay Mere a Little While
by Myself.”

of the estate youwr present sulary so
bong as you live. # aoything happens
to me you will have the will probated
pod be governed accordingly.”

“Mr. Mcade,” sald the old man, and
he somehow found himself transferring
the affection which he had thought had

buried beneath the sod on that

fong mound before him, to the younger

n. He had loved and served n

eade all his life nnd he began to soo

t he could not stop now, nor could

lavigh what he had to glve merely

pn a remembrance, “Mr, Mende,” he

, “where nre you golog and what
you intend to do?”

I don't know where I ghall go, or
what 1 sball undertake eventually,”
suld the man, *“I'm golng to leave
pverything behind now and try to get a
Mttle rest at first,”

“And you will keep me advised of
your wherenbouis?”

“Perhaps—I don't know, One last
injunction : yon are not to tell anyone
the treth.”

“God forbld,"” sald Shurtliff, *“we
bave lled to preserve the honor and
Bame of i we loved who les here"

“Don't render our perjuries of non-
affoct."”

1 will not, sir. I haven't found that
paper, 1 guess it was destroyed,”

“I presume go. And now, good-by."

} “Aren't you coming with me?"

1 want to stoy here a lttle while by
myself,”

Sbhurthff turned and walked away.
When he reached the road, down which
he must go, he stopped and fuced about
agnin, Meade wor standing where ho
bad been. The old man took off his

SOy, my God,” snld Mende, “this 1s
more than I con bentr”

*1 don't want to foree you to do any-
thing yvou don't want to do and you
are not In any mood 1o discusy those
things,"” she sald In quick compassion.
“Some doy you will come baek to me."

e streteched out his hands townrd
her over the grave.

“I don't know,” he cried, *I
not hope*

“With love llke ours,” she answered,
“all things are possible.

U1 enn't bind you. You must be froe”
he snid slowly, turcing his head,

“You are breaking my heart, but I
ghall Uve and fght on for love und
you.'"

“God bless you.”

“You nre golng awny?" she asked at
Inst,

“I must break with everything., 1
must give you your chance of free-
dom.”

“Very well,” sald the woman, “Now
hear me, Yon cnn't go so fur on this
enrth or hide yourself away so cun-
niogly but that I ean find you and
maybe follow you. And 1 will. Now, |
I must go. I left my ear down the |
rond yonder, WIill you go with me?"

The man shook his head and knelt
down before her suddenly and canught
her skirt In his grasp. His arms swept
around her knees, She ylelded one
hand to the pressure of his lps and
Inld the other upon hig head,

“Go now," he whispered, “for God's
snke, If I look at you I must follow,”

dare

CHAPTER X.

The New Rodman,

There are no more beautiful valleys
anywhere than those cut by the waters
of primeval floods through the foothills
of the great snow-covered Rocky moun-
talns, The eroslons and washings of
untold conturles have flung out in front
of the granite ramparts of guccession
of lower elevations llke the bastions of
n fortress, At first scarcely to be dis-
tinguighed from the mnin range in
helght and ruggedness these ravellns
und escarpments gradunlly decrease in
nititude and size untll they turn into
n serles of more or less disconnected,
softly rounded hills, like outflung
carthworks, finally merging themselves
by gradunl slopes into the distant
plains overlooked by the great peaks
of the mountulns.,

The monotony of these plne-clad,
wind-swept slopes I8 broken even In
the low hills by out-thrustings of stone,
sometimes the hard Igneous rock, the
granite of the mountalns, more fre-
quently the softer red sandstone of a
period later, yet Ineffably old. These
cliffs, buttes, hills and mesas have
been woathered lnto strunge and fan-
tastie shopes which diversify the Innd-
scape and ndd charm to the country,

The narrow canong In which the
snow-hed streams take thelir rise grad-
unlly widen as the water follows Its
fortuous course down the mountnins
through the subsiding ranges and out
among the foothills to the sandy, arid,
windy pluins bevond, At the entrance
of one of the lovellest of these broad
and verdunt valleys, a short distance
nbhove it confluence with a narrower,
more rugged ravine through the hills,
lay the thriving Nitle town of Coro-
nado,

Some twenty miles back from the
town at a place where the valley was
narrowed to a quarter of a mile, and

bat In reverent farewell,

Meade was not left mnlone, Boyond
tho hillside where his father hud hm'll‘
puried rose 4 clump of trees, Bushes
Erew at thelr feet. A womunn—should
man be burled without woman's tears?
ve=lind stood concealed there walting.
Helen Dingworth had wept over the
Areariness, the mournfulness of it all
Bhe had hoped that Meade might stay
after the other went nod now that he
was alone she came to him, She lald
her hand upon his arm, He turned and
looked at her.

“ kaew thot you would be here,” he
wald.

“Did you see me?"

“I felt your presence.”

“Ligten,” sald the woman, “You are
wrecking your life for ysur father's
fame. A man hns & right perhaps to

with his own life what he will, but,
whea be loves n womnn and when he
has told her so and she has given him
her heart, did It ever occur to you

separating it from the paralleling ra-
vine, rose a huge sandstone rock called
Spanigh Megan, Its top, some hundreds
of feet higher than the tree-clad buse
of the hills, was malnly level, From
ita high elevation the country could be
soen for many milles, mountalns on one
hand, pluins on the other. It stood
ke an Island In & sea of verdure, Lit-
tle spurs aod ridges ran from it. To-
ward the range It descended and con-
tracted Into a narrow saddle, vulgarly |
known as a “hog-back,” where the
granite of the mountains was hidden
under a deop coverlng of grass-grown
earth, which formed the only division
between the valley and the gorge or
ravine, before the land, widening, rose
into the next hill

The people came from miles away
to see that loteresiing and curlons
mess, much more striking in Its ap-
pearance than Baldwin's knob, the lust
foothill below It. Transcontinental
| travelers even broke journey to visit
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plorers, prospectors and adventurers,
who sought what they eraved In the
wild hilla, There were one or two gooid
hotels for tourigts, unusunlly extensive

genernl stores of the better elpnss,
where hunting and prospecting parties
could be outfitted, nnd the high-living,
extravagant oattle ranchers conld get
whiat they demanded. Besldes all
thene there were the modest homes of
the lovers of the rough but exhilarating
and houlth-giving life of the Rocky
mountaing.  Of course there woere nu-
merous saloons and gambling holls,
unid the town was the haunt of cow-
boys, hunters, minere, Indinns—the old
frontior with a few touches of civiliza-
tion ndded !

What was left of the river, which
hind mude the volley—and during the
Infrequent periods of rain too brief to

Hved up to the nams of river—flowed
merrily through the town, when It
flowed at all, under the name of Pleket
Wire, When the rallroad came the
Picket Wire had been first studied in
the hope of finding a practicable way
over the monntalos, but the ravine on
the other slde of the mesa had been
found to offer a shorter and more proce-
tieuble route. And, by the way, this
ravine, tnking Its name from the lttle
brook fur down in [t8 norrows, was
known ns the “Kicking Horse,"

Bo the rallrond ran up the ravine
and the Pleket Wire was left still vir-
gln to the assanits of man, But the
dny enme when (t wns despolled of its
hitherto long standing, unravished In-
nocence, Shouts of men, erncking of
whips, trampling of horses, groanlng
of wheels, wordless but voenl protests
of bensts of burden mingled with the
ringing of axes, the detonations of dy-
nnimite. The whistle of engines and
the ronr of steam filled the valley. Un-
der the directlon of englneers, a huge
mound of earth arose neross Its nore
rowest poart, nearest n shoulder, or
spur, of the mesa renching westward
No more ghould the silver Pleket Wire
flow unvexed on its way to the sea. It
wis to be dammed,

All that the huge, hot Inferno of
baked plain, where sage brush and
buffulo grass alone grow, needed to
make it burgeon with wheat and corn
was water, The lttle Plcket Wire,
which had meandered and sparkled
and chattered on at Its own sweet will
waus now to bhe held untll it filled o
great lakellke reservolr Iin the hills
back of the new earth dam. Then
through skllifully located firrigation
ditches the water was to be given to
the milllons of hungry little wheatlets
and cornlets, which would clamor for a
drink. The flerce sun was no longer to
work its unthwirted will in burning
up the pralrie,

With the promise of water on the
plain beyond, Coronado sprang Iinto
newer and more vigorous life. In the
language of the West It “boomed.” The
rallrond had been a forlorn branch
running up Into the mountains and
ending nowhere, Its first bullders had
been daunted by difficulties and lock
of money, but as soon a8 the great dam
was projected, which would open sev-
eral hundred thousand acres for cultl-
vation and serve as an Insplration In
Ita practical results to other similar
attempts, people came swarming Into
the country buylng up the land, the
price for acreage steadily mountlng,
The rallrond waccordingly found It
worth while to take up the long-nban-
doned construction work of mounting
the runge and crossing it. Men sud-
denly observed that It was the short-

A Young Man Roughly Dressed.

est distance between two eardinal
polats, nnd one of the great tranhscons
tinental rallways bought it and began
improving It to repluce Its original
ruther unsatisfactory line,

The long wooden trestle which

crossed the brond, sandy depression In
| front of the town, the bed of the an-
clent river, through which the Plcket
Wire and further down Its nffluent, the

that when he wrecks his life he wrecks |ft. The town prospered unccordingly, Kicking Horse, flowed humbly and

Bers, aud bos he & right to wreck her especinlly ns It was admirably situated modestly, was belng replaced by a

Mfe for enyone clse?

| a8 a place of departure for hunters, ex-

| great viaduct of stesl. Far up the

gorge past the other side of the Span-
1« Mesn another higher trestle had al-
rendy been replaced by a splendid
steel arch. A siding had been bullt
| nene the ravine, a pnth made to the
| foot of the mesa, and arcangements
were belng made to run a locul train
up from the town when all was eom-
i]r}--n-:l to glve the people an oppor-
tunity to ride up the gorge and see the
'great plle of rock, on which enterprise
was already planning the desecration
of n summer hotel, the blasphemy of
an nmusement park!

Up the valley of the Pleket Wire one
morning In early fall came a young
man roughly dressed like the average
cowspuncher from the runches farther
north. He rode well, yot with a cer-
Ftnin sttention to detadl and o niconess
thot beterayed him to the real rough

| be known ns e riiny senson, It really | rlder of the range, just as the clothes

he wore, although they wete the op-
dinary eattiecman’s outfit, were worn
In a Hitle diferont way thet agnln he-
tenyed him, One look Into the face of
the man, albeit his mustaclie and beard
hid the revenling outlines of mouth
und ehin, sulliced to show that here
was no ordinary cow-puncher. He rode
baldly enough among the rocks of the
trall nnd alopg the rongh rond, which
had been made by the wheels of the
whigons and hoofs of the horses, There

wns about him some of the quiet eon- |

fidetnce begot of achlevemont, sotue of

the power which knowledge brings and

which success emphasizes, vet there
wore uncertalnty and hesitatlon, too,
s If nll had not been plain salling on
his course,

To be the resldent engineer charge:d
with the construction of a great earth
{dnm llke that across the Pleket Wire,
requires knowledge of a great many
things beside the techniealities of the
profession, chief among them belng a
knowledge of men. As the neweomer
throw his leg over the saddle-horn,
stepped lightly to the ground, drop-
ping the relns of his pony to the soll at
the same time, Vandeventer, the en-
glneer In question, looked at him with
upproval, Bome subtle recognition of
the man's quality came into his mind.
Here wns one who seemed distinetly
worth while, one who stood out above
the ordinary applicant for jobs who
came in contact with Vandeventer, as
the blg mesa rose above the foothill
However, the chief kept these things
to himself as he stood looking and
winliting for the other man to begin:

“Are you the resldent engiocer?”
asked the newcomer quietly, yet there
was a certaln nervous note In his volee,
which the alert and observant engineer
found himself wondering at, such a
striain as might come when a man s
about to enter upon a course of action,
to tnke a strange or perilous step, such
a little shiver in hls speech a8 n naked
mnn might feel In his body before he
plunged into the Icy waters of the
wintry seq.

“1 am.”

“I'd llke a job™

“We have no use for cow-punchers
on this dam."

“I'm not exactly a cow-puncher, sir,”

“What are you?”

“Look here” sald the man, smiling
a little, “I've been out In this country
long enough to learn that all that it is
necessary to know about a man is *Will
he make good? Let us say that I am
nothing and let it go at that.”

“Out of mnothing, nothing comes"
laughed the engineer, genulnely
amused,

Some men would have been angry,
but Vandeventer rather enjoyed this,

“1 didn't say I was good for noth-

Ing,” nuswered the other man, smiling
in turn, though he was evidently seri-
ows enough lo his applicution.

in line of promation hns been given the

level, One of the men went East last
night. You can have the job, which
'n-_-'.

“I don't eare anything about the de-
talls,” sald the man quickly and gladly.
“It's the work I want,”

“Well, you'll get what the rest do,”
snld Vandeventer, “Now, ng you just-
Iy remarked, I have found that it is
not polite out here to inquire too close-
Iy Into n man's antecedents and 1 have
learned to regpect local enstoms, but
wo must have some name by which to
Identify you, make out your pay check,
and—"

“Do you pay in checks?"

“No, but you have to sign o check.”™

“Well, call me Smith,”

Yandeventer (hrew hig hend
and lnughed, The other man turned n
little red,  The chlef engineer abserved
the glint In hig new {vlend's oye,

“I'm not exnctly lnughing at you,”™ he
explalned, "bat at the singular lneck of
inventiveness of the Amerienn. We
have at least thirty Smiths out of two
hundred men on our pay roll, and It s
n bit confusing, Would you mind se-
lecting some other name?”

“If it's all the some to you,” an-
nounced the newecomer smusedly—the
chlef's laughter wns Infeetlions—"I'm
agreeable to Jones, or Brown, or—"

“We have numbers of all of those,
too,"

“Really,” sgald the man hesitatingly,
“T haven't given the subject any
thought."

“What about scme of your family
names?"”

“That glves me an idea,” sald the
neweomer, who declded to use his
mother's name, “you can cull me Rob-
erts."

“And I suppose John for the prefix?"

“John will do as well as any, I am
sure.”

“We have about fifty Johus,
Smith appears to have been
John,"

“How did you arrange 1t?" asked the
other with daring freedom, for a rod-
man does not enter conversation on
terms of equality with the chief en-
l gineer.

“I got o little pocket dictionary down
at the town with a list of names and 1
went through that lst with the Smiths,
dealing them out in order. Well, that
will do for your name,” he sald, mak-
Ing a memorandum In the little book
he pulled out of his flannel shirt pocket,
He turned to 2 man who had come up
to the level, “Smith," he suld—"by the
wny this I8 Mr. Claude Smith, Mr, Rob-
erts—here's your new rodman. You
know your job, Roberts. Get to work.”

And that is how Bertram Meade, a
few months after the failure of the
great bridge, once agaln entered the
ranks of engineers, beginning, as was
necessury and Inevitable, wvery low
down In the scale,

bnek

Hvery
born

CHAPTER XI.
The Valley of Declslon,

Much water had run under the
bridges of the world and incldentally
over the wreck of the International,
since that bitter farewell between
Bertram Meade and Helen Illingworth
over the grave of the old engineer. Life
hiad seemed to hold absolutely noth-
Ing for Mende as he knelt by that low
mound and watched the womnn walk
slowly nway with many a backward
glance, with many a pause, obviously
reluctant, He reallzed that the lfting
of a hand would have called her back,
How hard It was for him to remaln

ever unless and until—
could not see any way to complete that
“unless and until” at first, but perhaps
after a while he might.

P—

and the letter had not been discovered
anyway, He did not even regret the
bold falsehood he had uttered or the
practical subornntion of perjury of
which he had been gulity In drawing
otit and accepting nnd emphasizing
Shurtliff"s testimony,

There hnd been no Inguest over his
fathes's  death. The autopsy hnd
showed clearly heart fallure, He had
not been compelled to go on the witness
stnnd and under onth as to that, Al
though, If that had been demanded, he
must needs have gone through with it
Indeed 2o prompt and publie had been
his avowals of responsibility that he

hnd not been seriously questioned
thereon, He had left nothing uncer
taln, There wns nothing concenled.

He had Inherited n competence from
hig futher. It was Indesd much more
than he or anyone had expected, He
had realized enough ready money from
the sale of certuln securities for his
present needs. The remainder he
placed in Shurtliff’s enare and a few
days after the funcral, having settied
everything possible, he took a traln for
the West,

The whole world was before him,
and he wns meagurnbly familiar with
many portions of it. He could have

buried himself in out-of-the-wny cor

He Debated With Himself Whether 11
Would Not Be Better to End N
Than to Live.

ners of far countries, In strange contk
nents.  These possibllities did not at
tronct him, He wnnted to get awa)
from, out of touch with, the life he had
led. He wished to go to some place
where he could be practlieally alona
where he could have tlme to recover
his polse, to think things out, to plag
his future, to try to devise o means for
rehabilitation, if 1t were possible. Hq
could do that Just as well, perhaps beb
ler, in America than in any place else
And there was another renson thal
held him to his native land, He would
still trend the same soll, breathe the
same alr, with the woman., He did nol
desire to put seas between them,

He swore to himself that the free
dom he had offered her, that he had I
deed forced upon her unwilling and re

Jeeting it, shonld be no empty thing ¢

far us he was concerned, He would
leave her absolutely untrammeled. Fle
would not write to her or communk
cate with her in any way, He would
not even seek her to hear about hes
and of course as she would not know
whither he had gone or where he was

she could not communicate with him
The silence that had fallen between

them should not be broken even for
Ah, yes, b¢

He knew exactly where he would go

Dick Winters, another classmate and
devoted friend at Cambridge, had gons
out West shortly after graduantion, He

had a big cattle ranch miles from @

rallroad in a young southwestern state
Winters, llke the other member of the

“Well, what ean you do? Are you an | gltuntion.

engineer ¥

| “We'll pass over the last questlon,
too, If you please. I think I could
corry a rod If I had a chance and there

| Wis 0 vacancy,"
| “Umph,"

sald Vandevenoter, “you
think you could?

“Yes, sir. Glve me a trial”

“All right, take that rod over there
and go out on the edge of the dam
where that stake shows, and I'll take a
sight on It."

Now there nre two ways—a hundred
perhaps—of holding a rod; one right
way and all the others wrong. A new-
comer Invarlably grasps It tightly in
his fist and jams it down, concelving
that the only way to get it plumb uod
hold it steady. The experienced mnn
strives to balnnce It erect on 1ts own
buse and holds It with the tips of his
fingers on either slde in an upright po-
gitlon, swaying It very slightly back-
ward and forward. He does it uncon-
sclonsly, too,

Vandeventer hnd been standing by a
level already set up when the new-
comer arrived and the rod was lying
on the ground beside It. The latter
picked it up without a word, walked
rapldly to the stake, loosened the tar-
get, and balanced the rod upon the
stake. As soon as Vandeventer ob-
served that his new secker after work
held the rod In the right way, he did
not trouble to take the sight. He
threw his head backward and ralsed
his hand, beckoningly.

“It s0 happens,” he hegan, “that I

Father, fame, reputation, love, taken
away at one and the same moment! A
wenker man might have sent life to fol-
In the troubled days after the

low,

qulet; and, finally, before she disap-
peared and before she took her lust
look at him, to turn his back resolutely
as if to mark the termination of the

youthful trivmvirate, Rodney, was a
bachelor, He could be absolutely de
pended upon, He had often begged
Mende to vislt him. The enginee:
would do It now. He knew Winters
would respect his moods, that he would
let him severely alone, that he could
get on a horse and ride Into the hills
and do what he pleased, think out his
thoughts undisturbed.

fall of the bridge, his father's death,
the Inquests, his testimony nnd evi-
dence freely glven, and that parting,
something like despalr had filled the
young engineer's heart, Life held noth-

To Winters, therefore, he had gone

He had an idea that his future would
be outside of englneering.
had put all thought of his chosen pro-

Indeed he

Ing.
it would not be better to end it than
to live It
broken heart,

thing that made life at least value

He debpted with himself whether

He envied his father his
Singularly enough, the

fession out of his mind and heart, at
least so he fancled, Yet, spending an
idle forenoon In Chicngo walting for
the departure of the western traln, he
found himself drresistibly drawn to the
great steel-framed structures, the sky-

wus the thing that kept him from | gerapers rising gaunt and rigid above
throwing It away—the woman. the other bulldings of the eity.
Striving to analyze the complex

emotions thnt centered about his losses
he was forced to andmit, although it
seemed a sign of wenkness, that love
of womun was grsater than love ol
fame, that in the "alance one girl out-
welghed bLridge nd father, That the
romauce wus ended was what made
life Insupportable, Yet the faint, vague
possibllity that It might be resumed if
he could find some way to show his
worthiness wons what made him eling
to It

Of ecourse he <would have showed
without much &ifficulty and beyond
peradventure at the Inguest over Ab-
bott and the Investigation
cause of the fallure of the bridge—un-
fortunate but too obvious—that the
frightful and fatal error in the design
was not his and that he had protested

agninst the accepred plan, If only he
had found the letter addressed to his |

into the

A man of Meade's ability will
soon find a place for himself In
any environment, and so It la
with the young enginecr, Hlis
new start In life ls described
in the next installment.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Sweet, Young Thing.

In a local theater, one evenlng re-
cently, & powerful spotlight revenled o
house fly crawling over the powaeres
surface of a pretty girl's back. ™Oh,
lookie,” whispered a little girl, In tones
that conld be heard all about her,
“lookie at the fly 1" “Hush, dear,” tha
chlld's mother cautloned. There was m
moment's silence, then the little pind
ngain whispered hoarsely : *I spoe the
[ 1 thinks he 18 on a marshmullow,"—

can give you a Job. The rodman pext | futher. But that he would never 840 gychange.
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