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CHAPTER XIX—Continued.
!

I don't see him. He's not there,”
bne said at last, handing the glass back
to Its owner. .

“If he were there, you'd see him all
right” sald Winters enthusinstically,
“because he'd be In the thick of the
fight.”

“I doubt If you ean recognize any-
one, even through the glass, at such a
distance,” sald Rodney, after he had
focused It and taken a look himself.
“Yet It he were there, he certalnly
would be In the thick of It He's that
kind, You look, Dick."

“I ean't see him,” sald Winters in
turn. “But what a fight they are mak-
ing to save that dam.”

“WIII It hold 7™ asked the woman.,

“Impossible,” said Rodney.

“I give it one hour,” sald Winters,
banding over the glass,

“Not more than that'" assented the
other, after another look. “See for
Yourself, Miss Dlingworth.”

From whers they stood, high up on
the roof of the world, they were spee-
tators of n great battle, witnesses of
a terrible contest, Ia which herculean
effort, despernte cournge, human will,
all exerted to the limit, fnally de-
generated into blind, mechanlienl habit
of continuods and frenzied endeavor,
The spirit of reckless continuance had
Eot Into them and moved them to the
fmpossible, As men In a battle charge
go on even with wounds enough to kill
them in ordinary clreumstances, ns sol-
diers at Winchester, though shot in the
heart, actually struggled after Sherl-
dan until they fell, or even as & com-
mon horse may so be Imbued with
blind Intensity of determination that
he gallops on untll he drops dead,
80 these men gave thelr all in unmatch-
able persistence,

“They'd better get off that dam,” sald
Rodney, “When it once falls 1t go
with a rush and then it'll be too late.”

“Look at them., They're not golng
to get off" sald Winters. “They're
golng down with it. Fools, God bless
‘em!" he shouted, throwing wup
arms In exultation over manhood and
cournge and determination,
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against the wall,
clutehing a tree or shrub, slipping Into
themselves from

complacent fortune, which
trylog to the utmost lmit,
man ecarried a miner's pick, a
spade and o surveyor's range pole, the
othey unother spade and two long
stakes which Jooked llke the separate
a tripod. The barehended man,
who had thrown his rubber coat down
in the reddish-yellow water, carried a
good-sized oliskin bag, He was the
most hurried of the three. He ran
wome distonce (n front of the others.
They noticed how carefully he sought
to protect the bag. When he slipped
or seemed about to fall, he always
thrust ft frantically away from the
ruck with outstretched arm, :

What the three meén would be at of
course no one knew, It was obvlous
that they were In a desporate hurry
mnd that the thing In the bag must be
carofully earrled. Naturally the wateh-
ers connected the men with the dam
bullders. They were dressed as the
moen cnnm in such labor would be
dressed, pick, the spades and the
pole and stakes bore out, that conclu-
slon,

. “What's in the bug?" ansked the

':'umnumnmm
be gold or diamonds” sald Winters,
Rodney
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lof'a #mall force to whom Is suddenly

bearded, From the angle nt which
they saw him it was Impossible to rece
ognize him, nor was he In his frantie
progrean assuming the usual attitude
and benring of a man under ordinary
conditions which sometimes betroy
him to those who know him well, Nor
could Helen lingworth with her
trembling hands focus the glass, which
she took from Rodney before the strug-
gling adventurers had passed ; and yet
there was something lo the figure be-
low that made her beart beat faster.

She pressed her hand to the wet gar-
ments over her heart and stored., Sud-
denly Rodney ralsed his volee and
shouted at the very top of It. Winters
Jolned In, and even Helen lllingworth
found herself screaming, The three
men below were not more than flve or
slx hundred feet away, but evidently
they could pot possibly hear In that
tumnlt of nature, No volees would
carry through any such raln and wind,
They were too (ntent on thelr paths
and on what they had to do to look
upward, They rounded the shoulder
of the mesa and disappeared in the
pines at ita feet,

The three on the top looked at each
other, ’

“The dam stlll holds,” sald Rodney,
quite unsuspecting wha®* was in the
womnn's heart,

Even ns he spoke, Helan Nilngworth
turned away, She ran heavily In her
sodden garments along the broken
mesa top past the house to the upper
edge. There below her were the three
mon just emerging from the fringe of
trees, Rounding the end of the mosa,
they had at last struck firmer ground.
Helen Illingworth could see them
through the pines on the old trall, The
Eving was bad enough, but it was nothe
Ing compared to what they had passed
over and presently they burst out of
the woods and ran along the greasy,
well-rounded hogback that divided the
villey from the ravine.

The woman had no ldea what was
toward, what was thelr purpose, She
could only stare and stare at the rap-
ldly moving far-off figure indomitably
in the lend, and the others following
after. There Winters jJolned her.

“Rodney sent me to look after you;
he feels that he must stay back and
wateh the dam for his paper.”

“Look,” sald Helen, polnting far
down. The men halted at the very
narrowest part of the hogback. They
were clustered together. The bag lny
on the ground behind them. One man
bent over It, evidently opening It.
Another man swung the shovel viclous-
ly, the third g-ibbed the pick. Win-
ters had been too far removed from en-
glneerlng even yet to figure out what
was toward. They could only watch
and wonder,

CHAPTER XX.
The Vietors

Mende knew that they were fighting
o losing battle, Every one of the
higher grade men knew it also, The
spillway was entirely Inadequate, but
it suddenly flashed into hig mind, with
that consclousnesa of the hopelessness
of the struggle, that perhaps there was
another way to discharge the flood.
The same idean might have come to
any other of the more Intelligent of the
men from Vandeventer down If they
had taken a moment for reflection. If
they had not been so frantically, so
frightfully engrossed In thelr present
puny but gallant efforts to save the
dam, they certalnly would have remem-
bered. That the posesibllity came to
Mende rather " 'n to any of the others
wus perhaps due to the fact that he

had noted the situation later and had
studled the conditlons more recently.
Those solltary rambles of his, those
careful inspections of the terraln of
the walley, had been made long after
the original surveys and the results of
his observations were still fresh in his
mind. |

The water was rising so rapldly |
since the cloudburst and he saw the
Inevitableness of the fallure so clearly |
that he did not dare to waste time to
look up Vandeventer, tell him his plan,
and get his permission. Every second
was of the utmost value, When the
thgught came, he acted lostantly, He
was o the position of the commander

presonted the bare possibllity of wrest-
ing victory from defeat by some splen-
didly during and unforeseen undertak-
ing. And be was the man to selze such
a possibllity and make the most of 1t

He had endeared himself to some of
the men and the respect in whicke he
was held by Vandeventer was shared
by the others. When he called two
of the most capable of the workmen,
a blg, burly Irlshman and a stout lttle
Itallan, to follow him, they did It
without a moment's hesitation.

“The rest of you keep on here,” he
shouted as he left the gang, “Murphy
and Funaro, come with me. Keep it
up; I think I know a way to help,” he
yolled back through the ralo as he
scrambled off the dam up the rocks to
the spillway. It was not his fault that
they d not hear and conld not un-
derstand,

The water was rushing through the
splllwny about koee deep, and the

three men plunging forward through

it had Jdifieulty in keeping thelr foot-
Ing on the broken, rocky bottom,

When they reached the other side,

Meade shouted above the storm:

"Murphy, bring your pick and shov-
el; take that fron range-pole, too,
Here, Funaro, you take yoyr shovel
und these

As he spoke he ran Into the affice
shnck and wrecked a trunsit tripod,
ruthlessly separating the legs from one
another by maln force nnd pltehing
two of them into the little Itallan's
outstretehed arms,

Without a question, both men com-
plied with his directions. In a huge
crevice, almost a small eave, In the
spur of the mesa which overhung the
enst end of the dam the explosives
were stored. The dynamite was kept
in ollskin bags, the dotonating caps in
waterproof boxes. There were six-
teen sticks or gartridges In ench bag,
Ench stick was an ineh and a half in
dinmeter and elght inches long. One
bagful should be ample. Indeed, if
that did not do the work, the attempt
would fall,

The men walted while Meade select-
ed a bag of dynamite, a box of detona-
tors, and n package of fuses. It was a
cardinal rule that dynamite cartridges
and detonating caps should never be
currled by the same person, because
the combination so greatly Increased
the risk of premature exploslon,
The fulminate of mercury In the
detonators wans very volatile, highly exs
ploglve and lmmensely destructive, con
sldering its slze. One such cap could
blow off a man's hand, or even his
hend, and in Its explosion might deto
nate the dynamite. Hence the sepa-
ratlon when belng carrled,

Meade declded to take that risk. He
knew how perllous was the undertak-
lng, how llable he was In his hurry to
fall agninst the rocks, slippery and
half submerged in that pouring raln
He knew what the consequences of
such a fall would be, He would centes
all risks In himself, He thrust the bax
of detonators In his pocket, the pacik-
nge of fuses inside his flannel shirt,
and carried the dynamite bag In his
hand. He would need his free hand to
protect himself, so all the tools were
carried by the other men.

The little Jtalian shook his head as
he noted these preparations, He hap-
pened to be one of the explosive force,
those whose duty It was to do the
bRsting. In his practical way he knew
A great deal about the properties and
possibilities of usefulness of the dyna-
mite. Meade's purpose was obvious,
even to Murphy, who was only a la-
borer, though where he proposed to
work nelther man had any ldea at all.

“Dynamita no work in zis weather,”
sald Funaro impressively,

“Probably not” answered Meade,
hurrylng his preparations, “but it's our
only chance.”

"“Glve me se caps,” urged the Ital-
lan gallantly.

“No, T'll take both."

“It ees danger.”

“Yes, but come on.”

Meade, wasting no more words,
sprang at what was left of the trall,
and the two men gallantly followed
him. The hogback at which he was
alming was perhaps a little more than
two mlles from the dam. On the ordl-
nary trall and prepured for the run,
he could have managed It in fifteen

His Soul Was Rising and Hia Heart
Was Beating—

minutes; as it was, they made It In
thirty, The extreme possibliity of the
life of the dam seemed to Meade not
much greater, He went In the lead,
and by his direction the others kept
some distance behind him,

“If I foll and explode this dynamite,
there's no need of all three of us be-
Ing blown up," he had sald, and it was
no reflection on thelr courage that they
complied with his direction,

Indeed a stern command was neces-
sary to keep the two men back. They
had caught something of the gullant
spirit of the engineer, and the big
Irlshman and the little Itallan were as
eugor as he. Helped by & few hasty

A\ | poluts,

words as they ran, they had both of
them learned what he would be at.
They both realized that they wers the
foriorn hope, that If they counld not
save the dam nobody and nothing
could. And there was a trace of the
age-long rivalry bhetween the Celt and
the Roman., The sclon of the leglonary
and the son of the barbarian who had
fought together In the dawn of history
vied with each other then. Agaln and
agnin Mende had to order them back.,
He was keenly sensible of his danger.
He knew that If he fell, If the dyoa-
mite struck the ground violently, it
might explode. He knew that the un-
stable fulminate of mercury In the
detonators might go off at any time—
perhaps that was the greater danger—
but he never checked hls pace or hest-
tated In a Teap or sought an easy way
for a second, His soul was rising and
his heart was beatlog ns they had
never risen or beaten in his life, And
the hearts of his men beat with his
own,

He knew, of course, If the dam went
out the raflroad, the bridge, the town,
the citlzens, the women and ehildren,
and everything and everybody would
go. If he conld save them, his act
might be set off against the loss of the
Internationnl. But whether that were
frue or not, whatever the conse-
quences to him, he was bound to snve
them. The weight of every mnn, the
welght of every woman, the weight of
every child In the valley, the welght
of all the business enterprises of the
town, the welght of the great viaduct
of steel, the weight of the huge dam
itself, was on his shoulders as he ran.
He carried the burden lightly, as Atias
might have upborne the world with
laughter., For, despite his determina-
tion and haste, he had In his heart the
great Joy that comes when men at-
tempt grandly and dare greatly for
their fellow-men. If he could only hy
and by see his hopes justified by suc-
cess, his happiness would be complete,

And there were thoughts personal as
well as general, If he died, whether
successful or not, men would tell abolit
his endeavor., S8he would hear. It
came to him afterward, when he
learned how she had looked down upon
him a8 he ran, that he had somehow
felt her presence, not a presence Im-
pelling him to look up, but a presence
driving him on. He lost his hat, he tore
off his long coat and threw it aside
as he plunged on with his preclous bag
in his hand. He did not dare to look
at his watch, he did not stop for any-
thing, but it seemed that he must have
spent hours In that mad seramble over
the water-covered rocks. He henved a
deep breath of rellef when he rounded
the mesa and struck the trall. Bad as
was the golng, it was nothing to what
they had passed over,

Presently he broke out into the open
slope and there before him was the
rounded curve of the hogback, to gain
which he had risked so much, Were
they In time? Yes, the water In the
lnke was not flowing, it was only ris-
ing. Evldently the dam still held. He
ran along It till he reaghed the nar-
rowest part of It, twenty feet wide
between water-covered valley and
sharply descending ravine. The short-
est deparation between Plcket Wire
and the Kicking Horse! The water in
the lake was within three feet of the
crest. The raln was coming down
steadily. He could reallze by the wa-
ter level where he stood that it must
be lapping the top of the dam now,
or a little above it. He had five min-
utes—ten at most., He was still In
time, The thoughts came to him as he
ran. And as he saw the place ngain
he made his Instant plan.

He lald the dynamite down just as
Murphy and Funpro reached him and
stood panting, thelr heavy breathing,
the sweat mingling with the raln in
thelr wet faces, evidencing thelr ex-

{ haustion. From Murphy, who had been

the faster, Meade took the two tripod
legs, stout ouk staves about an Inch

and a half thick, with shurp metal |
He jJammed them down lnto |
the ground about five feet from the |
edge of the Kicking Horse ravine and |

about fifteen fect apart,

“Holes, there” he shouted, “deep
enough for Ove cartridges”

Funaro nodded. He knew exactly
what to do. Murphy had often scen
the explosive gung at work, HMe was
qulek-witted and he had only to follow
the Itallan's mctions, The work was
simple. Selzing their spades, the two
mwen cut loto the sod, using the pick
to dislodge small bowlders and break
up the earth. The soll was light and
porous, and it had been well soaked
by the raln. After they had made an
excavation about two feet deep, they
Inld aside their shovels, and with the
iron range pole as a starter and the
bigger tripod stukes to follow, they
made two deep holes in the ground,
forcing the pole and then the stake
into the earth, which the continuing
rain tended to soften more and more,
They made these holes about four feot
deep below the excavation, driving in
und twisting and churning the stukes
by main strength.

They could by no means have jceom-
plished this save for the softening as-
sistance of the raln and the furious
energy they applied. They had been

| working since four In the morning at

the dam, they had made that diffienlt
run at headlong speed, yet they Inbored
like men possessed, They even wasted
breath to oenll challeagingly and pro-
| vokingly nnd to set forth thelr progress
ench to the other, In nlmoat less time
|t?um It tnkes to tell it, they had com-
| plated the holes and so Informed the
engineer trinumphantly.

Meade, as usunl, hnd reserved to
himself the more dangerous, If less ar-
duous task. Covering himself with
blg Murphy's digcarded slicker, which
fell over him like a shelter tent as he
knelt down, he opened the box of
detonutors, selected one, and attached
the fuse In position earefully. Then
he unfolded the paper about one of the
cartridges nnd placed the detonator,
wrapping the paper around It there.
after, He prepared two ocartridges
thia way with the greatest eanre,

The men rapldly but earefully cut
glits In the eovering of the cartridges,
and lowered four cartridges down ench
hole, forcing them gently into place
with the butt ends of the tripod stnkes
nnd compressing them so that they
filled the holes ecowmpletely, Then
Mende placed his two prepared sticks
with the detonators on top of the other
four. He cut the fuse to the proper
length in each case, and, keeping It

He Was as One Dead.

carefully covered with the raincoat, he
held It while the others filled in the
holes and the excavations and care-
fully tamped down the earth, All that
remalned was the lighting of the fuse,
And then? Wounld the dynamite go
off? With fuses it was uncertaln in its
action at best, and although these
fuses were supposed to be so prepared
as to be independent of weather con-
ditlons, more often than not rain
spolled a blast. If this blast falled it
was good-by dam-—good-by everything,

Mende drew out from the pocket of
his flannel shirt a box of matches. He
had to light the farther cartridge fuse,
then run fifteen feet and light the
nearer one, and then make his escape,
He had made the neirer fuse a little
shorter so as to secure a slmultaneous
explosion If possible,

Tony Funaro now Interposed gal-
lantly.

“Giva me da light,” he demanded, ex-
tending his hand.

“G'wan wid ye,” shouted the big
Irishman eagerly; “lemme do it, sor.,”

“Stand back, both of you,” erled
Mende, succeeding after some trouble
In striking a match,

He had cut off a shorter length of
fuse for a torch, the better to carry the
fire from one blast to another, As it
sputtered Into flnme, he touched the
first fuse, then the second, and turned
and ran for his life after Murphy and
Funaro, They had just got a safe dis-
tance away when with a muflled roar
the two blusts went off nearly together,
When they ran back they saw that
two-thirds of the hillock on that side
of the ravine bad gone. A wall of
earth through which water was already
trickling rose between the great gap
they had blown out and the lake, the
upper level of which was much higher
than the bottom of the great crater
they had opened,

“Hurrah,” yelled Meade, the others
Jolning in his trlumphant shout, “Now,

the foot of the bank, “Drive it in
slanting and it will do the job."

“Will the dam be after holdin’ yit,
sor?' asked Mike Murphy, selzing his
plek.

“I hope so, but, for God's sake,
hurry.™

With two men working, the last hole
wis completed before Meade was
ready. Funaro, Indeed, came to his
nsdlgtance in preparing the cartridge,
| Presently all was completed.
ing the pleas of both men, Meade
struck the match, nnd this time, sipos
there was but one blast to be firad, he
touched it directly to the Tuse end
walted a second to see that It had
caught and rap ax before,

At a snfe distaoce they drew back
and waited. Nothing happened. A few
seconds dragged on. They saw no sign
of life in the fuse, no light. In spite
of the care they had taken, It had got
wet. It would not work, The preclous
moments were flylng. They stared
ngonizingly at the fuse through the
rain,

"I'll have to take a look at It,” sald
Meade desperately,

Funaro and Murphy caught him by
the arms, They all knew the tremen-
dous risk in & nearer gpproach. The
fuse might be alight still,
ond the Aame might flash to the deto-
nator and then— Yet Meade had to
g0, That charge had to be exploded If

he detonsted 1t by hand, bhe thought
| desperntely, and he had not come so
i far and worked so hard to fall now,

nuother hole right there,” he pointed to |

Reject- |

At any see- |

“Don't go,” ertad Murphy.
“1t oos daoger,” shouted Funaro,

fut Meade shook them off and bade
them keap back, Whnt was his dap
ger compared to the issue Involved?
That lnst charge had to be exploded.

He stepped quickly toward It, and as
Le did 80 he threw his eyes up toward
the gray, rain-filled heaven In one last
appeal,

Did he hear the bllad roar, did be
gpe the upbursting masses of sodden
earth, was he conscious of the fact
that the whole side of the hillock had
been blown away, that the last explo-
slon had completed the shattering work
of the first—that they had succeeded?
Did he mark the whirling water, driv-
en backward at Arst by the violence of
the explosion, returning and rolling In
vast moss through the great opening.
d1d he see It plunging down the slope,
through the trees and bushes. and
pour thunderously Into the bed of the
ravine? Did he see the tremendous
rush of the water from the great lake
that man had created tear earth from
enrth, and ever widen and deepen the
opening 64 it erashed In a foaming, ter
rible, red entarnct through the outlet,
striking down great (rees, roaring,
bolling wildly to the bottom of the
gorge far below?

No, he saw nothing. Broken, beaten
down by a huge bowlder thut had been
thrown upward by the explosion and
had struck him on the breast, and
Iying battered under n rain of smaller
stones and earth, he was as one dead,

“By henvens!” cried Winters In great
exclitement on the crest of the hill,
“he's done It. He's suved the dam;
that's a man 1"

“Don't you know him?" screamed
Helen Illingworth in his ear.

“No."

“Mende I

Winters caught her by the arm.

“He's dend,"” she cried high and
shrill, “but he saved the dam and the
bridge and the town, He's made atone
ment.,"

“Yes, yes; don't falot,” cried Win
ters.

“Falnt !

“How 1"

“The nearest way,” screamed the
woman, letting herself down over the
cliff wall to the broken rocks, by which
only the hardy could reach the lower
level.

L] L ] L ] L] - L ] L ]

What of the dam below in the val
ley?

“Hold it, men, hold it; for God's
|sake, hold it," shouted Vandeventer,
(rising from his crouching position
against the palisade to resume It
instantly he had spoken. “Keep it
| up. If it goes down, let's go down with
|It. Hang on—hang on! We'll hold it
We aren't beat yet.”

Broken words, oaths, protestations,
curses, cheers, expletives In strange
langunges from the polyglot mob of
men burst forth, Even cowards had
been turned into heroes because they
had fought by the side of men, Here
and there a man not weaker phys
leally, perhaps, but less resolute, less
spiritually consecrated, less divinely
obsessed, dropped out of the rank that
pltted itself In furlous, futile, but sub-
lime fury agalnst the wavering wall
Some of them fell backward and lay
still. Some had fulnted and some of
them were half dead. A few here and
there sank down on the trampled, mud.
dy embankment and buried thelr heads
in thelr hands, gobbing hystericalily,
But most still blind, mad, sublime,
held on. And the palisade did not fall
It did not bend back any further,

The throb that told of the tremen-
dous pressure of the waves, the quiver
that experience could feel the prelude
to fallure, began to die away, to stop,
What did It mean? The thunder grew
still, the rain diminished, it censed, the
clouds broke. Some great hand, as of
God, swiftly tore the black vault of
the heavens apart. Faint light began
to glow over the sodden Iand, Through
the rift they saw dimly one great peak
of mighty range. What had happened?

“Here," sald Vandeventer,

How white he looked, how haggard,
streaks of gray In his black hair that
had not been there before, but his eyes
were blazing. He was still the fndom-
itable chlef of the Spartan band. The
nearest men gave him a hand Ha
Iclumberml up to his former vantage
point on top of the highest log of the
stockade and stared down. The rise
of the water had stopped! He could
not belleve It, yet It was true, The
raln had censed agaln, but by every
natural law the dralnage from the wWlis
Imnuld continue for gome tlme iy il
volume, Yes, by all rights the dam
was doomed. The water stil trickled
through the paljsades in mony small
streams,  That Sad bean a gallant ef-
fort they hgd wmade, even If a vain one,

For *ea migutes he

I'm golng to him.”

stood silent, ex.

[ hoasted. Then he saw! The water
'n'ns aot rising, No, it was fulllng :
2aly a trifle, but enough, Prescntly It

had stopped flitering through the re
vetment, He looked back, Not a drop
ran on the other side of the pallgade,
| Vandeventer knew that the water must
| be discharging somewhere, The lake
[must have broken through somewhere,
He only needed that hint to recall the
hogback, and then Meade, He saw it
ull now.

“We've won, the dam's saved,"” he
cried greatly to the men wio stood
|back of the palisade Starlog at him.
“Roberts has blown up the hogback,
The water's falling. See for your-
selves.”

Every man sprang up the palisade.
Someone laughed and then someone
ralsed a cheer, and those mud-coverged,
sodden, worn-out men, who had been
unhout to dle, =aluted in herole aceclalm
him who had led them to victory and
by Implication him who had made that
triumph possible,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)




