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This Is a Thrilling Story
of American Life as Strong,
Courageous Men Live It

BERTRAM MEADE CUTS OFF
GOES FORTH INTO STRA
A NEW

HIS OLD LIFE ENTIRELY AND
NGE COUNTRY TO MAKE
CAREER

e eeee—————————————

Bertram Meade, Sr., plans a great International bridge for the Mart-
let Construction company.

engineer at the bridge site, and He
Nlingworth, president of the Martl

His son,

Bertrum Meade, Jr., resident
len Ilingworth, daughter of Colonel
ot concern, are enguged to mAarry us

goon us the work I8 finished. The young engineer had guestioned his
father's judgment on certain caleulntions and was laughed at for his

fears,

The bridge collapsea and 150 workmen are killed, Meade,

senlor, drops dead after giving orders that his fallure should be made

publie,

The orders are not earrled out,

Young Mende takes the

blume und relenses Helen from her engugement,

CHAPTER |X-Continued,
—e

“Shurtliff,” sald the young englneer,
after the mound had been heaped up
and covered with sods and strewn with
flowers und the workmen had gone, “1
bhave left everything 1 possess In your
charge. You have a power of attor-
mey to recelve and pay out all moneys ; |

to deposit, Invest, and carry on my fa-
ther's estnte. The office I8 to be closed
and the house 1s to be sold. My will,
in which I leave everything to Miss Il-
Ungworth, 12 In your hands, You are
empowered to deaw from the revenue

S| Want to 8tay Here a Little While
by Myselt.”

of the estate your present sulary so
Inng as you live. If anything happens
to me you wiil have the will probated
and be governed accordingly."”

“Mr. Meade," sald the old man, and
he somehow found himself transferring
the affection which he had thought had
been burled beneath the sod on that
long mound hefore him, to the younger
man. He had loved and served u
Meade all his life and he began to see
that he could not stop now, nor could
he lavish what he had to give merely
on a remembrance, “Mr. Mende,” he
sald, “where are you golng and what
do you intend to do?”

“I don't know where I shall go, or
what 1 shall undertnke eventually,”
sald the man. “I'm golng to leave
everything behind now and try to get a
little rest at first."

“And you will keep me advised of
your whereabouts?"

“Perhaps—I don't know. One last
injunction: you are not to tell anyone
the truth."

“God forbld,” sald Shurtliff, “we
have lled to preserve the honor and
fame of him we loved who lies here.”

“Don't render our perjuries of none
effect.”

“I will not, sir, I haven't found that
paper, I guess It wus destroyed,"

“I presume so. And now, good-by."

“Aren't you coming with me?"

“I want to stay here a little while by
myself.”

Shurtllf turned and walked away.
When he reached the road, down which
he must go, he stopped and fuced about
again, Meunde was stunding where he
bhad been. The old man took off his |
hat In reverent farewell, '

Meade was not left alone. Beyond
the hillside where his father had been
burled rose a clump of trees. Bushes
grew at their feet, A woman—should
man be burled without woman's tears?
=had stood concealed there walting.
Helen IlUingworth had wept over the
dreariness, the mournfulness of it all
She had hoped that Meade might stay
after the other went and now that he
was alone she came to him,
her hand upon his arm, He turned and
looked at her,

“Oh, my God," =ald Meade, “this Is
more than [ can bear."

“I don't want to force you to do any-
thing you don't want to do and you
are not In any mood to discuss these
things," she suld In quick compassion.
“Some day you will come back to me."

He stretched out his hands toward
her over the grave,

“I don't know,” he cried.
not hope.”

“With love llke ours,” she answered,

“l dare

| “all things are possible.”

“I ean't bind you, You must be free”
he sald slowly, turning his head,

“You are breaking my heart, but 1
shull llve and fight on for love and
you."

“God bless you.,"

“You are golng away?" she asked at

| last.

“I must break with everything. I
must glve you your chance of free-
dom."

“Yery well,” sald the woman, “Now
hear me, You can't go so far on this
enrth or hide yourself away so cun-
nlngly but that I can find you and
maybe follow you. And I will, Now,
I must go. [ left my ear down the
road yonder. WIll you go with me?”

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

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

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-
tains, The eroslons and washings of
untold centuries have flung out In front
of the granite ramparts of succession
of lower elevations like the bastions of
a fortress. At first scarcely to be dis-
tingulshed from the maln range In
helght and ruggedness thesa ravelins
and escarpments gradually decrense In
altitude and size untll they turn Into
n serles of more or less disconnected,
softly rounded hills, like outflung
earthworks, finally merging themselves
by gradunl slopes Into the distunt
plaing overlooked by the great peaks
of the mountalns,

The monotony of these pine-clad,
wind-swept slopes is broken even In
the low hills by out-thrustings of stone,
sometimes the hard Igneous rock, the
granite of the mountains, more fre-
quently the softer red sandstone of a
period later, yet Ineffably old. These
cliffs, buttes, hills and mesas have
been wenthered Into strange and fan-
tastle shapes which diversify the land-
scape and add charm to the country,

The narrow canons in which the
snow-bed streams tuke thelr rise grad-
ually widen as the water follows Its
tortuous course down the mountains
through the subsiding ranges and out
nmong the foothills to the sandy, arld,
windy plains beyond,
of one of the loveliest of these broad
and verdant valleys, a short distance
nbove 1ts confluence with a nnrrower,
more rugged rovine through the hills,
lay the thriving little town of Coro-
nado.

Some twenty mliles bhack from the
town at a pluce Where the valley was
narrowed to a quarter of a mile, nnd
separating it from the paralleling ra-
vine, rose a huge sandstone rock ealled
Spanish Mesn. Its top, some hundreds
of feet higher than the treeclud basa
of the hills, wias maloly level, From

She luld | tracted Into a narrow saddle, yulgnrly

known a8 a “hog-back,” where the
granite of the mountalns was hidden

“I knew that you would be here,” he
said,

“Did you see me?”’

“I felt your presence,”

under a deep covering of grass-grown
eurth, which formed the only divislion

between the valley and the gorge or
ruvine, befors the lund, widening, rose

“Listen,” said the woman. “You are | Into the next hill,

¢ ecklpg your life for ysur father's !
game. A man has a right perhaps to | to sce that interesting and curlous
do with his own life what he will, but, |
when he loves a woman and when he | pearance than Baldwin's knob, the last
Transcontinental
her heart, did it ever occur to you | travelers even broke journey to visit

has told her so and she has given him

that when he wrecks his life he wrecks
hers, and has he a right to wreck ber
Mée for anyone else?"

The people came from miles away

foothlill below it.

!

At the entrance |

its high elevation the country could be
seen for many miles, mountains on one
hand, plains on the other, Tt stood
like an island (n a sea of verdure, Lit-
tle spurs and ridges ran from it. To- |
ward the ronge it descended and con-

mesa, much more striking In its ap-

i it. The town prospered accordingly,
especially as It was admirably situated
| a8 & place of departure for hunters, ax-

plorers, prospectors and adventurers,
who sought what they craved In the
wild hills, There were one or two good
hotela for tourists, unusunlly extensive

genernl stores of the bhetter class,
where hunting nnd prospecting partles
could be outfitted, and the high-living,
extravagnnt eattle ranchers conld get
what they demanded. Besldes all
these there were the modest homes of
the lovers of the rough but exhilarating
and health-giving life of the Rocky
mountaing. Of course there were nu-
merous suloong and gambling halls,
and the towa wns the hnunt of cow-
hoys, hunters, miners, Indians—the old
| frontier with a few touches of elviliza-
! tlon added!

What was left of the river, which
had made the valley—and during the
infrequent periods of raln too brief to
e known as the ralny sen=on, It really
lived up to the name of river—flowed
merrily through the town, when It
flowed at all, under the name of Picket

 Wire. When the rallrond ecame the
Pleket Wire had been first studled in
the hope of finding a practicable way
\over the mountains, but the ravine on
| the other side of the mesa had been
found to offer n shorter and more prac-
ticable route, And, by the way, thia
‘ruvlm-. taking Its name from the little
| brook far down In Its narrows, was
known as the “Kicking Horse.”

So the rallrond ran up the ravine
and the Plcket Wire was left still vir-
gin to the ussaults of man., But the
day came when it was despolled of its
hitherto long standing, unravished In-
nocence, Shouts of men, cracking of
whips, trampling of horses, groaning
of wheels, wordless but vocal protests
of beasts of burden mingled with the
ringing of axes, the detonations of dy-
namite. The whistle of engines and
the roar of steam filled the valley, Un-
der the directlon of engineers, a huge
mound of earth arose across Its nar-
rowest part, nearest a shoulder, or
spur, of the mesp reaching westward,
No more should the sliver Picket Wire
flow unvexed on its way to the sea, It
was to be dammed,

All that the huge, hot Inferno of
baked plain, where sage brush and

 buffalo grass alone grow, needed to
make it burgeon with wheat and corn
was water, The little Plcket Wire,
which hnd meandered and sparkled
and chattered on at Its own sweet will
was now to be held untll it filled a
great lakellke reservolr In the hills
back of the new earth dam, Then
through skillfully located {irrigation
ditches the water was to be given to
the millions of hungry little wheatleta
and cornlets, which would clamor for a
drink, The fierce sun wns no longer to
work Its unthwarted will In burning
up the prairle,

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
rallroad had been a forlorn branch
running up Into the mountains and
ending nowhere. Its first bullders had
been daunted by difficulties and lack
of money, but as soon as the great dam
wae nrrojected, which would open sev-
eral hundred thousand acres for cultl-
vation and serve as an insplration In
Its practical results to other simllar
attempts, people came swarming into
the country buylng up the land, the
price for acreage stendlly mounting.
The rallrond accordingly found It
worth while to take up the long-aban-
doned construction work of mounting
the range and crossing it. Men sud-
denly observed that It was the short-

A Young Man Roughly Dressed.

est  distance between two cardinal
points, and one of the great transcons
tinental rallways bought it and begun
lmproving It to replace its originul
rather unsatisfactory line.

The long wooden trestle which
crossed the broad, sandy depression In
front of the town, the bed of the an-
clent river, through which the Plcket
Wire and further down its affiuent, tha
Kicking Horse, flowed humbly sand
modestly, wus beilng replaced by a

great viaduct of steel. Far up the

| gorge past the other side of the Span-
ish Mesa another higher trestle hud al-
ready been replaced by a splendid
steel arch. A slding had been built
neur the ravine, a puth made to the
foot of the mesas, and arrsogements
were belng made to run a loeal train
up from the town when all was com-
pleted to give the people an oppor-
tunity to ride up the gorge and see the
great plle of rock, on which enterprise
was already plaoning the desecration
of n summer hotel, the blasphemy of
nan amusement park !

Up the valley of the Plcket Wire one
morning In early fall came a young
man roughly dressed llke the average
row-puticher from the ranches further
north, He rode well, yet with a cer-
tuin attention to detull and a niceness
that betrayed him to the real rough-
rider of the range, Just as the clothes
he wore, although they were the ore

in a little different way that agnin be-
Htrayed him. One look Into the face of
the man, albelt his mustache and beard
hid the revealing outlines of wmouth
und chin, sufficed to show that here
was no ordinary cow-puncher, He rode
boldly enough among the rocks of the
trall and along the rough road, which
had been made by the wheels of the
wagons and hoofs of the horses, There
was about him some of the quiet con-
fidence begot of achlevement, some of
the power which knowledge brings and
which success emphasizes, yet there
were uncertalnty and hesitation, too,
a8 if all had not been plain salling on
his course.

To be the resident englneer charged
with the construction of a great earth
dam llke that across the Plcket Wire,
requires knowledge of a great many
things beslde the technicalities of the
profession, chlef among them being a
knowledge of men, As the newcomer
threw his leg over the saddle-horn,
stepped lightly to the ground, drop-
ping the relos of his pony to the soll at
the same time, Vandeventer, the en-
gloeer In question, looked at him with
approval. Some subtle recognition of
the man's quality came into his mind.
Here was 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 foothlill.
However, the chief kept these things
to himself as he stood looking and
walting for the other man to begin:

“Are you the resident engineer?”
asked the newcomer quletly, yet there
was a certaln nervous note in his volce,
which the alert and observant engineer
found himself wondering at, such a
strain as might come when a man Is
about to enter upon a course of action,
to take a strange or perilous step, such
a little shiver In his speech as n nuked
man might feel in his body before he
plunged into the fcy waters of the
wintry sea.

“I am.”

“r'd llke a job.”

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

“TI'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 nothing, nothing comes”
laughed the engloneer, genulnely
amused.

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

“I didn't say I was good for noth-
ing,"” answered the other man, smiling

| the glint In his new friend's eye.
dinary cattleman's outfit, were worn '

in turn, though he was evidently seri- |

ous enough in his application.

“Well, what cuc you do? Are you an
engineer?”

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

“Umph," sald Vandeventer,
‘think you could?”

“Yes, sir, dlve me a trial.,”
| “Al right, tnke that rod over there
'and go out on the edge of the dam
| where that stuke shows, and I'll take a
| slght on it

Now there are two ways—a hundred
| perhaps—of holding a rod; one right
| way and all the others wrong. A new-
| comer Invurinbly grasps it tightly in
his fist and jams It down, concelving
| that the only way to get It plumb and
hold it steady, The experienced man
strives te balance It erect on Its own
base aud holds It with the tips of his
fingers on elther side in an upright po-
sition, swaying it very slightly back-
ward and forward. He does 't uncon-
siclously, too,

uyou

comer arrived and the rod was lying
on the ground beslde It.
picked it up without a word, walked
rapldiy to the stake, loosened the tar-
get, and balunced the rod upon the
stake, As soon as Vandeventer ob-
served that his new seeker after work
held the rod In the right way, he did
not trouble to take the sight. He
threw his head backward and ralsed
has hand, beckonlngly,

“It sc happens,” he began, “that I
can give you a The rodman next

Vandeventer had been standing by a | possibllity that it might be resumed If
level already set up when the new- i he could find some way to show his

The latter

in line of promotion has been given the

level. One of the men went Enst lnst
night. You can have the job, which
Ia--"

“I don't enre anything about the de-
tulls,” suld the man quickly and gladly.
“It's the work I want.”

“Well, you'll get what the reat do,”
suld Vandeventer, “Now, as you just-
Iy remarked, I have found that It Is
not polite out here to Inquire too close-
ly Into a man's antecedents und [ have
learned to respect loeal customs, but
we must have some name by which to

fdentify you, make out your pny check,
and--"

and the letter had not been discovered
anyway. He did not even regret the
bold falsehood he had uttered or the
practienl subornation of perjury of
which he had been gullty in drawing
out and accepting and emphasizing
Shurtliffs testimony,

There had been no Inquest over his
father's death. The autopsy had
showed clearly heart failure, #He had
not been compelled to go on the witness
stand and under onth as to that, Al-
though, If that had been demanded, he
must needs have gone through with It
Indeed go prompt and public had been
his avownls of responsibility that he
had not been serlously questioned
thereon. He had left nothing uncer-
tain, There was nothing concealed.

He had inherited a competence from
his futher. It was Indeed much more
than he or anyone had expected. He
had renlized enough ready money from
the sale of certaln securities for his
present needs, The remninder he
placed In SBhurtliff's care and a few
days after the funernl, having settled
everything possible, he took a train for
the West.

The whole world was before him,
and he was mensurably familiar with
many portions of It. He could have
burled himself In out-of-the-way cor

“Do you pay in checks?"

“No, but youn have to sign a check."”

“Well, call me Smith."”

Vandeventer threw back his head
and laughed, The other man turned a
little red. The chief englneer observed

“I'm not expetly lnughing at you," he
expluined, “but at the singular lack of
inventiveness of the American. We
have at least thirty Smiths ont of (wo

hundred men on our pny roll, and It is

a bit confusing. Would you mind se- |

lecting some other name?" !
“If It's all the same to you," an- |

nounced the newcomer amuuod[y-—tth

chlef's Inughter was Infectious—"I'm

agreeable to Jones, or Brown, or—"
“We have numbers of all of lhos@.l

too.”

“Renlly,” sald the man hesitatingly, |

“I haven't given the subject nny! L it

thought.”

“What ahout some of your family
names "

“That gives me an Idea,” said the
newcomer, who declded to use his
mother's name, “you can call me Rob-
erts,” )

“And I suppose John for the prefix?"

“John will do as well s any, I am
sure,"

“We have about fifty Johns, Every
Smith appears to have been born
John."

“How did you arrange it?" asked the
other with daring freedom, for a rod-
man does not enter conversation on
terms of equality with the chlef en-
glneer,

“I got a little pocket dictlonary down
at the town with a list of nnmes and 1
went through that list 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 a man who had come up
to the level, “Smith,” he sald—"by the
way this is 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 fallure of the
great bridge, once aguin entered the
runks of engineers, beglinning, as was
necessary and Inevitable, very low
down In the scale,

CHAPTER X1,
The Valley of Decision.

Much water had run under the
bridges of the world and Incidentally
over the wreck of the Internatlonal,
since that bitter farewell between
Bertram Meade and Helen Illingworth
over the grave of the old engineer, Life
had seemed to hold abhsolutely noth-
Ing for Meade as he knelt by that low
mound and watched the woman wall™
glowly awny with many a backwnard
glance, with many a pause, obviously
reluctant. He realized that the lifting
of a hand would have called her back.
How linrd It was for him to remain
quiet; and, finally, before she disap-
peared and bhefore she took her Inst
look at him, to turn his back resolutely
ns8 if to mark the termination of the
sltuntion,

Father, fame, reputation, love, taken
away nt one and the same moment ! A
weaker man might have sent 1ife to fol-
low, 1In the troubled days after the
fall of the bridge, his father's death,
the Inquests, his testimony and evi-
dence freely given, and that parting,
something llke despalr had filled the
young engineer's heart, Life held noth-
Ing. He debated with himself whether
it would not be better to end it than
to live 1t, He envied ‘his father hils
broken heart, Singularly enough, the
thing that made life at least value

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

ners of far countries, In strange conti-
nents. These possibilities did not at
tract him, He wanted to get away
from, out of touch with, the life he had
led. He wished to go to some place
where he could be practically alone,
where he could have time to recover
his polse, to think things out, to plan
his future, to try to devise a means for
rehabilitation, If It were possible. He
could do that just as well, perhaps bet»
ter, In Ameriea than In any place else,
And there was another reason that
held him to his native land. He would
still tread the same soll, breathe the
same alr, with the woman. He did not
desire to put seas between them.

He swore to himself that the free
dom he had offered her, that he had In-
deed forced upon her unwilllng and re-
Jecting It, should be no empty thing so
far as he was concerned, He would
leave her absolutely untrummeled. He
would not write to her or communi-
cate with her In any way., He would
not even seek her to hear about her
and of course as she would not know
whither he had gone or where he was
she could not communicate with him,
The sllence that had fallen between
them should not be broken even fore
ever unless and until— Ah, yes, he
could not see any way to complete that
“unless and until™ at first, but perhaps
after a while he might.

He knew exactly where he would go.
Dick Winters, another classmate and
devoted friend at Cambridge, hnd gonae
ont West shortly after gruduation. He
had a big cattle ranch miles from a
rallroad In & young southwestern state,
Winters, like the other member of the
youthful triumvirate, Rodney, was a
bachelor, He could be absolutely de-
pended upon. He had often begged
Meade to visit him, The engineer
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 hls
thoughts undisturbed,

To Winters, therefore, he had gone,
He hod an idena thnt his future would
be outside of engineering. Indeed he
had put all thought of his chosen pro-
fesslon out of his mind and heart, at
lenst so he fancled. Yet, spending an
idle forencon In Chicogo walting for
the departure of the western train, he
found himself frresistibly deawn to the
great steel-framed structures, the sky-

wns the thing that kept him from
throwing It away—the woman,
Striving to analyze the complex
emotlons that centered about his losses
he was forced to admit, although It
geemed a slgn of weakness, that love
of woman was greater thaa love of
fame, that in the balance one girl out-
welghed bridge and father, That the
romance wns ended wns what made
life Insupportable, Yet the faint, vague

worthiness was what made him cling
to it

Of course he could have showed
without rauch difficulty and beyvond
peradventure at the Inquest over Ab-
bott and the Investigation Into the
cause of the failure of the bridge—un-
fortunate but too obvious—that the
frightful and fatal error In the deslgn
‘was not his and that he had protested
agiainst the accepted plan, If only he
had found the letter addressed to his
father., But that he would never do

serapers rising gaunt and rigid above
the other bulldings of the clty.

A man of Meade’s ability will
soon find a place for himself in
any environment, and so it is
with the young engineer. His
new start In life Is described
in the next installment.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Sweet, Young Thing.

In u loeal theater, one evening re-
cently, a powerful spotlight revealed g
lhioase fly crawling over the powderes
surface of a pretty girl's back, “Oh,
lookle,” whispered a little girl, in tonea
thut could be heard all about her,
“lookle at the fly!" *“Hush, dear,” the
child's mother cautioned. There was a
moment’'s sllence, then the little gire
agaln whispered hoarsely: “I spec the
fiy thinks he 18 on & marshmallow, e
Exchange. J

|
|



