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CHAPTER XVI|.—Continued.
T,

Colonel Ingworth had digmissed or bother her futher with argaments
Meade from his mind becnuse he hated |

him. Helen Illingworth
from talking about hlm to her father
becnuse she loved him.

thinking of the mun,
source of great {rritation to the father,
On occasion he almost found himsell
at the polnt of shouting at h's duugh-
ter to talk about him. And that she so
carefully avolded the subject and ns
the avoldance wns so obviously In ae-
cordance with his own wish, the re-
straint Irritated him the more. The
fuct that they both sought so curefully
to maintnin the old relationship made
it more Impossible, For relatlonships
which are primarily founded on love
eannot be walntained by constraint
without the wenkening of the great
force upon which thelir tenure had pre-
viously depended. There I8 nothing
like concenlment to Impair and wenk-
en a tie unless it be a ban! Prohibi-
tlons rarely prohibit.

St there remalned a deep and abld-
ing affection between father and
daughter and they managed somehow
to get along outwardly much as before,
Indeed Colonel Nlingworth was more

kind and conslderate thun ever to his |
daughter, and she repald him wath |
more than usunl care and devotlion,
The very fact that she secmed to have
accepted the sltuntion and obeyed the
law he had lald down gave him some
compunctions of consclence. On that
account, perhaps, he had been the more
willing to accede to her request to take
Shurt!iff Into his employ. In no way
was Shurtliff responsible for the fall-
ure of the bridge or for any mistnke
in the calculations of the Mendes, and
Shurtlif was an Invaluable man, not
only for an engineer but for the presi-
dent of the Murtlet Bridge company.

He was familiar with the subjlects
that Colonel Illingworth discussed and
wrote about. He wuas Intelligent and
rellable to the last degree, his reputa-
tlon for steadiness and discretion un-
questioned, and he was marvelously ef-
ficlent In his subordinate position. The
colonel, having first tried him out, had
advanced him rapldly after learning
his worth, He was now hils private
secreiary. Shurtliff belng an old bach-
elor without kith or kin, and not orig-

inally fond of women, found himself
suddenly In touch with one of the

sweetest and kindest, as well as the
youngest and most beautiful of a sex
about which he knew nothing,

His new position paturally brought
bim Into close touch with the colonel.
The old man transacted a good deal
of his business in his own house,
Shurtliff was frequently there.

came in contact, but she would not
have especlally interested herself In
him. She would not have made him
the object of the delicute attention and
given him the careful conslderation
which would have completely turned
the head of a younger and more sus-

refralned | would not have listened In any event,

8o they were | Rodney had never been brought to his
never In ench other’s presence without | notice,
This was a  trouble and strife, There was no neces-
l slty even to diseuss it with her father

The Old Man Got to Thinking of Her

up the subject of Meade's whereabouts
of his own motlon.

hie at least had no suspicions as to her
treatment of Shurtliff,
see any end to be gained and therefore
he Jumped to the conclusion that there
was none,

worth never referred to Meade In the
geerotary's presence, all his mistrust
disappeared,

neer being banned, she was silent, She
wins wise enough not to try to worry

on that point, to which, of course, he
Accordingly the conferences with

There was no use stirring up

until she had found more proof. So

He could not

In course of time, as Miss Illing-

Finally he even brought

as a Daughter.

men could supply., Trifling in them-
selves as were these contributions, us
Rodney pointed out when she repeated
them to him, they nevertheless added
something to the cumulative force of
the argument so Inboriously bullt up|
by the friend and woman., And they |
were decldedly Indicative of a growing
mental condition on the part of Shurt-
IR from which much might be hoped
and expected, l
But Shurtliff could not bring him-
self to come out boldly and confess,
and his fallure to do that made him |
more and more miserable, At first his
consclence had been entirely clear, He
hind viewed Ils conduct in the light of
1 noble sacrifice for the great man.
Now he began to question: Wnas It
right to blast the future of the living
for the snke of the fame of the dead?
Probably he would huve questioued
that eventually without regard to
Helen Hlogworth, but when he begun
to grow fond of the woman and when
he realized, as she unmistnkably dis-
closed It to him, that her own happl-
ness was engnged and that he was not
only rulnlng the eareer of o man but
wrecking the life and crushing the
heart of an entirely Innocent woman,
he had a constant battle royal with
himself to pursue his course and to
keep sllent.
Yet such Is the character of a tem-
perament like that of Shurtliff, nar-
rowed and contracted by a single pas-
glon of life and Ilacking the breadth
which comes from Intercourse with
men and women, that his compunctions
of consclence only made him the more
resolved, The lonely, heart-broken old
man swore that he would never tell.
The young man could go his own galt
and work out his own salvation, or be
damned, If he must. The woman's
heart might break, pitiful as that
would be, but he would never tell, He
was as unhappy in that determination
a8 any other man fighting agalnst his
conscience must inevitably be.
Somctimes looking at the misery In
the old man's face (for on his counte-

Although the girl

was falrly wild to talk and ask ques-
tlons she had wit and resolution
enough to change the subject when It
had been first broached and for many
times thereafter,

Under
other circumstances Helen Illingworth
would have treated him with that fine
and graclous courtesy which she ex-
tended to everyone with whom she

Helen Illingworth was fighting for
the reputation of the man she loved
and for her own happiness, and she
wus resolved to negleet no point in the
gume. BShe partook In a large measure
of her father's capucity, but she add-
ed to his somewhat blunt and mill-
tary way of doing things the infinite
tact of woman, stimulated by a grow-
ing, overwhelming devotion to her ab-
sent lover. She cherished that fecling
for him In any event and would have
done so but the whole situation was go
charged with mystery and surcharged
with romance that it made the most
powerful and stimulating appeal to

ceptible man.

There had been a prejudice in Shurt-
1iff's mind agalast women In general,
and Helen Nlingworth in particular,
He had quickly realized that she nhove
all persons had the greatest Interest
in disproving Meade's statement and
his own and In laying the blame for
the faullure of the bridge where It be-
longed, on the shoulders of the patron

to love whom had been the habilt of his

her,

She lived to vindicate Meade and

she bent every effort toward that end.

She did not overdo It, either,

Fioal-

ly, as he himself continued to press
the subject upon her, she made no se-
cret to Shurtliff of her devotion to the
vounger Meade, her sorrow that he had
made such a declaration, and her de-

terminpation to walt for him, She waa

always careful to end every conversa-

tlon by saying that she knew her out-

look was perfectly hopeless and that
she could expect nothing except sor-

row until the younger Meade was re-

habilitnted, She so contrived matters,

while constantly affirming her feeling
for Meade, as to let Shurtiiff Infer

life. Therefore the old secrotary was | (hat she was convinced that he had

coustantly on his guard lest he be

||N't'n telling the truth in what he had

trapped Into admisslons or actlons | gald,

whick might be used to discredit the |

After a time she deftly appealed to

older Mende and convict the two con- | him to know if he could not help her

splrators.

discover the truth she tactfully maln-

But Helen Illingworth was far too | tuined even in face of the evidence that
clever to allow any inkllog of such a | Shurtliff had given. And she dld this

design to appear., Not the remolest
lunt of such n purpose did she betray.
Bhe dellberately set about to win the
old man's regard and respect and per-
haps eventually his affection. She had
the ordering of her father's household,
&t course, That was a matter in which
the colonel concerned himself not at
aX 80 long as things went smoothly,
as they always did. He was a little
astonished at her treatment of Shurt-
LMY, but the old secretary was at heart
a gentleman, and there was no reason
why, If Helen chose to Include him

in such an adroit way that Shurtlif
beeume convineed that she did not con-
nect him with any willful deception,
and that she belleved that he wus de-
luded himself and occupled the posl-
tlon of an lnnocent abettor, And Shurt-
1ifY, In his strunge, old, self-contnined
way, finally grew to like Helen Iling-
worth exceedingly, Indeed he started
In his work with natural antagonism
to Colonel Illingworth, and when he
sensed, as he very soon did, the dif-
ference that had arisen between father
and duughter, he espoused the enuse of

among her friends and invite him to | the latter, He was the kind of a man
dioner and otherwise make him wel- |who had to devote himself to somes

come In the house, she should not do | body.

o, And In his dry, precise way Shurt-
U was rather likable. He was touched
and flattered by her kindness, and in
spite of his susplcions, which gradu-
ally grew less, by the way, he exerted
himself to show his appreciation and
to bear himself seemingly in his new
life,

Colonel Illingworth had no suspl-
clons whutsoever that there had been
any consplracy to suppress the truth
and shift the blame. True, his daugh-
ter had protested on that fatal day
that she did not belleve Meade and
Shurtliff, but that was in the excite-
ment of the moment and understand-
sble In view of her plighted troth,
Helen bhad never discussed that with
Rim; even the very name of the engl-

l

He begun to wonder if there
wis any way to secure the girl’'s hap-
piness without betraying the elder
Meade.

She compassed the secretary, who
was, of course, old enough to be her
futher, with sweet observances and he
found it Increasingly hard to keep true
to his fulschood, Now she was cap-
able of fascinating bigger personalitles
than Shurtliff, although she cared lit-
tle for that power and rarely exerclsed
it. The old man actually got to think-
Ing of her us a daughter. Sometimes
when they had an hour together he

| found himself seconding her arguments

for the lonocence of the younger
Meade, for she had progressed that far
by now, with little detalls which his
knowledge and emperience of the two

nance his heart wrote his secret),
Helen Illingworth experienced com-
punctions of consclence of her own,
which she told to Rodoey in default
of other confessor. That fine young
man appreciated fully the woman's
feellngs and understood her keen sen-
sibllitles, and his comprehension was a
great comfort to her, He encouraged
her to persevere. Since it was only
through Shurtliff that the truth could
be established, she must not falter
nor reject any falr and reasonable
means to gain his whole confidence
nnd make him speak. It was, after
all, simply a question of whether the
game was worth the candle. How best
could they expose or fight a decelt?
And that the deception was for a noble
purpose and to serve a laudable end in
the minds of the decelvers did not
alter that fact.

“You are doing nothing In the least
degree dishonorable, Miss Illingworth,”
sald Rodney, reassuringly. “Woman's
wiles have been her weapons since
the Stone Age.”

“But I do feel compunctions of con-
sclence occaslonally,” :
“Personnlly I think you are abunt-
antly justified,” urged Rodney,

“Yes, to establish the truth, to give
the man I love his good name would
Justify more than this,” she replied,
“and yet"—she smliled falntly—“my
consclence does hurt me a little. The
old man 1s beginning to love me."

“That's the reason It hurts you,” sald
Rodney. “When he loves you enough
e will do anything you want, as I
wonld—"

The yoting man stopped, looked long
at her, and then turned away with a 1t-

tle gesture of—was It appeal or re-
nunclation? " He was too loyal to his |
friend to speak, but he could not con- |
trol everything, The tone of hig volee,
the look In his eyes, his qulck nvold- |
ance of her, told the woman a little |
story. They had been very closely as-
soclated, these two, Rodney nlso had
not had much advantage of woman's
soclety, certainly not of a womnn llke
Helen Nliingworth, She had glven him
her full confldence in the Intimacy.
He wns a man. IMe loved llke others.
She was too fond of him, too great,
too true o woman to pretend.

“Mr, Rodney,” sald the girl, lnying
her hand on his arm as though to re-
straln him, “that way madness lles."

“Migs Tllingworth,” sald Rodney,
turning and facing her, his lips firm-
ly compressed, his eyes shinlng, “I'm
devoted to Bert Mewde and to yon"—
he lifted her hand from his arm and
kissed 1t—"and I'm golng to do every-
thing for your happiness.”

Brave words and he sald them more
bravely,

“I understand” sald the woman,
“and I honor you for your loyalty to

your frlend and your devotion to me,
Loyalty 18 not always the oepslest
thing on enrth, I know."

“You make it easy for me hecause
you understand.”

8o the fall and winter were filled
with Interest to Helen Illingworth and
there was In her days no lack of hope.
Every Saturday the flowers that Meade
had arranged for spoke words of love
to her and bade her not forget, al-

though that was adwmonition she did
not need,

- p— —

That was the only messnge that she
recelved from her lover., He had
dropped out of sight completely. They
caused search to be made for him,
sought tidings of him In every possible
way, but In vain. Her heart almost
broke sometimes at the separation. She
had confidence enough In her power
over him, and in her woman's wit, to
feel that If she had only another op-
portunity she might learn the truth,
foree It from him, constraln him to tell
It, because she loved himl

CHAPTER XVil.

Once More Unto the Work.

The Martlet Bridge company had
finally weathered the storm, although
it was, of course, not Intrusted with
the new International bridge which was
ubout to be commenced. When Ber-
tram Mende read of the ne's undertok-
Ing, It cut him to the Leart. This
time there would be no nfstake, In
the necessity of recouping its fortunes,
the Martlet Bridge company eniered
upon nn even wider career. The direc-
tors took contracts which they had
hitherto disdaloed because they were
comparatively unimportant, and they
bid on operations which they had
hitherto left to competitors, They wera
bullding the great steel viaduct by the
town of Coronado below the dam, and
they had alreedy bulit the splendld
steel arch thet spanned the ravine,
here almost a gorge, In the valley of
the Kicking Horse to the eastward of
the blg mesa.

After Christmas, Colonel Illingworth
declded to make another of his tours of
inspection, and as Helen was not look-
ing particularly well from the strain
under which she was laboring, he of-
fered to take her with him, especially
as he was golng to the far Southwest,
where the weather would be mild and
pleasant, to Inspect the growing via-
duct and the completed arch. She
gladly avalled herself of the permis-
gslon, There was always a possibllity,
albeit a most remote one, that she
might hear of Meade. That it might be
well to invite a representative of The
Engineering News, to wit, Rodney, to
accompany them, so that the really
splendid work the Martlet company
was dolog might be made widely
known., The party consisted of the
father and daughter, Curtiss, the chlef
engineer, Doctor Severence, the vice
president and financial man, and Rod-
ney.

Now Helen Illingworth had not the
least reason In the world to suspect
that Bertram Meade was In any way
connected with this engineering proj-
ect, but Rodney had pointed out and
had Imbued her with his own bellef
that sooner or later, when Meade was
found, he would be found engaged In
engineering in some capacity.

“It's In his blood,"” sald Rodney. “He
can no more keep away from It than
he can stop breathing. He ecan't do
anything else. Somewhere he's at the

o

/

waiv:

(-
=
(3

Helen lllingworth Stood on the Steps
of the Private Car.

old job. It might be In America, and
it might be out there at Coronado, or
it might be In South Amerlca, Europe,
Asla, or—"

“I wonder If we can't find out all the
engineering work that Is being done in
the world and send representatives to
seelkk him," sald Lielen Illingworth,

Rodney laughed.

“To hunt that way would be like
hunting a needle In & haystack., I can-
not bid you hope that he Is there; in
faet, I think It {8 most unlikely that
he would be any place near where the
Martlet people are operating, but
there's a chance, even If only the falnt-
est one,"

Well, women's hearts can bulld a
great deal on a faint chance. They are
calculated for the forlorn hope. And
80 Helen Ilingworth stood on the steps
of the private car as it rolled across
the mile-long temporary bridge at Coro-
nado, and scanned the workmen
grouped on one side of the track, thelr
work suspended for a moment that the
traln might pass on the wooden tres-

‘one of them the man she loved and
| sought., And Rodney stood by her side,
1 equally Interested, searching the crowd
with his glance, nlso,

There was nothing in the town to at-
tract Helen out of the car. She had
viglted West and Southwest muny
times. Colonel Hlingworth, with Rod-
ney and Severence, there loft the traln,
Miss Hlingworth declded to go Into the
hills and get away from the arid and
heated plalns, A siding had been bullt
near the steel arch under the slope of
the hill from which the huge mesa
arose, within two wmiles of the dam,
and the car was to be placed there.
The men left behind would use the pri-
vate car of the division superintendent
of the rallrond when they had ended
their severnl tusks.

It had been ralning dismally duriog
the afternoon, und when the car was
detached and switched to the siding
and left up In the hills some twenty
miles from the town, It wns too wet
and uncomfortable to leuve ft. Dis-

ney, and so devoted to Bert, that I am
worrying—"

“You need say nothing more, Miss
Mingworth, I know all about the situ-
atlon, Rodney wrote me and—"

“Well, then, you understund my anxe
lety, my reason for asking?"

“1 dot

“And you will tell us?"

“l wish to heaven I could.”™

“Can’t you tell us anything?™®

“Well, yes, 1 ean”

“What 7"

“It may be a breach of confidence™

“I'd take the risk,” said the girl, her
bosom heaving, Was she at last about
to hear from her lover?

“Know where he Is, old man?" asked
Rodney.

“I think so—not sure, but—"

“Where?'—from the woman, breath-
lessly,

“1 didn't agree to tell you that”

“What then?”

“All I ean sny I8 that after the death
of his father he turned up at my ranch

regurding the downpour, however, Cur-
tlss, who hind come up with it, made
a very careful lnvestigation of the
completed bridge, which more than
surpnssed his expectations In its ap-
pearunce of sturdy grace, us well as
In the evidences of careful workman-
ship in its erectlon.

That evening the+ special engine
pushed the other private car up from
the wvalley, bringing the people who
had Inspected the bridge. A few more
weeks would complete the great via-
duct. Everything was proceeding In
the most satlsfuctory way and Colonel
Illingworth was very much elated over
the situation,

“Who would have thought,” he sald
a8 they sat down to dinner In the
brightly lighted observation room,
“that it would rain In this cBuntry at
this season of the year?"

“It will probably be over by tomor-
row morning,"” observed Rodney,

“If It continued long enough and
ralned hard enough, that dam would
have to be looked after. We'll go over
and see It tomorrow,” said the colonel
cheerfully,

“What would happen
way?" asked his daughter.

“It would flood the valley, sweep
away the town, and—" he paused,

“Well, father?"

“Ruin the bridge.”

“We can't afford to have another
fallure after the International,” sald
Severence,

Now there was a newcomer at the
table, a big rancher named Winters,
whomn Rodney had met in the town
and had introduced to Colonel Illing-
worth. The latter had lovited him to
dinfier and to stay the night In the
extra sleeper, and Winters, who had
particular reasons for wanting to talk
with Rodney and to meet Miss Illing-
worth, had accepted.

“You can count on Its stopplog,” he
sald at last. “My ranch Is a hundred
miles to the north of bere. 1 heard
Rodney was with your party, and as
he was an old classmate of mine—in
fact, my best frlend at Harvard along
with Bert Meade"—nand the mention of
the forbldden name caused quick
glances to be passed around the table,
but raised no ecomment—"the chance of
seeing him brought me down here, I
know the weather along this whole
section of the country; It's the dryest
place ot earth, and I would almost of-
fer to swallow all the rain that will
fall aftar this storm spends (tself.”

“Well, that's good,” sald Curtlas, “be-
cause I've heard that the dam lacks
very little of completion, but that the
spillway has been delayed.”

“You'll find that the storm has bro-
ken In the morning,” sald Winters con-
fidently.

After dinner Colone! Illlngworth, de-
slrous of talklng business, called the
men of the party, except Rodney and
Winters, buck into the observation
room of the otheér car, leaving the two
men with Helen, F

“Mr, Shurtlift,” sald Helen, as the
men stepped out on the platform, the
secretary followlng, since his employer
had Intimated his services might be
needed, “If you can, I wish you would
come back here as soon as possible.”

“Certalnly, Miss Illingworth,” sald
the secrctary, “lmmedlately, if your
futher finds that he does not need me.”

“Nod,"” suld Winters when they were
alone, *I'd go a long way to sce you,
but I might as well be frank. I did
not come down these hundred miles,
leaving my ranch In the dead of winter
with all Its possibilities of mishap to
the cattle, simply to see you, or even
Miss Illingworth here, although she s
worth It,” he went on with the frunk
bluntness of a western man,

“Of course you didn't," sald Rodney,
smiling. *“I know I'm not a sufficlent
attraction,”

“I came to talk about Meade.”

“Mr, Winters,"” sald Helen, clasping
her hands over her knees and lean-
ing forward, ‘“'If you know anything
about him, where he I8, what he Is
dolng, how he fares, 18 he well, does
he think of-—1 beg you to tell me"

“Miss Illingworth, there Is nothing
I would refuse to tell you If It rested
with me."

“I don't mind confessing to youw, you

it it gave

ting, in hope that she could see In |

one day some five months ngo and told
me his story.”

“What !" exclaimed Rodney.
he tell you he was innocent?" ,

“Not ut first. He told me he was
guilty.”

“But you didn't belleve him, did
you?" asked the woman Impulsively.

“I certainly did not."

“Why not?"

“Well, T don't know why.
didn’t, that's all. I know Meade. 1
know him well, I know his make-up.
We get accustomed to sizing up a
mun's nctions out West here, and it
didn't tnke me longer than it took
him to tell the story to know that It
wasn't true."”

“Oh, thank you for that,” sald the
womuan,

“But our bellefs are not evidence,
Dick,” Interposed Rodney.

“We can't prove it and that's the
point. I told him,"” continued Winters,
“that it wns a du—darned le—I beg
your pardon, Miss Illingworth, I mean
I told him that it was not true and that
he was a fool for sticking to It, and—
er—he—udmitted—I—er,” floundered
Winters, suddenly realizing that he
was on the eve of a breach of confl-
dence and checking himself just in
time. “In fact, the subject was palnful
to him, and I let him alone, which is
what we generally do to a man who
doesn't want his affalrs Inquired loto
too closely,” Winters ended lamely,
realizing how near he had come to
betraying his friend's confidence and
telling of Meade's own admission that
he had sald what he had to save the
fame and honor of the father.

“Well, what next?" asked Rodney,
understanding as did Helen [ling
worth herself the ranchman's hesita-
tion, and respecting it, although the
unavoldable inference gave her greaf
Joy.

“He hung around the ranch for 1
month or slx weeks to get his balance
He was pretty badly broken up. I'm
a bachelor myself and don't know
much about those things, but I ean
say that he loved you, Miss Illingworth,
more than life itself.”

“But not more than the reputation of
his father,” she sald with a little tings
of bitterness,

“Well, I take it he looked at that as
a matter of honor., You know a man's
got to keep his ideals of honor."”

“Even at the expense of a woman's
heart?" sald the girl.

“It sounds hard, but I guess we've
got to admit that. But that's neither
here nor there,” he continued, gliding
over the subject, “the point Is I found
that he had to fight it out himself, and
I mainly let him alone., I gave him a
horse and gun and turned him loose In
the wilds. Best place on earth for a
mun In his condition, Miss Illingworth.
You ean go out Into the wilderness and
get nearer to God there than any
place I know of, He came back floally,
turned In his gun, borrowed the horse,
bade me good-by, nnd sald he was go-
ing out to make a new start.”

“Where did he go? Which way?

“IIe was hended south when I saw
him last, and all this lay In his way.”

“You mean—1" cried the woman,

“He may be here?” sald Roduey.

Winters nodded,

“I hove thought so, It's only m
guess, of course, and probably a poor
one. But when I read in the papers
that Colonel Illingworth was coming
here, uand that you were along, and
Miss Illingworth, I thought I'd just
tuke a run down here and see what
could be done."

“Oh, I'm so glad you have come.,"”

“le’s not working on the bridge”
sald Rodney.

“How do you know, Rod?"

“I examined all the pay rolls, and
none of them bears his name*

“He wouldn't work under his own
name in the Martlet Bridge company,™
sald the woman,

“Certalnly not., That was jnly my
first step. I went around among the
workmen, too, and I got a look at every
one of them, I'm sure he's not there™

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Clock Struck One,
Horrld Bore—"T rise by an alarm
clock,” Pretty Girl—*"I retire by oue.

“Did

I just

nn_gwh_ul griends, you and Mr, Rod-

There it goes now1"—=Judge




