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YOUNG MEADE MAKES A DISCOVERY WHICH TERRIFIES
HIM AND HE TRIES TO SAVE MANY LIVES

The Martlet Construction company Is patting up a great Inter-
nutionul bridge planned by Bertram Meade, Sr., a famous engineer.
Hig son, Bertram Meade, Jr., resident engineer at the bridge, 18 In
love with Helen Illingworth, daughter of Colonel Ilingworth, pres-
ldent of the construction company, and they will wmarry a8 goon as the
bridge is complete, The young engineer questioned his father’s Jjudg-

© gtill lingered.

alt,

ment on the strength of coertaln limportant
His doubts are verified, however, and he makes desperate efforts
to stop construction, fearing great loss of life,

givders, but was Ilaughed

IV—Continued.
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But Meade was out of the house, It
was summer and the sun had set, but
the long twilight of the high latitude
Before him rose the gi-
gantle structure of the bridge. For all
its alriness it looked as substantinl as
the Rock of Gibraltar, and it looked
even more substantinl If possible, as
the man, seizing a lantern and, for-
getting his weakness, ran down be-
neath the overarching steel to the pler-
head, climbed wup to the shoe, and
crawled out on the lower chord as rap-
idly as he conld.

Mende needed but one glance to see
the deflection from the right line in
the important member. For all his
yeurs of Inexperience he was a better
trained engineer than rough-and-ready
Abbott. What appeared to the latter
as a slight deflection, Meade saw In its
true relation. There was a variation
in the center of the member of an
inch and a half at least, although un-
noticeable to an untrained eye. It had
all come In the lust week, They had
extended the suspended span far out
beyond the edge of the cantilever and,
with the heavy traveler at the end,
the downward pressure on the great
lower chord members had greatly in-
creased.

It was a terribly heavy bridge at
best. It had to be to sustain so long a
span, the longest in the world. And
the loand, continuous and Increasing,
had brought about this, to the lnyman
trifling, to the engineer mighty, bend. If
it bent that way under that much of a
load, what would it do when the whole
great span was completed and It had
to ecarry its transitory loads of traflle
beside?

CHAPTER

When two different views meet It is |

natural that age, experience, reputa-
tion and authority shall earry the doy.
Although Bertram Meade, Jr, had
never been persuaded in all particu-
lars of the soundness of his father's

design, and could not be persuaded, |

that vast experience, that great repu-
tation, that undoubted ability with Its
long record of brilliant achievement
had at last silenced him. e had ac-
cepted through loyulty that which he
could not accept in argonment, Onece
accepted, he acted accordingly, heart-
ily seconding and carrying out the
wishes of the older and, as the world
would say, the abler man,

The thing that smote the engineer
hardest wans that this weakness was
exactly what he had foreseen and
pointed out.

carry the stress that young Meade had
deduced by using the formula of
Schmidt-Chemnitz. It was this point,
and this point particulurly, that he
had dwelt upon with his father and
which they had argued to a finish. So
strongly had he been Impressed with
the possible structural wenkness of
this member that he had put himself
on record in writing to his father, The
old man had overborne him and now
the little curve, one and a half to one
and three-quarter inches in sixty feet,
established the accuracy of his un-
heeded contention. Vainly now he
wished he had not let the old habit of
affectlon and the little touch of awe
with which he regarded his father per-
suade him against his reason.

He stopped, feeling suddenly 1l as
a very nervous high-strung man may

way. The corresponding member In
the other truss is perfectly straight.”

“Abbott, for God's sake, hear me,"”
pleaded Mende in desperation. “Draw
back the traveler and put no more men
on the bridge. Stop work until we can
get word to—"

“Don’t talk to me, boy.
business,

I know my
I tell you I ean jack it back.
That member's big enough and strong
enough to hold up the world."

“What are you golng to Juck
against?™ Mende nsked, and for the
first time a little of Abbott's contempt
appeared In the younger man's volce.

Abbott reflected that there was noth-
ing firm enough to serve as a support
for jucks and said rather grudgingly,
for it seemed llke a concession to the
younger and junior engineer:

“Well, I can hook on to the opposite
truss and pull it back with turn
buckles."

“That will damage the other truss
too much, Abbott,” Meade retorted
promptly. “It isn't possible.,”

“Then TI'll thirk up some other
scheme," returned Abbott indifferently,
as If humoring the other. “We ean't
walt, we've got to hurry It along.

JI=‘

He Stopped, Feeling Suddenly Il

There's going to be no penalty against
us on nccount of me, I won't stop work

| a minute.” he explained patronizingly.
It was the possibility of |
the inability of this great member to |

“There will be a bigger penalty If
you don't do what I say, and paid in
another way, in blood. And it will be
your fault.”

Now both men were angry and in
thelr passion they confronted each
other more resolute and fierce than
ever,

“Look here,” sald Abbott, his fiery
temper suddenly breaking from his
control, “who are you anyway? You're
only a kid engineer. Your futher ap-
proved of the plan of this bridge. I
guess we can afford to bank on his
reputation rather than yours."

“Well, he doesn't know of this.,”

“Nobody is on the bridge now, and
nobody is going to be on there until
tomorrow mornlng, Wire him if you
like. He'll wire Illingworth down ut

Martlet and we'll get word what to
| do. '

“You won't put any men it work on

feel under the sudden and unexpected | the bridge until—"

physical shock. He was
from the tonsilitis. He leaned agalnst
the diagonal at the end of C-10-R,
clinging to it tightly to Keep from fall-
ing. Abbott, who had followed more
slowly, stopped by him, somewhat sur-
prised, somewhat amused, more indig-
nant than both,

“Abbott," said Meade fiercely as the
erecting engineer jolned him on the
plerhead, “if you put another pound of
load on that cantilever I will not be
answernble for the consequences.”

“What do you mean?”

“That deflection I8 pearly two inches
deep now nnd every ounce or pound of
added weight you put upen It will mnke
it greater. Its limit will be reached
mighty soon. If it collapses—" he
threw up his hands—*“the whole thing
will go."”

“Yes, If it collapses, Fhat's true,"
gaid Abbott, “but It won't.”

“You're mad,” said Meade,
unfortunately the wrong course with
the older man.

“Why, boy."” sald Abbott, “that bridge

sinnd as long as creation. Look
That buckle doesn't

It is only in one truss sany-

wiil
at it
anything.

weak still |

taking

amount to

“Not until tomorrow morning,” sald
| Abbott decisively, “if I don't hear from
somebody nt Martlet tomorrow morn-
ing the work goes on."”

“But If my father wires you—"

“I take orders from the Martlet com-
| pany and no one else,” was the short
nnswer with which Abbott turned away
in finality., so that the other renlized
the interview was over.

Meade wasted no more plens on Ab-
hott, As Il luck would have it some
thing had happened to the telephone
and telegraph wires between the city
and the eamp. Meade dressed himself,
got a handear, and was hurried to the
nearest town on the rallroad's main
line. From there he sent a telegram
and tried to get connection with New
| York by telephone, but falled. Moved
by a natural impulse, in default of
| other means of communicution, he
|}umpml on the midnight train for New
York, He would go himself in person
| and attend to the grave affair. Noth-
ing whatever could be so lmportant.
There bad been some friction be-
tween Abbott and Meade before on oc-
caslons, not serfous, but several times
Meade had ventured to suggest some-

{ the

thing which to Abbott seemed useless
und unnecessary, and the fact that
subsequent events had more often than
not proved Meade's suggestions to be
worth while, had not put Ahbott in al-
together the best mood toward his
voung collengue. Abhott never forgot
that Mende had really no oflicial con-
nection with the bullding of the bridge,
and that he was only there as a special
representative of his father, and al-
though he conld not help liking the
yYounger man, Abbott would have been
better pleased if he had been left
ulone,

Mende had not gone about it fn the
right wiy to move a man of Abbott's
temperament. He realized that as he
lay awake on the sleeper speeding to
New York. Abbott was a man who
could not be driven., He was a tre-
mendous driver himself and natuorally
he could not take his own medicine, If
Meade had received the announcement
more quletly and if he had by some
subtle suggestion put the idea of dan-
ger into Abbott's mind all would have
been well, for when he was not blind-
ed by prejuodice, or his puthority or his
ability questioned, Abbott wans n sen-
sible man thoroughly to be depended
upoin, But the news had come to Meade
with such suddenness, Abbott had only
casunlly mentioned it at the close of a
lengthy conversation rezarding the
progress of the work as if it were a
matter of no specinl moment, that the
sutden shock had thrown Meade off
his balance.

Therefore he could see nothing but
danger and the necessity for action.
How he should handle his superior, or
rather the bridge’s superior, was the
last thing in his mind. Aside from his
natural pride in his father and in the
bridge and his fear that lives would be
lost If it failed, unless he could get
the men withdrawn, there wag the
complieation of his engagement to
Helen Illingworth.

Meade could not close his eyes, he
could not sleep a moment on the traoin.
His mind was in a turmoil. Prayers
that he would get to his father and the
bridge people in time to stop work and
prevent loss of life, schemes for taking
up the deflection, strengthening the
wember, and completing the bridge,
and fears that he would lose the wom-
an, stayed with him through the night,

CHAPTER V.
The Death Message.

Meade, Sr., was an old man. Al-
though unlike Moses his eye wans dim
and his natural force abated, the evi-
dences of power were still apparent,
especinlly to the obgervant, There rose
broad brow of the thinker. His
power of intense concentration was ex-
pressed outwardly by a directness of
gaze from the old eyes which, though
faded, could flash on occasion. Other
faecial characteristics of that snow
crowned, leonine hend, which bespoke
that Imaginative power without which
a great engineer could not be in spite
of nll his scientific exnetitudes, had not
been ent out of his countenance by the
pruning knife of time,

e wus a great engineer and looked
it, sitting alone in his offiee with the
telegram  crushed In his  trembling
hand, desplte the fuet that his gray
fure was the very picture of unwonted
wenkness, of lmpotency, and abiding
horror. The message had struck him n
terrific blow. He had reeled under it
and had sunk down in the chair In o
state of nervous collapse,

The telegram fairly burned the
clammy palm of his hand. He would
fain have dropped It yet he could not.
Slowly he opened it once more. Ordi-
nartly, powerful glasses stimulated his
vision. He needed nothing to read it
ngaln., It Is doubtful whether his eyes
sauw It or not and there waus not need,
for the message was burned into his
brain,

He read again the mysterlons words ;
ciumber In

One and three-quarter-inch

C-10-R.

There could be no mistake.
name that was signed it wasg the
nnme of hig son, the young engineer,
the child of his father's old age, The
hoy, a8 the old man thought of him,
had ventured to dispute his father's
figures, to question his father's design,

£V

The |

but the elder man had overborne him |

with hig vast experience, his great ag-
thority, his extensive lenrning, his high
reputation. And now the boy was right.
Strange to say little thrill of
pride came to the old engineer at that
moment.

He tried to find out from the tele-
gram when it hnd been sent. That day
wiis a holidny—the birthday of one of
the worthies of the republic—Iin some
of the United States, New York nnd
Pennsylvania among them, and only by
chance had he come down to the office
that morning. The wire was dated the
night before. And he recalled that the
state from which the bridge ran did
not observe that day a holiday.
They would be working on the Interna-
tional as usual unless—

One and three-quarter Inches of de-
flection ! No bridge that was ever made
could stand with a bend like that in
the principal member of its compres-
sion chord, much less so vast @ struc-
ture as that which was to span the

sSoLe

ne

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

The Uplift building, In which he had
his offices, was mainly deserted on ace-
count of the holiday.
closed and the offices and most of the
shops and stores. It was very still in
the hall and, therefore, he heard dis-
tinetly the door of the single elevator
in service open with an unusual ecrash,
then the sound of rapid footsteps nlong
the corridor as of someone running.
They stopped before the outer door of
the suite which bore his name, In-
stantly he suspected a messenger of
disaster, The door was opened, the of-
fice was crossed, n hand was on the
inner door. He sank back almost as
one dead walting the shock, the blow,

“Futher,” exclanimed the newcomer,
“You got my telegram?”

The other silently exhibited
crumpled paper in his hand,

“What have you done?"

“It's a holiday, don't you know? 1
only got it & few wmoments ngo. The
bridge?”

“Still stands.™

“But for how long?"

“I ean't say. The Martlet's resident
engineer Is mad. I begged, threatened,
implored,
work, to take the men off the bridge,
to withdraw the traveler, but he won't
do it. Sald you designed it, you knew.
I was only a cub.”

“But the eamber?”

“He said, ‘'T'll jack It into llne again.’
Like every other engineer who sees
big thing before him it looks to him as
if it would last forever. I tried to get
you on the telephone here and at the
house last night and falled. 1 wired
you.
express and—"

“What Is to be done?" asked the old
man, .

Meade, 8r., was thankful that the
younger man had not said, *1 told you

" as well he might. But really his

the

80,
father's condition was so pitiful that
the son had not the heart,

“Telegraph the Martlet Bridge com-
pany at once,” he answered.

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

The young man shot n quick look at
him, that question evidenced the vio-

lence of the shoek, His father was
old, broken, helpless, dependent, at
last.

“Give me the blank,” he answered,
“T'll wire in your name,”

He repented the telegram that he
had sent to his father and added these

| horses too, and send up to that plhee

|are telegrams there that meun life or

The banks were |

I tried to get him to stop |

Then I jumped on the midnight |

anybody? How far away uare they?
Twenty miles! There's no telephone?
Now, listen, Johnson, thiz is what you
must to. Got a car, the strongest und
fastest you enn rent and the boldest
chauffeur, and a couple of men on
wherever they nnd tell Colonel
Hlingworth that e mus<t telephone me
and come to his office at once. There

his watch, “It's so lmportant that I'N
o down there myself, 1 ean eateh the |
two o'clock train, and that will get me
there in two hours. You stay quietiy
hore In the office and walt untll T get
in tomueh with those people, I mean, I

nt to know where I can reach you
instantly.”

“I'l stny right here, my boy. Go,
i God bless you”
Az usual when In a great hurry

there were unexpected delays and the
I on the tower anbowe the big strue.
nl shop was strikinz five when a
ety statlon wagon, drawn by un ex-
stind horse, which had been driven
mringly, drew up before the oflice
oo, Plinging the money at the driver,
Meadte sprang down from his seat and
dashed up the steps. He threw open
the door eod confronted Johnson,
“DI you get him?" he eried.
“I1¢ isn't here yet. I sent an sato-
molile and two men on horsebnck

nnd

The next minute the faint note of
nn automoblle horn sounded far down
the valley.

[ "I hope to God that is he,” cried the
young engineer, running to the win-
fi-'-'\\.

“That's the ear I sent,” said John-
son, peering over his shoulder. “And
there are people In It.

| way."

“Johnson,"” sald Meade, *“you have
acted well in this erisis and I will see
thut the Bridge company remembers
it.,”

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

“Matter! The International—"

“Bert," exclaimed a joyous volce, as
Helen Hlingworth, smiling in delighted
surprise, stepped through the open
| door and stood expectant with out-
| stretched hands,

Young Johnson was as discreet as he
was prompt and ready. He walked to
the window out of which he stared,
with his back ostentatiously turned to-
ward them. After n quick glance at
| the other man, Meade swept the girl
| to his heart and held her there o mo-
|1m-u!. He did not kiss her before he
released her, The woman's passionute
look at him was caress enoungh and his
own adoring glanece fairly enveloped

It's coming this |

vice president, and Curtiss, (he chief

engineer,

“Mende, what of the bridge? he
burst out, with a quick nod to his
daughter, Colonel TNingworth had not

stopped to hunt for a wayside tele-
phone, The automobile driven madly,
recklessly through the hills and over
the rough vonds, had brought him di-
rectly to the office in the shortest pos-
sible time,

death and’ the safety of the bridge, “There is n defleetion one ineh and
You understand? Good, Ie says he'll | three-quarters deep in one of the com-
Iui-r It, Juther. We've done all we | pression members, C-10-R,” was the
| can,” he added. He hung up the re- | prompt and terrible answer.

celver, sprang to his feet, looked wut Colonel Ilingworth had not been

president of the Murtlet Bridge com-
pany for so long without lenrning some-
thing of proctical construction. He
was easfly enough of an engineer to
reqlize lostuntly what that statement
imeant.

“When «id
snapped out,

“Last night.”

“Is the bridge gone?”

“Not yet."

“Why didn’t you let us know?"

“l telegraphed father and, not hear-
ing from him, I came down on the mid-

you discover it?" he

Into the Room Burst Colonel lllington.

night train. It is a holiday in New York
us well as here. I just happened to
meet futher in the office. He sent a
telegram to you and not hearing from
you, duplicated it an hour later. I
tried half n dozen times to get you on
the telephone and finally, by a happy
chanece, got hold of young Johnson."

“Where are your father's tele-
grams?"
“Here,"
Colonel Ilingworth tore the first

open with trembling fingers.

Ih--r with emotion. Johnson coughed “Why didn't you tell Abbott?" asked
and turned as the two separated. It |, . 0. engineer
Wis > ’ I N "eCOVers 2r v :
I imlI:v :;I]l;it'}::»:mu IR “You know Abbott. He sald the
[ = = bridge would stand untll the world

“What were you saying about our
bridge when I came into the room?"
she began, and Meade fully understood
the slight but unmistakable emphasis
In the pronoun—our hridge, indeed—"1

wiis lying down this afternoon, but
when 1 awnkened my mald told me
about your urgent calls for father,”

she ran on, renlizing that some trouble

enved in,  Suid he could jock the mem-
ber into line, He wounldn't do a thing
except on direct orders from here.”
“Your father wires, ‘put no more
welight on the bridge.” What shall we
do?" interposed Colonel Illingweorth.
“Telegraph Abbott at once.”
“If the bridge goes It means ruin to

[‘;1;::;,1:“:1:;;!]“ signed the old man's portended nnd seeking to help her [f:'l:q;.iljlli,l{i::‘ll“]". sjgidt;henaglhtlh:l \-aice
g N R lover 15‘\- giving him time. “1 knew :lv:"(l:".:'}ln.- :h-:: :\nt:ls‘ -le .nalnlv ‘u qlrln‘n ll’:a
draw men and ufu\’aicr. = N somothing must be wroog, so 1 cama 1 ul 1: P ! : .?I‘U‘i“ 'ii-. )]
“I enn't understand why we don't here. I didn't expect to see you, Oh, pare |_|.[||| or .“ natura (xum,t_rut on
it s X el ’ what 1s It?" she broke off, suddenly | under the terrible circumstances.
hear," =nid the young englueer two “Yes, but If it goes with the men on,

hours later, walking up and down the
room in his agitation.
and now we cnn’t got a telephone con-
nection, or at least any answer after
our repented calls”

“It's a hollday there as well as here,
said the older man, “There is no one
in the oftice ut Martlet.”

“I'll try the telephone again.
one mny come in at any time."

He sat down ot the desk, and after
five minutes of feverish und excited

"

Some-

waiting he finally did get the office of 1

the Martlet Bridge company. By
happy fortune It appeared that some-
one happened to come Into the office
just at that moment,
“This Is Meade,” begun
man, “the consulting engineer of
International bridge, Well, at

the yvoung
the

All

He Could Think of Was the Im-
pending Ruin,

|
thirty this morning I sent a telegram
an hour [ driveway oulside, the roar of a motor,

and
Whnt's that?
ve

Colone! THogworth
Inter I sent another.
Both telegrams are on the desk? Gi
e your name—Johnson—you're ons
of the clerks there? Well, 1
Colonel Illingworth at Lis
what! He isn't at home? Is the

to

.-r--[.“..;n.-
hone

vice

president there—the superintendent— 1!

“Twao telegrims |

| run.

| It was there he had saved her from the

| told her that he loved her,

realizing from the mental strain in her
lover's fuce, which the sudden sight of
her had eaused him to econcenl for a
moment, thiat something terribly serl-
had happened, and turned @
little pale herself as the
question, not drepming un-
swer would be,

“Helen," said the young man, step-
| ping toward her and taking her hands
again, “we're in awlul trouble.”

“If it Is any trouble T ean share,
Bert,” said the girl, flushing at him u
[ look which set his pulses bounding—nat

ous she
asked

the

she

what

41 1enst she was to be depended on—

“vou know you can count on me."
“] know I can,” he exclaimed grate-
! fully.
“Naow tell me."
“The Internantlional bridge is about to

ten- | g

The color eame to her face ngain,
Was that all? eame Into her mind.
That was serions enough, of course,
but It would not matter in the long
IHelen reallzed the awful gravity
the terrible serlousness, of the slitun-
tlon of course. The bridge meant much
o her even If in quite a different way.

It was there that he b
The bri
might fall, but It was as eternal 48
affection In her moemory. Thelr
gagement, or their marringe, had

awful fall,

made dependent upon the suecy
completion of the bridge. Wh
thnt? The provise mesnt nothi

it means—Johnsou, are you a telegraph
operator?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Tanke the key,"” sald the colonel,
who, having been a soldler, thought
first of the men.

Johnson sat down at the table where

the direct wire ran from the bridge
company to the telegraph office. He
reached his hand out and Jaid his

fingers on the key., Before he could
give the faintest pressure to the instru-

ment, it suddenly clicked of Its own
motion. Everybody in the room stood
silent.

“It Is a message from Wllchings, the
chief of constructlon foreman of"
Johnson paused a moment, listening to
the rapld click—*the Interaational—"
he sald In an awestruck whisper.

It iy come!

<allh it, man! Read It, for God's
eried the chief engineer.

¢ bridge I8 in the river,” faltered
glowly, word by word, trans-
e fearful message on the wire.
and one hundred and fifty mea

at happens after the crash
d in the next installment.
happens to the Meades
lingworths, and the vast
stirred up, makes thrill-
pters.

white
ha

ter when she looked ot the
agonized man to whom sl
herself,
| “It I8 terrible, of course,” sH
| quietly, “Rut you ean do nothir
| “If 1 eould, do you think I'd
{ bridge, and you, go withogt—"
“I'm not going with the bridge,)
her quick and declsive interruptio
They hud both forgotten the

| of young Johnson, who wos

|[.:.‘I_r dectdedly unncomfortable, but dess T
to f

perately anxlous. He was about
| speak whoen, Into this already broken
seene. came another interraption,
There was a rush of wheels on the
il‘.pq‘nn- Meade counld answer the state-
ment, Into the room burst Colonel T1-
He was ¢svered with dust,
MER £l : white his eves filled with
nnxiety. The character of the sum-
had disquieted him beyond mens-

Hngwaorth

JLUT]

mnns

312 CONTINUED)

he Loaded Gun

regirns froin
gun in
|

Po shoot cr

the corn ls liable to
loss than a million ¢
only a second to put o enfridge In a
gun when the time Is at hand. It
takes no longer to take It out.

nkes

dlossom Remains.
Bacon—"Crimsonbeank says his wife
keeps his nose to the grindstone.” Hg-
bert—"Well, it doesn't seem to wear

Back of him came Severence, the | the red off of 1L




