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CHAPTER XVI|l—Continued.
: —_—11— resolved still.

“He wouldn't be a common work-| “Read them,” econtinned Rodney.
man, would he?' asked the girl, more | “I'll admit to you that the whole thing
gisnppolnted than she could express, | would not be worth the paper it's
3 ¥ not. He'd be keeping | written on in a court of law, or even

Ithin-lirnlwtl‘ close-mouthed, inexorably

or acting as a gang foreman. Most of | vinclng to
the workmen sre foreigners, although |convinecing
the bridge erectors are Americans,” to speak.”
“You're sure that he's not here?' “Do you think, sir, that there's any
“Absolutely.” power in your streftched-out arm, or
“There's the dam,” sald Winters, |In your rude volce or In your threat-
*We'll try that in the morning.” enlng gesture to make me spenk?”
“What good is it going to do us, “By the Lord,” exclaimed Winters,
Dick?® asked Rodney a little irritably. | suddenly whipping out a Colt's 45
“Even if we do find him, we can't |from the holster at his belt—he was
pake him speak.” iressed Just gs he had been when he
“I don't knuw"‘ answered the womnan rode away from the ranch—"out West
« “But if I could just see him | We've got ways for persuading men to
again, Mr. Rodney"—she spoke |speak, and this Is one of them.”
Winters was a bigger man than Rod-
ney. His life had been wild and rough,
and his manner when he wanted was
according. He would fain add physical

us, and you c¢can make It
to everybody.

once

afrald of sny lethal weapon you ean
produce or even use, any more than 1
am of Mr. Rodney's words?”

iy The old
¥ man's eyes flashed, and his knees
shook, but he had all the spirit of
i soldier as he looked into Winters

stern face, full of threat and menace,
His thin voice took on a certain gual-
ity of courage. It even rang a little.
His courage was mainly moral, but
there was some aecompanying physical
hardihooa, that was undoubted, “You
can beat me, you can even Kill me, if
you wish, but you can't make me say
a word I don't want to say of my
own free will," he eried out at last, his
voice strangely rising.

“Gentlemen; gentlemen,” sald Helen
[lingworth, rising and swiftly inter-
posing between the secretary and the
two ungry men., She realized that
affair had gone far enough and that
she must Intervene, They had certain-
I¥ failed lamentably, almost ludicrous-
ly. “You are wrong to threnten Mr,
Shurtliff, He Is old enough to be the
father of either of you. Drop your
arm, Mr. Rodney., Put up that pistol,
Mr., Winters, Mr. Shurtliff," said the
girl quickly, “as I am in a certnln sense
| your hostess, and as you are in a cer
| tain sense my guest here, I apologize
to you for the Improper and impulsive

" %He Wouldn't Be a Common Work-
man, Would He?" Asked the Girl

‘without hesltntion or reserve, and hoth
men felt deeply for her—"if 1 could
Just speak to him, if he would only—"
“I belleve you can persuade him,"
suid Winters,
“Yes, perhaps, but I want Shurtliff
to speak first, then we can approach

( our, friend himself with more confi- conduct of these young men. They
.. ce,” sald Rodney, love Bertram Meade dearly, as I do.
_— Let that be their excuse. Meanwhile,

CHAPTER XVIII. they will apologlze to you here and

now, I am sure.”

There was a moment of silence, Rod-
ney and Winters stared at ench other
and both looked at the girl, confront
ing them so confidently in her superb
and beautiful way. Winters smiled o
little shamefacedly he shoved his
gun back Into Its holster. His had io-
ideed been the greater offense.
me to speak | “Mr. Winters, Mr. Rodney,”
man sus- | £lr] Insistently.
|  “Oh, 1 apologize. 1 suppose it was
| wrong to threaten him," sald Rodney
| disgustedly.

“Hang it,” sald Winters, now utterly
“it wasn't the
littie

Brute Force or Finesse,
"What do you wunt me
Rodney?" asked Shurtlll,
through the door, bhaving caught Rod-
ney's use of his name,

“Ok, Shurtliff—" began Rodney,
somewhat embarrassed at having been

. ard.
t do yvou want
about?

continued the old
piclously, not giving the younger man
time to finish. “And what friend can
you then approach, sir?” .
“T'Il tell you what I want,” sald | . ) :
Rodney. | I"i'l.:T'Hll[ of -‘.'uht'-'ll-.lni.n-t' ;
He qulckiy to declsion. thing to do to. -:|- ,_,un.. ”Tl :‘1
Standing up snd facing the old maun, nid man, and I'm sorry I did it.

: “And that we've apologized
ataked everything on one haold | e
e Helen | ¥OU i1 tell us the

Mr.

coming

to say,

as

gald the

draw

came a

now

track of materfal, or running a transit, in a newspaper report, but It's “"“'l

You've got |

compulsion under threat of death to |
| Rodney's mental insistence.
| *“And do you think, sir, that T'm

the |

truth, won't you?' |

WEB OF STEEL

By CYRUS TOWNSEND BRADY and CYRUS T NSEND BRADY, Jr.

Engineer

I'm going to ask you gentlemen to ex-
‘rnw me,"

“We'll see if he Is working on the
dam tomorrow."

“You will stay all night, Mr, Win-
ters?”

“Your father Invited me to take a
| bunk in his car, and, to be perfectly
frank with you, I'd sleep out in the
open raln rather than miss a chance
of being in on the end of a game like
this."”

The girl bowed and left them.

“Diek,” said Rodney slowly at last,
| as the two sat smoking together in the
silence of complete understanding and
goold comradeship, which requires no
expression in talk, “you're not the only
man who thinks that girl would be a
good wife to a man.”

“Ah"” sald Winters,
In that quarter, Rod?"’

“Yes," answered the other, “but I'm
fichting this thing through for Mende."

“Well, by George,” sald the big
ranchman, “you're as good a mun
Meade any day, fine fellow as he
I wish I had some chance to get
this game and make myself worthy of
the two of you, let alone the lady."”

It wne a rare confidence that Rodney
had vouchsafed to his friend, and like
svery other Anglo-Saxon, having sald
his say, he did not wish to discuss it
further.,

“Do you know,” he began, changing
the subjeet abruptly, “I think thing
have turned ont pretty well in spite
of our foollzhne=ss a while ago. I be-
lleve If there's n spark of human grati-
tude in Shurtliff's heart, the girl's in-
terposition when you and [ were threat-
ening him, and her refusal to allow
him to be guestioned later, will fan It
into flame. And I have an idea that
when he thinks it over he'll be about
ready to tell.”

“Are you sure he has anything to

(o1l 7"

“gits the wind

n«
is.
in

“Well, T guess you're right. It sort
of consoles me for having drawn my
run, without using 1t, too, And if he
tells in the morning and we find Meade,
everything will be lovely.”

“For everybody but me,” said Rod-
.

“I'll tell you what, old man, when
this thing's over, vou're coming out to
spend the rest of the winter with me
the ranch. It's the greatest place
on earth for a man to buck up. There's
no woman within fifty miles.”

Rodney laughed a little grimly.

“I'l go you,” he sald.

( “Certain,”
|

0l

CHAPTER XIX.
The Battle From Above.
The rain had stopped by morning.
the great relief of Colonel Illing-
worth, Severence and Curtiss, and the
sutisfaction of Helen. There was little
sun to dry the big, red sandstone mesa,
it sides seamed into funtastle shapes,
which rose grandly between the val-
ley of the Plcket Wire and the ravine
of the Kicking Horse, and which the
voung woman intended to cross in her
wilk toward the dam with Rodney and
Winters. The siding near the steel-
arch bridge was close to the rock wall
the ravine, which here had been so
| scoured out of the rocky side of the
by torrents of other days that
it could falrly be called a gorge, Con-
sequently the bank of clouds sbove the
| horizon to the northwest was hid be-
hind the big butte from the occupunts
of the two private ears. Although the
dny did not promlse to be fair, they

10

tOf
|

mesa

throw. Grasping the situation, £ -« | asked Rodney sw , with no appre-

Hiingworth held her breath, Winters | 2 _ v = 2

maved to take his own part In the ‘\ "]]'}i'”" i"' ‘””_'i‘]" w  homble”
1 s, we T4} 4 now,

§uine at the ]'r"y",l\. . ehimed In Winters ith anything but

“What Is It, sir? d the sgere-| i gt [
tary un humble alr or vold

“éhut the door and co " oo “T won't 1|.|\<_ Mr

3) e ciled I v, Sl
the answer, ¥ ou thy

Rodney spoke sharply, and it § ol
a sort of indication, churacteristie of on or tot I8 101 10 et
the differcnce In station bet n i hall not be worried: OF ques T
fndependent young mun and a r bl S TNt
vient ol wini ePhank  veu. M ] - i

“Here I ar " nnswered Shortlif a T ‘:.:. bithe losk 3 you
cloglng the door and staunding before it hor wints It dd Shuetliff erimls

v He shot o gl nee af the young ing slizhtly to het
woman. o « her tense pasi Ha steny 11t4] ¢
tion. He su } tl fitled ’ had .
her soul In her | earing. Al | voung men, pi owil
bis old susp 5 id. For X fe 1 1
a4 mament for her. | Mi IHinaoworth ) o
He almost hoted b | d from | of the car. The honors of the encou
her to the duark-Taced ' iined Rod- | ter were certainly his
pney, to hig, powertu 1 “Well, Mise Ilingworth,” sald Win
Was this a trap? Were terz, “I don't know whether you nu
try to force him to spenk tnke or not. I think I could have
brave man, ald Shurtli ! it out of him with this little
beat a little faster as he | jader of mine—" He tapped the
He was quite master o f the pistol,
though, cool, wnte i couliln't have done it If you
In their eyes rather Hmir tilled him,” sald the woman, who
otherwise. ] read the old secretary correctly.

“The time has come for § tsn't what I eall a daring man
ps the truth,” began Rodn e hing courage that wonld take
ieally. “You know that to the stuke rather thian mnke
blame nnd responsibility give wav, the cournge of endur-
ure of the Internntio » rather than of action, When he
loaded on the wrong mi ks, if he ever does, It will be of
thiat you permitied, a wn froe willL”

le, the sacrifice o Or because you may persuade him,"

on for the Bak sid Roduey, “By jove, when I think

father, You kr it over, it wis the finest thing you ever
Is breaking her heart, that @ did.”

life 12 rulned, and you're Fert Mes a lucky fellow,' i

Now the time has come for| Winters, * the kir girl

speak,. We know as well as | that ought to marry out where

youTthat voung Meade Is innocent. try to breed men that will mateh
Here's our evidence.” I'-1|:."

He drew a handful of papers from Helen Tllingworth langhed tle,
his inside breast pocket and shook | although she felt no ine jon to
them in the face of the old man, who | merriment,
had shrunk back aguinst the side of “That's o fine -I”_'tl

3l

the car and stood staring, white-faced, ["Well, this hi

-

“Out West We've Got Ways for Per-
suading Men to Speak.”

I!.-.-n] no the further threat of
| storm presaged by the black masses (o
the northwest,

In sandy, porous soils, such as here

prevailed, the ralo | ahsorbed qulekly,

idea of

g

They could traverse the tralls carpet- |
ol with the neadles of centuries that
ritn through the dripping pines, with
out gpetting muddy. and with nothing
more to fear than a wetting lonel
Ilingwaorth, Severence and Cur i nn
wovmeed thelr Intentlon of golng bnek
0 the T ) COn f r consiulta
tlons ibservations concerning the
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| progress of work on the bridge, Shurt- |

11ff. who went about his business grave-
ly reserved, frigidly cold and self-con-
tained, had work to do at his desk.
The woman any, the two young men
were for the duwb

After an early breakfast, therefore,
the second car was nncoupled, and the
engine backed it down around the mesa
toward the vinduct twenty miles below.
Rodney and Winters prepared to go
with Misg Illingworth across the wood-
ed Island, with Its cresting of stone,
s0 to speak, that lay between the ra-
vine and the walley, The conductor
of the train, a loecal employee of the
rallroad, told them that the shortest
wiy was directly over the mesa, The
sundstone of which this huge mound
wis malnly composed had been broken
und disintegrated on all sides by cen-
turies of eroslon and weathering, and
there were practicnble ascents and de-
scents at both ends. The nearest ascent
was at the side of the big tableland di-
rectly opposite which the car was
placed.

The tralls through the pines which
covered the hill up to the very foot
of the big butte were unfrequentoed
and in bad repair, but practicable if

| the traveler was prepared for a wet- |

{ting. The shortest and on the whole

the easiest way to the dam would be
to make their way to the foot of the
mesa, climb it through the big ravine
| and cross it to the lower end, less than
two miles away, where there was an
ensy descent to the dam.

| denly

“And If you get caught in the raln,” |

snid the conductor, “which ain't likely,
for it's already rained more in the last
twenty-four hours than In the last
twenty-fonr years, it seems to me,
there's a hut, half stone and half tim-
ber, up on the mesa that campers
sometimes make uge of when they want
to see the sun rise, which Is n mighty
fine sight from there. It was in pretty
fuir shape when I visited it last year,
and you can find shelter there., It's
at the highest point on the mesa. You
can see a long way up the guleh there,
and a longer way down and up the
| Picket Wire valley. Above the dam It
used to show a level, fertile stretch
between the hills, but it's all a lake
now.,"

Shurtliff, of course, declined Miss
Nlingworth's invitation to accompany
the party on plea of urgent duties and
important papers to prepare. He had
spoken no words to Rodney or Winters,
and those gentlemen made no effort
to engage him in conversation. They
were, in truth, a little ashamed of their
actions of the night before. They were
exceedingly anxlous as to whether their
| theorles as to the possible effect of
Miss 1llingworth’s action would be jus-
tified, so they carefully avoided the
secretary, letting the leaven work If it
would,. To their disappointment, it
gave no sign of life or aetion.

Of the four most interested in Meade,
Winters was the only one who had
slept soundly that night. Rodney was
too much in love with the woman ever
to sleep soundly again, he thought—
certainly not until her future had been
settled and her relgtions to Meade
finally determined. Shurtliff’s feelings
were painfol in the extreme. Torn be-
tween the old habit of affection for
the dead, his new habit of affection
for the woman, his oft-recurring com-
punction of consclence, his immediate
resentment of the treatment of the two
men, his acknowledgment of the splen-
did of the woman, his suspi-
cions, his uncertainty, to how the
younger Mende would take it if he
tald the truth, he slept not at all,

Into Helen IMingworth's mind
|]”“1 Come, to her credlt be It

=nid, not untll she id retired and had

action

s

ulso

nlthough

| thought over her netion in the light of
the hints given, that perhaps her gen-
erous interposition in behnif of Shurt-
(R5)| move his gratitude and that
he might at Inst vouchsafe hor the help
which she felt more certnln than ever
he alone could glve, =he wns glad
when the thought enme to her that she
conl self squarely in the face
and declare to her congcience that it
hind not been buack of her action,

which had been purely spontaneous.
The possibility, although a Mnt one,
| thitt Meade might working on the
| dam and that she might see¢ him on
| the morrow would have sufficed to glve
her a wakeful night. Rodney wis a more

careful observer than Winters, but
even the cattleman noticed that she
looked worn and strained as he helped
her out of the car for thelr tramp
acrogs the mesa to the dam.

“You know,” he sald, with rough-

snd-ready sympathy, “we haven't the
thnt Meade |s there.
It's only a chance, and probably a long
one.

“I shall never rest until it Is decided
nbsolutely one way or the other,” said
the woman,

“Well, I'm pot much of a walker,”
the cattleman, *1 generally pre-
fer to get over the ground astride of 2
but I guess I enn keep up
| with the party for two miles, If that's

lenst assurance

said
bironehe b,

| the distance."

It was dark and damp and wet under
| the Although the two men
| clesired way for her, holdipg
whes back nnd shaking the

off the drooping boughs, It was

pines
the

nrat wilel

Helen was protected from the wet.
She had tramped hills and mountains
mnny a4 time, eamp and forest were fu-
millar to her. 8She wore a short-
skirted dress, stout boes =nd leg-
gings, and a yellow western S ker.

The exertion of the upward cludh
stumbling over broken branches and
uprooted logs and floundering through
boggy places on the trail, brought a
touch of color to her face, and though
damp, the alr sweet and fragrant,
clean and pure, refreshed and pleased
her greatly: the men, too, It was a
hard pull, and she was out of breath
when she reached the broken coulee,
or ravine, which led to the top of the
big red sandstone plateau.

“I'm terribly out of practice,” she
gald to the two men, “but 1 don't be-
lteve I'm in nny worse state than you
are, Mr. Winters."

“I told you I wasn't any good on
foot,” sald Winters, who was blowing
like a grampus,

Rodney laughed at the two of them,

‘Look at me,” he sald, “I'm as fresh
as when I began,”

“Well, yvou're used to walking,” re-
turned Winters, “It's this plugging
along this broken trall that has
knocked us out. The rich, they ride
on—bronchos, you know."

“When we get on top of the mesa
we will find it easler going,” sald Rod-
ney encouragingly.

“Let us start,”” sald the girl, sud-
serious, as she thought what
might be at the end of the journey.

“Before we go any farther," sald

"

Winters, staring up the ravine at the

| of humanlty.

| decisively, “the

sky which showed about It, “just take
a look at that.”

He pointed to the black clouds rap-
idly rising, appareotly against the
wind, which swayed rather violently
the tops of the tallest pines, although

| they were protected and in compara-

tive qulet where they stood in the ra-
vine,

“It looks as if there were more rain
there,” sald Rodney.

“Tt's incredlble," answered Winters,
“after what we've had.

“But it ceriainly is coming down
agitln, and if I'm any judge, it will be
another cloudburst.”

*“Perhaps we'd better go back,” suge
gested Winters to Miss Illingworth.

“Go back!" execinlmed the girl.
“When I'm as pear as this?’
“But it's only a possibility, you

know."”

“Possibility or not, it would take
1 deluge In my path to stop me.
Come,"

1t was an entirely practicable elimb,
but rather a hard one on the
crumbling rocks., It did not take the
three young people long to surmount
the difficulties, however, and after n
few minutes they stood on top of the
mesd.

Near at hand was the hut of which
the conductor had spoken. It stood
upon a little rise above the general
level, and from it one could see far In
every directlon, Between the hills and
over the lower crest of Baldwin's
knob they could even see dimly the
far-off plains, a little sickly yellow
light still lingering there before the
advance of the storm.

The hut was made of stone and logs.
They had not nny more than reached
it before the storm began. Clups of
thunder, fiashes of lightning under
which the army on the dam were fight-
ing, were heard and seen with tenfold
clearness by the little group on the
huge upland.

It was a sight to awe the very soul
Miles and miles down
the mountaln side and among the hills

wet, |

The next moment, with a exfminst-
ing scream: Hke the shriek of all the
lost souls of creation heard above the
furious detonating roar of the thunder,
the wind added its quota to the dem-
onstration of natural forece, and now
the raln fairly dropped upon them in
apparently solld sheets, Of course
clouds do not burst. Such a thing |s
sclentifically and meteorologleally Im-
possible, but anyone who hns ever ex-
perienced the suddenness and fary and
welght of n western deluge in a nor-
mally dry land will understand the
term. ‘The wind swept over the pla-
tenu, where it had free course llke a

hurricane; the rain came down In
masses apparently. Untll their eyes
became accustomed to it, the falling

water blotted out the landscape.

The woman was hurled ngainst the
slde of the house by the sudden and
violent esssult of the hurricnne. The
twoe weh ha® dragged, half earried her

| weround to the lee slde of the eabin.

The roof of the hut had given way
here arM there, and within It was soon
flooded. Where they stood, however,
by chance happened to be the solidest
part of the overhang of the roof, sand
they were In some degree protected,
that Is, from the direct violence of the
downpour. They were, of courre,
drenched In a few minutes in gpite of
their raincoats. With one man on el-
ther side of her to give her as much
protection as possible, the woman
leaned nagainst the stone wall and
stared through the raln down the val-
ley, seeking to see the dam, perhaps
n mile and a half away. Of course the
maximum of the downpour could not
last any more than the maximum of the
gale, but the deluge was succeeded by
u heavy, driving rain still swept on by
n strong wind.

Below the mesa the lake was
whipped into foam by the beat of the
ranin and rolled into waves by the as-
sault of the wind. All three of them
knew what this deluge portended. The
downpour would raige the level of the
Inke so that it would overflow the
dam, which would be swept away, the
villey would be inundated by a flood,
like a tidal wave, the incomnleted via-
duct would be ruined, the town would
be overwhelmed, the loss of life and
property would be appalling.

“The spillway ought to take It,”
shouted Winters, knowing what was

Staring Down at the Dam Helen li-
lingworth Took the Glass From Rod-
ney.

in the minds of the other two by what
was in his own.

“It's not finished,” roared Rodney.,

Winters threw up his hands.

“Will the dam hold 117" eried the
woman, understanding,

“Until the water rises above it. Just
a8 soon as it begins to wash over, it
will go, and the quicker for these
waves,” answered Rodney at the top
of his voice,

“And the bridge
gereamed the woman.

“They, too."”

“And father?®”

“He'll be all right ; they've had warn-
ing. The epgineers on the dam muzt

and the town™

the whirling battallons of clouds rolled | know the danger now. They're works

tumbled and tossed and clashed
aerfal armies. The lightning,
while it wns not in sheets, was prac-
tieally continuous, flash succeeding
flash in uncountable and blinding suc-
cession, Again they noticed the strange
corusceating, bursting as holt
after holt apparently struck some gran-
ite ledge and was then thrown back in
splinters of fire. he heavy, awful roll
of the thunder was continnous and ter-
rific.

They stood staring through door and

and

like

effect

windows In silence, Meade and their
quest forgot in the appalling tem-
pest by all except the woman, It was

recalled them.

“Let us hasten on,” she said, and she
had almost to seream (o make herselfl
heard in the wild tumult, “It's mng-
nificent, wonderful, but—"

As a matter of fact, all the mani-
festations of nature at its grandest
would not have sufficed to turn her
head away from her lover's face if she
could have seen him.

“You can't go now,” sald Winters
rain's bad enough as
it is, and that cloud will burst In u
minute, Old Noah's flood won't be a
clreumstance to it

“I'm protected from the rain,"” she
unswered,

Winters shook his head.

The weight of It would salmost
beut you down, Miss Ilingworth.”

“TI haven't had any experience with
it, but 1 think Winters Is right,” said
Rodney,

“T'll go on alone, then,” gald the girl

donutely, stepping out of the house,
itlemen don't care to cowe,”

she who

prassio

ing like mad.”

He had brought a small six-power
fieldelass with him and he was strain-
ing his eyes through it. The violence
of raln and wind had sensihly abated,
nlthough It down In
torrents. With his knowledge of what
would probably be attempted, Rodney
was able to see through his glass some-
thing of what was being done, even af
that distance.

“They're building nalisades on tdyp
of the dam, and backing it with an
earth mound, See, they are dropping
sundbugs over,” he stated, handing the
gluss to the other man.

“By heaven,” shouted Winters,
“they're making a magnificent fight."

In hig excitement he left the shelter
of the hut and stalked through the
raln toward the edge of the mesa,
where he could have a better and near-
er view. In spite of Rodney’s remon-
strances, even though backed by his
outstretched arm, the woman followed.
Presently all three, indifferent to the
beat of the rain and the assault of the
wind, stood watchlng the battle on the
dam. It was abating still more, fortn-
pately, or else they could scarcely have
sustained the attnck of that wind and
rain, nor could they have seen at all,
even with that glass,

Staring down at the dam after a mn-
ment, Helen Illingworth took the glass
from Rodney. She focused it rapidly
and looked steadily through [t. She
knew what she was seeking as she
stood steadyving herself with splendid
perve and resolution and swept the
length of the dam back and forth.

(TO BE CONTINUEDJ

was still coming




