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o pened; . A sharp exclamation from the |  “It Is your affection that makes you now. 1 wouldn't have
q BERTRAM MEADE—DEATH, LOSS OF REPU woman was the gnly sound that broke | siy that,” he sald, “and as yo \;dml‘: come to Iife for the world,” said)
3 the silence, as she stepped fg her lov- | there is renlly nothing. What sal Shurtlff was the most
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& rtram Mdade, st international bridge for the ||| gentlemen,” sald Meade; “he ts dead.” | lic to this dlear-¢yed woman, who volved upon him. The segrch was
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.ﬁ.‘g\nﬂ.’h {ident of the Martiet concern, are engaged to marry g ||| telephone and asking him to notify the ¢ end sought to look away. spe loves me, but I wga't drag her|gq the young man, “but to be sure I
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S el O ridgs collapsés and 150 die.  This “He was too big a man to do himself | der, "look me In the face and tell md fare in you stil" sdid the colonel, “eved | youryeirpr
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“1 tmvew't bt any confdence, sir. | Meade.  He was 1nbthavY. | 1.0 o giig Rodtipy, who for his friend’s | developed such fire. He was spegeh- | Mende. / Shurtlift waited until his footsteps
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“It's too late for anybody to take |through the crowd, which broké fato & | " wy.. you can,’ said the young man. | sustain her glance, but nothing fould | your \fathe gate. Even then he was not sure. He
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that will be certy

‘e Must Wire Martiet” He Gasped
A C o out
A2 1t 18 oo late tor the last edition,
1 want this lettdr of his with mine t
[§0 side by side with the
must not be & moment of
about 1t of e
.“P..?.*ﬁrﬂuhnb—"
|. “Doa't stap t9 argue with me now,
{Tuke o taxi dnd get there as as

me up. Men can’t make mistakes at
my age. No more of thiat. ‘We have
still one thing to do, set the boy right
before the world.”

“But if 1 were your son, sir, sald

, “rather than see you
ruined I would take the blame on my-
self.  He can live it down.”

“But be is not to blame. On the
contrary, he was right. and 1_was
wrong. Here, Shurtliff, Is his own let-
ter. You know it;'you saw him give
it to me. You heard the conyersation,
and I havé written out a little account
explaining It, stating thit I made lght
of his protests, acknowledging that he
was right-and I was wrong, taking the
whole blame upon myself. He will be
“back here toulght, I am sure. I intend-
ed to give it to him."

“Oh, don't do that, llr. Meade.”

The telephone bell r:

“The bridge!” cllmured th insistent
“bell.

Staggeribg " almost Itke a drunken | gz He told me to—to—go a

man, Shurtlift left his place by the
door, reached his thin hand out and
itfted up the telephone, its bell vibrat-
ing, It seemed, with angry, venomous
persistence through the qulet roown.

“It's a telegram.” he whispered.
“Yes, this i Mr. Meade's privite sec-
retary. Go on,” he answered into the
mouthplece of the felephone.

There was another moment of ghast-
1y silence while he took the message.
It was typleal of Shurtliff's character
that In Spite of-the horrible agitation
that filled him, he[put the instrument
down carefully oo the desk, method- |
fcally hanging up the recelver before |
he turned to face the other man.- He
spoke deprmﬂnxl{. No woman could

exceed the tenderress he managed to
infuse into his ordinarily dry, emotion-

the r‘ver, sir.”

“Of course; any m
“Abbott—and onp undred and ftty

staggered
auln him_and hdlped him down into
the big chalr befpre the desk. The
news had been discounted in his mind,
still some kind of hop‘ hld lingered
there. Now It wap ov
| “We must wire Iuruet,

“The telegraph pffice said the mes-
was addressed to you and Mart-
have got the news, sir.”
late for the last edi-
ons. of jing papers, elther,”
-m ~the jold ‘max “Shurtlift, I was
to giye these documents to the
When ho got back, but I want them
taneously with the
ure of the bridge.
selzed the and signed
rief letter of excul-

he gasped

the body of the doc-
ud feeble, the signa-
bold.  He gathered
papers up loogely.
“Here," he sald| “T want you to take
_them to a newsgaper—the Gazette—
fin to Iskue un extra

| too soon or too publicty.

| represent him?'|

|it 1s the place where I ouy

sudden clamor of questioning. | |

Mende nodded. He recognizefl the
spenker, their hands met. Thiy was a
mun of his own age named Rodney,
who had been Meade's classmate at
Cambridge, his devoted friend there-
dfter. Instead of active prnr?lde, he
had chosen to become a writer| gn sci-
entific subjects and was there as a
representative - of the- En
News. There were T

d af

eting ‘
f-|

Helen Nlingworth had possessed her-
self of his left by
held it to her
seemed unconsel
stil 1t was the

jous of the actlon, and
greatest thing he had
ever experienced; Meade spoke slowly
and with the most welghty delibera-
tion in an obviows endeavor to give his

fection tohif8 volcé and look,
the grasp of his hand.

“Have you seen my father, R
Meade asked, quickly moving|
eleyator, followed by all the

“At the house they sald he jv
there, and here at the office
no answe

As Meade turned he saw his

r)Qm-,\' ”

0 the

s not
we get

fdther's

secretary' coming slowly -throy the
entrance. “Shurtliff,” he called out.
“My father?"

“I left him In the office iwp |hours
iy and

wan-

+—leave him alone. I have bep:
dering about the streets.”

Outside In the street the npwsboys
were shrieking: |

“Extry! Extey! All about [the col-
lapsé of the lnh-rnnunnnl bridge| Two
hundred lost.”

Shurcit had one "ot the P4pkrs’in

his hand. Meade tore it from rim.

“Who Is Responsible?” starefl ot him
In big red headlines.

“Gentlemen,” said Meade, | ‘I can
dnswer that question”—he helfl up the
paper so that all might see—"{hp fault
—the blame—is mine.”

“We'll have to see your| father,
Bett.” sald Rodney.

“He Is In this bullding, wp |know,
and he'll never leave it withpyt run-
ning the gantlet of us all,” dripd an-

other amid a chorus of approy|
Meade realized there was nd
They all plled into the eleva
him and Shurtliff. They follopw:
up the corridor. He stopped
the door of the office.
“I forbid you to come in,”
“This is my father's private—" |
“Have no fear, Bert,” sald
firmly. “We don't intend to
We understand how ybu feel. | We will
walt here until you sdy the word, and
then all we shall want will be d state-
ment from your father.”
“Thank you, old man. Com)
I, said Meade, turning hi;
the lock. The tiyo- men ent
carefully closed the door behi|
Phe door was scarcely sh)
Helen Tllingworth left the ele:
came rapldly up the corridor.
called at the office before an
need to ask the way. The
gathered around the door 1
give her passage while they
her with deep If respectful ¢ wrlnllly
“Pardon me, gentlemen,” l’e
“but I am very anxious to|
younger Bertram Meade.” |
“He has just gone into the
answered Rodney respectfully.
The girl ralsed her hand to k
“A moment, please; perhaps
better understand the situatiof
International bridge—"
The girl ecame to a sudden
nation. She could pot declare

odney
reak 0.

e, Shurt-
ey In
red ‘and
d them.
bt when
ator and
She had
had no

the
office,™

ock.

ou had
n. The
etermi-
herself

“My namé Is Ilingworth,”s)
und as the hats of ‘the surprised
ers came off, she continued, I
daughter of the president of tH
let Bridge company, which
ing the International.”

AYes, Miss
Rodoey, “and

he said,
report-
am the
e Mart-
s erect-

d_you come here to

“I am Mr. Bertram Mead

P, Jri's,
promised wife, phd I am here

because
to be.
When the man I love fs In trouble, .I
must be with him.” |

She raised her hand hgaln|
ney was too quick for hpr. Hi
lightly on the door, .apd thes)
it heavilf several tim¢s. Ih|
rang hollowly through fhe cdri
it always does when fhe dpd

ut Rod-
knocked
struck
p sound
tidor, as

empty room ‘is beate{’ upof. There
Wwas no answer for a oment.

“Ob, I must’ get fn,” said |the .wom-
an.

Roduey kbocked . and this time

the door wus opened. | Shurtlift stéod
in the way. He bad
shakén before, but noy. so’
and shocked was his dppeag
everybody stared. Shi
his lips and tried to

d 10 1o one could mi

“| ful than if he had lived.

Lof.the reporter

such clear that
take It

“Here In the|presence of my dead
father,” he begyn, “I solemnly declare
that.I alone am responsible for the de-
sign of the meber that failed. My
father was getfing along in years. He
left a great part of the work to me. He
pointed out what he thought was a
structural weakpess In the trusses, but
1 overbore his objections. I alone am
to hlame. The Martlet Bridge company
employed us poth. They said they
wanted the benefit of my father’s long
experience und | my later training-and
resenrch.”

“Do you realize, Meade,” sald (Rod-
ney, us the pencils of the reporters
flew ucross thelr pads, “that ih assum-
ing this responsibility which, your fa-
ther belng dead, cannot be—"

“I know it means the end of my ca-
reer,” sald Meade, forcing himself to
speak. “My fathef's reputation Is
dearer to me than anything on earth.”

“Even lhuxr 17" © whispered the
woman. .

“Oh, my Goil!" burst out the man,
and then he checked himself and con-
tinued with the same monotonous de-
liberation as before, and
more emphasts, “I cun allow no other |
interest_in life, however great, to pre- |
vent me from doing wy full duty to my
father.”

He had been fully resolved to pro-
tect his old father's fame had the fa-
ther survived the shock. The appeal
of the dead man was even more power-
Meade could
not down that crushed,

glaoce at

" | broken, fmpotent figure and fall to re-

spond. It was not so much love—never
had he loved Helen Illingworth so
much as then—as it was honor. The
obligation must be met though his
heart broke like his father's; even If it
killed him, too.

‘And the woman! Hoy i€ 1t illed
her? He could not thiuk of that. He
could think of nothing but of that in-
ert body und Its demand.

“Have you np witnesses, no evidence
to .substantiate your -extraordinary
statement?” asked Rodney.

“I can substantiate It,” sald Shurt-
1ft, coming Into the room, having flo-
ished his telephoning. “The doctor ana
the police will| be here immediately,
but before, they come—" and he drew
himself up and faced the reporters
boldly. “Gentlemen, I cun testify that
everything that Mr. Bertram Meade
has sald Is trug. I happened to be here
when my dead friend and employer got
the telegram apnouncing the failure of
the bridge and, although he knew it
was his"son's fault, he bravely offered
to assume the responsibility and he
told me fo go to the mewspapers and
tell them that Jt was his fault and that
bis son had p;'blen(cd in valn against
his design.

“Why dl\lnt: you do it?”

asked one

sir” tfitered the old
t"true. - The son there

“I couldn't,
an. “It was
was to blame,’ H

He sank doWn in his seat and cov-
ered his face with his hands and broke
into dry, horriljfle sobs. It wus pot easy
for him elther hia shifting of fesponsi-
bHity.

“You see” “nld young Meade, 1
guess that settles the matter. Now you
have nothing more to do here."!

“Nothing,” sald Rodney at last, “not
In this office’ pt least. We must wait
for lhe doctor, but we ¢an do Lhnt out-
sid |

()ne by one the men filed mn. leav-
ing'the dead engineer with his son, the
| secretary, and"tite;woman in the room.

“Bert,” sald the wotman, laylog her

hand on his ghoulder, “why or how I
feel it I cannet tell, but I know In my
heart that you are doing this for your
father's sake,|that what you sald was
not true. Things you have said to
me—" I 1

“Did I ever say anything to you,”

. The woman was watching hlm keen-
ly and listeding to him with every

with even |

make him retract or unsay his words. |

“I have sald it,” he managed fo get |
out hoarsely.

“It's brave of you. It's splegdia ou
you," she said. “I won't betray you. I |
don't have I

“What do you mean?” asked the |
man. ‘

But the woman had. now turneil to |
Shurtllff, In his turn she alko selzed
him in her emotion nud she yhook him

almost eagerly.

“You, you know that it I$ not true. |
Speak 1" /
But she had not the ;Lm‘(-r over they
older man that she hud ovex the young/ |
er. The secretary forced himself to logk |

\
|

“He Will Point Oyt Some Way—"

at her. He cared nothing for Miss 1l
lingworth, but he hud a passion for
the older Meade thyt matched hers for
the younger.

“He has told the truth,” he cried al-
most like a baited animal. “No one 1s
going to ruin the reputation of the
wan I have served and to whom I have
given my life without protest from me.
It's his fault, his, his, his!" he cried,
his voice rising With every repetition
of the pronoun us he pointed at Meade.

Helen lllingworth turned to her lover
agnin.  She was quieter now.

“I know that nelther of you is telling
the truth” she sald. “Lying for a
great cause, lying In splendid self-sac-
rifice.  You are ruining yourself for
your father's name and he is abetting.
Why? It can't make any difference to
him now. But it mukes a great differ-
ence to me. Have you thought of that?
Cm going to marey you anyway. Only
tell me the truth, Bert. By our love I
ask you. If you want me to keep your

ecret T'll do it. But If you won't tell
me I'll get that evidence, I will find
|'out the truth, and then I shall publish
| it to the whole world and then—"

“And you wauld marry me then?"
asked Meade, swept away by this pro-
found pleading: |

“I will marry you now, lnstantly, at
any time” answered the girl. “ludecd
you neeq me. Guilty or innocent, I am
yours and you are mine.

“Listen”” protestéd the engineer,
“nothing will ever relieve me of the
blame, of the shame, of the disgrace of
this. But I am'a man. I haye youth
still, and'strength and inspiration. Un-
til I can hold up my head among men
I am nothing to you And you ure free.”

There was o finglity in his tone
which -the woman| recoguized. She
could as well break it down us batter
a stone wall with her naked fst. She
looked at him u long time.

“Very well,” she sild at last, “unless
I shall be your wife | shall be the wife
of no man. I shall walt confident in
the hape that there |s a just God, and
that he will wxul oft soume wy.”

CHAPTER IX.
The Unaccepted Renunciation.

The dactor and the officers of the
law entered the outer affice. 1n spite
of the bYrave words that had been
spoken- by the womdn., the man could
ouly see p long parting and an uncer-
tain future. He realized it the more
when old Colonel Ilingworth entered
the in the wake of the lothers.
After he had recovered himself he had
hyrried tp the station 1 time to catch
the. next train and had come to New
York, realiziog a5, hgee whare his|
daughter must have gone.

“My futher is d«ll. um Meade as
the doctyr and the officers of the law
efamined the body  of the old man.
The son|had eyes for 8o bne but the
old cologl. “The failure of the bridge |
Fo his heart; my Mlm rdf

frstand.” sald T

worth. "Er

| she

| lust.

| in danger, unwearying In lal

Heltn I,
nel.

worth turned to the colo-

shq
me, not
“Whgtever the reason,” sald the old
soldief, “you go” 'He paused & mo-
ment/ looking from the dead man to
the {ving one. “Mende,” he exclalmed
at Jast, “I am sorry for your father, I
aw sorry for you. Good-by, and I
ngver want 1o see ypu or hear of you
ain.  Come, Helen."
/ The woman stretched out her hand
toward her lover as her father took
her by the arm. Meade looked at her a
moment and then turned awny delb-

g0 with you because he bids

erately as If to myrk the floal sever-

unce.

With bent head apd beating heart,
followed her father out of the
room. There he had 'to fight off the
reporters. Ile dented \hat his daugh-
er wus going to marry young Mende.
She strove to speuk und he strove to
force her to be quiet. lQ the end she
had her way.

feade’s own' request,” she
| said finally, “our engagement, has been
| hroken off. Personally I conider my-
self as much bound as ever, butin
e to his wishes and to\my fa-

you sald enough?! roardd the
losing all control of himself at
No, T will not be questioned or
Interrupted another minute.| Corpe.”

He almost dragged the gir] from the
roow.

colon

Within the private office \the phy-|
sleian sald that everything pofnted to a |

got up and In his catlike way opened
the door of the office and peered down
the hall. It was empty.. He stood in
the door walting, while the night jele-
vator made several trips up and dgwn
without pausing at that floor. He sat
down at the dead man's desk. From his
pocket he drew forth a packet of pa-
pers.
.

. .
Thero were no lenl proceedings, al-
though there were many Inquests at
the bridge. The oause of the fallure
was clear. It was recognized by every-
one, whose opinlon was worth consid-
ering, that the disaster had resulted
from a mistake which gny engineer
could have made. As a matter of fact
there was no experience to guide the
designers. There never had been. sucl
a bridge before. Certaln elements
empiriclsm had to enter Into thelr cAl-
culations. They had made the plan
after their best judgment and It /had
falled. They could be blamed, /even
vilified as they were In the pres

that was the extent of their
ment.

The bitter weight of cen:
tirely upon Bertram Meade. / His ruln
as an engineer was immedigte and ab--
solute. He was the scapeghat. No one
had any good to say of hiny except Rod-
ney, who tought valiantly for his friend
and classmate, at leagt striving to
mitigate the censure by pointing out
the quick and rendy fcknowledgment
of the error which pulght have heen
ascribed to the dead fnan without fear
of contradiction. -t
An effort was mpAde by competitors

heart lesion, but only an autopgy would
1 » it. the
law would have to take chargg of the
Body temporarily. It was late 4t night
before Bertram Meade and old| Shurt-
1t were left alone.  Carefully 'sceing
that no one was present in_ the| suite
| of offices Meade turned to Shurtlir.

and stock sp to ruln the Mart-
let. Bridge compayly. By throwing into
the' gap thelr private fortunes to the
lust dollar and by herculean work on

the part of thefr friends, the directors
saved he Maytlet company, withough

1ts lossas werp tremendous ‘and almost

et me that I |wrote

| to my father. You know where hg kept

“Yes, sir, separate from the other
papers concerning the lmnrnnllurul. in
the third compartment.” He turred
the big safe door slowly. The| third
compartment was empty, “It's gone.”
he satd.

Meade went to the safe, a small one,
and examined it carefully and frultless-
ly. His letter wus not there wifh the
other papers, where It should| have
been 1f it were in existence. it was
not anywhere. |

“Fygther told me he was golng‘m de-
stroy it, but I rather thought he was
keepiug it to huve some fun with me
when the bridge was (omphud " he
Kald at last,

“Yes, sir, that was his mmmqn
fact, T know he did not destro

In
it at

first. He told me to file it with the
pluns. He must have destroyed 1y,
Jater. 1 haven't looked in thiy comy

partment for weeks."

“I'll never forget the ife you fold fo
back me up, Shurtlifft. I con s¢e ypu
loved him as much as L" |

“No one will ever know thel trfith

not only in money, but
in prumlp- and reputation. Colonel
Ilingworth /came out of the struggle
older and gfayer than ever. The terrific
combat hafl Jeft him almost brokeh for
a time, afd his daughter saw that It
was not possible even to meation Bert-
ram Meyde to him, then. )
The funeral of the great engineer
had byen strictly private. Only his
confr men wWho stood high In
sclenfific circles, ecertain people for
whotp he had made great and suceeas-
ful flesigns, a few others whose ties
erk personal, bad been lnvited to the
hpyse for the services. \The Interiment
wys o the little Connecticut town of
iford, in which the olde( Meade had
an born, and from which hie had gone
forth as  boy to conquer thy world. |

The next Instaliment tells of
young Meade’s big move, which
leads to even more startling can-
nces than the recent hah-

e in his life.

(10 BE CONTINUED.)

K

MEN WHO TRAVELED CIRCOIT

the Least Famous of
Preachers Was Lorenzo Doy
Cautious In Loveraking.
Many were the famous chyfacters
produced on the crcuits of early days,
days Mr. Arthur W. Spaulding/ip “The
Men of the Mountains”—men,

Not

tion, ready in wit, and often/pi
to use physical as well ag. spiritual
muscle fn their combats with the devil
and his human agents.

Among the most Interestihg af them
was Lorenzo Dow, a rovigg preacher
whose work was not confined jto the

though

nks of

of the
Misstssippl und from Gegrgia o Can-
ada. he was well known flso along the
Atlantic coast. and eved In Hngland
and Ireland. Restless gnd eager. he
continually traveled; gor wolld he
warry until he had fdund a| young
woman who would projnise that she
would spare him from home |twelve

months out of thirteen.
letter

geelng this northern | country
and it during this tige you I

| he would apswer—and If I find no oge
}mu 1 uke‘;wm-r than I do you, per-
haps somet!
that

l\n( further may be sald
pubect.” "—Youth's Com-
o

upon
panion.

Hearty A ;mlm of Birds.
Itis ummn % to observe that hnp«
gry birds—and

birds are hungry
the time—are nbt content with
stomnchs, but aftpr stufing the sto

ll

ach untilit will hold no more, they
until the crop or gullet also Is ¢
med. It i3 an undisputed fact- that
birds have healthy ajpetites. To show
the astonishing capdcity of a- bird's

or three times as much
stomach sbould seem no:

examinations made by thi

‘but you can clean them off prompily

‘the peoples remedy I’gyﬂb’m

ailment
goon the stomach,

and soon reg-
L these im-

organs. P\.Inly |
table—contain no hann!ul*

drugs. Whenever you feel
t a few will
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In the St. Nicholas u-pnno
garde Hawthorne gives & sympa!
.xmn of the life of Robert

Lot
tevenson, whose “Child’s Garden
verm' 1 perhaps the most popnin
book of poetry ever wristen. His
‘sionate attachment to children is
pressed best by Andrew Lang, wm
Miss Hawthorne quotes:

“There was & very pledsant rait
In Stevenson's character which, per-
haps,, does not display tself in m‘
of his writings—his great aff
for children. . . . In un early letter
be writeg: ‘Kids is what. is the mat-
ter with\me. . . . Children are
good to be true’ He had a nat
infatuation,\so to say, for childrenias|
children . .\ . little boys and girls
were his delight, and he was theira

Obstructing Navigation,

“They tell methat Sinith was mr-
rested today becayse he drowned his
‘dog 1n the river,” sajd Jones,

“How could- they\ arrest him for
drowning a dog In the,river?” demapd-
ed Brown.

“Why, they claimed 'that & -uni-
bark obstructed navigation.”

of the blological survey. ‘A
low In Texas devoured 68
weevlls, one of the worst |
that ever lnvaded the Unit
A night hawk had eaten 340
pers, 52 bugs, three beetles, tw, wasps
and a spider.

How to Kill Ants.
Ants may be driven away by te. hu
a handful of tansy leaves, broken
pleces and dropped Into bolling watyr.
Dip a brush tato this and wash'w
the ants frequeént. Do not let the st:
get near yojr eyes, as It Is extrems
painful. Another recipe is
teaspoonful of tartar emetie apd ome
teaspoonful of sugar and place on the
floor.” A sure remedy for red fnts|ls
hot alum water, in proportians of tjve
pounds of alum to three quastsof Wa-

ter. Apply to crevices thoroughly
Ants onthe lawn may be killed Q-y stie
ring up{he holes and pouriag I.p keyo
sene and bot wates, |

Kill the Flies Now and Prevent
disease. A DAISY FLY KILLER will do i,
il Gouands. l‘;& sesson Al
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. 8till Fishing. [
He—Pardon me, 1 didut cateh
last nam
ShorT haven't caught itiyet

To teach rifle shooting & Jal
has Invented & crossbow With
stock, trigger and sights.




