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and knelt by the bed, takîng tlie hands
of the sleeping balby ln ber own, clasp-
ing themn so, the four hands together.
Skie said no word, but she feit vaguely
that the clasped bands, lier own and
little Bob's, were crying aloud to, GIod
the prayer lier lips could not framne.

It was a long time before the tele-
phonie rang. She was at the foot of the
stairs when Mary 11f ted down the re-

'Yes, spe.a1ing."'
"Yes, Mrs. Wilcox."
"Surely not!"
"Bave they stopped trying to save itV"
"Whby ldint Bob telephone T"
"Oh, what are they doing?1'
"Do they really think there is daniger

for the bridge?",
'Yes, of course, lie would know best."

"Ohi, are tbey-are the mden working
in the dark?"

"Thank you for 'phioninig."
"Not uintîl rnorning, lie said? Thanks,

Mrs. Wikcox'
"A big loss for von, l'ni afraid, and

for the town. Pim so sorry. Goodby7e."
Graýcia came forward.
"Tliey bave stopped trying to save the

,big dam," Mary said. "'Twas Mrs. Wil-
cox. Our boys are botb at t.he bridge.
The electrie ]ghlts are ail] out, because
nart, of the damr is sweot awav. Thle

Jeffrey-

this zaorning.
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Efforts had been made to tnrn the waters
to their old channel by -building out a
sort of breakwater; but thqugh at first
success had seemed to crown these ef-
forts, the force of the flood and the
shock of the huge timbers sweeping
down against it liad finally carried, away
the puny obstruction. B3ig timbers,
caught againist the atbutînent and
jammned tiiere, were holding back the
great mass of debris-broken blocks of
cernent washed out fromi the foundation
of the dam, huge bridge timbers, stumps
swept ont from the flats above, the
great pile-driver that hiad beeni used in
building the upper dam, saw.logs
stranded since last spring on the river
ban'ks, the remains of Widow Eimmons'
littie cottage-the river flung Vhema ail
ruthlessly in one great beap, wedged and
jammed against the huge albutment.

Gracia looked at it withi growing ex.
citement-the plunging waters racing
past below lier, tlie sbouts of the mien
barely heard aliove their menacing roar,
the whirling driftwood carried so ra-
pidly past or tossed to the great pile.
A moment before she hadl seen Jeffrey
standing on the hank giving directions;
niow lie bail -one, ,lie could not sec hlm.

"Hlello, Gracia!1"
He was wet and tired-looking, and

lines of anxiety marked bis face. But lie
came u p f rom his niglit's work, unsuc-
cessful, yet undismayed, finding inalier

CEYL
OF-AL

The Price of Failure
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