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gone to oversee the placing of a small mill-dam
on a near-by strearn. .jeffrey wished he had taken
it himself; it would have been a relief to work.
An hour later, on his way home to Gracia's "dinner
of consolation" he met MacDonald and learned
that the contract had been awarded to Conneily
and Lester. He tried to think himself unreservedly
glad. Here was the chance he had coveted, his
at last. The disappointment and restlessness of
the last few days was at an end. He'smiled to think
of his wife's pleasure; but as he turned into the
quliet street and looked as usual for the lighted
windows of his home he was saying under his
breath, "But ll neyer be able to face old Pat
McKilligen as long as I live."

"Old Pat McKilligen" was the Irish boss under
whom Jeffrey had spent his first summer of ptac-
tical engineering.

E ARLY November sawthe completion of the big

of its §pan and certain difficulties of construction
it had largely drawn the attention of engineering
circles. The L. N. & C., one of the greatest rail-
ways in the province,,had sent down their consuit-
ing engineer to, view the bridg;e, and various journals
devoted to the profession had published articles or
illustrations dealing with it. Connelly had worked
in somne of bis own pet ideas in construction, littie
alterations adding strength or rnaking for- economny
of mnaterial. Along these lines the bridge was
unique, and the engineer had ail the
joy of a mian who brings his untried
theories to successful demionstration.
His dissatisfaction regarding the exca-

vatio was ast. e was boyishly en-
thusiastic about the work, and the day
it was comipleted and he and Gracia
strolled across it together was a red-
letter day for both.

'It's been a glorious summier," jef-
frey said, Jooking away up the autumin-
tînted valley. "I' think, Gracia, it's X
been my best summier, the inost perfect
year I've ever lived. If's been so great

they climbed into the waiting buggy, "4we're going
to have a celebration picnîc, ail the men, on the
flats here, gaines and prizes and-oh, a regular good
time-and I want you and Mary and Mother to
be on hand."

The big bridge was finîshed amnid a general re-
joicing. Lester and Amy Dennison and a few
others of their intimate friends came out from the
city to watch the sport-Lester, because he wasý in
the secret of the men. It was Amy Dennison who,
with sparkling eyes, told Gracia how ail the men
(even those whose work in the excavation had been
cornpleted months before) had joined in presenting
Connelly with some token of their regard and
esteem, a meniento of the big bridge. Amy had
forgotten just what form it was to take, and t0
Gracia it did not matter, so the honour, and joy in
ît, were for Jeif.

She stood a littie apart from the crowd near the
raised platform on which were accommodated the
speakers of the day, the Nýorthbury Band and one
or two representatives of the R. S. & 0. Railway
Company. MacDonald, big and bluff, was talking
to Jeif a few yards away. As she watched they
both moved toward the awning-covered platform
and the band struck up "He's a Jolly Good Fellow."

"Gracia," said Bob at her elbow, "won't you put
this coat on?

She knew suddenly that the hazy November sun-
shine had been blotted out. The long-expected ramn
had corne. A moment later it was falling steadily-
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went, its big timbers sweeping down t0 be held in
check by the first dam in its course. Men interested
in the milîs began to look anxiou,. People in
Northbury openly speculated about the upper dam.
that of the woollen milîs a mile up the river. There
could be no danger to the huge concrete damt abov.e
the new bridge. If it went-but that was impossible.

Connelly joined the men of the town in their
efforts f0 save the upper dam. His practical know-
ledge of flood-power and of construction was of
the greatest -value, and the rnill-owners were glad
f0 carry out his suggestions in regard to the pro-
tection of the weakened flunie which the angry
water seemed in danger of beating out. At the end
of the storfi the upper dam 'still stood, though up
the valley Rippon's and Mitchell's had both been
swept away, and two of the bridges were gone on
the country roads.

Sunday evening the sun shone from under sullen
rolling clouds on a drenched and bedraggled world.
The ramn was over. Upstairs in the farmhouse
attic Gracia sang happily as she tucked little Bob,
fast asleep, into the big, white bed. The next day
they were to leave for the cîty. She feul asleep
that night thinking how good it was f0 hear no beat
of ramn on the shingles, to, know that outside a f ew
stars at least were breaking through the sullen
clouds, that Jeff's work and his volunteered service
for the milis was over. Gracia was haîf afraid of
the swirling river-altogether afraid of it as she
pictured jeffrey in the maost dangetous places on the

dam or up*to his waist in its swollen
waters directing and working with the
men. But it was ail over now. She
could sleep without anxiety.

HOURS later she wakened to theHsaine old roar of beating rain
against the shingles. The wind seemed

àà f0 have risen, too, for gusty torrents
dashed themnselves against the windows.
Downstairs somneone was rnoving about,
she heard v'oices, then the sound of
wheels on the gravel. Down in the'
kitchen she found Bob's wîfe standing
alone by the fire. She turned and
smiled cheerily at Gracia.

"Did the n g wake you ?" she asked.
*"Comne and have somne coffee.."

"Where is Jeif ?" asked Gracia,
moving across to the fire.

"Gone to the bridge-be and Bcb.
* Wilcox telephoned that the upper dani

had gone, and they are afraid for the
big Northbury dam. Ai the debris
that was piled up back of the upper
dam is heaped up against it and-"

"Did they send for jeffrey?"

"Was it-was he afraid for the dam?
1. mean, did he go there ?"

- "No, to the bridge."
"Aloet?"
"O0h, no, Gracia; Bob's with him.

Why, you are tremibling I Corne and
below. have some coffee. They'li be back

soon, likely. jeif ran up to teli Youl
about if, but you were f ast asleep and he said he
wouldn't waken you."

"I wish," Gracia began; she put down the coffee
untasted. "I ought to go back to little Bob, I
gutess." she said. "Ill take the coffee with me."
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