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Chapter 43
STORM

WEEK later the storo broke.

It had been rislng slowly for
daya. hernlded by many spasmodie
rat-a-tat-tats of quick-rising angry
townpours, Allalre knaw somathing
was wrong, Corrigan asd Willew
went about slern and silent, and
oven 1he ehattering Chalkls falt that
horrilile prosuge of the season gath-
aring ftuelf for ono final biaak.

Tha river rose and rose, ADETY
snd hlack, spreadlog & thick slimy
slll over the ground for yards
around near the banks, and then one
night the storm burat, eaught up
with Ita messengors, and spread all
over them,

All that night tha storm rode
viglously over man's handiwork,
and all the néxt day. The alr was
vory warm and close, but there were
baads of perspiration on Mlaire’s
hrow that ware cold and not cansed
by the weathoer. Had she ploksd np
the faver, she wondered?

What a tima to worry Willett
whon ho was faced with a crisie. But
she had to admit to hersell that nhe
didn't feal well, and when Willett
suddenly caught up his reefer and
wont outeide, she declded to go to
hed,

“Darling,” aha sald, speaking with
difenlty, “I've jumped the gun.”

Willatt whirled and rushed back
outside. "Corriganl!" he roarsd.
“Samebody's got Ly got a doator! Al
Inlre's—ahe's—"

Corrigan stared. His lips moved
tonelessly, then ha grabbed Willett's
wrist,

“Nobody can get up or down that
river tonfght! It's mtanding on its
damned heat,”

“THe hell nobody can't! 17 go
down mysall”

The storm laughed at him, blaw
his words back In his teeth. And it
| was moro than n phrase to lat off
nteam, it was n frantic plen, Rosa
was back.

“You come,” sha sald to Willeth

ERRY went back qulckly, Al
lalre's face was concernsd.

"Better now,” sho sald, breathing
a littls rapidly. “Darling, donm't
worry. Rosa's with me."

Willatt sank on his knees beslda
har.

“I'l naver forgive myself,” ha
sald bitterly, “I've taken 'swell care
of you."

“It wasn't your fault” Her hand
renched out and rested on hin shoul
der. He felt it tighten suddenly and
looked wildly around for Roan, but
the next minute it relaxed.

Willett -aught Corrigan's arm
and pointed to the dam.

“Bhe going to hold, Bucky,” he
howled.

Caorrigan sguinted his eyes and
ntared through the thickly-obiscared
drenched alr.

"I'mi’ golng to take a look!™ he
shouted,

The upper Palva was mid. Corrl-
gan naw somothing that caused cold
chills to chome up and down his
splne. Plalnly aevident was n slow-
spreading erack,

Ho went back to Willatt,

"All right so farl™ he yelled, “but
it this dossn't Ist up soon, It won't
ba. Borry, folls. Any ordera?"

‘ JILLETT shook his head. It was

gottlog dark and the spearhend
of ralny sonson was driving thom
back. Wonther ItT They had to
wanthor {t! He went Into the office.
The Inmp was HL It glowed a dull
yollow agalnst the supornalural
darknoks of the storm.

Dentroction! Chaoal A bust as an
enginoor. Snerifios, sweat, monay,
courage, bralns — wasted, loat,
washed away,

“Damn you!" he suddenly ahoitted.
He got up and threw apen the door
and took the driving raln In hia
toeth, "Damn you, i you wore
buman, i you ware something I
could got my haods ont™

“Eaay!" Corrigan was at hin side.
“Easy, fellal We'va got & chance
!'l’“."

Willett's Jaw wan ko a rock. Ha
Eripped Corrigan's arm fn that steal
gruap of his

“You're right we have & chance.
We'ra golng to sandbag that dam.
Wa're golng to rout out all those

shnking Chalkds and thelr women
ton and butiress that dam.”
"Helior Willott—!
1t was Roan's voloe, a plorcing ory
through the dripping hlacknesa,
She pulled at his

sleava

“If ohe holds, It'a a rnrln!o_l"'

“Yon must caonme

now \\'h\ T=Alls
1!!1[-, REbARL O
Tha face nf that

low was white and sh
1)

awa citinid by tha lamp play

fomturen that bBors the stching of

min
“Allaire!™
Bha reachod out a hand to hi

s | Jobh, 111 do mine™

His volee wan sirfckean |

Allaire lay back on the plllow
bends of parspiration on hor fore
hogd, breathing as thongh ex
haunted.

“Torry,” sha sald suddenly, *i
anything happens, 1 want you—lo—
promise me something.”

He couldn't answer, Hlx throat
was choked nnd hot tears blinded
hin eyen,

*You won't—go—off—half-cocked
Terry, ke your futher. Ob, It's nc
important! You iave—so many won
derful things to do. You'ra going te
ba—~famous."*

The Inst word was almost a whis
per. And the rain chanted the re
frafn “You're golug to he—famous
You'ra going to be—famoun” Fam
oud! His rangy form ahook.

“Allnird!" ho pleaded, “Oh, gir)
you're golng to be all right—you'r
going to coma throngh=—*

“Terry, you never knew soma
thing, | wis saving It until somme
time when | thonght you'd be ready
to go home—"

She' paused, smillng as if terribly
pleaned over something. T snw
your old home, Terry, and 1 took »
long term option on i 1 couldn't
baar (o think of anyone elsa In it
but you*

Torry Willatt's face had beon due
to ahow the hand of his long-dead,
gontle mother many times. Her
horitage was in his ayes now, those
fine grey-grash wyos with a sploteh
of brown abott the puplie. He knsw
be conld never disappoint this girl
In nny wiy. He would lle strong—
ulu\lu\rr happened.

“Willett! Hey, Terryt" Corrizan's
volte ralsed In a shout. Ho stuck his
heatl In at the door, “Cotno on (he
double-quick, fella, you'rs needsd™

"Ta hell with tha Jobh!™ he aald
tensaly.

“Terry!™ erfed Allaire, almost In
agony, “you can't do that! Yon've
dons nomathing mighty fina, Save
it now—"

"l won't leave you"

“Terty!™ Bha was sltting up, har
ayes on him, pleading. *Youo do your

k with It, honer,” hs sald

Then he went quickly out inte
the night,
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