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procession, BIbGS Bad a feelig 1BAS
they all understood that he was & fail
ure a8 a great man's son, a disappoint-
ment, the “queer one” of the family,
und that he had been summoned to
judgment—a weH-founded impression,
for that was exactly what they under-
stood.

Bibbs looked startled; then timidity
overwhelmed him—a  profound. shy-
pess. He bent his head and fixed his
lowered eyes upén the toe of his shoe,
which he moved to and fro upon the
rug, like a culprit called to the desk in
school.

“What would you do? Loaf?”

fiave him come back on me the way
you did, and have to be sent to a sani-
tarium because he couldn’t stand work.
Now, let's get right down to it, Bibbs,
I've bad a whole lot o' talk with ole
Doc Gurney about you, one time and
another, and I reckon I understand
your case just about as well as he

Disease germs are on every hand. They arein the very air
we breathe. A system “‘run down’’ is a pre_afor them. One
must have vital force to withstand them. Vital force depends
on digestion—~on whether or not food nourishes—on .the
quality of blood coursing through the body. - K
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erward discuss them. Mary puts into
words her parents’ unspoken wish
that she marry one of the Sheridan
boys.

CHAPTER V—At the Sheridan § fcally. No. You're a dreamer, Bibbs; h. in’' to kill you, wheth ou hate it or|
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and Bibbs hears he is to be sent back

wooden houses, all grimed, and adding
thelr own grinie from many a sooty
chimney; flimsy wooden houses of a
thousand flimsy whimsies in the fash-

and here and there a forest elm or wal-

“Liver, maybe,” said Bibbs, gently.
“Boh! Even ole Doc Gurney says
there's nothin’ wrong with you organ-

deals! No, sir! You're the kind o'

ever knew in his whole life!”
“You—you may be—" Bibbs said,
{ndistinctly, the last word smothered in

there is! ‘Poems and essays'! My

was about up to you not to bate it.
Well, Gurney's a fool! Hatin" work
doesn't kill anybody; and this isn't

first place. And I'm goin’ to prove it
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his,

“Will you tell me something?”

“Almost anything.”

“Have you ever told any man you
loved him?¥"

And at that, though she Laughed, she
looked a little contemptuous,  *“No,”
she said, “And I don't think [ ever
shall tell any man that—or ever know
what it means. 1'm in earnest, Mr
Sheridan,”

“Then you—you've just heen flirting
with me!”  Poor Jim looked both furi
ous and crestfallen.

“Not one bit!" she eried.
word!  Not one syllable!
every shgle thing!”

“I don't—"

“Of course
“Now, Mr.
start (he car.

“Not one
I've meant

yvou don't!" shie said.
Shervidan, 1T want you to
Now! Thank you. Slow-

others had  gone uproariously into
trade; one or two peeped humorously
over the tops of office buildings of one
story in the old front yards. Altogether,
the towa here was like a boarding-
Liouse hash the Sunday afier Thanks-
giving: the old ingredients were dis-
cernible.

This was the fringe of Bigness' own
sanctuary, and now Bibbs reached the
roaring holy of holieg itself. Magnifi-
cent new buildings, already dingy,
loomed hundreds of feet above himj
newer ones, more magnificent, were
rising beside them, rising higher; the
streets were laid open to their entrails
and men worked underground between
palisades, and overhead in metal cob-
webs like spiders in the sky. Trolley
cars clanged and shricked their way
round swarming corners; motor cars

to the window,

“Look out there!” he bade his son.
“Look out o' that window! Look at
the life and energy down there! Look
at the big things young men are doin’
in this town!” He swung about, com-
ing to the mahogany desk in the mid-
dle of the room. *“Look at what your
own brothers are doin'! Look at Ros-
coe! Yes, and look at Jim! I made
Jim president o' the Sheridan Realty
company last new year's, and it's an
example to any young man—or ole
man, either—the way he took ahold of
it. Last July we found out we wanted
two more big warehouses at the pump
works—wanted ’em quick. Contractors
said it couldn’'t be done; said nine or
ten months at the soonest; couldn’t see,
it any other way. What 'd Jim do¥
Took the contract himself; found ai
fellow with a new cement and concrete,

dollars right now for that poem of
Edith's; and poetry's all right enough
in its place—but you leave it to the
girls. A man's got to do a man's work
in this world.”

He seated himself in a chair at his
son’s side and, leaning over, tapped
Bibbs confidentially on the knee.
“This city's got the greatest-future. in
America, and if my sons behave right
by me and by themselves they're goin’
to have a mighty fair share of it—a
mighty falr share. I love this town. I
love It ike 1 do my own business, and
I'd fight for it as quie¢k as I'd fight for
my own family. I_t’}ﬁ\_bpaugitgl town.
Look at our wholesal# district; look at
any district you want to; look at'the
park system we're pugtin’ throngh, and
the boulevards and thé public statuary.
And she grows. God !;how she grows!”

shop! Nobody can call me a hard man
or a mean father. I do the best I can
for my children, and I take the full
responsibility for bringin’ my sons up
to be men. Now, so far, I've failed
with you. But I'm not goin’ to, keep
on failin’. I never tackled a job yet I
didn’t put through, and I'm not goin’
to bégin with my own son. I'm goin’
to make a man of you. By God! I
am!”

Bibbs rose and went slowly to the
door, where he turned. “You say you
give me a couple of months?"’ he said.

Sheridan pushed a bell-button on his
desk. “Gurney said two months more

would put you back where you were. |

You go home and begin to get yourself
in the right ‘mental attitude’ before
those two months are up! Good-by!”
__%“Good-by, sir,” sald Bibbs, meekly.

well stock touring car that recently set the
World’s Motor Non-Stop Record:

Mazwell World’s Non-Stop Record Facts

Miles without a motor stop..... Gsanenis 22,023
Average miles per day (44 days)

Miles per gallon of gasoline

Miles per gallon of 0il...ovuvnnnnoinenn.
Average miles per tire

Remember that this was a Non-Stop
Endurance Record—in order to prove that
the Maxwell car was exceedingly sturdy,
reliable and trouble proof. '

No attempt was made or could be made
to save gasoline, oil or tires. So these fig-
ures merely indicate what would be possible
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was a hint of actual color, but unde-
nlably its phantom. This apparition
may have been partly the result of a
lady’s bowing to him upon no more
formal introduction than the circuin-
stance of his having caught her look-
ing into his window a month before.
1t seemed to Bibbs that she must bave
meant to convey her forgiveness. Nor
did he lack the impression that he
would long remember her as he had
Just seen her; her veil tumultuously
blowing back, her face glowing in the
wind—and that look of gay friendli-
ness tossed to him like a fresh rose in
carnival.

By and by, upon a rising ground, the
driver halted the car, then backed and
tacked, and sent it forward again with
its nose to the south and the smoke.
They passed from the farm lands, and

conglomerate sound of it all was the
sound of earthquake playing accom-

»animents for battle and sudden deatn,

And in the hurrying crowds, swirk
.ng and sifting through the brobdingna-
glan camp of iron and steel, one saw
the camp followers and the pagan
women—there would be work today
and dancing tonight. For the Puritan’s
iry voice is but the crackling of a leaf
underfoot in the rush and roar of the
coming of the new Egypt.

Bibbs was on time. He knew It
must be “to the minute” or his father
would consider it an ovtrage; and the
big chronometer in Sheridan's office
marked four precisely when Bibbs
walked in. Coincidentally with his en-
trance five people who had been at
work in the office, under Sheridan’s di-
rection, walked out. They departed

“I did once,” Bibbs .Interrupted;
“when I was in the machine shop, I=®

“ 'd he say?”’

“He said, ‘Oh, hell”’” answered
Bibbs, mildly.

“Yes, I reckon he would!” Sheridan
swung away from the desk. “I reckon
he certainly would! And I got plenty
sympathy with him right now, myself!”

“It's the same answer, then?" Bibbs'
voice was serious, almost tremulous.

“Damnation!”” Sheridan  roared.
“Did you ever hear the word pros-
perity, you ninny? Did you ever hear
the word ambition? Did you ever hear,
the word progress?”

He flung himself into a chair after
the outburst, his big chest surging, his
throat tumultuous with guttural inco-
herences. “Now then,” he said, husk-

fly. when the anguish had somewhat

“A Man's Got to Do a Man’s Work.”

grew before, whenever I lald my hand
on the ground and willed 'em to grow.
I’ve built big, and I want the buildin’
to go on. And when my last hour
comes I want to know that my boys
are ready to take charge. Bibbs, when
I'm up above I want to know that the
big share I've made mine, here below,
is growin' bigger and bigger in the
charge of my boys.”

He leaned back, deeply moved.
“There!” he said, huskily. “I've never
spoken more what was in my heart in
my life. I do it because I want you
to understand—and mnot think me a
mean father. I never bad to talk that
way to Jim and Roscoe. They under-
stood without any talk, Bibbs.”
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It is Better
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came, in the amber light of November | ypon no visible or audible suggestion, | abated, “what do you want to do?” “I see,” said Bibbs. “At least I| “You didn't seem to ‘enjoy yout
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only a dingy thickening of the soiled
air; and a rear and clangor of metals

sive door clicked softly behind the

“It I’d let you do exactly what you

elderly stenographer, the last of the

had the whim for, what would you
AR P
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his band. “If you see the least bit in

mever can remember that a Cremong§

the world, then you understand what

it_weant to start oue o' my boys and

isn’'t something you eat, and that
meringue isp’t something you 919:_9-3
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