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SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I. The story opens on Long
Island near New York City, where MissEmily Ffrench. a relative of Ethanjrrencn, manufacturer of the celebratedMercury" automobile. loses her way.
The car has ctopped and her cousin DickFfrench is too muddled with drink to
direct it aright. They meet another car
which is run by a professional racer
named Lestrange. The latter Axes up theFfrench car and directs Miss Ffrenchhow to proceed homeward, but seeing
that her cousin is in no condition to ac-company her. forcibly detains Dick
Ffrench, for which the young lady Is

CHAPTER H. Ethan Ffrench has dis- -
Inherited his. son. who has disappeared.
He Is growing old and tells Emily that
che is the only one of the family to
whom he can leave his wealth. He In-

forms her plainly that he would like to .

on the business. Dick Is a good-nature- d,

but irresponsible fellow.

CHAPTER HI. It appears that a part-
ner of Ethan Ffrench. wanting an expert
to race with the "Mercury" at auto
events, has engaged Lestrange. and at
the Ffrench factory Emily encounters the
young man. They refer pleasantly to
their first meeting when Dick comes along
and recognizes the young racer.

CHAPTER rv. Dick likes the way Le-
strange Ignores their first meeting when
he appeared to a disadvantage. They
become quite friendly and Lestrange tells
Emily that he will try to make something
out of her Indifferent cousin and educate
him as an automobile expert.

CHAPTER V. Dick undertakes his
business echooling under the tutelage ofLestrange. Dick Is sheer grit, and inmaking a test race meets with an acci-
dent. Lestrange sticks to him bravely,
and Dick guessing that his friend lovesEmily disclaims any intention of marry-
ing her.

CHAPTER VI. Lestrange comes upon
EmJly In the moonlit garden of the
Ffiench home. Under an impulse he
cannot control he kisses her and sheleaves him. confessing in her own heartthat she returns his love.

CHAPTER VII. The uncle of Emily,
learning of her attachment to Lestrange.
Informs her that the man is his disbarred
on. whom she has never seen before be-

ing adopted by him. He claims that his
,son ran away with a dissolute actress,
refuses to acknowledge him, and ordersEmily to think of Dick as her future
husband.

CHAPTER VIII.

Six o'clock was the hour set for the
start of the Beach race. And it was
Just seventeen minutes past five
when Dick Ffrench, hanging in a
frenzy of anxiety over the paddock
fence circling the inside of the mile
oval, uttered something resembling a
howl and rushed to the gate to signal
his recreant driver. From the oppo-

site side of the track Lestrange waved
gay return, making his way through
the officials and friends who pressed
around him to shake hands or slap
his shoulder caressingly, jesting and
questioning, calling directions and ad-

vice. A brass band played noisily in
the grand-stan- d, where the crowd
heaved and surged; the racing ma-

chines were roaring In their camps.
"What's the matter? Where were

you?" cried Dick, when at last Le
strange crossed the course to the cen-

tral field. "The cars are going out
now for the preliminary run. Ruperts
nearly crazy, snarling at everybody,
and the other man has been getting
ready to start instead of you."

"Well, he can get unready," smiled
Lestrange. "Keep cool, Ffrench; I've
got half an hour and I could start
now. I'm ready."

He was ready; clad in the close-fittin- g

khaki costume whose Immaculate
daintiness gave no hint of the cer-

tainty that before the first six hours
ended It would be a wreck of yellow
dust and oil. As he paused In run-
ning an appraising glance down the
street-lik- e row of tents, the white-c'othe- d

driver of a spotless white car
shot out on his .way to the track, but
halted opposite the latest arrival to
Ftrctch a cordial hand.

"I hoped a trolley car had bitten
yoii." he shouted. "The rest of us
would have more show If you got lost
on the way, Darling."

The boyish driver at the next tent
looked up as they passed, and came
grinning over to give his clasp.

"Get a move on; what you been do-i- n'

all day, dear child? They've been
gjvin' your manager sal volatile to
hold him still." He nodded at the agi-

tated Dick In ironic commiseration.
"Go get out your car, Darling; I

want to beat you," chaff ed the next In
line.

"'Strike up the band, here comes a
driver" sang another, with an en-
trancing French accent

Laughing, retorting, shaking ha-- ds

with each comrade rival, Lertir,u;a
went down the row to his ov..i tent.
At his approach a swarm of mechanics
from the factory stood back from the
Jong, low, gray car, the driver who
was to relieve him during the night
and day ordeal slipped down from the
seat and unmasked.

"He's here," announced Dick super-
fluously. "Rupert Where's Rupert?
Don't tell me he's gone now Le-
strange "

But Rupert was already emerging
fromr the tent with Lestrange's .gaunt-jet- s

and cap, his expression a study
in the sardpnlc.

"t hurts me fieroe to think how you
foust- - have hurried," he observed.
''Did you walk bofh ways, or only all
three? I!m no Eve, but I'd give a
pnake an apple to know where you've
been, all day."

"Would you?" queried Lestrange
prpyoklngly, clasping the goggles be-for-p

his eyes. "Well, I've-- spent the
jast Jwo hours pn the Coney Island
beach, about three squares from here,
patching the kiddles play In the Band.
J didn't fee.1 like driving just then. It
was mighty soothing, too."

Rupert stared, at" him, a dry un-
willing smile 'slowly crinkling his dark
fce. 2T

"Maybe, Darling," h.e drawled, and
turned to make bis own, preparations.

Fascinated and useless, Dick looked
or at th methodical flurry .obo next
few moments; until Lsetr&ige was in
bis seat and Rupert swung in beside
bim. Then a gesture summoned him
to the side of the machine.

"I'll run In again before we race,
of course," said Lestrange to him,
above the deafening noise of the mo-
tor. "Be around here; I want to see
you."

Rupert leaned out, "all good-humo- r

once more as he pointed to the ma-
chine.

"Got a healthy, talk, what?'' he es.
Tilted."

The car darted forward.
A long round of applause welcomed

Lestrange's swooping advent on the
tract Handkerchiefs and scarfs were
waved; his name passed from mouth
to mouth.

"Popular, ain't he?" chuckled a me-

chanic next to Dick. "They don't for-
get that Georgia trick, no, sir."

It was not many times that the
cars could circle the track. Quarter
of six blew from whistles and klax-
ons, signal flags sent the cars to their
camps for the last time before the
race.

"Come here," Lestrange beckoned
to Die!--, as he brought his machine
shuddering to a standstill before the
tent. "Here, close we've got a mo-- .
m""t while they fill tanks."

He unhooked his goggles and leaned
over as Dick came beside the wheel,
the face so revealed bright and quiet
in the sunset of glow. I

"One never can tell what may hap-
pen," he said. "I'd rather tell you I

now than chance your feeling after--'

ward that I didn't treat you quite
squarely In keeping still. I hope you
won't take it is my father did; we've
been good chums, you and I. I am
your cousin, David Ffrench."

The moment furnished no words.
Dick leaned against the car, absolute
ly limp.

"Of course, I'm not going back to
Ffrenchwood. After this race I shall
go to the Duplex company; I used to
be with them and they've wanted me
back. Your company can get along
without me, now all is running well
indeed, Mr. Ffrench has dismissed
me." His firm lip bent a little more
firmly. "The work I was doing is in
your hands and Bailey's; see it
through. Unless you too want to
break off with me, we'll have more
time to talk over this."

"Break off!" Dick straightened his

a '1anv
"Water," He Demanded Tersely.

chubby figure. "Break off with you,
Les "--

"Go on. My name is Lestrange now
and always."

A shriek from the official klaxon
summoned the racers, Rupert swung
back to bis seat. Dick reached up his
hand to the other in the first really
dignified moment of his life.

"I'm glad you're my kin, Lestrange,"
he said. "I've liked you anyhow, but
I'm glad, just the same. And I don't
care what rot they say of you. Take
care of yourself."

Lestrange bared his hand to return
the clasp, his warm smile flashing to
his cousin; then the swirl of prepara-
tion swept between them and Dick
next saw him as part of one of the
throbbing, flaming row of machines
before the judges' stand.

It was not a tranquillzing experi-
ence for an amateur to witness the
start, when the fourteen powerful cars
sprang simultaneously for the first
curve, struggling for possession of the
narrow track in a wheel to wheel con.
test where one mistouch meant the
wreck of many. After that first view,
Dick sat weakly down on an oil barrel
and watched the race in a state of
fascinated endurance.

The golden and violet sunset melted
pearl-lik- e into tr,e black cup of night.
The glare of many searchlights made
the track a glistening band of white,
around which circled the cars, them-
selves gemmed with white and crim-
son lamps. The cheers qf the peo-
ple as the lead was taken by one fa-

vorite or another, the hum of voices,
the music and uproar of the machines
blended into a web of sound indescrib-
able. The spectacle was at once ul
tramodern and classic In antiquity of
conception.

At eight o'clock Lestrange came n,

sent off the track to have a
lamp relighted.

"Water," he demanded tersely, in
the sixty seconds of the stop, and
laughed openly at Dick's expression
while he took the cup.

"Why didn't you light it out there?"
asked the novice, infected by the speed
fever around him.

"Forgot our matches," Rupert flung
over his shoulder, as they dashed out
again.

An mechanic patroniz-
ingly explained:

, "You can't have cars manicuring all
over the track and people tripping
over 'em. You get sent off to light up,
and If you don't go they fine you laps
made.'5

Machines darted in and out from
their camps at intervals, each waking
a frenzy of excitement among its men.
At ten o'clock the Mercury car came
in again, this time limping with a flat
tire, to be fallen 'on by its mechanics.

"We're leading; but we'll lose by
this," said Lestrange, slipping out to
relax and meditatively contemplating
the alternate driver, who was standing
across, the camp. "Ffrench. at twelve

Til Javfi to comp-jntB- " rest some, pad,,
tufti my machjnef ever- - to the other-pian- .

,And I won't hava him wrecking
ti,t for me. I wait you, ap owner, to.
gi,ve him absolute orders to do no
speeding; let him hold a fiftytwo
mile an hour average until I take the
wheel again."

"Me?"
"I can't do it. You, of course."
"You could," Dick answered. "I've

been thinking how you and I will run
that factory together. It's all stuff
about your going away; why should
you? You and your father take me
as Junior partner, yon know I'm not
big enough fpr anything ejse."

"You're man's size," "Lestrange as
sured, a hand on his shoulder. "But

it won't do. I'll not forget the offer,-thoug- h,

never."
"All on!" a dozen voices signaled:

men scattered in every direction as
Lestrange sprang to his place.

The hourd passed on the wheels of I

excitement and suspense; When Le- - j

strange came in again, only a watch
convinced Dick that It was midnight. (

"You gave the order?" Lestrange
asked.

"Yes."
He descended, taking off his mask

and showing a face white with fa-

tigue under the streaks of dust and
grime.

"I'll be all right in half an hour,"
he nodded, in answer to Dick's excla-
mation. "Send one of the boys for
coffee, will you, please? Rupert needs
some, too. Here, one of you others,
ask one of those idle doctor's appren-- 1

tlces to come over with a fresh band-
age; my arm's-- a trifle untidy."

In fact, his right sleeve was wet
and red, where the strain of driving '

had reopened the injury of the day be- -'

fore. But he would not-allo- w Dick to
speak of it.

"I'm going to spend an hour or two
resting. Come in, Ffrench, and we'll
chat In the Intervals, If you like."

"And Rupert? Where's he?" Dick
wondered, peering into the dark with
a vague impression of lurking dangers
on every side.

"He's hurried in out of the night
air," reassured familiar accents; a
small figure lounged across Into the
light, making vigorous use of a drip-

ping towel. "Tell Darling I feel faint
and I'm going oven to that-grand-st-

cafe a la car to get some pie. I'll be
back in time to read over my last
lesson from the chauffeur's corre-
spondence school. Oh, see what's
here!"

A telegraph messenger boy had
come up to Dick.

"Richard Ffrench?" he verified.
"Sign, please."

The message was from New York.
"All coming down," Dick read. "Lim-

ousine making delay. Wire me at St.
Royal of race. Bailey."

Far from "pleased, young Ffrench
hurriedly wrote the desired answer
and gave it to the boy to be sent. But
he thrust the yellow envelope into
his pocket before turning to the tent
where Lestrange was drinking cheap
black coffee while an impatient young
surgeon hovered near.

The hour's rest was characteristical-
ly spent. Washed, bandaged, and re-

freshed, Lestrange dropped on a cot
in the back of the tent and pushed a
roll of motor garments beneath his
head for a pillow. There he Intermit-
tently spoke to his companion of what-
ever the moment suggested; listening
to every sound, of the race and inter-
spersing acute comment, starting up
whenever the voice of his own ma-

chine hinted that the driver was dis-

obeying instructions or the shrill klax-
on gave warning of trouble. But
through it all Dick gathered much of
the family story.

"My mother was a Californian," Le-

strange once said, coming back from
a tour of inspection. "She was twenty
times as much alive as any Ffrench
that .ever existed, I've been toldv I
fancy she passed- - that quality on to
me you know she died when I was
born for I nearly drove the family
mad. They expected the worst of me,
and I gave the best worst I had. But,"
he turned to Dick the clear candor of
his smile, "it was rather a decent
worst, I honestly believe. The most
outrageous thing I ever did was to
lead a set of seniors in hoisting a cow
into the dean's library one night, and
bo get myself expelled from college."

"A cow?" the other echoed.
"A fat cow, and It mooed," he

stuffed the pillow Into a more com-

fortable position. "Is that our car
running in? No, It's just passing. If
Frank doesn't wreck my machine, I'll
get this race. And then, the same
week, my chum and roommate ran
away with a Doraflora girl of some va-

riety show and married her. I was
romantic myself at twenty-one- , so I
helped him through with it He was
wealthy and she was pretty; it seemed
to fit. I believe they've stayed mar-

ried ever since, by the way. But
somehow the reporters got affairs
mixed and published me as the bride-
groom. Have you got a cigar? , I
smoke about three times a year, and
this is one of them. Yes, there was
a fine scene when I went home that
night, a Broadway melodrama. I lost
my temper easier then; by the time
my father and uncle gave me time to
speak, I was too angry to defend my-

self and set them right. I supposed
they would .learn the truth by the
next day, anyhow. And I left home
for good In a dinner coat and raglan
with something under ten dollars in
odd change. What's that!"

"That," was the harsh alarm of the
official klaxon, coupled with the cry

J of countless voices. The ambulance
gong clanged as Lestrange sprang to
his feet and reached the door.

"Which car?" he called.
Rupert answered first:
"Not ours. Number eight's burning

up after & smash on the far turn."
j !jack' car," identified Lestrange,

and stood for an instant "Go flag
Frank; Vl take the machine again,
myself. It's one o'clock, and I've got
to win this race." ,'JSeveral men ran across to the track
In compliance. Lestrange turned to
make ready, but paused beside he
awed Dick to look over the Infield tor
ward the flaming blotch against the
dark sky.

"He was in to change a tire ten
minutes ago," observed Rupert, beside

' them. " 'Tell Lestrange Ihri d'oW time
catchln' him,' be yelled to me. Here's

hoping his broncho machine pitched-hi-

clear from the Reworks."
"When the Mercury car swung in, a

moment later, Lestrange lingered for
a last "Word to Dick.

Tm engaged to "Emily," he said,
gravely. "I don't know what she will
near of me; if anything happens, I've
told you the truth. I'm old enough to
see It now. And 1 tried to square
things."

CHAPTER IX.

In the delicate, fresh June dawn,
the Ffrench' limousine crept into tho
B.each Inclosure.

"We're .here," said Bailey, to 'his
traveling companions. "You can't park'
the car in front by the fence; Mr.
David might see you and kill himself
by a misturn. Come up to the grand-
stand seats."

Mr. Ffrench got out in silence and
assisted Emily to decend; a pale and i

wide-eye- d Emily behind her veil.
"The boys were calling extras," she

suggested faintly. "They said three
accidents on he track."

Bailey turned to a blue and gold of-

ficial passing. r"
"Number seven all right?" ho

asked.
"On the track, Lestrange driving,"

was the prompt response. "Leading
by thirty-tw- o miles."

A little of Emily's color rushed back.
Satisfied, Bailey lead their way to the
tiers of seats, almost empty at this
hour. Pearly, unsubstantial In the
young light, lay the huge oval meadow
and the track edging It.

"I've sent over for Mr. Dick," Bailey
Informed the other two. "He's been
here, and he can tell what's doing.
Four cars are out of the race. There's
Mr. David coming!"

A gray machine shot around the
west curve, hurtled roaring down the
straight stretch past the stand and
crossed before them, the mechanician
rising in his seat to catch the pendant
linen streamers and wipe tho dust
from the driver's goggles in prepara-
tion for the "death turn" ahead. There
was a series of rapid explosions as the
driver shut off his motor, the machine
swerved almost facing the infield
fence and slid around the bend with a
skidding lurch that threw a cloud of
soil high in the air. Emily cried out.
Mr. Ffrench half rose in his place.

"What's the matter?" dryly queried
Bailey. "He's been ' doing that" all
night; and a pretty turn he makes,
too. He's been doing It for about five
years, in fact, earning his living, onlj
we didn't see him. Here goes an-

other."
Mr. Ffrench put on his pince-nez- ,

preserving the dignity of outward
composure. Emily saw and heard
nothing; she was following Lestrange
around the far sides of the course,
around until again he- - flashed past
her, repeating his former feat with
appalling exactitude.

It was hardly more than five min-
utes before Dick came hurrying to-

ward them; cross, tired, dust-streake- d

and gasolene-scented- .

"I don't see why you wanted to
come," he began before he reached
them. "I'm busy enough now. We're
leading; if Lestrange holds out we'll
win. But he's driving alone; Frank
went out an hour ago, on the second
relief, when he went through the pad-

dock fence "and broke his leg. It didn't
hurt the machine a bit, except tires,
but it lost us twenty-si- x laps. And it
leaves Lestrange with thirteen steady
hours at tho wheel. He says he can
do it."

"He's fit?" Bailey questioned.
Dick turned a peevish regard upon

him.
"I don't know what you call fit. He

says he Is. His hands are blistered al-

ready, his right arm has been band-
aged twice where he hurt it pulling
me away from the gear-cutte- r yesterday,

and he's had three hours rest
out of the last eleven. See that heap
of junk over there; that's where the
Alan car burned up last night and

"Here Goes Another,"

sent Its driver and mechanician to the
hospital. I suppose if Lestrange isn't
fit and makes a miscuo we'll see
something like that happen "to him and
Rupert."

"No!" Emily cried pltecusly.
Remorse clutched Dick.
"I forgot you, cousin," ho apologized.

"Don't go off; Lestrange swears ho
feels fine and gibes at me for worry-
ing. Don't look like that."

"Richard, you will go down and or-

der our car withdrawn from the race,"
Mr. Ffrench stated with his most ab-

solute finality. "This has continued
long enough. If we had not .been ar-

rested In New York for "exceeding tho
speed limit, I should have been here
to end this scene at midnight."

Stunned, his nephew stared at him,
"Withdraw!"
"Precisely. And desire David, to

come here.'-- '

"I won't," said Dick flatly. "If you
want to rub It Into Lestrange that
way, send Bailey. And I say it's a
confounded shame."

"Richard!"
His round face ablaze, Dick thrust

his hands in his pockets, facing- - his
uncle stubbornly.

"After his splendid fight,, to, stop him
now? Do you know how they take be-

ing put out, those fellows? . Why,
when the Italian car went off the track
for good, last night,- - with U8 chain
taneled no wijftr everything . uflder- -

neath, Its driver gat down and cried, tires Idfrtv put, in, the opening pf the.
And you'd cojue down on Lestrange first hour of his driving and the! twen-whe- ii

he's winning I won't do it, th of the race, thfi great shout
I won't! Send Bailey; I can't toll of sympathy and encouragement that
him.' . went un shook, tfcs ;rrana-cai:- d ta its

"If yon want tp discredit the car
and it3 driver, Mr Ffrench, you can
do it without me," slowly added Bai-
ley. "But it won't be any use to send
for Mr. David, because he won't
come."

The autocrat of his little world
looked from one rebel to the other,
confounded with the unprecedented.

"If I wish to withdraw him, it is to
place him out of danger," he retorted
with, asperity. "Not because J wish to
mortify him, naturally. Is that clear?
Does he want to pass the next thirteen
hours under this ordeal?"

'I'll tell you w-h- he wants," an-

swered Dick. "Ho wants to be let
alone. It seems to me he's earned
that."

Ethan Ffrench opened his lips and
closed them again without speech. It j

had not been his life's habit to let .

people alone and the art was acquired ,

with difficulty.
"I admit I do not comprehend the

feelings you describe," he conceded, at J

last. "But there Is one person who
has the right to decide whether David I

shall continue this risk of his life, i

Emily, do you wish the car with-
drawn?" I

There was a gasp from the other
two men.

"I?" the young girl exclaimed, '

amazed. "I can callhim here safe "
Her voice died out as Lestrange's

car roared past, overtaking two rivals
on the turn and sliding between them
with an audacity that provoked rounds
of applause from the spectators. To
call him in from that, to have him safe
with her the mere thought was a de-

light that caught her breath. Yet, she
knew Lestrange.

The three men watched her in keen
suspense. The Mercury car had
passed twice again before she raised
her head, and in that space of a hun-
dred seconds Emily reached the final
unselfishness.

"What David wants," she said.
"Uncle, what David wants."

"You're a brick!" cried Dick, In a
passion of relief. "Emily, you're a
brick!"

She looked at him with eyes ho
never forgot.

"If anything happens to him, I hope
I die too," she answered, and drew
the silk veil across her face.

"Co back, Mr. Dick, you're no good
here." advised Bailey, in the pause.
"I guess Miss Emily is right, Mr.
Ffrench; we've got nothing to do but
look on, for David Ffrench was wiped
out to make Darling Lestrange."

Having left the decision to Emily,
it was in character that her uncle of-

fered no remonstrance when she dis-
appointed his wish.

When Lestrango came into his
camp for oil and gasolene, near eight
o'clock, Dick seized the brief halt, the
first in three hours.

"Emily's up in the stand," he an-
nounced. "Send her a word, old man;
and don't get reckless in front of her."

"Emily?" echoed Lestrange, too
weary for astonishment. "Give me a
pencil. No, I can't take off my gaunt-
let; it's glued'fast. I'll manage. Ru-
pert, go take an hour's rest and send
me the other mechanician."

"I can't get off my car; It's glued
fast," Rupert confided, leaning over
the back of the machine to appropri-
ate a sandwich from the basket a man
was carrying to the neighboring camp.
"Go on with your correspondence,
dearest."

So resting the card Dick supplied on
the steering wheel, Lestrange wrote a
difficult two lines.

He was out again on the track
when Dick brought tho message to
Emily.

"I just told him you were here,
cousin," he whispered in her ear, and
uroppeu me cara in ner lap.

with . and a
right himself toward Le--

place for my girl. I'll give you the '
cup for our first dinner table, tonight. I

"DAVID."
Emily lifted her face. The tragedy

of the scene was gone, Lestrange's .

eyes laughed at her out of a mist. The
sky was blue, sunshine golden;
the merry crowds commencing to pour
in woke carnival in h"er heart I

"He said to tell you tha machine J

was running magnificently," supple- -

mented Dick, "and not to insult his ;

veteran reputation by getting nervous. '

He's coming by look."
He was coming by; and, although

unable to look toward the grand-stan- d

he raised his hand in salute as he
passed, to the one he knew was
watching. Emily flushed rosily, her
dark, eyes warm and shining. '

"I can wait," she sighed, gratefully.
"Dickie, I can wait until it ends j

now."
Dick went back.

out the swept
after

tires and was
, x x.,' . ., t,2ilT. f ireucii uis jiuruier uuu oiiiu- -

to the below, tolerating
his seat. Perfectly composed, his ex- -

pression, perfectly he
watched his son.

The grew unbearably hot to-

ward afternoon, a heat rather of July
than" a visit to his camp
Lestrange reappeared without the suf-- j

focatlng mask and driving bare-
headed,- with only the narrow goggles
crossing his- - face. The change left
visible the drawn pallor of exhaus-
tion under stains dust 'and oil, his
rolled-bac- k sleeves disclosed the crim-
son badge on his right arm and the
fact that his left was- - tightly
wound with linen where swollen
strained muscles rebelled at the long

"trial.
"He's driving nineteen

hours," Dick, climbing up to his
party through the excited crowd. "Two
hours more to six o'clock. Listen to
the mob when, he passes!"

injunction unnecessary. As
the sun slanted low the enthusiasm
grew to fever. This a
connoisseurs motorists, chauffeurs,
automobile lovers drivers they
knew what being done before
them. The word passed that Le-

strange was in his twentieth "IJOur;.
people climbed seats to cheer him
aahe. passed hv When. one of his

- - - -
cement foundations,

Neither Lestrange nor Rupert left
his while that tire was changed.

"If we did I ain't sure we'd get
back," --Rupert explained to Dick, who

Reappeared Without tho Suffocating
Mask and Cap.

hovered around them agitatedly. "If
I'd thought Darling's mechanician
would get in for this," I'd have taken
in sewing for a living. How much
longer?"

"Half an hour."
"Well, watch us finish."
A renewed hur3t of applause greet-

ed the Mercury car's return to the
track. Men were standing watch in
hand to count the last moments, their
eyes on the bulletin board where the
reeled-oi- r miles were being registered.
Two of the other machines fight-
ing desperately for second place, hope-
less of rivaling Lestrange, after
them sped rest

"The finish!" some one suddenly
called. "The last lap!"

Dick was hanging over the paddock
when the car shot by amidst

braying, klaxons, motor horns, cheers,
and the clashing music of the band.
Frantic, the people hailed Lestrange
as the black and white checked flag
dropped before him in proclamation
of his victory the ended race.

Rupert raised his arms above his
head in the signal of acknowledg-
ment, as they flew across the line
swept on complete the circle
tJieir camp. Lestrango slackened
speed to take the dangerous, deeply
furrowed turn for the last time, his
car poised for the curving flight un-
der his guidance then the watching
hundreds saw the driver's hands slip
from the steering-whe- l as he reached

the brake. Straight across the
track the machine dashed. Instead of
following the bend, crashed through
the barrier, and rolled over on Its side
in the green meadow grass.

I "The steering-knuckle!-" Bailey
groaned, as the place burst up-
roar around them. "The wheel I saw
it turn uselessly In his hands!"

"They're up!" cried a dozen voices.
"No, one's up and one's under."
"Who's caught in the wreck Le-
strange or his man?"

But before the people who surged
the track, breaking all restraint,

before the electric ambulance, Dick
Ffrench reached tho marred thing
that had been the Mercury car. It
was Lestrange who had painfully
struggled to one knee beside the ma-
chine, fighting hard breath to
speak.

Take the car off Ruport," he pant-- ,
ed, at Dick's cry of relief on seeing
him. "i'rr, all right take the car off2
Rupert."

I

The next instant they were sur--
,

i rounded, overwhelmed with oor aM

strange.- -

stand backf the surgeon com.
manded generally. "Are you trying
to smother him? Stand back."

But it was he who halted before a
gesture from Lestrange. who leaned
on Dick and a comrade from the
camp.

"Go over there, to Rupert"
"You first"
"No."
There was nothing to do except

yield. Shrugging his shoulders, the
surgeon paused the necessary mo--

no protests, but he himself never left
scattering of the hushed workers, a
metallic crash.

From the space the car had cov-

ered a small figure uncoiled, lizard-
like, and staggered unsteadily erect.

"Where's Darling Lestrange?" was
hurled viciously across the silence.
"Gee, you're a slow bunch of work- -

r ;: .." r. . r." . t -- .to me camp on me ariver s seat oi
the ambulance.

"Tell Emily 111 come over to as
soon as I'm fit to look at," was the
message Lestrange gave Dick. "And
when you go back to the factory,

your, steering-knuckle- s strength-
ened."

Dick exceeded his commission by
transmitting the speech entire; re-

peating the first part to Emily with
all affectionate solicitude, and flinging
the second cuttingly at his uncle and
Bailey.

"The doctors say he ought to be in
bed, but he won't go," he concluded.
"No, you cant see him they get I

through patching him up at the hos--.
pital tent; they put every one out ex-- J

cept Rupert. He hasnta scratch, aft-
er having a ninety Mercury on top of
him. You're to. come oyer to our
camp, Emily, and wait for Lestrange.
I suppose everybody had better
come."

It was a curious and an elevating
thing to see Dickie assume command
of his family, but no one demurred.
An official, recognizing in him Le-

strange's manager, cleared a way for
the party through, the noisy press of
departing peoplo and automobiles.

The sunset had long faded, night
had settled over the motordrome and
the electric lamns had been --lit ia tha I

"I'll enjoy this more than ever, The ambulance came up
here," she read. "It's the ge0n precipitated
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"a, thf and1

ajmpr-f-o the Mfijnfyjamp! '
"Don,'t skid, the-- gro.tmd wWjcaa--

""" ''Steady!
Emily ataited up, Dick rpnag t&

open the canvas, and Leatalige3 fTpflB-e- d

the threshold. Lestrange. color-
less, his right arm In a sling, h& toft
wound with linen from wrist toJelpow,,
and bearing a heavy purple bruls
above his temple, but with thojbrlght-nes- s

of victory flashing, 'abojfe-t- , all
weariness like a danclng.,flame.Y- - .

"Sweetheart!" he IagfceS,i a
Emily ran to meet Mm,-- $dllr cf
all thlng3 except that b stool. lfthia
touch once inore. "My dear, L told
them not to frighten youv ;hy,
Emily" -

For as he put his one-- available "ana
about her, she hid her wet eyes on.
his shoulder.

"I am so happy." she explained
breathlessly. "It is only that"-"--

"Yoii should not have. been., hire at
all, my dear. But It is' good" to sea
you. Who brought you? Bailey?"
catching sight of the man beside Dick.
"Good, I wanted some one to help me;
Rupert and I have got to find a hotel
and we're not very active."

Emily would have slipped away
from the clasp, scarlet with returning
recollection, but Lestrange detained
her to meet his shining eyes. .

"The race Is over," he reminded,
for her ears alone. "I'm going to
keep you, if you'll stay."

He turned to take a limping step,
offering his hand cordially to th
speechless Bailey, and faced ior tha
first time the other man present

"I think," said Ethan Ffrench, "that
there need be no question of hotels.
We have not understood each other,
but you have the right to Ffrench-wood- 's

hospitality. If you can 'travel,
we will go there."

"No," answered David Ffrench, as
quietly. "Never. You owe me noth-
ing, sir. If I have worked in your
factory, I took the workman's wages
for it; If I have won honors "for your
car, I also won the prize-mone- y given
to the driver. I never meant so to
establish any claim upon Ffrench-
wood or you. I believe we stand even.
Dick has taken my place, happily;
Emily and I will go on our own road."

They looked at each other, the like-
ness between them most apparent. In
the similar determination of? mood
which wiped laughter and warznta
from the younger man's face. However

coldly phrased and dlctatorially
spoken, it was an apology which' Mr.
Ffrench had offered and which had
been declined. But he had watched

cXLJa it
"I Am So Happy.'

Lestrange all day; he did not lift the
"gauntlet

J J ""Jceded, "whlch.gives you the opportua- -
ity of being generous.'

His son moved, flushing through,
his pallor.

"I wish you would not put it that
way, sir," he objected.

"There is no other way. I haTa
been wrong and I have no control
over you; will you come home?"

There was no other argument but
that that could have succeeded; '.and
the three who knew LestrangeUkew
that could not fail. . " '

"You want me because I am
Ffrench," David rebelled In te flaal
protest "You have a substituted.

"Perhaps I want you otherwise. And
wewiir-n- ot speak .in passion; thera
can be no substitute for you.' '"-- -

"Ffrench and Ffrench," Daurmare
Dick coaxlngly. "We can run that
faf.SZlif 8t!f51!

thanmore steeris?
KnucKies needing your eye on uea.
And you love the Tplace, Mr. DaTid,i
said Bailey from his coraer.

From one to the. other David"
glance went, to rest on Emily's deli-
cate, earnest face in' Its setting o
yellow-bronz- e curls. Full and straight
her dark eyes answered his, the cob
vent-bre- d Emily's answer to his prida,
and old resentment and new reluc-
tance to yield his liberty:

"After all, you were born ai
Ffrench," she reminded, her soft ac-
cents Just audible. "If that is. year
work?"

Very slowly David turned ta-ki- a

father.
"I never learned to do things toy

halves," he said. "If you want w, T

sir" . - .

And Ethan Ffrench unWi!..aaavl
first offered his handrj'wi' Mk'V 1

Rupert was discovered tmm t& si ;.., v.l- - ...t.iJ' i.i 'j. '.K
wauiirtuiui UUkBlUtt UUO lent,
minutes later, when Dick waat M
search of him.

"The limousine's waltlag' b
awakener informed kfaa, "Yev-a-aa

feel bad, do you?"
The mechanician roa rsaHnaalj,

wincing.
"Well, if every Joint ia y T

wasn't sore. I'd feel better,"
mitted grimly. "But I'm stiff
What did you kiss ' fclhta.
when I need my sleeps f

"Did you suppose we cftafcTet La
strange home without --ye. 3Mk
pert?"

"I ain't supposing you ceaM. 'tig :
ready."

The rest of the party ware akaadj; I
in the big car, with ooe

"Take a last look, Raaart."
uaviu, as ne stooa va. taa
dock. "We're retired; cos
get used to it"

"CONTINUED ON PAOS
.2:

- r -

-- ."

s5"-
.

v.
V.

LV '
Jf"- f-- V" V-&&-

' N - rt- z&K.'Z- .?? t ,
; v,-- . J5r iJ&& if 2 r-- S- -.',?, tT-- v5Vj.s -


