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 Mr. Ffrench put on his pince-nez,

preserving the dignity of outward

pomposure. Emily saw and heard

pothing; she was following Lestrange

around the far sildes of the course,
j, around until again he flashed past
her, repeating his former feat with
appalling exactitude.

It was hardly more than flve min-
utes before Dick came hurrying to-
ward them; croes, tired, dust-streaked
pnd gasolene-scented.
© “I don’t see why you wanted to
pome,” he¢ began before he reached
them. “I'ra ‘busy enough mow. We're
leading; if Lestrange holds out we'll
win. But he's driving alone; Frank
went out an hour ago, on the second
pelief, when he went through the pad-
flock fence and broke his leg. It didn’t

 hurt the machine a bit, except tires,
/{ but 1t lost us twenty-six laps. And it
ves Lestrange with thirteen steady

at the wheel. He says he can

% “He's fit?” Balley questioned.
& ' Dick turned a peevish regard upon
b pim.

k

“l don’t know what you call fit. He
pays he is. His hands are blistered al-
, his right arm has been band-
aged twice where he hurt it pulling
me away from the gear-cutter yester-
day, and he's had three hours’ rest
put of the last eleven. See that heap
of junk over there; that's where the
+] WAlan 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 & miscue we'll see
something like that happen to him and
Rupert.”

| “No!” Emily cried pitecusly.

Remorse elutched Dick.

“I forgot you, cousin,” he apologized.
*Don't go off; Lestrange swears he

Is 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der our car withdrawn from the race,”
MMr. Ffrench stated, with his most ab-
solute finality, “This has continued

“% Bong enough. If we had not been ar-
4 £" rested In New York for exceeding the
speed limit, I should have been here

end this scene at midnight.”

Stunned, his nephew stared at him.

“Withdraw!”
| *Precisely.
eome here.”

“] won't,” said Dick flatly. “If you
want to rub it into Lestrange that
jway, send Balley. And I say it's &
eomfounded shame.”

“Richard!™

His round face ablaze, Dick thrust
Ris bands in his pockets, facing his

ele stubbornly.

rn"After his splendid fight, to stop him
Bow? Do you know how they take be-
Ing put out, those fellows? Why,
when the Itallan car went off the track
for good, last night, with its chain
tangled up with everything under-
eath, its driver sat down and cried.
And you'd come down on Lestrange
hen he’s winning—
won't! Send Bailey;
him.”
“If you want to discredit the car
somnd its 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

ed from one rebel to the other,
eonfounded with the unprecedented.

“If I wish to withdraw him, it is to
place him out of danger,” he retorted
with asperity. “Not because I wish to
mortify him, naturally. Is that clear?

he want to pass the next thirteen
Bours under this ordeal?”

‘Tll tell you what he wants,” an-
Bwered Dick. “He wants to be let
llon:. It seems to me he's earned

And desire David to

I can't tell

Ethan Ffrench opened his lips and
Blosed them again without speech. It
Rad not been his Nfe’s habit to let

e
L
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I won't do it, |

— — e ——————————

Emily, do the car -
drawnt” ;

There was & gasp from the other
two men. ; '

“I?” the young exclaimed,
amaszed. “I can call him here—safeo—"

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™
“Uncle, what David wants.”

“You're a brick!” cried Dick, in a
passion of relief. “Emily, you're &
brick!”

She looked at him with eyes he
never forgot. ol

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

“Go back, Mr. Dick, you're no good
here,” advised Bailey, in the pause.
“l guess Miss Emlily 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 Lestrange came into his
camp for oll 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.”

“lI 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 eorrespondence,
dearest.”

So resting the card Dick supplied on
the steering wheel, Lestrange wrote &
dificult two lines.

He was out again on the track
when Dick brought the message to
Emlily. -

“I just told him you were here,
cousin,” he whispered in her ear, and
drecpped the card in her lap.

“T'll enjoy this more than ever, with
you here,” she read. “It's the right
place for my girl. I'll give you the
‘cup for our first dinner table, tonight.

“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, the sunshine golden;
the merry crowds commencing to pour
in woke carnival in her heart.

she said.

“He sald to tell you the machine |

was running magnificently,” supple-
mented Dick, “and not to insult his
veteran reputation by getting nervous.
He's coming by—Ilook.”

He was coming by; and, although
unable to look toward the grand-stand
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
no'.!b

Dick went back.

The hours passed. One more car
went out of the race under the grind-
Ing test; there were the usual inci-
dents of blown-out tires and tempo-
rary withdrawals for repairs. Twice
Mr. Ffrench sent his partner and Em-
ily to the restaurant below, tolerating
his seat. Perfectly composed, his ex-
pression perfectly self-contained, he
watched his son.

The day grew unbearably hot to-
ward afternoon, a. heat rather of July
than Jume. After a visit to his camp
Lestrange reappeared without the suf
fucating mask and cap, driving bare-
headed, with only the narrow goggles
crossing his face. The change left
visible the drawn pallor of exhaus-
tion under stains of dust and ofl, his
rolled-back sleeves disclosed the crim-
son badge on his right arm and the
fact that his left wrist was tightly
wound with linen where swollen and
stralned muscles rebelled at the long
trial.

“He's been driving for nineteen
hours,” sald Dick, climbing up to his
party through the excited crowd. “Two
hours more to six o'clock. Listen to
the mob when he passes!”

The injunction was unnecessary. As
the sun slanted low the enthusiasm
grew to fever. This was a crowd of
connoisseurs—motorists, chauffeurs,
automobile lovers and drivers—they
knew what was being dome before
them. The word passed that Le-
strange was In his twentieth hour;
people climbed on seats to cheer him
as he passed by, When one of his
tires blew out, in the opening of the
first hour of his driving and the twen-
ty-fourth of the race, the great shout
of sympathy and encouragement that
went up shook the grand-stand to its
cement foundations.

Nelther Lestrange nor Rupert left
his seat while that tire was changed.

“If we did I ain't sure we'd get
back.” Rupert explained to Dick, who
nOvVeres Around spon: ssitateldly “If

I'd thought Darling’s “mechanician
. —— -_—

through patching him up at the hos-

wouws:a, get in for d4'd have. | % {daq satnied cver the motordrome ana
Joager?* i teats, before there came a stir and
Half an hour. murmur in the Mercury camp.

“Well, watch us finish.” “Don't skid, the ground's wet,” can-
A renewed burst of applause greet-|yioned & voice outside the door.
od the Mercury car's return ' to the | «gieady!”

track. Men were standing watch In|  Emily started up, Dick sprang to
hand to count the last moments, thei? | gren the canvas, and Lestrange cross-
oyes on the bulletin board where the| o4 the threshold. Lestrange, colon

less, his right arm in a sling, his left
wound with linen from wrist to elbow,
and bearing a heavy purple brulse
above his temple, but with the bright-
ness of victory flashing above all
weariness like a dancing flame.

“Sweetheart!” he laughed, as
Emily ran to meet him, heedless of
all things except that he stood within
touch once more. “My dear, 1 told
them mnot t{o frighten you. Why,
Emily—" f

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

“l am so happy,” she explained
breathlessly. “It is only that.”

““You should not have been here at
all, my dear. But it is good to see
you. Who brought you? Bailey?”
catching sight of the man beside Dick.
“Good, 1 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 golng to
keep you, if you'll stay.”

He turned to take a limping step,
offering his hand cordially to the
speechless Balley, and faced for the
first time the other man present.

“] 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-
fng, 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-money given
to the driver. I never meant so to
establish any claim upon Ffrench.
wood or you. I belleve 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 warmth
from the younger man’s face. How-.
ever coldly phrased and dictatorially
spoken, it was an apology which Mr,
Ffrench had offered and which had
been declined. But—he had watched

called. “The last lap!”

Dick was hanging over the paddock
fence when the car shot by amidst
braying, klaxons, motor horns, cheers,
and the clashing music of the band.
Frantio, the people hailed Lestrange
as the black and white chacked flag
dropped before- him in. proclamation
of his victory and the ended race.

Rupert raised his arms above his
head In the signal of acknowledg-
ment, as they flew across the line and
swept on to complete the circle to
their camp. Lestrange slackened
speed to take the dangerous, deeply
furrowed turn for the last time, his
car poised for the curving flight un-
der his guldance—then the watching
hundreds saw the driver’s hands slip
fromi~the steering-wheel as he reached
for the brake. Straight across the
track the machine dashed, instead of
Yollowing the bend, crashed through
the barrier, and rolled over on its side
in the green meadow grass.

“The steering-knuckle!” Bailey
groaned, as the place burst into up
roar around them. “The wheel—I saw
ft 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
over the track, breaking all restraint,
before the electric ambulance, Dick
Ffrench reached the marred thing
that had been the Mercury car. It
was Lestrange who had painfully
struggled to one knee beside the ma-
chine, fighting hard for breath to
Speak.

“Take the car off Rupert,” he pant
ed, at Dick’'s cry of rellef on seeing
him. “I'm all right—take the car off
Rupert.”

The next instant they were sur
rounded, overwhelmed with eager aid.
The ambulance came up and a sur
geon precipitated himself toward Le
strange.

“Stand back,” 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—"

ll'No.”

There was nothing to do except
yleld. Shrugging his shoulders, the
surgeon paused the necessary mo-
ment. A moment only; there was a

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-
llke, and staggered unsteadily erect.

“Where’s Darling Lestrange?” was

“l Am 8o Happy.”

Lestrange all day; he did not lift the
gauntlet.

“You are perfectly free,” he conm-
ceded, “which gives you the opportun-
ity of being generous.”

His son moved, flushing through
his pallor.

“l wish you would not put it that
way, sir,” he objected.

“There is mo other way. 1 have
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 Lestrange knew
that could not fall

“You want me because I am a
Firench,” David rebelled in the final
protest. “You have a substitute.”

“Perhaps I want you otherwise. And
we will not speak In passion; there
can be no substitute for you.”

“Ffrench and Fffench,” murmured
Dick coaxingly. “We can rum that
factory, Lestrange!”

“There’s more than steering-

“Tell Emily I'll come over to her as | knuckles needing your eye on them.
goon as I'm fit to look at,” was the | And you love the place, Mr. David,”
message Lestrange gave Dick. “And | gaid Bailey from his corner.
when you go back to the factory, From one to the other David's
have your steering-knuckles strength- | glance went, to rest on Emily’s deli-
ened.” | cate, earnest face in its setting of

Dick exceeded his commission by | Yellow-bronze curls. Full and straight
transmitting the speech entire; re- | her dark eyes answered his, the con-
peating the first part to Emily with | vent-bred Emily’s answer to his pride
all affectionate solicitude, and flinging | and old resentment and new reluc-
the second cuttingly at his uncle and | tance to yield his liberty.

Bailey. “After all, you were born a

“The doctors say he ought to be in Firench.” she reminded, her soft ac-
bed, but he won't go,” he concluded. | cents just audible. “If that is your

“No, you can’t see him until they get | Work?”
Very slowly David turned to his

| father.

“l never learned to do things by
halves,” he sald. “If you want me,
sir—"'

And Ethan Ffrench understood, and
first offered his hand.

Rupert was discovered asleep in a
camp-chair outside the tent, a few
minutes later, when Dick went in
search of him,

“The limousine’s waiting,” his
awakener informed him. “You don't

Reappeared Without the Suffocating
Mask and Cap.

hurled viclously across the silence.
“Gee, you're a slow bunch of work-
ers! Where's Lestrange?”

The tumuilt that broke loose swept
all to confusion. And after all it was
Lestrange who was put in the sur-
geon’s care, while Rupert fode back
to the camp on the driver’s seat of
the ambulance.

pital tent; they put every one out ex-
cept Rupert. He hasn’t a scratch, aft-
er having a ninety Mercury on top of
bhim. You're to come over to our
camp, Emily, and wait for Lestrange.
I suppose everybody had better
come.”

It was a curlous 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

1 - , do you?”
the party through the molsy press of | feel bad
departing people and automobiles. ' The mechaniclan rose cautiously,

The sunset had long faded, night * Wincing.

el 1t every Jolst 1a Wy chasste
m sore, I'd feol hettér™ he ad

What you kiss ‘me awake for,
wheti 1 need my slespe?”

“Did you suppose we could get Le
strange home without you, Jack Rw
pert1”

“] ain't supposing you could. I'm
ready.”

The rest of the party were already
in the big car, with one exception.

“Take a last look, Rupert,” bade
David, as he stood in the dark pad
dock. “We're retired; come help me
got used to:it.”

Rupert passed a glance over the de
serted track. -

“I guess my sentiment-tank has giv-
en out,” he sweetly acknowledged.
“The Mercury factory sounds pretty
good to me, Darling. And I guess we
can make a joy ride out of living, on
any track, if we enter for it.”

“l guess we can,” laughed David
Firench. “Get in opposite - Emily.
We're going home to try.”

THE END.

A Log On The Track
of the fast express means serious trouble

appetite. It means lack of v.tality, loss
of strength and nerve weakness, If ap-
petite fails, take Electric Bitters quickly
to ovorcome the cause by toning up the
‘stomach and curing the iudigestion.
Michael Hessheimer of Lincoln, Neb.,
had been sick over three years, but six
bottles of Electric Bitters put him right
op his feet again. They have helped
thousands. They give pure blood, s'rong
perves, good digestion. Only 50 cects
at O. M. Olgen.

A CURIOUS ACCIDENT.

R Caused the Wreck, Long Shrouded
In Mystery, of a Schooner.

The queer accidents that have hap
pened to Maine vessels would fill a
volume, and some of them would not
be believed. An old coaster captain
recalled the mysterious wreck of the
little schooner Active in Fox island
thoroughfares some years ago. It was
in the fall of the year, and the Active
was going through the narrow pas-
sage between the islands. She carried
only two men, the master, Captain
Ray, and his sixteen-year-old son.
When last seen under sail the Active
was shipshape, the boy at the wheel
and his father below taking a nap, as
it was afterward found. Next day the
Active was found on the rocks, wtih
her stern stove in, the master drown-
ed in his bunk and the boy dead at
the wheel with a bullet hole in his
head.

This discovery caused a great sensa-
tion, and there appeared to be no mo-
tives for any one to kill the boy, and
as it was known ‘that the shot must
have been fired by a third person, the
whole affair was a mystery and re-
mained thus for years, when a man in
a distant state confessed on his death-
bed that it was he who fired the shot
that killed the helmsman of the Ac-
tive.

The man said that he had fired at a
hawk, which was cireling low, and did
not see the schooner, which suddenly
came into range, owing to'an interven-
ing clump of bushes. Then he was
horrifled to see the boy at the schoon-
er's wheel throw up his hands and fall
to the deck, while the vessel broached
to and was driven ashore by the wind
and tide., The gunner, who was after
gulls and ducks, fled without waiting
to investigate the result of his unfor-
tunate shot, fearing that i{f he reported
the matter to the authorities he might,
although innocent of any criminal in-
tent, be imprisoned.—Wasltington Post.

CONVEX LENS OF THE EYE.

A Burning Glass That Adjusts the
Sight to Varying Distances,

One of the manifold wonders of the
human eye is -the convex lens with
which the focal distances of sight are
made instantly and without mental ef-
fort. This lens in the eye is a literal
“burning glass,” as the small boy styles
the glass lens with which he focuses
the sun’s rays and sets fire to a plece
of paper. Just in this sense, too, 1s the
léns of the eye a literal burning glass,
as may be shown by the simplest of
experiments.

Let the person aC midday hold a
straw against the face of the sun and
focus his eyes on the straw. He can
look at the straw, with its background
of a dazzling sun, and without discom-
fort. But the moment he looks at the
flery ball of the sun itself, subcon-
sclously the lens of the eye comes to
its proper focus, with the result that a
“burning” sun spot appears on the re-
tina of the eye, and it is said that a
few seconds of such looking would
burn out the retina as if by fire itself.

In the subceonscious adaptability of
the eye lens to adapt itself to different
distances lies its value to the human
sight. The man with a camera adjusts
the focus of his lenses by sliding them
forward and back. ' The lenses of the
human eye, by changing their curva-
tures, allow of one looking at fine
print six inches from his nose and in
a fraction of a second to look up and
away, probably fifty miles to a moun-
tain peak that in an instant is in true
camera focus.—Pittsburgh Press.

Saved By His Wile.

She's a wise woman who knows just
what to do when her husband’s ljfe is in
daoger, but Mrs. R. J. Flint, Braintree,
Vt., & of the kind. *'She insisted on my
using Dr. King’s New Discovery,”
writes Mr. F. “for a dreadful cough,
when I was 8o weak my friends thought
1 bad only a short time to live, and it
completely cured me.” A qui’ck cure
for coughs and colds, it’s the most safe
und reliable medicine for many throat
and lung troubles — grip, bronchitis,
croup, wooping cough, quinsy, tonsilitis
hemorrbages. A trla will convince
you. 50cts and §1.00. Guaranteed by

0. M. Olsen.

abead if not removed, e0o does loss of |.
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Turner-Hall

~ Program of Classes in Gymnastive.

Boye' clase, 6 to ¥1: W
afternoon, 4:30 to 5:30; Baturday fore~
noon, 9:00 to 10:15.

Boye’ class, 11 to 1}4; Monday and
ursday :m:mon, 4:.3 to 5:30
Youtha' clase, ages 14 to 17: Moaday
ovening, 7:30 to 8:45 and Friday eve-

nirg, 7:30 to 8:30.

Girle’ clase, ages 6 to 11: Tueaday after-
poon, 4:30 to 5:30, and Saturday fore-
noon, 10:15 to 11:30.

Girle' class, ages 11 to 16: Tuesday and
Friday afternoone, 4:30 to 5:39.

Misses’ class, age over 15: Wed
and Saturday evenings, 7:30 to 8:

Ladies’ clase: Thursday evening, 8-00
to 9:00. ’

Men's class: Tuesday and Friday eve-
ninge, B:30 to 9:45. :

Fenciog class: Sunday forencon,-10.00
to 11:30. g

Sunday School: Sunday forenoon, 10:30 *

HerMan Helx,

to 11:45.
lostructor.
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Electric
Bitters

Bucceed wiien everything else fails.

In nervous piostration and female
weaknesses they are the supreme
remedy, as thousands have testified.
FOR KIDNEY,LIVER AND
STOMACH TROUBLE

d it is the best medicine ever sold

over a druggist's counter.

]
Ask for CHI.CHES-TRR'S
Dni'o‘fm B PILLS in RED and
GoLp metallic boxes, sealed with Bl
Ribbon, TAxs NOo OTHER. of

and sk for TERS

PIAMOND BRAND Pll.l.li of twen
, Bafest, Al

years regarded as Best s Rel
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS
e EYERYWHERE Joxm

CATARRH

CUARANIEE
On each package.

ELY'S CREAM BALM
A% Quickly absorbede

QIVES RELIEF AT ONCE.

It cleinses, soothes, heals anu protects the
diseased membrane resulting from Catarrhy
and drives away a Cold in the Head quickly.
Restorea the g:anses of Taste and Bmell,
It is easy to use. Comtains no imjurious
drugs., No mercury, no eocaine, no more
phine. The household remedy. .

Price, 60 cents at Druggists or by maiL '

ELY BROTHERS. 56 Warren St., New York

The Farmer's Son’s
Great Opportunity

walt for the old
B At feem e esoma, rmd
for rn:rlhtln

1 schools, exce|
rollway facilities, low
rates; wood, water and lam
enslly ebtalned.

Immigration, Ottawa,
Canadian Gov't Agent.

§  E.T. HOLMES
‘.' $15 Jackson Sireet St Paxd, Minn.

(Use nd dress nearest von. )

Are You Happy?

If you are it is safe to say that you enjoy-
good health, as it is impossible to be happy
unless youare well, Noted physicians will
tell you that bad stomachs and torpid livers.
are the cause of 95 per cent of all diseases.

For the past 42 years SEVEN BARKS has:
proved to be the unequalled remedy for all;
STOMACH, LIVER and KIDNEY troubles, and
the greatest tonie and blood purifier known..
It makes your digestion what it should be
and keeps your entire system in good con-.
dition. Price of SEVEN BARKS is but 50
cents a bottle at all druggists. Money re-.
funded if not satisfied. Address

LYMAN BROWN, 68 MarraySt, New York, N.Y..
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