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SYNOPSIS.

At the beginning of great automobile
wace the mechanician of the Mercury,
SItanton's machine, drops dead. Strangeyouth Jesse Floyd, volunteers, and is ac-L eted. In the rest during the twenty-

ur hour race Stanton meets a stranger,
ee Carlisle. who introduces herself. The

Mercury wins race. Stanton receives
flowers from Miss Carlisle, which he 1g-
sores. Stanton meets Miss Carlisle on a
train. They alight to take walk, and
train leaves. Stanton and Miss Carlisle
follow in auto. Accident by which Stan-
ton is hurt is mysterious. Floyd, at lunch
with Stanton, tells of his boyhood. Stan-
ton again meets Miss Carlisle and they
dine together. Stanton comes to trao•ik, but makes race. They have acoi-

nt. Floyd hurt, but not seriously. At
iner Floyd tells Stanton of his twin

siter, Jessica. Stanton becomes very illSloses consciousness. On recovery, at
fis hotel Stanton receives invitation and
Visits Jessica.

CHAPTER VII-(Contlnued).
"I am alone in the crowd, too," he

-ejoined. "If I thought Floyd would
hot object, or feel that I took advan-
tage of his absence, I should ask if
-ou would do me so much honor as
- go to the theater with me, this
'vening."
Her gray eyes widened, the color

kushed through her transparent skin.
Suddenly and vividly Stanton was re-
minded of Floyd's face on the first
uiight when he invited the mechani-
plan to race with him for the season.

"You are asking me?" she doubted.
"I would like to do so. But not if

-ou think Floyd would refuse to let
me, if he were here. He can't have
much of an opinion of me."

"I wish I might tell you what Jes
':s of you," she made grave an-

"I am quite sure that he would
ie go with you, Mr. Stanton; you
very good and I thank you from
)ottom of my heart."

.,ce little old Irishwoman in black
silk opened the door for him, beam-
i g and smiling. Amazed at himself,
bewildered by a sense of having seen
'loyd and yet not seen him, Stanton

Went down into the practical city
street.

He spent two hours in selecting an
Irreproachable play and theater; a
task of some delicacy in this his na-
tive town. After which, he ate a per
functory dinner and went home to
dress. Stanton, whose overbearing
Willfulness spared no one, whose
tough tongue hurt his mechanician as
often as they met, would no more
have taken Floyd's sister to dine with
him in a public restaurant without
Floyd's permission, than he would
ave stolen his purse.

It was a dazzling Jessica whom he
Round waiting for him, at the appoint-
ad hour. Yet she was simply gowned
in delicate gray, with a demure lace
llar that came up to her round chin,
d long lace sleeves. It was her

Srid, expressive face; the bronze
Be rls massed under the wide gray
pat, the splendid glow and young vi-
tality of her, that made people look
and look again. Stanton approved of
her unreservedly; he had fixed mas-
soline notions of what women should
bear in public places.

On her left arm, over the transpar-
0 t sleeve, she wore an antique silver
bracelet fully four inches in breadth;
a singular ornament, set with dull tur-
quoise matrj. When Stanton assist-
ed her to remove her cloak, at the
theater, she suddenly winced.

"The bracelet-it caught my arm,"
she explained, before he could ques-
tion. "It is too heavy, really, to
wear."

But nevertheless, she did not take
It off, and several times through the
evening touched her gloved finger to
the silver band as if to assure her-
self that it was in place. A souvenir,
perhaps, Stanton idly reflected. He
was too much interested in the wear-
er to pay heed to the bracelet. Except
for the hours passed with Floyd, he
had never experienced anything like
this satisfying companionship.

The performance had ended, and
Stanton was carefully piloting his
charge through the slow-moving mass
of people, when he heard his own

•ame exclaimed. He glanced around,
nd saw Valerie Carlisle coming
own the stairs from the boxes, herkrge, amber eyes fixed upon him.

7nder the strong light, in her elab-
_.rate pale-green gown, her shoulders

bare and showing satin-white where
her cloak had slipped back, her blonde
hair circled with a wreath of green
enameled and Jeweled leaves, she was
conspicuous enough to draw the
glances of all those passing, as well
as that of the man she called. Stan.
_on bowed and would have continued

on his way, but she called a second
time, adding a gesture of summons.

"Mr. Stantonl"
Evidently she expected him to ex-

cuse himself momentarily from his
companion, as she had moved a few
steps from her father and the younger
gentleman who accompanied her. But
stanton's eyes glinted cold re stanca

of the attempt at command. He de
liberately retained Jessica's hand
upon his arm and, since he must go
led her with him.

"You called me, Miss Carlisle?" h4
questioned. "Miss Floyd, let me in
troduce Miss Carlisle."
The two women bowed without of

fusion, Valerie Carlisle scrutinisin_
Jessica with an acute attention thai
seized every detail of her appearance

"Miss Floyd, have we not met?" shi
puzzled. "Pardon, it seems so to me.'

"Probably you have met my twit
brother," Jessica suggested, gravel]
self-possessed. "He is much witL
Mr. Stanton."

There was a shock of antagonisx
in their meeting gaze, as there had
been between Floyd and this girl
when he had seen her in the railroad
depot on the way to Lowell. Miss
Carlisle turned to Stanton, enlight
ened.

"Oh, your mechanician; I remem-
ber."

"My friend and mechanician, yes,"
he amended.

"Ah? But I am detaining you-I
merely wished to ask if you had quite
recovered from your illness. When
you left us that night, I never imag-
ined you would try to race next morn-
ing. And you should not have done
so; it resulted in an accident."

He opened his lips to deny that his
illness had caused the Mercury's mis-
hap, then paused. If he had not felt
the average irritability of a strong man
sick, would he have quarreled with
Floyd and taken his car around the
turn at such ruinous speed? He did
not know.

"I am perfectly well, thank you,"
he answered, instead.

"Indeed, I am glad. Will you not
come to see us soon-you owe us a
dinner call, you know."

He did not echo her delicately ex-
pectant smile, his dark face hard.

"You must believe my appreciation
of the dinner without that formality,
Miss Carlisle. I start for Indiana in
a few days," he regretted.

Her amber eyes also hardened, sud-
denly and strangely; she moved a step
to retire, catching up her trailing
lengths of satin and lace.

"As you will, of course. Ah; we
found out what car wins when you
are taken from a race, Mr. Stanton,
as at Lowell. And you judged wrong
-it was not the Duplex, but the Ata-
lanta. Good night."

Stanton looked after her, amazed,
then abruptly turned his eyes to the
frank, steadfast face of Jessica Floyd.

"Come out in the fresh air," he re-
quested. "That perfume she wears
smothers one."

"Sandalwood," interpreted Jessica,
turning; she had her brother's habit
of instantly obeying a suggestion.
And as they emerged: "May I say
something interfering and imperti-
nent?"

"What right have I to object to any-
thing said to me? I show small grace
to others."

"Then, pray do not go near Miss
Carlisle just before a raoe."

He stopped short on the sidewalk.
"You know-you think--"
"I know only what Jes knows," she

declared. "But I think that Miss Car-
lisle is not good for your racing. Some
people are naturally unlucky influ-
enoes, perhaps."

Stanton shook his head, unbeguiled
by the pleasantry.

"I understand what Floyd believes,
but it is impossible, absurd. Besides,

"MIss Floyd, Let Me Introduce Miss
Carlisle."

it is to her interest for me to win;
the Mercury uses her father's tires."

"Yes," agreed Jessica impersonally.
When he left her, in the faintly light-

ed hall before the door of her apart-
ment, she drew off her glove with a
swift movement.

"My father used to say that one
only offered a covered hand to an en-
emy," she said half playful, half seri-
ous. "Good night."

There was a tinkling crash, before
he could reply. Stanton bent and re-
covered her wide silver bracelet, shak-
en loose by her rapid gesture of the
previous moment.

"May I put it on?" he asked.
But she held out her hand for the

trinket: in the dim light he could
have imagined that she had become
suddenly agitated and hurried.

"No, it is too heavy," she declined.
"Good night, I have enjoyed this eve-
ning very much."

In his own hotel apartment, when
he drew off his gloves, Stanton was
puzzled to find his right fingers slight-
ly stained with crimson. Slowly mem-
ory brought back the fact, unnoticed
at the time, that Jessica's bracelet
had been warm and dasnp to the touch
when he picked it up. It had cut her
arm, then, in falling, he deduced. And
she had not spoken of the hurt or

cried out! Stanton laughed In ap
proving admiration, she had her broth
er's pluck. He hated whining people

Only he wished that her eyes wer:
not so exactly like Floyd's; it con
fused him.

CHAPTER VIII.

Team-Mated.
Floyd returned Stanton's call afte.

a fashion of his own, some days later
"There's a gentleman down-stairs tc

see you, sir," the bell-boy brought in.
formation to the latter, one afternoo,
"He won't come up because he says he
can't leave his automobile, but he'd be
glad if you'd come down, sir."

Stanton looked at the card presented,
and rose with alacrity.

His mechanician was in the hall,
gazing across the wide windows at a
low-swung, long-bonneted, dull-gray
motorcar that stood by the curbstone;
a car stripped as bare of every super
fluous belongings as a pugilist enter-
ing the ring. At the hiss of the de-
scending elevator he turned to meet
Stanton with his smile of sun-shot
cordiality.

"I was afraid to let your machine
out of my sight," he exclaimed. "She
is going on to Indiana, to-night, and
the chief wanted you to see her first.
There wasn't time to get you out to the
factory, after fixing her steering bust.
ness the way you wanted, so they sent
her down for you to look over. The
chief sent word for you to try her out
anywhere you liked and he would pay
the cost if you got in trouble, but to
get her shipped west to-night unless
she had to go back to the factory, fo-
there were rumors of a strike amona
the train men and we might not be
able to get her through in time for the
race."

"Who drove her down here?" Stan
ton demanded, casting a jealous
glance out the window, but accepting
the facts more amiably than could
have been expected.

"The chief, until he left me at the
avenue corner, just now. He said-
never mind."

"un, go anea4."
"Well, he said he had been a racing

driver himself and knew how you
would feel about having your car
yanked thirty miles across country
roads by another driver; and, er-that
he guessed that he was the only man
in the shops who'd care to tell you he
had done it."

"I'll get some driving things," sug
gested Stanton, and went back to the
elevator.

When he joined Floyd beside the big
car, he stood for a moment busied with
the clasp of his gauntlet, before at.
tempting to start.

"Miss Floyd told you of my call, the
other day?" he queried.

"Yes, of course. I was sorry to be
away; I had never thought of your
hunting me up."

"You did not object to my taking her
out? There was no way of asking you."

This from the self-willed Stanton!
Floyd's eyes glinted with an apprecla.
tion at once humorous and touched.

"Object? Why? You could take
care of her," he countered.

"Fix the spark," bade Stanton, and
went front to crank his motor.

"We'll not get half a block without
drawing every mounted policeman for
ten miles," Floyd called, above the
roar of the exhausts. "We ought to
have made ready by putting on a few
dozen mufflers."

"What time must she be shipped?"
"We must have her at the Mercury

office by six o'clock, unless you say she
has to go back to the factory."

"It is after four, now. No time to
try the Long Island course, and there
is a motor-cycle race on the Beach
track. Get into your seat; we'll take
Pelham Parkway."

"Pelham Parkway! Why-"
"Have you anything better to pro.

pose?"
"It's a first offense," Floyd resigned

himself. "They can't do worse than
fine you."

Stanton shrugged his shoulders, and
the car rolled forward.

The Mercury glided through the
teeming, congested streets, and left a
faultless record behind her. Not a
traffic officer's slightest signal was dis-
regarded, no speed regulations were
materially fractured; Stanton drove
like a law-abiding chauffeur from the
suburbs, and until they were in the
park.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Imagnation.
The faculty of imagination is the

great spring of human activity, and
the principal source of human im.
provement. As it delights in present.
ing to the mind scenes and characters
more perfect than those which we are
acquainted with, it prevents us from
ever being completely satisfied with
our present condition, or with our past
attainments, and engages us continual.
ly in the pursuit of some untried en-
joyment, or of some ideal excellence
Hence the ardor of the selfish to bet
ter their fortunes, and to add to their
personal accomplishments, and hence
the zeal of the patriot and the philos-
opher to advance the virtue and the
happiness of the human race. Destroy
this faculty, and the condition of man
will become as stationary as that of
brutes.-Dugald Stewart

Only Problem of Happiness.
"Real happiness is so simple tha.

most people do not recognize it. They
think it comes from doing something
on a big scale, from a big fortune, or
from some great achievement, when,
in fact, it is derived from the simplest,
the quietest, the most unpretentious
things in the world. Our great prob.
lem is to fill each day so full of sun-
shine, of plain living and high think-
ing, that there can be no commonness
or unhappiness in our lives."-Orlson
Sweet Marden.

RULES FOR DIPPING SHEEP

Animals Should Be Sheared at One
Time and Immediately After

Treated to Sulphur Solution.

The following ten rules should bE
observed in dipping sheep:

1. Select a dip containing sulphur.
If a prepared dip is used which does
not contain sulphur it is always safer
to add about 16% pounds of sifted
flowers of sulphur to every 100 gallons
of water, especially if after dipping
the sheep have to be returned to the
old pasture.

2. Shear all the sheep at one time
and immediately after shearing con-
fine them to one-half the farm for two
to four weeks. Many persons prefer
to dip immediately after shearing.

3. At the end of this time dip every
sheep, and every goat also, if there
are any on the farm.

4. Ten days later dip the entire
flock a second time.

5. After the second dipping place
the flock on a portion of the farm
from which they have been excluded
during the previous four or five
weeks.

6. Use the dip at a temperature of
100 to 110 degrees.

7. Keep each sheep in the dip two
minutes by the watch, do not guess
at the time, and duck its head at least
once.

8. Be careful in dipping rams, as
they are more liable to be overcome
in the dip than the ewes.

9. Injury, however, may result to
pregnant ewes, which must on this
account be carefully handled. Some
farmers arrange a stage with sides
to hold the pregnant ewes, which is
lowered carefully into the vat and
raised after the proper time.

10. In case a patent or proprietary
dip, especially an arsenical dip, is
used, the directions given on the
package should be carried out to the
letter.

CLEANING OF MILK BOTTLES
Improved Process Descrlbed by Lead.

Ing Dairy Journal of Germany-
Should Be Well Aired.

The Hopfen Zeitung, the leading
dairy paper of Germany, states a fact
in reference to the cleaning of bottles
from fatty substances, which may
serve as a valuable hint in cleaning
all dairy utensils. The process is as
follows: Pour warm water into the
bottle, fill in a little ordinary hay and
rub the inside of the bottle with the
hay thoroughly, using a small stick.
Now rinse the bottle out with clean
water, and not a trace of odor of fat
will remain. Large bottles which had
contained coal oil were successfully
cleaned in the same way. Large milk
dairies, having steam power, use a
hot-water sterilizer, which cleans the
bottles very quickly. The dairy uten-
sils, after cleansing, should be set out
on a table in the sun whore they can
be well aired. Take tne lids off the
cans so the air can enter.

Corn for Horses.
It is not safe under any circum.

stances to pasture horses in stalk
fields or to feed them fodder from
fields in which the corn was wormy.
Great care should be exercised in
choosing the corn fed to horses. Oft,
an it is not thoroughly cleaned by
fanning.

There are too many moldy grains
which are too heavy to be separated
from the sound corn in this way. The
safest method is to pour the shelled
corn into water and skim off and
throw away all the part that rises to
the surface.

Making the Layers in Advance.
Now is the time to think of being

an egg producer next winter. Look
after the hens that are going to lay
hatching eggs for you this spring, get
out the pullets in time and keep them,
growing and get them to start laying
In November, when eggs are scarcest.

There is really not much of a trick
in getting eggs. It is care, feed and
making the hen happy, that is all.
She will and must lay, if you give her
the right kind of feed and look after
aer comfort.

Turkey Prime at Three Years.
The turkey is not fully matured

until two years of age, and is in his
prime at three years, and nearly as
good at four years old. It is, there-
fore, a mistake to sell off all the older
birds and retain the young ones for
breeding purposes.

The Mare in Farm Work.
It will not pay to attempt to use

mares to do the farm work unless
they are given the care required. A
mare will do a large amount of work
and raise a good colt, but she must
be handled differently from the way
mules are generally handled.

Fresh Earth for Hogs.
If you are not situated so that you

can let your hogs out, draw a load of
earth and throw it into the pens now
and then. The hogs will work it over
and make a lot of comfort doing it.
Makes them grow faster, too.

Raising Better Animals.
When breeding horses the aim

should be to produce the one that
will bring the largest profit. If
cheaper animals are desired, sell the
higher-priced animal and buy the
cheaper grade.

Transplanting and the Sun.
Do not do your transplanting during

the heat of the day. It is better to de.
lay a little and wait for a rainy or
cloudy day. Unless conditions are ex-
tremely propitioi'l, make use of the
'puddling" process.
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HERRIES are ripe on the farm
where George Washington
passed his boyhood, where he
cut down the cherry tree,
broke the neck of the untamed

colt and threw a silver dollar across
the river-so run the olden stories
perpetuated by the venerable Parson
Weems. This farm is on the Rappa-
hannock river, opposite the colonial
town of Fredericksburg, Va. The farm
Is in Stafford county, the town is
Spottsylvania. The farm is much re-
duced in size, but that which is still
called the Washington farm contains
160 acres, surrounding the site of the
old Washington dwelling house, on the
toundation of which has been built the
house shown in the picture. People
who live roundabout will point out
where the historic cherry tree stood
and assure one that the present cher-
ry trees are descended from the trees
that grew there when Washington was

a child. They will point out the pas-
ture vhere the unruly colt was killed
and the spot where young Washington
hurled the coin across the river.
Though these feats are apochryphal,
yet each was easily possible. Many
a child has hacked a cherished tree or

_hrub. Many a colt has been maimed
or killed in breaking. A good base-
ball thrower could send the sphere
across the Rappahannock at that
point, though the river is somewhat
narrower now than it was then.

Record Incomplete.
Because of the incompleteness oi

the land records of Stafford county
there is no continuity of title of this
land from the time the Washington,
bought it. There is a proposition thai
this farm be taken over by one of the
ancestral patriotic societies. It was
not long after Washington's birth, or
the Pope's Creek farm on the Po
tomac river in Westmoreland county
Virginia, that Washington's parents
nis elder half-brother Lawrence, and
perhaps his eldest half-brother Auguse
dne, also removed to the farm across
from Fredericksburg, a city named fot
Prince Frederick, the father of George
[II. The date of the removal of the
Washingtons from the Potomac to the
Rappahannock farm is uncertain, bul
was between 1735 and 1740. The Rap
pahannook farm had for several years
been owned by Augustine Washlngton
(the father) and being close to a city,
while his other holdings were distant
from one, it is judged that the Wash.
Ingtons wished a taste of urban life,
This farm has been called variously
"Pine Grove" and the "Ferry Farm,"
the latter name being duq to the farm
being opposite the lowr. Fr'edeicks
burg ferry. Whether. George Washing-
ton knew this place as Pine Grove is
questionable. In this connection it is
worth recalling that George Washing-
ton never knew his birthplace as
Wakefield, yet all the books set it
down that he was born at Wakefield.

George Washington's father died
April 12, 1743, leaving large landed
possessions. The old home farm on
the lower oPtomao he bequeathed to
his eldest son Augustine. To his son
Lawrence he left the farm on the Po-
tomao between Dogue creek and Hunt.
Ing creek, which Lawrence subse-
quently called Mount Vernon. To
George, when be should become of
age, he bequeathed the Rappahannock
farm. Of this Fredericksburg farm
Washington Irving, who visited all the
Washington places in Virginia, says:

Meadow His Playground.
"Not long after the birth of George

his father removed to an estate in
Stafford county. The house was sim-
Ilar in style to the one on Bridge's
creek (or Pope's creek), and stood on
rising ground overlooking a meadow
which was his playground and the
scenes of his early athletic sports. But
this home, like that in which he was
born, has disappeared; the site is onlyto be traced by fragments of bricks,

china and earthenware."
This house was occupied by MaryWashington until it was destroyed by

fre at a time after George had
change his place of living to hishalf-brother's home, Mount Vernon.
After the ifre Mrs. Washington moved
Into a small frame cottage in Fred-
ericksburg, in which she died on
August 25, 1789. This cottage is stand-
ing, and is owned and utilized as a
museum by the Society for the Preser-
ration of Virginia Antiquities.

The Ferry farm originally con-Lained 2,000 acres, and on this land
Burnside conducted most of his oper-
Ltions against the Confederates in
Fredericksburg and the low range of
fills behind tle town. After more than

i century of transfers and subdivision
he home seat came into possession of
P. H. Corson, who erected a house onhse foundation of the old Washington

louse. The site of the older housewas cleared, the cellar re-excavated

nd the stone cellar walls used asa.

foundation. In digging out the old cel-
lar large quantities of pottery, house-
hold utensils, earthen jugs and the
like were found. A few years ago the
property came into possession of the
present owner, J. B. Colbert, who con-
ducts the George Washington Stock
Farm-raising cattle and hogs.

One of the original Washington
houses is still standing on the farm at
a distance of about a hundred yards
from the house. The weather board.
ing of this structure has been re-
newed. It is a frame shanty, and the
story goes that it was used as the
ofioe of the estate when the Wash-
ingtons lived there. When Corson
bought the property it was scarred by
Federal earthworks, among these be
ing 13 rifle pits. These pits have
been obliterated with the exception
of one, which is preserved as a relic
of the bloody days of '62.

FEW WITHOUT STAGE FRIGHT

peoialiset In Nervous Diseases Gives
Solentiflo Analysis of Much

Dreaded Infliction.

Among nervous diseases may be in.
cluded stage fright. A physician, who
is a specialist in the former, has Just
been lecturing about the latter. He
describes some acute forms of what
French actors call "trac," one of the
worst forms of which "produce a de-
viation of the mouth which it is im.
possible to overcome."

The sufferers "talk out one side of
their mouths, and all their efforts to
rid themselves of this nervous affeo
tion are fruitless." Their only remedy,
one imagines, is to give up acting. The
lecturer quoted also gives "twitching
of the eye and feverish palsy of the
hands" as being among the results of
stage fright.

At the dress rehearsal of a, play by
Sardou an actress "violently scratched
the hands of the actor with whom she
was playing, saying, 'How nervous I
feel.' "

She must have got over her nervous
ness since then, for the actress was
Mlle. Blanche Dufresne, who for many
years has acted with Mme. Sarah
Bernhardt.

Two tenors are cited who have
splendid voices at rehearsals, but
could not get a note out on first nights
-an unfortunate predicament for
singers-and had to leave the stage.
Even the famous Got knew the "trac."

The lecturer remembered his having
had a total lapse of memory during the
whole of an act of a new play at the
Theatre Francals. But, while he could
not recollect a single word of the dia.
logue, and took every word he spoke
from the prompter, who gave him the
text, he could fill in an attitude and
gesture perfectly.

But the worst case on record of stage
or platform fright was that of a le-
turer of bygone days, or an intending
lecturer, Alfred Assolant. •e arrived,
bowed, sat down with the manuscript
of his lecture befere him on the table,
drank a glass of water, turned pale,
blurted out: "No, thanks, I can't do It
I prefer to apologise," rose and fled.

Daniei"s One Comfort.
At a luncheon in Chicago, Charles

I1 Kremer, the Chicago lawyer, was
suddenly called on to make a few re-
marks, and after stating that he had
not been told he would be asked to
speak, he said: "When I came here
realizing that I could eat my luncheon
in peace, unworried and unrumed by
the thought that I must make a
speech, I felt like Daniel in the lion's
den. Daniel, as he looked at the hun.
gry, ferocious lions in front of him,
realizing his danger and the short
time he had to live, did not lose his
sense of humor, possibly realising
that the hereafter was safe, and said
to himself: 'There is one good thing
about this meal, and that is I'll not
have to make a speech when it'.
over.'"

Would Keep Him Busy.
This is Mrs. Forbes-Robertson Haler

latest suffrage story:
"A negro woman was arguing and

arguing with her husband, and when
she had finished he said :'Dinah, yo'
talk don' affect me no mo' than a nea-
bite.'

"'Well, niggah,' she answered, 'I'segawna keep yo' scratchin'.' "

Practice What You Preach.
"Papa, what the quickest way ttget rich?"

"I can't tell. But I know the slew.eat way."

"What?"
"Being honest."
"I see. Well, dad, I'll be rich pratt)soon if you'll quit licking me."


