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There is no greater annoyance to a 
person of delicate sensibilities than 
the horse with a high pressure sneeze 
tank. The horse which persists in 
blowing his nbse in the open air, in 
the face of a stiff breeze, ought to be 
barred from polite society and have 
his nostrils plugged with absorbent 
cotton. This the only treattnent that 
does any good. We have tried men-, 
thol Inhalers, liquid glue fillers and 
a stirring appeal to the animal's pride 
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DOWNTOWN IMPROVEMENTS. 
The Cedar Rapids city officials too* 

advantage of the recent fight over the 
saloons when the question arose of 
granting new-consent petitions to the 
liquor dealers .in that city to clean out 
some of the shacks formerly occupied 
by saloons. They set out to regulate 
the kind of buildings to be used for 
saloons and succeeded in having sev
eral old buildings which had become un-
sanitary and a fire menace to adjoin-

vL* lng property, torn down and replaced 
!&>'' by better structures. One dealer built 

a new two story brick building, an
other built a one story on a founda
tion strong enough for six more stories 
and he plans to complete his structure 

i^fc later." Another plahs to tear out three 
Ai old shacks between two of the hotels 
Ji on First avenue and replace tliem with 

a three story brick. The most offen
sive places have been or will be re-
moved from the business district, 

fe The well directed efforts of those 
jjy1 city officials have proved of great 
.•%, benefit to the city. The owners of all 
^ business property in the city have 

benefitted by the improvements, and 
the removal of those old eye sores will 
go far to dress up the business district 
and make an added Impression on the 

gar stranger. Even the owners of the 
M '• property torn down will not be the 

losers, for the chances are the land 
on which their shacks stood was much 
too valuable for the cheap buildings 
that covered it. 

There are valuable down town lots 
","-v ' in Ottumwa that are rendered of little 

value because of the buildings on 
' < them.. In many cases the lot Is worth 

many times more than the building 
and is permitted to lie practically 
Idle, giving no adequate return to the 

1 owner. The city would benefit and the 
f ,, owner of these properties would bene-

^ fit if some of the old buildings were 
*•' 1 torn down and new, modern buildings 

erected on- this -valuable land. 
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COL. IRISH'S VIEWS. 
\ Colg John P. Irish, one of the old 
wheefhorses of democracy in Iowifit 
but who for maiiy. years has been liv

ing in California, has been back paying 
^ Iowa a visit. Col. Irish was one V>f the 

democrats who broke with the demo-
cratic party in 1896 when Bryan and 
free silver captured the party. The 

fip address made by Col. Irish in Ottumwa 
§7^ during that campaign in ' behalf of 
^ sound money will be remembered as 
ij$ one of the most eloquent speeches ever 

made 'here. 
Col.- Irish still keeps posted on the 

political situation, though he has long 
been out of politics. He gave out an 
interview In Davenport in which in 
discussing the situation brought about 
by the insurgent movement and the op
position to President Taft he said: 

v "The whole theory upon which this 
popullstlc movement is proceeding is 

^ that society and the state shall be 

t-»" rebuilt on the foundation of their fail-
V'J ures and their diseases, and not upon 
v their succefes and their health. The 

igift of ; prophecy is not necessary to 
,- jforsee the results. 

''The French revolution was start-, 
ed against the aristocracy, and was 
fed upon the finding of new classes of 

f% aristocrats to exterminate, until flnal-
ly any'man who could afford to wear 

-^ a pair of trousers, or culottes, as the' 
WT French call them, was classed as an 
t-M aristocrat, and only the sans-cullottes 

or men without trousers were regard-
|rf«d as worthy of consideration." 

CoL Irish says that he still finds 
aoine of the vagaries of Calamity Wel-

, ler in vogue. He closed his Interview 
by. quoting a sentence that Weller al-
ways put into his speeches and which 
jyjgjj Ea(<i he regarded as "the most 

4 delicious piece of idiocy" he ever 
~ heard. He quoted Weller as saying: 
" "Feller slaves, our beloved country 
? stands In the shadder of a calamity, 

and the only way to make that shad-
^ der pass by is for the congress of the 
; United States to pass a law giving the 
. people a more and a fittlnger cur

rency.", Col. Irish sees a crystalliza
tion of Col. Weller's vagaries in some 

. of tlie present day statesmanship: i 

effective as tabasco sauce on the pink 
eye. If you have a gelding' which 
scorns a pocket handkerchief, clamp 

him to the corn 
plow and work 
him until he 
couldn't sneeze 
on a bet. 

• • 
Something 

ought to b« done 
to refine the diet 
of the setting 
hen. At present 
her chief delica
cies are grub 
worms and grit, 
and on a pinch 
she will line her 
stomach with 
coal slack and 

chipped glass. As a result, many a 
man who has called for eggs straight 
up pounds his gums against a broken 
lamp chimney, causing him to waft his 
compliments to the cook in language 
tbat would bleach the pompadour on 
the head waitress. The hen ought to 
be fed out of a nose bag, and her prin
cipal diet should be Yaw meat This 
will make every chicken on the place 
stand up and fight its father to the 
ropes. The red corpuscles in the av
erage hen which earns a precarious 
living by turning the flame 011 bor
rowed eggs are as few and fjar be
tween as corset covers in Korea. 

LaFollette by eighty votes, nearly two 
to one. "Summed up in a nutshell," 
the Capital says, "the poll establishes 
and proves the fact that Iowa republi
cans favor the renomination of Presi
dent Taft to Senator LaFollette and 
that the president will receive the sup
port of the Iowa delegation in the 1912 
convention." .. 
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Author*/ TOEGAME AND THE 
The Bobbs-MerrtU Copyright, 191 x, MAptny 

Here's hoping bad luck overtakes 
that Connecticut weather shark who 
predicted a long and severe winter. 

A St. Louis professor has announced 
that his new book on "Mona Lisa" is 
ready for publication, being put on 
the market early in order to "take ad
vantage of the advertising arising from 
the theft of the painting from the 
Louvre." Is that theft story just an 
advertising gag .after all? 

Maybe the 
Taft. 
**1 

Canadians will annex 

A Missouri man, according the 
testimony of his wife, had nlfte .af
finities—color not mentioned. 

THE CAPITAL'S POLL. 
The Des Moines -Capital has an

nounced the result of a postal card 
ballot taken in which the editors of 
all the Iowa papers listed in. the: News-

; paper Gazetteer were asked to state 
whether they preferred Taft or La
Follette as the republican nominee for 
president. The result of the ballot 
follows: 
For Taft . 

' For LaFollette 
'Scattering :..v. 

175 
95 
21 

K Total 291 
1MS Not votiiag 280 
pH This shows that of more than half 

V the editors of Iowa papers Taft leads 
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M'CARROLL BROS. 
UI East Main St. 

Hogs and butter were higher in 
Winnipeg last week than they ^rere in 
Chicago. That doesn't look like 
reciprocity will hurt Iowa. j- , 

Dr. Cook says that the National 
Geographic society is neither national 
nor geographical. 

The ten commandments are .older 
than the constitution—yet there has 
never been any united effort tp change 
them. Individual efforts have, gener
ally resulted disastrously to the per
former. . 

American exports in July aggre
gated $124,784,535, against $111,402,409 
in July, 1910, according to a govern
ment report. Imports increased to 
$118,165,406 from $117,315,591 in July 
last year. , ' . 

The cutout muffler doesn't seem to 
be much more obstreperous than It 
was before the city council undertook 
to suppress it.—Sioux City Journal. 

Same way here.—Des Moines Capi
tal. 

And here, too. 

Another man, a Galesburger, has 
laughed himself to death at a joke. As 
usual the joke Is not told. The neyt 
reporter who gets a story about a man 
laughing to death should chase down 
the Joke and spring it. A great many 
of us would risk cashing in just to hear 
a real joke. 

Up in Des Moines they are claiming 
three divorces out of every four mar
riages, and that is stepping right along 
for the metroplis of an agricultural 
state. • 

r - -x. .• '-4 
A Chicago man who shot woodpeck

ers has been arrested for killing song 
birds. Anyone, says the Record-Her
ald, who has ever heard the sweet 
song of the woodpecker will readily 
agree that the shooter could not have 
had any music in his soul. 

SLAPPING UNCLE SAM'S FACE. 

St. Louis Republic.—Mr. Roose
velt is afraid that someone may slap 
the face of Uncle Sam, in which case 
there would be nothing to arbitrate. 
If . Uncle Sam will stay at home, at
tend strictly to his own business and 
never get gay, nobody is going to slap 
his face. , 

A Great Advantage to Working Men. 
J. A. Maple, 125 S. 7th St., Steuben-

ville, O., says: "For years I suffered 
frtyn weak kidneys and a severe blad
der trouble, I learned of Foley Kidney 
Pills and their wonderful cures BO 1 
began taking them and sure enough 1 
had as good results as any 1 heard 
about. Mv backache left me and to 
one of my business, expressman, that 
alone is a great advantage. My kidneys 
acted free and normal, and that saved 
me a lot of misery. It is now a pleas
ure to work where it used to be a mis-
orv. Foley Kidney Pills have cured 
me and liave my highest nraise." Clark 

Owl Drug Stora 

(CHAPTER II.—(Continued.) 
The mist had grown thicker, In the 

lights a dazzling silver curtain be
fore men's eyes, and the track had 
been worn to deep grooves at the 
turns. The Mercury was sweeping 
past the grand-stand, when one of the 
two slower cars, being overtaken, 
slipped its driver's' control caught in 
a foot-deep rut, and severed crashing 
into the machtne next it. Twice over 
it rolled, splintering sickeningly, but 
flinging both of its men clear of the 
wreck. The car struck plunged on 
around the curve into the mist, ap
parently unhurt. 

Out across the damp dusk pierced 
the shriek of the klaxon, mingled with 
the cry of the people and the tinkle 
of the hospital telephone. Stanton, 
swinging wide to avoid the pitiful 
wreckage, kept on his course. 

"Stop!" Floyd shouted imperatively 
beside him. "Stop, Stanton, stop!" 

Stanton sped on, disregarding what 
he supposed was a novice's nervous 
sympathy. He could not aid the stun
ned men lying on the track, and one 
glance had told him that they could be 
safely passed; as Indeed they had been. 

"Stop!" the command rang again; 
and as Stanton merely shook his head 
with impatient annoyance, the mechan
ician swiftly' stooped forward. 

The motor slackened oddly. Before 
the astonished dTlver had time to 
grasp the situation, the power died 
from under hlB hands and the car was 
only carried forward by Its own mo
mentum. Automatically he jammed 
down the brakes and turned in his soat 
to confront his companion in a wrath
ful amazement chocking speech. Floyd 
faced him, even his Hps white beneath 
his mask, but with steadfast eyes. 

"I know,"' he forestalled the tem
pest "You've got the right to put me 
off the car—I threw your switch. I've 
got nothing to say. But the mist lifted 
and I saw what lay ahead." 

"What lay ahead? The klaxon was 
shrieking madly, from all around the 
track came the sound of halting cars. 
The rising wind pushed the fog-walls 
again, and they opened to reveal the 
second machine of the late accident, 
not twenty-five feet ahead, a tilted, 

wet mud from the infield—on the first 
circuit the heavy Loxelle car skiaded 
and went through the fence at the 
north turn. After that, nothing could 
have induced St&nton to allow his ma 
chine In other hands.; -

Hour after hour passed. The noisy 
music of the band crashed out mono
tonously; the crowd swayed, murmur 
ing, applauding, exclaiming, argus-eyed 
and kaleidoscopic In color and faction. 

At sunset, when the Mercury made 
a trip into camp for supplies, neither 
of its men left their seats. The beam
ing Mr. Green came to shower con-
gratulations upon Stanton, and with 
him the head of the Mercury company, 
himself a former driver whose quiet 
appreciation had an expert's value. 
Stanton was leaning across the wheel, 
chatting with them, when his employer 
broke the thread of speech. 

"What Is the matter with your 
mechanician, Stanton?" he queried. 

Seanton turned, suddenly conscious 
of a light weight against his shoulder. 
With his movement, Floyd also started 
erect, their glances crossing. 

"Nothing," the driver briefly an
swered to the other's question. "Tired 
perhaps; he has been working. As yoq 
were saying—" 

But the glimpsed picture stayed 
with Stanton; the fatigued young face 
against his arm, the drowsy, heavy-
lidded eyes flashing keenly awake, the 
involuntary expression of angry shame 
at the moment's weakness. And he 
would sooner have tied Floyd in his 
seat, after that than have added the 
fine insult of offering to relieve him. 

"Ready," some one called; the 
workmen scattered in every direction, 
and the Mercury was off once more. 

"Car comin,," warned the mechani
cian, as they shot from the paddock 
entrance on . to the track. "Duplex 
ahead." 

Floyd was quite himself again, 
watchfully businesslike, nonc-hlanily 
fearless. 

Color and glow faded from the sky; 
once more the search-lights flared out 
around the track and transformed It 
to a silver ribbon, running between 
walls of ebony darkness except where 
the lampgemmed stands arose. Al-

motionless heap. After the collision ready newspapers were being cried an-

1 Drug Store, 

it had staggered this far, to 
go down with a broken rear axle and 
two lost rear wheels. Its men were 
still in their seats unhurt. , 

There was an Instant of silence. The 
avoided disaster was no excuse for the 
mechanician's interference nor did 
Floyd offer it as such, well aware that 
his driver was perfectly Justified in 
any course he chose to take. There 
can be but one pilot at any wheel. 

"Since I suppose you are not equal 
to cranking a ninety Mercury, you had 
better fix the spark and gas while I 
start it," dryly suggested Stanton. 
"And—never do that again." 

He stepped out and went to the 
front of his car, seizing the crank and 
starting the big motor with an exer
tion of superb strength which would 
indeed have been Impossible to the 
slender Floyd. When he retook his 
seat, the mechanician made his equally 
laconic apology and acknowledgment 
of error. 

"I never will," Floyd gave his word. 
The wind shook the mist more 

strongly, streamers of , pink and gold 
trembled across the sky. The day had 
commenced. 

CHAPTER III 
Morning arched its golden hours 

across the still speeding cars, and 
melted slowly Into noon. The weary 
drivers had settled into steady en
durance gaits, saving their energy and 
their machines for the more spectacu
lar work of afternoon and evening. 
At nine o'clock that, night the race 
would end. 

The Mercury car had registered 
ninety miles more than tbe Duplex, 
both of them being many tens of niiles 
in advance of the other competitors. 
At six in the morning Stanton had gone 
in for a brief rest. At eight he was 
back, and kept the wheel until one in 
the afternoon. Victory was in his 
hands if nothing happened to his car; 
an hour and a half lost in repairs' would 
transfer all his arfvautage to the Du
plex. He was jealously afraid to in
trust his machine to his assistant driv
er, and consequently merciless r.o his 
mechanician and himself. But Floyd 
made no complaint. 

At half-past ope, all the cars were 
sent to their camps while an hour was 
spent in having the track hurriedly 
inended by gangs of. workmen. The 
road-bed in places was furrowed like 
a plowed field by the flying wheels. 
Meanwhile the afternoon crowds 
flowed in, filling the stands to suffoca
tion. massing on the promenade, bank
ing in a solid row of private automo
biles behind the screen. 

When at half-past two the racers 
were recalled to start anew, Stanton 
sharply scrutinized his mechanician 
before leaving the camp. 

"I'm going to keep the car until the 
end of the race," he announced, not 
tinklndly. "If you don't think you can 
stand seven hours of it, say so; and 
I'll have them find some One to relieve 
you. They can rush Rupert,here from 
up the Hudson by four or five o'clock. 
If you get in for it,, you'll finish, if I 
have to tie you in your seat. I'm 
driving to win." 

The scarlet of resentment flushed 
through Floyd's grime-streaked 
pallor. 

"You won't have to tie me," he 
promised, white teeth catching his lip. 
I'll not flinch. Go on." 
Stanton actually laughed, bending to 

his levers. 
I didn't mean to tie you to keep 

you from running away, but to keep 
you from fainting and falling out," he 
explained."But—" 

The car bounded forward, b 
The track had been filled in with, 

nouncing Stanton's coming victory. 
Driving evenly, steadily, refusing all 

challenges to speed duels and attempt
ing none of his deadly tactics of the 
night before, Stanton piloted his car 
to the inevitable result. At nine 
o'clock the flag dropped^ and amid a 
hubbub of enthusiasm the Mercury 
drossed the line, winner. 

Later, when the triumphant tumult 
In the Mercury camp had somewhat 
subsided, Stanton walked over to 
where Floyd was leaning against a 
column of unused tires. 

"You've had twenty-four hours of 
me," he said abruptly. "How did it 
strike you." 

Floyd raised his candid gray eyes 
to the other's face, and in spite of ex
haustion smiled with a glinting frank
ness and humor. 

"If you want me to tell you—" he 
began. j: 

"I have asked you." 
"It struck me rather hard. But— 

I'd like you toNllke me as well as I do 
you." 

"I need a mechanician to race with 
me for the rest of the season," Stan
ton gave brief information. "Do you 
want the position?" 

Floyd straightened; even in the un
certain light the color could be seen 
to rise over his face. » 

"You'd take me; you?" 
"Yes." 
"You know—oh, I can tune up a 

motor. I ur.derstand my work, but for 
road racing—you know I can't crank 
your car or change a tire without help." 

Stanton smiled grimly. 
"I guess I am big enough to crank 

my own car," he quoted at him. "You 
have your nerve, I can't have a whin-
ning quitter to drive with me. I make 
yon the offer; take or leave it. But 
remember, I am likely.to break your 
neck." 

•Til chance that." answered Floyd, 
drawing a quick breath, and held out 
his slender hand. "I'll come." 

The pact was made. In after time, 
Stanton came to wonder at Its bald 
simplicity. 

The assistant manager overtook 
Fiovrl. a little later, when that young 
mechanician, at least superficially 
cleaner and wrapped in a long dust-
coat, was leaving the training camp. 

"See here. Floyd; you are going to 
race with Stanton right along , be 
says." ;:-v •?}» 

"Yes sir." "'' *•"" 
Mr. Green agitated his foreboding 

head. 
"You won't get along with him," he 

asserted darkly. "No one does. He, 
he is—you'll see. But you won't leave 
us on the edge of a race, will you? We 
are entered at Massachusetts, for week 
after next; youH turn up on time, no 
matter what he does In between?" 

"Surely, sir. I would not leave any 
one without notice, of course." 

"Plenty of notice, Floyd. For you 
can't stand Stanton." 

Stanton at that moment was In the 
tent, contemplating with cynical specu
lation a florist's box of fragrant green 
leaves lying on a chair. There was no 
card with these, but they were sprays 
of laurel. In fancy he. saw the mes
sage that had accompanied the or-
phids, the delicately engraved letters: 
Valerie Atherton Carlisle. Did she 
take him for a matinee ldo{, he scoffed; 
or, what did she want? Something, 
she wanted something of him. What? 
Only amusement, probably. He had 
not grown to manhood in New York 
City without learning that men and 
women in k certain set alleged their 
extreme wealth as a license, which 
freed them from the restraint of small 
conventionalities, and arrogantly took 
such diversion as the moment offered.^ 
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The woman who "keeps house" has 
enough to do when she is In good, 
Bound health, but If she Is weak, tired 
all the time, and suffering from morn 
to night with an aching back, house
work becomes & heavy burden. 

Doan'e Kidney Pills have brought 
new life, health and strength to thous
ands of fiomen afflicted in this way. 

Women are subject to kidney die-
ease. The clothing they wear, the 
|work they do, the, worry and strain of 
bearing and rearing children, the lack 
of proper exercise; all tend to it. 

Backache, bearing down pains, head
ache, diKzy spells, faintneas, flta of 
"blues," and other \ troubles often 
thought to be peculiar to the sex, are 
'common symptoms of kidney disease. 
When any one of these ills appears, to
gether with a discoiored condition of 
the kidney secretions, with passages 
jtoo frequent scanty or burning. Just 
make up your mind that your kidneys 
are weak, and be quick to help them. 

 ̂ Doan's Kidney Pills have, helped 
thousands of weak women through the 

WHEN KIDNEY TROUBLE* AND 
BACKACHE KEEP YOU IN 
•H- MISERY DAY AND NIGHT. ^ 

* 
"I Just Cant Q»t Up." 

trying times when kidney dUsease 
mei<»ts> xntieh. added mVssru. They 
do not disturb* jrtomaeh or bowels 
and contain no patsonooai dangerous 
nor habit-forming drags, poan'* are 
harmless for children, toot and cure 
their little bladder weaknessss. 

Becommsaded by Ottumwa worteo. 
Read this testimony: agam-'; 

OTTU MWA PROOF, fe-  A: 
Mrs. A. Bgan. 7«« "West Main street, 

Ottumwa, Iowa, saysi *1 willingly 
verify my former endorsement od 
Doan's Kidney Pills given in April. 
1907. For taany years X was annoyed 
by attacks of bsckacha, headache and 
other symptoms of kidney oomplatnV 
As time passed these dlflfcultles be« 
came worse anHK; epetla tested long* 
er. Being advlsed to-try DoanTe XkH 
nay Fills, I procured,«*.ss(jpty at flar-
gent's drug store, and to my delight * ' 
they helped me frort* the first. Th« . 
contents of a few bozee-effected a-coifl» \ 
plete and permanent core and 1m- . y 
proved my condition In every way. 1, 
advise the use of Doan's Kidney PUty 
to anyone afflicted with kidney. 
bladder trouble." " - * 
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And should he play the game to which 
she invited him, or decline It? Was 
it worth while? He was weary to ex
haustion, but still he remained gazing 
at the box of laurel. 

"You can't stand Stanton," Mr. 
Green was warning Floyd, by way of 
farewell. 

And the mechanician was laughing. 
CHAPTER IV. 

Stanton and Floyd did not meet 
again for a fortnight. Their ivays of 
life did not run parallel except when 
a race was due or taking place. The 
Mercury car had gone back to the fac
tory fbr a thorough overhauling, after 
the twenty-four-hour grind, and it 
would have as soon occurred to Stan
ton to seek out his machine as his me
chanician. Some drivers grow sen
timentally attached to their cars, 
watching them fondly and jealously; 
he did not, consistently and temper
amentally practical In outlook on the 
minor facts of life. 

It was in the railroad depot, the 
morning he started for Massachusetts, 
that Stanton saw his mechanician for 
the first time since the Beach victory. 
Floyd was seated on one of the wait
ing-room benches, reading a magazine; 
In his gray suit and long overcoat, his 
head with its, clustering bronze curls 
bent over his book, he looked like a 
particularly delicate and pretty boy of 
eighteen, perhaps even a trifle effemi
nate. Remembering that cry from the 
midst of the perilous struggle with the 
Duplex: "Cut him closer; he's weak
ening! Cut him close!" Stanton's lip 
curved in amazed appreciation as he 
crossed to the absorbed reader. 

"Good morning," he remarked. 
Floyd glanced up, then rose with 

an exclamation and held out his hand, 
his ready color rising like a girl's un
der his fine, clear skin. 

"Good morning; I didn't see you 
coming," he responded. 

"No, you were reading. You are go
ing—" 

"To Lowell. The car is aboard, you 
know." 

"I did not know," corrected Stanton 
with indifference. He was studying 
the other curiously, striving to analyze 
his singular-attractiveness and to find 
the reason why he, Stanton, should 
feel pleasure at the prospect of having 
this companion at his side; he, who 
had never formed friendships as most 
men did. 

Floyd laughed, his gray eyes mis
chievous. 

"Well, I know. We've been work
ing all the week at the machine, and 
we've got her ticking like a watch. 
You don't bother about that—1 suppose 
you don't have to, It's up to us. But 
if you will take her out on the track 
tomorrow, I'll tune her up to the last 
notch." 

Suddenly Stanton put his finger on 
the thing he sought ,one thing that 
made this mechanician different; and 
voiced his thought before considering 
wisdom. 

"You're a different class, Floyd," he 
stated abruptly. "You're no workman, 
nor descendant of workmen." 

Floyd stared, startled at the brusk 
Irrelevance, then melted into a straight 
direct smile as he met the keen gaze. 

"Neither are you," he countered. 
"Nor It wouldn't be of any importance 
If we were, but we are not I'm not 
asking you why you are working with 
your hands instead of your head, and I 
suppose you are not asking me. Who 
cares?" 

"No one," dryly agreed Stanton. 
"But I can tell you that I am doing 
this to make money, and make it 
quick, and I would much prefer break
ing jmy neck to living in the ruck of 
poverty. They are calling our train; 
you ha$ better come." 

I'm supposed to keep in touch with 
Mr. Green," Floyd observed, gather
ing up his magazine with cheerful 
nonchalance. "He is worrying about 
me most of the time, for fear I'll lose 
my nerve and desert." 

Which was not precisely what was 
worrying the assistant manager of the 
Mercury company, and perhaps Stan
ton of the rough temper knew it. 

"I fancy your nerve will hold out, if 
your patience does," was his reply. 

"Patience is supposed to be a wom
an's art," doubted Floyd. "But IH try 
to acquire it." ^ 

Stanton laughed briefly. "' 
"I wouldn't give much for your 

chance of success, in that case. If I 
ever find a woman who will ride with 
me as you do, I will—marry her." 

"Oh, no, you will not," contradicted 
the other, searching his pockets for a 
missing glove. "You will marry a 
Fluffy Ruffles who will faint if you 
exceed the eight-mile-an-hour speed 
limit. And then you will quit racing 
and be spoiled for the Mercury Com
pany, and all its rival manufacturers 
will lor 'A young man mar-

ried is a young man marred." 
It was so long since any one had 

cared to talk nonseqse to Stanton, not 
to mention airily teaslpg him, that he 
caught his breath in sheer astonish
ment. And then a tingling, human 
warmth and sense of comradshlp suc
ceeded. It was as if he had been liv
ing in a lonely, silent room, when un
expectedly some one opened the door 
and entered. 

"I'm too busy," he retorted only, but 
his tone conveyed no rebuke. 

They walked on down the room aind 
out into the train shed. They were 
almost at the train itself, when Floyd 
stopped. 

"Some one is calling you," he signi
fied. , , 
» Stanton turned, and found a pant
ing, Liaok-gowned young woman be
hind him. 

"My paistrese' bade me ask you to 
wait, sir," she apologized. 

• "Your mistress?" 
She stepped aside, and he saw a tall, 

fair-haired girl, gowned with finish
ed richness in a motor costume of 
pale-tan silk, who advanced with 
leisurely grace toward them. 

"Miss Carlisle, sir," supplemented 
the maid. 

"There is no need for you to go," 
Stanton checked, as Floyd moved to 
continue on his way. "Stay here." 

He was obeyed without comment. 
The maid respectfully withdrew a few 
paces, when her mistress came up. 

"What a place to meet a man of 
gasolene!" greeted Valerie Carlisle in 
her low, assured ^ones. "Or are you 
also in distress, Mr. Stanton, and 
forced to prosaic train travel?" 

Her manner was that of one meet
ing an ordinary acquaintance, she held 
out her hand, in its miniature tan 
gauntlets, with perfect ease. No one 
could have guessed how unconvention
al and slight had been their introduc
tion. 

"I am going to Massachusetts," Stan
ton answered as composedly. 

"To Massachusetts? But so are we! 
At least, we had everything arranged 
to motor out to our country-place, un
til twenty minutes ago our chauffeur 
was .taken violently ill. Now I suppose 
we must go by train—" she broke the 
sentence, her large brown eyes sweep
ing Floyd with a deliberate question 
and scrutiny. 

"Miss Carlisle, Mr. Floyd, whom you 
saw bes'de me for many hours at the 
Beach motordrome," Stanton made, 
tbe presentation. 

Her face cleared swiftly, he could 
have said it was relief which shot 
across her expression. 

"Your mechanician? Is it possible? 
You also are going to Lowell, Mr. 
Floyd?" 

"Yes. since my ne^t work is there," 
Floyd replied, unsmiling and Jaconlc. 
It was evident he and Miss Carlisle dis
liked each other at sight. 

She turned from him indifferently. 
"Mr*. Stanton, I am going to make 

you a selfish invitation. Our place is 
about Beventy-flve miles from New 
York; will you not try our new motor 
car and give me the honor of being 
driven there by you? You could go 
on to Lowell with us tomorrow morn
ing, or, if you insisted, finish the Jour
ney by trian after dinner." 

Amazed, Stanton looked at her. Once 
again he mentally1 asked himself what 
she could want of him. 

"Thank you; I have arranged to take 
this train," he declined. 

"Decidedly?" ; 
"Decidedly, Miss Carlisle." 
She bent her head ,patting her small 

tan shoe on the platform. She was 
even more handsome than his night 
glimpse of her had shown, with an 
ivory-ttnted, cultivated beauty whose 
one defect was coldness. 
. "Of course, I can not urge you," she 
slowly rejoined. "But stroll back to 
the depot with me, pray; I had some
thing to say." 

"My train," he began. ^ ; 
"Is my train also, since?" you will not 

take me in the motor-car.We have time 
enough; I inquired of the conductor, 
a moment ago." 

Floyd bowed and stepped aboard the 
train, leaving the two to walk back to
gether, followed by the maid. 

"I wanted to ask you of the race," 
Miss Carlisle said, when they were 
quite at the end of the long platform. 

The speech remained unfinished. 
There was a shouted order, the cough 
of the locomotive mingled with the 
ring and jangle of tightening couplings, 
and the Lowell express pulled out of 
the shed. Stanton wheeled with an 
ejaculation, but halted without at
tempting useless pursuit. 

"How very unfortunate I" murmured 
Miss Carlisle, putting atflde her tan 
silk veils. "How very stupid of the 
conductor!" 

train to the tranquilly regretful girl, 
his straight dark brows knitting. Fbr 
the instant he could have been certain 
that she had done this intentionally" 
and by a prearranged plan. But at 1 

once reason reclaimed him; he recalled v 

her breeding, her father's high post* 
tion and wealth, her composed world-
liness, and ridiculed himself. ^ 

"Since I have made you miss your ' 
train, and missed my own, I can only 
repeat my former suggestion," she ad-> 
ded, as he did not speak. "Why should • 
you not come with my father and me 
in our car? It is only a three or four • 
hour trip, and you will be so much . 
nearer Lowell, at least. I am sorry our, 
chauffeur is 111, so I am forced to ask 
you to drive. Of course, if you fear 
tiring yourself for the race day after.'.— 
tomorrow—" 

Stanton started to speak, then ab« 
ruptly shrugged his shoulders. After 
all, Why not? 

"Thank yoiu" he returned. "1 
scarcely think a seventy-five mile run 
will incapacitate me." 

"You will come?" Her amber eyes 
gleamed vividly. "You are too good. 
Let us find my father and the car. It 
is at least a car worthy of you—a bet* -
ter than the Mercury, I confess to 
thinking." 

"A foreign machine?" ( ><(• 
"No, an Atalanta Six. Martha, find * 

papa in the station and ask him to 
conie out to the car." 

They emerged by a side exit Into 
the noisy, dirty, sunny New York 
street. 

"Is it not well design,ed, weH 
swung?" she challenged. "It is fast 
on the race track—you know that. Is 
it not handsome?" 

She spoke eagerly, with more animal. -
tion than he had yet seen in her. Stan
ton ran a careless glance over the bier, 
tan-colored antomoblle standing by ' 
the curb. 

"It is a good car," he .agreed con-
servaticely; privately he considered it 
both too high and too heavy for racing 
work. 

"Only that? You say only that? 
But wait, you have not driven it. When 
papa comes we can start" 

(To Be Continued.)«//^| \< 

Foley's Honey end Tar Compound. < 
Still retains its fiigh placo aa the beat-
household remedy for all coughs ana 
colds, either for children or grown per
sons. tTavents serious results from a 
cold. Take only tne genuine Foley * 
Honey and Tar Compound, and refuse 
substitutes. ClaJk Drug Store; -Owl 
Drug Store. >> 

IOWA PRESS COMMENT. 

Rockwell City Advocate.—Senator 
Kenyon, who was. In town between 
trains last Friday, expresses regret 
that a movement for the nomination 
of Senator LaFollette for the presi
dency has been started. The Iowa 
senator believes that, whether desir
able or otherwise, the nomination of 
Taft is inevitable, and that it would 
be better for the party to present a 
solid front in his behalf. t t , ; 

~ 1 
Des Moines Dally Capital.—What a 

howl would go up if a move was start-
ed to repeal all antl-cigaret legislation, 
and yet from the wholesale manner 
in which all ages and all siies and-all 
colors smoke them, who would ever 
imagine that there was any such kind 
of law in existence? 

— i 

Cedar Rapids Republican.—Col. Roo#*i 
volt believes that If we hod an-| 
other war he might work himself Into; 
new distinction. But while wars are 
great things for ambitious generals, 
who direct the battles from safe po
sitions, it is very hard on the poor pri
vates who have to stand up. and be 
shot at The less we have of it, tha 
better, and if arbitration treaties can 
keep us from even one little war, 
will be well worth while.- -

Sioux City Journal.—Some of them 
are trying to shelve Judge Martin J. 
Wade. The judge is the Iowa member : 
of the democratic national cotnmto 
tee. N. F. Reed of Ottumwa, chairman 
of the state committee, has been sug- * 
gested for the Wade succession. Mr* 
Reed says he will not antagonise 
Judge Wade and T. J. Phillips, former 
mayor of Ottumwa, and at one time 
democratic candidate for governor, 
sayB Mr. Reed cannot have the sup* 
port of the sixth district, jaor of Wa
pello county, anyway. And so it goes, 
in one party as well as In the other. 

Foley Kidney Pills. 

Will reach your individual case If yon 
trouble or urinary irregularities. Try 
have any, form of kidney and bladder 
tbenfc Clark Drug Store, Owl DruM 

Stanton turned from Uie departing stol^l. 
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