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TAFT A8 A TRAVELER. 
When President Taft concludes his 

present tour, "which includes an after
noon and evening visit in Ottumwa, he 
will have traveled 275,000 miles asi an 
official of the government since 1901, 
according to figures compiled by a 
staff correspondent of the Chicago 
Dailjr News who has been checking, up 
on the Taft travels. This immense 
total,- the correspondent says, equals 
forty-five trips across the continent 
from New York to San Francisco and 
forty-live trips back from San Francis
co to New York. Allowing five days to 
each transcontinental trip, he adds, it 
would require 450 days of continuous 
travel, a year and three months, to 
traverse the continent forty-five times 
each way. The Chicagoan gives Taft 
credit for having traveled more miles 
as a subordinate official of the gov
ernment and as president than any 
other president since Washington. 

As a meipber of the Philippines com
mission and later governor of the 
Philippines Taft first piled up his big 
mileage. In 1904 he became .secre
tary of war and added to his travels. 
While in this post he made a trip to 
the Philippines, China and- Japan, re
turning through Europe. This was in 
19Q5.Two years later he made a tour 
of inspection- of all the nation's in
sular*possessions, visiting Cuba, Porto 
Rico arid Panama, rounding it off with 
another trip to the Philippines. In 
1908 as a candidate for' president he 
traveled' 4T,2701 miles in the United 
States and since becoming president 
he has started-a mileage record that 
will total 75,000 miles when the pres
ent trip is-.ended. The News corres
pondent gives his summary of the 
president's' travels: 
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1900-1901 
1902 
1903 
1904 'V.....•««.••••• 
1905 
1906 
L907 ' • 
908 -*•*•» • * • - • * 
March 3,1909,4o Sept., 4,1911 

Miles 
24,750 
23,145 
8,000 

11,724 
33,650 
14,075 
38,050 
47,270 
61,774 

Present trip 
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, i Total/.i 

. 262,438 
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* ' EIGHTH GRADE PUPILS. 
v 

IZ.' C: Thornburg, supervisor of 
grades, ot the Des Moines schools, has 
summarized the results of a unique 
plan he employed to determine what 
use the eighth grade pupils of Des 
Moines made of their leisure time. 
Last spring he requested the eighth 
grade pupils of four schools to keep 
a diary of the actual happenings of 
their* every day life during the month 
of May, the diary to contain a record 
of the amount of time spent in study 
the amount of work done either at 
home or outside and the amount of 
time devoted to pleasure. The pupile 
were given to understand the purpose 
of the diary was to give the teachers 
an opportunity to mark on work in 
English. Mr. Thornburg's real pur
pose, however, was to get an accurate 
glimpse into the home and social life 
of the upper grade pupils. 

Supervisor Thorngurg in reporting 
on the experiment says that of the 166 
pupils reporting sixty-two did not 
spend one evening at home during the 
month. Ten were regular attendants 
at Sunday theaters. There were 117 
of the 166 who attended Sunday 
schools. Forty-ffltven were studying 
music. Eight of the boys reporting 
were newsboys or paper carriers. The 
average time spent in studying was 
forty minutes a day. Commenting on 
the showing made by the pupils Super
visor Thornburg said: 

"We hear a great deal these days 
about settlement homes in districts 
for the entertainment and Instruction 
of the school children but the need to
day is 'back to the home.' I have 
proven conclusively to myself, at least, 
that the school children need, greater 
Inducements to be kept in the home. 
Children are allowed to roam at will 
»nd the attractions are away from the 
lome rather than toward the home. 

"A great deal is said about school 

Eauditions, but nothing is said about 
ome conditions. What can school do 

with a child who is permitted to at
tend the theaters at pleasure weekdays 

!
ind on Sundays, and who acknow-
edges in his own innocent confession 
that, he had not been at home one even
ing during that entire month? If the 
children exhaust their nervous and 
physical energy in pleasure, I fail to 
lee how they can be expected to do 
my school work. I made the test of 
the diary composition method to 
prove to myself that home training is 
(ax. I took the schools in good resi-
9ent districts and these children rep
resent the best families in the city, 
ind not families where discipline might 
be expected to be lax. The spelling of 
the children was poor. The words 
mispelled were the common words 
used by second and third grade pupils. 
The diaries were very good in hand
ling of subject and were interesting 
from a composition point of view. I 
intend to publish the best of the num
ber in pamphlet form that the people 
may see far frtraselves just how friv-

THOUGHTFUL ACTION IS NECESSARY TO 
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j$i Men do not fail because they cannot SEE, but be
cause they do not ACT v' 
W HU£JJ)REbS of men know what to do to ONE w^io 

does it. " • , 
Plenty of min have plenty of intelligence, and 

Aplenty of ability for plenty of action, but they do not get 
to the point where they connect the two and put into 
co-operation intelligent action. ^ 

• There are in every community lots of people who sit 
around on barrels, boxes, railings and platforms and 
tell how the prominent men got what they have—they 
know all about it, but the other fellow DID IT. 

This knowing how is common, but doing it is the 
exception. / , \ v 

Knowing how to do a thing wont get you anywhere 
unless you DO something. 

You might know everything printed in half of the 
books in the world and yet starve to death for the want 
of the price to fyuy a meal. 

You might be stuffed full of knowledge and not use 
it and be an absolute failure . 

The wheat in the granary is not doing the world 
any good. The wheat that is in action in the grist mill 
is accomplishing something. V 
; Be a man of deeds. 

; Get up and figure out something today and DO it. 
There is no use sitting on the salt barrels in front 

of the store, or on the iron railing at the corner and 
trying to put into liquid form all the plug tobacco made, 
because you can't do it. No matter how much you spit 
on the sidewalk the supply is just as big the next time 
you go in to buy a dime's worth. 

You can't help matters any by simply talking about 
what ought to be done, but you may make some change 
in affairs by trying to DO what you KNOW ought to 
be done. 1 

There are very few men of deeds. That is the rea
son that they are so easily located and identified. 

Knowledge and action are inseparable in the ac
complishment of effective work. - Knowledge must 
direct the work, but knowledge will not accomplish any
thing without action coupled with it. 

Physical action does not amount to anything unless 
it is intelligently directed. - . . V 

Work has to be done at the right time of day, in 
the right mariner, with the right tools, in order to ac
complish the desired results, but these tools will not 
accomplish anything at all unless someone works with 
them. It is possible to work .unintelligently and not 
accomplish anything with the same tools that intelligent 
effort can direct with profitable effect. 

Instead ef worrying about what the other man is 
doing SEE something for yourself to do AND DO IT. 

olous a life these school children lead 
at home." 

Parents should find some food for 
reflection in what Mr. Thornburg says. 
If the children before entering their 
teens are permitted to run wild it is 
the parents who are at fault. 

RECIPROCITY'S DEFEAT. 
The annexation bugaboo defeated 

the Canadian reciprocity plan. This 
seems to be clear'from the comments 
made by the Canadian press today. 
It seems that Canada or at least On
tario, was not voting on a tariff prop
osition, but was voting its approval 
of that bred-in-the-bone sentiment 
"God save the king" and was using 
the ballot box as a means of register
ing a slap against your Uncle Samuel. 

One Montreal paper, the Mail and 
Empire, speaks of the reciprocity 
treaty as "the covenant of treason our 
ministers concluded with the presi
dent of the United States." Another, 
the Globe, speaks of the "wave of 
anti-American sentiment," the feeling 
that Canada "should be saved from 
the Americans" jirid adds this signifi-
cent paragraph: *' 

"The people of Ontario do not like 
their neighbors to the south. That, is 
emphatically the decision of yester
day's election. Liberals in tens of 
thousands must have joined with con
servatives in city and country to show 
their objections to having any 'truck 
or trade with the Yankees.'" 

A London paper, quoted Taft as 
saying that "reciprocity meant annexa
tion," although the president was 
prompt to repudiate this view when 
expressed by Champ. Clark and ex
plained by the latter to be a semi-
jocular statement. 

President Taft, however, has no 
reason to feel cast down over the re
sult. True, he is placed temporarily 
on the losing side, but calm reflection 
will lead the people to believe that a 
treaty turned down so overwhelmingly 
by the Canadians, must have been a 
pretty good bargain for the United 
States. The British influences that 
moved the Canadians to outspoken 
snubs of the United States, too, should 
stir up patriotic sentimentss that will 
do .the president no harm. 

GROWTH IN AUTO EXPORTS. 

The exports of automobiles and 
their parts from the United States are 
twenty times as large this year as they 
were ten years ago, according to a 
report just issued by the department 
of commerpe and labor. Figures com
piled ' for the first seven months of 
the year show the exportations of 
automobiles, automobile parts and 
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tires to aggregate $12,500,000. If this 
rate continues for the remaining five 
months the total will pass the $20,-
000,000 mark. This does not include 
the exports to Porto Rico, Hawaii and 
Alaska, which lact year totalled $1 
500,000. 

The increase in the exportation cf 
American manufactured automobiles is 
shown by the department's report to 
have been almost as rapid as the 
growth in their use in the United i 
States, i'he total value of automo
biles and parts thereof exported in 
1901, only a decade ago, is shown by 
government figures to have been less 
than $1,000,000; in 1902 it passed the 
$1,000,000 line; in 1903 it was more 
than $1,500,000; in 1905, $2,500,000; in 
1906, $4,500,000; in 1907, $5,750,000; 
in 1909, $7,750,000; in 1910, 
$13,000,000, and in 1911 seems 
likely to be, for automobiles alone, 
about $14,000,000, for parts thereof, ex
cept tires, about $3,500,000, 'and for 
tires, about $2,500,000. These figures 
are all for calendar years. 

Even this increase in value the re
port adds, does not fully represent the 
Increase in the number of machines 
exported, since the export price has 
fallen in the meantime. The average 
export pfice of automobiles exported 
In 1908 was in round terms, $2,000; 
in 1909, $1,500; in 1910, a little over 
$1,300, and in the seven months of the 
year 1911 for which figures are now 
available, a little over $1,000 each, the 
export price having thuB fallen prac
tically one-half since 1908. 

Canada is shown by the report to be 
by far the largest market for automo
biles exported from the United States. 
Of the practically 9,000 machines ex
ported in the seven months ending 
with July, 3,724 went to Canada; 
1,875 to Great Britain; 938 to British 
Oceania (chiefly Australia and New 
Zealand); 477 to Asia and Oceania, 
other than British; 444 to South 
America; 273 to France; 175 to West 
Indies and Bermuda; 147 to Mexico; 
137 to Italy, and 73 to Germany. These 
figures, it is explained, do not Include 
the shipments to non-contiguous terri
tory of the United States, the number 
sent to Hawaii in the seven months 
in question being 202; to Porto Rico, 
154, and to Alaska, £wo. 

John L. Sullivan says to be a Con
gressman would be simply wasting his 
time. He must have beenr reading the 
Congressional Record. 

Judge Lucas says the divorce must 
be fought at home. That's where con
siderable of tfce fighting is done, : 

Copyright, 

CHAPTER IV. (Continued)1 

Mr. Carlisle was coming; a spare, 
nervous gentleman who wore glasses 
set on a Roman nose, ffom which they 
slipped monotonously. He and Stan
ton had once met at the Mercury office, 
where one was arranging for a tire 
contract, and the other was signing an 
agreement to drive for the season. 
They recognized each other now, while 
Miss Carlisle concisely outlined the 
situation. 

"A most astonishing affair," com
mented her father. "Very kind of 
you, Mr. Stanton, indeed. These rail
road men are careless. Valerie—" 

Miss Carlsile declined the Invitation 
to enter the tonneau. 

"I shall ride beside Mr. Stanton," 
she announced. "I wish to see expert 
driving at close range, for once." 

"Ah?" queried Stanton; suddenly 
tha conviction that she had done this 
purposely fliared up anew, and with it 
his anger. She would have a racing 
driver for her chauffeur? Very well. 
He swung into the seat. 

Until they were out of the city, he 
drove with a wise obedience to traffic 
regulations. But when the country 
line was reached. Stanton stopped the 
car, donned a small pair of goggles 
from his overcoat pocket, and passed 
his hat back to Mr. Carlisle's care. 

"I am sorry I had no time to get 
into motor clothes," he observed, a lit
tle too pleasantly. "Still we will 
manage." 

They made the next ten miles in ten 
minutes,1 having a fair road. Then 
rough hills and villages somewhat low
ered their pace. It was a dizzying rush 
through a gale of wind, a birdlike 
cleaving of the sumer air, accompanied 
by the weird howl of the electric horn 
upon which Stanton kept a Cinger 
much of the time, a vision of scatter
ing wagons. 

There was a curious circumstance. 
Valerie Carlsile literally cowered in 
her seat, pale, shivering, usually with 
her eyes shut. Yet she, the imperious 
demander of her own way, uttered no 
remonstrance, although faintly crying 
out once or twice when they slid by 
some obvious danger of cliff or road. 
Stanton saw, from the corner of his 
eye, and speculated as he drove. 

"Do you think this is safe?" Mr. 
Carlisle found an opportunity to urge. 

"I think so, if nothing breaks," Stan
ton called back, twisting the car around 
a load of hay. 

They reached their destination in 
two hours and ten minutes. When they 
entered the village limits and the speed 
fell to fifteen miles an hour, MT; Car
lisle slowly revived, and regained h.s 
breath and his glafeses. His daughter 
released her grasp of the seat, raised 
a shaking hand to touch veils iand bon
net. then passed a handkerchief across 
her dry lips and looked up at the man 
beside her. 

"How do you like the car, she 
asked. . 

Stanton surveyed her, almost sur
prised into compunction. 

"It hasn't, the Mercury's pull, to be 
perfectly frank," he answered."It is a 
trifle heavv and less lively. But it is 
a fine machine, and of course you do 
not want to race with it." 

"Of course, I do not want to race 
with it." she slowly assented, and 
averted her face from him, watching 
the sireets. 

Stanton, unruffled as in tl^e New 
York depot, except for his wind-tossed 
hair, whose blackness was flecked 
with vellow road dust, leaned back to 
rcclaim his hat and inquire their desti
nation. When he returned to the usual 
method of driving with both hands and 
facing forward. Miss Carlisle had alto
gether recovered her poise. 

"Speaking; of racing, I have never 
thanked von for the other night," she 
observed, her low tones inaudible to 
those behind them. "I never experi
enced anything like watching you on 
the track—you carried me away be-
vond conventionality, I am afraid. And 
to feel that I had a share in your be
wildering feats—" . 

The ugly mood rose again in Stan-^ 
ton. , ^ 

"You need not have felt that respon
sibility," he declared. "My feats, as.you 
are pieased to call them, are shared 
by no one. I drive for purposes of 
my own." 

She understood at once. 
ftYou mean that you did not race 

with the Duplex because I wanted to 
see vour famous driving?" 

He checked the machine to permit 
the passing of a trolley-car. 

"I had my mechanician beside me 
and there were two men in the Du
plex,'" was his oblique reply. "I do not 
amuse by brushing near assassination. 

The retort was thoroughly Stantanes-
que. Miss Carlsile bent forward to 
catch the slipping dust-robe, before 
answering him, but gave an exclama
tion as the motor abruptly fell silent 

"Oh I am so sorry! The robe 
caught in the switch and moved it." 

"It is nothing," he assured, stooping 
to remedy the tangle, and sprang out 
to crank the engine. 

He had done this very act tor Floyd, 
two weeks before; only then the stop
page had been intentional. Stanton 
was thinking of that incident, while 
he bent to seize the chrank, and not 
of what he was doing. But he saw 
Valerie Carlsile lean toward the steer
ing-wheel, her red lips apart and her 
eyes glistening, just as he pulled up 
the handle. / , „ . 1 

"Wait!" the girl cried, a second too 
late. 

There was a sharp explosion of the 
motor, the crank tore Itself violently 
out of his hand. Only Stanton's 
trained swiftness and instant recoil 
saved him from a broken wrist. As it 
was, his arm fell momentarily numbed 
of q{Hp 

"You left the spark up," Miss Car
lisle cried again, pale and shaken. "I 
tried to fix it. but you had cranked. 

1911, The Bobbc-Merrill Company 

bi'tion .of what Floyd called , tuning up 
his motor. 

"Got her all the way up?" shouted 
the mechanician, when they let out on 
the first straight stretch. 

Stanton nodded, fully occupied; the 
speedometer was Indicating eighty-four 
mil es^ an hour. 

"Stop her—she needs fixing." 
It was Floyd's hour of empire. Stan

ton .brought his car to a halt in an ap
propriate situation, and the mechani
cian spring out to Investigate the un-
hooded j power-plant. 

"Now we'll try. £ 

Have you injured your arm?" 
Mr. Carlisle had risen, several peo

ple paused on the sidewalk, but Stan
ton stood looking at the girl who 
leaned across the folded wind-shield. 
He, automobile expert, racing driver, 
had advanced his spark and gone out 
to crank his motor? His reason re
belled. Yet, what other explanation? 

"You have injured your arm? Why 
was I so stupid as to catch the rpbe 
and stop the engine!" 

He recovered himself promptly. 
"No, no, It is nothing, Miss Carlisle. 

1 am not hurt," he disclaimed. 
But nevertheless he started the 

engine with his left hand, her narrowed 
amber eyes following him. 

It was not far to the Carlisle place. 
There Stanton declined every invita
tion to remain, or even to enter, firmly 
resolved to go on to Lowell by the next 
train. 

"We will be there tomorrow, also," 
Miss Carlisle informed him, in taking 
leave. "1 am so grieved that you can 
not use your arm." 

"You see I have used it to steer and 
shift gears," he reminded. 

"Yes, but you will not try to race so 
hurt?" 

That was what troubled her? The 
fear that he would not drive and she 
would miss the excitement of seeing 
him on the thin verge of death? Her 
beauty went out to his eyes like the 
blown flame of a candle. 

"I shall race," be declared curtly. 
He had an odd fancy as he went 

down the village street; It occurred 
to him that he would like to see Floyd. 
He was tired, tired to nausea of the 
feminine as represented by Valerie 
Carlsile. He would have liked to hunt 
up his machanician and hear him talk 
frank sense, man-fashion. 

But of course he did nothing of the 
kind. When he arrived at Lowell he 
went to a doctor and had the strained 
arm cared for, instead. 

CHAPTER V. ' 
Floyd was sitting on a railing in 

front of the repair pits, when Stanton 
came out to the course next morning, 
engaged in chatting airily with a couple 
of jovial drivers from rival cars. He 
was laughing, and so were the two 
men. Clad in correct racing costume, 
this time, instead of the impromptu 
blend of the former occasion, his bright 
head tilted back, his gray eyes mirth
ful, Floyd vaguely suggested a certain 
charming actress and a very practical 
Peter Pan who refused to grow up. 

Stanton paused in the shadow to sur
vey the group. So Floyd" knew the 
ojther men, arid was liked by them? 
He had not. been aware of that; he 
had supposed his mechanician to be as 
unsocial and unfriend-making as him
self. Amid the | mingling sounds of 
cars testing and starting out to prac
tice runs, of busy workmen and me
chanics, he could hear little of what 
was said; but the bursts of laughter 
came to him, and as a climax he. saw 
George of the Duplex lean forward and 
slap Floyd caressingly on the shoulder. 

"I'll come to your funeral, sweet 
child," the big, good-humored driver 
chaffed, by way of adieu, his boisterous 
tones carrying above the complex din. 
"You're too awfully dear to stay in this 
hard life." 

Flody's reply was inaudible, 'but. he 
wafed the other a mocking salute, and 
there was a shout of merriment. 
Something fire-hot. pierced Stanton; 
for the first time In his life he felt the 
stab of jealously. Jealously, not of the 
exquisite Valerie Carlisle, not of some 
fellow-driver's fame, but of his hired 
mechanician. 

The group, already breaking up, 
drew apart at Stanton's approach, nod
ding greeting to him. But, beyond 
returning the salutes, he disregarded 
all except Floyd, opposite whom he 
stopped. 

"You seem to have nothing to do; 
is the machine ready?" he flung, with 
his ugliest, intonation. 

Floyd slipped off the railing and 
stood up, his expression flickering in 
momentary surprsie. 

"All ready," he answered, quietly 
businesslike under the undeserved re
buke. 

"Get it out, then." 
The other men glanced significantly 

at one another. 
"Good luck, Floyd," wished a slim 

Italian driver, ,whose reputation 
equaled Stanton's own, as he turned 
away. 

The Mercury car was out already. 
One of the factory men cranked it, 
after Stanton took his seat. _ Floyd 
was moving to take the place beside, 
when his eyes fell on the driver's 
bandaged wrist. 

"What's up?" Stanton demanded, at 
the exclamation. 

"You have hurt your arm?" 
"Slightly. I cranked an Atlanta 

Six yesterday with my spark ad
vanced." 

The mechanician stopped with one 
foot on the car, looking at him. 

"I set my spark forward and went 
around in front and cranked up and 
wrenched my arm," Stanton explicitly 
repeated. 

Floyd regarded him blankly, then 
slowly dissolved into a smile of humor
ous compremension and stepped into 
the car. 

"I had no right to ask, of course," 
he agreed. "I beg your pardon. Curi
ous people should expect to hear non
sense." 

Floyd believed himself put off with 
an obvious tale, as one reproves a too-
importunate child, so impossible he 
considered such carelessness. And 
Stanton wholly coincided with his judg
ment. Only, the fact remained. 

The little episode had relieved the 
atmosphere, however, and restored 
naturalness- of speech. They shot 
down the course, in the sweet country 
air, and the day's woTk had commenc-
«uL 71m*, Stanton had his first exhi-
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try. She is good for 
ninety an' hour," he panted, returning. 

Stanton r accordingly restarted. 
They spent the morning so; speed

ing furiously, stopping for Floyd to 
fuss with one thing or another, watch
ing the speedometer. Floyd listened to 
the engine as to a speaking voice, 
translating its plant unerringly and 
going to remedy the cause. As the .as
sistant manager had said, he wad a 
gasolene freak, a clairvoyant magi
cian of delecate touches and manipu
lation. 

At twelve o'clock the Mercury came 
to its camp and stopped. 

"How is she doing?" inquired Mr. 
Green. "You made that last circuit 
a record hreaker, I can tell you." 

"TJp to ninety-two miles an hour," 
Stanton reported with brevity. "It 
never did so well before. Get out, 
Floyd." 

Floyd got out, flushed, tired, his 
heavy hair clinging in damp rings to 
his temples, but sunnily content. Mr. 
Green contemplated him anxiously; he 
had begird an account of Stanton's 
morning greeting to his mechanician, 
and he was not pleased at the pros
pect of having- to find another man to 
fill his place. 

"How," he hesitated, testing his 
way, "how are you—er—feeling, 
Floyd " 

"Hungry," answered Floyd, prompt
ly and unexpectedly. 

The l.oyish freshness of it brought 
a smile to the lips of every one within 
hearing. The assistant manager 
chuckled outright in his relief. 

"There's some kind of eats in a 
stand o^er there," volunteered a grin
ning reporter from a Boston news
paper, "if you can bear them. Say, 
Floyd, do you know, I guess if you had 
a sister she'd be a right pretty girl." 

"I have got one," was the serene re
turn. 

"You have? Can I ask what she 
looks like?" 

"Just like me; we're twins," he re
plied absently, his eyes dwelling on the 
Mercury. 

The description accorded so oddly 
with his appearance, as he stood in his 
rumrled attire, his serious face stained 
and darkened with dust, that there 
was a universal roar of laughter. 

"For shame, to slander a lady!" 
jeered once. 

"Doesn't she ever wash her face* 
Floyd?" called another, 
"Can't you support her without mak
ing her heave coal for a living?" 
gibed a third. 

Floyd laughed with the rest, glanc 
lng down at himself. 

"You never saw me dressed for the 
opera," he tossed back, as he went in. 
search of water. 
' Stanton descended from his car, 

flung his mask and gauntlets on the 
seat, and followed his mechanician. 
He found him, presently, emerging 
damp and refreshed from, ablutions 
performed in a bucket with the aid of 
some cotton-wapte. 

"Will you come to lunch with me?" 
Stanton asked abruptly. 

Floyd paused, regarding him In 
grave surprise and hesitation. 

"Thank you," he began. 
Stanton made an impatient gesture, 

his eyes glinting steel-blue behind their 
black lashes. 

"Do you want me to apologize for 
bullying you this morning?" he de
manded. < . 

Over the other's face swept Its char
acteristic sudden warming of expres
sion. 

"No; I wanted to be sure that you 
want me. Thanks, I'll come with pleas
ure." 

He slipped into a long motor coat, 
and accompanied Stanton with.a ready 
cordiality that took no account of past 
events. No reproach could have 
moved the offender so much, no Injured 
dignity could have so forced a curb 
upon his tongue for the future. 

It was not to. one of the temporary 
eating-places erected in anticipation of 
the race carnival, that Stanton took 
his guest, but to a quiet, cool hotel 
within reach. There, the order given, 
he looked across the width of white 
linen at his companion with an odd 
sense of triumph and satisfaction; he 
felt for this boy-man something akin 
to the elation with which a youth 
takes the admired girl out of dinner 
for the first time. 

"I missed the train, yesterday," 
remarked. "I suppose you had 
trouble getting the car here?" 

"None at all," Floyd confirmed, 
fancied you accepted Miss Carlisle's 
invitation to drive." 

"I did, afterward. It was her car I 
cranked with the spark forward." 

Floyd glanced up, a ripple of incredu
lous amusement crossing his gray 
eyes, but he said nothing. 

"At least, I set the spark as I be
lieved right," Stanton amplified, watch 
lng the effect, "and when I cranked, 
the motor fired over. The person who 
sat next to me said I left the spark 
wrong." 

The incredulity died out of Floyd s 
gaze, hut the wonder increased. 

"More likely it was changed after 
you left it, perhaps by mistake," he 
suggested. 

In a flash of recollection Stanton 
saw Valerie Carlsile's little gloved 
hand dart toward the steering-wheel, 
just before he pulled up the crank. 
Could she have moved the sector, and 
have corrected^ier mistake an instant 
too late? He remained silent, nor did 
Floyd pursue the question. 

When the first course of the lunch
eon was placed before them, Stanton 
aroused himself. Quite indifferent to 
the waiter's pained disapproval, he 
tobk the carafe of ice-water and him
self filled two glasses.' 

"Is this your substitute for cock
tails?" he queried, and pushed one of 
the goblets over to Floyd. 

Startled, Floyd yet understood, smil
ing as he looked across. 

"Yes," he*assented, and drank the 
innocent nledsre. Motorists both, thera 

waa ho question of a stronger 
age.' 

Stanton turned to the waiter.* <• 
"You can go; I'll ring when we want .• 

you. Did you ever drive an Atalanti \ 
Six-sixty, Floyd?" J" 

"No, but I've handled their four®, I. 
like a six cylinder machine, myselfr 
it has so fine a torque—" y 

The converation plunged Into pfro.;. 
fessional technicalities; the sentiment* 
al episode was pushed aside.' 

People going in and out of the 
restaurant stared Interestedly at the. „• 
two exchanging comments and ques-

he 
no 

"I 

tlons, Stanton's- dark face. was. wellOjf.' 
known, and, a face not easily forgot^ ;< ^ 
ten, while his companion's dress suftt-.-
ciently identified him as one of the 
racers who held the , city's attention " 
during the motor carnival. . ;; 

When the dessert was before them, .. 
Stanton suddenly returned to the.per* -I 
sonal note. 

How did you become a finished " •, 
automobile expert by the age ot 1 
twenty-one?" he questioned bluntly. 

"Well. I believe you are only five oft' 
six years older," Floyd countered, with Y 
a touch of whimsical sadness. "But— ^'i 
I grew up in an automobile factory. 1 
had no mother, no kinswomen at alt, 
and my father made me his constant . 
companion. He taught me everythinfl 
he knew, and-he—well, he was Edgaf 
T. Floyd, who owned the Comet auto
mobile plant, and who designed an$ _ , 
built and raced his own cars." " 

Stanton gasped. Where had his"' , 
memory been* not to recall the name , '• 
of Floyd? A multitude of confused^ , 
recollections rushed across his mind." ' ' 
of that famous manufacturer and racer 
for sheer love of the sport, of the sup* 
erb cars he had built, and ot his death 
in a railroad wreck, the previous^ . 
year. • 1 A 4 , 

He tied me-in his car,** continued 
Floyd, with a shadowy smile, "when I 
was too young to be trusted to hold . 
on. 'If you are going to take my me* 
chaniclan's seat, Jes,' he said to me, 
you have got to do my mechanician's 
work.' And by the time I was fifteen, 
I could. We used to race with the 
chief car tester, for combination . 
training, on a mile practice track- V 
around the factory. I held; the wheel 
myself at seventy-five miles an hour,' 
before t was seventeen. An(l he took 
me with him, as a spectator, to'every 
big race here and some abroad. Of 
course he was training me to take 
charge of the manufacturing business 
with him, not for racing myself. But, 
somehow affairs went wrong. When 
he died, eighteen months ago, every
thing collapsed and I found nothing <,,<$3 
left." The factory Itself is tied up In UM 
a lawsuit; I may get that out of the 
ruin; buildings full of silent machin
ery I have no capital to use, and no 
heart to sell." 

There was a pause. J 1 

"I wonder," Stanton mused slowly,-
"why you volunteered to act as my 
mechanician, that night?" ' / 1 

Floyd's gray eyes flashed to meet 
his, all his color and animation rush* ' 
ing back. 

"BecauseJ loye the racing, I love it,'*"} 
he answered, impulsively frank. "I, ' 
I've got my father's, blood in my *«lns 
and the frail physique of a useless, 
girl—can't you see how they fight? 
The very smell of exhaust gas makes 
my heart jump and pulses tingle. Be
sides, I had watched you often, I -
couldn't see you put out of the running. •-Jji 
then, I was tired of—" he checked ' 
himself sharply. "Ought we not to go ' r 

back on the course?" 
"You saw me through that diffi

culty," he acknowledged. "But, you 
said this morning that you had a 
sister; I wondered you stayed with me 
for the' season." 

"My sister understands," Floyd ex
plained; he had risen also, and stood '/ 
for a moment beside his chair, his ,un» 
seeing gaze bent on the ground. "She 
knows that I was not brought up to 
live woman-fashion. I wish, if ever -v 
you hear anything of me that you, do 
not like, that makes you feel different
ly toward me, I wish you too would 
remember that I was reared by a man 
to live among men and missed all that 
women leach." 

Stanton regarded him in an aaton« 
ishment at once indulgent and ironic, Y 

"I'm not likely to hear anything oi . 
you that will shock me very badly," 
he dryly returned. "Do you think 1 . , 
am a gentle girl, myself, Floyd?" . 

"Not so you could notice it," sprang 
the prompt opinion; the candid gray 
eyes laughed out of their short eclipBO, 

They went back to the course to
gether. 

The next two hours were spent in re> 
peatedly circling the ten mile coursa ( 
in ten minutes; a reasonable practica 
gait, from Stanton's point of view. On 
the last trip he and Floyd disagreed 
over a question of mixture,* and came 
up to the repair pits quarreling vigor
ously, exciting the interest of all be* . 
holders. 

"If I don't know when a motor needa 
more gas, I'll go take a correspondence 
course," was Floyd's last retort, aB he * 
slipped out of his seat. 

"It's running like it never did before, 
and you'll let It alone," Stanton sent 
the definite order after him. v 

The witnesses grinned at one an» 
other. ' 

"Say, Floyd, that's a fine big brut® 
of a machine you've got there/' com* -/ 
plimented the broadly amqsed George, 
as the young mechanician went by him. 
"It sure is," came the cheerful agree
ment. 1 

"Yes. But it's nothing to the brute 
of a driver you've got." ^f 

Floyd paused to glance back 
"Let my driver alone," he advised. 

"Stanton and I understand each other 
all right." Wr^i 

(To be Continued.) ihtk 
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Card of Thanks. 

We desire to thank the friends' and 
neighbors who were so kind during 
the illness and death of our late bus* 
band and father. The peculiar circum
stances surrounding his death make 
their kindness doubly appreciated and 
it will long be remembered in tender* 
ness and gratitude. 

Mrs. Julia A. Bates. 
•VW. S. Bates. . ., V 

,v. Samuel S. Bates*':. . * 
Velleda B. Mott.. 

• ^ki, Sidney C. Bates. ' . 
Cynthia B. Killln. ,;k 

..nit niara. a. Thomniumi' 
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