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aiuon, the first of June was to open 

track, and I/CBtrange WEH entered for 
It. ^ifiiteffient wati In the airi-Btek 
came In the bouse only to eat and 
)ileep. 

Th* day before the rac«,: Mr̂  
Ftr«inoh WHlked Into the room where 
bis niece was reading. 

"I want to see •Bajley." he • satd 
briefly. "Do you "wish to drive me 
<8own<to the factory, or shall I have 
Anderson bring ai'ound -thti lfmo,u-
etne?" ' 

"Please let us drive," she exclalmod. 
rising with Hlaority. "I have not been' 
to the factory for months." 

"Very good. You are looking well, 
Kmlly. of late." 

• "̂  r o l n r K\r»'j,t Two 
l..< •- . : . .o him. 

guess he's rig^t; better too much thap 
too little." •-^'•-•-

"I do not B«e that follows. I should 
fmagine that you understood building 
rhasBls better than this racing driver. 
You had best consult outside experts 
In construction before making a 
cbange:" 

"llncle!" EmUy cried. 
"Thet-e'i a twenty-four hour rac« 

starts tomorrow night," Btoiley sug 
ge«t«d uneasily, nt's easy fixed, and 
we might bê  Wrong." f 

"We have always made them tblp 
way?" 

"You Bad better get used to It," 
T.i6Strangei quietly advised. "The day 
may come when there is no one to 
tak« your place. This factory ivtit. bg 
yours and you will have to look after 
your own Interests. I wish you v5%uld 
com^ down and represent the com-. 
pany at this race." 

"I haven't the head for H." 
"I do not agree with you!" ' 
Their' eyes met in a long regard. 

Here, in the crowded room of work-
era, the ceaseless uproar shut In their 
conversation with a walled complete­
ness of privacy. 

"Yes, but—•• j "I'm not sure whether you*1tnow It, 
"Consult experts; (hen. I do not lik« I Lestrange, but you've got me all 

your manager's tone; he id too as- stirred up since T mot you." the young-

And he hurried the doctor on with- [right; I couldnH leav« yoa td b« a* 
ouffurther parley or excuse. ^ noyed by Mr. Ffreocb's oervec WiU 

"dlifprpnt'"fT'ohi' other fellows ant) 
} *> iiarasol clipped to the floor you've made me different. I'd rather 

I am well. Dear, I think we are all j with a sharp crash as she stood up, he aifound! the factory than anywhere 

'••afiMi' 

ii»Ei.-3r jta^n^^ijL' 

better this spring." 
"Perhape." said Ethan Ffrench! His 

bitttr gray eyes passed deliberately 
over the large room with iall its traces 
of a family Jlfe extending back to ure-
Oolonlal times, butTe said no more. 

It was an exquisite morning, too vir­
ginal, for June, too richly warto for 
May. When the two exchanged the 
sunny road for the fpctory office, a 

•̂ Aorth room none too light. It was a 
moment before their dazzled eyes per-
«»!tve<l n« one was present. This was 

and Us owner 
*iMliasisd"latetbe.-^^om beyobd; u 

•'l will wait." conceded Mr. Ffrench, 
dismissing the boy who had ushered 
them in. "8Jt down, Emily;. Battey 
will return directly, no doubt." 

But "Emily had already sat down, for 
linew_ the volce"«n«alrlng'̂ B»f©^a'il 

'the haH-open dooK. tiBd thai th«.long-

nent." 
"It will not do," Lestrange was stat 

Ihg definitely. "It should b* niO'i 
forced 

quite pale and shaken. 
"I'ncle, Mr. liestrnuge knows," she 

appealed. "You heard bira say what 
would happen—please, please l«t It be 
fixed." 

Amazed, Mr. Ffrench looked at her, 
bio fnce setting. ' ' 

"Yoi 
torted 
childishness, Emily. Men will be con­
sulted more competent to decide than 
this Le'strange. "That w;lll do." 

Prom on^ to- the other shie gazed, 
then turned a 

else I know, now. But honestly I 
like you too well to watch you race." 

"I want you to come." 

One of the men with a vessel of 
white, heaving molten metal wa» try­
ing to pass' thrt)ugh the narrow aisle. 

"You forget your dignity." he r^!£!±^T^^^'^^'^Tf'°.'V'^ 
rted m displear.ure. "This is m e r i C ' ^ ^ "2, T:," l i ^ ^^^ 

In a puddle of oil on the floor. 
It was 90 brief in happening that 

only the workman concerned'saw the 
accid«nt. As Dick fell backward. Le-
Btrahge. tgc^^fiol^niH^^Bd 
h|»»'iatairty..i 
greedy teeth. There .waŝ  tiie repdlng 
of fabric, a gasping sob ffom Dick, 
and reeling from the recoil Lestrange 
was sent stAggerlng against t iyitfg 
i?h<«T next In line; 

Lestrange was in the room behind 
the oflice. smoking one of B a U ^ 
cigars and listening to that gentle­
man's vigorous remarks' concenuugJ 
managers who couldn't keep out of 
tbfir own machinery, the patient not 
hav.ng considered Jt^worth while to 
explain Pick's share In the mischance. 
An omlssloa which Dick himself 
promptly remedied in his anxious con­
trition. • 

Later,/When the arm was being 
swathed In white linen. .Its owner 
spoke to hiB companion of the morn­
ing: 

"I hope you didn't annoy Miss 
iJfaBiuai.. with..J,bia iri^lnJK-.^ttgr.. M 
you came In." " ";~ — K . 
" I didn't speak to her at all. Only 

to my uncle." 
"Very good." 
Something In the too-lndolcnt tone 

roused Dick's usually dormant obser­
vation. Startled, he scrutinized Le­
strange. 

"Is that why you bothered yourself 
^Ith me?" he stammered. "Is that 

\hV—" ^ 
"Shut up!" warned Lestrange forcl 

you forgive me?" 
Like «un through a mist hia blithe 

# 
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"It's always been strong enough." 
Bailey's slower tones objected. "For 
years. It's not a thing likely to 
break." 

"Not likely to break? Ix)olc at last 
year's record, Mr. Hailey, and tell me 
that. A broken steering-knuckle killed 
Brook In Indiana, another sent Little 
to the* hospital in MassachuFetts.tlie 
same thing wrecked the leader at the 
last Beach race and dashed him 
through the fence. Do you know what 
It means to the driver of a machine 
hurling itrelf along the narrow verge 
of destruction, when the steering-
whet'l suddenly furna useless in his 
grasp? .Can you feel the sick helpless-
nesB, the cbptronting of death, the 
compressed second before the crash? 
I> It worth while to risk It for a bit 
of costless rtcel?" 

The clear realism of the picture 
forced a pause, tilled by the dull roar 
and throb through tho machinery-
crowded building. 

—"Thay wert not our cars that broke* 

"That Isn't Tight Enough, Dee.**. 

voice cleaved through her distress. 
, . ^ . . . u.. Before the tranquil sanit/ of his re-

bly and Inelegantly. 'That «snt tight ^^^d, her painted terrors suddenly 
enough. Doc. You know Im expert- ^^^^^^ ^̂  „^^ artificial cahtaa scefies 
enced at this sort of thing, and I m Lf a sUge, unreal, untrue, 
going to use this arm. ..̂ ^ ^ - ^^^^ ^^^ ^ come" sli« an 

surgeon momentarily turned away, he 
leaned nearer, his plump face grim. 

"If I brace up. It wont b<* for Emily, 
but for you, t)arllng Lestrange," h« 

•- niiiij MMi-iniimTii * whisper-d viciously. "She doht want 
r . -*^ li*. "omn aill pirdsfr v ^ ĵ â I ioVtwauL.her. that way. 

I've got ^yer thai. And;, anil—oh. con-' 
fcnmd It, 1^'sorry, old m^!"-

"Shut up! " said Lestrange again. 
But though Diok's very sympathy 

unconsciously showeil the hopeless 

with a recklessness endahgeriQl:' fur­
ther trauble,/active too 'Hiim::-''"•-^'' •• 

".Mr. Lestrange!" he crlrtd. 
But I^sri^nge bad already recov­

ered himself, his right arm crossed 
with aYsoprched and bleeding bar ^ phasm" between the racing driver and 
where It had touched the glittering 
w^eeL And the two yonng men were 
Btandflfe^oppbsltiB each'other In safety. 

"YbdWe not hurt?" was the first 
question. ' 

"I? I ought to be, but I'm not. 
Come to a surgeon. Lestrange— Oh. 
you told me not to sit there!" 

Miss Ffrench. the hurl did not cloud 
the cordial. smile i>estraiige Beiit to 
mitigate his commandr*——•—: 

CHAPTER V I . 

"There is no cagse. A doten othei 
men take the same chance as Rupert 
and I; the driver who slternatM with 
me, for instance. Tttls Is our lUto." 

"Yoer arm-
-»1» weU eftoai^"' He toiij^jj Hfĉ life-

tie. . "You will see^ouny-aJb^dAged 
arm l>efore the twenty-four fiours are 
up; few of us finish without a scratch 
or strain or blister. This Is a taaifB 
game, but it's not half so dtetructlViT 
as foot-ball. You wished me good 
luck for the Georgia race; will yoa 
repeat the honor before I go back to 
Ffrench?" 

"I wish yon,*' she said unsteadily* 
"^very kind of success, now and al> 
ways. You saved l)it:k today—of all" 
else you have done for him and for 
me I have not words to 8i>eak. Bu' 

> ; • 

*»-^ Would Rather Be Outdoors." 

"I will wait out In the cart," she 
said "1—I would Tather be outdoors." 

Dick Ffrench was up-stalrs. stand­
ing with Leetrange in one of the nar­
row aisles between lln^s of grJijUy î f-

Emlly first heard the full story of 
the accident that evening, when Dick 

Lestrange glanced down at the sur-, gat oppotite her on the veranda and 
fac^wound, then quickly back at the gave the account in frank anxiety and '̂  "'"•''6 H harder to bear the though 

dejecHpn. ; 0' your hurt and risk from the'hurt 
"We're going down tonight on the 'I*'*'" ^ '*"*'̂  "'"^ ' l̂ad. sent Did 

nine o'clock train." he added In con* ^^'"'''- ''^° ''*"**«'' **• 

two pallid faces. 
"Go on to yp4ir work, Peters" he 

directed. "I'm all right." And as the 
man slowly obeyed, "Now wUl you j JJj'ŷ ion 
take my advice and come to the race ' 
with mo, Ffren'h?" 
. ."RHceT—Y<w'd4^aoo with thati 

"Yes. Are you coming with me?" 
Shaken and tremulous, Dick passed 

a damp hand across bis forehead. 
"I think you're mad to stand talklng^ fldebt Ihachines that bit or cut their v * T '^T T., 1 - .««. ^^ .n 

„,„. .V I, *u . , ^ . . Mre. Come to the office, for heaven s 
7^^ • T ^ K ^*^i *" »»"nilnum , .^^^ ^„^ y^ ̂  ^^^„^ ^^ ,j 
fed to them, when Rupert came to 
him with a folded visiting card. 

* 

1 

•ny X)f them." Hailey insisted. 
"Not our cars. no. But the steering-

knuckle of my own machine broke un­
der my bands last March, on the road, 
and if I had been on a curve instead 
of a straight stretch there would 
have been a wreck. As it was, I 
brought her to a xtop in the ditch. 
There is no other thing that may not 
leave a^flgbtlng chance-after it "breaks 
but this .leaves abt«U>teJj pone. I 
know, you both know, that the steer-
Ing-wheel is the only weapon In th.er 
driver's grasp. If It fjUg, Wto,"^ke 
goes out and his wiclSanlclan with 
him." 

Emily paled, •• shrinking; She re­
membered i'be road iinder the maples 
and^I î̂ Vfrange's laughing face as be 
}i£Qed breathless across his useless 
wheel. .That was what it had meant, 
their, the lightly treated episode! 

^—"You'd bettw fix it iike he wanta^ 
ft," advl-sed Dick's disturbed tones. 
"Rememher, he's got to drive the car-
Friday and Situnlay, Bailey, not us." 

"It's not* alone for my racer I'm 
speaking, but for every car that leaves 
the shop," Lestrange caught him up. 
"I'm not flinching; I've driven the car 
before and I will again. It may hold 
for ever, that part, but I've tested It 
and it's a weak point—take* the warn­
ing for what It's worth." 

There was a movement as if he., 
rose with the last word. Emily laid 

"her hand on the arm of the chair, 
turning hfer excited dark eyes on her 
uncle. Surely If ever Mr. FTrench was 
to meet uls manag»»r. this was the mo­
ment; when Lestrunge's ringing argu­
ment' was still in tlielr ears^ his splen­
did force of earnestness still vibrant 
In the atmosphere. And suddenly she 

"Miss Ffrench sent It," was the ex-
pTahalldB. "iBhe'ig sitting owb̂ 'In, her 
horse-motor car, and she called me off 
the track to ask me to demean myself 
by acting like a messenger boy. AH 
right?" 

"All right." said Dick, runntaf an 
astonished eye over the ci id. 

"No answer?" ^ 
"No a n s w e r . y ^ ^ 
"Then I'll-IjuTry back to my em-

broidery^rni several laps behind In 
my.-Tr̂ rk already." 
' "See here, Lestrange," Dick began, 
as the mechanician departed, sitting 
down on a railing beside a machine 
steadily engaged in notching steel 
disks into gear-wheels: 

"Don't do that!" Lectrange exclaim­
ed sharply. "Get up. Ffrench." 

"It's safe enough." 
"It's nothing of the kind. The least 

slip—" 

you hadn't caught me." he looked to 
ward the jaws sullenly shredding and [ jLj'' j,i__g •• 

•Tomoi'row morning he'll .,'f"',*"*''*'' '>*"''̂ ated, himself trou 
spend practlrltig on the trark. and to- ** ' "*"' ''" '̂ 'GVcllness in the dell 
morrp'w evening at 6 tho r:>c« »far*« J^V' "g*̂ ^ JMJJfXL-hct^yes wnrca*-

nd Lestrange. starts crippled be '^ depths of siiadow. her tlmldltj 
cause ram a clumsy idiot. He laughs *"a"«»x'ety for his safety/were Lvm' 
at fne. hut--he'd do that anyhow." '• "^'^ unconsciousness most dan 

"Yes," agrcfaliJjBiiJy^ "lie would do ' *̂̂ "'"*- And while he grasped at self 
t h a r f i i r y ! ! t r i » * a S P * i N f ^ i ^ S « i t ' ^ stflV-nearef-rd Ih* 
and .terrified, the little hands she ,, ^J '^^ ^*^i*^ and held out he-
clasped In her lap were quite cold. "1 f™" '*''' ^^^^- mistaking hlssUenf* 
wish. I wish he had never come to "̂  'eave-taklng. 

reshreddlng a strip of cloth from hi?. . ^^. . . . . . „ 
sleeve. "I'll do anything you want"!.,. •^' TO" ^inTT^DTaT sara"'~oTO^. 

"Will you?" Lestrange flashed I }^^y^ h* ''"'. too. before he gets 

'Good night; and I thank you fo" 
comliiK. I nm not used ^W-se mucb" 
consideration." 

Her accents were unsure when Bbc 
most certain. 

quickly. He flung backhls head with "'^""f ^'^^ us. Were a nasty lot. ^^^^ h^ve m J n h « « 
the resolute-setting of expression the ' • /^rem-hes: a lot of bluisblooded I with he? ^?p^, !n , T 
„th.r v . . ^ .„ .«,T his eyes brilliant! T ^ * ^'''f"' ''" '̂ '^ »"°^ »" "«' ' fell f̂ Tm Z r S . »'« "'̂ /"'f« '̂»'«^^ 

took no heed of i ^'* ''"" «° °8 l" "ay «5<»d-»)y to me? I I " , ™ T ^ ® *° ^^* '**^ *'* 
"Then ri^ me ^ ̂ °"'^ *>« »»°»« """I >»'« over." ! Ĵ'̂ f'*̂ ""̂  l^«trange rea.vered the W». 

'11 s t S t f your She looked at him. .cn«s the odor- [ j L " ! : " ' ""f '«'^ «* "« -^t hi his 
ous dusk slowly slivering as the moon 
rose. 

with a resolve that 
physical discomfort, 
your word that you'll stick to your 
work here. That Is my fear; that the 
change^ In you is just a mood you'll 
tire of some d_4jr. i want you to stand "^o" "̂"e Ko'n^ to be with htm? 
up to your work and not drop out dls- ^^^ smoothed hts leggings before 
qualified." I "tanding up, surveying his strict mo-

"I will." said Dick, subdued and ; ^°^ costume with a gloomy pride not 
earnest. "I couldn't help doing It— *° . .^ concealed. 
your arm—" "Yes; I'm representing our com-

Lestrange impatiently dragged out P^"y- Lestrange might want some 
bis handkerchief and wound It around racking if any disputes turned up. 
the cut. i -̂'"'̂ ^̂  Ethan rieariy had a fit when 

"Go on." Bailey told him what I was going to 
"I can't help keeping on; I couldn't' ^°' ^e called me Richard for the firs* 

go back now. You've got me awake. '̂™* *» ™y•"'«• I gu^ss 111 be.aomtj 
"!CUu-KfiJl" iftXcluctAfltly J!Q8fl. "ll^Naone^lsfi ever ld^^ If every one except Le-
you're going to get fussy. Read what Ing a good time. It began with Hklng, "^"^se ^̂ ^ think I was a chump." 
Emily sent up." you and thinking of all yod did, and' "' ^^ very sure you will," she an-

Lestrange accepted the card with a feeling funny alongside of you." He "^'ered gently. "Good-by, Dick; you 
faint flicker of expression. paused, struggling with' Anglo-Saxon ^O"** vei'y n'ce." 

"Dick, uncle !.=» maklpg the steering- i shyness. 'Tm awfullr fond of yon, i When he reached the ^©ot of the 

; tlQgers. Wet-
"Emlly!" he cried abruptly, and 

•prang the brief step between them 
Her White, terrified face turned t o . 

knuckle wait for expert opinion." the j old fellow.' steps, her voice recalled him, as she 
The other's gray eyes warmed and ^^'^^ leaning over t ie rail. legend ran> In pencil. "Have Mr. Sal-

Icy strengthen Mr. Lestrange's car, 
anyhow. Do not let him race so." 
' Near them two men were engaged 

in babbitting bearings, passing ladle-
fuls of molten metal carelessly back {you are upset like this 
and forth, and splashing hissing drops | helieve you'll be sorry. Come find 
over the floor; at them Lestrange \ gome oneto tie this up for me; I can't 
gazed In silence, after reading, the ; have it stiff tomorrow." 

rleSf^d. Smiling, he held out his left 
hand. 1 

"It's mutual." he assured. 'It Isn't | 
playing the game to trap you while 

But 1 don't 

card still In his hand. 
"Well?" Dick at last queried. 
"Have Mr Balley.do nothing at ail-

But In spite of his professed haste 
I.ie8trange stopped at the head of the 

"Dick, you could not make him give 
It up, not race this time?". 

He stared up at her white flguce. 
"No, I could^ not. Don't you shp-

50se I tried?" 
"I suppose you did," she admitted, 

snd went back to her seat. - j 
The .June night was veiy quiet. '• ^•'' ^*cent« Were Unsure When 8hs 

Once a sleepy bird stirred in the ̂ o"'d "avs Mads Them MostCertala 
honeysuckle vines and chiroed hin.-i> «u 

, „ ^ '''" '" *^« moonlight, but he saw her 

• / 
wanted them to m^et, passionately I've done my part and we'll think no 

,^anted Ethan Ffrench's liking for this! more of the matter. I may be wrong. 
But I am more than grateful to Miss 
l!frfin£lL': ' man. 

—"T^ntile,' sh* bogan.—"Uncls-
But lt_1ra8 not Lestrange's light 

Etrp that baited on the threshold. 
"Why. I didn't know—" exclaimed 

Bailey. "Excuse me. Mr. Ffrench, 
they didn't tell me you were down." 
' He glanced over his shouldei^ as 
he pulled shut the door Rfiilly fanckd 
she heard an echo, as if the two young 
men left the next room. Bitterly dis­
appointed, she sank back 

"That was your manager with you?" 
Mr. Ffrench frigidly Inquired. 

' T M ; he wwm up-stalrs tu sw l:»w 
the new drill is acting." Bailey pulled 
QOt j l : ^ f g U M | ^ l ^ a A d rubbed ^_-̂ s 

1 11 nnuckle 

"That's all you're going to do?" 
"Yes. I wish you would not sit 

there." 
"I'm' tired:' I won't fall In. and 1 

want'to think." "We've been a lot Jo-
gether this spring, Lestrange; I don't 
like this business a.bout the steering-
gear:- Do you to dowft to thV Beacb 
tomorrow?" 

"Tonight. Tomorrow I mast pnt In 
prpctlclng on the track, ^would have 
be«n down today if th^e had net 
h^n BO murh to an Xxn. Are ym 
coming with me. or nOt until the even-
<Bt Of ttW *^f\XL 
•^SCkTrttrre* 

"I don't weflt to come at all. thank he W M U me to 
—he's spoken considerable about it. I* yon. I saw you race once." 

stairs and went back to recover Bome |!;™"*^*^® ^^^^- ^" ^^^"^ the eyes. And 
small object lying on the floor be- throb of a motor passed down the: The moment'left "n;'".;mi;- # 
neath a pool of chilling metal. When ^^^,' dying away again to leave si-'! .p^^^h. S e one w a s ^ m n?H« 
h* rejo in^ Dick. It was to linger yet '«'> «̂- Suddenly Emily Ffrench hid the drawhJgroom toward t h / , "* 

a moment to look back across the ^-'-^^1^.0^,'^'''''^^'''^' ^^^yj' ""« Sa"ent^%hS 

^ " t i ' r t h having, sii this," be! :rv""^'^°""^'^"»"^"«'""«"T'^i^v:^^^^^^^ *•"' 
mn,n,Pn,.d^ with th . Srst touch of ^""^ that inarticulate passion of .mh.^^l^^^Jffl^;-'^'^ ^^>* ^O" th . 
sadness the other ever had seen In J ^ s p e n t itself. But it was neariy , ghe had n o l o u T r o r i . * . . « . 
him. " D o n ' t t h r o w l t a w a y . F f r e n c h " » « " " b o " r later when she «t*rted. question of his ^ l u V ^ i ^ ^ ^ ^ 

There is usually a surgeon within «P.»\the echo of a light step on the , had that force ^^ZoTr^.^ '^T^l 
reach of a factory. When Mr. Ffrench r^""^^ Path. dashing her handkerchief; .„ade his sMence ^ o T ' T \ 
passed out to the cart whe.^ Emily •^"f" »»«r eyes. | ̂ ^^^ pr^testallonR „? o ^ "1"^ 
waited, he passed Dick and the vil- ^ \ *«« incredible, but it was true: I alone in heT r^m shl^L?*.""' / ' ? 
lage physician entering. The el^er ^"tr.tge himself was standing ^^^, MJi^^^^^J^^-J^V^^^^^ 
-g^rth^nmnimt w i r t s T 5 » « . e r ^ . r « n * T ^ ^ h^J d i e T ^ n l ^^^'*-
viy his nepl^w's white face. i ^^ "^onllght glinting acres, his un- ,he cried to her hLart "f w^h 7 ^ ^ 

An accident- be inquired. ; . ^ ^ e d bronze head and bright, clear ^led before I m.d^ him uihappyt^'" 

CHAPTER VI I . 

.covered bronze head and bright, clear died before I made 
The casual curiosity waa sufllclcntly '*^- - _ - „ 

exasperating, and Dick'a oerves were "̂  ^K pardon for trespass. Miss 
badly gene. .; rfrcBrh." hfi laid "hut >our causta 

edge that only sorrow could result to 
herself and Lestrange, that her eyes 
shode wide and lustrous and her lipj 
cuinred softly. '/ " ':"'• 'T"' 

Mr. Ffrench was almost In high spt/-
Itfc * / 

"The boy. was merely developing." 
he stated, over his grape-fruit. "I 
have='l*en uojust to Richard. For two 
months Bailey has been talking of his 
Interest in the business and atteu', 
dance at the factory, hut I WAS In­
credulous. Although I fancied I ob­
served a change—have you observed 
a change in him, Emily?" . 

"Yes," Emily conHrmed.^a very 
great change. He has grown up, at 
' • • ^ ' ' „ • ^ . ^ . .J. 

"Ahf 1 cannot express to you how 
it KcaUfles me to ti^ve a YSxaashj^^ 
resenting me Xn public'; have you seen 
the morning journals?" 

"I have Just come down-stairs." 
He' picked up tho newspaper be­

side him and passed across the folded 
page. 

"All in readiness for Beach Con-
, test," the bead-lines ran. "Last big 

driver to arrive, I^eKtrunge Is in Mer 

"Oh!" she gasped piteously. 
' "You are surprised that I am here? 
My dear, mv dear, after last night did 
^00 think I could be anywhere else?" 

"The race—" 
"I know that track too well to need 

much practice, and I had the machine 
out at dawn. My partner Is busy prac­
ticing th'is morning, and I'll be back in 
a couple of hours. I was afraid," the 

' .>.:f. 

has no right to complain, since yo« 
and I together have given him Dick?"-

"He does not know you; how.can 
you tell be does not like you?" she 
urged. • 

"Do yon think he likes 'Darling' Le­
strange of the race course?" 

fhe sudden keen demand discon­
certed her. 

"T" hear a little down there," he 
gray eyes were BO gentle In their brll- 1 added. "I haye not been fortunate 
Hancy, "1 was afraid you might ivorry, | with your kinsman. No. it is for you 
Emily."* to say whether Ethan Ffrench's unjust 

Serenely he assumed possession of ; caprice Is 41 bar between us. To me 
hM*, and the assumption was very • it is none." 
Bweet. He had not touched her, yet j "i thought there was to be no more 
Emily hat' the sensation of brutally ' trouble," she faltered, distressed. 

.. i«Mti«ngeito«k«d down at-Jter-etead-
ily, his gray eyts darkening to an ex-

JgjV she had never seen. 
ave \ no right?" was Tils question. 

Is there no, canceling of a claim, is 
IsMt 

thnisting him awa^^.vhsn Bhs.apQke^ 
*How could I do anything else," 

she asked with desolation, "since we 
aniBt never~iffii8r' eacfi oflS^ 
more? Only, -you will not go far away 
—you will stay where I can sometimes ' there no subsequent freedom? 
see you as we pass? I—I think" I : all no use. Emilyf* 
could not bear It to have you go j Vagueiy awed and frightened, he 
away." ' I fingers tightened on his arm In ; 

"Emily!" j panic of surrender. 
' The scissors cftnked sharply to tho j -i will come to you. I wi!J come! 

floor.as she held out her white hands ^^y^ know b^st what la right-'-I.trust 

a dismissal.- "What do you want b«^. 
money? I warned you to live upon 
the alloirance sent every month to 
your bankers, for 1 would pay no more 
'even to escape the Intolerable dis­
grace of your prepence h«*re. Did you 
Imagine me so deserted that I v«uM 
acsept' even you as a successor? 
Wrong; you are not «il8sed.•» My 
nephew Richard takes your place, and 
Is fit to take It Go back to,Europe 
nnd your low-born wiftf; there Is no 
lack In my household." 

The voice broke In an excess 'of sav-

he BMdid tp square aOcounts with 
you, fOBbelhi -borti^ I Buppose; so 
when heTieard how things were |jOlog 
with us heeame to me and offere<l his 
help. . At least, that's wt̂ at ho said. 
1 believe he came b<'cau«e he couhln't 
beartto see the old place go under." 

There was a skein of blue silk 
swinging over the edge of the table. 
Mr. Ffrench picked it up and replaced 
it In Emily's work basket hefOfeT*" 
plying. ^ . 

"ff'thi* remarkable .̂ stery Is'true," 
he began, accurately precise In ac 

r-age triumph, and Lestratige took th« ,cent^„_.., 
piUBe without movement or gesture. "You ^oii't need m6 to telf yru W 

"I am. going, sir, and 1 shall never Is," retorted Bailey. "Yon know 
oemo; haolC k^ «u89M(E«dt-Rever.4u<}ra^hj^, my ,j»e« aianH&ec',jkiM«u-dw^ 
quietly, "I can take a dlsmls-sal, yes. 
If ever I have wished iH>nce'or hoped 
fcr~5n'settrra nS'at i'.'>v(-i extst..! tie-

why, you disliked him without seeing 
him, but you had to admit his food 

twoen us, I go curod of such folly, about his allowance. Mr. Ffrench, He 
But hear this much, slnCe I am ar-j never toughed it. not from the flrst; 

cury camp with If. Ffrench, .Te^% '̂?r^**^ «*i»ns««fl«T» of his cry; the tears you to tell .me. Forgive me, dear, i 
tative of Company." ' 

And there was a blurred picture c 
a speeding car with driver and me-! 
anician masked to gobllnesque nni 
t<jtentlty..with the {eg«t)d underneatli 

on Uie Qeorgia'«ai»HiSS^!^*^.»^,^V 
"Next year 1- shall make him par 

owrter._It was always my poor brotl. 
tfa desire 4»-liavB the (jitur* n>im-
sUU Ffrench, and Ffrench. He j^a 

thinking of Richard then; 1^ hai 
, Bapf. or-' -'"^'^m^- ' ••; ; -• 
."/ -•. •':^.fi*»«»i^^«aze tojffi rft« ]pTf 

^'miiS- rsusHsd gh».»>ts«H#ir br thi" 
break. 

"Of?"Sjhe echoed raguely. 
"Of one who Is Uhworfhy"thougBr 

Richard has redeemed our family fror 
extinction; that is at rest." H 
paused for an instant. "My dear chlW 
when you frre married aad established 
I shall be conteni." 

Her breathing quickened, her cour 
age rose to the call of the moment 

"If Dick Is h^re. If he is instead o 
a Bubstltuio," she said, carefully quio; 
In manner, "would it matter, since ' 
am only a-glrl, whom 1 married, Uncli-
Ethan'/" - , 

The recollection of that evenlnf-
wben Emily had given her promise 0 

•- aid, stirred under Mr. Ffrench's "self 

rushed to her eyes. 
XTpu know, you kpow! I am not 

free; I am- Emily Ffrench. I cannot 
'all aty uncle and grieve him as his 
00 did. Ob, I wyi never marry any 

w&nted to-^" 
He silenced her, all the light flash­

ing back to hte-i^ce. 
"A promise; hush! Oh, I shall win 

tonight with, that singing In my ears. 

fore I go." 
" H e is at the house; l^t me send 

"OIck Will Tall Mo of You>. 

other; I can read In the papers and 
Dick will tell me of.you. It will be 
something to be so close, down there 
and up here." 

"Emily!" - . 
"TSBh are not angry? -You.wfh not 

be angry? You know 1 can do noth­
ing else; please say you know." 

He came nearer and took both coM 
little hands in his clasp, bending I0 
h e r •̂ «̂> . .Mning p^mvlty nt hl,« foyprH fajp, , 

Emllj went in pursuit, intending to 
overtake him with her pcny cart. 

But upon reaching the stilbles, past 
which the path ran, she found Bailc> 
himself engaged in an Inspection ol 
the'limousine in 'eompauy with tLi'? 
chauffeur 

"You'll have to look 4pto her differ­
ential, Anderson," he was pronounc­
ing, when the young girl came beside 

absorbition. He looked ^cro88j^heja^jHia^^iBg.^a|id-WP-will hear ^f oaoh | auiut<toward the factory. That wa 
trteTknef^coTorTesB, eager face With 
perhaps his first thought of what that 
promise might have cost her. 

"Nt." he replied kindly. "It^part 
of my satisfaction that you are Fct 
fr&e to •fgllo'w your own shoice, vlth 
out thought of utility or fortune. Of. 
course^ I need not say provided th» 
nan Is of your own class and asso-
ciatiqps. We will fear no more low 

-auu-xtages.'-',-.-'. --
She had known It before, but it was 

hard to hear thesentence embodied in 
words. Ehnlly folded her bands over 
the paper In her lap and the pleSs-
snt breakfast room darkened before 
her. Mr. Ffrench continued speaking 
of Dick, unheard. 

When the long meal was ended and 
her uncle withdrew Uk!,<nM^ 1MRk«ii 
the library, Emily escaped outdoors. 

.Th«re.^wa8 a quaint summer 

'Do you think me Buch a selfish Vul-
mal, my dear, that I Vould have kissed 
you when I could not claim you?" he 
asked. "Did you think 1 could forget 
you.were Emily Ffrench. even by 
moonlight?'" 

Her fair bead fell back, her dark 
eyes qnestloiied his. 
^'.^u—mean—"/ 

"I mean that even yotir uncle c«n-
honse I not deny my inherited qiiRllty of gen-

part way down* the park, an antient tleman. t am nomtWonaire incognito, 
white pavilion standing J.e8ide the 11 ^-'^ «lr>v*° â"''"'? cars and managed 

•algned at your bar: I have never 
/et disgraced your name or mine un-
.ess by the boy's mischief which sent 
me from college. The money you 
speak of, I .have never used; ask 
Bailey of It, If you will." He hesitat­

ed, -ahd In the empty moment there 
came' across the mile of June air 
the roaring noon whiBtle of the fac­
tory. Involuntarily he turned his head 
toward the call, but as Instantly re­
covered ^himself from the • self-betray-

ere is^^Mjbtojrt^aUer ."to ^^ 

"""•• \Wr&i^' Trv^-nphidiag^i'iW^gafet' 
come hare again, sir." 

hlqi herOi to, you." 
"If you come back with him." 
They laughed together. . * 
"I will—. Do Xflji know," Jjer color 

^58^enee^*l'*lilli', """Hiiry"" cull Ttrjr 
Darling;*'. I have never heard yonr 

own name." 
— '̂My name is Davldf" lestrange said 
quietly, and klsded her for farewell. 

The earth danced under Emilys feet 
as she rau across the lawnfe, tho suu' 
glowed warm, the brook tinkled over 
the cascades In a very madness cf 
mirth. At the -head of the veranda 
steps she turned to look once more 
at the roof of the white pavlllos 
among the locust trees. 

"Uncle will like you' when he knows 
y<ni," «Tfrraflghe'd In her heart "Any 
one mufct like you." 

The servant she met ip the hall said 
that Mr. Bp.llev had gone nut, an;i 
Mr. Ffrench, AISO, hut separately, the 
former having taken th! short route 

i-

brook that gurgled by 00 Its way to 
the Hudson, where the young girl 
often passed her hours. She went 
there now. carrying her little work-
basket and the newspaper containing 
the picture of Lestrange. 

"I will save it," was her thought. 
"Perhaps I may find h.<tter ones-this 
does not show^ bis face—but I will 
have this n o W n t may be a long tjme 
before I see him.'' 

But she sat with the embroidery 
BclBsors in her hand, nevertheless, 
without cutting the reprint. Lestrange 
would return to the factory, she never 
doubted.,and all would coflUnufij,8 be­
fore, except that she must not see 
him. He woul<I understand that it was 
not possible for anything else to hap­
pen, at least for many years. Perhaps, 
after Dick was married— 

The green and gold heautjr of the 
morning hurt her with the memory 
of that other sunny morning, when he 
had so easily taken from her the task 
Bhe hated and strove to bear. And he 
had succeeded, how he had succeededr 
Who else in the world could have so 
transformed Dick? Leaning on the 
table, her round -cbln In b r̂ palm as 
she gased down at the papjr In her 
lap, her fancy slipped back to that 
night on the Long Island road, when 
ahe hâ P first seen his serene genluB 
for setting sll things right. How like 
him that elimination of Dick. Instesd 
of a romantic and Impracticable at­
tempt to escort her himself. 

A bush crackled stiffly at some one's 
passage;, a ahadaiuteli acmsn. he£ 

"Canght!" laughed Lestrange's glad, 
exultant voice. "Since you look at the 
portrait! how shall the oHghial -fear 
to present himself? Sce>- I can, 
match." He held out a card burned at 

this factory to eSrn my living, having 
no other dependtTico than upon my­
self, but my b!<h>d is as old as yours, 
little glri, if that means anything." 

"Not to me," she cried, looking up 
Into hla eyes. "Net to uie, but to him. 
1 cafed for you—'* 

"Come, please." she urged bt:eaLh-
lessly. , ' . •' . - •. 

"Come?" repeated Bal'ey, wheeling, 
with his slow, benevolent smile. "Sure, 
Miss Emily; where?" 

She shook her head, not replying un 
til they were safely outside; then: 

To Mr. Lesf^range^ he is in the pa 
viiion. He wantrt.to see you." 

"To Lestrange!" he almost shouted 
halting. Lestrange here?" 
—"¥«».--^Ph*re-i«->tmer-h«^eaya Hiut 
is time. He is going back as soon ar 
he sees you." 

"But what's he doing here? What 
does he moan by risking hlo U' '"1 
without any practice." 

"He canxe to see me." she whis 
pered, and r(o'>d CDnfessed. 

"God!" said Bailey, quite reverently, 
after a tnorriJ?nt of speechless stupe He drew her tgward him, unresist 

Ing. their ffay.« Ktlll .ou each ollftt. As j fap^^^n. "YouTflndlilmT 
e was no shyne8a4 g^j^ Hffed->o»fW4«g 

movitig nearer. 
"It is a secret, but I wanted you t! 

know bvcaiise you ]ike us iKith Diet' 

between them, but the strange, ex­
quisite (understanding now made per 
feet. 

"l wns rij:ht tO-iSome to you." he j said jou iovod Mr. LeBtranga." 
declared, after a ttmR. "Right to fear ..y,,.^» ^^g the dazed absent 
• hat you were troubled, conscientious -weM ;̂ ur. — 'But come, he 
ladT "BulT nTtisT RO hack, or there ^B|,Y„J| 
will be a fine dlaturbance at the 
Beach. .\nd I have_HhaUPi-ed ms^.oth--^fgg pj^^^^^ ^̂  1,^^,^^^ any one, 
er plans to insipniflcant fragments, or 
you have K. 1 did not forget by moon-

11 

There Was that in his bcarljif. > la. 
the dignlfled carefulness of' courtesy 
with which he sahited the other before 
tvrntng to go,-tfartrahwtei»^"»5 !̂*^^^ 
mi Ffrench. But |w liestrsnge c«s«f3 

It pljed up for six years. Last April, 
when we fleeded cash in a hurry, he 
drew It out and gave It to ipne to buy 
aluminum. When he left here flrfit he 
drove a tsxicab In NcVf York city un­
til he got into racing work and made 
Darling I^estrange famoue all over the 
contljpent, I guess Ib'went pretty hard 
foî  a while; If he'd been the thln>?8 
you called him, he'd have gone to the 
devil alone in New York. But he 
didn't" ; 
•An Dilole darted In one arcade and 

'•h^h^ 

Y ; 
sounded from the house windows with 
a pleasant cheeriness i^<fW?geRtioa 
of comforirand plenty, '•'••f'•' 

"He mftde good," Bailey concluded, 

to me 'tC^pt-Jiott tell ijfnr you duin c 
threshold of the little buiraiug.y»'ant hwrSToUnd becliT^"Mf:. ^'^^^^, 
y Tar'fixmi the thicketld meet jtoolrlltBislffCff. *1 know, fftd MIPV l̂ it' 

fly knows,,that Dick Ffrenc> was ik) 
use on earth for any place uiitll Mr 
David took him in hand and made him 
at to live. That's all, 1 guess, that 
I had to say; I'll^get back to work" 
He turned, but •paused' to glance 
around. "It's going to be pretty dyll 

the 
Emily 
1rim,-her eyes a dark splendor liriter 
white face, her hands outstretched. 

"^ot Mke this!" she panted. "Not 
without seetag me! Oh, 1 inlght haye 
jessed—" 

Hfs vivid color and animation re­
turned as he caught her to hizu, heed-
l e ^ of witnesses.' 

"You dare? My dear, my dear, not 
even a qUfstfon? There Is no one 
like you. Say. shall I take yop now, 
or send Dick for you after the r8cp?"~ 

Mr. Ffrench exclalnied some ipartlc-
ulate words, '•'.it neither heard him. 

"SeniL Dick," Eiuily anHwerc<!. bor 
.eyes on the gray eyes above her. 
"Send Dick—I understand. I will 

He baa told 

the music halls." 
** "No." 

""HWHo'tou know? 
you?" 

She lifted to him the superby confi­
dence of her glance, althou;;h nervoi-.r 
tremors shook her iu we\>«!lkQ suc­
cession. 

"If he bad been married, he would 
QOt have made me care for .him. Hs 
has asked me to be his wife." 

They were equally strange to each 
other In these new characters, and 
<jqualiy spent by emotion. Neither 
m.pvlngj they sat ..oposite each other 
in silence. So Bailey found them 

hê  «ame ba«k latwyto take his ^ 
massive stand in the doorway, his 
hands in his pockets and his strong 
Jaw set 

"I think that things are kind 01 
mixed up here, Mr. Ffrench." he stated 
grimly. "I guess I'm the one to 

come." 
He klp.f-ed l^eropcf, then she drew 

back and he went duwu the terrace: 
toward the gates. As Emily sank dowr 
on the bench by the pavilion door. 
Bailey brushed past her, running aftov 
the straight, lithe., figure.,that went 
Kteadllv on out of sight among the 
huge trees planted and tended by five 
generations of Ffrenches. 

When the vistas of the park wer^ 
-esftptyr Km Ily Blnwlit.„tutn«al to,.iajC£, 
^er uncle. 

"You love David Ffrench?" he asked, 
his voldie thin and harsh. 

"Yes," she answered. She had no 
need to ask if I.«Btrange were meant. 

"He Is married to some woman of »-8ld Her Wet Cheek Against the Plo-
Xxinii Driver, 

at the factory for me. And between 
us we've sent Lestrange to" 
with a nice set of nerves." 

Ills retreating fofjtsteps died Away 
\.o leiivf the noon bush unbroken. As 
before, uncle anff niece Wiftfe rerrnrTF-
posite each other, the crumpled ri<'v Ih 
paper where Lestrange's name 8h<'*< J 
in heavy type lylug on the floor he 
tween them. 

The effect of Bailey's final sentent '̂  
had been to leave Emily dlzzlel >> 
ai>pri'henElon. But when Mr. Ffr' p;-:i 
rose and passed out, she aroui«t-ti <.> 
look up at him eagerly. 

Rhe falter^j] 
Disregarding or unseeing her out­

stretched hand, he w-nt on and !<';* 
her there alone. And then Emily din. I 
rescue the newspaper. 

"A substitute," she whispeit'd, * \ 
suhittitute," and laid her wet fh». '* 

straighten them out a bit; rvelovPd^ against thfe plCtTfheJ drfvsr." 
.She wns .'̂ iimcieutiy unlike the usual 

light th;it you wî re EinlYy Ffrench, I j-j^j 

Hailey dumbly followed her across i 
(he park, carrying his h.-it in his 

(feTlHlniy forgot everything else." 
-She looked up at him, her softly-

tlnttd face bright as his own, her yel­
low hair rumpled Into flossy tendrils 
under tb-̂  black ribbon, binding it. 

"Rver\thing else?" she echoed. "Is 
there anything else but thlsf'^ 

"Nothing that counts, to me. You 
for my own, an<l this good world to 
live ln-^1 staad barchwafjed before it 
all. Bui yet. 1 told you once that I 
bad a purpose to sccompllsh; a pur-
pose now very near compleilon. Tmr 
few mouths I meant to ifeave Ffrench-
wood." 

Emily >ave a faint cry. 
"Yes, for my work would have been 

^ I fell In luve and upset 
Vfhcn r tell Ml'. FfrrtlW 

that I want you. I wil\ have to leave 
at once."' 

"Why? You sald-^ 
"H f - ' . •-

aekei! 

A short dlstancfi from the pavilion 
Îmily Ftopped abruptly, turning a 

.tartled face to her companion. 
"Some one isfv there," she said. 

'Some one is speaking. I forgot that 
'̂Dcle Ethir • ne out." 
Shfe- hear.i ̂  

>ddly. Her own pulseji began to beat 
;rith heavy Irregularity, as a few steps 

• arther brought the two opposite the 
(pen arcade. There they halted, 
rozen. : 

Mr. David from the time he was a kid 
and never saw him get a square deal 
yet. You asked him what he was do­
ing here—I'll tell' you; he iu Le­
strange." 

There is a degree of amazement 
which precludes speech; Mr. Ffrench 
looked back at his partner, mute. 

"He is Lestrange. He never meant 
you to know; he'd have left without 
your ever knowing, but for Miss Em 

No one hinc!;ed at the Tfrench 
lome that day, except the servantH. 
.<ear three o'clock In the afternoon 
.Mr. Ffrench came back to the pavilloo 
where Emily still sat. 

"Go change your gown," he com 
manded, in his usual tone. "We will 
start now. I have sent for Bailey and 
ordered Anderson to britig the auto­
mobile." 

"Start?" she wondered, bewildered. 
re-catch Hr^reatr"'^^^'—l-gu^s-JL llafiXjicei_to tem!pdL.iie met Jier«aie"*lUl-ft, Stated, 

N>s beitan <o beat '̂ "̂  "' ^'^^^ ^ '̂" *^P*' " " »>adu't' pgllcnce of comment. , 
been for him we might have closed j "For the Beach. I understand this, 
our doors some day. He understands face lasts twenty-four hours. Have 
the business as none of us back-num-,you any objection?" 
her, old-fashioned ones do; he took | objection to being near David I Em-

_ r ' held and shook tome life late it—We viv mraus tu her feet 
m the place Emily had.left, where ^^^ „Hke cars, but he can muke i^^;! ' "̂  * L - ^ M her feminine toys still lay. Mr. 

1 ^ficnch was seated as one exhausted 
tho force of overniastering enio-

(wi; hla.iiands clenched on the arms 

'rs. Opr.oplte bin stood l.PKti....- . 
olorlACE and still ss Emily had never 

CHAPTER VII I . 

" N o t ^ * worth mentioning." he , te»8 »"• be has been saying f. .great i Morning found a pale and lan,, ,^ 
-.>Ft that I neariy fell into , «Je«l of nonsense to you about this i Emily across the breJkfLT I . K S / ^ 

- n - ! - . i l l - i «••"''• • '••O to n » „p .nd « i t b . , ' » , , „ jJ^^J- ^'^^^^ S . IS, * . f 

the corners and .streaked with dull 
red, 'The BHt tim* 1 •!>» ^uu. s.it ^T!:^^I^J^J^J^:^^:!^!''' : ' r , T J . r . « « t k i r i f " loot say he wouW want to give you io 1 ' i tofd y - -
Ing. and found my own name th«rd. ' . ^ , . „ 1 ,m n. ls-L«^- 1..,- • e«» AmM^ î iB̂ tPY l*t up, snd met in 

S I 
life and youth. 

pie" buy them. Advertising] Why,I 
Jnst that foo! picture he dre^ on thai 
back of a pad. one day, of |i row of | Six o'clock was the hour se* 
tho,-,,,-,,^,.,.-,- „r. ^0 jjuj lioftdred'atari of the Beach race. AJUL -i H.... 

n^ferrurfes 4re at just seventeen minutes p«iBt Ave 
tlu- top.' ij..';a.̂  iJicre p«iopIe notice." -f̂ hen Dick Ffrench. hang ing-^ . • 

Bailey cleared his. throat. "He wns frenzy of anxiety over the 'ta'o; >• 
I conceived hlra, listening In sbs-olutc j alwayi making people notlc*. and f^nce circling the Inrlde of the n»i:e 

ou. Kmlly?" he j silence to the bitter address poiirinc; laughing while he did It He's risked oval, uttered something rc'emlding a 
unrl^ could not | from the other's lips with a luw-toiud; his nrck on every. (<ourse ccinx. to howl and Vushed to the gate to sitjnal 

Violence In. yv ; t>ring our cars In first. h<''BV' driver. From the ^^\^\*.>• 
never agaltt to j fame as a rating drivtr to li. n e track l.«stran(e.wavHd 

..f^^^ 

Nor -will Ito; unless I am mis-1 come here," first fell upon EmHys;.along. And now everything is flx.d gay return, making hU way throuî b 
to ha 'hf W I eoBS<^jn heartag. J ' ' q u p » g " d l g ' f ^ - ? y ^ * * '^^•"^t-^^^jatt^ '-r^"^ 

;^^ 
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