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SYNOPSIS,

Cowbovs of the Flying Heart ranch are

hearthroken over the loss of their much-
prized phonograph by the defeat of their
champion in a foot-race with the cook of
the Centipede ranch A house party Iis
on at the Flying Heart. J. Wallingford
Bpeed, cheer leader at Yale, and Culver
Covington, inter-collegiate champion run-
ner, are expected. Helén Blake, Speed’s
gweetheart, becomes int:rested In the loss
of the phonograph, Sha suggests to Jean
<Chapin, sister of the owner of the ranch,
that she induce Covington, her lover, to
win back the phonograph. Helen declares
that If Covington won't run, Speed will
The cowboys are hilarlous over the pros-
pect. Speed and his valet, Larry Glass
trainer at Yale, arrive, Helen Blake asks
Bpeed. who has posed to her as an ath-
Jete, to race against the Centipede man
The cowboys join in the appeal to Wally,
and fearing that Helen will find him out,

ke consents. He insists, however, that he
shall be entered as an unknown, figuring
that Covington will arrive In time to take
fhis place. Speed begins training under
Glass' direction.

CHAPTER VI.—Continued.
During the ensuing pause Mrs. Keap
took occasion to call Speed aside.
=1 have something to contribute to the
training-quarters if you will help me
dring it out,” sald she.
The young man bowed.

“Most glad-

“We'll be back in a littie while”
the chaperon announced to the oth-
ers, and a moment later, when she and
Speed had reached the veranda of the
house, she paused.

“I—1 want to speak to you"™ she
began, hesitatingly. “It was just an
excuse.”

Wally looked at her with concern,
for it was plain that she was deeply
troubled.

“What is 1t?"

“I have been trying to get a word
alone with you ever since 1 heard
about this foot-race.” The young man
chilled with apprehension as Mrs.
Keap turned her dark eyes upon him
searchingly. “Why do you want to
run?”

“To win back the cowboys’ treas-
ure. My heart is touched,” he de-
clared, boldly. Mrs. Keap smiled.

“]I believe the latter, but are you
sure you can win?”

“Abso-blooming-lutely.”

*] didn't know you were a sprin-
ter.”

Speed shrugged his shoulders.

“Have you had experience?”

“Oceans of it!"”

! Mrs. Keap mused for a moment.
~Tell me,” said she, finally, “at what
4inter-collegiate game did you run
last?”

Mrs. Keap flushed. “He told me all
You wear all the

“Mr, Speed Goin’ to Live Here?” In-
: quired the Foreman.

{

athletic clothes, you know all the talk.
you have tried to make the team a
dozen times, but you are not even a
substitute. You are merely the Var-
sity cheer-leader. Culver calls you
“the head-yeller.”"”

“{ didn’t run last; I ran first.” It

. was Impossible to resent the boy's

smile.

“Then at what game did you last
run? [ hope I'm not too curious?”

“0Ch mno, not at all!” Speed stam-
mered.

i “Or, If it is easler, at what college
games did you first run?” Mrs. Keap
was laughing openly ncw.

| “Why the clear, ringing, rippling
faughter?” asked the young man, to
eover his confusion.

“Because I think it 1 very funny.”
| “Oh, you do!” Speed took refuge be-
hind an attitude of unbending dignity,
but the young widow would have none

of it

“l know all about you,” eald she.
“You are a very wonderful person, of
course; you are a delightful fellow at
a house-party, and a most suitable in.
dividual generally, but you are not an
athlete, in spite of those beautiful
clothes in your trunk.”

“Who told you?”

“Culver Covington.”

“l didn't know you two were ac-
quainted.”

“Columbus has discovered our con-
tinent!” said Speed. “You are a very
wise chaperon, and you must have a
corking memory for names, but even
a head-yeller is better than a glee-club
quarter-back.” He nodded toward the
bunk-house, whence they had come.
“You haven't told anybody?”

“Not yet.”

“‘Yet," he quoted. “The futurity
implied in that word disturbs me.
Suppose you and 1 keep it for a little
secret? Secrets are very delightful
at house-parties.”

“Doa’'t you cornsider your action de-
ceitful?*

“Not at all. My motto 1s ‘We strive
to please.'"”

“Think of Helen.”

“That's it; I can't think of any-

thing else! She'r mad about athletics,
and I had to do something to stand off
this weight-lifting tenor.”

“Is it any wonder a woman distrusts
every man she meets?” mused the
chaperon. “Helen might forgive you,
I couldn't.”

“Oh, it's not that bad.
I'm doing.”

“You will cause these cowboys to
lose a lot more money.”

“Not at all. When Culver arrives—"

“Oh, that is what 1 want to talk
over with you,” Mrs. Keap broke in,
nervously.

“Then it isn't about the foot-race?
You are not angry?” Speed brightened
amazingly.

“I'm not exactly angry; I'm sur-
prised and grieved. Of course, I can't
forgive deceit—I dare say | am more
particular than most people.”

“But you won't tell?” Mrs. Keap In-
dicated in some subtle manner that
she was not above making terms,
whereupon her companion declared,
warmly: “I'm yours for life! Ask
me for my watch, my right eye, any-
thing! I'll give it to you!"”

“] assure you I sha'n't ask anything
s0 important as that, but I shall ask
a favor.”

“Name it and it Is yours!”
wrung the hand she offered.

“And perhaps I can do more than
keep silent—although I don’t see what
good it will do. Perhaps I can help

I know what

Speed

your suit.”
“Gracious lady, all 1 ask is that youn
thrust out your foot and trip up

Berkeley Fresno whenever he starts
toward her. Put him out of the play,
and I shall be the happiest man |n
the world.”

“Agreed.”

“Now, iIn what way can I serve
you?”

Mrs. Keap became embarrassed,
while the game shadowy trouble that
had been observed of late settled upon
her.

“I simply hate to ask It,” she saild,
“but I suppose 1 must. There seems
to be no other way out of it."” Turn-
ing to him suddenly, she said, In a
low, intense voice: “I—I'm in trou-
ble, Mr. Speed, such dreadful trou-
ble!”

“Oh, I'm so sorry!” he answered
her, with genuine solicitude. *“You

| needn’t have made any conditions. 1

would have done anything I could for
you.”

“That’s very kind, for I don’t like
our alr of conspiracy, but”—Mrs, Keap
was wringing her slender hands—"I
just can’t tell the girls. You—you can
help me.”

Speed allowed her time to
calm, when she continued:

“]—I1 am engaged to be married.”

“Felicitations!” *

“Not at all,” sald the young widow,
wretchedly. “That is the awful part
of it. I am engaged to two men!” Ehe
turned her brown eyes full upon him;
they were strained and tragie,

Speed felt himself impelled to laugh
immoderately, but Iinstead he ob-
served, in a tone to relieve her anx-
jety:

“Nothing unusual In that; it has
been done before. Even I have been
prodigal with my affections. What can
I do to relieve the congestion?”

Erow

“Please don’'t make light of it. It

means so much to me. I—I'm In love
with Jack Chapin.”

“With Jack!"

“Yes. When I came here I thought
I cared for somebody else. Why, 1
wanted to come here just because |
knew that—that somebody else had
been Invited too, and we could be to-
gether.'”

“And he couldn't come

“Walt! And then, when [ got here,
I met Jack Chapin, That was less than
a week ago, and yet in that short time
I have learned that he is the only
man | can ever love-—the one man in
all the world.”

“And you can't accept because you
have a previous engagement. 1 see!
Jove! It's quite dramatic. But | don't
see why you are so excited? If the
other chap isn't coming—"

“Rut he is! That is what makes It
so dreadful! If those two men should
meet"—Mrs. Keap buried her face in
her hands and shuddered—"“there
would be a tragedy, they are both so
frightfully jealous.” She began to
tremble, and Speed lald a comforting
hand upon her shoulder,

“l think you must be exciting your
self unduly,” sald he. “Jean's other
friends didn't come. There's nobody
due now but Culver Cov—"

“That's who It is!” Roberta ralsed
her pallid face as the young man fell
back.

“Culver!
engaged—"

“What!"

“Nothing! I—I—" Speed paused,
at an utter loss for words,

“You see, he'll discover the truth.”

“Does he know you are here?”

“No. I intended to surprise him. 1
was jealous. I couldn’'t bear to think
of his being here with other girls—
men are so deceltful! That's why I
consented to act as chaperon to Helen.
And now to think that I should have
met my fate in Jack Chapin!"

“l see. You want me to break the
news to Culver.”

“No! no!™ Mrs. Keap was aghast.
“If he even suspected the truth he'd
become a raging lion. Oh, I've been
quite distracted ever since Jack left!™

“Well, what am [ to do? You must
have some part laid out for me?"”

“l have. A desperate situation de-
mands a desperate remedy. I've lost
all conscience. That's why I agreed to
protect you if you'd protect me.”

“Go ahead.”

“Culver is your friend.”

“We're closer than a chord In G.”

“Then you must wire him—"

“l have—"

“—Not to come.”

“What!"™ J. Wallingford Speed start-
ed as if a wasp had stung him.

“You must wire him at once not to
come. [ don't care what excuse you
give, but stop him. Stop him!"”

Speed reached for a pillar; he felt
that the porch was spinning slowly
beneath his feet.

“Oh, see here, now! I can't do that!”

“You promised!” cried Mra. Keap,

Great Scott! Why, hes

flercely. “I have tried to think of
something to tell him, but I'm too
frightened.”

“Yes, but—but J—want him here—
for this footrace.,” Wally swallowed
bravely.

“Foot-race!” stormed the widow, In-
dignantly. “Would you allow an Insig-
nificant thing like a foot-race to wreck
a human life? Two human lives?
Three?"

“Can’t you—wire him?”

Mrs. Keap stamped her foot, “If he
dreamed I was here he would hire a
special train. No! It must come from
you. You are his best friend.”

“What can | say?’ demanded the
bewildered Speed, unhappily.

“l don't care what you say, I don't
care what you do—only do something,
and do it quickly before he has time
to leave Chicago.” Then sensing the

hesitation in her companion’s face:
“Or perhaps you prefer to have Helen
know the deceit you have practiced
upon her? And I fancy these cowboys
would resent the joke, don't you?

What do you think would happen If|

they discovered their champlon toybe

merely a cheerleader with a trunkful

of new clothes, who can't do a sin-
gle out-door sport-—not one?"

“Wait!" Speed mopped his brow
with a red-and-blue silk bhandkerchief,
“I'll do my best.”

“Then ! shall do my part.” And
Mrs. Keap, who could not bear decep-
tion, turned and went indoors while J.
Wallingford Speed, a prey to sundry
misgivings, stumbled down the steps,
his head In a whirl

CHAPTER VII, '
ERKELEY FRESNO was de-
voting himsell to Miss
Dlake.

“What do you think of
our decorations?" she In-
quired,

“They are more or less
athletie,” he declared, "Was
it Mr. Speed's idea?"”

“Yes. He wanted training quarters.”
“It's a joke, lsn't 1t?"

“l don't think so. Mr. Fresno, why
do you dislike Mr., Speed?”

Fresno bent a warm glance upon the
questioner. “Don't you know o
Helen shook her head with bland
Innocence.
him "
“No, Indeed! I llke him—he makes
me laugh.” Helen bridled loyally
“Did you sea those medals he wore
yesterday?" the young man queried.

“Of course, and 1 thought them
beautiful.” |
“How were they Inscribed? He

wouldn’'t let me examine them."
“Naturally, 1f I had trophles llke
that I would guard them too.”
Fresno nodded, musingly.
mine away.”
“Oh, are you an athlete?

“No, but 1 timed a foot-race once.

They gave me a beautiful nearly-

bronze emblem so that 1 could get ln- |

to the infield.”

“And did you win?"

“No! no! 1 didn't run!
understand? 1 was an official.” Fresno
was vexed at the girl's lack of percep-
tion. “I'm not an athlete, Miss Blake.
I'm just an ordinary sort of chap.” He
led her to a seat, while Jean enlisted
the ald of Larry Glass and completed
the finishing touches to the decora-
tions, “Athletics don't do a fellow any
good after he leaves college. I'm go-
ing into business this fall Have you
ever been to California?” Miss Blake
admitted that she had never been so

tar, and Fresno launched himself upon |

a glowing description of his native
state; but before he could shape the
conversation to a polnt where his

hearer might perchance express a de-

sire to see Its wonders, Still Bill Sto-
ver thrust his head cautiously through
the door to the bunk-house, and al-
lowed an admiring eye to rove over
the transformation,

“Looks like a bazaar!"” he exclalmed. |

“What the idea?"
“Trainin’ quarters,” sald Glass,

“Mr. Speed goin’ to live here?” In-

quired the foreman, bringing the re
mainder of his lanky body into view,
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Extravagance Wasted.

“What's doing?’ asked the tall
plumber. “You're all dolled up.” “Had
a date with my best girl,” explained
the short bricklayer. “But aren't you
going to keep it?” “I showed up all
right, but she wasn't there.” “That
was pretty tough.” “I wouldn't care,”
sald the short bricklayer, “only 1

went and had my shoes shined all for
nothing.”"—Youngstown Telegram,

HAS TWO PERIODS OF REST

Division of Time of Slumber Prevent-
ed Breakdown of Man Worn Out
by Overwork.

Two hours in bed in the early eve
ning is the latest health recipe for the
busy man whose day begins early in
the morning and lasts till late at night.

The “treatment,” which consists
simply of going to bed from 6 till 7
o'clock, was described by a medical
man who prescribed it for a business
man whose manifold interests had
been compelling him to crowd two
days' work into ome, to the detriment
of his health.

“My patient now has two distinct
days and two distinct recuperation
periods every twenty-four hours,”
the doctor explained. “He begins
work with his secretary an hour be-
fore most business men are think-
ing of getting up in the morning. At
five o’clock in the afternoon his first
day's work ends and he goes to bed
for two hours’ complete rest. At sev-
en o'clock he s up again, bathes,
dresses and dines. He is then fresh
for another four or flve hours’ busi-

ness or soclal dutles. His two rest

periods combined give him almost
nine hours in bed. The ‘patient’
gets through a greater amount of
work and enjoys better health,”

~ Gun Without Bullets,

The bulletless gun has at last made
its appearance. It Is a German |In-
vention, and Instead of bullots it
shoots a gas which temporarily blinds
and chokes the victim.

The cartridge used contains several
ingredients, which, when exploded,
combine to form a vapor of a pe-
cullar character. The gun itself dif-
fers very little In appearance and
mechanism from the ordinary double-
action revolver. It holds five cart-
ridges.

The’shotless gun is Intended princi-
pally for the protection of tourists,
commerclal travelers, doctors, cyciists,
automoblilists, bank officlals, postmen,
watchmen and policemen. No one
wants to kill a criminal unless it is
absolutely necessary for one's own
preservation, and this Invention is in-
tended to make such a course unneces-
sary,

There 1s hardly any noble quality or
endorsement of the mind but has tem
perance for its parent or its nurse.

“Then you do dislike

“l1 gave

Don't you

I

Sprains, Bruises
Stiff Muscles

are quickly relieved by Sloan's
Liniment. Lay it on—no rub-
bing. Try It

|

Ankly Sprain and Dislocated Hip.
I sprained my ank'e and dislooated
mr hip by falling out of & third story
window, Went on crutches for four
months, Then | started to use your
Liniment, according to directions, 1
must say It is helping me wonderfully,
We will never ba without Slean's Linl
Lu.m

'SLOAN'S
LINIMENT

Kills Pain

Splendid for Spraine,

* 1 fell and sprained wy arm & week

ago and was in territle pain, 1 could

not use my haond or arm until T applied

your Liniment, 1 shall never be with-

out & bottie of Sloap's l,!'pl ent,"'—Mre,
. Sprunger, me-L hit f

Fine for Stiffness.

“Sloan's Liniment has done more
1 than anything | have ever tried
or stiff joints, 1 got my hand hurt so
badly that | had to stop work right in
the busiest time of the year, | thought
at first that 1 would have to have my
hand taken off, but | got & bottle of
Sloan's Liniment and cured my hand,™
W i W v, Morria, Ala,

At all Dealors. 28e,
BO¢. and $1.00

Send for Sloan's
free, lnstructive
book on horses,

caltle, b anl
poullry. oﬂh.hu‘l

Mellen on Bankruptey.
Charles 8. Mellen, at a dinner in
Boston, sald of a bankrupt:

“His bankruptey was like that
| which the parent described.
“‘Pa, what's bankruptey? a little

boy once asked,

“And pa, who had been ‘bit' that
week, answered bitterly:

“‘Bankruptey, my son, Is where you
put your money In, your hip pocket
and let your creditors take your wal-
let and coat.' "—Knoxville Journal and
Tribune,

' Putnam Fadeless Dyes color
'more goods than otherg

Never Fails.

|  "“The Boob tells me that he has
cured himself of Insomnia,” remarked
the Wise Guy.
“How did he do 1t?" asked the Old
| Fogey.
“He got a Job as a night watchman,”
replied the Wise Guy.—Clncinnatli En-
! quirer.

THIS WOMAN'S -
' SICKNESS

Quickly Yielded To Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound.

Baltimore, Md. — ‘1 am more than
glad to tell what Ivdh E. Pinkham's
- egetable Com-

nd did for me.
i 1 suffered dreadful
{ pains and was very
irregular. 1 became
alarmed and sent for
Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Com-
pound. I took it reg-
{ ularly until I was

' ‘ without a cramp or
n e

pain and felt like

. another person, and

it has now been six months since I took

any medicine at all. I hope my little

pote will assist you in helping other wo-

men. I now feel perfectly well and in

the best of health.”’ — Mrs. AuGusT

W. KoNDNER, 1632 Hollins Street, Bal-
timore, Md.

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
nd, made from native roots and
bs, contains no narcotic or harmful

drugs, and to-day holis the record of
being the most successful remedy for
female illa we know of, and thousands
of voluntary testimonials on file in the
Pinkham laboratory at Lynn, Mass.,
geem to prove this fact.

For thirty years it has been the stand-
ard remedy for female ills, and has re-
stored the health of thousands of women
who have been troubled with such ail-
ments as displacements, inflammation,
ulceration, tumors, irregularities, ete.

If yon want special advice
write to Lydia E. Pinkham Med-
fcine Co., (contidential) Lynn,
Mass. Your letter will be opened,
read and answered by a woman
and held in strict confidences




