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motor, They would get to thelr
destination long before Pudge's
old car made {t. It could not be
too soon for Sally. She could do
fustice ta that shore dinner, her
appetite whetted from her swim,

“It's fun all right,”"” Dan's grave
oyes smiled down into hers, “But
it's not wvery safe. Aren't you
afraid of getting a ticket?!" He
raised his voice so that Corey
could hear this last

Corey shook his blond head. He
laughed shortly. “If 1 did, I'd fix
it—or least my old man would,”
he sald. Corey sill belleved that
there was nothing that money
coutld mot fix. Or his own subtle
wits, He wag intent, even as he
drove, the specdometer soaring
periously close to 60, on planning
a course of actlon. The fact that
it looked as though he nlmost had
lost Sally: only made Corey more
determined than ever that he was
golng to win her.

“You're not afraid, are you?"
Sally teased, her bright glance
meeting Dan's grave one again.
She loved the wind In her halr,
fanning her cheeks. She loved the
sense of excitement. She had not
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chenged s0 much—{for Dan.
on said, "No, I'm not afrald.”
There was a difference between
fear and common sense, But if
Sally and Corey enjoyed this wild
speed Dan was willlng to share
Dan had fig-|it. He had got to the place, at
Had anyohe|last, whers he could share the
wild have glven|things that Sally and her friends
ent explanation. | did. The place where he felt that
et Dan had not|he {fitted in their bright play-
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s would ask her and| Oh, yes, Dan had changed. He
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Don had
her first.
t implicity,

not mean to do|to some extent. Though Inwardly
vebonrd,' elther, | he always would remaln the same
Il was falr in| person, with the same {deals that

he had always had.

Sally had told him once that he
could belong to her world. She
had sald she would make it “right"
for him to belong. But Dan had
dona that by himself. At least he
thought he had come a long
enough way that now—maybe to-
night, if the opportunity presented
itself—ha could tell Sally some-
thing that he had not dared tell
her before,

He told himself that he would
be conteént to share her world with
her, it Sally would let him, The
world that once he had thought
he despised and would not want
to belong in. He would give up

e 'did not want

:  told  hersell,
veen the two young
curls, still damp
Iving around her
e, r-e -\md blowilng them in
atots confusion orecy's open,
puw-slung ropdster took the wide
ghway with incredible speed,
mould manoge an opportunity
Dan, 4o that she could
ve het talk with him, later.
*Im't this fun?" she called
bove the roor of the powerful
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ita surrender, The general's stster Just put a
plale of candy out to cool.”
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cady sent three to your side of the famlI}
be gext I--arl we cut off showd go to my mother.”
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guite wot all that out of her blood, | "

his old ambltions ana areams.
Perhips he would never again set
sut to conguer mountalns. Per-
haps ma} the Olvmpice, be-
coming the King of Skis oance
more did not really compare to
belonging with Sally,

He had told Sally once that he
would not always be content to
be friends. That when he had
licked certain things he would
ha_\'e something more than friend-
ship to ask of her. He believed
he had licked them. He helieved
Sally could give what he wanted
most out of life to him. For he
believed in Sally Blair now.

This Dan was thinking, as they
approached a curve in the road
Corey took his foot off the accel-

tor, rounded the curve with a
whining singing of tires, the wind
humming in their ears,

Then Dan leaned across Sally,
pressing her sgainst the leather
seat, putting his own hands on the
steering wheel to give it a strong
wrench that sent the low roadster

heading straight for a narrow
diteh.
“What the devil . "Corey

protested, righting the wheel again
Just in time to keep them from
golng off the road. But even as
he voiced his angry protest his
face drained white, A huge dark
shadow hnd passed them, grazing
the rear end of the roadster with
a sickening screéech. If Dan had
not grabbed the wheel then there
would have been a smashing head-
Iragic consequences.
slowed down, as soon as

s able, pulled up to a stop.
The big truck. appatently tuna-
ware that it hod hit them, con-
tinued on its way.

None of them spoke for n long
moment. A moment during which
speech was Impossible,

Corey frankly 'tonk out his
pocket ‘kerchiel to mop his per-
spiring forchead.

Then Sally sald quietly, though
a bit shakily, "You were right
agaln—as usunl, Dan. We would
have been killed if it had not been
for you" Once again Dan had
saved her life. Once again, as
Corey recognized grimly, Dan had
played the hero, Had outsmarted
him.

Perhnps that was what made
Carey decide to carry out the
plans he had been busy formulat-
ing. Perhaps he was nol s0 much
to blame for what he was to do,
After nll it was pretty hard, not
only to have another man steal
your girl, but to make you look
likke a fool before her. That was
& bit more than Corey Porter could
take.

“Sally's right,)" Corey sald.
certainly owe you a lot, Dan. T'll
make it up to you some way." He
opened the door to get out to see
what damuge had been done. The
rear bumper was bent, the gaso-
line tank dripping

“I'm afrald we'd better turn
around and go back,” Corey said,
“1 think the gos will hold out to
that last town, We'll poss Pudge
and the gang en route. You can
go on with them, Sally, while Dan
glves me a 1ift with this bus—that
is, of course, if those arrangements
check with you two?"

That wus not exactly the way
Sally would have liked it, but if
Dan agreed she would abide by
his decision. After all there was
no felling how badly Corey's car
was damaged, They could not
leave him without assistance.

"0t course that's okey with us"
Dan sald. He preferred, after
such an experience, to huve Sally
go the rest of the way with a
safer and saner driver. “We can
join the others Iater. That is, if
that's all right with you Sally?”

1t certainly iIs all right with me,
Corey 'though grimly; hiz blue
eyes lighting with smug satis{ac-
tion. This would give him plenty
of time to say whnt he had to

“We

say to Dan Reynolds.
(To Be Continued)
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Paving a Real Road
Of American Peace

WHATEVER are the lasting re-

sultls of the Pan-American
conference at Lima, Peru, a 14,-
500-mile ribbon of pesce is ale
ready under construction to link
the Americas. This iz the great
internntional highway which will
vaine day stretch from Canada to
the Argentine,

The Fifth International Confer=
ence of American States, meeting
in 1923 at Santiago, Chile, first
lald definite plans for the road.
Taday it is a reality in portions
ol 14 countries. When it Is fin-
fshed It will be the world's long-
est road.

Already motorists are using the
A00-mile stretch from Laredo,
Tex, to Mexico City, one of the
most beautiful pleces of highway
in the world, In twn years the
remalnitig 560 miles from Mexlco
City to Panamn City are sched-
uled to be completed, Some 800
of the 1830 miles through Canada
have been In use several years.

It Is the jungles of the Central
American countries that present
the biggest problem, Only por-
tions of these are now passable,
but within a few years the routes
that are now merely surveyors'
linas on a map will be stream-
lined highwayt. Onee in South
America, the motorist will And
good roads most of the way. It
is likely that cars may be ferried
from Panama to Veneruela If one
part of the jungle proves too haz-
srdous for road bullding.

So a dream of many years |s
being realized and observers place
great stress on the importance of
-+: this highway as
i i» alant link In
! American solidar-
.ity Shown here
t 6n a current Mex-
ln:n stamp s a
.porlinn of the
rn.:d View near
" Mexico City.
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LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE

Trouble Shooter

By HAROLD GRAY.
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