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CHAPTER I.

Tha Man Who Dared.
T h e  official s ta r te r  le t hta ra ised  

• rm  (all and leaned forw ard, peering 
across the  blended g lare and darkness.

"W hat?" he shouted, above th e  pul
sa tin g  ro a r o f th e  eleven racing  m a
r i n e s  lined up before th e  Judges' 
stand. “ W hat?"

T h ere  was a  flurry around th e  cen
tra l car, w hose d riv er leaned from  bis 
sea t to  s ta re  down a t  th e  m an who 
had slipped from  beside him to  th e  
ground. T he g re a t crowd congesting  
the grand-stand pressed closer to  the 
barrie r, s ta rin g  also, com m enting and 
conjecturing.

“T he m echanician of th e  M ercury is 
eS  his c a r!”

"F a in ted — "
; “Fell— ”

“T he  autom obiles hadn 't s ta r te d ; he 
m u s t be sick .”

The referee w as already  pushing his 
w ay back, bring ing  th e  report from 
th e  hastily  sum m oned surgeon.

“ H eart d isease ,” he announced right 
an d  left. “S tan to n ’s m echanician  Just 
dropped off h is seat, dead.

B ut S tan ton  him self had a lready  
sw ung out of h is car, w ith th e  en e r
ge tic  decision th a t m arked his every  
m ovem ent.

“My m an Is ou t,” he te rse ly  sta ted  
to  th e  s ta r te r . “1've got to  run  over 
to  my cam p and g e t ano ther. Will 
you hold the s ta r t  for m e?”

T he question w as ra th e r  a  dem and 
th a n  a  request. T here w as scarcely  
one am ong th e  vast audience who 
w ould no t have felt th e  spark le  gone 
from  th is strong  black w ine of sport 
they  had come to sip. If Ralph S tan ton  
bad been w ithdraw n from the tw enty- 
four-hour oontest. He had not only 
fam e a s  a  skilful and scientific race r; 
b e  had the  repu ta tion  of being the 
m ost spectacu larly  reck less d riv er In 
A m erica, whose death  could be bu t a 
question  of tim e and whose record  of 
acc iden ts  and  v ictories verged on the 
appalling . He knew  h is value as an 
a ttra c tio n , and th e  s ta r te r  knew It, 
a lth o u g h  p reserv ing  im passivity .

“F ive m inu tes ,” th e  official con
ceded, and drew  out his w atch.

A lready a  stream  of m en w ere ru n 
n ing  tow ard th e  M ercury cam p w ith 
th e  new s. S tan ton  sprang  Into his 
m achlno, deftly  sen t It forw ard out of 
th e  line, and shot around into th e  en 
tran ce  to the huge oval Held edged by 
th e  Beach tra ck ; a  m ile of w hite rib
bon  bordering a  green m edallion.

T he row of electric-lighted ten ts , 
each  num bered and nam ed for Its own 
rac ing  car, was in a  turm oil of excite
m ent. But m ost ag ita ted  was the 
g ro u p  before the  te n t m arked ”9, 
M ercury .”

"D urand 's down and out—give me 
an o th o r m an," called S tanton, halting  
b is noisy, flam irg  car. "Quick, you—" 

But no one stepped  forw ard from  
th e  c lu s te r of factory  men and m e
chanics. Only the  a ss is tan t m anager 
of the M ercury com pany responded 
to  the dem and:

“ Yes, go; one of you boys. I’ll m ake 
It righ t w ith you. You, Jones .”

“I’m m arried , s ir ,” refused Jones 
succinctly .

“W ell, you then , W alters. Good 
heavens, m an! w hat do you m ean?” 

F o r the  burly W alte rs backed away, 
ac tua lly  pale.

" I’ll dig potatoes, first, s ir.“
“W hy, you used to race?"
“ Not w ith S tan ton , s ir .”
T here  w as a low m urm ur of appro

val am ong h is m ates, and a draw ing 
to ge ther for support. S tan ton  stepped 
down from his car, snatch ing  off bis 
m ask  to show a  dark , strong  face 
grim  w ith anger and contem pt.

“You w retched, backboneless cow
a r d s ! ” he burled a t them , h is blue- 
black eyes flashing over the group. 
“ Do you know w hat 1 and the com 
pany stand  to lose If I'm disqualified 
fo r lack of one of you Jellyfish to sit 
beside me and pump oil? Isn 't th ere  
a  m an In the cam p? I’ll give fifty dol
la rs  m yself to  the one who goes, a 
hundred  if I w in."

"IH  prom ise tw ice th a t,” eagerly  
supplem ented Green, th e  a ss is tan t 
m anager. H e had p rivate  be ts on 
Btanton.

Not one of th e  clustered  w orkm en 
moved.

"Damn you!" pronounced the driver, 
b itte rly  and com prehensively. "I 'll re
p ea t th a t offer to  th e  m an who will 
go for th e  first th ree  hours only, and 
m eanw hile w e ll send to  New York 
and find a  red-blooded m ale.”

T he m en looked a t  one another, but 
shook th e ir  heads.

"N o? You w on 't? Tou w ork your 
m iserab le  bodies th ree  m on ths to earn  
w hat I offer fo r th ree  hours. W hat'» 
th e  m a tte r w ith you. don’t  I risk my 
week?" He tu rned , sending kls pow
erfu l voice ringing down the line. 
“ H ere, hunt the paddock, a ll i f

tw o hundred  do llars fo r a  m an  to  ride 
th e  nex t th re e  hours w ith m e !”

“You can 't tak e  a  m an from  an o th e r 
cam p, B tanton," p ro tested  th e  fran tic  
Mr. Green. “H e m ight tr ick  you, h u rt 
th e  ea r.”

H is appeal w ent down th e  w ind un
heeded, excep t for one glance from  th e  
race r 's  g leam ing eyes.

“He won’t  trick  me.” said S tanton.
T he crow ded stan d s w ere a  bulk of 

sw aying, see th ing  Im patience. T he 
paddock w as In an  uproar, th e  Mer
cu ry  cam p th e  cen te r of In te re s t  But 
no vo lun teers answ ered the call. T he 
pan ting  m achine, its  hood w rapped In 
Jets of v io let flame, headligh ts and 
tail-lights shedding vivid Illum ination 
around th e  figure of Its baffled m aster, 
quivered w ith  Im potent life and 
s treng th . Raging, S u n  ton stood, 
w atch  In hand, h is face a  se t study  In 
scorn.

Suddenly th e  harsh  rasp  of th e  offi
cial klaxon soared above th e  hubbub, 
w arning, sum m oning.

“F o u r m inutes,” panted  th e  despair
ing a ss isU n t m anager. “S tan ton—”

Som e one w as running  tow ard them , 
som e one fo r whom a lane was opened 
by th e  specta to rs from  o th er cam ps 
who had congregated.

“Get aboard ,” called ahead a  fresh  
young voice. "G et aboard ; I ’ll go."

“T hank  H eaven for a  m an !” snarled  
S tan ton , as th e  ru n n er dashed up. 
"W hy, I t’s a  boy!”

"Floyd,” Mr. G reen hailed hysterica l
ly. “You'll go?’

" I l l  go," assu red  Floyd, and faced 
the d river; a  slim , youthful figure In 
a  m echanic’s b lue overalls, h is sleeves 
rolled to th e  elbows and leaving bare  
b is slender a rm s; h is head, covered 
like a 'g irl's  w ith soft closely cropped 
curling  brown hair, tilted  back as  his 
steady  gray  eyes looked up a t  S tan 
ton.

“You? You couldn’t  c rank  a tax i
cab," flung th e  racer, b ru ta l with d is
appo in tm en t and w rath . "You'd go? 
A boy?”

“ lm  as old as th e  d riv er of the 
S inger car, and scan t five years young
e r  than  you—I'm tw enty-one,” flashed 
the re to rt. "And I know all th e re  is 
about gasoline cars. I guess you’re  
big enough to  crank  your own m otor 
a re n ’t you, if I c an 't?  You’ve got 
th irty  seconds le ft; do you w ant m e?”

M et on h is own tone, S tanton 
gasped, then  caught h is m ask from  
the m an who held it.

"W hy don 't you get on your 
c lo thes?” he dem anded savagely. 
"A re you going to  race like th a t?  
Jum p, you useless cow ards there—  
can 't you pass him h is th ings? Tele
phone th e  stand  th a t I ’m coming, som e 
one.”

T h ere  w as a  wild scu rry  of p repara
tion, th e  telephone bell Jingled m adly.

" Je s  Floyd is one of o u r new factory

dancing behind th e  goggles, th e  red  
young m outh sm iling below th e  m ask, 
th e  sh in ing  young curls w hich the 
cap failed  to  cover. H e stared , then  
slowly relaxed Into a  sm ile, and w ent 
forw ard.

“T he  ta lk ing  done w hile I’m np. Is 
done by m e,” s ta ted  S tan to n  forcibly. 
"R em em ber.”

“Don’t  you ev e r  need a  re s t? “ 
queried Floyd.

S tan ton  opened h is Ups, and closed 
them  again  w ithout speaking H is 
tra ined  glance w en t to  sw eep his op
ponents , gaging th e ir  re la tive  posi
tions, th e ir  p.-"_*bls o rder on the first 
tu rn , and  his own best move. T he 
successive flashlights on e ith e r  side 
w ere blinding, th e  a tm osphere w as 
suffocating w ith th e  ex h au st gasolene 
and acety lene fum es. I t w as as fa
m iliar to  him  as th e  odor of saw dust 
to  the circus dw eller, as th e  strong  
sa lt wind to a  h ab itan t of th e  coast; 
th e  unusual e lem en t lay In th e  boy 
beside him. Man, he refused to  
acknow ledge him.

T he sh arp  crack  of a  pistol, th e  fall 
of a  flag, and th e  w hole struggling, 
flaming flock sp rang  forw ard tow ard 
th e  first tu rn , w heel to  w heel In 
death-edged contest. And S tan ton  f o r  
got his »mechanician.

T he M ercury led th e  first circu it, as 
usual. I t  w as very fast, and Its pilot 
took the chances m ore p rudent d rivers 
avoided. Still, th e  lead was less than  
th e  car’s own length, two of Its c losest 
rivals hanging a t its  flanks, w hen they 
passed th e  tum ultuous grand-stand. 
Ju s t ahead lay again  th e  “death  
curve.” T here  w as a sw ift m ovem ent 
beside S tan ton , th e  pendent linen 
s tream ers floating from  his cap w ere 
deftly  seised and th e  d u st sw ept from  
his goggles w ith a  practiced  rapidity .

"C ar on each  side an ' one try in g  to  
pass ,” th e  c lear voice pierced the 
hearing. “No room nex t th e  fence .”

S tan ton  g ran ted . T he boy knew 
how to rise  In a  speeding m achine, 
then , and how to tak e  care  of h is 
d river, he noted. N evertheless, be 
m eant to tak e  th a t fence side.

And he did. As th e  o th er d rivers 
sh u t off pow er to tak e  th e  dangerous 
bend m ore slowly, S tan ton  sho t fo r
w ard a t  unchanged speed, cut In ahead 
and sw ept first around the tu rn , tak 
ing th e  inside curve. The specta to rs 
rose w ith a  universal cry of consterna
tion ; the M ercury sw erved, alm ost 
facing the Infield fence, sk idding ap
pallingly and lurching d rankenly  on 
two wheels, then  righted  Itself under 
th e  steering-w heel in  th e  m a s te r’s 
hands, and rushed on, leading by a 
hundred feet.

The people cheered fran tically , the 
band crashed in to  raucous music. 
S tan to n 's  m echanician  got up to  lean 
over the  back of th e  flying car and 
feel th e  re a r  casings.

FOR AWKWARD SQUAD

D R ILL SE R G E A N T’S ADVICE TC 
T H E  M ILIT IA  R ECR UIT.

Stanton Stood, Watch In Hand, HI* Face a Set Sti jy  in Scorn.

m en," hu rried  Mr. G reen. In b rea th less 
exp lanation , a s  S tan ton  took his seat. 
"H e 's  a  gas-engine w onder—he knows 
them  like a clock—he tuned up th is 
c a r  you 've got. th is  m orning—’’

T he klaxon brayed again. A trim  ap 
parition  In racing  costum e darted  
from  th e  ten t to  sw ing Into th e  nar- 
row sea t beside th e  d river, and Stan- 
ton 'a  c a r  leaped fo r th e  paddock ex it 
w ith a  ro a r answ ered  by th e  deafen
ing roar of welcome from  th e  specta
tors.

"Seven m inu tes ,” snapped th e  s ta r t
er, a s  th e  M ercury wheeled In line.

S tan ton  shrugged  his shoulders w ith 
suprem e Indifference, perfectly  aw are 
of hla secu rity , since the  s ta r t had 
not been m ade. But h is m echanician 
leaned forw ard w ith a little  gurgle of 
Irresistib le , sunsho t laughter.

"D on’t  w orry." he  b eso u g h t "Really, 
w e ll get In seven m inu tes ahead.”

His m ocking young voice carried  
above th e  terrific  din of th e  eleven 
huge m achines, and S tan ton  turned 
upon him , am aaed and  Irrita ted  a t  the 
audacity . T he s ta r te r  also  stared . 
Just a s  a  flashlight flared up and 
showed fully th e  young gray  eyes

“You're try in ’ to  tires ,"  he im parted , 
hla accen ts close to  th e  d riv er’s ear.

T hat was the first tim e th a t S tan ton  
noticed th a t Floyd lisped and b lurred  
h is final "g”  In m om ents of ex c ite 
m e n t It m ight have sounded effemi
nate , If th e  voice had no t been w ith
out a  trem or. As It was—

At th e  end of th e  first hour, th e  
bulletin  boards show ed th e  M ercury 
five laps ahead of its  n ea res t rival. 
And then  Floyd spoke again  to  his 
driver.

"W hat?” S tan ton  questioned, above 
the no ise  of th e  motor.

"W e’ve got to  run  In; I'm  afra id  of 
the re a r Inside shoe. It w on 't stand  
an o th e r skid like th e  l a s t ”

S tan to n 's  m outh sh u t In a  hard  
line.

"I w ill not," be sta ted . “Get back 
In your place. You can ’t  ta ll.”

“1 can."
S tan ton  deigned no reply, sliding 

past one of th e  slow er c a rs  on th e  
back s tre tch . To go In m ean t to  loaa 
th e  w hole tim e gained. As they  took 
th e  back tu rn , Floyd again  
over.

(TO M  CONTXXUZDl»

Instructions for ths Making of a Good
Soldier That Contain Much Valu
able Inside Information Couched 

In Homely Phraseology.

Instructions to  a  newly enlistee 
man, JuBt published, issued for the in
form ation of the organized m ilitia  ol 
New York, contains some Interesting 
Inside inform ation.

A dju tan t G eneral V erbeck s ta te s  in 
a  forew ord th a t th e  Instructions are 
couched in a homely phraseology, such 
as  a drill sergean t m ight use in a talk 
to  a rec ru it In whom he Is In terested .

H ere, then. Is th e  d rill sergean t In 
a c tio n :

"D on’t get m ad because you don’t 
understand  the reason fo r a command. 
I t m ay have a  deeper m eaning than 
you can fathom . J u s t do i t  and le t It 
go a t  t h a t

“T he object of d rill and discipline Is 
no t to  w orry  you. T he cap ta in  Is not 
s ittin g  up all n igh t to  Invent con trap 
tions to  persecu te  you.

"If you a re  w eak and  easily  thrown 
off your base, g e t back Into contro l of 
yourself a s  quickly a s  you can. If you 
a re  th e  kind th a t  bolls over a t the 
s ligh test rubbing th e  w rong way, put 
up th e  bluff th a t you a re  cool as a  cu
cum ber. D isguise your anger.

‘‘Don’t  stay  mad long; It uses up too 
much energy. Save your energy as you 
would am m unition. R em em ber th a t It 
Is a  sign of streng th  to  h ide your tem 
per. D on’t copy a f te r  some few offi
cers  who b lu s te r and storm  w ith brave 
oaths. T hey p e te r out on the  firing 
line. H ot beads m ake cold feet. Be 
afra id  of th e  quiet kind.

"Rub yourself off the s la te  and you’ll 
ge t along w ith th e  m en of your com
pany. I t Is only th e  conspicuous, fresh 
rec ru it w ho ta lk s  too much w ith his 
m outh  th a t Is sen t on e rran d s  for 
'sk irm ish  line,’ ‘saber am m unition,' 
‘ten t w renches’ and o th er Im aginary 
ordnance  property.

‘"’If you a re  easy going and a good 
sport, you will take  these  harm less 
Jokes In a good na tu red  way and get 
along w ith your bunkle and o ther 
com rades. If you can contro l your tem 
p er and have th e  nerve  to  stand  a lit
tle  teas ing  w ithout spu ttering , you 
w on’t  ran  up aga in s t any  of the cheap, 
high school varie ty  of hazing.

''«W ar your h a t s tra ig h t on your 
head, not cocked saucily  on the side. 
Don’t  w ear It on the  back of the head. 
Don’t  stick  cartridges In th e  hatband. 
Don’t have th e  service h a t used as an 
au tograph  album .

"L earn  to  stand  steadily , no t like a 
ram rod, bu t w ithout stra in . Don’t sp it 
in ran k s ; don’t wiggle. Don’t  follow 
th e  Inspector w ith your eyes.

‘‘W hen your com pany Is dism issed 
from  drill, don 't tu rn  a handspring, 
howl w ith Joy o r fire off blank ca rt
ridges. On th e  o th er hand, don 't limp 
off, cussing  out your captain, thus ad
vertising  th a t you a re  all in. Ju s t d is
appear; evaporate.

"D on’t  roll up your sh irt sleeves un
less you a re  doing d irty  w ork and 
w ant them  kept clean. N ever point 
your gun a t anyone. Keep It locked. 
You m ust hab itually  Im agine th a t it  Is 
loaded. W hen you are  on th e  range, 
keep the  bolt draw n back excep t when 
you a re  actually  shooting.

“D on’t  fence w ith your bayonet or 
sw ing It about recklessly, as It Is as 
sharp  a s  a  razor.

“In itia tive  te lls  you w hat to  do and 
w hen to  do It. It 's  th e  b ra in s  In the 
head, no t In th e  heels. I t ’s th e  stuff 
out o f w hich cap ta ins a re  made. W hen 
you’re  In th e  trenches and you can ’t 
h ea r yourself th ink  fo r th e  ra ttle . It 
te lls  you w hen to  cease firing and 
w hen to  dash  forw ard, stooping low to | 
th e  ground un til you come to the  next 
cover. In itia tive  te lls  you w hen you’re 
to  ‘follow m e.’ I t dopes out th e  plan. 
I t ca rries  It out. In itia tive  Is the  happy 
thought pu t in to  action.

’’Obedience, nerve and Initiative, but 
’h e  g rea tes t of these  is In itiative.”

M other's Only Chance.
John , th e  twelve-year-old son of a 

widely known corporation law yer of 
K ansas City whose public life often 
brings h is p ictu re  in th e  daily press, 
caused h is fa th e r much am usem ent 
and pride when he re tu rned  home from 
school th e  o th er night. R unning to  
his fa th e r the boy pointed to  a picture 
of h im self prin ted  In th e  dally paper.

“Pa, I guess I can get my picture 
In th e  paper, too," the  boy proudly 
said. “I won th e  first prize In the 
school debate ."

T he boy 's m other cam e up and 
laughingly said : "W ell, I do no t think 
th a t is fair. Y our papa has his pic
tu re  In th e  paper so many tim es, and 
here  you begin. W hat can I do to get 
my p ictu re  published?”

T he boy pondered a m om ent and 
then sa id : "W ell, m am a, I guess you
will have to  s ta r t  tak ing  p a ten t medi
cine. You can get your p ictu re  In 
he paper then .”

Hardness of a Diamond.
A ca rp en te r ru n s  h is p lane over i  

piece of wood and ou t come th e  p re tty  
cudly shavings. Now, If a  plane is 
m ade w ith a  diam ond blade Instead of 
a steel blade, and th e  blade is set Just 
righ t, th e  plane w hen ran  over glass 
will tu rn  out fine, th in  sh arin g s, som e
th ing  like those  m sde by a plane un 
wood. T h is gives som e Idea of the 
w onderful hardness of a diam ond, yet 
th e re  Is som eth ing  h a rd e r th an  a  dia
m ond; It Is an o th e r diam ond o r even 
th e  sam e diam ond, fo r a diam ond may 
he ex tra  hard  In one p a rt and not so 
hard  tm an o th e r o a r t

W. M. Langley & Son
Lawyers

Forest Grove, Ogn.

W. P. Dyke
Attorney-at-LaW

anJ

Notary ‘Public
Forest Grove Oregon
Hollis & Graham

A  ttomeys-at-LaW

Forest Grove, Ogn.
J. N. Hoffman

Attorney-at-Law 
EQUITY AND PROBA TE ONLY 
Office Hoffman Bldg. Pacific Ave. 

Ind. Phone 502 Forest Grove

»»• »**•»***«.»,

Physician and Surgeon
Office in Abbott Bldg.

Both Phones Forest Grove, Oga.

Ind. Phones
Residence 0332 Office 033 J

DR. C.E. W A L K E R

Osteopathic Physician

Treatment by Special Appoint» 
ment Only

W.Q. Tucker, M. D.
Physician and Surgeon

Calls answ ered prom ptly day or night 
Phone: Office 271, Residence 283.

C. W. MERTZ J. C. LATTA

M ERTZ &  L A T T A

Forest Grove Steam Laundry
Ice, Cold Storage, Wood and Coal

Both Phones Corner Fifth Avenue and Second Street

Central Livery Barns
Me Namer & Wirtz, Proprietors

General Livery
and Tillamook Stage Lines.

PEERLESS C A FE TE R IA
104 F I F T H  S T R E E T  
Between Wash, and S tark

P O R T L A N D ,

84 and 86 FIFT H  STREET 
Between S tark  and Oak

O R E G O N

The Best Place in Portland to Eat and at 
Most Reasonable Prices

THE CASA ROSA
Corner Third A venue and Third S tree t

ROOM AND BOARD $4 PER WEEK
Telephone 025 MRS. C. R. VEDDER. Proprietor

CITY CAFE
MAIN STREET. N EA R PACIFIC AVEN U E, 

FOREST GROVE, OREGON
Meals at all Hours. Th e  Best of Everything 

Served Right
Wm. Ruffner, Proprietor

Commercial

Printin
E are in a better position than ever to 

do all kinds of Fine Commercial Print
ing on short notice, having just recently 
installed new machinery and a com
plete line of the latest styles of type faces

BILL HEADS, LETTER HEADS, STATEMENTS, 
LEGAL BLANKS, POSTERS, BRIEFS, ENVEL
OPES, CALLING CARDS, ETC. Up-to-date work 

on short notice.

SATISFACTION G U A R A N T E E D

Press Job Rooms
THE QUALITY SHOP


