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(Continued from last week)
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*You're mght restless down here at
®whe Springs, uren't you, Mise Della?”

“Restless!| Well, rather! Me down
here In the Allmentary Canel zone,
when IU's Aero week und the Motor
Cup ruces at home !

*To think of u little Cotey like you
®eing 8o crazy over aleships. Aren't
you afruid, Miss Delin, to—"

“Afruld! Why, ['ve taken Iwo
flights alrendy, 1 was among those
present o Kevillon's famous plane the
time he carrled o passenger at the
Chilcugo mveet, | went up with Arch
Meyer the first thue he tried out his
old monoplune, J—"

“Just full of pep. nin't you!"

“Why., there's not an altipan ever
dropped In at the office while | wus

stenoging that 1 didu't Invite myself
up with, Afrald! Gee, 1 cun taste n
flight now. Cloud In wy mouth and
radn hefore I8 raln In oy faee! A
feellng ke all of a swbden my feet
mre oul frec from psplialt and  the
world has sl out from under me
Upsnp-up ! WIHE this warty old plazeet
dropping away Lbhe o pebble ot o
e, Scooting o wings through the
middle of o milllon yenrs! Thut's the

My,

s e, M

way it feeis T you,
Ayving 1heough

Chihig, 1o go

your racdes

8 vertleal and the alr gusts let tln
Plunes wlone,
“Well, H—If you ain't Just full of

bigh Jinks. T tel) you o follow Hke e,
who lets himself get close up to forty
with his nese and eyes to the grind-
stone, sol thines  Just e
there from hubdt unless something ke
you coiavs nlong to wake b up”
*You self-mnde men, Mr, Guanz, ure
sometimes ke homeanude NVing ma

|\I'i'|th

chinea, After you got wlugs, you
don'"t know how to use ‘o™
“Iou Dpelr 1've Deen Bleeping. MIEs

lla, but I'm awake now and—und

woke me."”

“Flying, Mr. Ganz, Is llke any other

ple where—"

“Now just don't you begin to get

awuy from the subject of—you
me like you did last night, Miss
when you wouldn't let me suy

t I've got In my heart to.”
“It's you who changed the subject,
r. Ganz. We were tulking about alr-
und 1 was trying to tell you
hat we were stunding on the edge of

e alr age. We've tinlshed with the

age and the lron age and all
other ages and now we are ready
or the—"

“But, Miss Della, what 1 got In my
Beart to tell you Is wore lmportant
P____n

“There are no Hmits to the alrplang,
Br. Ganz, that's what muakes It the

test of all inventlons, Mountains,
woas, valleys wnd rivers won't be any
ore of an obstucle to men hereafter
an @ rellef wap Is to you, if you
{wuve your hand over It*
“Rut—-"
SWl—
! "1 worked In an aero office for six
months, Mr. Gang, I've heard them
first-mud and seen what the boys
fwith the ldeas and the nerve are do-
Mng. Why, I know & boy right this

'hunule who Is putting the finishing

pmk’ht-s to a biplane out In his back
ed that not ouly I8 golng to do the
nelest fiving thils world has ever
meen, but if ever he can get it before
dhe public, s golug to give the gov-
ernment the thrlll of its lfe In natlon-
al defense. 1 know another fellow,
oo, Ed Wuller of Dayton, ls—
+ “Man wapsn't made for fiying, Miss
Della, or the Alwmighty would huve
given him wings, Just like he wasu’t
&Iﬁllt‘ for water or lie'd have fins"”

“And bhe wasn't mude for roller-
skating or the Almighty would have
given hlmn custers, is that your lden,
Mr. Gunz?

“Where 1'd llke to see you, Miss Del.
la, Is lu & !ttle nest right down lere
cloge to eurth In a little elegantly fur-
nished, stenw-beat and Janitor-service

t-for-twe on the south side of Chl-

go."

*“You're like mommy and papa. you
haven't the vislon of un owl In the
sun. That's what's the watter with all
wof you. All your noses are worn off at
the end from the grindstone. You've
mever dresmed a dream. You've never
mat o an airplune and felt It give that
Qittle pulling Uft that clears the

round, und suddenly felt yourself

lmwing up past the swallows 1o the
sky. Oh! OL! Oh!™

“But, Miss Della, 1 know & young
man got consumption frow such high
mlr as thut. He—"

“It's the boys with the dreams and
the lpagination and the AMh diwen-
slon In thinkiung, Mr. Ganz, not the
grindstoners, who have given the
world the jolts and mwodern conveul-
ences, Take Bjorn Bjorstedt, the first
man to volplane In the great exhibit
Rights st Great Neck, There's o fel-
low whe stept on park beuches sud
ale from dour t¢ door. 80 he could put

Diella, this pain In wmy left side Is
scintion. It's just like, Miss Della, you
bud taken a bttle arrow und stubbed

me right through the heart”
“WWHAL | WAS I ing W show you,

Mr. Ganz, Is that you're wrong about
fiying. If you were to get yourself
nterested In the greatest Invention
of all time and put up A purse now
aud then for fancy flylug, tog help
swlong the boys who are grinning back
ut denth and making the history of
the airplaone, you'd gel so wrapped up
In the vitals thut wuke a henvier-than-
alr-muchine fly, and—thut maybe
you'd forget your own vitals, Mr
Gung., Just try to lmegine yourself
fiying at night, Mr, Ganz, with the air
like ink around you, and s

“The night alir s bad for me, Miss
Delln, wy jolntg——="

“Night  air!™  crled Miss  Delln,
thrusting her face forwnrd ns If she
would drink In  aerial chainpaEne,
“Why, the duy they shut In my sleep-
Ing porch at howe and ve got to stop
sineliing the stars wll night, then let
me die, gay 1, et me die!™

“There wins o Miss Della, 1
was Just llke you, pething could get
the best of me. There's nothing the
mutter with me now, Miss Delln, ex
cept all that's ailing  me my
mother died is—1-—]1 need o home
Miss Della; regular menla apnin and

L,

sinve

wnd someboidy to—to Cure oliv Way
or anothier about me, little Cutey,
sotmebody: to—"

“Flense, Mr., Ganz, don't—"

“It's living nround without an home
hins done it, Miss Della. When 1 had
n regulne HUving 1 hnd my health, and

—gnd when [ get my henlthy, and
Delia, 1=1'tn s chipper as they come,”
(O course, you fire”

“Home cooking I1s all 1 need, Miss
Delln, My dector says I 1 stick to my

diet and keep out of the night alr
untll the swelllng gets out of my
Juints —t

“Look,"” erled Mlisa Kessler, sudden-
Iy throwing back her head to sniff the
fumes of autumn, “why it's just llke
coming out of twilight Into high noon,
Isu't Y Look at those links and the
fint eoaniry beyond starlug back at
the sun., Gee!"

L] L] - - - [ ]

They had emerged from the leafy
hade of the wonds into the white
lght of a sun-drenched morning. In
the middle distance on the close-
cropped links, a woman buoyantly
polged for stroke let fly her brassie,

“Lovk down there by De Leon, Miss
Della, all of them at their sun buths,
I tell you there's nothing like warm
rays for getting the rbeumatism out
of you"

“Why==why—gee "

*What, Migs Della?T

“Oee, whiz!™

“Migs Della!™

“T must have been dreaming. Look,

will you! It never struck me before.
Look out there. What a field for a
fllght 1"

“A Mght?

“What a rise a bhiplane could get
off land Hke this, What & rise!™

“Just lock over there in the sun,

will you? Tom Riley, himself, Hirk-
himer, them two big guns from New
York and the whole crowd of them,
I tell you It's & plensure to be down
here with all those bLlg npawes, eh,
Misz Della?

On benches dragged from the shade
trees pat out Into the white morning,
a group of Hotel Cadillae guests
spread themselves to the sun, the
running line of thelr conversation as
lusistent as the up and down rune
of a bagplpe, Upon the knot of them,
vapldly spread out there us If grouped
by Wattenu for a conceit in oll, Miss
Kessler flushed her Insplred eyes.

“Mr, Riley'" she cried and clapped
her hands.

The proprietor of the Hotel Cadil-
lne ralsed two hundred pounds  of
democracy and affubllity from & slat
heneh and executed an ambitious bow,

“Good-morning to yon, Httle lady,
and If you aren’t as chipper as a
4‘I-.tl'1|n=l'.k HE USURL"

Townrd Mr. Ganz the proprietor of
the Hotel Cadlllne extended 4 heavy
hearty arm

"Well, Ganz, how are my springs
treating yout”

“Great, Mr. Rlley, except somehow
my jolnts—-*

“AMr. Riley, I've got an lden!™

*“Nou've got an Idea, Mlttle Miss Del-
la? That's nothing new for you."

“It Just hit we hing In the eye. It
—{U's lmmense, Mr, Rilev."

“What Is It now, lttle one, a dance
In the grill or a long-distunce water
drinking contest "

“I want you to look, Mr. Riley; you,
Mr. Gunz and Mr. Hirkhlmer; you,
Mr, Chalmers and Mr. Mange and Mr.
Lobenz, Look, Mrs, Van Ritz, out
there over the felds and what do you
see? Look ™

“l see ride In vrondt of me, Milss
Gezzler, one preddy Mttle gurrl”

“Ob, oh, leok sgain, Mr, Hirkhimer;
you, Mr. Riley, Mr. Lobenz. All of
you! Don't you seel”

Mr. Percival Chualmers, of Boston,
leaned forward, his hands clasped
over the top of his cane.

“Beg purdon, where did you say 1"

“There! There!” cried Miss Kess-
ler, aud sprang ut & bound to & bench,
stunding aloft there with her arm out-
flung full stretchu

“Where, Miss Kessler]™

“Play ap nothing, Mr. Riley, and if
you're the goud hotel man | think you
nre, you'll sit up and take notice of
wlint I'm telling you. Out there In
that flat country with nothing but ant-
hills for obetacles, you've got the mak-
Ing of n record-breaking aero meet
with nothing but cluss A exhibits fly-
fug, and the bilggest crowd down here
thint these springs ever drenmed of
having in a milllon years. Just look!
No water, no hills, no treacherous air

RS e 1
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“Get the Crowds Down Here™

"murrents,
sky. An exhibition
will be a riot

“Hy gelly, she's pight!" sald Hir-
kimer. “By golly, & man lge you,
Riley, with such a following lige yon
got In Indinna conld mnge for your
springs here g sensation.”

“Liet down here,” con-
tinued Miss Kessler, enthusastically,
“You've got the whole Middle West to
draw un amd the Eust and the South,
to, for that matter, I tel) you, it's a
great scheme, Mr. Riley, Aviution's the

iz
1 tell vou

down here
A ript ™

the crowds

great question of pence and war, Let's
have a flight! 1 Just wonder It didn't
hit me before. 1 know the whole alr
gung. I kunow them all, 1 tell you,
and If you big bugs will get up the
purse, I can get you any of the fancy
fliers of the worid down here for an
exhibition flight.”

“But Miss Kesslep——"

“1 know & man's got a biplane In
his buck shed right now that will fo
cus the eyes of the world on Cadillac
Springs over night, ! we can get Lim
down here for his first exhibition
flight. Whut would you say If I could
get him down here on a moderatie
purse, for the first exhibition fight of
& machine that’s going to put Aying
forwurd a guarter of a century, for
you? This I8 the kind of a field he
needs to prove that he's done that lit-
the thing! Ask uny aviator the value
of a flut country. Why, I've got so
much fuith, ludies snd gentlemen, In
that Meyer biplane and in her new sta-

bilizer thut 1—=I'd stake a million dol- |

lars on it, if 1 had it. I'd badk wy

soul on that machine”

“Laoog how egzited she gets, Aln't
It a treut, Liley, to see her!™

“But—"-"

“Start the hall rolling! Who'll start
her? Who? Mr. Gang, you're a suc-
cessful business man who told me not
ten minutes ago thut my smile was
worth five thousand, Prove it. Look
At it now, Is it still worth the money?
Start the purse with that five thou-

Noth.ng bur eountry flat ns |

sand, Mr, Gunz, and Iif she don't Im-p'

the double loop four times and write
each loop in tire, purse refunded llke
I promised. Start her with five thou-
sand, Mr. Gunz. Are you a gentle-
man of your word, Mr. Gunz, and
game enovugh to start beg with five
thousund 1™

“Miss Della, you—you're only fool-
ing. Such a lttle cut-up!™

*Foollng! I1f 1 was any more in
earnest 1I'd break a blood yvessel™

“Dot’s ride, Mliss Gezzler, muge him
buy."”

“Start her with five thousand, Mr,
Ganz, Come in your shuare, Mr,
Riley, It's your eunterprise, afrer all,
and you go him a couple of thousand
better. It's cheup at the price, Mr.
Riley. Blordstedt got twenty thouw-
sand for his lust fight and came down
In ten minutes with a broken rudder,
but just the sume he put Great Neck
on the mup. Dou't be a bunch of
pikers. You, Mr. Lobens, If you're the
good sport 1 think you are, what's a
few thousand to you? Come on in it
Mr. Chtimers, and 'l make you for-
get what wmils you; you, Mrs. Van
Rite, If you're a gentleman of your
word, Mr. Gunz, you'll start the ball
rolling with that five thousand.”

“*Twenty — twenty-ive — hundred,
Miss Kessler, Is all I—1——"

“Good! Twenty-five hundred for a
etarter., Mr, Muax Ganz of Chlcagoe
sturts the ball relling with twenty-five
hundred. Am 1 bid more? Am 1 bid
more? It's your enterprise down here,
Mr. Riley, and the pet results will be
yours. The proprietor of the Hotel
Cudillae must heud the lst. Am 1 big
| ——— s i =

two tousand feet"

“No sooner gnld than done! One
thousand from Mr, Hirkimer and now
vou, Mr. Lobenz. How much?”

“You ean't expect a man in the an-
tomobile business, Miss Kessler, to
subseribe to aviation™

“Why not? The bigrest automoblle
mun In the world started out mano-
facturing one-horse shaye, How much,
Mr. Lorenz? Mr. Mange? Mr. Chul-
mers? Gond! lat me put gou down
for one thousund ench, and now you
over there, Mrs. Vun Ritz. Let's hive
henith, wenith and besuty on our let,
and U8 up to you te supply the last

How much, Mre, Van HRitzt How
L T
“Two thousand,” Epeken coldly as

through n we blanket and the yellow
head still held In profile,

“Unteh e, darlings, while T faint!
Bleven thousand five hundied, and hes
fore the day Is over, 11°1 be twice that,
Ladies and gentlemen, you're helping

ro ke the Nistory of the alr, and
'm proud of you!™ i
She Jumped Hehtly down without
he proffered ald of Mr, Ritey and
fr. Ganz andd dorted nto the shaded
rick lending up tewanrd the hotel, !

“But, Miss Kesslor—"

“' off te the hotel to send off
(lesrams hefore yon  change  yonp
mind=s. Hold my bat, Mr. Gunz, until
I come buek., Wl ™

And she wns off, her vivid face
hrust forsard and Ler slbows laid

ach peuinst Ner slim sides,

In the ligy of the vernmda, plying
her plachd need!'e aed the tose grow-
ing Lier Ptteen Aes kvssior
gluneal up ar the resh of her daughs |
ter's approech 'l

“Why wlln Baby—whnt  excite-

mwent voo got! Dwelin, yon got news for
it
“Yex, dear!

“In Yo

Yes, deyr!™
fice 1 con see It
Dellan, you got

Della !
Ganz ! fur Imy-
ma?’

“Yes, mominy dear

"ot In Himoen,™
ler, rising. runt oz high and
her crocnel rolling to the Goor,

“Great npews, mommy denr, only let
me pass, 1 must hurry. Great news!™

“Dielin, did he—-"

“An exbibition flight down here,
mommy., The longest purse and the |

biggest flight of the yenr. The biggesat
flight of the yenr, mommy dear. Let
me go. Let me go!*

“Gott In Himmel !" repeated Mrs.
Eessler, reseating herself and as if
ber vocal chords had suddenly rusted.

L] L - L] L] -

On the night of the exhibition flight
of the Meyer biplane at Cadillae
Srings, the alr of Indian summer
hung heavy with the smooth ingratiat-
ing quality of milk. Septeinber night
luy on the ‘stubble fields but grilled
into by a serles of white are lights
swung from temporary poles und pour-
ing, as hot steel 18 poured, their Hght
upon an Improvised grandstund and
an adjoining section of roped-off space
for the standing throng; upon a teme-
porury shed erected at the opposite
end of the field and wpoen the doughy |

IIVWE
hgt—="" [
cried] Mrs, Kess.
her vaive

outstanding faces of twelve thousand
wilting spectators, mortared into a
wall five breasts deep around the
roped-in section, [

In the front row, her erimson sWwent-
er pushed Lalf back from her shoul-
ders and ber small hands gripping the
splintery hund-rafl until she knuckles
spring up white, Miss Della RKessler
drove her doark gaze duwn the length |
of the field,

“Why, oh, why, don't he stari? I'll
run down again to the field and—"
“Iwlln, 1 want you should sit right
In this box Ly your puapa sand Mr.
Ganz and Miina and me. 1 don't see
ne glrls down there, only men ground, |
Minuna, his own slster, ean sit quiet
Lhere untll he gues up, aud go shiould

yon" e tiplh oo FE#

Miss Minua Meyer, snug te her
literal teeth In a gray wool incket
and a gray wool moffler wooand high !
nnd reveallng only her eves and h!l';
high-pit-hed check bones, turned In

her swuddlin s towarl Mrs |(v~:'-lu‘r,

her volee percolat’ng through weol,
Yaprs, Kessler, If I was to have
stuck arvund on the damp grovund

every thme brether made o teinl tight
of his machine, T'd L= In wy grave
now from sclatic pleurlsy.”

Mr. Guanz looped hinself farther
acruss the buck of Miss Moever's chalr, |

“From what, Miss Meyer?

“Kelafle pleurisy, Mr, Gane.
great sufferer from it”

“I wonder, Miss Meyer, If that
counid he what 1 sometimes feel o my
left hip.™

“Certainly It Is, Mr.
condition of the sockets.'

“That's It then. Sclatie—what?

“Pleurisy.”

“Meurisy. 1 ean tell yon, Miss
Meser, In the three days you've heen
here st the Springs, you've told me
more about myself than the doctors in
Bix dingnoses eould. It wes warth the
twenty-five hundred, Miss Mever, just
to—10 have you come here, THe min-
ute I'm out in the nlght air llke now,
right sway In my left thigh 1 get such
a twinge thnt—"

“Conld It be his valves are hinder-
ing his fight, Minna? Could t?"

“I lon't know, Della, You're gefting
me ull worked up, tee. Chills aud

I'm a

Ganz. It's a

.

{ born te run people and to run homes

| Minnu

and rome to be generals in armles
She's n genernl, 1 tell you, Just look
how Ele got the whole hotel of us
out here lu the night alr where we
don't belong.™

“How she engineered 1t all, though!
Eh, Ganz? Fifteen thousand dollars
she raised ke It was ffteen cents,
Over night she mukes » rich man owt
of & poor boy. Like Tom Riloy shive
himself, Nupoleon couldn’t do g0 well
My little girl she's a gomd one, eh
Gank? Better as her old popa.”

“A general In the army, 1 tell you
Kessler,”

With her full back turned to the
patter of conversstlon and oblivious
to it. Miss Kessler swiayed suddenly

furtlier from the group,
“Look, papn, there’s n new bateh of

people  coming In from the =tatlon.
There's Tourteen thouspand here e
night, o there's a soul, not counting

the Loulsville Tesh,
thousaml,

sohionl,

Fourteen
If there's a soul,

“Oh, my poor hands. how enld!
Wha ever my hrether fles It's jva
nee ol my etrenintion hnd slu-.wadl
down. Necdle prick in my arms and |

“Needle pricks, did . you sy, .1'“-‘
Meyer? Iight this minute my jelt |
gitle feels llke a tea kettle sing m:.’
It ain't the cireulation worries me, |
Misg Minng, only the doctor says

"

“Well, et me f--TT’,\r-vl_ Mr. Ganz, |
that poor  elrenlatlon should worey |
Yoo Any book on heafth hings \\IH)
tell you thar poor elreulation s Brst
rousin to puralysis”

“Papn! Minnn!l Mommy! Lnok, l
they're pulling.out the machine, See!” i
The roped-aff erowr] swaved sl

denly forwarml, seattering ejacututions

“ls that t? Is that him? ls tl.:el{
he? Iaugh! Ravgh! Cut it out! That
ain't him, There he Is! Raush!” |

Mixs Kessler's Lund reached out to
close tightly over her parent’s, ’

“Uh, Pa, that's Arch See! The

tall thin fellow puiling down his enp.”

“Yes, thut's brother. See. Mr. Gauz. |
That's him. Oh, my poor hands "
“Poor little hands ™

*They're strapping him ini™

“It's the fAreworks 'm afrald of.
Suppos=e It should cateh! He's never
used them in trial fights. Oh, my

poor hands "

Into the flare of three arc-lights, a
huge winged skeleton run forward on
wheels, pushed by three lunglng at-
tendants, head firet. Then she stood
with her beetlellke wings flung wide
and the inners of her thrunnuing to
be off.

“Oh, my hrother! Oh-h-hi"

“Now, now, Miss Minna!”

“l tell you, Mr. Ganz, 1—I'd rather
we bad to live In a tenement all our
lives than to see him risk his lite lke
that., What's a fifteen-thousgud-dollar
purse, if—if he don't win it and gets
Killed ftrying to do the double loop
four times? A helpless girl like me
that's' never been strong——"

“Now, now, Miss Minna "

“I never wanted him to fly, Mrs.
Ganz, ‘Let the other boys tuke the
risks, Arch, 1 always suld, but i

“1 guess you're a little ke me, Miss
Minna, As 1 tell Miss Dwlln, where
my two feet belong Is right on the
ground where the Almizhty put ‘em.”

"That's me every time, Mr. Gunz,
Just 'so It ain’t dawp,”

He leaned forward, talking heneath
the din of the crowd gnd through the
wool mufMer directly into the con-
ceuled ear of Miss Meyver.

“Funny how—how we like the enmg
things, alo't It, Miss Meyeri”

“Y-yees—alin't it l*

“Nuw, for Instance, take me. I—1
always say, Miss Meyer, let the high-
fliers do all the high dying they want,
but wy dea of rewl living, Migs Min-
g, wy—iy den of rewl Nyving ls—is

“¥es, Mr, Ganz?

“Is a—u lLitle elegantly furnished,
Stedm-heated nest for two, Miss My
€r, un the south side of Clilcugo with
—wWith—"

“Uli—Mpr,

"It is, Miss
1t nin't il
kllh. .\:.:- .\11‘1.&.

ItU's Just like 3
arrow and shat
That
thivre

L L L T SR .

Gunz! Oh—"

Minnn,

sCiuthe

I can tell }'nll.
pleurisy in my left
I met you It
e bad teken a little
B bight i thie benrt.
that’s the kiod of u puin T got
LAY, \-nl. You gel

Mipnp ?*

“Mr. Guug—>Manax "

Beuvath fhe gray wool packet thelr
hauds met and clusped. A rumble ran
through the crowd. Miss Kessler shot
forward ke o strenk, leaning dunger-
vusly beyond the rall,

“He's ol I

S

Wi, Miss

“Raugh! Raugh! Cheee-e-e!™
The pulse of the distunt muchine
leaped suddenly iute thousamds and

the winged wonster, ke the restored
bulk of some antediluviun monster of
eurth and alr, shot forwurd in @
stralght lue, shizzing down the smooth
fuce of the field, A shout went with
it and the humwan hedge, five faces
deep, was suddeuly white with up-
turned faces,

“Raugh! Cheeee!™

Tip-tilting suddenly, as if it had
drawn lts tulons up aond under, it
rose In perfect whirring fllght,

“Oh, mommy | wommy "

*Gott In Himmel, & boy should take
such chances!”

;mmhu

tlosed to the slave-
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A Bll'dle b du, glve up bhis dreanm? He does “Avintion Seld, Got me? Why, with | “Five thousand!® [ ehill, Mr, Gang, please excnse how Um | Now he's edglog Inte the wind, His
pot. He's golng to demongtrate LY | o feld ke that denwn right up along- | “Hurrah ! Five thousand from Mr. “"'“‘"”"h_' 1 wordder, 1Ih i.“-'- if—Iif ""“T"'_'lﬁ are working perfect. He's
. l]] fancy fying sand Jdoublelooping the | <jde the Hotel Cadiline, we enn get /il | Riley, and don't let them leave you at anxthing's wrong! (ol ! climubing. See him mount! See hin
m e loop four thmes bis ficst exhibit, that | the alrmen bo the world here. Why, 1t | the post, Mr. Hirkbler”™ | "1 tell you, Kessier” sald dr | mount! Oh! oh! chi” *
his henyy muchive I8 the jwost proce why, It's hnmense | “A  tousand doolnr, Miss Gezzler, 0ng, leaning ncross the dim shiver 'I'hl-) throbbing of the engine wns
House towl—" “Fhat's Flght, little missy, give us a | hut | want from way up In the aif he I0Q siihouette of Miss Mever, “yon | suddenly remote, then more remote.
“But to get back, little Cutey, 10 | pocltution. Wake us up sround here. | should deop ope tousand puckages Eot ® donghter that is born to be & |as if tulle portieres of air and space
thut vest for two, Den't think, Miss | pyr gome pep into us, eh? Play up!™ | Minto chewing-gum when he reaches Eenernl in the army. Some girls are | were deawing together as the machine

flew through them into uncharted al-
titudes,

Finully sllence and only a white
sen of fuoes turned upward to o black
engle, fiying spainst o star-spungled
sky nnd circling over the Held once,
twite, thrice.

“He's getting rendy to loop.
looping!  Look,
first loap. Oh, monay 3

“Gott o Hinane) 1

“Oh, my brother!™

Suddenly the remote fiving thing
dipped a bit and fromm beneuth It
Planeg two stredmers ol tire sireaked
the sy,

A gient booming shout rose.

“Uth, my brother' It's the fireworks
'm afriid of, Max "

“He'll dip
he'll dip now,”"

The

fl-l.l._

He's
hes dipping for the

[

pow,  Wateh, mommy,
machine fell foward Into =&
curving up agnn, dewn azain,
up #gnan ; the red comet-tails circums
geribing fire,
“One ! bormthardient frsm
the ¢rowd,

Its deulile conree in
roxe in

The hieroglyvplie of Lire liang for e
mon nt, then anther vertical Elve

and nother doable eircle of five.
-

“Mex, my—my poor knees won't
haold I;-I'."
“Panr, poor little krees!”

“Three ™

“Mux, dear, 1 think 1
falnt."”

“I'in here, lttle one, to eateh yon™

“What's that
Ing-gum !
11,._

Misz Della Kessler twined hier sinnll
hituds together and beneath that gale

of voices, spoke quietly upsvard,

I'm going to

down? Chew-
Tuke Max. duar
s good for you after meals,”

falling
e,

“Sready, Arch,” she sald, “Only onee

; more, Arch, Stendy ! You've looped

three and you ocon make It four.
Steady, Arch! Steady!™

A llght Jeer rose from the erowd,

“S'matter up there! Cold feet?
Three nin't four! What's gt you?
IMezy? Luop hier up there! Loop lhier
up !

"Only once more, Arch.
l»rl_\' >

“Loop her up there! Chee-c-e

“What if Wiz engine =s—"

“Four!" And with the great splrall
of fire from the final loop sl drog-

Steady, ol

| Eing across the sky, the hum of the

descendirg engine grilling down agoie
Into the night, and the silent swoop off
an engine volplaning, Mise Della Kess-
ler stood qulet amid the tumult of &
crowd gone mud, a8 booming In her ears
but her little fuce stil) upward in the
attitude of a flower,
L L] » L L] L] L

Through the human swarm. whiche
hud ourst the ropes and Howed like
water freom a bhroken waln across the
fleld and toward the wnircraft Just
settling ltself to earth with its wings
ever spread, Miss  Dwelln Kessler
pouged, wormed, elbowed her litties
WHY. Men with thelr shouts stk
smoking on thelr lips resisted the
sinll figure wid granted her reluctant
right of way. In the tight tangle im-
mediately surrounding the muchine,

the crimson swenter was quite torn
from her, but she emerged Into the
small guarded area about the still

conghing eraft, as It burtled there out
of the crewd.

From the heart of the winged mon-
ster, goggled, legginged and bulky of
leather

bulk v & double-breasted

“Cutey!™ He Sald, “Cutey,

Sweetheart!”

Little

facket, o figure moved simultanentsly
forward and u shout thundered up
from throats long since raw,

“Arch!" cried Miss Kessler and un-
der cover of those shouts, speech hes
cume puntomime, “Archie-boy! Arclile-
boy-darling !*

Tuking her hand In his gauntlet ol
regarding her (hrough goggles clouded
with sudden mist, he kaned to her
under cover of that saue shouting.

“Cutey ! he suwid.  “Cutey, little
sweetheart I

A tremulo ran down his arm and
through the pnontlar v her fnger-tips,

(THE END) .

We favor the open »E_op that is
iver,




