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By Ida M. Evans

twa men, as well as Dan, instantly
fell back, with small, understand-

. g They had o desire 1o
spoil a pretty woman's game, and
ywossibly Bentlewin's own wish. 5o
‘rlllt'r could not gracefully be re-
fused

“I'd like to start instantly,” he
patd. “And make good time e

“I'Il get my coat in & second
Dan, have the car brought out of
the garage, please”

It was 10 minutes before she was
back in her light silken motor coat,
nothing on her head but the silvery
tulle scarf. Again a man or {wo
smiled. DBut undeniably it is &
preity woman's privilege to take
advantage of a perfectly good tulle
nearl, right at hand, for 4 long eve-
ping drive with the man she

She was 26, But she could not
quite hide the light in her eyes
us she got into the car, Stephen
following,

She took the wheel.  Stephen
fooked at his watch, About three
and a half hours to make some 37
miles. Margin enough, he decided;
the roads in and about Chicago
are, for the most part, built for
speed. At the same time, he
wished that he were n his own
car with his hand on his own cap-
able wheel, Jim Towue's pur-
chase was a low-powered make.

However, power has taken on
jts own relativity of meaning in
this speedy, paved age. He smiled
to himself, vecalling days not I--n_l.!

ast when all motor speed lay in

he womb of the future, For men
Jike Hammond Wettles these were
Flnrr accommodating days!

Lettice enught the small, fleeting
smile, Perhaps she misinterpreted
it. She lifted her head happily
and shot the ear onward

Five miles, on a superlatively

sl len

even toad, fell away., Five more
The two had not much to say, al-
though Lettice Towne's silenee

may have been happily expectunt,
IA silence can be that.  But Steph-
en Bentlewin was not in the mood
for chatter, and she fell in with his
desire,

Perhaps she slowed down some-
what the next five miles The
specdometer responded to Stephen
rBentlewin's glance toward it, how-
ever, and Lettice colored,

But she was honestly uncertain
when presently she came to stop
at crossroads, “There's a  slip
closed for repairs, Dan said. It
was open early this morning. |
suppose vou noticed which detour
Dan took on the way out?"

He was all alertness, He had
not noticed—Dan might have de-
toured half a dozen times while he
was fatuously admiring the rain-
freshened foliage of the tregs.
‘Now, as if the thought had leaped
Hrom Lettice's mind to his own,
he recalled the recent heavy rains.

Personally, I don't drive this
way often enough 1o know it well,”
tie said, with a decided touch of un-
easiness or of impatience,

“To the left we'll get a mile or
4wo of unpaved way,” she said,
ameditatively,  “But the right turn
means a detour of 6 or 7 miles”

He looked st his wateh. It was
Lettice who, Hushing as i she
.'.1.;--;'n| blame lor berseli in s
atthtude, took the Initiauve and
shot the car 1oward the left road

So that, theee-quarters of a mile
farther, it plowed beavily, impety
ously, into a rain.scaked bed of
clay and came to a disconcerting
halt

“OF exelaimed Lettice in how
ror, Stephen made no exclamas
tion, but reached to take the wheel
from her. FPresently he grimly
took his hand off it. No reverse
cluteh had sufficed ' We're stuck,”
he smid, ]almllll"j'. “We'll have 1o
Le towed out,"

She exclaimed that they had
passed the last lighted place two

or three miles back, The sur
rounding country showed not a
blink of house or barn light,

“Whatever distance it is, we'll have
to get help” he said, still lacon-
ically, and was striding off,

“Try again to force the car on”
she begged,

He got in, tried, failed. An en.
Jine  sputtered,  snorted,  puffed
futilely, “Chassis is too heavy for
the motor,” he commented briefly
“I muppose you'd not “eare to stay
behind, Put 'm a fast waller”™
“We may meet another motor
st

“We may,” he said, doubtiully
“But, come to think, we haven't
passed many i the last few miles
Perhaps they've been warned off
the route” He strode off. A mile
back a window showed down a side
road,

They roused a sleepy truck
Falaer. |$l|1 ln' declined to ||i'i11|-l
his horses to pull a ear from clay,
and lie declined to let them take his
horses or his flivver to complet:
their journey

“I'm a doctor,” hegnn Stephen
entreating “I've got to get to
town—"

“That's what they all say,” grunt
ed a sleepy man, and closed his
front door, “Three miles west,
Tony Perica might listen, Then,
aain, he might bLe drunk,” was
called from a windows

“Can we use your telephone
to—""
“Out of order! Rains washed
out something”

Three miles is not a long dis-
tance—given the right margin of
time. Given the wrong margin-—

Lettice Towne caught her breath
till is was short and frightened in
sound. She and Stephen Bentlewin
faced each other in common in-
credulity, It seemed quite impos-
sible that this could happen—that
they could be near and yet so far

from all the aids and demands of®

their times!

Rather Dblindly, Lettice turned
and retraced her steps in the direc-
tion of the car. She walked fast,
As though at an absolute loss to
think of any way of getting as-
sistance that would be expeditious
enough, Stephen followed her si-
lently, scanning the road in front
and behind him for any gleam of
other headlights. There came no
gleam,

MNs there any interurban car In
this part of the country " he curtly
“hl'i L iy et

“Nuni several miles from here

"Ahl Seversl miles!™

They reached the car again, He
tried again, scowling, to force an
engine to elfective action. Four
great wheels remamed fast—held in
the wet cluy

I'here must bave been an elo

quent expression on Stepheu's face
when presently he desisted and
looked wt Lettice, remaining sto-
ically on the ground beside, her sa-
tin shppers wet and moddy from
the mile and return walk
sScarlet burned out bright on both
her delicate checks, “I'm sorry”
she stammered. “1 wish 1'd let Dan
drive you in. I'm-—"
“It can’t be helped,” he said po-
litely, "Just bad luek, that's all”
“You'll always blame me!”
“Naot at all,” he sald, 100 politely
“Porhaps Mr. Wettles can wait
1l mornmg.”
“He'll be a
morning.”
Desperately: “Aren’t there other
sirgeons at the hospital who
“Plemty. Dut I'm afraid”—a voice
could not keep down bitter appre-
hension — he'l  be  boneheaded
enough to wait for me, minute after
minute, which won't help his tem.
perature”

dead the

man in

He stared down grimly at the big
motionless wheels, so competent,
Lut 8o useless now, The hubs might
have leered at him above the clay
whieh held the tires and 1dwer
spokes, It is the irony of modern
inventions that at times they can
so stubhornly display their limita
Lions

] '
[ettic: gave anothér very short
frightened  breath, and her two
white, ungloved hands clenched at

her sides,

Stephen  Beodewin's expression
was forbidding, although it was
more concerned with Hammond
Wettles than with her, Ta the
woman, however, who had hoped

Again a short breath of fright
But her own two hands, clenched,
must have given her desperate in
spiration

“If—if the wheels won't leave
the clay,” she said, a little wildly,
“perhaps the clay will consent to
leave the wheels” And, saving
this, she dropped to her knees. re
gardless of her white silk  dress
and began fiercely to pull the clay
with her hands from a tire and the
lower part of a hub, She flung her
shandfuls to the side of the road,

“Lettice!”

“It's the only way!”

“This is preposterous! In the
ﬁr::l place, it would take us hours

“I'Il see!" One end of her tulle
scarf fell in front of her. With a
soiled hand she flung it back. “A
clay bed five feet by, say,.10x18
inches deep—we'll hope it's no
deeper—at the rate of two full
handfuls a second—-"

“Lettice! Get up! I insist] Look
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at your gown, your scarf!” We
was thorgughly angry, as st a silly
and hysterical ehild, He togk hold
of he

She . wrenched from  his  hold
“*Nol" IFwo fast, fh“ hands
elutched tossed— her skirts
pressed to ther pim ine the mire
that her knees had found

A marvelous instrument s the
human  hand Unbhelievahly swift
and capabile at times.  Man-made
machinery finds it haed to attain
the elasticity, the prehensile, hinge-
like power of the land. frail and
white as it may aprut It is not o
capacions shovel~hut undenishily i
is o shovel of a sort. And guite

early in Jife most  hands  have
_learned how to handle mud-—in the
shape of good mud pies,  After-

ward Stephen Bentlewin never rec
omended the feat 1o other motor

ists—indeed, desmed it hest not to
strain their  credulity by telling
thems what had been done.  Dut

when he had, contemptously for a
while, then curiously for & while
watched  Lettice's  qguick, fierce
handfuls of clay

A clayey spoke was
elay. A suhmerged tire seemed
not so hopelessly submerged.  Bg
side & second wheel he dropped to
his knees, and began fiercely 1o dis-
entangle a car with the best dis
entanglors at hand

Five minutes—ton—fifteen. Hard
breathing, strenuous arms, Twenty

the rim of ane wheel was free
resting on comparatively solid un-

clear ol

derclay Thirty = another rnim
agreed to come out and be good,
Forty -

Stephen . sprang 1o his  feet
"“Pretty loose except the center, |
think,” he said, breathing hard
“I' wy the motor again, all
open—" He sprang wnto the front

S al ..I-p.w-l HOWwWer, wis rewarded

Lut efective pul-

open a cluteh
and the car

|s\ i rebellious
fing He threw
warted breathlessly
bacled alowly but surely out of
ity limited hed and on to uut‘v!,
solid ground at the rear.

Lettice, who had  waited with
straining eyes and cars, clambered

in breathlessly beside him, She
wins*d soiled, grimy person.  The
white silk dress wias forever
ritined Her slippers were mud
carriers.  Her fingernails  were
black and broken. Her delicate

face was smeared out of all beauty
qf hue,
Bt ."lllphn n Bentlewin did not

waste much time inspecting her
appearance, He looked at  his
wiatch once, then the car was
turned  snout  about and  was
shooting hack to the original cross-
roads, where naturally  enough.
other headlights were belatedly

gleaming now that their assistance
was not needed,

A passing motorist, lailed, re-
ported that a washout had been re-
paired.  “Sure—since noon” In
silence Stephen shot  down  the
road. «

It ribboned on, became crowded
with ather ecars, noisy with honks,
sprang at last in  Chicago's im-

mediste outskirts, became a houles

vard Slower, hnally, with a
boulevard's impeding wheels,
countless cars 10 be pussed dis-

|l’rr||r or made way
crossings, the upheld arms of many
traffic  officers, the conspicuous
fronts of a thousand garages, and

tor, stops at

finally the great red doorway of
the hospiral

lattice was sitting wearily in
her sgat when it was resched at

last.  Stephen looked at his watch
as he brought the car to an abrupt
stapdstil,  Eleven fifty-cight

He jJumped out, with a hittle nod
at Lettice,  Inside the doors an
attendant met um,  “Is he heret”

he asked the attendant. *“len
minutes,” Swiftly, with profes-
monal unmoved countenance, he

made his way to an elevator

From that elevator he emerged
twa hotrs later,

On a & ght backed chair, for
the ronvenicnee of visitors, Lettice
pat; a patient, soiled, dll'mpll'l] fig-
ure

"You
world-—'

“I wanted 10
be all right?”

"l I]’:'IIL &0

still here! Why in the

learn—if he will

I've not been will-

ing”to leave until now. But un-
less unfarcscen complications set
"

“Then--then” she tried bravely
to hold a soft under lip steady—
“yot won't-—"'

“Won't what?”

“Blame me?"

“Why, in no case would 1"

"0, yes!” She said it quictly
enough; with convietion, *You'd
always have seen a dead man heside
me-—whenever you thought of
me<"

Her dark blue eyes were lifted
to his. Stephen Bentlewin brushed
a hand across his own eves. On
her cheek there was a great sploteh
of clay. That served as suggestive
link, doubtless: as memory's fillip,
hut it was odd with what distinct-
ness he saw. not I_lf!li‘r' .I-uml,o n
a miry roadbed, but a small. bent,
wind browned woman on a miry
natthern gand hillside—one shaft of
her old buggy had broken and she
was out of her seat and trying pa-
tiently to mend it with a bit of
twine found by the wav., Odd that
m two women's eves there could
be the same deep glow—an unders
standing

He had the sensation of having
built & long and unnccessary bar-
rier against what was very gaod
in life.  With that tenderness
which denotes a peculiar posses-
sion, he took out his handkerchief
to wipe the clay from her face.
" mind,"” she said with a

Never
flush.
YAt least enough to—" Before
the wide eyes of a hospital door-
man to put his lips to the wined
cheel. A little absently, ton. Be-
cause of his heritage, he was pity=-
ing some other men— RBickings,
Korffer, Graisy. He would find
i his future what they had piti-
fully missed.
Copyright, 1822

Dot _Puzzle

(Continoed ¥From Poage Five.)
collided with an elderly gentleman

with such force to knock them
both down,
With profuse apologics Rose

Marie helped the man to his fect
as best she could, for she still held
the dog.

“I'm so sorry,” she hegan, but
the man interrupted, “Prince, you
naughty dog! So 1 have found you
at last” Then he turned to Rose
Marie, "Tell me how it hap-
pened.”

Rose Marie told him all about it
while the boys disapeared. The
old man pressed a bill into her
hand saying: “This dog is worth
$1000, Take that for helping me
find him."

As Rose Marie skipped joyously
away he muttered, “Kindness hath
its own reward,"—Helen Parker,
Aged 14, BDrownville, Neb,

A Young Hoastess,

Dear Happy: I had company for
a few days, They stayed here
from Friday till Monday, I have
two brothers and two sisters.
Their names are Charles and Rob-
ert, Helen and Alice, T am goin
to Le in fourth grade next year,
have a pet cat; its name is Jet, 1
hope my letter escapes the waste
basket, | am sending a 2-cent stamp
bor my pin—Mary Castera, Aged
?, Neola, Ia

My Pets.
My Dearest Happy: It is  wvery
warm here today, 1 have two pets,
one in & bied; it is kind of & yollow-
ish green; his name is Dicky, We
have had it about & month, and it
sure can sing. My other pet s a
dog: he In all black: be is about
§ vears old. We got him from my
srandpa, His name is Nigger. This
L v lirat leter and 1 Nope it will

not be my last one. I have a sister
whose name is Geraldine Rasmus-
sen, She is 14 and will be in
the ninth grade next year. I will be
in the sixth, I promise to be kind
to all dumb animals and promise to
help some one ewery day. I hope
to get my pin soon. My father is
the editor of the Hershey Times,—
Claire Rasmussen, Age 11, Hersh-
cy, Neb.

Reldl.-ATl_.Letterl.

Dear Happy: I would like to
Join your Happy tribe, I am sending
a Z-cent stamp. [ love to read your
letters every Sunday, I will be kind
and good to all dumb animals. 1
will promise ta help some one every
day. My father buys the Omaha
Sunday Bee every Sunday,

I have five brothers, Their chmes
are  William, Crolt, Laurence,
Marion C, Melvin, Ralph C, Ben-
jamin, Francis C, and Archie
Maxwell C. 1 have one sister. Her
name is Gertie Mae C,

As my letter is getting long, 1
will close,

I hope some one of the Go-
Hawks will write to me. I will be
glad 10  answer. Goodby —Kthel
Croft, 621 South Lincoln Avenue,
Hastings, Neb,

My Horse Bess,

Dear Mappy: 1 wish to be kind
to every dumb animal,

My pet horse's name is Bess, She
is very kind 1o us, We can ride
her alr aver, We can get on her
and ahe knows where to go altes
the cows, We work her in the field
lots, amd when my father unhitehes
my brothers run out to the held 1o
meet my father, and when they gt
there my father puts them on Hess
Geraldine Hall, Age 9, Scola,
Neh

A New Member,

Dear Happy: This is my first let-
ter to Happyland and [ think I
will enjoy being a member, [ am
13 and in the eighth gfade. |
am sending a 2-cent stamp and the
coupon, for which please send me
an official button. i"ur pets I have
two cats. Their names are Fluffy
and Blackie. I will try lo protect
all birds and dumb animals. 1 will
close. ~ Emma Pinson, Age 13,
Platte Center, Neh,

My Pet Chickens,

Dear Happy: [ wish to become a
Junior of the Happy tribe.

I promise to he kind to dumb an-
imais, also to birds and fowl,

A few weeks ago my mother and
I set four hens, They hatched out
about forty chickens,

Two old Hens tried to claim them,
but now only one does.

I have to feed them every time.
They sleep behind a barrel hy the
steps.—Jessie Jess, Age 10, Scotia,
Neb, ”~

Lost Her Pin,

Dear Happy: 1 joined the Go-
Hawks about a month ago. 1 lost
my pin and would like to know if
vou will send me another one’
Will promise to be kind to dumbh
animals. | have the cutest litile
hrother. T will have to close now,
for my letter is getting pretty long

Dorothy  Lewellyn, Aged 10,
Auburn, Neb

Wants to Join

Dear Happy: | want to  join
your club, | am sending a 2-cent
stamp for my button, 1 am 10 yvears
old and in the second grade. | read
the storles m the Sunday paper, 1
promise to ke kind to all bords and
dumb  amimals, == Helea  Murray,
Tiklen. Novh
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