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the Young Ladies working in The Union Ad\ 
Voting Campaign Want Your Subscriptions

and Votes:

FIRST GRAND PRIZE

$150 Cabinet Highest Grade Silver 
Plated Tableware

Manufactured and Guaranteed by Canadian Wm.
$400 Lonsdale Cabinet Grand Piano

Manufactured and Guaranteed in every respect by 
The Lonedale Piano Co., of Toronto A. Roger», Limited, Toronto

GRAND PRIZEFOURTH

Sugar Bowl

Tea Pot

"Cream Pitcher

Tea Kettle with Burner

$100 Silver Plated Tea Service
Besides the Five Pieces here Illustrated, this Beautiful Prize includes a Handsome Large Tray, making in all six pieces, 

Manufactured and Guaranteed by Canadian Wm. A. Rogers, Limited, Toronto

Coffee Pot
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^RUPERT HUGHES’
M3VHIZED EROM THE 
COMEDY OF DIE SAME 
MME. T T T
ILLUSTRATED FROM. 
PHOTOG/2APHS OF 
THE PLAY AS PRODUCED
2:/lpJNRY W. SAVAOE-.
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(Continued from Iæ,sI Week)
He siun"k out meekTy, followed "by the | 
passengers, who were shaking their : 

; heads in wonderment at this most I 
amazing feat of this most amazing j 
bride.

When they were alone once more, ! 
Marjorie, as radiant as April after a : 
storm, turned her sunshiny smile on > 
Mallory:

“Isn’t it glorious to have our little 
Snoozleums alive and well?”

But Mallory was feeling like a ; 
March day. He answered with a | 
sleety chill: “You care more for the 
dog than you do lor me.”

“Why shouldn't I?” Marjorie an- : 
swcred with wide eyes, ’ Snoozleums 
never would have brought me on a 
wild goose elopement like this. Heav
en knows he didn't want to come.”

Mallory repeated the indictment: 
“You love a dog better than you love 
your husband.”

“My what?” Marjorie laughed, then 
she spoke with lofty condescension: 
“Harry Mallory, if you’re going to be 

jealous of that dog, I'll never marry 
you the longest day I live.”

“So you'll let a dog come between 
us?” he demanded.

"I wouldn't give up Snoozleums for 
a hundred husbands,” she retorted.

‘Tm glad to know it in time,” Mal
lory said. “You’d better give me back 
that wedding ring.” 
v, Marjorie’s heart stopped at this, 
but her pride was in arms. She drew 
herself up, slid the ring from her lin
ger, and held it out as if she scorned 
it: “With pleasure. Good afternoon, 
Mr. Mallory.”

Mallory took it as if it were the 
merest trille, bowed and murmured: 
“Good afternoon, Miss Newton.”

He stalked- out and she. turned her 
back on him. A casual witness would 
have said that they were too indif
ferent to each other even to feel an
ger. As a matter of romantic fact, 
•each was on fire with love, and aching 
maûij^ witn regret. EiTcn longed for 
strength to whir.' rr.und with sutSung 
arms of reconciliation, and neither 
could be so brave. And so they part
ed, each harking back fiercely for one 
word of recall from the other. But 
neither spoke, and Marjorie sat star- ! 
ing at nothing through raining eyes, I 
while Mallory strode into the Men’s j 
Room as melancholy as Hamlet with 
Yorick’s skull in his hands.

It was their first great quarrel, and | 
they were convinced that the world 
might as well come to an end.

CHAPTZR XXVIII.

The Woman-Hater’s Relapse.
The observation room was as lone- | 

ly as a deserted battlefield and Mar- ! 
jorie as doleful as a wounded sol
dier left behind, and perishing of 
thirst, when the conductor came back 
with Snoozleums in his arms.
'He regarded with contemptuous j 

awe the petty cause of so great an 
event as the stopping of the Trans- 1 
American. He expected to see Mar- j 
jorie receive the returned prodigal j 
with wild rapture, but she didn't even 1 
smile when he said:

“Here's your powder-puff.”
She just took Snoozleums on her 

lap, and, looking up with wet eyes 
and a sad smile, murmured:

“Thank you very muck. You’re the 
nicest conductor 1 ever met. If you 
ever want another position. I’ll see 
that my father gets you one.”

It was like offering the kaiser a 
new job, but the conductor swallowed 
the insult and sought to repay It with 
Irony.

“Thanks. And if you ever want to 
run this road for a couple of weeks, 
just let me know.”

Marjorie nodded appreciatively and 
said: “I will. You’re very kind.”

And that completed the rout of that 
conductor. He retired In disorder, 
leaving Marjorie to fondle Snoozle
ums with a neglectful indifference that 
would have greatly flattered Mallory, 
if he could have seen through the 
partition that divided them.

But he was witnessing with the 
cynical superiority of an aged and 
disillusioned man the, to him, childish 
behavior of Ira Lathrop, an eleventh- 
hour Orlando.

For just as Mallory moped into the 
smoking-room at one door, Ira Lath- 
rop swept in at the other, his face 
rubicund with embarrassment and 
ecstasy. He had donned an old frock 
coot with creases like ruts from long 
exile in his trunk. But he was feel
ing like an heir apparent; and he 
startled everybody by his jovial hall:

“Well, boys—er—gentlemen — the 
drinks are on me. Walter, take the 
orders.”

Little Jimmie woke with a start, 
rose hastily to his feet and saluted, 
saying: “Present! Who said take the 
orders?”

"I did,” said Lathrop, “I’m giving a 
party. Waiter, take the orders."

"Sarsaparilla,” said Dr. Temple, but 
they howled him down and ordered 
other things. The porter shook his 
head sadly: “Nothin’ but sof drinks 
in Utah, gemmen."

A groan went up from the club- 
members, and Lathrop groaned loud
est of all:

"Well, we’ve got to drink something. 
Take the orders. Weil all have sarsa
parilla.^

Little ' Jimmie Wellington came to 
the rescue.

"Don’t do anything desperate, gen
tlemen," he said, with a look of di
vine philanthropy. "The bar’s closed, 
hut Little Jimmie Wellington Is here 
with the life preserver.” From his 
hJOrtrtcket he produced S silver flask

I that looked to be big enougn to carry 
I a regiment through the 'Alps. It was 

greeted with a salvo, and Lathrop 
said to Jimmie: ”1 apologize for 
everything I have said—and thought— 
about you.” He turned to the porter: 
“There ain’t any law against giving 
this way, is there?”

The porter grinned: “Not if you-all 
bribe the exercise-inspector.” And he 
held out a glass for the bribe, mur
muring, “Don’t git tired," as it was 
poured. He set it inside his sanctum 
and then bustled round with ice-lllled 
glasses and a siphon.

When Little Jimmie offered of the 
flask to Dr. Temple, the clergyman 
put out his hand with a politely hor
rified: “No, thank you.”

Lathrop frightened him with a sud
den comment: “Look at that gesture! 
Doc, I’d almost swear you were a par
son.”

Mallory whirled on him with the 
eves of a hawk about to. pounce r* d 
“The very idea!” was tne nest dis
claimer Dr. Temple could iienage, 
suddenly finding himself suspected. 
Ashton put in with, “The only way 
to disprove it, Doc, is to join us.”

The poor old clergyman, too deeply 
involved in his deception to brave 
confession now, decided to do and 
dare all. He stammered, “Er—all— 
certainly," and held out his hand for 
his share of the poison. Little Jim
mie winked at the others and almost 
filled the glass. The innocent doctor 
bowed his thanks. When the porter 
reached him and prepared to fill the 
remainder of the glass from the 
siphon, the parson waved him aside 
with a misguided caution:

“No, thanks. I’ll not mix them.”
Mallory turned away with a sigh: 

“He takes his straight. He’s no par
son.”

Then they forgot the doctor in 
curiosity as to Lathrops sudden 
spasm of generosity—with Welling
ton's liquor. Wedge wood voiced the 
general curiosity when he said :

“What’s the old woman-hater up to 
now’?”

“Woman-hater?” laughed Ira. "It’s 
the old story. I’m going to follow 
Mallory's example—marriage.”

"T hope you succeed,” said Mallory.
‘ Wherever did you pick up the j 

bride?” said Wedgewood, mellowing | 
with the long glass in his hand.

“Brides are easy,” said Mallory, | 
with surprising cynicism. “Where do i 
you get the person?”

“Hang the parson.” Wedgewood re- j 
posted, “Who’s the gel?”

•’I'll bet I know who she is,” Ash- j 
ton interposed; “it’s that nectarine of | 
a damsel who got on at Green River.” j

‘Wot the same!’’ Lathrop roared. | 
“I found my bride blooming here all | 
the while. Girl I used to spark back 
in Brattleboro, Vt. I've been vowing ! 
for years that I’d live and die an old J 
maid. I've kept my head out of the 
noose all this time—till I struck this 
train and met up with Anne. We got 
to talking over old times—waking up 
old sentiments. She got on my nerves.
1 got on hers. Finally I said, ‘Aw, 
hell, let's get married. Save price of 
one stateroom to China anyw-ay.’ She 
says, ‘Damned if I don’t!’—or words 
to that effect.”

Mallory broke in with feverish in
terest : "But you said you were going 
to get married on this train.”

“Nothing easier. Here’s how ! ” and 
he raised his glass, but Mallory hauled 
It down to demand: "How? that’s 
what I want to know. How are you 
going to get married on this parson
less express. Have you got a little 
minister In your suitcase?”

Ira beamed with added pride as he 
explained:

“Well, you see, when I used to 
court Anne I had a rival—Charlie Sel
by his name was. I thought he cut 
me out, but he beer me a clergyman 
in Utah—Oh, Charlie! I telegraphed 
him that I was passing through Og
den, and would he come down to the 
train and marry me to a charming 
lady. He always wanted to marry 
Anne. I thought it would be a darned 
good joke to let him marry her—to

“D-dlJ he accept?" Mallory asked, 
excitedly, “is he coming?"

“He is—he did—here’s his tele
gram,” said Ira. "He brings the li
cense and the ring.” He passed it 
over, and as Mallory read it a look 
of hope spread across his face. But 
Ira was saying: “We’re going to have 
the wedding obsequies right here In 
this car. You’re all invited. Will you 
come?”

There was a general yell of accept
ance and Ashton began to sing, 
“There Was I Waiting at the Church ” 
Then he led a sort of Indian war- 
dance round the next victim of tho 
matrimonial stake. At the end of the 
hullaballoo all the men charged their 
glasses, and drained them with an up
roarious "How! ”

Poor Dr. Temple had taken luxuri
ous delight in the success of hie dis< 
guise and in the prospect of watch
ing some other clergyman working 
while he rested. He joined the dance 
as gaily. If not as gracefully, as any 
of the rest, and in a final triumph ol 
recklessness, he tossed off a bumper 
of straight whisky.

Instantly his "How!" changed to 
"Wow ! ” and then his throat clamped 
fast with a terrific spasm that flung 
the tears from his eyes. He bent and 
writhed in a silent paroxysm till he 
was pounded and shaken back to life 
and water poured down his throat to 
reopen • passage.
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$710 “CHEVROLET” TOURING CAR
“THE WONDER CAR” A COMPLETE CAR 
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