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' Somepoay rang the bell™

(Continued from Last Week) !

*Go get him this minute. And bring
the poor darling back to his mother.”

“His mother! Ye gods!™” cried Mal-'
lory, wildly. He turned away and
dashed into the men’s room with a
furious: “Where's that damned dog™"

He met the porter just returning.
The porter smiled: *“He's right in
heah, sir,” and opened the buffet door.
His eyes popped and his jaw sagged:
“Why, I lef him here just a minute

“Ycu left the window open, too,”
Mallory observed. “Well, I guess he's
gone.”

The porter was panic-stricken: “Oh, |
I'm turrible sorry, boss, I wouldn't
have lost dat dog for a fortune. If
you was to hit me with a axe 1
wouldn't mind.”

Te his utter befuddlement, Mallory
grinned and winked at him, and mur-
mured: “Oh, that's all right. Don't
worry.” And actually laid half a dol-
lar in his palm. Leaving the black
lids batting over the starting eyes,
Aallory pulled his smile into a long
face and went back to Marjorie like
an undertaker: “My love, prepare
yourself for bad news.”

Marjorie looked up, startled and ap- |
prehensive: *“Snoozleums is ill. He
did tite the darkey.”

“Worse than that—he—he—fell outl
5

of the window.”

“When!” she shrieked,
name—when?”

“He was there just a minute ago,
the waiter says.”

Marjorie went into instant hysterics,
wringing her hands and sobbing: “Oh,
my darling, my poor child—stop the
train at once!™

She began to pound Mallory's
shoulders 2nd shake him frantically.
He had never seen her this way eith-
er. He was getting his education In
advance. He tried to calm her with
inexpert words: “How can I stop the
train? XNow, dearie, he was a nice
dog, but after all, he was only a dog.”

She rournded on him like a panther:
“Only a dog! He was worth a dozen
men like you. You find the conductor
at once, commmand him to stop this
train—and back up! I don’t care it
he ha to go back ten miles. Run,
te!ll him at once. Now, you run!”
ory stared at her as if she had

but be set cut to run some-

“in heaven's

gnl'n

R 1 My poor child

At length her wildly roving eves noted
the be!l rope. She red, pondered,
nodded he » clu cd 2t it, could
not reach it, jumped for it several
times in vain, then seized a chair,
swung it into place, stood up in it,
gripped the rope, ard c¢ e down on
it with all her w ht, dropping to the
floor and jumping up and down in a
frenzied dance. In the distance the
engine could be heard faint!ly whist-
ling, whistling for every pull.

The engineer, far ahead, could not
fmagine what unheard-of crisis could
bring about such mad signals. The
fireman yelled:

“l bet that crazy conductor is at-
tacked with an epilettic fit.”

But there was no disputing the
command. The engine was reversed,
the air brakes set, the sand run out
and every effort made to pull the |
iron horse, as it were, back on its|
haunches.

The grinding, squealing, jolting,
shook the train like an earthquake. |
The shrieking of the whistle froze the
blood like a woman's cry of “Mur- |
der!” in the night. The women among
the patcsengers echoed the screams.
The men turned pale and braced
themselves for the shock of collision.
Some of them were mumbling pray-
ers. Dr. Temple and Jimmie Welling-
ton, with one idea in thelr dissimilar
souls, dashed from the smoking room
to go to thelr wives.

Ashton and Wedgewood, with no
one to care for but themselves, seized
windows and tried to fight them open.
At last they budged a sash and knelt
down to thrust their heads out.

“] don't see a beastly thing ahead,” |
sald Wedgewood, “‘except the heads
of other fools.”

“We're slowing down though,” said
Ashton, “she stops! We're safe.
Thank God!” And he collapsed into
a chair. Wedgewood collapsed into
another, gasping: “\Whhtevah are we |
safe from, I wondah?”

The train-crew and various pnssen-:
gers descended and ran alongside the
train asking questions. Panic gave |
way to mystery. Even Dr. Temple
came back iInto the smoking room to
finish a preclous cigar he had been at
work on. He was followed by Little
Jimmie, who had not quite reached |
his wife when the stopping of the
train put an end to his excuse for
chivalry. He was regretfully mum-
bling:

“It would have been such a good
shansh to shave my life's wile—I1
mean my—I don't know what I mean.”
He sank into a chair and ordered a |
drink; then suddenly remembered his |
vow, and with great heroism, rescind-
ed the order. |

Mallory, finding that the train wnn‘
checked just before he reached the |
conductor, saw that officlal's bewll-"
dered wrath at the stoppage and had |
a fearsome intuition that Marjorie
had somehow done the deed. He hur |
ried back to the observation room,
where he found her charging up and|
down, still distraught. He paused at
a safe distance and sald:

“The train has stopped. my dear.

| But she saw only the noble conductor;

| with a sardonlie:

“l guess somebody did!™ Marjorie
answered, with a proud toss of the |
head. “\Where's the conductor?” |

“He's lookmg for the fellow unti
pulled the rope.”

“You go tell him to back up—and
slow!y, too.” :
*No, thank you!™ sald Mallory. He
was a brave young man, but he was
not bearding the conductors of stop-
ped expresses. Already the conduc- |
tor's voice was heard in the smoking :
room, where he appeared with the
rush and roar of a Bashan bull !
“Well!” he bellowed, “which one of

vou guys pulled that rope?”

“It was nobody here, sir,” Dr. Tem- '
ple meekly explained. The conductor
transfixed him with a baleful glare:
*1 wouldn't believe a gambler on oath. |
I bet you did it.” |

“I assure you, sir,” Wedgewood in-
terposed, “he didn't touch it. 1 was
heah.”

The conductor waved him aside and
charged into the observation room,
101I0Wea by all 1ne passengers In an
awe-struck rabble. Here, too, the
conductor thundered: “Who pulled
that rope? Speak up somebody.”

Mallory was about to sacrifice him-
self to save Marjorie, but she met the
conductor’s black rage with the with-
ering contempt of a young queen: “l
pulled the old rope. Whom did you

Nu'll)}mge..
he conductor almost dropped with
apoplexy at finding himseH with no-
body to vent his immense rage on,
but this pink and white slip. “You!™. |
he gulped, “well, what in— Say, in
the name of—why, don't you know it’s
a penitentiary offense to stop a train |
this way?”

Marjorle tossed her head a little
higher, grew a little calmer: “What
do I care? I want you to back up.”

The conductor was reduced to a:
wet rag, a feeble echo: “Back up— |
the train up?”

“Yes, back the train up,” Marjorie
answered, resolutely, “and go slowly
till I tell you to stop.”

The conductor stared at her a mo-

“say,
your

ment, then whirled on Mailory:
what in hell’s the matter with

ry was saved from the prob-
l(" (.r answering by Marjorie's abrupt
ge from a young Tsarina rebuk-
erf, to a terr d mother.
r out imploring p: 13 and with a
sh of tears pleaded: “Won't 3
ase back My darling child fell
of the train.”
The conducter’'s rage fell away in
an instant “Your child fell off the
T ' he gasped. “Good Lord! How

With one hand he was gropinz for
the bell ccrd to give the signal, with
the other he opened the doer to look
back along the track

“Ho was two yeurs old,” Mc r;\»r:ei

ved L

*Oh, that's too bzd!™ the conduc tor

aned. “What did he look like?

“He had a pink ribbon round his
neck."”

“A pink ribbon—oh, the poor mlle
fellow! the poor little fellow!”

“And a long curly tail.”

The conducter swung round with a
yell: “A curly tail!—your son?”

“My dog!"” Marjorie roared back at
him.

The
weakly_ as he

conductor’s voice cracked
shrieked: “Your dog!

i You stopped this train for a fool dog?"*

dog,” Marjorie
“he knows

“He wasn't a fool
retorted, facing him down,
more than you do.”

The conductor threw up his hands:
“Well, don't you women beat—" He
studied Marjorie as if she were some
curious frezk of nature. Suddenly an
idea struck into his daze: “Say, what |
kind of a dog was it7—a measly little |
cheese-hound 2" |

“He wos a
with wonderiu!
ears.”

The

beautitul soul
and adorable |

noble,
eyes

growing weak- !
er and weake “Well, doa't w urx)' 1!
got him. MHe's in the baggage car.
Marjorie stared at him unltelieving-
ly. The news seemed too gloriously
beautiful to be true. He isn't dead—
Sucozleums is not dead!” she cried,
“he lives! He lives! You have saved
him.” And once mgcre she flung Rer-
self upon the conductor. He tried to
bat her off like a gnat, and Mallory
came to his rescue,by dragg
away and shoving her into a

conductor was

|9
chair,

E

L
“Oh, you dear, good, kind angel. Get :
him at once.” |9

“He stays in the baggage car,” the :
conductor answered, :
supposed, finally,

“But Sn uzl(um\ doesn't llke bal., | 4
gage cars,’ Marjor'e smiled. ‘lle\-
won't ride in one.”

“He'll rldc in this one or I'll wllng
his neck."

“You flend {n human flesh!”  Mar- |
jorie shrank away from him in hor
ror, and he found courage to seize
the bell rope and yank it viciously
“Please, may | start |

firmly and as he

this train?” |

The whistle tooted faintly. The bell | Y
began to hammer, the train to creak‘
and writhe and click. The conductor‘
pulled his cap down hard and start-‘.
ed forward. Marjorie selzed his
sleeve: “Oh, I implore you, don't con-

sign that poor sweet child to the hor | &3

rid baggage car. If you have a human
heart in your breast, hear my pray-
er.”

The conductor surrendered uncon-
ditionally: “Oh, Lord, all right, all
right. I'll lose my job, but if you'll

ing her -
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SECOND GRAND PRIZE

$400 Lonsdale Cabinet Grand Piano

Manufactured and Guaranteed in every respect by

The Lonsdale Piano Co., of Toronto
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FIRST GRAND PRIZE
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THESE ARE THE REASONS

Why the Young Ladies working in The Uniorn Advocate
Voting Campaign Want Your Subscriptions
and Votes:

A 91360 GALAXY OF PRIZES!
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$710 “CHEVROLET” TOURING, CAR
“THE WONDER CAR”
Distributed in New Brunswick by The Lounsbury Company, Limited

A COMPLETE CAR

THIRD GRAND PRIZE
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$150 Cabinet Highest Grade Silver

Plated Tableware

Manufactured and Guaranteed by Canadian Wm.

"Cream Pitcher
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$100 Silver Plated Tea Service

Besides the Five Pieces here Illustrated, this Beautiful Prize includes a Handsome Large Tray, making in all six pieces,

A. Rogers, Limited, Toronto

GRAND PRIZE

Tea Kettle with Burner

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