THE UNION ADVOCATE, WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 27, 1916

RUPERT HUGHES
NOVELIZED FROM_THE
COMEDY OF THE SAME
HME. T T T

ILLUSTRATED
OTOGRAPHS

PLAY AS PRODUCED o
2 AENRY W. SAVAGE-:

C—— ) COPYRIGAT il 2, M.K.FLY CO

PH
THE

(Continued from Last Week)

" FoBdick informeu nim of the irre
trievable loss of the useful buffet wait-
er. The conductor promised to get
another at Ogden.

Ashton wailed: “Have we got to
sit here and die of thirst till then?”

The conductor refused to “back up
for a coon,” but offered to send in a
sleeping-car porter as a temporary
aubstitute.

As he started to go, Fosdick, who
had been incessantly consulting his
‘watch, checked him to ask: *“Oh, con-

ductor, when do we get to the state-.

iine of dear old Utah?”

“Dear cld Utah!” the conductor
grinned. “We'd 'a’ been there already
if we badn’t 'a’ fell behind a little.”

“Just my luck to be late,” Fosdick
moaned.

“WWhat you so anxious to be in
Yitah for, Fosdick?”” Ashton asked, sus-
piciously. “You go on to 'Frisco, don't
you?”

Fosdick' was evidently confused at
the direct question. He tried
dodge it: “Yes, but—funny how things
have changed. When we started, no-
body was speaking to anybody except
his wife, now—"

“Now,” paid Ashton, drily, “every-
body’s speaking to everybody except
his wife.”

“You're wrong there,” Little Jim-

wie inierrunted. “I wasu't speakiog
fnle interrupted. “I wasn't speaking
to my wife in the first place. We got
on as strangersh and we're strangersh
yet. Mrs. Well'n'ton is a—"
, “A queen among women, . we know!
‘Dry up,” sald Ashton, and then they
heard the querulous voice of the por
‘ter of their sleeping car: *“I tell you,
1 don't know nothin’ about the buffe:
business.”

The conductor pushed him in with
a gruff command. “Crawl in that cago
and get busy.”

“8till the porter protested: “Mista
Pullman engaged me for a sleepin’
car, not a drinkin’ car. I'm a berth-
maker, not a mixer.,” He cast a re-
sentful glonce through the window
that served also as a bar, and his
whole tone changed: “Say, is you
goin’ to allow me loose amongst all
you do, I can't guarantee my con-
duck.”
them beautiful bottles? Say, man, if

“If you even sniff one of those bot.
tles,” the conductor warned him, “I'll
crack it over your head.”

“That won't worry me none—as
long as my mouf's open.” He smacked
his chops over the prospect of inti-
macy with that liquid treasury.
“Lordy! Well, I'll try to control my
emotions—but remember, I don't guar-
antee nothin".”

The conductor started to go, but
paused for final instructions:
remember—after we get to Utah we
<an't serve any hard liquor at all.”

“What's that? Don’t they 'low noth.

in’' in that old Utah but icecream |

soda?”’

“That's about all. If you touch a
drop, I'll leave you in Utah for life.”

“Oh, Lordy, I'l be good!”

The conductor left the excited black
and went his way. Ashton was the
first to speak: “Say, Porter, can you
mix drinks?”

The -porter-ruminated, then con.
fessed: ‘“‘Well, not on the outside, no,
sir. If you-all is thirsty you better or-
der the simplest things you can think
of. If you want to command anything
fancy, Lord knows what you'd get.
Supposin’ you was to say, ‘Gimme a
Tom Collins.’ I'd be just as liable as
not to pass you a Jack Johnson.”

“Well, can you open beer?"

“Oh, I'm a natural born beer
wopener.”

“Rush it out then. My throat is as
full of alkall dust as these windows.”

The porter soon appeared with a
gray full of cotton-topped glasses. The
day was hot and the alkali dust very
oppressive, and the beer Was cold. Dr.
Temple looked on it when it was am-
ber, and suffered himself to be bullled
into taking a glass.

He felt that he was the greatest sin-
ner on earth, but worst of all was the
fact that when he had fallen, the for-
bidden brew was not sweet. He was
inexperienced enough to sip it and it
was like foaming quinine on his pal-
mte. But he kept at it from sheer
shame, and his luxurious transgres-
glon was its own punishment.

The doleful Mallory was on his way
to join the “club.” Crossing the ves-
tibule Be had met the conductor, and
had ventured to quiz him along tha
ol lines:

“Excuse he, haven't you taken any
clergymen on board this train yet?”

“Devil a one.”

“Don’t you ever carry any preachers
op this road?”

“Usually we get one or two. Last
ftrip we carried a whole Methodist
ponvention.”

“A whole cpnvention last trip!
my luck!"

The unenlightened conductor turned
to call back: “Say, up in the forward
car we got a couple of undertakers.
They be of any use to you?"

“Not yet.”

Then Mallory dawdled on into the
h:oun; room, where he found his

porter, who explained that he
been “promoted to the bottlery.”

“Do we cqme to a station stop

7" Mallory asked. .
| “Well, not for a considerable inter
wal. Do you want to get out and walk
and down?”
“I don't,” sald Mallory, taking froii
his coat Snoosleums, whom hel
smuggled past the new canductar)

Just

10}

“And |

FROM
OF

,“Meanwnme, rOrer, couia you give
{him something to eat to distract
him?” |
| The porter grinned, and picking up
a bill of fare held it out. "I got

| meenuel. It ain't written in dog, buf
_you can explain it to him. What _woulq
| yo' canine desiah, sah?”

| Snoozleums put out a paw and Malq
lory read what it indicated: *“He says
he'd like a fllet Chateaubriand, but iff
iyou have any old bones, hell mqi
those.” The porter gathered Snoozle-,
ums in and disappeared with him lntqi
the buffet, Mallory calling after him:f
“Don’t let the conductor see him.” |

Dr. Temple advanced on the dis
consolate youth with an effort :J.
| cheer: “How is our bridegroom this
| beautiful afternoon?” |
. Mallory glanced at his costume:
| ekl like a rainbow gone wrong. Just
'my luck to have to borrow from
,everybody. Look at me! This collar|
., of Mr. Welington's makes me feel lik
! a peanut in a rubber tire.,* He turned |
to Fosdick. |

“I say, Mr. Fosdick, what size ool
lar do you wear?” |

“Fourteen and a half,” sald Fosdick, !

“Fourteen and a half!'—why don't'
| you get a neck? You haven't got a !
plain white shirt, have you? Our'
English friend lent me this, but it's |
purple, and Mr. Ashton's socks’are
maroon, and this peacock blue tie 1s
very unhappy.” |

“I think I can fit you out,” sald Fos- |
dick. |

“And if you had an extra pair of
socks,” Mallory pleaded—“just one
pair of unemotional socks.”

“I'll show you my repertolre.”

“All right, I'll see you later.” Then
he went up to Wellington, with much |
besitance of manner. “By the way. !
Mr. Wellington, do.you suppose Mrs. |
Wellington could lend Mise—Mrs.— |
could lend Marjorie some—some—"

Wellington waved him aside wﬂh.{
magnificent scorn: “I am no longer |
in Mrs. Wellington's confidence.” |

“Oh, excuse me,” said Mallory. He |
had noted that the Wellingtons occu- |
pied separate compartments, but for |
all he knew their reason was as ro-
=antic as his own. i

CHAPTER XXIII.
Through a Tunnel. ‘

Mrs. Jimmie \Wellington, who had |
traveled much abroad and learned in |
Eugland the habit of smoking in the
corridors of expensive hotels, had ac- |
quired also the habit, as travelers do, |
of calling England freer than Amer-!
ica. She determined to do her share:
toward the education of her native
country, and chose, for her topic, to- |
bacco as a feminine accomplishment. |

She had grown indifferent to stares |
and audible comment and she could |
fight a protesting head waiter to a|
standstill. If monuments and tablets |
are ever erected to the first woman!
who smoked publicly in this place or |
that, Mrs, Jimmie Wellington will be |
varlously remembered and occupy a |
large place in historical record.

The narrow confines of the women's
room on the sleeping car soon palled |
on her, and she objected to smokln;’
there except when she felt the added
luxury of keeping some other woman |
outside—fuming, but not smoking. |
And now Mrs. Jimmie had staked out |
a claim on the observatlon"platrorm.‘
She sat there, pufiing like a major- |
general, and in one portion of Ne-
braska two farmers fell off their agri-
cultural vehicles at the sight of her!
cigar-smoke tralllng after the train. |
In Wyoming three cowboys followed |
her fcr a mile, yipping and nowllng|
their compliments.

Feeling the smoke mood coming on, |
Mrs. Wellington invited Mrs. Temple |
to smoke with her, but Mrs, Temple |
felt a reminiscent qualm at the vory}
thought, so Mrs. Jimmie sauntered
out,alone, to the great surprise of
Ira Lathrop, whose motto was, “Two
heads are better than one,” and who
was apparently willlng to walt till |
Anne Gattie's head grew on his|
shoulder.

“I trust I don't Intrude,” Mrs. Well-
ifngton said.

“Oh, no. Oh, yes.” Anne gasped in
flery confusion as she fled into the
car, followed by the purple-faced Ira,
who slammed the d&)r with a growl:
“That Wellington woman would break
up anythiang.”

The prim little missionary toppled |
into the nearest chair: ¥'Oh, Ira, what |
will she think?"

“She can't think!”
“In a little while she'll know.”

“Don’'t you think we'd better tell‘
everybody before they begin to talk?" |

Ira glowed with pride at the
thought and murmured with all the!
ardor of a senile Romeo: “I suppose |
80, ducky darling. I'll break it—I
mean I'll tell it to the men, and you
tell the women.”

“All right, dear, I'll obey you,” she
answered, meekly.

“Obey me!” Ira laughed with boy- |
ish swagger. “And you a mission- |
ary!' 2

“Well, I've converted one heathen,
anyway,” sald Anne as she darted
down the corridor, followed by Ira,
who annownced his intention to “go!
to the baggage car and dig up his old |
Prince Albert.”

In their flight forward they passed
the mysterious woeman in the state-
room. They were too full of their
own mystery to give thought to hers.
Mrs. Fosdick went timidly prowling
toward the observation car, suspect,
ing everybody to be a spy, as Mallory,
suspected everybody to be a clergyd
man {n dlaguise

|
Ira grumbled. l

As snhe stoie along the corridon
past the men’s clubroom she saw her!
husband—her here-and-there husband

way, and § BRrieX or understandmg
burst from her. It semt the porte

—wearily counting the telegraph'
posts and summing them up into
miles. She tapped on the glass and
signalled to him, then passed on.

He answered with a look, then pre-
tended not to have noticed, and walit-
ed a few moments before he rose with
an elaborate air of carelessness. He
beckoned the porter and said:

“Let me know the moment we en-
ter Utah, will you?”

“Yassah. We'll be comin’ along
right soon now. We got to pass
through the big Aspen tunnel, after
that, befo' long, we splounce into old
Utah.”

“Don"t forget,” said Fosdick, as he
sauntered out. Ashton perked up his
ears at the promise of a tunnel and
kept his eye on his watch.

Fosdick entered the observation
room with a bungry look in his
luscious eyes. His now-and-then wife
put up a warning finger to indicate
Mrs. Whitcomb’s presence at the
writing desk.

Fosdick’s smile froze into a smirk
of formality and he tried to chill his
tone as if he were speaking to a total
stranger.

“Good afternoon.”

Mrs. Fosdick answered with equal
fce: “Good afternoon. Won't you sit
down?"

‘“Thanks. Very picturesque scen-
ery, isn't 1t?

“Isn’t it?” Fosdick seated himself,
looked about cautiously, noted that
Mrs. Whitcomb was apparently ab-
sorbed in her letter, then lowered his
voice confidentially. His face kept up
a stralned pretense of indifference,,
but his whisper was passionate with;
longing:

“Has ‘'my poor little wifey missed
her poor old hubby?”

“Oh, 8o much!” she whispered.'
“Has poor little hubby missed his,
poor old wife?”

“Horribly., Was she lonesome in
that dismal stateroom all by her
eelr?”

“Oh, so miserable!
much longer.”

Fosdick’'s face blazed with good
news: “In just a little while we come
to the Utah line—then we're safe.”

“God bless Utah!"™

The rapture died from her face as
she caught sight of Dr. Temple, who
happened to stroll in and go to the
bookshelves, and taking out a book

I can't stand it

| happened to glance near-sightedly her
| way,

“Be careful of that man, dearle,”
Mrs. Fosdick hissed out of one side
of her mouth. "“He's a very strange
character.”

Her husband was infected with her
own terror. He asked, huskily: “What
¢o you think he is?"

“A detective! I'm sure he’s watch-
ing us. He followed you right in
here.”

“We'll be very cautious—till we get
to Utah.”

The old clergyman, a little fuzzy in
brain from his debut in beer, contin-
ued Innocently to confirm the appear-

| ance of a detective by drifting aim-

lessly about. He was looking for his
wife, but he kept glancing at the un-
easy Fosdicks. He went to.the door,
opened it, saw Mrs. Wellington finish-
ing a cigar, and retreated precipitate-
ly. Seelng Mrs. Temple wandering in
the corridor, he motioned her to a
chair near the Fosdicks and she sat
by his side, wondering at his filmy
eyes,

The Fosdicks, glancing uncomfort-
ably at Dr. Temple, rose and selected
other chairs further away. Then
Roger Ashton sauntered in, his eyes
searching for a proper companion
through the tunnel.

He saw Mrs. Wellington returning
from the platform, just tossing away
her cigar and blowing out the last of
its grateful vapor,

With an effort at sarcasm, he went
to her and offered her one of his own
cigars, smiling: “Have another.”

She took it, looked it over, and
parried his irony with a ‘ormula she
had heard men use wh 1 they hate
to refuse a giftcigar: “ . hanks. I'll
smoke it -efter dinner;, if you don't
mind.”

“Oh, I don't mind,” he laughed, then
bending closer he murmured: “They
tell me we are coming to a tunnel, a
nice, long, dark, dismal tunnel.”

Mrs. Wellington would not take a
dare. She felt herself already eman-
cipated from Jimmie. So she answered
Ashton’s hint with a laughing chal-
lenge: -

“How nice of the conductor to ar
range it."

Ashton smacked his lips over the
prospect.

And now the porter, having noted
Ashton’s impatience to reach the tun-
nel, thought to curry favor and a
quarter by announcing its approach.
He bustled in and made straight for
Ashton just as the tunnel announced
itselfswith a sudden swoop of gloom,
a great increase of the train-nolses
and a faroff clang of the locomotive
bell.

Out of the Egyptian darkness came
the unmistakable sounds of osculation
in various parts of the room. Doubt-
less, it was repeated In other parts of
the train. There werg numerous coo-
ing sounds, too, but Wobody spoke ex-
cept Mrs, Temple, who was heard to
murmaur:

“Oh, Walter, dear, what makes youn
breath so funny!"

Next eame a little yowl of pain in
Mrs. Fosdick’'s voice, and then day-
light flooded the car with a rush, as
if time had made an instant leap from
midnight to noon. There were inter<
esting disclosures.

Mrs. Temple was caught with her
arms round the doctor's neck, and
she blushed like a spoony girl. Mrs,
Fosdick was trying to disengage hen
hair from Mr. Fosdick’s scarf-pin. Mrs,
Whitcomb alone was deserted. Mrw‘
Ashton was gazing devotion at Mrs.
Wellington and trying to tell her
with his eyes how velvet he had
found her cheek,

But she was looking reproachfully
at him from & chalr, and saying, not
without regret:

“I heard everybody kissing every-

body, but I was cruelly neglected.”
+ Ashton's eyes widened with unbe-
lief, he heard a snicker at his elbow,
and whirled to find the porter rub-
bing his black velvet cheek and
writhing with peat-up laughter.

Mra. Wellington glanced the same

into a sp of yah-yahs till he
caught Ashton’s eyes and saw murder,
in them. The porter fled to the plat-
form and held the door fast, expect«
ing to be lynched.

But Ashton dashed away in search
of concealment and soap.

The porter remained on the plat-
form for some time, planning to leap
overboard and take his chances rather
than fall into Ashton’s hands, but at
length, finding himself unpursued, he
peered into the car and, seeing that
Ashton had gone, he returned to his
dutles. He kept a close watch on
Ashton, but on soberer thoughts Ash-
ton had decided that the incident
would best be consigned to silence
and oblivion. But for all the rest of
that day he kept rubbing his lips
with his handkerchief.

The porter, noting that the train
had swept into a granite gorge like
an emormously magnified aisle in a
made-up sleeping car, recognized the
presence of Echo Canyon, and with'
it the entrance into Utah. He hastened'
to impart the tidings to Mr. Fosdick
and held out his hand as he extended'
the information, 1

Fosdick could hardly believe that
his twelve-hundred-mile exile was
over.

“We're in Utah?” he exclaimed.

“Yassah,” and the porter shoved;
his palm into view. Fosdick filled it
with all his loose change, then,
whirled to his wife and cried: 4

“Edith! We are in Utah now! Em-
brace me!”

She flung herself into his arms with
a gurgle of bliss. The other passen-
gers gasped with amazement. This
sort of thing was permissible enough

in a tunnel, but in the full light otl

day—!

hand: “whnat's the latést issue of the
London Times?”

“Never heard of it.”

Wedgewood almost fainted, and re
turned to his Baedeker of the United
States.

Dr. Temple summoned the lad: *l1
don’t suppose you have the Ypsilanti
Eagle?”

The butcher regarded him with pity,
and sniffed: “I carry newspapers, not
poultry.”

“Well, give me the—" he saw a
pink weekly of rather picturesque apn-
pearance, and the adventure attracted
him. “I'll take this—also the Out-
look.” He folded the pink within the
green, and entered into a new and
startling world—a sort of journalistic
slumming tour.

“Give me any old thing,” sald Mak
lory, and flung open an Ogden jour-
nal till he found the sporting page,
where his eyes brightened. “By jove,
a ten-inning game! Matthewson in

! the box!”

“Mattie 18 most intelleckshal pitch
er in the world,” said Little Jimmie,
and then everybody disappeared be-
hind paper ramparts, while the butch-
er lingered to explain to the porter
the detalls of the great event.

About this time, Marjorie, tired ©f
her pretenca at slumber, strolled intc
the observation car, glancing into the
men’s room., where she saw nothiug
but newspapers. Then Mrs. Welling-
ton saw her, and smiled: “Come in
and make yourself at home.”

“Thanks,” said Marjorie, bashfully,
“l was looking for my—my—"

“Husband ?"

“My dog.”

“How 18 he tkis morning?”

“My dog?”

“Your husband.”

“Oh, he's as well 2s could be ex

Fosdick, noting the sensation he | Pected.”

had created, waved his hand reas-

suringly and called across his wite's | walst?" Mrs. Wellington laughed.

shoulder:

“Don’t be alarmed, ladies and gen-
tlemen. She's my wife!” He added
in a whisper meant for her ear alone:
“At least till we get to Nevada!”

Then she whispered something in
his ear and they hurried from the car.
They left behind them a bewilder-
ment that eclipsed the wonder of the
Mallories. That couple spoke to each
other at least during the day time.
Here was a married pair that did not
speak at ail for two days and two
nights and then made a sudden and
public rush to each other’s arms!

Dr. Temple summed up the general
feeling when he said:

“I don't believe inewitches, but 1f 1
did, I'd belleve that this train is be-
witched.”

Later he decided that Fosdick was a |

Mormon elder and that Mrs. Fosdick

was probably a twelfth or thirteenth |

spouse he was smuggling In from the
east. The theory was not entirely
false, for Fosdick was one of the

many victims of the crazy-quilt of |

American divorce codes, though he
was the most unwilling of polygamists.
And Dr. Temple gave up his theory in
despair the next morning when he
found the Fosdicks still on the train,
and once more lkeeping aloof from
each other,

CHAPTER XXIV.
The Train Butcher,

Mallory was dragging out a miser-
able existence with a companion who
was nelther maid, wife, nor widow
and to whom he was neither bachelor,
husband, nor relict,

They were suffering brain-fag from
their one topic of conversation, and
heart-fag from rapture deferred. Mar-
jorle had . pretended to take a nap
and Mallory had pretended that he
would leave her for her own sake.
Thelr contradictory chalns were be-
ginning to gall,

Mallory sat in the smoking room,
and threw aside a half-finished cigar.
Life was indeed nauseous when to-
bacco turned rank on his lips. He
watched without interest the stupen-
dous scenery whirling past the train;
granite ravines, infernal grotesques
of architecture and diablerie, the
Giant's Teapot, the Devil's Slide, the
Pulpit Rock, the Hanging Rock,
splashes of mineral color, as if titanic
paint pots had been spilled or flung
against the cliffs, sudden hushes of
green pine-worlds, dreary graveyards
of sand and sagebrush, moungain
streams in frothing panics.

His jaded soul could not respond to
any of these thrillers, the dime-nov-
els and melodramatic third-acts of na-
ture. But with the arrival of a train-
boy, who had got on at Evanston with
a batch of Salt Lake City newspa-
pers, he woke a little,

The other men  came trooping
round, like sheep at a herd-boy's
whistle or chickens when a pan of
grain is brought into the yard. The
train “butcher” had a nasal sing-song,
but his strain might have been the
Pled Piper's tune emptying Hamelin
of its grown-ups. The charms of flir-
tation, matrimonial bliss and fem-
inine beauty were forgotten, and the
males flocked to the delights of stock-
market reports, political or racing or
dramatic or sporting or criminal
news. Even Ashton braved the eyes
of his fellow men for the luxury of
burying his nose in a fresh paper.

“Papers, gents? Yes? No?" the
train butcher chanted. “Salt Lake pa-
pers, Ogden papers, all the latest pa-
pers, comic papers, magazines, pe-
riodicals.”

“Here, boy,” sald Ashton, snapping
his fingers, “what's the latest New
York paper?”

“Last Sat'day’s.”

“Six days old? I read that before 1
left New York. Well, give me that
Salt Lake .paper. It has yesterday's
stock market, I suppose.”

“Yes, sir.” He passed over the
sheet and made change, without abat-
ing his monody: “Papers, gents. Yes?
No? Salt Lake pa—"

“Whash latesh from Chicago?” said
Wellington.

“Monday’s.”

“I read that before—that breakfast
began,” laughed Little Jimmie. “Well,
give me Salt Lake Bazoo. It has bashe-
ball news, I s'pose.”

“Yes, sir,” the butcher answered,
and his tone grow reverent as he
said: “The Glants won, Mr. Mattyson
was pitching. Papers, gents, all the
latest papers, magazines, periodicals.”

Wodgewapd exterZod a languld

:couple.

“Where did ycu get that love of a
“Mrs. Temple lent it to me, Isn't
it sweet?”

“Exquisite!
mode.”

Marjorie, suffering almost more
acutely from being badly frocked than
from being duped in her matrimonial
hopes, threw herself on Mrs. Welling-
ton's mercy.

“I'm so unhappy in this. Couldn’t
you lend me or sell me something a
little smarter?”

“I'd love to, my dear,” said Mrs.
Wellington, “but I left home on short
notice myself. I shall need all my
divorce trousseau in Reno. Otherwise
—I—but here’'s your husband.  You
two ought to have some place to
spoon. I'll leave you this whole room.”

And she swept out, nodding to Mal-
lory, who had divined DMNarjorie's
presence, and felt the need of belng
near her, though he also felt the need
of finishing the story of the great
ball game. Husbandlike, he felt that
he was conferring sufiicient courtesy
in throwing a casual smile across the
top of the paper.

Marjorie studied his motley garb,
and her own, and groaned:

“We're a sweet looking pair, aren’t
we?"” \

“Mr. and Miss Fit,” saild Mallory,
from behind the paper.

“Oh, Harry, has your love grown
cold?” she pleaded,

“Marjorie, how can you think such
a thing?"” still from behind the paper.

“Well, Mrs. Wellington sald wa
ought to have some place to spoon,
and she went away and left us, and—
there you stand—and—"

This pierced even the baseball
news, and he threw his arms around
her with glow of devotion.

She snuggled closer, and cooed:
“Aren't we having a nice long engage-
ment? We've traveled a mlillion
miles, and the preacher isn't in sight
yet. What have you been reading—
wedding announcements?”

“No—I was reading about the most
wonderful exhibition. Mattie was in
the box—and in perfect form.”

“Mattie?” Marjorle gasped uneas:
ily.

“Mattie!” he raved, “and in perfect
form."

And now the hidden serpent of jeal
ousy, which promised to enliven-thelr
future, lifted its head for the first
time, and Mallory caught his first
glimpse of an unsuspected member
of their household. Marjorie demand.
ed with an ominous chill:

“And who's Mattie?, Some former
sweetheart of yours?”

“My dear,” laughed Mallory.

But Marjorle was up and away,
with apt temper: “So Mattle was in
the box, was she? What is it to you,
where she sits? You dare to read
about her and rave over her perfect
form, while ‘you neglect your wife—or
your—oh, what am I, anyway?"”

Mallory stared at her in amaze
ment. He was beginning to learn
what Ignorant heathen women are
concerning s0 many of the gods and
demi-gods of mankind. Then, with a
tenderness he might not always show,
he threw the paper down and took
her in his arms: “You poor child,
Mattie Is a man—a pitcher—and you're
the only woman I ever loved—and
you are liable to be my wite any
minute.”

The explanation was sufficient, and
she crawled into the sheiter of his
arm with little nolses that served for
apology, forgiveness and reconcilia-
tion. Then he made the mistake ot
mentioning the sickening topic of de.
ferred hope:

“A minhister's sure to get on at the
next stop—or the next.”

Marjorie’s nerves were frayed by
too much enduring, and it took only a
word to set them jangling: “If you
say minister to me again, I'll scream.”
Then she tried to control herself with
& polite: “WhHere is the next stop?”

“Ogden.”

“Where's that? On the map?

“Well, it's in Utah.”

“Utah!” she groaned. “They manr
ry by wholesale there, and we can't
even get a sample.”

The latest Ypsilant!

CHAPTER XXV.
The Train Wrecker.

The train-butcher, entering the Ob-
servation Room, found only a loving
He took in at a glance their
desire for solitude. A large part of
his business was the forcing of warea
on people who did not want them.

His voice and his method suggested
the mpsquito., Beelng Mallory and

‘Marjorie mutualry absorbed In read-
ing each other’s eyes, and evidently
in need of nothing on earth less than
something else to read, the train-
butcher decided that his best plan of
attack was to make himself a nuis-
ance. It is a plan successfully adopt-
ed by organ-grinders, street planists
and other blackmailers under the
guise of art, who have nothing so
welcome to sell as their absence.

Mallory and Marjorie heard the
train-boy’s hum, but they tried to ig-
nore it.

“Papers, gents and ladles?
No?  Paris fashions, lady?”

He shoved a large periodica' be-
tween their very noses, but Marjorie
threw it on the floor, with a- oitter
glance at her own borrowed plr\mage:

“Don’t show me any Parl/s fash-
fons!” Then she gave the boy his
conge by resuming her chat with Mal-
lory: “How long do we stop at Og-
den?”

The train-boy went right on auc-
tioning his papers and magazines,
and poking them into the laps of his
prey. And they went right on talking
to one another and pushing his papers
and magazines to the floor.

“I think I'd better get off at Og-
den, and take the next train back.
That’s just what I'll do. Nothing,
thank you!™ this last to the train-
boy.

“But you can't leave me like this,”
Mallory urged excitedly, with a side
glance of “No, no!” to tae train-boy.

“I can, and I must, and I will,” Mar-
jorie insisted. “I'll go pack my things
now."”

“But, Marjorie, listen to me.”

“Will you let me alone!” This to
the gadfly, but to Mallory a dejected
wail: “I—I just remembered. X
haven’t anything to pack.”

“And you'll have to give back that
walst to Mrs. Temple. You can't get
off at Ogden without a waist.”

“I'll go anyway. 1 want to get
home.”

“Marjorle, if you talk that way—I'll
throw you off the train!"

She gasped. He explained:
wasn't talking to you; I was trying
to stop this phonograph.” Then ha
rose, and lald violent haunds on the
annoyer, shoved him to the corridor,
seized his bundle of papers from hili
arm, and hurled them at his head.
They fell in a shower about the train.
butcher, who could only feel a ce:
tain respect for the one man who ha:l
ever treated him as he knew he de
served. He bent to pick up his scat.
tered merchandise, and when he had
gathered his stock together, put hia
head in, and sang out a slnccre:

“Excuse me.”

But Mallory did not hear him, ha
was excitedly trying to calin the ex
cited girl, who, having eloped with
him, was preparing now to elope back
without him.

“Darling, you can't desert me now,”
he pleaded, “and leave me to go on
alone?”

“Well,
thing?"
peration.
had the girl T loved on a train.
get her married if I had to
the—" she caught her breath, pausecd
a second in intense thought,
then, with sudden radiance, cr
“Harry, dear!”

“Yes, love!”

“l have an idea—an inspiration:"

“Yes, pet,” rather dubfously from
bim, but with absolute exultation from:
her: “Let's wreck the train!"

“I don't follow you, sweetheart.”

“Don’t you see?” she began excited
ly. “When there are train wrecls a
lot of people get killed, and things
A minister always turns up to admin
ister the last something or othci—
well—"

“Well?”

“Well, stupid, don't you see? \\'.
wreck a train, a minister comes, wr
nab him, he marries us, and—there
we are! Everything's lovely!"

He gave her one of those leok
with which a man usually greets whai
a woman calls an Inspiration. He did
not honor her invention with arn
alysis. He simply put forward an obd
jection to it, and, man-like, chose the
most hateful of all objections:

“It's a lovely idea, but the wrec}
would delay us for hours and hours
and I'd miss my transport—"

“Harry Mallory, if you mention that
odious transport to me again, I know
I'll. have hydrophobia. I'm goin?
home.”

“But, darling,” he pleaded, “you
can’t desert me now, and leave me tc
g0 on alone?” She had her answel
glib:

“If you really loved me, you'd—"

“Oh, I know,” he cut in. *“You'v:
sald thot before. But I'd be court
martialed. 1'd lose my career.”

“What's a career to a man
truly loves?”

“It's just as much as it 1s to any-
body else—and more.”

She could hardly controvert thi:
gracefully, so she sank back wit)
grim resignation. *“Well, I've pro-
posed my plan, and you don't like it
Now, suppose you propose something.”

The silence was oppressive. They
sat like stoughton bottles. There tho
conductor found them some timao
later. He gave them a careless !cok,
selected a chair at the end of the
car, and began to sort his tickets,
spreading them out on another chair,
making notes with the pencil he took
from atop his ear, and shoved bick
from time to time.
| Ages seemed to pass, and Mallory
had not even a suggestion. Hy thia
!time Marjorie's temper had evaporat
‘ed, and when he said: “If we could
only stop at some town for half an
ihour,” she said: “Maybé the conduc-
'tor would hold the train for us.”

! *“I hardly think he would.”

“He looks like an awfully nice man.
You ask him.”

“Oh, what's the use?”

Marjorie was getting tired of de-
pending on this charming young mau
with the very bad luck. She decided
to assume command herself. She
took recourse naturally to the orig-
inal feminine methods: “I'll take care
of him,” she sald, with resolution. “A
woman can get & man to do almost
anything if she flirts a little with
him.”

“Marjorie!"”

“Now, don't you mind anything I

(Continued )

Yra?

“y

why don’t you do some
she retorted, in equal des.
“If 1 were a man, and |
I'd

wrec';

who
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BATHURST NEWS

Bathurst, Sept. 22 Sheriff
Doucet has received word
that his son, Lieut. J. Theo Dcucet
0? the 165th Battalion, has sucocessful-
ly passed his examinations for the
rank of Captain. Capt. Doucet's hosts
of friends in his home town are not
surprised that promotion coming
rapidly to him, for they know that he
is one of the best the
Province.

Miss Beatrice White is visiting re-
latives in Halifax.

officers in

Mr. Peter Fiott of Caraquct, made
a short visit to town cn Monday.

Mr. E. J. Sullivan and Mr. J. J.
Foley of Grand Anse, were in town
on Wednesday.

Mr. Jasper R. Hains and little son
of Montreal, are spencing a short va-
cation with relatives in town.

Miss Mary Lannigan returned om
Tuesday from Richibucto, wher~ she
was visiting relatives and friends.

Miss Bessie Bisiicp left on Monday
for a visit of severa:! months with her
sister, Mrs. Gordon Lee, in Quebec.
Edwin J. Melanson has
visit

Lieut. re-

turned from a pleasant with
friends in Turgeon.

The Misses Blanche and
I'Anjou, of Petit Rocher,

the week on a

Eugenie
wefe in
town during short
visit.

A.

wes among the visitors in town dur-

Rev. A. McKinnon, of Miscou,
ing the week.

Hon. Col. Richard O'Leary and Mrs.
G'Leary, of Richibucte, were here for
scveral days of the past week.

Sorat. T. Sears, of the
132nd Batt., ncw of the 242nd, was in
town for a few days looking for men
for his unit.

Miss Viola Miller recently
jcined the staff of the Bathurst Lum-
ber Co., was called home on Wednes-

formerly

who

day, by the illness of her sister.

Sergt. Geo. L. Doucet of the 132nd
Battalion has returned to Valcortier
after a stay here of several weeks.

The Misses Philomese and Eliane
Gaudet of Memramcook, are visitors
with Mr. and Mrs. Azad Landry this
week.

Mr. and Mrs. T. M. Burns have re-
turned from a trip to Toronto and
New York.

Miss Gussie Kelly and Mr. Chas.

Kelly of Chatham, were here on Sun-
day attending the funeral of their ne-
phew, Master Osmund Hachey.
| Miss Elsie Hubert left on Saturday
fcr St. John, wherg she will spend
lhor vacation.
Mr. and Mrs. Bedford J. of
Shediac, who have been the
ot Mr. and Mrs. Frank Elhatton,
turned home on Wednesday.

Leger
guests
re-
Lieut. Ernest J. LeBlanc returned
to Valcartier cn Tuesday, after spend-
ing two weeks in the county on a re-
cruiting trip.

Mr. and Mrs. Napoleon Doucet are
receiving congratulations on the ar-
rival Monday of a little
bey.

Mr. John J. Harrington, Collector of

stranger—a

Customs, is able to be ab at again
after being confined to his house for
the past two weeks.

Mrs. Harry Cassidy, who has been
visiting her parents, Mr. Mrs.

Frank H. Melanson, returned to Chat-

and

ham on Saturday.

Messrs. Owen J. McKenna, F. O.
Landry and Father Wheten,
went to Chatham on Tuesday by the
Miramichi
Wednesday.

Mrs. M. Lannigan left for
yesterday, after a visit of
months with relatives herc
Campbeliton. She was accompanied
by her daughter, Miss Katherine,
who has also spent the summer here.

Miss Gertie Leahy of Moncton, ar-
rived during the week on a visit to
relatives, and her many friends are de
lighted to mote that she is enjoying
the best of health.

Mrs. F. P.
ville, accompanied by her two grand
Beatrico

Rev.

road and returned on
Boston
several

and in

Loggie, sr., eof Loggie-
Jardine
the

her

daughters, Misses
and Dorcthy
past two weeks as the guest of
son, Mr. J. Wesley Loggle.

Manderson, spent

Tracadie Man Wound®d

A telegram received early the
week announced that Pte. Ferdinand
McLaughlin had been admitted to the
War Hospital, Reading, on Sopt. 18th,
suffering from gun shot in
log. Next of kin is gtven as Jos Me-
Laughlin, Tracadie.

in

wounds
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