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('Continued from Last Week) Really !" said Mrs. Wellington, 
"Don’t you like tobacco?"

The conductor snapped back : “You "I never tried it."
eay a word to me and I’ll do you worse “It’s time you did. I smoke cigars
than that. And if I spot you with q myself."
pack of cards in your hand again. I’ll ; Mrs. Temple almost collapsed at 
tie you to the cow-ketcher." j this double shock: “Ci—cigars?"

Then he marched off again. The "Yes ; cigarettes are too strong for 
doctor fell back into a chair, trying to me; will you try one of my pets?" 
figure it out. Then Ashton and Fos-1 Mrs. Temple was about to express 
dick end little Jimmie Wellington and her repugnance at the thought, but 
Wedgewood strolled in and, dropping | Mrs. Wellington thrust before her a 
into chairs, ordered drinks. Before • portfolio in which nestled such dainty 
the doctor could ask anybody to ex- ■ shapes of such a warm and winsome 
plain, Ashton was launched on a story.} brown, that Mrs. Temple paused to 
His min’d was a suitcase full of anec- i stare, and, like Mother Eve, found the 
•dotes, mostly of the smoking-room j fruit of knowledge too interesting, 
order. | once seen to reject with scorn. She

crowning their vacation with belated 
experience.

CHAPTER XIX.

Foiled!
It was late in the forenoon before 

the train came to the end of its iron 
furrow across that fertile space be
tween two of the world’s greatest riv
ers, which the Indians called “Iowa,” 
nobody knows exactly why. In con
trast with the palisades of the Missis
sippi, the Missouri twists like a great 
brown dragon wallowing in congenial 
mud. The water itself, as Bob Bur

longei^'and Mallory'1Ynd Mârjorlè left 
like Pyramus and Thisbe wandering 
along an eternal wall, through which 
they could see, but not reach, one 
another.

They dined together as dolefully as 
if they had been married ■ for forty 
years. Then the slow twilight soaked 
them in its melancholy. The porter 
lighted up the car, and the angels 
lighed up the stars, but nothing light
ed up their hopes.

“We’ve got to quarrel again, my be
loved,” Mallory groaned to Marjorie.

Somehow they were too dreary even 
to nag one another with an outburst

dette said, is so muddy that the wind i for tbe benefit of the eager-eyed pas- 
blowing across it raises a cloud of j geng€rs. *
dust. | a little excitement bestirred them

A sonorous bridge led the way into ! ftg they rcalized that they Vere con- 
Nebraska, and the train came to a • fronted with another night-robeless 
halt at Omaha. Mallory and Marjorie j idgbt and a morrow without change of 
got out to stretch their legs and their . gear
dog. If they had only known that the j “what a pity that we left our things 
train was to stop there the quarter of jn th0 taxicab," Marjorie sighed. And 
an hour, and if they had only known this time she said, “we left them," in- 
some preacher there and had had him j stead 0f “you left them.” It was very 
to the station, the ceremony could have ; gracjoug Gf her, but Mallorysdid not 
been consummated then and there. ! acknowledge the courtesy. Instead he 

The horizon was fairly saw-toothed gave a gtart and a gasp : 
with church spires. There were , “Good Lord, Marjorie, we never 
preachers, preachers everywhere, and pald the gecond taxicab!" 
not a dominie to do their deed. , “Great heavens, how shall we ever

After they had strolled up and doxvn pay him? He’s been waiting there 
the platform, and up and down, and twenty-four hours. How much do you 
up and down till they were fain of ! 
their cramped quarters, again, Mar-

When they were dislodged from there,
they sat playing checkers and talking 
very little, but making eyes at one an
other and sighing like furnaces.

They had evidently concocted some 
secret of their own, for Ira, looking 
at his watch, murmured sentimentally 
to Anne:, “Only a few hours more, 
Annie.”

And Anne turned geranium-color 
and dropped a handful of checkers. “I 
don’t know how I can face it.”

Ira growled like a lovesick lion: 
“Aw, what do you care?"

“But I was never married before, 
Ira,” Anne protested, “and on a train, 
too."

“Why, all the bridal couples take to 
the railroads.’’

“I should think it would be the last 
place they’d go,” said Anne—a sensible 
woman, Anne! “Look at the Mallories 
—how miserable they are.”

“I thought they were happy,” said 
Ira, whose great virtue it was to pay 
little heed to what was none of his 
business.

“Oh, Ira,” cried Anne, “I hope we 
shan’t begin to quarrel as soon as we 
are married."

"As if anybody could quarrel with 
you, Anne,” he said.

“Do you think I’ll be so monotonous 
as that?” she retorted.

Wherever three or four men hung over the cigar case in hesitant
gathered together, they rapidly organ | excitement one moment too long. Them ;
izc a clearing-house of off-color stories. 
The (lector listened in spite of him 
self, and in spite of himself he waa 
amused, for stories that would be 
stupid if they were decent, take on a 
certain verve and thrill from theli 
very forbiddenness.

The dear old clergyman felt that it 
would be priggish to take flight, but 
he could not make the corners of his 
mouth behave. Strange twitchings ol 
the lips and little steamy escapes of 
giggle-jets disturbed him. And when 
Ashton, who was a practiced racon
teur, finished a drolatic adventure 
with the epilogue, “And the next 
morning they were at Niagara Falls," 
the old doctor was helpless with laugh
ter. Some superior force, the devil 
no doubt, fairly shook him with glee.

"Oh, that’s bully,” he shrieked, “1 
‘haven’t heard a story like that for 
.ages."

"Why, where have you been. Dr. 
iTemple?" asked Ashton, who could 
jnot imagine where a man could have 
‘concealed himself from such stories 
But he laughed loudest of all when 
the doctor answered: "You see, I live 
In Ypsilantl. They don’t tell me 
stories like that."

"They—who?” said Fosdick.
"Why, my pa—my patients," tha 

doctor explained, and laughed so hard 
that he forgot to feel guilty, laughed 
so hard that his wife in the next room 
heard him and giggled to Mrs. Whit*

"Listen to dear Walter. He hasn’t 
laughed like that since he was a—a 
medical student.” Then she buried 
her face guiltily in a book.

"Wasn't it good?" Dr. Temple de
manded, wiping his streaming eyes 
and nudging the solemn-faced English 
man, who understood his own nation’s 
humor, but had not yet learned the 
Yankee quirks.

Wedgewood made a hollow effort at 
laughter and answered: “Extremely 
—very droll, but what I don’t quite 
,get was—why the porter said—’’ The 
-etiwrs drowned him in a roar of laugh* | 
(Ur, but Ashton was angry. “Why, you 
«lamed fool, that’s where the joke 
'came in. Don’t you see, the bride* 
igroom said to the bride—* then he 
lowered his voice and diagramed the

she said in a trembling voice : “I—1 
should like to try once—just to see 
what it’s like. But there’s no place."

Mrs. Wellington felt that she had 
already made a proselyte to her own 
beloved vice, and she rushed her vie- j 
tim to the precipice: “There’s the ob
servation platform, my dear. Come 
on out.”

Mrs Temple was shivering with dis
may at the dreadful deed: “What 
would they say in Ypsilantl?”

“What do you care? Be a sport. 
Your husband smokes. If it’s right11 
for him, why not for you?"

Mrs. Temple set her teeth and 
crossed the Rubicon with a resolute 
•1 will!"

Mrs. Wellington led the timid 
neophyte along the wavering floor of 
the car and flung back the door of the j 
observation car. She found Ira Lath- 
rop holding Anne Cattle’s hand and j 
evidently explaining something of I 
great importance, for their heads ! 
were very close together. They rose 
and with abashed faces and confused 
mumblings of half swallowed explana
tions, left the platform to Mrs. Wei- ; 
lington and her new pupil.

Shortly afterward Little Jimmie 
Wellington grew restive and set out 
for a brief constitutional and a breath 
of air. He carried a siphon to which 
he had become greatly attached, and 
made heavy going for the observation 
room, but reached the door in fairly 
good order. He swung it open and 
brought in with it the pale and waver
ing ghost of Mrs. Temple, who had 
been leaning against it for much-need
ed support. Wellington was stupefied 
to observe smoke pouring round Mrs. 
Temple’s ferm, and he resolved to 
perform a great life-saving feat. He 
decided that the poor little woman 
was on fire and he poised the siphon 
like a fire extinguisher, with the noble 
intention of putting her out.

He pressed the handle, and a stream 
of vlchy shot from the nozzle.

Her spunk delighted him beyond 
suppose we owe him?" words. He whispered: “Anne, you’re

“About a year of my pay, I guess.’ ao gol-darned sweet if I don’t get a 
“You must send him a telegram of chance t0 kiss you. I’ll bust." 

apology and ask him to read his “Why, Ira—we’re on the train." 
meter. He was such a nice man—the “Da—darn the train! Who ever
kindest eyes—for a chauffeur.” heard of a fellow proposing and get-

But how can I telegraph him? I ting engaged to a girl and not even 
don’t know his name, or his number, kissing her."
or his company, or anything. “But our engagèment is so short."

“It’s too bad. He’ll go through life “Well, I’m not going to marry you 
hating us and thinking we cheated untu j get a kiss." 
b*™-" | Perhaps innocent old Anne really

“Well, he doesn’t know our names ; beb€Ved this blood-curdling threat. It 
either.” j brought her instantly to terms, though

And then they forgot him temporari- sbe b]ushed: “But everybody’s al
ly for the more immediate need of !

jorie suddenly dug her nails into Mal
lory’s arm.

"Honey! look—look!”
Honey looked, and there before 

their very eyes stood as clerical a 
looking person as ever announced a 
strawberry festival.

Mallory stared and stared, till Mar
jorie said:

"Don’t you see? stupid! It’s a 
preacher! a preacher!”

“It looks like one," was as far as 
Mallory would commit himself, and he
was turning away. He had about come Jy Ior ine more immediate need oi : wav_ i00kine '
to the belief that anything that looked cjotbeB All the passengers knew that j «'fome out on the observation plat- like a parson was something else. But they had left behind what baggage1 COm* °Ut °D th<3 observation pla’ 
Marjorie whirled him round again, 
with a shrill whisper to listen. And 
he overheard in tones addicted to the 
pulpit:

“Yes, deacon, I trust that the har
vest will be plentiful at my new 
church. It grieves me to leave the 
dear brothers and sisters in the Lord 
iti Omaha, but I felt called to wider 
pastures.”

And a lady who was evidently Mrs.
Deacon spoke up:

"We’ll miss you terrible. We all 
eay you are the best pastor our church 
ever had."

Mallory prepared to spring on hla 
prey and drag him to his lair, but 
Marjorie held him back.

"He’s taking our train, Lord bless 
his dear old soul."

And Mallory could have hugged him.
But Be kept close watch. To the rap
ture of the wedding-hungry twain, the 
ipfeacher shook hands with such of his 
flock as had followed him to the sta-

they had not sent ahead, and much j 
sympathy had been expressed. But 
most people would rather give you 
their sympathy than lend you their 
clothes. Mallory did not mind the 
men, but Marjorie dreaded the wom
en. She was afraid of all of them but 
Mrs. Temple.

She threw herself on the little lady’s 
mercy and was asked to help herself. 
She borrowed a nightgown of extraor
dinary simplicity, a shirt waist of an 
ancient mode, and a number of other 
things.

If there had been anyone there to 
see she would have made a most ana
chronistic bride.

Mallory canvassed the men and ob
tained a shockingly purple shirt from 
Wedgewood, who meant to put him at 
his ease, but somehow failed when he 
said in answer to Mallory’s thanks:

"God bless my soul, old top, don’t 
you think of thanking me. I ought to 

, , . _ thank you. You see. the idiot who
Itlon, picked up hie valise and walked makea my ,hlrt, made that by mls- 
«P to the porter, extending hie ticket take, and I'd be no end grateful If 

But the porter said—and Mallory you.d j0ny wen take the loathsome 
coud have throttled him for saying It: thlng ott my hands. I mean to say, 

“*Scuse me, posson, but that's yo j Bhoudn*t dream of being seen In It 
train ova yonda. You betta move right my8elf. you quite understand, don't 
smaht, for lt'a gettln' ready to pull you...
oul' ..... ...... .. Ashton contributed a maroon atro-

Wlth a little shriek of dismay, the dty hosiery, with equal tact:
parson clutched his valise and set 08 "If they lit you, keep 'em. I got

shouted as they ran, but the conductor 
pf the east-bound train sang out “All 
■board!" and swung on.

The parson made a sprint and 
caught the ultimate rail of the moving

___. . , ., ,1 train. Mallory made a frantic leap at
Fortunate*, hi. aim was eo very flylng «.at-tat! and missed. A. ha 

wobbly that none of the extinguisher and MarJorie ltood gazing reproach-
1 fully at the train which was giving a 

beautiful illustration of the laws of re-

™“. Ma,lorJ da8J;ed after him on that bat'h of socks. That
!Ld. pair was originally lavender, but they

touched Mrs. Temple.
Wellington wits about to play the 

siphon at her again when he saw her 
take from her lips a toy cigar and 
emit a stream of cough-shaken smoke. 
The poor little experimentalist was 
too wretched to notice even so large 

She threw
Story on hie fingers.

Mrs. Temple was still shaking with j “ w.
sympathetic laughter, never dreaming * gasped'

Êhat her husband waa laughing at.1 *“* clgar away ana gaspea' 
he turned to Mrs. Whitcomb, but "1 think I've had enough.”

[re. Whitcomb was still glaring at I From the platform came a voice 
Hire. Wellington, who was still writ- very well known to Little Jimmie. It

treating perspective, they heard wild 
howls of “Hi! hi!” and “Hay! hay!” 
and turned to see their own train in 
motion, and the porter dancing * 
Zulu step alongside.

CHAPTER XX.

Ing with flying fingers and underscor
ing every other word.

“Some people seem to think they 
own the train,” Mrs. Whitcomb raged. 
"That creature has been at the writ
ing desk an hour. The worst of it is, 
I’m sure she’s writing to my bus- 
band.”

Mrs. Temple looked shocked, but an
other peal of laughter came through 
the partition between the male and fe
male sections of the car, and she 
beamed again( .Then Mrs. Wellington 
finished her letter, glanced it over, ad
dressed an envelope, sealed and 
■tamped it with a deliberation that 
maddened Mrs. Whitcomb. When at 
last she rose, Mrs. Whitcomb was in 
the seat almost before Mrs. Welling
ton was out of it.

Mrs. Wellington paused at another 
wave of laughter from the men’s 
room. She commented petulantly :

“What good times men have. 
They’ve formed a club in there al
ready. We women can only sit around 
and hate each other.”

"Why, I don’t hate anybody, do 
you?" Mrs. Temple exclaimed, look
ing up from the novel she had found 
on the book shelves. Mrs. Welling
ton dropped into the next chair:

"On a long railroad journey I hate 
everybody. Don’t you hate long jour
neys?" * .

"It’s the first I ever took," Mrs. 
Temple apologized, radiantly, “and I’m 
having the—what my oldest boy would 
call the time of my life. And dear 
Walter—such goings on for him! A 
few minutes ago I strolled by the door 
sné I saw him playing cards with a 
stranger, and smoking and drinking, 
too, all at once."

"Boys will be boys," said Mrs. Wil- 
iington.

“But for Dr. Temple of all people—”
' •'Why shouldn’t. a doctor? It’s a 
Shame the way men have everything. 
TlUnk of it, a special smoking room, 
knd women have no place to take a 
phff except on the sly.”

, Mrs. Temple stared at her in awe: 
•^The woman in this book smokes!— 
perfumed things!”

."All women smoke nowadays,” said 
Mrs. Wellington, carelessly. "Don’t 
you?"

The politest thing Mrs. Temple 
could think of In answer was: "Not
pot"

"You’ll like the second one bet-

washed like that. Keep ’em. I wouldn't 
be found dead in ’em.”

The mysterious Fosdick, who lived 
a lonely life in the Observation car 
and slept in the other sleeper, lent 
Mallory a pair of pyjamas evidently 
intended for a bridegroom of romantic 
disposition. Mallory blushed as he ac
cepted them and when he found him
self in them, he whisked out the light, 
he was so ashamed of himself.

Once more the whole car gaped at 
the unheard of behavior of its newly 
wedded pair. The poor porter had 
been hungry for a bridal couple, but 
as he went about gathering up the 
cast-off footwear of his large family 
and found Mallory’s shoes at number 
three and Marjorie’s tiny boots at 
number five, he shook his head and 
groaned.

Times has suttainly changed for 
bridal couple.

Foiled Again.
Mallory tucked Marjor. i under hlk 

arm and Marjorie tucked Snoozleuma
__  under hers, and they did a sort of

Mrs. Temple shuddered at the three-legged race down the platform, 
thought, but Wellington drew himself The porter was pale blue with excite- lhe wuaa- “ “'J 18 a
up majestically and called out: i ment,' and it was with the last gasp of | Siname divorcees.__

“Like second one better, eh? 1 breath in all three bodies that they 
auppozhe it’s the same way with scrambled up the steps of the only 
husbandsh.” open vestibule.

Then he stalked back to the amok” Tbe po^,. wae mad enough to give 
lng room, feeling that he had annlhl- them a plec0 of hle mlndf and they

were meek enough to take it without 
a word of explanation or resentment.

CHAPTER XXI.

lated his wife, but knowing from ex
perience that she always had a come
back. He knew it would be good, but 
he was afraid to hear it. He rolled 
into the smoking room, and sprawling 
across Doctor Temple's shoulders, 
dragged him from the midst of a 
highly improper story with alarming 
news.

Doc, your wife looks kind o’ seedy. 
Better go to her at once.”

Dr. Temple leaped to his feet and 
ran to his wife’s aid. He found her a 
dismal, ashen sight.

“Sally! What on earth alls you?"
"Been smok-oking," she hiccoughed.
The world seemed to be crashing 

round Dr. Temple’s ' head. He could 
only gurgle, “Sally!”

Mrs. Temple drew herself up with 
weak defiance: “^ell, I saw you.play* 
ing cards and drinking."

In the presence of such innocent 
deviltry he could only smile: "Aren’t 
we having an exciting vacation? But

Matrimony to and Fro.
And the next morning they were in 

Wyoming—well toward the center of 
that State. They had left behind the 

i tame levels and the truly rural towns
And tie train aped on Into the and th were among foothill» and 

heart of Nebraska along the unpoetio mountalns> palalng cltie. of wildly 
valley of the Plette. When lunch- plctureaque repu;c. like Cheyenne, and 
time came, they ate It together but and Medicine Bow,
I n »t w nllnnnn Tknv ont In MaP.In gloomy silence. They sat in Mar
jorie’s berth throughout the appalling
ly monotonous afternoon in a stupor 
of disappointment and helpless dejec
tion, speaking little and saying noth
ing then.

Whenever the train stopped, Mal
lory watched the gpn-gettlng passen
gers with his keenest eye. He had a 
theory that since most people who

and Bitter Creek, whose very names 
imply literature and war whoops, cow
boy yelps, barking revolvers, another 
redskin biting the dust, cattle stam
pedes, town-paintings, humorous 
lynchings and bronchos in epileptic 
frenzy.

But the talk of this train was con
cerned with none of these wonders,

. . . ... ___ , which the novelists and the maga-
i it t tt/V w it tn *siica a. c»m ■ v.inist have perhaps a trifle overpub- 

Icco. ,h« fea“; llihed. The talk of .hi, train wa, con- 
f . t t cerued with the eighth wonder of the

p . "j . . . world, a semi-detached bridal couple.
So in his frantic anxiety, he select- Mrg WhUcomb wa8 eager enough to 

ed a horsey-look Ing indiquai who got volce lhe aentlment 0f the whole pop-
on at North Platte. He looked so ‘ ulace, when she looked up from her

...............................- 1,ke*/a*h,d!d ™nc^m‘n.ih!i novel*"In the observation room and.
to think of you «moklngl—and. a Mallory stole up on him and asked nudglng Mrl Temple, drawled: "By

I him to excuse him, but did he happen - - - --igftr! **— j “*“* v‘v*-“v *'T.~ , ! the way, my dear, has that bridal
♦She tossed her head in pride. “An4 *° b« ‘ _cje!*y”~T.wüJÜÏÎ L I couple made up it. second night'»

it didn’t make me sick—much." She 
clutched a chair. He tried to support 
her. He could not help pondering: 
“What would they say in Yp-hip-sl- 
lantt?"

. "Who cares?” she laughed. "I—I 
wish the old train wouldn't rock so.”

"I—I’ve smoked too much, too," 
said Dr. Temple with perfect truth, 
but Mrs. Temple, remembering that 
long glass she had seen, narrowed her 
eyes at him: "Are you sure it was 
the smoke?"

“Sally!" he cried, in abject horror 
at her Implied suspicion.

Then she turned a pale green. "Oh, 
I feel such & qualm."

"In your conscience, Sally?"
"No, not in my conscience. I think 

I’ll go back to my berth and lie down."
“Let me help you, Mother.’’
And Darby and Joan hurried along 

the corridor, crowding it as they were

by asking Mallory if he happened to 
be, a flea-bitten maverick, and embel
lished his question with a copious flow 
of the words ministers use, but with, 

secular arrangement of them. In

quarrel yet?"
"The Mallory s?” Mrs. Temple 

flushed as she answered, mercifully. 
"Oh, yes, they were very friendly

fact he split one word in two to Insert agaln lblB morn|°8- 
a double-barrelled curse. All that MU- Mrs. Whitcomb, countenance was 
lory could do wa. to admit that b« ! cynical: "My dear. 1 ve been married
was a flea-bitten wbat-he-said, and 
hack away.

After that, If a vicar In full uni
form had marched down the « aisle 
heading a procession of choir-boys, 
Mallory would have suspected him. He 
vowed in bis haste that Marjorie 
might die an old maid before he would 
approach anybody else on that sub
ject.

Nebraska would have been a nice 
long state for a honeymoon, but its 
four hundred-odd miles were a dreary 
length for the couple ao near and jret 
so far. The railroad clinging to the 
•sieaDderinar Pis»* the war far

twice und I ought to know something 
about honeymoons, but this honeyless 
honeymoon—" she cast up her eyes 
and her hands in despair.

The women were so concerned about 
Mr. and “Mrs." Mallory, that they 
hardly noticed the uncomfortable 
plight of the Wellingtons, or the curi
ous behavior of the lady from the 
stateroom who seemed to be afraid of 
something and ncveA spoke to any
body. The strangfe b»avior of Anne 
Cattle add Ira Latbrop even escaped 
much comment, though they were for
ever being stumbled on when anybody 
vent out to th® nhesrvstlcn ulatform

form."
“Oh, Ira, again?"
"I dare you."
"I take you—hut” seeing that Mrs. 

Whitcomb was trying to overhear, she 
whispered: “Let’s pretend it’s the 
scenery.”

So Ira rose, pushed the checkers 
abide, and said in an unusually posi
tive tone: “Ah, Miss Gattle, won’t you 
have a look at the landscape?"

"Oh, thank you, Mr. Lathrop," raid 
Anne, "I just love scenery."

They wandered forth like the Sleep
ing Beauty and her princely awaken- 
er, and never dreamed what gigglings 
and nudgings and wise head-noddings 
went on back of them. Mrs. Wellington 
laughed loudest of all at the lovers 
whose heads had grown gray while 
their hearts were still so green.

It was shortly after this that the 
Wellingtons themselves came into 
prominence in the train life.

As the train approached Green 
River, and its copper-basined stream, 
the engineer began to set the air
brakes for the stop. Jimnrie Welling
ton, boozily half-awake in the smok
ing room, wanted to know what the 
name of the station was. Everybody 
is always eager to oblige a drunken 
man, so Ashton and Fosdick tried to 
get a window open to look out.

The first oue they labored at, they 
could not budge after a biceps-break 
ing tug. The second flew up with such 
ease that they went over backward. 
Ashton put his head out and an
nounced that the approaching depot 
was labelled “Green River." Welling
ton burbled: "What a beautiful name 
for a shtation."

Ashton announced that there was 
something beautifuller still on the 
platform—"Oh, a peach!—a nectarine! 
and she's getting on this train.”

Even Doctor Temple declared that 
she was a dear litte thing, wasn’t 
she?

Wellington pushed him aside, say
ing: “Stand back Doc, and let me 
ace; I have a keen sense of beau’ful.”

“Be careful,” cried the doctor, 
“he’ll fall out of the window.”

“Not out of that window,” Ashton 
sagely observed, seeing the bulk of 
Wellington. As the train started off 
again. Little Jimmie distributed alco
holic smiles to the Green Rlverers on 
the platform and called out:

“Good’bye, ever’body. You’re all 
abslootly—ow— ow!” He clapped his 
hand to his e>> and crawled back into 
the car, groaning with pain.

“What’s the matter?" said Wedge
wood. “Got something in your eye?"

“No, you blamed fool. I'm trying to 
look through my thumb."

“Poor fellow!" sympathized Doctor 
Temple, “it’s a cluder!"

“A cinder! it's at leasht a ton of 
coal."

“I say, old boy, let me have a peek,” 
said Wedgewood, screwing in his mon
ocle andv^ peering Into the depths of 
Wellington’s eye. “I can't see a bally 
thing."

“Of 'course not, with that blinder 
on,” growled the miserable wretch, 
weeping in spite of himself and rub
bing his smarting orb.

"Don’t rub that eye," Ashton coun
selled, “rub the other eye.’’

“It's my eye; I’ll rub it if I wànt to. 
Get me a doctor, somebody. I'm 
dying.’’

“Here's Doctor Temple," said Ash
ton, “right on the job.” Wellington 
turned to the old clergyman with pa
thetic trust, and the deceiver writhed 
in his disguise. The best he could 
think of was: “Will somebody lend 
me a lead pencil?"

“What for?" said Wellington, un 
easily.

“I am going to roll your upper lit 
up on it," said the Doctor.

“Oh, no, you're not," said the pa
tient. “You can roll your own lids!’

Then the conductor, still another 
conductor, wandered on the scene and 
asked as if it were not a world-impor
tant matter: “What’s the matter— 
pick up'a cinder?"

“Yes. Perhaps you can get it out,” 
the alleged doctor appealed.

The conductor nodded : “The best 
way is this—take hold of the wink 
era."

"The what?" mumbled Wellington. 
"Grab the winkers of your upper 

eyelid in your right hand—”
"I’ve got ’em.”
"Now grab the winkers of your low

er eyelid in your left hand. Now 
raise the right hand, push the under 
lid under the overlld and haul the

overfid over the unaema; wnên you
have the overlld well over the un
der—"

Wellington waved him away: "Say, 
what do you think I’m trying to do? 
stuff a mattress? Get out of my way.
I want my wife—lead me to my wife."

"An excellent idea," said Dr. Tem
ple, who had been praying for a recon
ciliation.

He guided Wellington with difficulty 
to the observation room and, finding 
Mrs. Wellington at the desk as usual, 
he began : "Oh, Mrs. Wellington, may 
I introduce you to your husband"

Mrs. Wellington rose haughtily, 
caught a sight of her suffering consort 
and ran to him with a cry of “Jim
mie!"

"Lucretia ! ’*
"What’s happened—are you killed?"
"I’m far from well. But don’t wor

ry. My life insurance is paid up."
"Oh, my poor little darling," Mrs. 

Jimmie fluttered, "What on earth alls 
you?" Sho turned to the doctor. "Is 
he going to die?"

"I think not,” said the doctor. "It’s 
only a bad case of cinder-ln-the-eye- 
tis.”

Thus reassured, Mrs. Wellington 
went into the patient’s eye with her 
handkerchief., "Is that the eye?" ehei 
asked.

"No!" he howled, "the other one.** ]
She went into that and came out} 

with the cinder.
"There! It’s just a tiny speck.’* !
Wellington regarded the mote With] 

amazement. "Is that all? It felt a» If,
I had Pike’s Peak in my eye." Then] 
he waxed tender. "Oh, Lucretia, hoWj 
can I ever—’’

But she drew away with a disdain
ful: “Give me back my hand, please."

"Now, Lucretia," he protested, 
“don’t you think you’re carrying this 
pretty far?”

"Only as far as Reno." she answered 
çrimly, which stung him to retort: 
‘You’d better take the beam out of 
/our own eye, now that you’ve taken 
:he cinder out of mine," but she, not- 
ng that they were the center of inter
est, observed : "All the passengers are 
enjoying this, my dear. You’d better 
50 back to the cafe.”

Wellington regarded her with a re
vulsion to wrath. He thundered at 
tier: will go back, but allow me to
inform you, my dear madam, that I’ll 
not drink another drop—just to sur
prise you."

Mrs. Wellington shrugged her shoul
ders at this ancient threat and Jimmie 
stumbled back to his lair, whither the 
men followed him. Feeling sympathy 
in the atmosphere, Little Jimmie felt 
impelled to pour out his grief:

"Jellmen, I’m a brok’n-heartless 
man. Mrs. Well’n’ton is a queen 
among women, but she has temper of

Wedgewood broke in: “I say, old 
boy, you’ve carried this ballast for 
three days now, wherever did you get 
it?”

Wellington drew himself up proud
ly for a moment before he slumped 
back into himself. “Well, you see, 
when I announced to a few friends 
that I was about to leave Mrs. Wel- 
l’n’ton forever and that I was going 
out to—to—you know.’

“Reno. We know. Well?”
"Well, a crowd cf my friends got up 

a farewell sort of divorce breakfast— 
and some of ’em felt so very sad about 
my divorce that they drank a little too 
much, and the rest of my friends felt 
so very glad about my divorce, that 
they drank a little too much. And, c! 
course, I had to join both parties."

“And that breakfast," said Ashfcn, 
“lasted till the train started, eh?”

Wellington glowered back triumph
antly. “Lasted till the train started? 
Jellmen, that breakfast is going yet!"

CHAPTER XXII.

BATHURST NEWS

In the Smoking Room.
Wellington’s divorce breakfast re

minded Ashton of a story. Ashton waa 
one of the great That-Reminds-Mu 
family. Perhaps it was to tha vr<d!t 
of the Englishman that he missed tha 
point of this story, even though Jim
mie Wellington saw it through his feg, 
and Dr. Temple turned red and buried 
his eyes in the eminently respectable 
pages of the Scientific American.

Ashton and Wellington and Fosdicl: 
exchanged winks over the Britisher’s 
stare of incomprehension, and Ashton 
explained it to him again in words of 
one syllable, w.ith signboards at a’l 
the different spots.

Finally a gleam of understanding 
broke over Wedgewood’s face and ho 
tried to justify his delay.

“Oh. yes, of cawse I see it now. Yes, 
I rather fancy I get you. It’s awfully 
good, isn’t it? I think I should have 
got It before hut I’m not really my
self; for two mawnlngs I haven't had 
my tub."

Wellington shook with laughter: "T 
you’re like this now, what will you ho 
when you get to Sin san frasco—! 
mean Frinsanslsco—well, you knew 
what I mean."

Ashton reached round for the elec
tric button as If he were conferring a

Bathurst, N. B., Sept. 15th—Mr. 
P. J. Veniot left on Tuesday for 
Victoria County to take an active 
part in the political campaign there.

Lieut. Albert J. Melanson of the 
165th Battalion visited his parents 
here on Saturday and returned to 
Valcartier on Monday.

Mr. and Mrs. James Nevile of Suni- 
merside, P. E .1.. were the guests over 
Sunday of Mrs. Neville's sister, Mrs. 
H. A. Melanson.

‘Mrs. Peter Melanson is spending 
the week at Shives Athol, the guest’ 
of her niece, Mrs. Ayles.

The Misses Tilla and Agatha Mel
anson, were in Campbellton for I^a- 
bor Day.

'Miss Douglas of Stanley, is the 
guest for a short time of Miss Marion 
Ellis at Youghall.

Rev. F. A. Wightman and Mr. J. D'. 
Carey were in Newcastle this week 
attending the Methodist District 
meeting.

-Mrs. Rpbt. Armstrong, Miss Russell 
and Mjss Helen Mailer, have returned 
to Newcastle, after a very pleasant 
season in Mrs. Armstrong's cottage 
at the Points.

Mrs. Monk and her daughter, Miss 
Elizabeth, and the Misses Doris, 
Yvonne and A bale Lomer of Mont
real, have returned to their homes, 
after spending a vacation with Mrs. 
Wm. Willis at Youghall.

Mr. and Mrs. Harold Mellis of 
Montreal, and also Mrs. John Rogers 
o[ Montreal, are at present guests of 
Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Willis. Youghall.

Miss Margaret K. Ward is being 
warmly welcomed back by many old 
fiiends alter an absence of several

Mr. and Mr.. Griffin and Miss Ruth 
Martin who have been visiting Mr. 
and Mrs. Fred Coe, have returned to 
Boston.

Mrs. tllashen and children, and 
Miss Mary Burke, have returned to 
Montreal, after a vacation spent with 
their relatives at Goodwin Mill.

Mr. and Mrs. T. M. Bums and Mr. 
and Mrs. James P. Whalen, left on 
Monday to attend the Toronto Fair.

Mrs. Katherine McGinley r®turned 
cn Saturday from Fredericton, where 
she was making a visit to Mrs. P. G. 
Ryan.

Mrs. J. T. Purdy and children, cf 
Campbellton, were the guests of Mrs. 
Cooper at the Rectory for a few days 
last week.

The Rev. J. A. Ward, Rector of 
Calais, Maine, and the Rev. J. A. 
Cooper. Rector of St. George's chujch 
motored through to Doaktown on 
Monday.

Mrs. Cooper spent a few days at 
The Points, the guest of Mrs. A. T. 
Hinton.

Mrs. D. Gaudet returned from Mem- 
ram cook on Monday, having accom
panied her son, Ulysse, who is tak
ing up his studies there at St. Jos
eph’s College.

Dr. W. M. Jones of Moncton has 
taken over the dental practice of Dr. 
O. B. Moore, whose health has com
pelled him to dispose of it for the 
present at least. Dr. Moore’s many 
friends will regret to know that his 
cendition is not showing any hnprove-

Mrs. Robt. Good and Mrs. E. Mc
Lean were in Campbellton last week, 
attending the funeral of their niece. 
Mrs. Hugh Marquis, Jr.

Mr. Jack Mullins of Winnipeg, ar- 
rived on Wednesday on a few' weeks 
visit to hie mother, Mrs. P. J. Burns.

Miss Aggie Bums Is visiting Mrs. 
C. P. Hickey in Chatham.

Mr. and Mrs. J. P. Whelan return
ed on Wednesday from a very enjoy
able trip to the Toronto Exhibition.

Mrs. J. P. Byrne returned Sunday 
from Chatham, w’here she went ear
lier in the week with her nephew, 
Donald Fraser, who Is a student at 
St. Thotias* College this year.

Miss Greta McTomrey of Boston, 
is here on a visit to her brother. Mr. 
J. P. iMcTomney.

(Mrs. P. J. Leger visited Chatham 
on Tuesday.

Mrs. Wm. Richardson of Thetford
favor: “The drinks are on you, ; Mines, Que., was the guest during 
Wedgewood. I’ll ring.” And he ranr. the week of Mrs. Percy Wilbur.

“Awf’lly kind of you," said Wedge-! ___ . ,wood, “but how do you make that | ^r- and Mra* * J
OU{ 9” 1 Canaquet on a brief visit Wednesday.

“The man that misses the point. | Mr. and Mrs. Edward Killan of 
pays for the .drinks.” And he ran:: ! ^ vl8lted Mrs. Klllans
ag.!ln- Wellington Protested. L^ta. Mr. and Mrs Frank O Con-

But I ve jolly well paid for all the I 
drinks for two days."

Wellington roared : “That’s

! Oaimipbellton, visited Mrs. 
j parents. Mr. and Mrs. Frank 
nor at Goodwin’s Mill for a few days 

-another ! last week.
point you’ve missed." And® Ashton ! 
rang aga'-i, but the pale yellffW indi
vidual who had always answered th-i 
bell with alacrity did not appear. 
“Where’s that infernal buffet waiter? ’ 
grumbled.

Wedgewood began to titter. "Wo 
were out of Scotch, so I sent him for 
some more."

“When ?"
"Two stations back. I fancy wo 

must have left him behind."
"Well, why in thunder didn’t you 

say so?" Ashton. roared.
"It quite escaped my mind,” Wedge

wood grlnued. “Rather good joke on 
you fellows, what?"

"Well, I don’t see the point,” Ash- 
tan growled, but the triumphant Eng
lishman howled : “That’s where you 
pay!"

Wedgewood had his laugh to him
self, for the others wanted to murder 
him. Aahton advised a lynching, but 
the conductor arrived on the scene In 
time to orevg*T'* violence

___ j (Continued) _ ,

Miss Bessie Rogers left on Wed
nesday for Halifax to attend the 
Ladles College.

Mr. and Mrs. John J. Doucett of 
West Newton Mass., who have been 
visiting Mr. and Mrs. Peter P. Mel
anson. fit South Bathurst, for several 
weeks, returned to their home a few 
days ago.

Lxtice-Corp. Leonard Henry of the 
Hath Halt., has returned to Valcar- 
tler. after spending a few days leave 
with hie parents in Tetesouche".

A Dalhousk- automobile party con
sisting of Mt. and Mrs. H. J. Guig
nard. the Misse» Marie LeBlaae. Min
nie Nadeau- and Annie Mclnomey. 
was here on Sunday and were enter
tained by Mr. end Mrs. Edward Cyr.

Mrs. Jos. C. Ben-tin was a visitor In 
Onmpbeltton and Shives Athol reoeat
if- .

------ *


