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And so they workea from each end
of the car toward the middle. Their
hands ran swiftly over bodies with a
loathsome familiarity that could only
be resented, not revenged. Thelr
hands dived into pockets, and up
sleeves, and into women’s hair, every-
where that a jewel or a bill might be
secreted. And always a rough growl
or a swing of the revolver silenced
eny protest.

Their heinous fingers had bhardly
begun to ply, when the solemn still-
ness was broken by a chuckle and
low hoot of !aughter, a darkey’s unctu.
ous laughter. At such a place it was
more shocking than at a funeral.

“What ails you?” was the nearest
robber’'s demand.

The porter tried to wipe his stream-
g eyes without lowering his hands,
s he chuckled on: “I—I—just thought
of sumpum funny.”

“Funny!” was the universal groan.

“I was just thinking,” the porter
snickered, “what mighty poor plck-
'ngs you-all are goin’ to git out of me.
Whilst if you had ’a’ waited till I
zot to 'Frisco, I'd jest nacheldy been
sozin’ money.”

The robber relieved him of a few
iimes and quarters and ordered him
o turn round, but the black face
whirled back as he heard from the
sther end of the car Wedgewood's in-
fignant complaint: “I gay, this is an
sutrage!"

“Ah, close your trap and turn
tound, or I'll—"

"The porter's smile diad away. “Good
‘Lawd.” he sighed, “they're goin' ©3
skin that British lion! And I just
‘wore myself out on him.” |

The farveaching effect of the whole
procedure was just beginning to dawn
on the porter. This little run on the
bank meant a period of financial
sgringency for him. He watched the
burrying hands a moment or two,
then his wrath rose to terrible propor.
tions:

“Look here, man,” he shouted at
the robber, “ain’t you-all goin’' ta
leave these passengers nothin’ a tali?"

“Not on purpose, nigger.”

“No small change, or nothin'?"

“Nary a red.”

“Then, passengers,” the porter pro |
claimed, while the robber watched
him in amazement; “then, pnssensers,‘
I want to give you-all falr warnin'|
heakh and now: No tips, no whisk |
broom!”

Perhaps because their hearts were!
already overilowing with distress, lhe
passengers endured this appalling
threat without comment, and when
there was a commotion at the other |
end of the line, all eyes rolled that
way.

Mr. Baumann was making an ef:
fort to take his leave, with great po.
liteness.

“Excoose, pleass.
pleass!”

“Get by!™ the other robber gasped,
“Why, you—"

“But I'm mnot a passenger,” Mr,
Baumann urged, with a confidential
smile, “I've been going through the
train myself."

“Much obliged! Hand over!” And
& rude hand rummaged his pockets,
It was a heartrending sight.

“O1 ol!™ he wailed, “don’t you allow
no courtesies to the profession?” And
when the inexorable thlef continued
to pluck his monscy, his watch, his
scarf-pin, he graw wroth indeed. “Stop,
stop, I refuse to pay. I'll go into bank.
Tupte» roist.,” But still the larceny
coutinued; fingers even lifted three
clgars from his pockets, two for him.
self and a good one for a customer.
This loss was grievous, but his wild.
est protest was: “Oh, here, my frient,
you don’t vant my business carts.”

“Keep 'em!"” growled the thief, and
then, glancing up, he saw on the ten-
der inwards of Mr, Baumann's up-
held palms two huge glisteners, which
their owner had turned that way in a
misguided effort to conoceal the stones.
The robber reached up for them.

“Take 'em. You're velcome!"” sald
Mr. Baumann, with rare presence of
mind. “Those Nevada nearlies looks
almost like real.”

“Keep 'em,” sald the robber, as he
passed on, and Mr. Baumann almost
swooned with joy, for, as he whis.
pered to Wedgewood a moment later:
“They're really real!"

Now the eye-chain rolled the other
‘way, for Little Jimmie Wellington was
puffiing with rage. The other robber,
having massaged him thoroughly, but
“without success, for his pocketbook,
moticed that Jimmie's left heel was
protruding from his left shoe, and
made Jimmie perform the almost in-
credible feat of standing on one foot,
while he unshod him and took out
the hidden wealth.

“There goes our honeymoon, Lu-
eretia,” he moaned. But she whis.
gered proudly: “Never mind, I have
my rings to pawn."”

“Oh, you have, have you? Well, I'l}
‘e your little uncle,” the kneeling rob.
‘Der laughed, as he overheard, and he
jcontinued his outrageous search till
'he found them, knotted in & handker
chief, under her hat,

She protested: “You wouldn't leave
e in Reno without a diamond, would

I vant to get by,

r
w! wouldn't, eh?" he grunted. “Do
you think I'm in this business for my
(nealth
And he snatched off two earringa
had forgotten to remove. Fortu
, they were afiized to her lobes
mith fasteners.
Mrs, Jimmie was thoroughbred
/emough not to wince. She simply ooty
mented; “You brutes are simost as

' make the trade,”

| pered to Mallory:

waa as eoe vuswins omcers at New
York.”

And now anether touch of light re-
lieved the gloom. Kathleen was Dex{
in line, and she had been forcing her
lips into their most attractive smile,
and keeping her eyes winsomely mel
Jow, for the robber’s benefit. Marjorie
could not see the smile; she could
only see that Kathleen was next. She
whispered to Mallory:

“They’ll get the bracelet! Theyll
get the bracelst!”

And Mallory could have danced with
glee. But Kathleen leaned coquets
tishly toward the masked strangerg
and threw all her art into ker tone
as she murmured:

“I'm sure you're too brave to také

my things. I've always admired men
with the courage of Claude Duval.”

The robber was taken a trifie aback,
but he growled: “I don't know the part;
ty you speak of—but cough up!”

“Listen to her,” Marjorie whispered
in horror; “she’'s flirting with the
train-robber.”

“What won't some women fiiry
with!"” Mallory exclaimed.

The robber studied Kathleen a lit-
tle more attentively, as he whipped
off her necklace and her rings. She
looked good to him, and so willing,
that he muttered: “Say, lady, if you'll
give me a kiss, I'll give you that dia«
mond ring you.got on.”

“All right!” laughed Kathleen, with
triumphant compliance.

“My God!" Mallory groaned, “what
‘won't some women do for a diamend!™

The robber bent close, and was just
raising his mask to collect his nn-[
som, when his confederate glanced his
way, asd knowing his susceptible nb-}
ture, foresaw his intention, and shout-
ed: “Stop &, Jake. You 'tend strictly
to business, or I'll blow your nose !
oft.”

“Ob, all right,” grumbled the reluc- |
tant gallant, as he drew the ring from

Ser finger. “Sorry, miss, but I can’t
and he added with
an unwonted gentleness: “You can
turn round now.”

Kathleen was glad to hide the blush-
es of defeat, but Marjorlie was still
more bitterly disappointed. She whis-
“He dldn't get the
“wracelet, after all.”

CHAPTER XXXIX,
Wolves in the Fold.

Mallory’s heart sank to ¥3 usuai
depth, but Marjorie had another of |
| her inspirations. She startled every-
body.by suddenly beckoning amd call- |
ing: “Excuse me, Mr. Robber. Come |
here, please.”

The curious gallant edged her way,
keeping a sharp watch along the line: |
“What d’you want?”

Marjorie leaned nearer, and spoke
in a low tone with an amiable smile:
“That lady who wanted to kiss you
has a bracelet up her sleeve.”

The robber stared across his mask, |
and wondered, but laughed, and |
grunted: “Much obliged.” Then he!
went back, and tapped Kathleen on
the shoulder. When she turned round,
in the hope that he had reconsidered |
his refusal to make the trade, he in-
furiated her by growling: “Excuse
me, miss, I overlooked a bet.” |

He ran his hand along her arm, and |
found her bracelet, and accomplished |
what Mallory bad failed in, its re-|
moval. ‘

“Don’t, don’t,” cried Kathleen,
wished on.”

“I wish it off,” the villain laughed,
and it joined the growing heap in the |
feed-bag.

Kathleen,
out viclously:
sneaking—"

“Ah, turn round!” the man roared, ]
and she obeyed In silence.

Then he explored Mrs. Whitcomb,
but with such small reward that he'
said: “Say, you'd oughter have a
pocketbook somewhere. Where's it
at?™ |

Mrs, Whitcomb blushed I'urloully:(
“None of ypur business, you low
brute.”

“Perdooce, madame,” the scoundrel
snorted, “perdooce the purse, or I'll
hunt for it myself.”

Mrs, Whitcomb turned away, and
after some management of her skirts, '
slapped her handbag into the eager
palm with a wrathful: “You're no gen.
tleman, sir!”

“If I was, I'd be in Wall street,” he
laughed. “Now you can turn round.”
And when she turned, he saw a bit
of chain depending from her back
bair. He tugged, and brought away
the locket, and them proceeded to
sound Ashton for hidden wealth.

And now Mrs. Temple began to sob,
as she parted with an old-fashioned
brooch and two old-fashioned rings
that had been her little vanities for
the quarter of a century and more.
The old clergyman could have wept
with her at the vandalism. He turned
on the wretch with a heartsick ap-

“it's

doubly enraged, broke
“You're a common, |

“Can’t you spare those? Didn't you
ever have a mother?”

The robber started, his flerce eyes
softened, his voice choked, and he
gulped hard as he drew the back ef
his hand across his eyes.

“Aw, hell,” he whimpered, “that
ain't fair. If yeu're goin’ to remind
me of me poor old mo-mo-mother—"

But the one called Jake—the Claude
Duval who had been prevented from
a digplay of human sentiment, did not
intend to be cheated. He thundered:
“Stop It, Bill. You ‘ténd strictly to
business, or I'll blow your mush-bowl
off. You know your l.v “ Nm
you was born.” . . . . . .

| when he sighed:

| kept telling himself that the momesnt
| he did this, the other

' way and that, and one motion '0\1[.

©old husband. He fairly shrieked:

“Young man, you're a
scoundrel, and the best argument
ever saw for hellfire!”

Mrs. Temple's grief d to hor-
ror at such a bolt from the blue:
“Walter!” lho gasped, “such lan-
guage!”

But her husband answered in self-
defense: “Even a minister has a right
to swear once in his lifetime.”

Mallory almost dropped in his
tracks, and Marjorie keeled over on
him, as he gasped: “Good Lord, Dr.
Temple, you are a—a minister?”

“Yes, my boy,” the old man con-
fessed, glad that the robbers had re-
lieved him of his gullty secret along
with the rest of his private properties,
Mallory looked at the collapsing Mar-
jorie and groaned: “And he was in
the next berth all this time!”

The unmasking of the old fraud
made a second sensation. Mrs. Fos-
dick called from far down the aisle:
“Dr. Temple, you're not a detective?”

Mrs. Temple shouted back furious-
ly: “How dare you?”"

But Mrs. Fosdick was crying to her
luscious-eyed mate: “Oh, Arthur, he's
not a detective. Embrace me!”

And they embraced, while the rob-
bers looked on aghast at the sudden
oblivion they had fallen into. They
focussed the attention on themselves
again, however, with a ferocious:
“Here, hands up!” But they did not
see Mr. and Mrs. Fosdick steal a kiss
behind their uprai:ed arms, for the
robber to whose lot Mallory fell was
gloating over his wellfilled wallet.
Mallory saw it go with fortitude, but
mnoting a piece of legal paper, he said:
“Say, eld man, you don't want that
marriage license, do you?”

The robber handled it as if it were
hot—as if he bad burned his fingers
on some such d t once bef
and he stuffed it back in M:llory‘l

ket. “I should say not. Keep it

rn round.”

Meanwhile the other felon turned

up another beautiful pile of bilis in
Dr. Temple's pocket. “Not so worse
for a parson,” he grinned. “You must'
'be one of them Fifth avenue sky-
shaffures.”

And now Mrs. Temple's gentle eyes
and voice filled with tears again: “Oh,
don’t take that. That's the money for
his vacation—after thirty long years.
Please dom't take that.”

Her appeals seemed always to find
the tender spot of this robber’s heart,
! for he hesitated, and called out:
“Shall we overlook the parson’'s wad,
podner?”

“Take it, and shut up, you molly-
caddle!” was the answer he \gat, and
the vacation funds joined the old gew-
gaws.

And now everybody had been
robbed but Marjorie. She happened to
be at the center of the Mne, and both |
men reached her at the same time:
“lI seen her first,” the first one
shouted.

“You did not,” the other roared.

“I tell you 1 did.” |

“I tell you I did.” They glared
| threateningly at each other, and their
revolvers seemed to meet, litke two
game cocks, beak to beak.

The porter voiced the general hope, |
“Oh, Lawd, if they'd
only shoot each other.”

This brought the rivals to their evil |
senses, and they swept the line wmaw
those terrifying muzzles and that!|
heart-stopping yelp: “Hands up!”

Bill said: “You take the east side of
ker, and I'll take the west.”

“All right.”

And they began to snatch away her
side-combs, the little gold chain at
her throat, the jeweled pin that Mal- |
lory had given her as the first tokenl
of his love.

The young soldier had foreseen this,
He bhad foreseen the ‘ ild rage that
would unseat his reason when he saw
the dirty hands of thieves lald rudely
on the sacred body of his beloved.
But his soldler-schooling had drilled
him to govern his impulses, to play
the coward when there was no hope
of successful battle, and to strike only |
when the moment was ripe with per-
fect opportunity.

He had kept telling himself that
when the finger of one of these men
touched so much as Marjorie’s hem,
he would be forced to fling himgelf
on the profane miscreant. And he

'y

man would
calmly blow a hole through him, and
drop him at Marjorie’s feet, while the |

other passengers shrank away in ur-' el

ror.

He told himself that, while it might |
be a fine impulse to leap to her do-|
fense, it was a fool impulse to leap |
off a precipice and leave Marjorie
alone among strangers, with a dead
man and a scandal, as the only re-
wards for his impulse. He vowed that
he would hold himself In check, lnd,I
let the robbers take everything, leay- |
ing him only the name of coward,!

! provided they left him also the power |

to defend Marjorie better at another |
time. '
And now that he saw the clumn«
handed thugs rifiing his sweetheart's
jewelry, he felt all that he had fores
seen, and his head fought almost

| valn against the white fire of

heart. Between them he trembled
like a leaf, and the sweat globed onl
his forehead. {|
The worst of it was the shivering |
terror of Marjorie, and the pitiful en.'
she turned on him. But he elencnoq
his teeth and walted, thinking fle:
ly, watching, llke a hovering eagle,
chance to swoop.
But the robbers kept glancing m-

‘mean death. They themselves
80 overwrought with their own o
mnd its immediate conclusion,
they would have killed anybody. Mal
fory shifted his foot cautiously,
instantly a gun was l.bbod luo
stomach, with a snarl:
move!”

“Who's moving?" Mallory
Wwith & poor imitation of a
laugh.

All now the man -Ilol

DUL ‘JEKe, Who anad COOSSR mEN
Jorie’s left hand, roared:

“Say, you ted. ‘All T get is this
measly plain gold band.”
. “Oh, don't take that!™ Marjorie
gasped, clenching her hand.

Mallory’s heart ached at the thought
of this final sacrilege. He had the

‘license, and the minister at last—and

now the flends were going to carry off
the wedding ring. He controlled him-
self with a desperate effort, and
stooped to plead: “Say, old man, don't
take that. That’s not fair.”

“Shut up, both of you,” Jake
growled, and jabbed him again with
the gun.

He gave the ring a jerk, but lnr-
jorie, in the very face of the weapon,
would not let go. She struggled and
tugged, weeping and imploring: “Oh,
don’t, don’t take that! It's my wed-
ding ring.”

“Agh, what do I care!” the ruffian
snarled, and wrenched her finger so
viciously that she gave a little cry of
pain,

That broke Mallory’s heart. With
a wild, bellowing, “Damn you!” he
hurled himself at the man, with oniy
\is b7u hands for weapons.

CHAPTER XL.
A Hero In Spite of Himself.

Passion sent Mallory into the ums
equal fight with two armed and des-
perate outlaws. But reason
planned the way. He had been -tndy#
ing the robber all the time, as if tho
villain were a war-map, studying his,
gestures, his way of turning, and how;
he held the revolver. He had noted;
that the man, as he frisked the pas-
Bengers, did not keep his finger on,
the trigger, but on the guard.

Marjorie’s IMitle Dbattle threw the.
desperado ‘off his balance a trifle; as
he recovered, Mallory struck him, and:
swept him on over against the back:
of a seat. At the same instant, Mal-
lory’s right hand went like lightning
to the trigger guard, and gripped the
fingers in a vise of steel, while he'
drove the man’s elbow back against
his side. Mallory’s left hand mean-
while flung around his enemy’s neck,
and gave him a spinnirg fall that sent
his left hand out for balance. It fell
across the back of the seat, and Mal-
lory pinioned it with elbow and knee
before it could escape.

All in the same crowded moment,
his left knuckles jolted the man’s chin
in the air, and so bewildered him
that his muscles relaxed enough for
Mallory’s right fingers to squirm their
way to the trigger, and aim the gun
at the other robber, and finally to get
entire control of it.

The thing had bappened in such a
flash that the second outlaw could
hardly believe his eyes. The shriek
of the astounded passengers, and the
grunt of Mallory’s prisoner, as he
crashed backward, woke him to the
need for action. He caught his other
gun from is holster, and made for a
double volley, but there was mnothing
to aim at. Mallory was crouched in
the seat, and almost perfectly cov-

{ ered by a human shield.

Still, from force of habit and fool-
hardy pluck, Bill aimed at Mallory’s

| right eyebrow, just abaft Jake's right
| ear, and shouted his old motto:

“Hands up! you!”

“Hands up yourself!” -answered
Mallory, and his victim, shuddering at
the flerce look in his comrade's eyes,
| gasped: “For God's sake, don't shoot,
Bin!"”

Even then the fellow stood his
ground, and debated the ftssue, till
Mallory threw such ringing determina-
tion into one last: “Hands up, or by

| God, I'll fire!” that he caved fn, lifted
! his fingers from the triggers, turned

the guns up, and slowly raised both
hands above his head.

A profound “Ah!™ of relief soughed
through the car, and Mallory, still
keepling his eye on Bill, got down cau-
tiously from the seat. The moment
he released Jake's left hand, it darted
to the holster where his second gun
was waiting. But before he could
clutch the butt of it, Mallory jabbed
the muzzle of his own revolver in the
man’s back, and growled: “Put 'em
up!” And the robber’s left hand
Joined the right in air, while Mallory's
left hand lifted the revolver.

Mallory stood for a moment, breath.
ing hard and a little incredulous at
his own swift, sweet triumph. Then
he made an effort to speak as if this
sort of thing wetre quite common with
him, as if he overpowered a pair of
outlaws every morning before break.
|fast, but his voice cracked as he said,

|'in a drawing-room tone:

“Dr. Temple, would you mind re-
Heving that man of those guns?”’

Dr. Temple was so set up by thig
distinction that he answered: “Not by

“Walter!™ Mrs. Temple checked
him, before he could utter the beau-
tiful word, and Dr. Temple looked at
her almost reproachfully, as he
sighed: “Golly, I should like to swear
Just once more.”

Then he reached up and disarmed
the man who had taken his wallet
and his wife's keepsakes.

American children breathe in this
desperado romance with their earliest
traditions, and Dr, Temple felt all his
boyhood zest surge back with a boy's
| 'tremendous rapture in a deed of der-
ring-do. And now nothing could check
his swagger, as he sald to Mallory:

“What shall we do with these
‘dam-ned sinners?”

He felt llke apologizing for the

! .olerical relapse into a pulpitism, bug

Mallory answered briskly: “We'd bets
ter take them into the smoking room.
They scare the ladles. But first, will
the conductor take those bags and
distribute the contents to their right.
ful owners?”

The conductor was proud to act as
lleutenant to this lieutenant, and he
quickly relieved the robbers of their
loot-kits.

Mallory smiled. “Don’t give any-
body my things,” and then he jabbed
his robber with one of the revolvers,
and commanded: “Forward, march!"”

The little triumphal procession
moved off, with Bill in the lead, fok
lowed by Dr. Temple, looking like a
whole fleld battery, followed by Jake,
followed by Mallory, followed by the
porter and as many of the other pas
sengers as could crowd into the smok-
ing room.

The rest went after those opulent
feed-bags. .

CHAPTER XLI.
Clickety-Clickety-Clickety.

Marjorie, as the supposed wife ot
the rescuing angel, was permitted
first search, and the first thing she
bunted for was a certain gold brace-
Jet that was none of hers. She found
it and seized it with a prayer of
thanks, and concealed it among her
own things.

Mrs. Temple gave her a guilty start,
by speaking across a barrier:

“Mrs. Mallory, your husband is the
bravest man on earth.”

“Oh, I know he is” Marjorie
beamed, and added with a spasm of
conscience: “but he isn't my hus-
band!”

Mrs. Temple gasped in horror, but
Marjorie dragged her close, and
poured out the whole story, while the
other passengers recovered their prop-
erties with as much joy as if they
were all new gifts found on a bush.

Meanwhile, under Mallory’s guid-
amce, the porter fastened the outlaws
together back to back with the straps
of their own feed-bags. The porter
was rejoicing that his harvest of tips
was not blighted after all.

Mallory completed his bliss, by giv-
ing him Dr. Temple's brace of guns,
and establishing him as jailer, with
a warning: “Now, porter, don’t take
your eye off ‘em.”

“Lordy, I won't bat an eyelid.”

“If either of these lads coughs, put
& hole through both of ‘em.”

The porter chuckled: “My fingers is
Just a-itchin’ fer them lovin' triggers.”

Mallory pocketed two of the cap-
tured revolvers, lest a need might
arise suddenly again. As he hurried
down the aisle, he was received with
cheers. The passengers gave him an
ovation, but he only smiled timidly,
and made haste to Marjorie’s side.

She regarded him with such idok
atry that he almost regretted his deed.
But this mood soon passed in her ex-
citement, and in a moment she was
surreptitiously showing bhim the
bracelet. He an
after the fact, and shared her gullt,
for when she groaned with a sudden
droop: “She’ll get it back!™ he grimly
answered, “Oh, no she wonmn’t!” hoist-
ed the window, and flung the bracelet
into a little pool by the side of the
track, with a farewell: “Good-bye,
trouble!™

As he drew his head In, a side
glance showed him that up-near the
engine a third train-robber held the
miserably weary train crew in line.

He found the conduetor just about
to pull the bellrope, to proceed. The
conductor had forgotten all alput the
rest of the staff. Mallory took him
aside, and told him the situation, then
turned to Marjorie, sald: “Excuse me
a minute,” and hurried forward. The
conductor followed Mallory threugh
the train into the baggage coach.

The first news the third outlaw had
of the counter-revolution occurring in
the sleeping car was a mysterious
bullet that flicked the dust near his
heel, and a sonorous shout of “Hands
up!” As he whirled in amaze, he
saw two revolvers aimed point blank
at him from behind a trunk. He

»

holsted his guns without parley, and|

the train crew trussed him up in short
order.

Mallory ran back to Marjorie, and |

the conductor followed more slowly,
reassuring the passengers in the other
cars, and making certain that the
train was ready to move on its way.

Mallory went straight to Dr. Tem-
ple, with a burning demand:

“You dear old fraud, will you marry
me?”

Dr. Temple laughed and nodded.
Marjorie and Mrs. Temple had been
telling him the story of the prolonged
elopement, and he was eager to atone
for his own deception, by putting an
ead to their misery.

“Just wait one moment,” he said,
and as a final proof of affection, he
unbuttoned his collar and put it om
backwards. MNrs. Temple brought out
the discarded bib, and he donned it
meekly. The transformation ex-
plalned many a mystery the old man
had enmeshed himself in,

Even at he made ready for the
ceremony, the conductor appeared,
looked him over, grinned, and reached
for the bell-cord, with a cheerful: “All
aboard!”

Mallory had a sort of superstitious
dread, not entirely unfounded on ex-
perience, that if the train got under
way again,
new obstacle to his marriage.
turned to the comductor:

“Say, old man, just hold the train
till after my wedding, won't you?”

It was not much to ask in return
for his services, but the conductor
was tired of being second ia com-
mand. He growled:

“Not a minute. We're
time."”

“You might wait till I'm married,”
Mallory pleaded.

“Not on your life!” the conductor
answered, and he pulled the bell-rope
twice; in the distance, the whistle an.
swered twice.

Mallory’s temper flared again. He
cried: “This train doesn’t go another
step till I'm married!” He reached
up and pulled the bell-rope once; in
the distance the whistle sounded
once.

This was high treason, and the con-
ductor advanced on him threatening-
ly, as he seized the cord once more.
“You touch that rope again, and I'll—"

“Oh, no, you won't,” said Mallory,
as he whisked a revolver from his
right pocket and jammed It into the
conductor’s watch-pocket. The con-
ductor came to attention,

Then Mallory, standing with his
right hand on military duty, put out
his left hand, and gave the word:
“Now, parson.”

He smiled still more as he heard
Kathleen's voice walling: “But I can't
find my bracelet. Where's my brace-
lot?”

“Sllence! Silence!"
commanded, and then:
my children.”

Marjorie shifted Snoosleums to her
left ‘arm, put her right hand into Malk
lory’s, and Dr. Temple, standing be-
tween them, began to drone the
ritual. ’

When old clergyman had done
Ms work, the young husband-at-last
graciously rescinded milltwry law. ro-

(Continued on Page §)

He

'way behind

Dr. Temple
“Join hands,

®

it would run into some |}

AL AL Ll D a

RS A A AT AT A A AL A AL AL ALY

AR LA v A A AL

s aaa

ShAAAddddddd i s s s s s s o s s o s s s o 0 s o 0 o o s L L . . 2 2 sl e A

Seddedbd it dddddddddt Lt  E E R F R R R R R R T S RSS20 YT

b -8B Bt A

YrTYe

ddddarasass i il YR EE Y N Y Y Y Y R SRRl TY YT YYTY

I 4880888530003 000880003450303038008800030008000901

WHEN YOU ADVERTISE
YOU WANT

|
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That’s What You Expect to Get

when you do advertise
and that’s where we come in
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No matter what paper you have tried, results are
sure if you try

The Union Advocate

THE HOME PAPER OF NORTHUMBERLAND COUNTY

Results have been produced for hundreds of others
who have tried our columns, and we can make good for
you. There are two vital points in the advertising game.
The first is to select the paper YOU KNOW has the larg-
est circulation, and the second is to look after your ad-
vertising, changing your advts. at least twice a month in
a weekly paper. The Union Advocate circulates to all
corners of Northumberland County, which no other pa-
per does, and is read by more people each week than any
other paper. Is there any reason then why it should not
be a better advertising medium than any other paper? If
you have any doubts about the above, the subscription
lists are open to interested bona-fide advertisers, why not
investizate? Is it not worth your while? The Advocate
has nothing to hide, and will be only too pleased to prove
to advertisers the truth of the above statements. In these
war times, particularly, advertisers want the very best
possible results to be obtained from their advertising, and
unless they usc the paper that reaches the most people,
they are not getting full value for the money they ar:

The
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spending each year.

Average Circulation

of The Advocate each mouth is steadily iucreasing. From
January 1st, this year, until May 31st, more than 43,000
copies were printed and put in circulation, and this with-
out special editions or extra runs—bona-fide circulation
only. Nearly 45,000 circulation in five months! These
ficures should interest every advertiser and non-advertis-
er within the radius that The Advocate is covering.

What Results are You Getting?

Are they satisfactory, or do you not think you should
be getting more? If you have any doubts, why not in-
vestigate, and when convinced, investigate the advertis-
ing power of The Union Advocate. This will cost you
nothing, and may prove the founduiuon of a successful
business. Country merchants will be wise in taking this
matter into consideration. Some have already done so,
and have received surprisinz results.

YOU WILL FIND A TRIAL WORTH WHILE
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DON'T FORGET THAT WE HAVE THE

BEST JOB PRINTING

plant in Northern New Brunswick, and can handle all
tinds of Job work from a dodger to the very finost class
of color and plain black printing. Every bit of work
turned out of our office has that nice fine printed effect
—no clumsy work, such as comes from poor presses and
old rollers. The work is done by experienced hands and
the proper touch and color is given it.  Samples
sent to Cunadian and American printers’ journals of art
have been favorably commented on, which shows
that work turned out from this office ranks with the
best or it would not receive recognition at all. It goes to
show further that only the best grades of stock are used.
We are also prepared now to do a very fine class of

EMBOSSING

by which your letter heads, ete., are improved fully 100
per cent. Programs, cards and menus can alike be im-
proved by a little touch of embossing, and the extra cost
is not very great. Drop in and let us show you saniples
of our work. We are the only office in Northern New
Brunswick that does this class of embossing.

You Take No Chances

When you order work at this office. You can rest assur-
ed that you will receive the best of consideration, whether
your order be large or small. We make no diserimination.
Prices are the same to everybody, and stock to suit every
line of business is carried. Examine your supply and
then let us hear from you.
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UNION ADVOCATE

Fhone 23 NEWCASTLE N. B, Box 359
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