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Latnrbp cùî him short with a sharp: 

"Better get busy—before the train 
starts. And I’ll pay you in advance 
before you set off the fireworks.”

The flippancy pained Rev. Charles, 
but he was resuscitated by one 
glance at the bill that Ira thrust into 
his palm. If a man's gratitude for 
his wife is measured by the size of 
the fee ho hands the enabling par
son, Ira was madly in love with Anne. 
Rev. Charles had a reminiscent sus
picion that it was probably a counter
feit, but for once he did Ira an in
justice.

The minister was in such a flutter 
from losing his boyhood love, and 
gaining so much money all at once 
r.nd from performing the marriage on 
a train, that he made numerous ev- I 
rors in the Ceremony, but nobody no- j 
ticed them, and the spirit, if not the : 
Jetter of the occasion, was there and i 
the contract was doubtless -legal \ 
enough.

The ritual began with the pleasant ■ 
murmur of the preacher's voice, and j 
the passengers crowded round in a j 
solemn calm, which was suddenly vio- j 
latcd by a loud yelp of laughter from | 
Wed go wood, who omitted guffaw alter 
guffaw and bent double and opened 
out again, like an agitated umbrella.

The wedding-guests turned on him 
visages of horror, and hissed silence 
fit him. Ashton seized him, shook 
him. and muttered :

“What the—what's the matter with 
you?”

The Englishman shook like a boy 
having a spasm of giggles at a fu
neral, and blurted out the explana
tion:

“That story about the bridegroom—
I just saw the point!”

Ashton closed his jaw by brute 
force and watched over him through j 
Mie rest of the festivity.

or realism, with undignified 
necessities and harrowing situations 
at every step, and disillusion begins 
Its deadly work.

CHAPTER XXXI.

Foiled Yet Again.
Mallory had fled from the scene nt 

the first hum of the minister’s words. 
His fate was like alkali on his paiato. 
For twelve hundred miles he had ran
sacked the world for a minister. When 
one dropped on the train like manna 
through the roof, even this miracle 
had to be checkmated by a perverse 
miracle that sent to the train an early 
infatuation, a silly affair tbit he him
self called puppy-love. And now Mar
jorie would never marry him. He did 
not blame her. He blamed fate.

He was In solitude in the smoking 
room. The place reeked with drifting 
tobacco smoke and the malodor of 
cigar stubs and cigarette ends. His 
plans were as useless and odious as 
cigarette ends. He dropped Into a 
chair, his elbows on his knees and 
his head in his hands—Napoleon on 
St. Helena.

And then, suddenly he heard Mar
jorie’s voice. He turned and saw her 
hesitating In the doorway. He rose 
to welcome her, but the smile died 
on his Ups at her chilly speech:

“May I have a word with you, sir?”
“Of course. The air’s rather thick 

in here,” he apologized.
“Just wait!” she said, ominously, 

and stalked In like a young Zenobla. 
He put out an appealing hand: “Now, 
Marjorie, listen to reason. Of course 
I know you won’t marry, me now.”

“Oh, you know that, do you?” she 
said, with a squared jaw.

“But, really, you ought to marry 
me—not merely because I love you— 
and you're the* only girl I ever—” He

mars me worst kind of unfaith
fulness,” she reiterated. “You should 
have known that some day you would 
meet me. You should have saved 
your first love for me."

“But last love is best," Mallory in
terposed, weakly.

“Oh, no, it isn’t, and if it is, how do 
I know I’m to be your last love? No, 
sir, when I’ve divorced you, you can 
go back to your first love and go 
round the world with her till you get 
dizzy.”

“But I don’t want her for a wile.” 
Mallory urged, “I want you.”

"You’ll get me—but not for long.
And one other thing, I want you to 
get that bracelet away from that 
creature. Do you promise?”

“How can I got it away?"
“Take it away! Do you promise?”
Mallory surrendered completely. 

Anything to get Marjorie safely Into 
his arms: “I promise anything, if 
you’ll really marry me."

“Oh, I’ll marry you, fir, but not 
really.”

And while he stared In helpless a wo 
at the cynic and termagant that 
jealousy bad metamorphosed this tim
id, clinging creature into, they heard 
the conductor's voice at the rear door 
ol' the car: “Hurry up—we've got to 
start.”

They heard Lathrop's protest: 
"Hold on there, conductor," and Sel
by’s plea: "Oh, I say, my good man, j ed. 
wait a moment, can't you?"

The conductor answered with the 
gruffness of a despot: “Not a minute.
I’ve my orders to make up lost time.
All aboarcl!"

While the minister was tying tho 
last loose ends of the matrimonial 
knot, Mallory and Marjorie were 
struggling through the crowd to get 
at him. J .. t as they were near, they 
were swept aside by the rush of tho 
bride and groom, for the parson's *N. 
pronounce you man and wife,” pro
nounced as he backed toward the 
dcor, was the signal for another wed
ding riot.

Once more Ira and Anne were show-, 
ered with rice. This time It was their 
own. Ira darted out into the corridor, 
haling his brand-new wife by the 
wrist, and the wedding guests pur
sued them across the vestibule, 
through the next car, and on, and on.

Nobody remained to notice what 
happened to the parson. Having per
formed his function, he was without 
further interest or use. But to Mal
lory and Marjorie he was vitally 
necessary.

Mallory caught his hand as It turned 
the knob of the door and drew him 
back. Marjorie, equally determined, 
caught his other elbow:

“Please don’t go,” Mallory urged, 
“until you’ve married us."

The Reverend Charles stared at his 
captors in amazement:

“But my dear man, the train’s mov
ing.”

Marjorie clung all the tighter and 
invited him to “Come on to the next 
stop."

“But my dear lady,” Selby gasped,
“It’s impossible."

“You’ve just got to,” Mallory In
sisted.

“Release me, please."
“Never!"

This young couple «as undergoing 
all the Inconveniences and temper-ex
posures of marriage without its 
blessed compensations. They prom
ised to be well acquainted before they 
were wed. If they stil! wanted each 
other after this ordeal, they were pret
ty well assured that their marriage 
would not be a failure.

Ma!lory rejoiced to see that the 
hurricane cf Marjorie’s jealousy had 
only v. h'ppc i up the surface o: her 
soul. The great depths were still 
oaini ai:d unmoved, and her love lor 
him v in and of the depths.

J^oou after leaving ('gclen. the train 
entered upon the great bridge across 
the Great S ilt Lake. The other pas
sengers were staring at the enormous 
engineering masterpiece and the con
ductor was printing out that, in or
der to save forty miles and the cross- 
lug of two mountain chains, the rail
road had devoted four years of labor 
r.nd millions of dollars to stretching a 
thirty-mile bridge across this inland 
ocean.

But Marjorie and Mallory never no
ticed it. They were absorbed in ex
ploring each other’s souls, and they 
had safely bridged the Great Salt 
Lake which the first big bitter jeal
ousy spreads across every matrimo
nial route.

They were undisturbed in their voy
age, for all the other passengers had 
their no.-cs flattened against the win
dow panes of the other cars—all ex
cept one couple, gazing each at each 
through time-wrinkled eyelids touched 
with the magic of a tardy honeymoon.

For all that Anne and Ira knew, 
the Great Salt Lake was a moon- 
e wept lagoon, and the arid mountains 
of Nevada which the train went scal
ing, were the very hillsides of Ar- 
« cia.

was tne last day aboard for everybody 
and they showed a certain extra ani
mation, like the inmates of an ocean 
liner when land has been sighted.

Ashton was shaving when Ira swag
gered Into the men’s room. Without 
pausing to note whom he vas ad
dressing, Ashton sang out:

“Good morning. Did you rest well?"
“What?” Ira roared.
"Oh, excuse me!" said Ashton, has- 

ttiy, devoting himself to a gash his 
razor had made in his cheek—even In 
that cheek of his.

Ira scrubbed out the basin, filled It 
and tried to dive into it, slapping the 
cold water in double handfuls over 
his glowing face and puffing through 
It like a porpoise.

Meanwhile the heavy-eyed Fosdick 
was slinking through the dining-car, 
regarded with amazement by Dr. Tem
ple and his wife, who were already up 
and breakfasting.

“What’s the matter with the bridal 
couples on this train, anyway?” said 
Dr. Temple.

“I can’t imagine,” said his wife, “wo 
old couples are the only normal

“Some more coffee, please, mother,” 
he said.

"But your nerves," she protested.
“It’s my vacation,” he Insisted.
Mrs. Temple stared at him and 

shook her head: “I wonder what mis
chief you’ll be up to today? You’ve 
already been smoking, gambling, 
drinking—have you been swearing, 
yet?”

Not yet,” the old cregyman smiled, 
j “I’ve been saving that up for a good 
j occasion. Perhaps it will rise before 
the day’s over."

And his wife choked on her tea at

Mailory returned to Wellington with 
a fiercer: “Whom, then?"

He was in a dangerous mood, and 
Ashton came to the recue: “Oh, don’t 
mind Wellington. He’s not sober 
yet.”

This Inspired suggestion came like 
a life-buoy to the hard-pressed Well
ington. He seized it and spoke thick
ly: “Don’t mind me—I’m not she be:* 
yet.”

“Well, it’s a good thing you’re not,” 
was Mallory’s final growl as he began, 
his own toilet.

The porter’s bell began to ring furi
ously, with a touch they had already 
come to recognize as the English
man’s. The porter had learned to rec
ognize it, too, and he always toe!: 
double the necessary time to answer 
It. He wtis sauntering down tho ais.'c 
at his most leisurely gait when 
Wedge wood’s rumpled mane shot out 
from the curtains like a lion’s from a 
juhgle, and he bellowed: “Pawtab! 
Pawtah!”

“Still on the train,” said the porter.
“You may give me my portman

teau."
“Yassah.” He dragged it from tho 

upper berth, and set it inside Wedge- 
wood’s berth without special care as 
to its destination. “Does you desire 
anything else, sir?”

“Yes, your absence, ’ said Wedge- 
wood.

“The same to you and many of 
them,” the porter muttered to himself, 
and added to Marjorie, who was just 
starting down the aisle: “I’ll suttalnly 
be interested in that man gittin’ 
where he’s goin’ to git to." Noting 
that she carried Snoozleums, be said: 
“We’re cornin’ into a station right 
soon.” Without further discussion

the wonderful train-change that had , she handed him the dog, and he hob- 
come over the best man In Ypsllantl. j bled away.

By this time Fosdick had reached | 
the stateroom from which he had ! 
been banished again at the Nevada j 
state-line. He knocked cautiously, j

.. . .. From within came an anxious voice: ;
But the ether passengers seen came ~who-8 there’”

trooping back Into the observation! ■■Whom d|d you expect7" 
rootn. Ira had told then noth,,,- or; Mrg Foadiclt popped her head out ! 
.VaHon s confession. In the tirât i „ke a Jm ,n tl)e box. “Oh. It’s you. 1 
l-h.ee. he was a man who had learned j Xrlhur. Klgs me good miming.” 1 
to keep a secret, and m the second j glanced rouud stealthily and ;
p,ace. he had forgotten that such per- ob ed ,nstruct|on8. ..j „ ltg!
sons as Mallory or his Marjorie cM.-t- ; gafe_my darllng."

All the world was summed up In j ..Dld Bleep, dovler she yawned. ; 
the fearsomely happy little spinster | ..Not a wlnk. They took ott the 
who had moved up mto his section- port)and car at Granger and I bad 
i he section which had begun its ca-1

Che cTbor opefied, and but stepped Miss 
Cattle, as was.

She blushed furiously at sight of 
the committee waiting to greet her, 
but they repented their criticisms and 
tried to make up for them by the ex
cessive warmth with which they all 
exclaimed at once: “Good morning, 
Mrs. Lathrop!”

“Good morning, who?" said Anne, 
then blushed yet redder: “Oh, 1 can't 
seem to get used to that name! 1 
hope I haven’t kept you waiting?”

“Oh, not at all!” the women insist
ed, and Anne fled to number six, re
membered that this was no longer 
her home, and moved on to number 
one. Here the porter was just finish
ing his restoring tasks, and laying 
aside with some diffidence two gar
ments which Anne hastily stuffed into 
her own valise.

Meanwhile Marjorie was pushing 
Mrs. Wellington ahead: .

“You go in first, Mrs. Wellington." 
“You go first. I have no husband 

waiting for me,” said Mrs. Welling
ton.

“Oh, I Insist," said Marjorie.
“I couldn't think of it," persisted 

Mrs. Wellington. “I won’t allow you.”
And then Mrs. Whitcomb pushed 

them both aside: “Pardon me, won't 
you? I’m getting off at Reno.”

“So am I,” gasped Mrs. Welling
ton, rushing forward, only to be faced 
by the slam of the door and the click 
of the key. She whirled back to de
mand of Marjorie: Did you ever hear 
of such impudence?”

“I never did."
‘Til never be ready for Reno,” Mrs. 

Wellington walled, “and I haven’t had 
my breakfast.”

“You’d better order it in advance,” 
said Marjorie. “It takes that chef an 
hour to boll an egg three minutes.”

“I will. If I càn ever get my face 
washed,” sighed Mrs. Wellington.

And now Mrs. Anne Lathrop, after 
i much hesitation, called timidly, “Por- 
! ter—porter—please!”

“Yes—miss—missus!” he amended. 
“Will you call my—” she gulped—

1 “my husband?”
“Yes, ma’am,” the porter chuckled,

! and putting his grinning head in at 
| the men’s door, he bowed to Ira and 

I don t know. She’s been there said: "Excuse me, but you are sent 
forever. I’m sure it’s that cat of a . for by the lady in number one.”
Mrs. Whitcomb.” ! Ashton slapped him on the back

‘ Good morning, Mrs. Mallory," j and roared: "Oh, you married man!" 
snapped Mrs. Whitcomb. , “Well." said Ira, In self-defense, T

Mrs. Wellington was rather proud J don’t hear anybody sending for you."

When she reached the women’s 
door, she found Mrs. Wellington wait
ing with increasing exasperation: 
“Come, join the lino at the box of
fice,” she said.

“Good morning. Who’s in there?” 
said Marjorie, and Mrs. Wellington, 
not noting that Mrs. Whitcomb had 
come out of her berth and fallen Into 
line, answered sharply:

ribbons unwit- t0 sleep ln one the c6alrs ln “e that **»« rand°m «Hot landed, but Mar- Wedgewood grinned at Ashton. "I 
; observation room.” 1 *—•- ----- * ---------- *----------—- * -iter draped in satin

tlngly prophetic. I Mra Fosdick shook her head at him
The communion of Mallory and j jn mournfiil sympathy, and asked: 

Marjorie under the benison of recon- .»What Btate are we m now?” 
dilation was Invaded by tbe Jokes ol j „A dreadfui state—Nevada.” 
the other passenger*, unconsciously ; ..JuBt what are we ln Nevada?" 
ironic. eTm a bigamist, and you’ve never

Dr. Temple chaffed them amiably: , married at all.”
“You two will have to take a back j "Oh, these awful divorce laws!” she 
seat now. Weve got a new bridal ^ moaned, then left the general for the 
couple to amuse us.” I particular: “Won’t you come ln and

And Mrs. Temple welcomed them ! me up?” 
with: “You’re only old married folks. ! Fosdlck looked shocked: “I don’t 
like us.” j dare compromise you.”

The Mallorys were used to the mis- "Will you take breakfast with me— 
understanding. But the misplaced ! jn the dining-car?” she pleaded, 
witticisms gave them reassurance j "Do we dare?"
that their secret was safe yet n little ! "We might call it luncheon,” she 
while. At their dinner-table, however, j Buggested.
and in the long evening that followed ; He seized the chance: “All right, 
they were haunted by the tact that j j*u go ahead and order, and you stroll 
this was their last night on the train, j jn and m offer you the seat opposite 
and no minister to be expected. | me.”

And now once more the Mallorys j “But can’t you hook me up?”
regained the star roles ln the esteem 
of the audience, for once more they 
quarreled at good-Blgbt-klsslng time. 
Once more they required two sec
tions, while Anne Gattle’s berth was 
not even made up. It remained empty, 
like a deserted nest, for its occupant 
had flown south.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

Fresh Trouble Dally.
The following morning the daylight 

creeping into section number one 
found Ira and Anne staring at each 
other. Ira was tousled and Anne was 
unkempt, but her blush still gave her 
cheek at least an Iriian summer | kiB vision.

He was adamant: “Not till we get 
to California. Do you think I want to 
compromise my own wife? Shh! 
Somebody’s coming!” And he darted 
off to the vestibule Just as Mrs. Jim
mie Wellington Issued from number 
ten with hair askew, eyes only half 
open, and waist only half shut at the 
back. She made a quick spurt to 
the women’s room, foand it locked, 
■tamped her foot, swore under her, 
breath, and leaned against the wall of] 
the car to wait.

About the same time, the man who 
was still her husband according to, 
the law, rolled out of berth number] 
two. There was an amaslng clarity j

glow.
After a violent effo- 

space between her si

He lurched as he madei

to reach tho 
julder blades,“How dare you!” the parson OBnao, kiB_.... , , she was compelled to appeal to hershrieked, and witu a sudden v.rlggio !________ ._______*_________ ___

writhed out of his coat, leaving it in
Marjorie’s hands. He darted to the 
door and flung it open, with Mallory 
hot after him.

The train was kicking up a cloud 
of dust and getting its stride. The

new master to act as her new maid.
“Oh, Mr. Lathrop,” she stammered 

—“Ira,” she corrected, “won’t you 
please hook me up?" she pleaded.

Ira beamed with a second child
hood boyishness: “I’ll do my best, my 
little ootsum-tootsums, it’s the firststopped short and she almost smiled kldnapped clergyman paused a mo- ! !, “6 ' ev„r ..

.. .he taunted him: Go on-I dare „ at th speed with which, ..*h ^ glad/’ Anne algheu,
the ground was being paid out. Then flrgt tlme , ever wag hooked
he climbed the brass rail and. with „ gen„eman, 
a hasty prayer, dropped overboard. 1 v 9 6

Mallory lunged at him, and seized

she taunted him 
you to say it.’’

He swallowed hard and waived the 
point: “Well, anyway, you ought to 
marry me—for your own sake.”

TTien she took his breath away by 
answering: ”Oh, I'm going to marry 
you, never fear.”

“You are,” he cried, with a rush of 
returning hope. “Oh, I knew you 
loved me.”

She pushed his encircling arms 
aside: “I don't love you, and that’s 
why I’m going to marry you.”

“But I don’t understand.”
“Of course not,” she sneered, as if 

she were a thousand years old, “you’re 
only a man—and a very young man.”

“You’ve ceased to love me,” he pro
tested, “just because of a little affair 
I had before I met you?”

Marjorie answered with world-old 
wisdom : “A woman can forgive a 
man anything except what he did be
fore he met her.”

He stared at her with masculine dis
may at feminine logic : “if you can't] 
forgive me, then why do you marry 
me?”
1 “For revenge!” she cried. "You 
{brought me on this train all this dis
tance to introduce me to a girl you 
[used to spoon And I don’t like
(her. She’s awful!’” 
i “Yes, she Is awful,” Mallory assent- 
led. “I don’t know how I ever—”
1 “Oh, you admit it!”
| “No.”
\ “Well, I’m going to marry you— 
,now—this minute—with that preach- 
1er, then I’m going to get off at Reno 
land divorce you.”

“Divorce me! Good Lord! On whatj 
grounds T’

“On the grounds of Miss Kitty—i 
jKatty—Llewelllngton — or whatever 
her name is.”
• Mallory was groggy with punis*-
ment, and the vain effort to foresee 
her neat blow. “But you can’t name 
a woman that way,” he pleaded, “for 
Just being nice to me before 1 ever
met you.” . . .

up by
He gurgled with joy and, forget

ting the poverty of space, tried to

struck bounded 80 hard thftt ln8tcad of aay|n6. as incidentally over Ashton.
. to a : ° wlt? Intended. “My darling,” he said, “On, -j feel,” he chortled. “I feel
Ï tO a StOP With h..,.,,, ' rrttxln of I

him by his reversed collar. But the H wl, Hm. to nV. 3 nl ... . , . , , . . i reach her lips to kiss her. He almostcollar alone remained ln his clutch. . . - _ V* . „ . .im . k. . .ai_ 1 broke her neck and bumped his head The parson was almost tost ln the
dust he created as he 
and rolled till he came 
his stars and his prayers to thank for 
injuries to nothing worse than hla 
dignity and other small clothes.

Mallory returned to the observation 
room and flung the collar and bib to 
the floor in a fury of despair, howling:

“He got away! He got away!”

his way to the men's room, but It was, 
plainly the train’s swerve and not anj 
Inner lurch that twisted the forthright 
of his progress. \

He squeezed into the men’s room; 
like a whole crowd at once, and sang- 
out, “Good morning, all!” with a won-i 
derful heartiness. Then he paused 
over a wash basin, rubbed his hands] 
gleefully and proclaimed, ÿke another 1 
Chantecler advertising a new day: j 

“Well—I’m sober again!”
“Three cheers for you,” said hla 

rival In radiance, bridegroom Lathrop.
“How does It feel?” demanded Ash

ton, smiling so broadly that he en-; 
countered the lather on his brush.

While he sputtered Wellington was 
flipping water over hla hot head andj

CHAPTER XXXII.

The Empty Berth.
The one thing Mallory was begin 

ning to learn about Marjorie was that! 
she would never take the point of 
view he expected, and never proceed 
along the lines of his logic.

She had grown furious at him for ! 
what he could not help. She had told 
him that she would marry him out of 
spite. She had commanded hlm te 
pursue and apprehend the flying par
son. He failed and returned crest
fallen and wondering what new form 
her rage would take. i

And, lo and behold, when ahe saw 
him so downcast and helpless, she 
rushed to him with caresses, cuddled 
his broad shoulders against her 
breast, and smothered him. It was 
the sincerity of his dejection and the 
complete helplessness he displayed 
that won her woman’s heart 

Mallory gaxed at her with almost 
more wonderment than delight. This 
was another flashlight on hsr charac
ter. Most courtships are conducted 
under a rose-light ln which wooer 
and wooed wear their best clothes on 
their best behavior; or ln d starlit, 
moonlit, or gaslit twilight where ro
mance softens angles and wraps 
everything In velvet shadow. Then j 
the two get married end begin to i 

tits «14. pu. 1̂

hell!
"Ira!” she gasped. But he, with all 

the proprietorship Be had assumed, 
answered cheerily: "You’ll have to 
get used to it, ducky darling. 1 could 
never learn not to swear.” He proved 
the fact again and again by the re
marks he addressed to certain refrac
tory hooks. He apologized, but she 
felt more like apologising for her
self.

like the i
| first little robin redbreast of the mer-1 
ry springtime. Tweet! Tweet!” i 

When the excitement over his re»' 
demption had somewhat calmed, Ash
ton reopened the old topic of con
versation: j

“Well, I see they had another scrap 
last night."

“They—who?” said Ira, through hla 
flying toothbrush.

"Tho Mallorys. Once more he oc-
"Oh, Ira,” she said, “I’m so ashamed ! cupied number three and she number, 

to have you see me Ike this—the first seven.”
morning.”

“Well, you haven’t got anything on 
me—I'm not shaved.”

"You don't have to tell me that,” 
■he said, rubbing her smarting cheek. 
Then ahe bumped her head and- 
gasped: “Oh—what you Bald.”

This made them feel so much at 
home that ahe attained the heights o: 
frankness and honesty by reaching ln 
her handbag for a knob of supple
mentary hair, which she affixed dex- 
trously to what waa home-grown. 1rs, 
instead of looking shocked, loved her 
for her hoseety, and’ grinned :

“Now, that's where you have got 
something on me. Bay, we're like aj 
couple of sardines trying to make lev#1 
In a tin can.”

“It's cosy though," she said, 
then vanished through th

ifed shyly ran the gauntlet of smussd 
glances sad over-cordial "Good mom-1 
lugs” till ahe hid her blushes behind, 
the door of the women's room and; 
turned tbe key. If she had thought 
of It she would have said, "God bleaa 
the man that Invented doors—and tho 
other angel that Invented locks.”

The. passengers. this morning were
Yttv* little brisker than

"Well, well, I can’t understand these; 
modern marriages," said Little Jim
mie, with a side glance at Ira. Ira 
suddenly remembered the plight of1 
the Mallorys and waa tempted to de
fend them, but he saw the young lieu-| 
tenant himself Just entering tiW 
wii tin room. This was more than Well
ington saw, for he went on talking 
Hvin behind a towel :

“Well. If I were a bridegroom and 
hud a Lrlde like that, it would take 
uore than a quarrel to send me to 
met her berth.”

The others made gestures which he 
ould not • see. His enlightenment 
•ar e when Mallory snapped the towel 
inm hi ; hands and glared into hi» 
ace with all the righteous wrath of a 
nr.n hearing his domestic affairs pub- 
icly discussed.

“Were you alluding to mo, Mr. 
Wellington?" he demanded, hotly.

Lit’lc Jimmie almost perished with 
apoplexy: "You, you?" ht> mumbled. 
“Why, of courre not. You’re not tho 
çn!y bridegroom on the train.”

Mallory tossed him the towel agalu: 
“You meant Mr. Lathrop then?”

“Me! Not much!" roared the in
dignant X.at.hrAit

j jorie felt most uneasy between the 
; two tigresses : “Good morning, Mrs. i 
; Whitcomb,” she said. There was a j 
disagreeable silence, broken finally by 
Mrs. Wellington’s: “Oh, Mrs. Mallory, 1 
would you be angelic enough to hook 
my gown?”

“Of course I will,” said Marjorie, j
"May I hook you?” said Mrs. Whit

comb.
"You’re awfully kind,” said Mar

jorie, presenting her shoulders to 
Mrs. Whitcomb, who asked with mali
cious sweetness: “Why didn’t youi* 
husband do thte for you this morn-
ingr

“I—I don’t remember," Marjorie j 
stammered, and Mrs. Wellington 
tossed over-shoulder an apothegm: ,
“He’s no husband till he’s hook-bro
ken."

Just then Mra. Fosdick came out of 
her stateroom. Seeing Mrs. Whit
comb’s waist agape, she went at it 
with a brief, "Good morning, every
body. Permit me.”

Mrs. Wellington twisted her head to 
say “Good morning” and to ask, “Are 
you hooked, Mrs. Fosdick?”

“Not yet,” pouted Mrs. Fosdick.
“Turn round and back up,” said ;

Mrs. Wellington. After some maneu- 
verlng, the women formed a complete j 
circle, and fingers plied hooks and 
eyes In a veritable Ladles' Mutual Aid ,
Society.

By now, Wedgewood was ready to 
appear ln a bathrobe about as gaudy, 
as the royal standard of Great Brit-i 
aln. He stalked down the aisle, and! 
answered the male chorus's cheery; ;
“Good morning” with a ramlike 
"Baw."

Ira Lathrop felt amiable even to-1 
ward the foreigner, and he observed:; '
“Glorious morning this morning.” I

“I dare say,” growled Wedge wood J!
"I don’t go ln much for mawnlngs— 
especially when I have no tub.”

Wellington felt called upon to | 
squelch him: “You Englishmen never 
had a real tub till we Americans sold 
’em to you."

"I dare say,” said Wedgewood in-i 
differently. “You sell ’em. We use 
'em. But, do you know. I've Just 
thought out a ripping idea. I shall 
have my cold bath this mawnlng after 
all.”

"What are you going to do?" 
growled Lathrop. “Crawl in the ice- 
water tank?”

“Oh, dear, no. I shouldn’t be let,” 
and he produced from his pocket a 
rubber hose. T simply affix this lit- i bôw'sYhe' running? 
tie tube to one end of the spigot and 
wave the sprlnklah hyah over my— 
er—my person.”

Lathrop stared at him pityingly, and 
demanded: “What happens to the wa
ter, then?”

"What do I care?” said Wedge
wood.

“You durned fool, you’d flood tho 
car."

Wedgewood’s high hopes withered.
“I hadn’t thought of that,” he sighed.
“I suppose I must continue just as 1 
am till I reach San Francisco. The 
first thing I shall order tonight will 
be four cold tubs and a lemon 
squash.”

While the men continued to make 
themselves presentable in a huddle, 
tho hook-and-eye society at the other 
end of the car finished with the four 
waists, and Mrs. Fosdick hurried 
away to kep her tryst In the dining- 
car. The three remaining relapsed 
Into dreary attitudes. Mrs. Welling
ton shook the knob of the forbidding 
door, and turned to complain: "What 
ln heaven’s name alls tbe creature in 
there. She must have fallen out of 
the window.”

“It's outrageous,” said Marjorie,
“the way women violate women’s 
rights.”

Mrs. Whitcomb saw an opportunity 
to insert a stiletto. She observed to 
Marjorie, with an Innocent air:
“Why, Mrs. Mallory, I've even known 
women to lock themelves in there and 
smoke 1”

While Mrs. Wellington was rum
maging her br*«n for e llttlnnuretort.

rather fancy he had you theah, old 
top, eh, what?”

Ira appeared at number one, and ! 
bending over his treasure-trove, spoke j 
ln a voice that was pure saccharine: ! 
“Are you ready for breakfast, dear?” j

“Yea, Ira.” i
“Come along to the dining-car."
“It’s cosier here,” she said. “Couldn't : 

we have it served here?”
“But It’ll get all cold, and I’m hun

gry,” pouted the old bachelor, to 
whom breakfast was a sacred Insti
tution.

"All right, 1rs,” said Anne, glad to 
be meek; “come along," and she rose<

Ira hesitated. "Still, If you’d rath
er, well eat here." He sat down.

“Oh, not at all,” said Anne; "we'll 
go where you want to go.”

“But I want to do what you want to 
do.”

“So do I—we'll go,” said Anne.
“We’ll stay.”
“No, I insist on the dining-car.”
“Oh, all right, have your own way," 

said Ira, as if he were being bullied, j 
and liked it. Anne smiled at the con- j 
trarlness of men, and Ira smiled at | 
the contrariness of women, and when j 
they reached the vestibule they kissed 
each other in mutual forgiveness. |

As Wedgewood stropped an old-fash- ; 
toned razor, he said to Ashton, who , 
was putting up his safety equipment:; 
"I say, old party, are those safety ! 
razors safe? Can’t you really cut j 
yourself?"

“Cut everything but hair,” said Ash
ton, pointing to his wounded chin.

Mallory put out hla hand: “Would 
you be kind enough to lend me your 
razor again this morning?”

“Sure thing,” said Ashton. “You’ll 
find your blade ln the box there.”

Mallory then negotiated the loan of 
one more fresh shirt from the Eng
lishman, and a clean collar from Ash
ton. He rejoiced that the end of the 
day would bring him In touch with 
his own baggage. Four days of forag
ing on the country was enough for 
this soldier.

Also he felt, now that he and Mar- 
Juris had lived thus long, they couio 
survive somehow till evening brought 
t-hem to San Francisco, where there 
were hundreds of ministers. And then 
the conductor must ruin his early 
morning optimism, though he made 
his appearance in the washroom with 
g «niai good mornings t or all.

Mallory acknowledged the greeting, 
and asked offhandedly: “By the way,

nut, wmcnever view is right, the 
ordeal by divorce is terrifying enough 
to the poor sinners or martyrs who 
must undergo It.

Little Jimmie Wellington turned 
pale, and stammered, as he tried to 
ask the conductor casually:

“What kind of a place is that 
Reno?”

The conductor, somewhat cynical 
from close association with the di
vorce-mill and Its grist, grinned: 
“That depends on what you're leav
ing behind. Most folks seem to get 
enough of it in about six months.”

Then he went his way, leaving Well
ington red, agape and perplexed. The 
trouble with Wellington was that he 
had brought along what he was leav
ing behind. Or, as Ashton impudently 
observed : “You ought to enjoy your 
residence there, Wellington, with your 
wife on hand.”

The only repartee that Wellington 
could think of was a rather unin
spired: “You go to —”

“So long as it isn’t Reno,” Ashton 
laughed, and walked away.

Wedgewood laid a sympathetic hand 
on Little Jimmie’s shoulder, and said:

“That Ashton Is no end of a bound
er, what?"

Wellington wrote his epitaph in 
these words:

“Well, the worst I can say of him 
is, he’s the kind of man that doesn't 
lift the plug out when he’s through 
with the basin.”

He liked this so well that he wished 
he had thought of it in time to crack 
It over Ashton’s head. He decided 
to hand it to him an way. He forgot 
that the cardinal rule for repartee, la 
“Better never than late."

As he swung out of the men's room 
he was buttonholed by an individual 
new to the little Trans-American col
ony. One of the camp-followers and 
sutlers who prosper round the edges 
of all great enterplses had waylaid 
him on the way to the battleground 
of marital freedom.

The stranger had got on at an 
earlier stop and worked his way 
through the train to the car named 
“Snowdrop.” Wellington was his first 
victim here. His pushing manner, 
the almost vulturc-!lke rapacity of his 
gleaming eyes, and the very vui- 
turine contour of his profile, his palmy 
gestures, his thick lisp, and every
thing about him gave Wellington his 

| immediate pedigree, 
j It ill behooves Christendom to need 
j reminding that the Jewish race has 

adorned and still adorns humanity 
with some of its noblest specimens; 

j but this interloper was of the type 
| that must have Irritated Voltaire Into 
; answering the platitude that the Jewa 
I are God’s chosen people with that 
! other platitude, “Hastes differ.”

Little Jimmie Wellington, hot In 
j pursuit of Ashton, found himself 
| checked ln spite of himself ; ln spite 
i of himself deposited somehow into a 
| seat, and ln spite of himself confront- 
1 ed with a curvilinear person, who 
i aajd:

;coose, pleass! but are you get- 
! tlnk off at R-r-reno?”

“I am,” Wellington answered, curt
ly, essaying to rise, only to be dell* 

1 cately restored to his place with a 
gesture and a phrase:

“Then you neet me.”
“Oh, I need yon; do I? And who 

are you?”
“Who ain’t I? I am Baumann and! 

: Blumen. Our cart, pleass."
Wellington found a pasteboard in 

! hla hand and read the legend:

$ Blnete
Divorct Outfitter»

til Hliaoay Hnim, Rise, Ikvada

Notary Public 
Justice ol tbe Peace

Divorcee Secured 
Satisfaction Guaranteed

The conductor answered even more 
offhandedly: “About two hours lato— 
and losln’.”

Mallory was transfixed with a new 
fear: “Good Lord, my transport call^ 
at sunrise.”

“Oh, we ought to make ’Frisco by 
midnight, anyway.” «

“Midnight, and sail at daylight!”
“Unless we lose a little more time.'
Mallory realized that every new da: 

managed to create Its own anxieties 
With the regularity of a milkmnr 
each morning left a fresh crisis u. 
hta doorstep.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

The Complete Divorcer.
The other passengers were growing 

nervous with their own troubles. The 
next stop was Reno, and In spite ol 
all the wit that is heaped upon the 
town, it Is a solemn place to those 
who must go there ln purgatorial pen
ance for matrimonial error.

Some honest souls regard such di
vorce-emporiums as dens of evil, 
where the wicked make a mockery ol 
the sacrament and assail the founda
tions of society, by undermining the 
home. Other equally honest souls, 
believing that marriage la a human 
Institution whose mishaps and mis
takes should be rectified as far as 
possible, regard the divorce courts as 
cities of refuge for ill-treated or ill- 
mated women and men whose lives 
may be saved from utter ruination by 
the intervention of high-minded 
Judges.

Wellington looked from the crowded 
card to the zealous face. “Divorce* 
Outfitters, eh? I don't quite get you-”
“Veil, In the foist place—”
“ The foist place,’ eh? You’re from 

New York.”
“Yes,-oritchlnally. How did you 

know It? By my feshionable cloth- 
ink?”

“Yes.” laughed Wellington. “But 
you say I need you. How?”

“Veil, you’ve got maybe some beg- 
gctch, some trunks—yes?”

“Yes.”
“Veil. In the foist place, I am an 

expressman. I deliver 'em to your 
address—yes? Vere Iss It?”

“I haven’t got any yet.”
“A!so I am eddressman. Do you 

vant it a nice hotel ?—or a fine house ? 
—cr an apartment?—or maybe a 
boarding-house?—yes? How long do 
you make a residence?”

“Six months.”
“No longer?”
“Not a minute.”
“Take a fine house, den. I got some 

beauties just wacated.”
“For a year?—no thanks.”
“All the leases ln Reno run for six 

months only.”
“Well, I'd like to look around a lit

tle first.”
“Good. Don’t forget us. You come 

out here for six months. You vant 
maybe a good quick divorce—yes?”

“The quickest I can get.”
“Do you vant It confidential? or 

very nice and noisy?”
“What’s that?”
“Ve are press agents and also sup

press agents. Some likes ’em one 
way, some likes ’em an udder. Vich 
do you vant It?”

“Quick and quiet.”
“Painless divorce is our specialty. 

If you pay me an advence deposit 
now, I file your claim de minute de 
train stops and your own vite don’t 
know you’re divorced.”

"I’ll think it over," said Wellington, 
rising with resolution.

“Don’t forget us. Baumann and 
Blumen. Satisfaction guaranteed or 
your wife refunded. Avoid substl- 
toots.” And then, seeing that he could 
not extract any cash from Little Jim
mie, Mr. Baumann descended upon 
Mallory, who was Just finishing hla 
shave. Laying hla hand on Mallory's 
arm, he began:

“Excoose, pleass. Can I fit you out 
▼it a nice divorce?”
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