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Latnrop cut him short with a sharp:
“‘Better get busy—before the tiraln
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 he 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,
Jjustice.
The minister was in such a fiutter
from losing his boyhkcod love, and |
gaining so much money all at once |
< from performing the marriage on |
. that he made numerous er-
1 the teremony,

ticed then, and the s

letter of the cccasion,

the contract was

enough.

The ritual began with the pleasar
murmur of the preacher’s voice, and |
the passengers cCro
solemn calm, which was sudd vio-
lated by a loud ye!p of laughter lronl
Wedgzewood, who omitted guffaw aite
guifaw and bent double and (),'h‘(‘.r;.l
out again, lise an ¢ 1ited umbrella.

The wedding-gu 5 turned on bhim
visages of horror, and hissed silence
at 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-
uon:

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

Ashton closed his jaw by brute

force and watched over him through | ...

*he rest of the festivity.

| prorounce

CHAPTER XXXI.
Foiled Yet Again.

Mallory had fled from the scene at !
the first hum ol the minister's words.
His fate was like a!kali on his palate. |
For twelve hundred miles he bad ran- |
sacked the world for a minister. When
one dropped on the train like manna |
through the rocf, even this iniracle
had to be checkmated by a perverse |
miracle that sent to the train an early
infatuation, a silly affair t' 1t he him-
sell called puppy-love. And now Mar. |
jorle would never marry him. He did
not blame bher. He blamed fate.

He was in solitude in the smoking |
room. The place reeked with drmlng
tobacco smoke and the malodor or
cigar stubs and cigarette ends. l“si
plans were as useless and odious as |
clgarette ends. He dropped into a
chair, his elbows on his knees and
his head in his hands—XNapoleon on
St. Helena.

And then, suddenly he heard Mar-
jorie’'s volce. He turned and saw her
hesitating in the doorway. He rose
to welcome her, but the smile died
on his lips at her chilly speech: |

“May I have a word with you, sir?” |

“Of course. The air's rather thlck;
in here,” he apologized.

“Just wait!” she sald, ominously,
and stalked in like a young Zenobla.!
He put out an appeallng 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 marryI
me—not merely because I love you— |
and you're the only girl I ever—"

but for once he did Ira an in-j y;

i get

{ the conducier’s voice at the rear door

He |

stopped short and she almost smiled |

as she taunted him: “Go on—I dare |
you to say it.”

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

Then 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 bope “Oh, 1 knew you|
loved me.”

She pushed his encircling arms

aside: “I don’t love you,
why I'm going to marry you."

“But I don't understand.”

“Of course not,”
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 bhad 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:

me?"”

| “For revenge!” she cried. "“You

forought me on this train all this dis-
nce to introduce me to a girl you
ed to spoon with. And I don't llke
er. She's awful!'

| *Yes, she is awful,” Mallory assent-

led. “I don't know how I ever—"

“Oh, you admit it!"

“No.”

“Well, I'm going to marry you——
now—this minute—with that preach-
!or, then I'm goln‘ to get off at Reno
jand divorce you."
' “Divorce me!
grounds?”

“On the grounds of Miss Kitty—

{Katty—Llewellington — or whatever
(her name is.”
. Mallory was groggy with punish-
ment, and the vain effort to foresee
her next blow. “But you can’t name
a woman that way,” he pleaded, “for
just being nice to me before I ever
=et you." :

Good Lord! On what

r

and that's |

Z AK.FLY CO

1nars we 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.

“Qh, no, it isn't, and if it is, how do
I krow 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 wife,”
\iallory urged, “I want you.”

“You'll get me—but not for icng.
And one other thing, I want yeu to
that bracelet away from that
creature. Do you promise?”

“How can I get it away?

“Take it away! Do you promisa?"’

Mallory surrendered completely.
Anything to get Marjorie safely into
his arms: *I promise anything, if
vou'll really marry me."”

“Oh, I'll marry you, €ir,
really.”

And while he stared in helpless awe
at the cyric and termagant that
jealousy had metamorphosed this tim-
id, clinging creature into, they heard

but mnot

of 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.=
wait a moment, can't you?”

The conductor answered with the
grufiress of a despot: “Not a minute.
I've my orders to make up lost time,
All aboard!”

Wlhiie the minister was tying the
last loose ends of the matrimonial
knot, Mallory and Marjorle werg

through the crowd to get

t as they were near, they'
»pt aside by the rush of the|
i groom, for the parson's lf
yYou man and wife,” pro
notunced as he backed toward the
deor, wns 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 acress the vestibule,
through the next car, and on, and on.

Nobody remained to notice what|
hanpened to the parson. Having pers

| formed his function, he was without

But to Mal
was vitally |

further interest or use.
lory and Marjorie he
necessary.

Mallory caught his hand as it turned |
the knob of the door and drew him|
back. Marjorie, equally delormlneu.;
caught his other elbow:

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

The Reverend Charles stared at hisg
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,”
“it's Impossible.”

“You've just got to,”
sisted,

“Release me, please.”

“Never!"”

“How dare ycu!" the parson
shrieked, and with a sudden w rlg“‘nl
writhed out of his coat, leaving it in|
Marjorie’s hands. He darted to the|
door and flung it open, with Maliory|
bot after him.

The train was kicking up a cloud|
of dust and getting its stride. The |
kidnapped clergyman paused a mo |
ment, aghast at the speed with “hlcnl
the ground was being paid out. Then
he climbed the brass rail and, with|
a hasty prayer, dropped overboard.

Mallory lunged at him, and selzed
him by his reversed collar. But the
collar alone remained in his clutch. |
The parson was almost lost in the
| dust he created as he struck, bounded
and rolled till he came to a stop, with
his stars and his prayers to thank for |
injuries to nothing worse than his'
dignity and other small clothes.

Mallory returned to the observation

Selby gasped,

Mallory 1in.

| room and flung the collar and bib to

she sneered, as lt|

*“If you can'n’
forgive me, then why do you marry '

the floor in a fury of despalr, howling:
“He got away! He got away!”

CHAPTER XXXII.
The Empty Berth,

The one thing Mallory was begin
ning to learn about Marjorie was that '
she would never take the point ot
view he expected, and never proceed
along the lines of his logic. 3

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 him te
pursue and apprehend the flying par-
son. He falled and returned crest-
fallen and wondering what new form
bher rage would take,

And, lo and behold, when she saw
him so downcast and helpless, she
rushed to him with caresses, cuddled
his broad shoulders agalnst her
breast, and smothered him.
the sincerity of his dejection and the

ngut Of reéansm,  with undignified
necessities and harrowing situations
at every step, and disillusion begins
its deadly work.

This young couple was 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
cther after this ordeal, they were pret-
ty well assured that their marrigge
would not be a fzilure.

Mallory rejoiced to seo
2 cf Marjorie's j«

inpcd up the st

that the

Soon

tered upon \lh‘
ti:ea Great S:it La
"enm"rq were starirg

irg maste
peinting out
save forty miles

s two mountain chzains, the rail-
road hod devoted four ye of labtor
and millions of dollars to stretching a
thirty-mile tridge
ocean.

Jut Marjorie and Mallory never no-
ticed it.  They were absorbed in ex-
ploring each other's souls, and they
had safely bridged the Great
Lake which the first big bitter
ousy spreads across every
nfal route.

They were undisturbed in their voy-
age, for all the other passengers had
their noses flattened against the win-
dow jarncs of the other cars—all e
cept one couple, gazing each at each
through time-wrinkled eyelids touched
with the magic of a tardy Loneymicen.

For all tt Anne and Ira knew,
the Great Salt Lake was a moo
cwept lagoon, and the arid mounts
of Nevada wkhich the train went s
inz, were the very hillsides ot
¢t Cia.

But the cther passengers scen ca 10
trooping back into the observ
rovi:. Ira had told them nothin
Mallory's confession. In the
p'lice, he was a man who had learned
to keep a recret, and in the second;
piace, he had forgotten that such per-
song as Mallory or his Marjorie exist-
ed. All the world was summed up in|
the fearsomely happy little spinster
who had moved up into his section—
the section which had begun its ca-

and the con-
tiat, in or-
and the cross-

jeal-
matri

\I‘

ozt
avst

tingly prophetic.
The communion of Mazallory and;
Marjorie under the benison of recon-

acress this inland

Salt |

1cer draped In satin ribbons unwit-|

ciliation was invaded by the jokes oli

Was the 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.

Ashion 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 rosred.

“Oh, excuse me!” said Ashton, has-
iy, devoting himself to a gash his
razor nad 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
ones.”

“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,

“Not yet,” the old cregyman smiled,
| “I've been saving that up for a good
{ occasion.

i

| the day’s over.”

i

Perhaps it will rise before |

And his wife choked on her tea at |

the wonderful train-change that bhad |

come over the best man in Ypsilantl.
By this time Fosdick had reached

|

the stateroom from which he had !

| been banished zgain at the Nevada

| state-line. He knocked cautiously.
From within came an anxious voice:
| “Who's there?”

“Whom did you expect?”

i Mrs. Fosdick popped her head out
' Hke a Jill in the box.
{ Arthur. Kiss me good morning.”

“l guess 1It's

.

| obeyed instructions:
| safe—my darling.”

i

| “Did you sleep, dovie?” she yawned. ]

! “Not a wink. They took off the
| Portland car at Granger and I had

| observation room.”

| Mrs. Fosdick shook her head at him
{in mournful sympathy, and asked:
“What state are we in now?”

“A dreadful state—Nevada.”
“Just what are we in Nevada?”
ironic. “I'm a bigamist, and you've never

Dr. Temple chaffed them amiab!y: ‘| been married at all.”

“You two will have to take a bac}:‘ “Oh, these awful divorce laws!"” she
seat now.
couple to amuse us.’

And Mrs. Temple welcomed them book me up?”’
with: 'You re only old married folks,| pogdick looked shocked:
like us.’ | dare compromise you.”

The Mallorys were used to the mis- “Will you take breakfast with me—
understanding. But the misplaced |y the dining-car?” she pleaded.
witticisms gave them reassurance; “po we dare?”
that their secret was safe yet a littlo; wwe might call it luncheon,”
while. At their dinner-table, however, | suggested.
and in the long evening that foiluv e-u' He selzed the chance: ™"All right,
they were haunted by the tact ihat|pq go ahead and order, and you stroll
this was their last night on the truin, | gy and I'll offer you the seat opposite
and no minister to be expected. 1|na." ‘

And now once more the Mallorys “But can't you hook me up?”
regained the star roles In the «-~1.vcm‘ He was adamant: “Not till we get
of the audience, for once more they|to California. Do you think I want to
quarreled at good-maight-kissing time. ‘compromlu my own wife?

the other passengers, usnconsciously |

particular: “Won't you come in and

“l don't

she

We've got a new bridal moaned, then left the general for the |

Shh! |

It was!

Once more they required two sec-
tions, while Anne Gattle's berth was
not even made up. It remained empty,
like a deserted mnest, 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|
Ira was tousled and Anne was

other.
unkempt, but her blush still gave her|
cheek at least an Iriian summer
glow.

After a violent effor* to reach the
space between her s . oulder blades,
she was compelled to appeal to her
new master to act as her new maid.

“Oh, Mr. Lathrop,” she stammered
—"“Ira,” she corrected, “won't
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 first
time I ever tried it.”

“Oh, I'm so glad,” Anne sighea,
“it's the first time I aver was hooked
up by a gentleman.”

He gurgled with joy and, forget-
ting the poverty of space, tried to
| reach her lips to kiss her. He almost
broke her neck and bumped his head
80 hard that instead of saylng, as ue
intended, “My darling,” he sald,
hell!”

“Ira!” she gasped. But he, with all
the proprietorship fe had assumed,
answered cheerily: “You'll have to
get used to it, ducky darling.
never learn not to swear.” He proved
the fact agaln and again by the re-
| marks he addressed to certaln refrac-
tory hooks. He apologized, but she

felt more llke apologizing for her-|

self.

“Oh, Ira,” she said, “I'm so ashamed
to have you see me lke this—the first
morning.”

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

“You don't have to tell me that,”
she said, rubbing her smarting cheek.
Then she bumped her head and
gasped: “"Obh—what you said.”

This made them feel s0o much at
home that she attained the helghts ol
frankness and henesty by reaching in
her handhag for a knob of supple-
mentary bair, which she affixed dex-
trously to what was home-grown. Ira,
instead of looking shocked, loved her
for her homesty, and grinned:

“Now, that's where you have got
pomething on me. Say, we're like &

ple of sardines trylng to make mo

complete belpl he displayed
that won her woman's heart.
Mallory gazed at her with almost
more wonderment than delight. This
was another flashlight on her charae-
ter. Most courtships are conducted
under a roselight In which wooer
and wooed wear their best clothes on
their best behavior; or in 4 stariit,
moonlit, or gaslit twilight where ro-
mance softens angies and wraps
everything in velvet shadow. Then
the two get married and begin to

fo a tin can.” 4
“It's cosy though,” she lﬂw
then vanished through the ¢
04 shyly ran the gauntlet of amused
glances and over-cordial “Good
ings” till she hid her blushes behind
the door of the women's room and
turned the key. If she had thought
of it she would have sald, “God bless
| the man that invented doors—and the
| other angel that invented locks.”
| ‘The passengers.this morning were
| WY& litle brisker than namal 1t

you |

1 could |

Somebody’s coming!” And he darted
off to the vestibule just as Mrs, Jim- |
mie Wellington issued from number
ten with hair askew, eyes oply half
open, and waist only half shut at the
back. She made & quick spurt to
| the women’s room, found it locked,
stamped 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 amazing clnrnyl
| to his vision. He lurched as he made:
his way to the men’s room, but it was,
plainly the train’s swerve and not an,
foner 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-|
derful heartiness. Then he paused
over a wash basin, rubbed his hands|
gleefully and proclaimed, ke another!
Chantecler advertising a new day: |

“Well—I'm sober again!™

“Three cheers for you,” said his'
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

{filpping water over his hot head and|
Jncllemally over Ashton.

!” *I feel,” he chortled, “I feel like the|
|ﬂrnt little robin redbreast of the mer-
ry springtime. Tweet! Tweet!"”

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

“Well, I sce they bad another scrap
[ last night.”
| *They—who?" said Ira, through his
flying toothbrush.
| *“The Mallorys. Once more he oc-
cuplod number three and she number
seven.'
| “well, well, I can’t understand u:uo-
| modern marriages,” sald Little Jim-
mle with a side glance at Ira. Ira;
lluddenly remembered the plight of'

{the Mallorys and was tempted to de-’

fend them, but he saw the young lleu-
|lenant himself just entering thel
| wasnroom. This was more than Well-
ington =aw, for he went on talking
Ivom bLehind a towel:
“Well, if T were a bridegrcom and
a Lride like that, it would take
than a quarrel to send me to
ctaer berth.”
e others made gestures which he
¢ not -sce. His enlightenment
w.en Mallory snapped the towel
hi: hands and glared into his
3 with all the righteous wrath of a
1 hearing his domestic affairs pub-
fely dizcussed,
“Were you alluding to me,
Wellington?" he demanded, hotly,
Lit:le Jimmie almost perished with
apoplexy: “You, you?" he mumbled.
“Why, of course not. You're not tho
¢nly bridegroom on the train.”
Mallory tossed him the towel again:
“You meant Mr. Lathrop then?"
“Me! Not much!™ rolrod the in-
dignant Lathran

Ar.

aailory refurned to Wellington with
a flercer: “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 liko
a life-buoy to the hard-pressed Well-
ington. He seized it and spoke thick-
ly: “Don’t mind me—I'm not shcber
yet.”

“Well, it's a good thing you're not,”
was Mallory’'s firal 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 2s the Eng
man's. The porter had learned to rec-
ognize it, too, and he always toc':
double the necessary time to answer
it. He was sauntering down the ais'c
at his most leisurely gait when
Wedgewood's rumpled mane shot out
from the curtains like a lion’s from a
jungle, and he bellowed: *“Pawtah!
Pawtah!”

“Still on the train,” sald the porter.

“You may give me my poirtman
teau.”

“Yassah.” He dragged it frem the
upper berth, and set it inside Wedge-
wood’s berth without special care as
to its destination. *“Does you desirc
anything else, sir?”

“Yes, your absence,’
wood.

“The same to you and many of
them,” the porter muttered to himse!f,
and added to Marjorie, who was just
starting down the aisle: “I'll suttainly
| be interested in that man gittin’
where he’s goin’ to git to.” Noting
that she carried Snooczleums, he said:
“We're comin’ into a station right
soon.” Without further discussion
she handed him the dog, and he hob-
bled away.

When she reached the women's
door, she found Mrs. Wellington wait-
ing with increasing exasperation:
“Come, join the line at the box ot-
fice,” she sald.

“Good morning.

sald Wedge-

Who's in there?”

., sald Marjorie, and Mrs. Wellington,

“Oh, it's you, |

not noting that Mrs. Whitcomb hndL

come out of her berth and fallen lmo

| line, answered sharply:
He glanced round stealthily and |

to sleep in one of the chairs in the |

“I don’t know. She's been there
forever.
i Mrs. Whitcomb.”

“Good morning, Mrs.

snapped Mrs. Whitcomb.,

Mallory,"

|
|
|
|

|

I'm sure it's that cat of a/

|

Mrs. Wellington was rather proud |

that the random shot landed, but Mar-

| Jorle felt most uneasy between the

|
I

|

|

|

, two tigresses: “Good morning, Mrs.
 Whitcomb,” she sald. There was a
dlugreeable sllence, broken finally by
Mrs. Wellington's:
would you be angelic enough to hook
my gown?”

“Of course I will,” said Marjorie.

“May I hook you?”" said Mrs. Whit-
comb.

“You're awfully kind,” sald Mar-
jorie, presenting her shoulders to
Mrs. Whitcomb, who asked with mali-
clous sweetness: “Why didn't your

the ¢oor opefiéd, and out stepped Miss
Gattle, 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 ali
exclaimed at once: *“Goocd 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.

“l 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 L"” 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.”

“I'll never be ready for Reno,” Mrs.
Wellington walled, “and I haven't had
my breakiast.”

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

“I will, if T can ever get my face
washed,” sighed Mrs. Wellington.

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

“Yes—mis 1 !” he

“Will you call my—" she gulped—
“my husband?”

“Yes, ma’am,” the porter chuckled,
and putting his grinning head in at
| the men's door, he bowed to Ira and
said: “Excuse me, but you are sent
for by the lady in number one.”

Ashton slapped him on the back
and roared: “Oh, you married man!” |

“Well,” said Ira, in self-defense, "I |

ded

don’t hear anybody sending for you.” !

Wedgewood grinned at Ashton. *I
rather fancy he had you theah, old
top, eh, what?"

Ira appeared at number one, and

| bending over his treasure-trove, spoke |

“Oh, Mrs. Mallory, |

husband do th#s for you this morn-'

ing?"

“I—I don't remember,”
stammered, and Mrs.
tossed over-shoulder
“He's no husband till he's hook-bro-
ken.”

Just then Mrs. Fosdick came out of
her stateroom. Seeing Mrs. Whit-
comb’s waist agape, she went at it

Marjorie
Wellington

with & 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,”
Mrs. Wellington. After some maneu-
vering, the women formed a complete
circle, and fingers plled hooks and

| be meek; “come along,”

an apothegm:

said |

eyes in a veritable Ladies’ Mutual Ald |

Soclety.
By now, Wedgewood was ready to

appear in a bathrobe about as gaudy

as the royal standard of Great Brits
ain. He stalked down the alsle, and|
answered the male chorus’s cheery!
“Good morning” with & ramlike
“Baw."”

Ira Lathrop felt amiable even to-
ward the foreigner, and he oblervod.
“Glorious morning this morning.”

“I daré say,” growled Wedgewood.
“I don't go in much for mawnings—
especially when I have no tub.”

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

“I dare say,” sald Wedgewood ind
differently. “You sell 'em. We use
‘em. But, do you know, I've just
thought out a ripping idea. I shall
bave my cold bath this mawning after |
all”

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

“Oh, dear, no. [ shouldn’'t be let,”
and he produceéd from his pocket a
rubber hose. *1 simply aftix this It

| tle tube to one end of the spigot and

to

in a voice that was pure saccharine: I
“Are you ready for breakfast, dear?” |

“Yes, Ira.”

“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 breakfasd was a sacred Insti|
tution. |

“All right, Ira,” sald Anne, glad to
and she roses

Ira hesitated. “Still, if you'd rath-
er, we'll eat here.” He sat down.

“Oh, not at all,” sald Anne;
go where you want to go.”

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

“So do I—we'll go,”

“We'll stay.” |

“No, I insist on the dining-car.” \

“Oh, all right, have your own way,”
sald Ira, as if he were being bullied, '
and liked it.
trariness of men, and Ira smiled at
the contrariness of women, and when
they reached the vestibule they kissed
each other in mutual forgiveness.

As Wedgewood stropped an old-fash-
foned razor, he said to Ashton, who
was putting up his safety equipment:

“we'll

said Anne.

ragors safe?
yourself?”
“Cut everything but hair,”
ton, pointing to his wounded chin.
Mallory put out his hand: “Would
you be kind enough to lend me your
razor again this morning?”
“Sure thing,” sald Ashton. “‘You'ti
find your blade In the box there.”
Mallory then negotiated the loan of
one more fresh shirt from the Kng-
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

Can’'t you really cut

| this soldler.

wave the sprinklah hyah over my— |

er—my person.”

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

“What do I care?”
wood,

“You durned fool,
car.”

Wedgewood’s high hopes withered.
“I hadn’t thought of that,” he sighed.
“l suppose I must continue just as 1
am till I reach San Francisco. 7The
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,
the hook-and-eye soclety at the other
end of the car finished with the four
walsts, 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
in heaven’'s name alls the creature in
there. She must have fallen out of
the window.”

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

Mrs.

sald Wedge-

you'd flood the

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!"”

While Mrs. Wellington was rum-
magine her brain for & fittinFaretort.

|
|

Also he felt, now that he and Mar.
darie bad lived thus loog, they couso
survive somehow till evening brougzat
| them 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 wilk
gsnial good morr for all

Mallory acknow ¢l the greeting,
and asked offhandedly: "By the wuy,
 how’s she running?"”

The conductor answered even more
:).rhandmll} “About two hours late—
and losin'.

Mallory
fear: “Good Lord,
at sunrise.”

“Oh, we ought to make b‘r!(u [IN
mlunlghl enyway.’'

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

managed to create its own anxietic
With the regularity of a milkmar
each morning left a fresh crisis o
“ils doorstep.

was transfixed with a new
my trapsport cail

CHAPTER XXXIV,
The Complete Divorcer.

The other passengers were growin:
nervous with their own troubles, I'h¢
next stop was Reno, and in spite ol
all the wit that is heaped upon the
town, it is a solemn place to thosc
who must go there in purgatorial pen-
ance for matrimonial error.

Some honest souls regard such di-
vorce-emporiums as dens of evil,
where the wicked make a mockery ot
the sacrament and assall the founda-
tions of soclety, by undermining the
home. Other equally honest souls,
belleving that marriage is a human
institution whose mishaps and mis-
takes should be rectified as far as
possible, regard the divorce courts as
cities of refuge for lll-treated or ill-
mated women and men whose lives
may be saved from utter ruination by
the Interventien of bhigk-minded
Judges.

A

l

|
|

Anne smiled at the con- |

sald Ash. |

|
|

|
i
4
| “I say, old party, are those safety

»put, wnicnever 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,”
laughed, and walked away.

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

“That Ashton 1s 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 declded
to hand it to him anway. He forgot
that the cardinal rule for repartee, is
“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 waylald
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 vulture-!ike rapacity of his
gleaming eyes, ard the very vul-
turine centour of his protile, his palmy
gestures, his thick lisp, and every-
thing about him gave Wellington his

Ashton

| immediate pedigree.

1t 111 behooves Christendom to need
reminding that the Jewish race has
adorned and still adorns humanity
with some of its noblest specimens;
but this interloper was of the type
that must have {irritated Voltaire into
answering the platitude that the Jewa
are God's chosen people with that
other platitude, “‘Bastes differ.”

Little Jimmie Wellington, hot im
. pursuit of Ashton, found himself
checked in spite of himself; in spite

i of himself deposited somehow into &

seat, and in spite of himself confront-
ed with a curvilinear person, who

d:

“Bxcoose, pleass! but are you gete
tink off at R-r-reno?”"

“I am,” Wellington answered, curt«

| ly, essaying to rise, only to be deli«

cately restored to his place with a
gesture and a phrase:
“Then you neet me.”
“Oh, I need yow, do I?
are you?”
“Who ain’t I? I am Baumann and
Blumen. Our cart, pleass.”
Wellington found a pasteboard im
his hand and read the legend:

And who

Real Evtate Agents Bagrage Transfer

Baumann § Blumen

Divorce Outfitters
12 Riimeny Hoenne, Rewo, Nevada

Divorces Secured
Eatisfaction Guaranteed

| Notary Public
i Justuce of the Peace
1

Wellington looked from the crowded
card to the zealous face. “Divorce
Qutfitters, eh? I don't quite get yow™

*Vell, in the foist place—"

*“The foist place,’ eh? You're from
New York.”

“Yes,~ oritchinally How did you
know it? By my feshionable cloth-
ink?”

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

“Vell, you've got maybe some beg-
geteh, some trunks—yes?”

“Yes.”

“Vell,

“But

in the foist place, I am an
expressman 1 deliver 'em to your
address—yes? Vere iss it?”

“I haven't got any yet."

“Also I am gaddressman. Do you
vant it a nice hotel”—or a fine house?”
—cr an apartment?—or maybe a
Yoarding-house?—yes? How long do
you make a residence?”

“Six months.”

“No longer?"

“Not a minute.”

“Take a fine house, den.
beauties just wacated.”

“For a year?—no thanks.”

“All the leases in Reno run for six
months only.”

“Well, I'd like to look around a lit-
tle first.”

“Good. Don’t forset 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?
very nice and noisy?”

“What's that?”

“Ve are press agents and also sup-
press agents. Bome likes ‘em one
way, some llkes 'em anudder. 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 vife don't
know you're divorced.”

“I'll think it over,” sald Wellington,
rising with resolution.

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

“Excoose, pleass.
vit a nice divorce®

I got some

or

Can I fit you out

(Continned)




