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the lowa state line?”

“Two fiftyfive In the mawning,

sah.”

“Two fifty-ive a, m.7™ the wretch

exclaimed.
“Two fifty-five a., m., yassah,” th

porter repeated, and wondered why

this excerpt from the time-tabl

should exert such a dramatio effect

on the lusclous-eyed Fosdick,

He had small time to meditate the
puszle, for the train was about to be
Iaunched upon its long voyage. He
went out to the platform, and watched

a couple making that way. As thel

No tips were to
help themselves up the steps.

beauty was bribe enough.

last avallable second with him,

“I'll go as far as the steps of the
car,” she sald. When they were ar
rived there, two porters, a sleeping
copductor and several smoking
saunterers profaned wne tryst. Bo she
would ocome
aboard, for the corridor would be a

CATr

whispered that she

guiet lane for the last ritea,

And now that he had her actually

on the train, Mallory's whole soul re
The

volled against letting her go.
vision of her standing on the plat
form sadeyed and lorm, while the
train swept him off Into space was
unendurable, He shut his eyes agalnst
it, but it glowed inside the lids.
And then temptation whispered him
s old “Why not?™ While It was
working In his soul like a fermenting
yoast, he was saying:
*To think that we should owe all
our misfortune (0 an Infernal tax)-
eab’s break-down.”
Out of the anguish of her lonellness
erept one little complaint;
“If you had really wanted me, you'd
have had two taxicabe.”
*Oh, how ean you eay that?T 1 had
the license bought and the minister
walting.”
“He's Il]ting yet.”
“And the ring-—tmere’s the ring.”™
He fished It out of his walstcoat pock-
¢" and held It before her as a golden
i anlet.
“A lot of good I does now.,” sald
Marjorfe. “You won't even walt over
till the next train.”
*T've told you a thousand {imes, my
love,” he protested, desperately,
\ ¥on't cateh the transport, I'll be court-
mArtialed. If this traln is late, I'm

Rev. Walter Temple.

lost. If you really loved me youm'd
come along with me.”
Her very evee gasped at thias as-

tbunding proposal.
“Why, Harry Mallory, you know it's

A sort of benevolent SBatan, he
the ;rmrml for hia abduction:
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“Oh, all right,” he smiled. And see-
ing the porter, beckoned him close
angé asked with careless Indifference:
“Ob, porter, what time do we reach

oanly luggage was a dog-basket he sup-
posed that they were slmply come to
bid some of his passengers good-bye.
be expected from
such transients, so he allowed them to

Mallory and. his Marjorie had tried
to kias the farewell of farewells half
A dozen times, but she could not let
him go at the gate. Bhe asked the
guard to let her through, and her

Agaln and aguin, she and Mallory
paused. He wanted to take her hack
to the taxicab, but she would not be
0 dlsmis:ed. Bhe must spend the

e r

He answered airfly; “Oh, I'm
there's a minister on poard.”

ing. No, I couldn't face Iit.
bye, honey.”

arm: “Don’t you love me?”
“To distraction.

B tm'-“

“Three years is a long wait.™

o “But I'll walt, if you will"

tamper.

I | soul, as he vowed:
forever and ever and ever.”

off love:
“Oood-bye, my husband-to-be.

been-and-will-be-maybe.”
“Good-bye.”
“Good-bye.”
“Good-bye.”
“Good-bye.”
“I must go.”
“Yes, you must.”
“One last kiss.”
“One more—one long last kiss.”
And there, entwined in each other
arms, with lips wedded

ent.
mute and deafl,
erying hia “All
long wall of the traln.

vostibules shut,
the floor sliding out with them.
And so the porter found them,

ether-routes on its anclent schedule.

they were obsarved.

GHAPTIH X
All Abﬂr'lll

the Ironleal decorators In the
ptagea of thelr work.

died out in a sudden shama, as ft

f

eolled on thelr own heads. They had
dome thelr best to carry out the time
honored rite of making a newly map

| fled couple as miserable ag possible—
and the newly married couple had
failed to do fta share.
The two lleutenants glared at each
other in mutual contempt. They had
etudied much at Wesat Point about
ambushea, and how to avoid them.
Could Mallory have escaped the pit
they had digged for him? They
looked at their handiwork in disgust.
The cosy-corner effeet of white rib
bons and orange flowars, gracefully
masking the concealed rice-trap, had
seemed the wittlest thing ever de
vised. Now it looked the siillest.
The other passengers were equally
downcast. Meanwhile the two lovers
in the corridor were kissing good-
byea as if they were hoping to store
up homey enough (o sustain thelir
hearts for a three years’ fast. And
the porter was studying them with
perplexity.

He was used, however, to waking
people out of dreamland, and he be
Ean to fear that If he were dlscovered
spying om the lovers, he might suf-
fer. Bo he coughed discreetly three
or four times

Since the increasing racket of the
train made no effect on the two hearts
beating as one, the small matter of a
cough was as nothing.

Finally the porter was compelled to
reach forward and tap Mallory's arm,
and stuttar:

“'Bcuse me, but co-conild I git b-by 7"
The embrace was untied, and the
lovers stared at him with a daged,
wheream-I? look. Marjorie was the
first to realize what awakened them.
Bhe felt called npon to say something,
80 she eald, as carelessly as i she
had not just emerged from a young
gentleman’s arms:

“Oh, porter, how long before the
train starta?

“Train’s done started, Missy.”

This simple statement struck the
wool from her ayes and the eotton
from her ears, and she was wide |
enough awake when she ecried! "Oh,

Bure

“But It would be too awful to be
married with all the passengers gawk-
Good-

Bhe turned away, but he caught her

I'll wait for you,

With such devotlon he could not
It was too beautiful to risk
or endapger or beamirch with any
danger of scandal. He gave up his
fantastic project and gathered her in-
to his arms, crowded her into his very
“I'ltl wait for you

Her armsa pwept around his neck,
and she gave herself up as an exile
from happiness, a prisoner of a far

“Good-bye my wife-that-was-to-have-

and eyellds
clinched, they clung together, forget-
ting everything past, future or pres-
Loove's angulsh made them blind,

They d4id not hear the conductor
Aboard!” down the
They did not
bhear the faroff knell of the bell. They
did not hear the porters banging the
They did not feel

en-
gulfed In one embrace, swaying and
swaying, and no more aware of the
increaning rush of the traln than we
other passengers on the sarth-expreas
Are aware of Its speed through the

The porter stood with his box-step
in his band, and blinked and won-
dered. And they d4i4 not even know

The starting of the traln surprised
Inst
Thelir smiles

eama over them that the Joke had re-

: o .
the dumbfounddd pair, and went

“You've got to go with me now.”

fate. Kilsmet!™

a flercely blissful hug.
back to earth with a bump:

board 1
“Pretty sure,”
ing a trifle.
“But you said you were sure?”

that means you're not quite sure.”

shouldn’t be?™

morrow.”

morrow, and she gasped:
And no chaperon!
of the window.”

Mallory could prevent
when she pleaded,

[riends.”
“My love—my friend!”
braced In a most unfriendly manner.

lected dog-basket awoke them.

ums.”
“Of course we have.”

car. HBut she must pause [
klss,

loath.
In his white jacket

“I bet they missed the train: all
this work for nothing,” Hodson grum-

bled. But Bhaw, seoing the porter,
caught a gleam of hope, and asked
anxiounly:

“HSay, porter, have yom seen any-
thing anywhere that looks llke a fresh.
ly married pair?™
“"Well," and the porter rubbed his
oyes with the back of his hand as he
chuckled, “well, they's a mighty lov-
in’ couple out theah In the corridor.”
“That's them-—they—it!”
Instantly everything was allve and
In actlon. It waan as If a bugle had
shrilled In a dejocted camp.
“tdot ready!” BShaw commanded.
“Here's rice for everybody.”
“Everybody take an old shoe,” sald
Hudson. “"You can't miss In this nar
row car.”
“There's a kazoo for everyons, too,”
sald Bhaw, as the outstretched hands
were equipped with wedding ammuni-
tion. "“Do you know the 'Wedding
Mareh'T™

“1 ought to by this time,” sald Mra
Whitecomb,

Right iInto the tangle of prepara
tion, old Ira Lathrop stalked on his
way back to hils seat to get more
cigars.

“Have some rice for the bridal
couple?” sald Ashton, offering him of
hia own double-handful.
But Lathrop brushed him aside
with a romance-hater’s growl,
“Watch out for your head, then,™
cried Hudson, and Lathrop ducked
just too late to escape a neck-filling,
hair-filling ahower. An old shoe took
him a clip abalft the ear, and the old
woman-hater dropped raging into the
same berth where the spinster, Anne
(Gattle, wasa trying to ﬂm‘]gﬂ the pame
downpour,

Still there was enough of the
shrapnel left to overwhelm the two
young “friends,” who marched Into
the aisle, trying to look indifferent
and prepared for nothing on earth
lesg than for a wedding charivarl.
Mallory should have done better
than to entrust his plans to fellows
like Hudson and Shaw, whom he had
known at West Point for diabolicaly
joyous hazera and practieal jokers.
Even aa he sputtered rice and winced
from the impact of flylng footgear,
he was cursing himeelf as a double-
dyed idiot for asking such men to en-
gage his berth for him. He had a
fudden Instinet that they had doubt-
less bedecked his trunk and Mar-
jorle’s with white patin furbelows and
lndicrous labels. But he could not
sheiter himself from the white sleet
and the black thumps. He could
hardly shelter Marjorle, who cowerad
behind him and shrieked even loud-
er than the romping tormentors.
When the aseallants had exhaunsted
the rice and shoes, they charged down
the aisle for the privilege of Kkissing
the bride. Mallory was dragged and
bunted and shunted here and there,
and he had to fight his way back to

mthmﬂ'-ltm
ge his blue blouse for the white
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reality. He thrilled with triumph:

. *Yes—I've got to go,” Marjorle as
sented meekly; “then, sublimely, “It's

They clutched each other again In
Marjorie came
“Are
you really sure there's a minister on

said Mallory, sober-

“Well, when you spay you're sure,

It was not an entirely satisfactory
Justification, and Marjorle began to
quake with alarm:- *“Buppose there

“Oh, then,” Mallory answered care-
lessly, “there’s bound to be one to-

Marjorie realized at once the enor-
mous abyss between then and the
“Tomorrow!
Oh, I'll jump out

that, but
“What shall we
do?™ he had no solution to offer.
Again it was she who recelved the

“Yes, and then we can stop being
They em-
An impatient yelp from the neg-
“Oh, Lord, we've brought Bnoosle

Bhe took the
dog from the prison, tucked him un-
der her arm, and tried to compose
% | her bridal face into & merely friendly
countenance before they entered the
one more
one more of tnose bifteraweet
good-byes. And Mallory was nothing

Hudson and Bhaw were still glumly
perplexed, when the porter returned |

H 5 ] ¢ L '. Hita, -
§ "4 A LN} W o 1 5 v

to
Arnolds and demanded:

of his chambermaidenly dutles. “Are ‘you two thugs going to Ban | ediction, she would have cast every
Mallory’s first wondering thought was | Franclsco with me?” other consideration aside, snd told
& rapturous feeling that circum- “Don’t worry,” smiled Hudson, | the truth.
stances had forced his dream into a | “we're only going as far as Kedzie But her husband's last behest be-

properly.”

would have been simple.

and drive home from there. But thel

broke in with a sudden:

satin atrocity.
sald Hudson.
selves perfectly at home.”

jorle,

murs of, “There's there, don't cry

dearlel”

with mawkish mockery: *“Don’'t cry

dearfe.”

mony as well as anyone.

llrgt inspiration. shame she had undergone as a girl hap—py."” ing closer, and beaming llke a

"I have it.“ she hﬁlmﬂd. 'ﬂa' and she hﬂﬂt'ﬂ'nﬁd. to H“jurla'i Pﬂrh.p. Hr.- Tﬁlﬂplﬂ Was a '"':Iun sun;: “I dﬂn't;' .unw you
I:.‘Imie;:‘ " rlet” he P} S HESAE O Taen Ay, N ﬂitll!‘:: u:n;h'n:::ﬂ' Eﬂ:t ::": l;in:; Il..L']f'lllhll':ll:.':mh pTM stared at the bachelor .

: ts. e old ma a

“We'll pretend not to be married at wﬂfﬂu poor thing,” she comforted. | Moon with a wanton fib. In any case, | as {f she wére trying to see the boy.
all” “Come, my child, lean on me, and the best consolation she could offer | ghe had known, through the u“‘m“

He selsed the resculng ladder: | have a good cry.” | Marjorie was a perfunctory pat, and & | time bad modeled on his face. And
faias N BT Bulw sinted seh Dbl M| Mavhars, dharn daiil Tou Gal | o Shies e e

“Till we can get married—" she’d rather.” :’Pﬁr :ﬁll Tﬂl‘l' unhappiness llﬂ!"t "Why, Iral—Mr. Lathrop!—is 1§

a you've been marri you?r”

nant rebuke:

to weep on. Here's mine, my dear.”

The impudent SBhaw tapped his own
military chest: “S8he can use mine.”

Infuriated at this bride-baiting, Mal-
lory rose and confronted the two
imps with clenched fists: “You're a
pretty palr of friends, you are!”

The Imperturable SB8haw put out a
palr of tickets as his only defense:
“Here are your tickels, oid boy."

And Hudson roared jovially: “We
tried to gat you a stateroom, but It
WAS gone.”
| “And bere are your baggage checks,”
laughed Bhaw, foreing into his fists &
few pasteboards. “We got your trunks
on the train ahead, all right. Don't
mention it—you're entirely welcome.”

It was the porter that brought the
first rellef from the ordeal.

“If you gemmen ls gettin® off
Kedzlo avenue, you'd belter
smart. We're slowin' up now.”

Marjorie was sobbing (oo audibly
Lo hear, agd Mallory awearing oo In-
audibly to heed the opportunity Ked-
tlo evenua offered. And Hudson was

at
step

yolling: “Well, gooa-bye, old boy and
old girl. Borry we can't go all the
way.” He had the effrontery to try

to kiss the bride good-bye, and SBhaw
waa equally bold, but Mallory's lTury
enabled him to beat them off. He
elbowed and shonldered them down
the alsle, and sent after them omne of
his own shoes. But It just missed
Shaw'as fAying coatialla,

Mallory stood glaring afler the Jde-
parting traltors. He waa glad that
they at leaast were gone, till he real-
fzed with a sickening slump In his
vitala, that they had not taken with
them his awlul dilemma. And now

the traln was once more elickety-
cliaking Into the night and the west

CHAPTER X.

Excess Baggage,
Never waa a young esoldier aso
rtunmped by a problem In tactics as
lLieutenant Harry Mallory, safely
aboard his train, and not daring to
leave It, yet hopelesaly unaware of
how he was to dispose of his lovely
but nunlabelled baggage.
Hudsonn and Bhaw had erected a
white gat:n temple to Hymen In berth
number one, had created such commo-
tion, and departed in such confusion,
that there had been no opportumity to
proclaim that he and Marjorie were
“not married—Aust friends.”
And now the passengeras had ao
eepted them as that enormous fund of
amusement to any traln, a newly wed-
ded pair. To explain the mistake
wounld have been difficult, even among
friends. But among strangers—well,
perhaps a “viser and a colder brain
than Harry Mallory's could have
gtood there and dellvered a brief ora-
tion restoring truth to her pedestal,
But Mallory was In no condition for
such a stoic delivery.
He mopped his brow in agony, lost
in a blizzard of bewillderment. He
drifted back toward Marjorie, half to
protect and half for companionship.
He found Mra. Temple cuddiing her
close and mothering her as Iif she
were A baby instead of a bride.
“Tid the poor child run away and
get married?
Marjorie’'s franfie “Boo-hoo-hoo”™
might have meant anything. Mra.
Temple took it for assent, and mur-
mured with glowing reminiscence:
“"Just the way Doctor Temple and 1
daid.”
She could not see the leaping filash
of wild hope that lighted up Mallory's
faca. Bhe only heard his voloe acroas
her shounlder:

Marjorie with might and main. He
was tugging and striking like a demon,
and yelling, “Stop ft! stop 1t!”

Hudeom took his punishment with

lHps with a seasick wall of:

uproarious good nature, laughing:
“Oh, shut up, or we’ll kiss you!”
But Shaw was scrubbing his wry

“Wowl Itihlltl-llhﬂ."
Mmdﬂ“ﬂ
i!:\‘m

bhushand a reverend doctor?”

“Doctor? Doctor Temple? Is your

llﬂIttllllltl.
Mallory glared at the twin Benedict

avenue, Just to start the honeymoon

If etther of the elopers had been
calmer, the solution of the problem
Marjorie
could get off at this suburban station

wits were llke pled type, and they
were further jumbled, when Shaw
“Come, see
the little dove-cote we fixed for'you.”
| Before they knew 1t, they were both
haled along the aisle to the white
“Love In & bungalow,"”
“Bit down—make your-

“No—never—oh, oh, oh!"” cried Mar-
darting away and throwing
herself into the first empty seat—Ira
Lathrop’s berth. Mallory followed to
console her with caresses and mur-

Hudson and Shaw followed close

| And now Mrs, Temple intervened.
She had enjoyed the initiation cere-
But when
the little bride began to cry, she re-
membered the pitiful terror and shy

Mrs. Temple glanced up with indig-
“Her mother 18 far
away, and she wants a mother's breast |

mn—ﬂmu—lpmnwg W
G 'I"'|j-l- g 6,

%M’l i ! - mﬁ'#ri e

R any "l-“',l__..'g._;-.-,- o daha

fore he left her had been to keep
their precious pretend-secret, Bhe
‘felt—just then—that a woman's first
duty is to obey her husband. Besides,
what business was it of this young
husband’s what her old husband’s
r | business was? Before she had falrly
begun to debate her duty, almost auto-
matically, with the Instantaneous in-
stinet of self-protection, her lips had
uttered the denial:
“Oh—he's—just
There he 18 now."”
Mallory cast one miserable glance
down the aisle at Dr. Temple coming
back from the emoking room, As the
old man paused to stare at the bridal
berth, whose preparation he had not
seen, he was just enough befuddled
by his firat clgar for thirty years to
look a trifle tipsy. The motion of the
train and the rakish tiit of his un-
wonted crimson tle confirmed the
suspicion and annihilated Mallory's
new-born hope, that perhaps repentant
fate had dropped a parson at their
very feet.
He sank Into the seat opposite
Marjorie, who gave him one terrified
glance, and burst into fresh soba:
“Oh—oh—boo-hoo—I'm &0 unhap—

#0 heartily that he lﬂm al
“You're a sensible woman, 1~
you and I are the only Iﬂilﬂo
ple on this train.”
“It—seems~—so0,” she m ";*
was the first time her spinsters
had béen taken as material for & oom A
pliment., BSomething in the girk oo 9
giggle and the strangely young &
that swept twenty years from -
face and belled the silver iines
her hair, seemed to catch the
bachelor's attention, He stared at B
so flercely that she looked about
A way to escape. Thnnlﬂﬂm ,
anxious, almost a hungry, look soft- *-f .--':_'-"'f
ened his leonine jowls into a m" Tl
eagerness, and hls growl becams W o o
sort of gruff purr: b _,
“Say, you look something Hke am
ld sweetheart—er—friend—of mm
Were you ever in Brattleboro, VLI £
A flush warmed her cheek, and » -,_:;;'
sense of home warmed her M 73
epeech, as she confessed: R A
“l came from there originally.”
“Bo did I"u.ldlrluthrop.h-u-

a—~—plain doctor,

Fa

while.” Bhe gave him her hand-—-both bhesr

And then she noted a startling lack | hands, and he smotiered them in‘one
of completeness in the bride’s band. | big paw and lald the other on for
“Why—my dear!—where’'s Your | gxtra warmth, as he nodded Ill sav-
wedding ring?” age head and roared as gentie &s &
With what he considered great | gucking dove:
presence of mind, Mallory explained: l “Well, well! Annie—Anne—Miss
“It—it slipped off—I—I picked It up. | Gattle! What do you think of that?
I have It here.” And he took the They gossiped across the chasm of

of years about people and things, and
knew nothing of the excitament M
close to them, saw nothing of
alipping hluut into the distance,
Its many lights shootling across

little gold band from his walstcoat
and tried to jam it on Marjorie’s right
thumb,

“Not on the thumb!™ Mrs. Temple
eried. “Don't you knowT"

THE WEDDING RING I8 FOUND,

windowa like huried torches.
Suddenly a twinge of ancient jeal -~ }
ousy shot through the man's heart, A
recurring to old amotions,
“"So you're mnot married, Annfe
Whatever became of that fellow whe
used to hang round you all the

time? o
“Charlie Selby 7" She blushed at the ?i_::.

*You see, It's my first marriage.”
“Yon poor boy—thia finger!”™ And
Mrs. Temple, ralsing Marjorie’s limp
hand, eeleeted the proper digit, and
held It forward, while Mallory pressed
the fatal ecirclet home,
And then Mra, Temple, having com-
pleted their installation as man and
wife, utterly oonfounded their com-
fuosion by her final effort at comfort: | name, and thrilled at the lnxury of
*“Well, my dears, I'll go back to my | meeting jealousy. “Oh, he entared - "
seat, and leave you alome with your | the church. He's a minisfer out fn - 7 8
dear husband.” Ogden, [tah.” S
“My dear what?" Marjorie mumbled “I always knew he'd never amount . &
inanaly, and began to snifffle again. | to much,” was Lathrop's epitaph
Whereupon Mrs. Temple resigned her | his old rival, Then he started AL L
to Mallory, and consigned her to fate | A new twinge: “You bound for Ogden, . =
with a consoling platitude: too 1" e
“Cheer up, my dear, you'll be all “Oh, no,” ashe smiled, enraptured - =~ "=
right In the morning.” *
Marjorie and Mallory’s eyes met In
ons wild clash, and them both stared
into the window, and 4id not notice
that the shades were down.

at the new sensation of making A mih

| anxious, and understanding all fa & . %
flash the motives that make cogueties. ' ’h"
Then she told him mmiﬁ

“I'm on my way to China”™
“China!” he exciaimed. “Hohm h

1
CHAPTER XI. Bhe stared at him with & gW P
- thought, and gushed: “Ok, I | -..
A Chance Enscounter, you A& missiondry, too? E?i‘ 4
While Mrs, Temple was confiding to | "“Missionary? Hell, no!™ he E;-




