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\ ba one.” : "
A ‘ ’ “I don't care,” snapped Marjoris.| fices were being enacted. The popu-
| “I won't take it.” lation of this little town was golng to
R[JDERI' HUGI_I‘E “But this un belongs to that geatle- | hed. The porter was putting them to
man.” sleep as If they were childrem in &
"“He can have mine—ours—Mr. Mak | nupgery, and he a black mammy.

@
'[ﬂE lory's,” cried Marjorle, polnting to| The frail walls of lMtle sanctums | :
the white-ribboned tent in the Iarther | were bulging with the bodies of peo- [ out and motioned down the q "
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end of the car. Then she gripped the | piy disrobing In the aisle, with noth- | “Porter! Walt & memen darling. | company
L m arms of the seat, as if defylng evic- | jng hetween them and the bebolder's | Porter!™ b "
‘r tion. The porter stared at her in| oye put & clinging curtatn that ex-| ‘The porter arrived with s half-fold-

helpless chagrin. Then he shuified | pigined what it did not reveal. ¥From | o4 blanket in his hand usual
back and murmured: "I reckon you'd | gpertures here and there dissmbodied “Yassah!” SRS
betta put her out.” feet were protruding and mysterious Beckoning him closer, Mallory mum-
Lathrop withered the coward With | hands wege removing shoes and other bled In a low tone: “Is there an ex-
one contemptuous look, :nll l“ﬂﬂ;l thingm, tra berth on this car?” this.”
down the aisle with a determin Women in risky attire were scoot- | The porter's eyes seemed (o ve misgry,
grimness. He took his ticket from | jpg to one end of the car, and men 18 | pyke his ears. “Donmwuttlhl.,::::‘t:“m -
| his pocket as a clinching proof of bis | Jhirt gleeves, or less, were hastening upper made up?t” and as l.'h: mm
title, and thrust it out at Marjorie. | ¢4 the other. “No—of course not.” | him with one sharp elbow

CHAPTER XII. | Temple, sitting in the very next seat | She gave it one indifferent glance,and | ‘When Mallory returned to the “Ex—excuse me, | thought—" ;
_ s —how could he be expected to pick | then her eyes and mouth puckered, as “Snowdrop,” his ear was greeted by “Don't you dare to thlnw:!" Mallory :h. Tlr.nﬂ..m h:..“
The deedie in the Maystaok. | out another in the long and crowded | if she had munched a green persim-| the thud of dropping shoes. He found | ¢nundered. “Isn't there another low- ﬂ:eﬂt,."liurt:u mlm

Phe almost-married couple sat long train? mon, and a long low wall Itke & 4i%- | Marjorie being rapidly immured, llke | or herth?” )
: in sowtual terror and & common par- | All clergymen look alike when they | tant engine-whistle, stole from her | poe's prisoner, in & jail of closing | The porter breathed hard, and gave Whitcomb was f from & oo
f alysis of ingenuity. Marjorie, for lack | &r® In convention = assembled, but | lips. Ira Lathrop stared at her in| wajig, | this bridal couple up as a riddle that ::“:' ;"E':ﬂ' with I.H. i I

i of anything better to do, was absent- | #Prinkled through a crowd they are | blank wrath, doddered frresolutely, S8he was unspeakably il at ease, | foliowed no known rules. He went to glare W
', mindedly twisting Bnoosleum’s ears, | POt 80 easily distinguished. and roared: snd by the frony of custom, the one | ind the sleeping car conductor, and cover SAEL Gnny'Whe ' sl
while he, that pocket abridgment of & | IR the sleeping car bound for Port-! “Agh, let her bave it!” | person on whom she depended for pro- | returned with the information that S

8 & well meaning effort to ai- | 12nd. Mallory picked one man as a| The porter smiled triumphantly, and | tection was the one person whose | the diagram show assigned | D porter reveled i his L
her tromy her evident grief, made | C/o¥&Yman. He had a lean, ascetlc | sald: “Bhe says you kin have her| .optiguity was most alarming—and | o pumber three. o4 Renosy bhe had to dash out to the
& gvead pretense of ferocity, growing | ™e. solemn eyes, and he was talking | berth.” He pointed at the bridal ar-| g5 for lack of a brief trialogue, With | ‘srhen I'll take number three,” sald a0 SIS veut 5 MNSS VO

| *  and threatening to bite her fingers | !¢ DI seat-mate In an oratorical man- | bor. Lathrop almost exploded at the | 4 clorgyman, as the tertium quid. Mallory, poking money at the porter. laughter. When ke bad rebes
. off. The me attracted big spe- | 2o+ Mallory bent down and tapped | idea. When Mallory’s careworn face &p- | And still the porter could not under | PO*UT® e oRme beek o m"r
' clal the man's shoulder, Now he feit a hand on his shoulder, | neared round the edge of the partition | giand. bent over him to say: had

The effect was surprising. The man | and turned to see Little Jimmie Well- | now erected between her and the “Now, lemme onderstan’ you-all,” “Yo' berth fs empty, eah.
jumped as if he were stabbed, and | ington emerging from his berth With | shode of Dr. and Mrs. Temple, Mar- | hg stammered. “Does you both move | P2K® it upr”
turned a pale, frightened face on Mal- | an enormous smile: jorle shivered snew, and asked With | syver 1o numba three or does yo'—y0' | Mallory nodded, and turned
lory, who murmured: “Bay, Pop, have you seen lovely | a1 anmxiety: lady remain heah, while jest you pre-

Excuse me, do you happen 10 be & | rice-trap? Stick around till she fiops. “Did you find a minister?” | ambulates?”

clergyman " But Lathrop flung away 0 theé| perhaps the Recording Angel over | “jJust I preambulate, you biack

A look of relief stole over the man’s | smoking room. Little Jimmle turned | 1ooked Mallory’s answer: "“Not & bound!” Mallory anawered, in a
features, followed closely by a scowl | to the jovial negro: damn minister.” threatening tone. The porter could
of wounded vanity: “Porter, porter.” When he dropped at Marjorie’s side | ynderstand that, at Jeast, and he
I “No, damn you, I don’t bappen to “I'm right by you.™ : she edged away from him, pleading: | prigtied away with a meek: “Yessah.
be a parson, 1 have chosen 10 be—| *“W.at time d’you say we get to| «Oh, what shall we do?” Numba three is yours, sah.”
well, if you bad watched the bill- | Reno?” He anawered dismally and inel- The troubled features of the bag-
boards in Chicago during our run, you | “Mawnin’ of the fo’th day, sab.” :: |
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would not need to ask who I am!” “Well, call me just before we rell
Mallory mumbled an apology and | in.*
hurried on, just overhearing his yic- And he rolled in. His last words
tim’s sigh: floated down the alsle and met Mrs.
“Buch is fame!" Little Jimmie Wellington just return-
He saw two or three other clerical [ ing from the Women's Hoom, where
persons In that car, but feared to | she had sought nepenthe in more than
touch their shoulders. One man In | one of her exquisite littie cigars. The
the Iast seat held him specially, and | familiar voice, familiarly bibulous,
he hid In the turn of the corridor, in | smote her ear with amazement. Bhe
| the hope of eavesdropping some clue, | beckoned the porter to her anxiously.
This man was bent and scholastic of “Porter! Porter! Do you know
appearance, and wore heavy speo- | the name of the man who just hur
tacles and a heavy beard, which Ma)- | ried In?"
lory took for a guaranty that he was “No'm,” sald the porter. “I reckon
not another actor. And he was read- | he's so broken up he aln’t got any
ing what appeared to be printer's | name left.”
proofs. Mallory felt certaln that they “It couldn‘t be,” Mrs. Jimmie mused,
were A volume of sermons, He lin- “Things can be sometimes,” sald
gered timorously in the environs for | the porter,
some time before the man spoke at *You may make up my berth mow,”
all to the dreary-looking woman at | sald Mrs. Wellingtrn, forgetting that
his side. Then the stranger spoke. | Anne COattle was still there. Mrs.
And this is what he sald and read: Woellington hastened to apologize, and
“I fancy this will make the bigots | begged her to stay, but the spinster
ait up and take notice, mother: 'If | wanted to be far away from the dis-
here ever was A person named Moses, | turbing atmosphere of divorce. Hhe
it s certaln, from the writings as | was dreaming already with her eyes
cribed to him, that he dlabelieved the | open, and she sank into mumber six
Egyptian theory of a life after death, | In & lotus-eater’s reverie.

didn't have no handbage when you g9
on this ecabh”™ :
Mallory jumped as U be had
shot., “Ooed Lord, | remember! W
left ‘em In the taxioab!”™

The porter cast his hands wp,
walked away from the tragedy.
Jorie stared at Mallery in
“We bad so Hittle time to cabsh B0~
train,” Mallory '
leaped to her feet: “I'm going W
the baggage car” :
“For the dog?™ 4l
“For my trusk.” Nt
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and combated it as a heatbenish su- Mra. Wellington gathered certaln completaly, for he s
perstition. The Judaic idea of a fu- | things together and took up her hand. “QUICK—HIDE HIM—HURRYI!” BHME QASPED, trunks are on the traln abeadl™
ture existemce was undoubtedly ae- | bag, to returm to the Women's Room, Marjorie fell back for one
quired from the Assyrians, during the | just as Mrs. Whitcomb came forth | fectively: “We'll have to go on pre fled porter cleared up as by magie | them bounded
captivity.' ™ from the curtains of her own berth, | tending to be—just friends.” when be arrived al number thres, for | commands:

He doubtless read much more, but | where she had made certain prelim- | “But everybody thinks we're mar- | there he found his tyrant and tor | you to stop this
Mallory fied to the mext car. There | inaries to disrobing, and put on a | ried.” mentor, (he English Invader. porter

i
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“That’'s #0!” he admitted, with the He remembered bow Indignantly

he found a man In A frock coat talk- | light, decidedly negligee negliges. imbecility of fatigued hope. They sat | Mr. Wedgewood had refused to show

ing solemnly to another of equal The two women collided In the

solemnity. The seat next them was | alale, whirled on ome another, as wom. | & while listening to the porter alip- | his ticket, how cocksure he was of | 3o ,i0r1e had
unoccupied, and Mallory dropped into | en d0 when they jostle, recognized | Ping abeets Into place and thumping his mumber, how Be had leased the | .0}y one vain protest:
|1t, perking his ears backward for | each other with wild stares of amase- | Pillows into cases, a few doors down | POrtar’s sarvices s & sort of private | ., o0y that I've got to
news. ment, set their teeth, and made a | the street. He would be ready for [ RUres, and had pald no AdVARCS 10T | gi00; in this walst—a
them at moment. Bomething must | altles, seen hole
“Was you ever in Moline?™ ome | *¥immuitaneous dash along the corridor, “r. what? And now he was sprawied and spor- ot
volce asked aboulder wrestiing with shouider, | D¢ 9006 but what? what Srted |  The best
"W I other muttered, They reached the door -lrhl - - - B 7 IUE" | ofter was
s It the . A CHAPTER XV. §8¢%s. Kie o clesping Hon. Revenge | 35y pughed
“Wasn't 1 run out of there by ome of ~Women” at the same Instant, and ae i tasted good to the humble porter; ft | oo o o
my audiences. [ was givin’' hypnotia Neither would have dreamed of offer A Premature. Diveroe. tasted iike A& candied yam smothered Mnen I he
demonstrations, and | had a runin 08 the other a courteay, they Suddenly Marjorie’s heart gave a | In ‘possum gravy. He smacked his | ..

with one of my ‘horses,’ and he done ®Quessad through together In a K}

me dirt. Right In the midet of ome Xenny jumble.

of his cataleptic trancea, he got down

from the chairs where | had stretched
out

leap of joy. Bhe was having another | thick lips over this revenge. Wih
idea. “I'N tell you, Harry. We'll pre | All the insclence of & servant in brief
tend to quarrel, and thea—" aunthority, he gloated over his prey,
- them you can leave me in high | And prodded him awake. Then mur

H
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him and hollered: ‘He's a bum — mured with hypoeritical defersmcs: =
faker, gents, and owes me two weeks' The Dermitory on Wheelse ruse struck him as a trifie un- | "Excuse me, but could I ses yo' ticket s
" Thank Gawd, there was a back | Of all the shocking Institutions in “Thom’ for yo' seat?” M
ﬂmlﬂ'ulmmn leadin’ human history, the sieeping car la the | Son g j5. Dont 70U think Mt loors “Cortainly mot! It's too muen | 907D
: kind proba on—on—+uch
to the switch yard. I caught a ca- ™Oost shocking—or would be, if we m:uf? ot “M"mmmmm‘_
boose just as A freight train was pull- , Were not 80 used to it. There can be Marjorie blushed, and lowered her | “Confound you!” A
in' out.” no doubt that we are the most moral o O The porter lured him on: “Is ington
Mallory could hardly get strength RUation om earth, for we admit it our :.‘::;.::.mu:r o e sho’ you got onet?™ * T | enaotio

his way forward he met the conductor, the Arcadian prosperity of these two

crossing a vestibule between cars. A A Story hotels on wheels, where mis “Then, wo'll have to quarrel, dar)- [ &8d surly as any Englishman before

ing.” breakfast: “Of cawse I'm shaw, How | WD!

happy thought ooocurred to Mallory. | cellanecus travelers dwell In com- He yielded for lack of a beiter | 4are you?™ own

sald: ete promisculty, and sleep aimost - :
Maliory feit called upon to remind Htﬁmn me, but have you any :I-hr ﬂd:,tnnr:;m;u,urm- Jdea: “All right, beloved. How sbail | “T00 bad, but I'm ‘Dieaged to asx -"h
Marjorie.” Bhe looked at him just AOmn close approach, the idea di4 “This is an outrage! I I'm

:
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Sne slespy mexre . Euarded only BY | ooem rather impossible to her. “How
After the fashion of the famous |
country whose inhabitantas esarned a

“Yassah bwt I just nachelly got to

could 1 ever guarrel with you, my |#ee IL"
loveT" she cooed.
He gazed at her with a rush of

onos—at him, the source of all her
trombles—buried her head In her
. arma, and resumed her grief. Mallory
mtared at her helplessly, them rose

“Are you sure?”
“Poaltive.”
“How can you tell?T”

and bent over to whisper:

“'m going to look through the

half-fare ticket, I guess that's a pret-
ty good sign, ain’t 1t7”
Mallory guessed that it was, and
turned back, hopeless and helpless.

CHAPTER XIIL

Hostilitiea Begin,
During Mallory’s absence, Marjorie
bad met with a [ittle adventure of

her own. Ira Lathrop finished his re-
encounter with Anne Gattle shortly

after Mallory set out stalking clergy-

“Well, it a grown man offers me & | eAger sustenance by taking in emch | o, " 4 0 0. “And bow could |

other’'s washing, so In Sleeping Car
pathia we attain & meager respectsa-
bility by everybody's chaperoning
averybody else,

Bo topayturvied, indeed, are our
notlons, once we Are Aboard a train,
that the staterooms alone are regard- |
od with suspicion; we guestiom the
motives of those who must have a |
room to themselves!-—a room with a
real door! that Jocks! |
And, now, on this sleeping car, pret-
tily named “Boowdrop,” scenes ware
enacting that would have thrown our
great-grandmothers into fits—scenes
which, if we found them In France, or
Japan, we should view with alarm as
almost nunmentionable svidence of the

| moral obliquity of those nations.

But this was our own country-—the
part of it which admits that it is the

ever apeak crossly to you?”
“We never shall have a harsh word,
shall we?” she resolved.

“Never!” he seconded. Bo that
resoiution passed the house umant
mously.
mhldmmlmlrm;

she began again: “Still, we must | yinced
pretend. You start it, love.” " S T
“No, you start 1,” he pleaded.

“You ought to,” she beamed. “Yom
Kot me into this mess.™

The word slipped out. Mallory
started: “Mess! How is It my fauity

Good Lord, are you going to begin
chucking it op?”




