!
’!
i

. able deliberation.

A\ down, and mpring

pald any attention to her, she recov-

her husband’s presence In this car.
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sah?”

“Did 1 ring! Paw-tah, you

mawning.”

“Draw yo'—what, ﬂh?" the porter

gasped.
“My tub.”
“Ba-ath tub?™
“Bahth tub.*
“Lawdy, man.
take a ba-ath in the mawnin'?’
“Of course I am.”
“Didn't you have one belo’
stahted 7
“"How dare you'! Of cawse I did. ™
“Well, that's all you git.”

“Do you mean to tell me that there

I8 mo tub on this beastly train?®

Wedgewood almost fell out of bed

#1th the shock of this news.

“"We do not carry tubs—no, sah.
There's a lot of tubs In San Fran-

clsco, though.”

“No tub on this train for four days!”
whatever

Wedgewood hed. *“But
does one do in the meanwhile ™

“One just waits. Yassah one and

all waits.” creak of timbers, and the froglike
“It's ghahstly, that’s what it s, | chorus of a few well-tralned snorers,
ghahstly.” As the porter was turning down the
“Yassab,” sald the porter, and | last of the lights, a rumpled pate was |
mumbled as he walked away, “but the | thrust from the stateroom, and the

weather Ila gettin' cooler.”
He MAnished

Mallory retreat to the smoking room
while number three was made up,
when there was a commotion in the
corridor, and a man In checked over-
nlls dashed Into the car.

His ear was slightly red. and he
held at arm's length, as i1 it were A
Venomous monster, Bnoozleums. And
ho yelled:

“Say, whose durn o l. 14

. O In Mia® He
bit two men, and he makes o mueh

nolse we can't sleep In the baggage

car.”

Marjorie went fiylng down the alsle

to reclalm her lost lamb in woll's
clothing, and Snoozleums, the returned
prodigal, yelped and leaped, and told
her all about the Indignitiea be had
been subjected to, and bia valiant
struggle for liberty -
Marjorie, seeing only Bnoozleums,
ftepped Into the fatal berth number
one, and pald no heed to the dangling
ribbons Mallory, eager to restore
himself to her love by loving her dog,
crowded closer to her side, making a
hypocritical ado over the pup
Everybody was popping his or her
face out to learn the cause of such
clamor Among the bodllesa heads
suspended along the curtalne. like
Dyak trophlea, appeared the gEreat
mask of Little Jimmile Welllngton. Hae
had been unable to sleep for mourn-
ing the wanton waste of that lovely
rice-trap
When he peered forth.
hardly belleved themselves The
elusive bride and groom were actn.
ally in the trap—the hen pheasant
and the chanticleer. But the net did
not fall. He waited to see them ait
the iInfernal ma-
| chine. But they would not sit
In fact. Marjorie was muttering to
Harry—tenderly, now. since he had
won her back by his efforta to con-

hizs eyes

sole Snoozleums—she was muttering |

tenderly:
“"We must not be seen together, |
honey. Go away, I See you In the '

morning.”

And Mallory was saying with bit-
terest resigmation: “Good night—my
friend.”

And they were shaking hands! This
Jneredible bridal couple was shaking
hands with {itself —disintegrating’
Then Wellington determined to do at
least his duty by the sacred rites.

The gaping passengers saw what
was probably the largest pair of pa-
jamas In Chicago. They saw Little
Jimmie, smothering back his giggles
like a schoolboy, tiptoe from his
berth. enter the next berth, brushing
the porter aside, climb on the seat,
and cluteh the ribbon that pulled the
stopper from the trap,

Down upon the unsuspecting elop
ers came this miracnlons cloudburst
of ironical rice, and with 1t came Lit-
tle Jimmie Wellington, who lost what
little balance he had, and eatapulted
into theilr midst like the offspring of
an leeberg.

It was at this moment that Mrs,
Wellington, hearing the loud ecries of
the panicstricken Marjorfe, rushed
from the Women’s Room, absent-mind-
edly combing a totally detached sec-
tion of her hair. She recognized fa-
millar pyjamas waving fn air, and
with one faint gaep: “Jimmie! on this
train!” she swooned away. She woula
have fallen, but seeing that mo one

ered consciousness on her own hook,
and vanished into her berth, to medi-
tate on the whys and wherefores of
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The porter wouved up with notice-
“Did you ring,

may
draw my tub at eight-thutty in the

Is you allowin® to

you

preparing Marjorie's
bunk, and was just suggesting that

OF

Mallory, see..

smoking room, where Ira

asleep, with his feet in the chair.
late bridal section,

himself, he snew.

Eventually, the car quieted, and
nothing was heard but the romble and
click of the wheels on the ralls, the

luscious-eyed man whispered:

crossed the lowa state llne?
“*Two fifty-Nve a. m."
From within the stateroom came a
deep slgh. then with a dismal groan:
“Call me at two ffty-five a. m.,” the
door was closed
Poor Mallory, pyjamaless and night-
shirtless, Iny propped up on his pil-
lown, staring out of the window at the
swiltly shifting night scene. The stata
of lllinols was being pulled out from
under the train llke n dark rug
Farmbouses gleamed or dreamed
, Inmpless. The moonlight rippled on

endleas meas of wheat and Indian

corn. Little towns alld up and away.

Large towna rolled forward, and were
marshes, brooks.s

l left behind. Ponds,
pastures, thickels and great gloomy
gtoves flowed past as on a river. But
the same stars and the moon seemed
to accompany the train. If the fiying
witnesa had been leas heavy of heart,
he would bhave found Lthe reeling scene
full of grace and night beauty. Hut
he could not see any charm in all the
world, except hils tantalizing other
pelf, from whom a greal chasm
peemed to divide him, though she was
only two windowa away.

He had not yet fallen asieep, and
he was #tlll pondering how (o attain
his unmarried, wunmarriable bride,
when the train rolled out In alr above
A greal wide river, very noble under
the stara. He knew it for the Mis-
epissippi. He heard a faint knocking
on & door at the other end of the car.
He heard sounds as of kisses, and
then somebody tiptoed along the alsle
stealthily. He did not know that an-
nther hridegroom waa being separated
from hia bride because they were too
much married

SBomewhere In lowa he fell asleep.
CHAPTER XVIL,

‘ g

Last Call for Breakfast.
It was still lowa when Mallory
awpke, Into hia last moments of heavy
sleep Intruded a volce llke a town-
erier’'s volce, crying:

“l.asa eall for breakfusa in the Rin-
ing Rar,” and then, again Jlouder,
“laass ecall for breakfuss In Rinin-
rar,” and, finally and faintly, “Lass-
call breakfuss ri'rar”

Mallory pushed ap hisa window-
shade. The day waa hroad on rolling
prairies like billows established in the
green soil. He peeked through his
curtains. Most of the other passen-
gers were up and about, their beds
hidden and beddings stowed away be-
hind the bellying veneer of the upper-
works of the car. All the bertha were
made up except his own and number
two, In the cormer, where Littie Jim-
mie Wellington's nose still played a
bagpipe monody, and one other berth,
which he recognized as Marjorie’s.
His belated sleep and hera had
epared them both the stares and
laughing chatter of the passengers.
But this bridal couple’s two berths,
standing like towera among the seats,
had provided conversation for every-
body, had already united the casual
group of strangers into an organized
gossip-bee.

Mallory got into his shoes and as
much of his clothes as was necessary
for the dash to the washroom, and
took on his arm the rest of his ward-
robe. Just ag he issued from his
lotiely chamber, Marjorie appeared
from hers, much disheveled and
heavy-eyed. The bride and groom ex-
changed glances of mutual terror, and
hurried in opposite directions,

The spickest and spannest of lhn-l
temants soon realized that he was re-

that Marjorie had
fled, vented his wild rage against fate
in general, and rice traps in particu-
lar, by tearing the bridal bungalow to
pleces, and then he stalked Into the
Lathrop,
homeless and dispossessed, was sound

He was dreaming that he was a
boy in Brattleboro, the worst boy In
Brattleboro, trying to get up the cour-
age to spark pretty Anne Gattle, and
throwing rocks at the best boy In
town, Charlle Selby, who was always
at her side. The porter woke Ira, an
hour later, and escorted him to the

Marjorie had fled with her dog, as
soon as she could grope her way
* | through the deluge of rice. She hop-
ped into her berth, and spent an hour
trying to clear her bair of the mul-
titudinous grajins. And as for Snoozle-
ums, his thick wool was so be-riced
that for two days, whenever he shook
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icq in camp and on long hikes, when
he glorled in mud and disorder, and
he was to see campaigns In the Phil-
ippines, when he should not take off
his shoes or his uniform for three
days at a time. But that was the
field, and this car was a drawing
room, :

In this crisis in his affalrs, Little
Jimmie Wellington waddled into the
men's room, floundering about with
every lurch of the train, like a cannon
loose in the hold of a ship. He fum-
bled with the handles on a basin, and
made a crazy tollet, trying to find
some abatement of his fever by filling
A glasa at the ice-water tank and
emptying it over his head.

Thesq drastic measures restored
him to some sort of coherency, and
Mallory appealed to him for help in
the matter of linen. Wellington efl-

had, and Mallory selected from his
gtore half a dozen collars, any one of
which would have gone round his
neck nearly twice,

Wellington also proffered his safety
razor, and made him a present of a
virgin wafer of steel for his very own,
w this assistance, Mallory was
enabled to make himself fairly pre-
sentable. When he returned to his
seat, the three curtained rooms had
been whisked away by the porter.
There was no place now to hide from
the passengers.

He gat down facing the feminine
end of the car, watching for Marjorie.
The passengers were watching for
‘her, too, hoping to learm what un-
heard-of incldent could have pro-
voked the gquarrel that separated a
bride and groom at this time, of all
times.

To the general bewilderment, when
Marjorle appeared, Mallory and she
rushed together and clasped bhands
with an ardor that suggested a desire
for even more ardent greeting. The

passengers almoet sprained their ears
to hear how they would make up such
& dreadful feud. But all they heard

- v in s tu..oi Laew
had seen rough serv-

fusively offered him everything he

wWas:
if we want to get any breakfast.”
“All right, honey. Come salong.”

“We'll have to burry, Marjorie,

“Porter, what time did you say we

Then the inscrutable couple scur-
ried up the alsle, and disappeared In
the corridor, leaving behind them a
mighty riddle. Theéy kissed In 1ihe
corridor of that car, kissed In the ves
tibule, kissed in the two corridors ol
the next car, and were caught kiss-
ing In the next vestibule by the new |
conductor.
The dining car conductor, who Hat-
tered himself that he knew a bride
and groom when he saw them, on

They had a plenty to talk of In pros.
pect and retroapect. They both fleit
sure that a minister lurked among the
chars somewhere, and they ate with a
geal to prepare for the ceremony, ar-
guing the best place for It, and quar-
rellng amorously over detalls. Mal-
lory wan for one of the vestibules as
the scene of thelr unlon, but Marjorie
wana for the baggage car, till she real-
ized that Snoozleums might be unwill
ing to attend. Then ahe awung round
to the vestibule, but Mallory ahifted
to the observation platform
Marjorte had left Snoozleuma with
Mra. Temple, who promised to hide
him when the new conductor passed
through the car, and she reminded
Harry to get the walter to bring them
a package of bones (or their only
“ehild.” so far
On the way back from the dining
car they kissed each other good-hye
again at all the trysting places they
had sanctified before. The fun was
radiant, the world good, and the very
train ran with jubllant rejoicing. They
could not doubt that a few more hours
wonuld see them legally man and wife
Mallory restored Marjorie to her
place In their car, and with amiles of
assurance, left her for another par-
son-hunt through the train. She walt.
ed for him in a bridal agitation. He
ransacked the train forward in wvain,

cortedd them grandly to a table for
two, and the walter fultered about
them with extraordinary coosldera-
tlon,

you realize that I'm a—"

and returned, passing Marjorie with
a shake of the head,

conntenance,
servation platform where he stumblied

on Ira Lathrop and Anne Gattle en-
gaged

and a sour
He went out to the ob-

in a conversation of evident

conductor,
far as | can see one.
gide partner here want to look out,
that’s all, or 111 drop you at the next
tank.”
shoulder bladea uttering threata.

intimacy, for thev jumped when he
opened the door, as if they were gulity
of some plot.

Mallory mumbled hia usunal "Ex-
ense me,” Whirled on his heel, and
dragged his discouraged steps back
through the Observation Room, where
varfous women and a few men of evl
dent unelerfeality were draped across
arm chaire and absorbed In lazy con-
verzation or bobbing their heads over
magazines that trembled w'rth the mo-
tion of the train.

Mrs. Wellington was busily writing
at the desk, but he did not know who
gshe was, and he did not care whom
she was writing to. He did not ob-
gerve the baleful glare of Mrs. Whit-
comb, who sat watching Mra, Welling-
ton, knowing all too well who she
waas, and suspecting the correspond-
ent—Mra. Whitcomb was tempted to
apell the word with one "r.”

Mallory stumbled into the men’s
portion of the composite car. Hers
he nodded with a sickly cheer to the
pole occupant, Dr. Temple, who was
looking less ministerial than ever In
an embroidered skull cap. Tha old
rascal was sitting far back om his
lumbar vertebrae. One of his hands
clasped a long glass filled with a
liquid of a hue that resambled some-
thing stronger tham what it was—
mere ginger ale. The other hand
toyed with a long black cigar. The
smoke ecurled round the old man's

the gambler stared at
with a homage. “So you're one of us,”

the clergyman’s head swimming.
Temple turned to Mallory for explana

whatever else anybody might be, no-
body apparently desired to be a clergy-
man In these degenerate days.

inte Dr. Temple the glare of two basil
isk eyes. The old man put out a be
seeching hand and began:

injustice.”

pay A word to me and I'11 do you worse
than that.
pack of cards In your hand again, 'l
tle yon to the cow-ketcher.”

doctor fell back into a chair, trying to
figure it out.
dick and little Jimmie Wellington and
Wedgewood strolled in and, dropping
into ehairs, ordered drinks. Before

- m.uuw-mwr_um-
trance, By the .ef door, vl B WAL
who had evidently swung aboard a
the most recent stop—for Mallory m
not seen him. His gray hair was
crowned with a soft black hat, and
his spare frame was swathed In a
frock coat that had seen better days.
His soft gray eyes seemed to search
timidly . the smoke-clouded atmos-
phere, and he had a bashful air which
Mallory translated as one of diffidence
in a place where llquors and cigars
were dispensed.
With equal diffidence Mallory aa-
vanced and In a low tone accosted the
newcomer cautlously:
“"Excuse me—you look like a clergy-
man."”
“The hell you say!"”
I Mallory pursued the question no
further,

CHAPTER XVIIL.
In the Composite Car.
It was the gentle stranger's turn
to miss his guess. He bent over the
chair into which Mallory had flopped,
and said in a tense, low tone: “You
look llke a t'oroughbred sport. I'm
trying to make up a game of stud
poker. Will you join me?"
| Mallory shook his heavy head in re-
fusal, and with dull eyes watched the
man, whose profession he no longer
misunderstood, saunter up to the bllas-
ful Doctor from Ypeilanti, and mur-
mur again:
“Will you joln me?”
“Joln you in what, sir?” eald Dr.
Temple, with alert courtesy.
“A little game."
“l don’t mind,” the doctor smiled.
rising with amiable readiness. “The
checkers are In the next room.”
“Quit your kiddin’,” the stranger
coughed. “How about a lttle freeze-
ouat?’
“Freeze-out?” sald Dr. Temple. *“It
sounds Interesting. I8 It something
llke authora®*”
The newcomer ahot & Quick glance

at this man, whose innocent alr he
puspected. But he merely drawled:
“Well, you play It with cards.”
“Would you mind teaching me the
rules? sald the old sport from Ypsi-
lantl.
The gambler was growing susplcious
of this too, too childiike Innocence.
He whined: “Bay, what's your little
game, e¢h?” but declded to risk the
venture. He sat down at a table, and
Dr. Temple, bringing aloog his glass,
drew up a chair. The gambler took
a pack of cards from his pocket, and
shufMed them with a snap that startled
Dr. Temple and a dexterity that de
lighted him.
“Oo on, It"s beautiful to see,” he
explained. The gambler set the pack
down with the one word "Cut!” but
since the old man made no efMort to
comply, the gambler did not Insist. He
took up the pack agaln and ran off
Ave cards to each place with a grace
that staggered the doctor,
Mallory was about to Intervene for
the protection of the gullelesa phyal-
clan when the conductor chanced to
saunter in.
The gambler, seeing him, snaiched
Dr. Temple's cards from his hand and
glipped the pack Into hils pocket.
"What's the matter now? [ir. Tem
ple asked, but the newcomer husklly

answered: "“"Waltt a minute. Walt a
minuie."”
The econductor took In the scene

at a glance and, stalking up to the
table, spoke with the grimness of a
sea-capiain “Hay, I've got my eye
on you. [don't start nothin'.™

The stranger stared at him wonder-
ingly and demanded: “"Why, what you
drivin® at?

“You know all right.,” the conductor
growled, and then turned on the be-
fuddled old clergyman, “and you, too.”

“Ah. don't start that,” sneered the
“1 can spot a gambler as | !
You and your

Then he walked out, hia very

Dr. Temple stared after him, but

Dr. Temple

Dr.

tiona, but Mallory only waved him | yet.,”
away. He was not quite convinced “Really!” sald Mrs. Wellington,
himepelf. He was convinced only that | “Don’t you like tobacco?”

The conductor retnrmed and threw

“My good man, you do me a grave
s he conductor snapped back: “Yom

And If T spot you with a

Then he marched off again. The

Then Ashton and Fos-

ready. We women can only sil around
and hate

you?®'
ing up from the novel ahe had found
an
ton dropped into the next chair:

and |1 saw him playing cards with a
miranger,

lington,

shame the way men have everything.

Think of it,
And women have no place to take a
puff except on the sly.”

could think of In answer was:

myself.”
this double shock:
me; will you try one of my pets?”

her repugnance at the thought, but
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stupid if they were decent, take on &
certain verve and thrill from thelr
very forbiddenneas.

The dear old clergyman felt that it
would be priggish to take flight, but
he could not make the corners of his
mouth behave. Stpange twitchings of
the lips and little steamy escapes of
giggle-jets disturbed him. And when
Ashton, who wae a practiced racon-
teur, finished a drolatic adventure
with the epilogue, “And the next
morning they were at Niagara Falls,”
the old doctor was helpless with laugh-
ter. Some superior force, the devil
no doubt, fairly shook him with glee.

“Oh, that's bully,” he shrieked, *“I
haven't heard a story llke that for
l‘ﬂ'-"

“Why, where have you been, Dr.
Temple?" asked Ashton, who could
not imagine where a man could have
concealed himself from such storles.
But he laughed loudest of all when

the doctor answered: *“You see, I live
in Ypsilanti. They don't tell me
storles like that.”

“They—who?" sald Fosdick.

“"Why, my pa—my patients,” the

ductor explained, and laughed so hard
that he forgot to feel guilty, laughed
80 hard that his wife in the next room
heard him and giggled to Mrs. Whit-
comb:
“Listen to dear Walter. He hasn't
Jaughed like that since he was a—a
medical student.” ‘Then she buried
her face guiltily in a book.
“Waen't It good?™ Dr, Temple de-
manded, wiping his streaming eyes
and nudging the solemn-faced English-
man, who understood his own nation’s
humor, but had not yet learned the
Yankee quirks.
Wedgewood made a hollow effort at
laughter and answered: “Extremely
~—very droll, but what I don't quite
get was—why the porter sald—" The

others drowned him In a roar of laugh-
ter, but Ashton was angry. “Why, you
blamed fool, that’s where the joke
came In. Don't you see, the bride
groom sald to the bride—" then he |
lowered his volce and diagramed the
story on his fngers.
Mre. Temple was still shaking with
sympathetic lnughter, never dreaming
what ber husband was |aughing at,
She turned to Mra. Whitcomb, but
Mra. Whitcomb was stlll glaring at
Mra. Wellington, who was still writ
ing with Aylog MNngers and underscor-
ing every other word,
“"HBome people seem (o Lthink they
own the train,” Mrs. Whitcomb raged.
“That creature has been at the writ
ilug desk an hour. The worst of It is,
I'm sure she's writing to my hus
band."”
Mrs. Temple looked shocked, bul an-
other peal of laughter came through
the partition between the male and fe
male sections of the car, and ashe
beamed again. Then Mra. Wellington
Anished hor letter, glanced It over, ad-
dressed an envelope, sealed and
stamped it with a dellberation that
maddened Mrs. Whitcomb.,. When al
lasgt sha rose, Mra. Whitcomb waas In
the seat almost before Mrs. Welllng-
ton was out of It
Mra. Wellington paused at apother
wave of |aughter from the men's
room. She commented petulantly

“What good times men have,
They've formed a tlub Iin there al-

each other.”
"Why, | don't hate anvbody,
Mra, Temple exclaimed,

do
look-

the hook shelves. Mra. Welllng-

“On a long railroad journey 1 hate

“Me, too”" the preacher gasped. everybody, on’t you hate long jour- - 9 o] 4
“Yes, you t0o,” the conductor re- | Deyal” II.;U:‘:HP;I;F.!;!IHI:LI!;:{]};I s0.”
peated, shaking an accusing forefinger “It's the first I ever took,” Mrs “|—1've smoked too much, o o
under hia nose. “Your actlons have | Temple apologized, radiantly, “and I'm said Dr .Tﬂmﬂh with perfect
been suspicions from the beginning. | having the - what my oldest boy would | po+ Mrs. Temple remembering that
We've all been watching you.” call the time of my life. And dear | 1,0 clage she had seen, narrowed hér
Dr. Temple waa so agitated that he | Walter—asuch goings on for him' A eyes at him: “Are ﬂ;u sure it was
nearly let fall his secret. “Why, do |few minutea ago | strolled by the door | 1. smoke?”

and smoking and drinking,
oo, all at once.”

“"Boys will be boya,” said Mra. Wil
“But for Dr. Temple of all people—"

"Why shouldn’'t a doctor? It's a

a special amoking room.

Mrs. Templa stared at her In awe:

he said, and seizing the old man’s experience

limp hand, shook it heartily: “I got | “The woman in this book smoles!— Cnlthlﬂ next wead, e

to ellp it to you. Your makeup Is | perfumed things!” .

great. You nearly had me for a come- | "All women smoke nowadays,” sald Legend of the Niger, -

on. QGreat!” Mrs. Wellington, ecaralessly. “Don’t There I8 a curions legend conmest
And then he pauntered out, leaving | yon?” ed with the source of the Niger, Tra-

The politest thing Mrs. Temple
“Not

“I mnever tried iL."

“It's time you did. I smoke cigars

Mrs. Temple almost collapsed at
"Cl—cigara?”
“Yém; cigarettes are too strong for

Mrs. Temple was about to express

s AT ‘r,," -:*: : _ s

amused, for stories that muh

at her Iimplied suapicion.

I feel puch a qualm.”

I'll go back to my berth and lie down.”

the corridor, erowding It as they wére 0
crowding their vacation with belsted . 2

dition says that a devil lives maide
the rock whence the river springs. ~“3
The ndtives are very superstitions,

and greatly fear this demon, who I8
supposed to kili any individual IH
dares to look at the source. Heneoe,
when showing a stranger the spet, -~ = =
they cover up their faces and walk ,.,.f 7
backward In the direction of the
source, pointing toward it with m,,t
outstretched behind the mt.--'w

World Magazine.
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. e '’ ‘,,h".l,nh a '-'_‘.".-
'% " you eare?)
Your nm if
for him, why not I'nr you

Mrs. Temple set _her
crossed thé Rubicon 'lﬂtlt q..

“I willt” R
Mrs. Wellington ted tlll
neophyte along the ‘I'l‘nl'liq
the car and flung back the w ' the
observation car. She found Ire f‘"' h-
mll;rd holding Anne Gattle’s hand @
evidently a:phlnln[ mlhg
great importance, d 1 .

were very close tolethnr. 'l'hlr i
and with abashed faces and conful :
‘ﬁ

.w;

mumblings of half swallowed exp
tions, left the platform to Mrs. 'F

lington and her new puplil. : .;:;i
M
ﬂk

Shortly afterward Little
Wellington grew restive and set
for a brief constitutional and a breath
of alr. He carried a siphon to M“f 1
he had become greatly attached, I“_, .
made heavy golng for the observation 4;5;
room, but reached the door im hﬂ jﬂ

good order. He swung it open

brought in with it the pale and wavers’ .wﬁ;
ing ghost of Mrs. Temple, who had
been leaning against it for much-need- w
ed support. Wellington was stupefied . :
to observe smoke pouring round M. q,
Temple's form, and he resolved to '- :

perform a great lite-saving feat. He . L'
decided that the poor little woman __"" ‘
was on fire and he polised the siphom .
ltke & fire extingulsher, with the noble
intention of putting her out. Ry

He pressed thé handle, and a stream . G
of vichy shot from the nozszle. ' ey

Fortunately, his alm was s0 :
wobbly that none of the extinguish
touched Mrs. Temple. j

Wellington was about to play 'I.II
¥lphon at her again when he saw her
take from her lips a toy cigar and
emit a stream of cough-shaken smoke.
The poor little experimentalist was
too wretched to notice even so large
a menace an Welllugton. She threw .
the cigar away and gasped:

“] think I've had enough.” AT
From the platform oame & volow
very well known to Little Jimmia It
sald: “You'll ike the second one bet-
ter.”

Mrs. Temple shuddered ot the
thought, but Wellington drew himself
up majestically and called out:

“Like second one better, eh? I
suppozhe It's the same way with
hasbandah.”

Then he stalked back to the amok-
Ing room, feeling that he had annihl
lated his wife, but knowing from ex-
perience Lhat ahe always had a come
back. He knew it would be good, bat =
he was afrald to hear it. He rolled -~
into the smoking room, and sprawling By
acrvas  Doctor Temple's shoulders,
dragged him from the midet of &
highly Improper story with alarming
newa,

“Doe, your wife Jooks kind o seedy.
Detter go to her at onos.” " SR
Dr. Tomple Inpml to his feet ﬂ !
ran to his wife's ald. He found H"t I'“ )
diamal, ashen sight,

“Sally! What on earth alls yout™
“Been smok-oking,” she hicoc '
The world seemed to be crashing ﬁ-
round Dr, Temple's head. He ocould
only gurgle, "Hally!™

Mra. Temple drew herself uwp with
weak deflance: “"Well, 1 saw you play-
ing cards and drinking.”

In the presence of such Innoocent
deviltry he could only amile: “Arem't
we having an exciting vacation? But
to think of you smoking!—and &
clgar!™

She tossed her head In pride. “And
it didn’'t make me sick—much.” She
clutched a chalr. He tried to support
her. He could not belp pondering:
“What would they say In Yp-hipaé
lant] ™

“Bally!” he cried, in abject horror

Then she turned a pale green. “Oh,

“In your consclence, Sally ™™
“No, not in my conscience. 1 think

Mother.”

“Let me help you,
And Darby and Joan hurried along
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Mra. Wellington thrust before her a Bhe stuttered, but she was a
portfolio In which nestled such dainty | gweet. all the same. She went
;hlm?;mﬁlwumudﬂnm him as far an the front door W
rown at Mrs. Temple paused to and sald, “George, are
stare, and, ike Mother Eve, found the :::'

..“mﬁlﬂ“tﬂlﬂ"t“

duced to wearing yesterday’s linem as

well as yesterday's beard. This was

intoletable. A brave man can endure
heartbreaks, loss of love, honor and
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head llke the fumes of A sultan’s
narghile, and through the wisps his
face was one of Oriental luxuty.

Mallory's eyes were caught
MH
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