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to Fosdick.

“l say, Mr. Fosdick, what size col-

lar do you wear?”
“Fourteen and a half,” sald Fosdick.
“Fourteen and a half!—why don't
you get a neck? You haven't got a
plain white shirt, have you?! Our
 Emglish friend lent me this, but it's
purple, and Mr. Ashton’s socks are
maroon, and this peacock blue tie 18
very unhappy.”
“I think I can fit you out,” said Fos-

“lnlllt!nuhl.dlnutu pair of
pcks,” Mallory pleaded—"just one
T of unemotional socks”™
“I'l show you my repertoire.”
. “All right, I'll see you later.” Then
went up to Welllngton, with much
] of manner. “By the way,

'.'Ir Welllngton, do you suppose Mrs,
Wellington could lend Miss—Mrs.—
woould lend Marjorle some-—some—"

Wellington waved him aside with
magnificent scorn: “l am no longer
In Mra. Wellington's confidence.”™

“Oh, excuse me,” sald Mallory. He
had noted that the Wellingtons occu-
pled separate compartments, but for
all he knew thelr reason was as ro-
mantio as his own.

CHAPTER XXIIL

Through a Tunnel,

Mre. Jimmie Wellington, who had
traveled much abroad and learned In
England the habit of smoking In the
oorridors of expensive hotels, bad ac-
quired also the habit, as travelers do,
of calling England freer than Amer-
Tea. 8he determined to do her share
Roward the edueallon of her patlve
country, and chose, for her tople, to
bacco as a feminine accomplishment.
She had grown Indifferent to stares
and audible comment and she could
A protesting head walter to a
adatill, If monuments and tablets
ever erected to the first woman
‘who smoked publicly in this place or

riously remembered and occupy a
piace In historical record.
The narrow confilnes of the women’s
pm on the sleeping car soon palled
' ber, and she objected to smoking
there excopt when she felt the added
lixury of keeping some other woman
outslde—fuming, but not smoking.
And now Mra. Jimmie had staked out
A clalm on the observation platform.
Bhe sat there, pufiing ke a major-
gemeral, and In one portion of Ne
braska two farmers fell off thelr agri-
eultural vehiclea at the sight of her
cigar-amoke tralllng after the traln.
In Wyoming three cowboys followed
her for a mile, yipping and howling
their compliments,

Feeling the smoke mood coming on,
Mrs. Wellington lnvited Mra. Temple
to smoke with her, but Mrs, Temple
feit & reminiscent qualm at the very
thought, s0 Mre. Jimmie sauntered
out alone, to the great surprise of
Ira Lathrop, whose motto was, "Two
and who
\ apparently willing to wait till

ane OCallle’'s head grew on his
yalder.

“I trust T don"t Intrude,” Mra. Well
“Oh, no. Oh, yes," Anne gasped In
ary confusion as she fled Into the
ecar, followed by the purple-faced Ira,
who slammed the door with a growl:
“That Wellington woman would break
up anything.”

The prim little missionary toppled
into the nearest chalir: "Oh, Ira, what
will ghe think?”

“She can’t think'™ Ira grambled.
“In a IHttle while she’ll know.”

“Domn't you think we'd better tell
everybody before they begin to talk?”

Ira glowed with pride at the
thought and murmured with all the
ardor of a senlle Romeo: "1 suppose
#0, ducky darling. [I'll break ft—I
mean I'll tell it to the men, and you
tell the women.”

“All right, dear, I'll obey you,”
answered, meekly,

“Obey me!”™ Ira langhed with boy-
ish swagger. “And you a mission-
ary!”

“Well, I've convertad one heathen,
y,” sald Amnne as she darted
n the corridor, followed hy Ira,
» amnounced his intemtion to “go

she

hee Albert.”
i In their flight forward they passed
mystarioua woman in the state-
. They were too full of their
mystery to give thought to hers,
Foadick went timidly prowling
rd the observation car, suspect-
m to be a spy, as Mallory
everybody to be a clergy-
:ﬁ sfole along the corridor
“‘I elubroom she saw l-r
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llory glanc.. lthllmﬂuml.“l
_ ike & rainbow gone wrong. Just

hﬂtuhlntn borrow from
mind;r Look at me! This collar
of Mr. Welington’s makes me feel like
a peanut in a rubber tire.” He turned

cigars, amiling:

emoke It after dinner, If you don’t,
mind.”

bending closer he murmured:
tell me we are coming to a tunnel, &
nice, long, dark, dismal tunnel.”

dare. She felt herself already eman-
cipated from Jimmie. S0 she answered
Ashton’s hint with a langhing chal

lengea:
w It.lr

prospect,

Ashton's impatience to reach the tun-
nel, thought to curry favor and a
quarter by announcing its approach.
He bustled in and made straight for
Ashton just as the tunnel announoced
ftself with a sudden swoop of gloom,
A great Increase of the train-noises

RUPERT AUGHES
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miles.
slgnalled to him, then passed on.

He answered with a look, then pre-
tended not to have noticed, and walit-

ed a few moments before he rose with
an elaborate alr of carelessness. He
beckoned the porter and sald:
“Let me know the moment we en-
ter Utah, will you?
“Yassah. We'll be comin’ along
right soon now. We got to pass
through the big Aspen tunnel, after
that, befo’ long, we splounce into old
Utak.”™
“Don't forget,” said Foadick, as he
sguntered out. Ashton perked up his
ears at the promise of a tunnel and
kept his eye on his watch.
Fosdick entered the obseryation
room with a hungry look In his
lusclous eyes. His now-and-then wife
put up a warning finger to indicate
Mrs. Whitcomb's presence at the
writing desk,
Fosdick’'s smile froze Into a smirk
of formality and he tried to chill his
tone as If he were speaking to a total
stranger,
“(lood afternoon.”
Mrs. Fosedick answered with equal
ice: "Good afternoon. Won't you sit
down?
“Thanks. Very picturesque scen-
ery, Isn't itt™
“Isn't It Foadick seated himself,
looked about cautiously, noted that
Mre. Whitcombh was apparently ab
sorbed In her letter, then lowered his
volce confidentinlly. Hlis face kept up
a strained pretense of Indifference,
bat his whisper was passionate with
longing:
“Has my poor little wifey missed
her poor old hubby ™
“Oh, 0 much!™ she whispered.
“Han poor IMtle bhubby missed his
poor old wife?™
“Horribly. Was she lonesome In
that dismal statercom all by ber-
sall 1™

*Oh, so miserable! I can't stand it
much longer.”
Foadick’'s face blazed with good
pews: “In just a little while we come
to the Utah Ine—then we're sale.”
“God blesa Utabh!™

The rapture died from her face as
ahe caught sight of Dr. Temple, who
happened to stroll In and go %o the
bookshelves, and taking out a book
happened to glance nearwightedly her
WAY.
“Be careful of that man, dearie”
Mra. Foadick hlssed out of one side
of her mouth. “He's a very strange
character.”
Her husband was Infected with her
o%n lerror. He aaked, huakily: "What
do you think he la?™
"A detective! I'm sure he’s watoh-
ing us. He followed you right In
here”
"“We'll be very eautions—till we get
to Utah”
The old clergyman, a little fuzzy In
brain from his debut In beer, contin-
ued Innocently to confirm the Appear-
ance of a detective by drifting alm-
lessly about. He was looking for hia
wife, but he kept glancing at the un
eany Fosdicks. He weat to tha door,
opened it, paw Mras. Wellington finish-
ing a cigar, and retreated precipitate-
Iy. Beeing Mra, Temple wandering in
the corridor, he motioned her to a
chair near the Fosdicks and she sat
by his eside, wondering at his fAlmy
ayes

The Foadicks, glancing uncomfort-
ably at Dr. Temple, rose and selected
other chalrs further away. Then
Roger Ashton sauntared Iin, hia ayes
searching for a proper companion
through the tunnel,

He saw Mrs. Wellington returning
from the platform, just tossing away
her cigar and blowing out the last of
its grateful wvapor,

With an effort at sarcasm, he went
to her and offered her one of his own
“Have another.”

She took it, looked it over, and
parrfed his frony with a formnla she
had heard men use when they hate
to refuse a gift-cigar; “Thanks. [I'll

“Oh, I-don't mind,” he launghed, them
“Th'r

Mra. Wellington would not take a

“How nice of the conductor to ar-
Ashton smacked his lips over the
And now the porter, having noted

She tua,, .4 on the glass and

j'l"helr contradictory chains were’ be-
ginning to gall,

and threw aside a haif-finished cigar.
Life was Indeed nauseous when to-
baeco turned rank on his lips. He
watched without Interest the stupen-
dous peenery whirling past the train:
granite ravines, Infernal grotesqunem
of architectnre and diablerie,
Giant’s
Pulpit Roek,
aplashea of mineral eolor, as if titanie
paint pots had been spilled or flung
againat the cliffs, sudden hushes of
:m pine-worlde, dreary graveyards
streama in frothing panics.

---
_________

1688, 1L Wus 'y,

murmur:

breéeath so funny!”

if ime had made an instant leap from

midnight to noon. There were inter-

esting disclosures. |

Mrs. Temple was caught with her
arms round the doctor's neck, and
she blushed like a gpoony girl. Mra.
Fosdick was trylng to disengage her
halr from Mr. Fosdick's scarf-pin. Mrs,
Whitcomb alone was deserted. Mr.
Ashton was gazing devotion at Mrs.
Wellington and trying to tell her
with his eyea how velvet he had
found her cheek,

But she was looking reproachfully
at him from a chair, and saying, not
without regret:

“l heard everybody kissing every-
body, but I was cruelly neglected.”

Aghton’s eyes widened with unbe-
llef, he heard a snicker at his elbow,
and whirled to find the porter rub-
bing his black velvet cheek and
writhing with pent-up laughter.

Mrs, Welllugton glanced the same
way, and a shriek of understanding
burst from her. It sent the porter
into a spasm of yah-yahs till he
caught Ashton’'s eyes and saw murder
in them. The porter fled to the plat-
form and held the door fast, expect-
ing to be lynched.

But Ashton dashed away in search
of concealment and soap.

The porter remained on the plat
form for some time, planning to leap
overboard and take his chances rather
than fall into Ashton’s hands, but at
length, finding himself unpursued, he
peered into the car and, seelng that
Ashton had gone, he returned to his
duties. He kept a close watch on
Ashton, but on soberer thoughts Ash-
ton had declded that the Incldent
would best be consigned to sllence
and oblivion. But for all the rest of
that day he kept rubbing his lips
with his handkerchief.
The porter, noting that the train
had swept Into a granite gorge llke
an enormously magnified alsle In
migle-up sleeplng car, recognized the
presence of Echo Canyon, and with
it the entrance into Utah, He hastened
to lmpart the tidings to Mr. Fosdick
and held out his hand as he extended
the Information.
Fosdick could hardly belleve that
his twelve-bundred-mile exile was
over,

“We're In Utah ™ he exclalmed.
“Yassah,” and the porter shoved
his palm Into view. Fosdick fllled it
with all hizs Joose change, (hen
whirled to his wife and cried:

“Edith! We are in Utah now! Em-
brace me!"
Bbhe flung herself Into his arms with
A gurgle of blisa, other passen-
gers gasped with a ent. This
sort of thing was permissible enough
in & tannel, but In the full light of
day—!
Foadick, noting the sensation he
bad ecreated,. waved his band reas
suringly and called across his wife's
ahoulder
“Don’t be alarmed, ladles and gen-
temen. She's my wife!” He added
in & whisper meant for her ear alone:
“At loast till we got to Nevada!™
Then ghe whispered something in
his ear and they hurried from the ear,
They left behind them a bewlider
ment that eclipsed the wonder of the
Mallories. That couple spoke to each
other at least during the day time.
Here was a married pair that did not
apeak at all for two days and two
nights and then made a sudden and
publie rush to each other's arma!

Dr. Temple summed up the general
feeling when he mald:

“1 don’t belleve Inewitches, but If 1
did, I'd belleve that this train ig be-
witched.”

Later he decided that Foadick was a
Mormon elder and that Mrs. Fosdick
was probably a tweifth or thirteenth
spouse he was smuggling in from the
enst. The theory was not entirely
false, for Fosdick was one of the
many victimes of the ecrazy-quilit of
American divorce codes, though he
was the most unwliling of polygamists.
And Dr. Temple gave up his theory In
deepair the next morning when he
fotimd the Fosdicka still on the train,
and once more keeping aloof from
each other.

CHAPTER XXIV.

The Train Butcher,
Mallory was dragging out a miser-
able existence with a companion who
was nelther mald, wife, nor widow
and to whom he waa nelther bachelor,
husband, nor relict
They were suffering brain-fag from
their one topic of conversation, and
heart-fag from rapture deferred. Mar-
jorte had pretended to take a nap
and Mallory had pretended that he
would leave her for her own aake.

Mallory sat In the smoking room,

the
Teapot, the Devil's Slide, the
the Hanging Rock,

sagebrush, mountain

B UNICD OF B, i4ke Ci, DOWSDS-

ed in other parts of
the train. There were numerous coo-
Ing sounds, too, but nobody spoke ex-
cept Mrs, Temple, who was heard to

“Oh, Walter, dear, what makes your
Next came a little yowl of pain In

Mrs. Foadick's volce, and then day-
light flooded the car with a rush, as

pers, he woke a littie,
The other men came trooping
round, Hke sheep at a herd-boy's
whistle or chickens when a pan of
grain is brought into the yard The
train “butcher” had a nasal sing-song,
but his strain might have been the
Pled Piper's tune emptying Hamelln
of its grown-.ups. The charms of fiir-
tation, matrimonial bliss and fem-
inine beauty were forgotten, and the
males flocked to the delights of stock-
market reports, political or racing or
dramatic or sporilmg or criminal
news. KEven Ashton braved the eyes
of his fellow men for the luxury of
burying his nose in a fresh paper.
“Papers, genis? Yes? No? the
train butcher chanted. *“Sailt Lake pa-
pers, Ogden papers, all the latest pa-
pers, comic papers, magazines, pe-
riodicals.”
“Here, boy,” sald Ashton, snapping
bhilsy #fingers, “what's the lstest New
York paper?”
“Last Sat'day’s.”
“Six days old? I read that before 1
left New York. Well, give me that
Salt Lake paper. It has yesterday's
stock market, I suppose.”

“Yes, sir.” He passed over the
sheet and made change, without abat-
ing his monody: “Papers, gents. Yes?
Not B8alt Lake pa—"

“Whash latesh from Chicago?” said
Waellington,

“Monday’'s.”

“I read that before—that breakfast
began,” laughed Little Jimmie. “Well,
give me Balt Lake Bazoo. It has bashe-
ball news, I s'pose.”

“Yes, sir,” the butcher answered,

“you are liable to be my wife any

of thelr household.
¢d with an ominous chill: ]
sweetheart of yours?”

“My dear,” laughed Mallory.

the box, was she? What 1s it to you,

form, while you neglect your wife—or
your—oh, what am I, anyway 1"

ment. He was beginning to learn
what Ignorant heathen women are
concerning 80 many of the gods and
demi-gods of mankind. Then, with a
tenderness he might not aiways show,
he threw the paper down and took
her in his arms: “You poor chliid.
Mattie 1s a man—a pitcher—and you're
the only woman [ ever loved—and

minute.”

The explanation was sufficient, and
she crawled into the shelter of his
arm with little noises that served for
apology, forgiveneas and reconcilia-
tion. Then he made the mistake of
mentioning the sickening topic of de-
ferred hope:

“A minister's sure to get on at the
next stop—or the next.”

Marjorie's nerves were frayed by
too much enduring, and it took only a
word to set them jangling: “If you
say minister t0 me again, I'll scream,”
Then she tried to control herself with

ousy, which promised to enliven their
future, lifted its head for the first
time, and Mallory caught his first

glimpse of an unsuspected member
Marjorie demand-
“And who's Mattie?. Some former
But Marjorle was up and away,
with apt temper: “So Mattie was In

where she w#its? You dare to read
about her and rave over her perfect -

Mallory staved a¢t ber tn amese |

sald: “The Glants won. Mr. Mattyson
was pltching,

Wedgewood extended a languild
hand: “What's the latest lssue of the
London Times?”

“Never heard of it"”

Wedgewood almost fainted, and re-
tarned to his Baedeker of the United
States.

Dr, Temple summoned the Iad: *I
don't suppose you have the Ypsilanti
Eagle?”

The butcher regarded him with pity,
and sniffed: "I ecarry newspapers, not
poultry.”

“Well, gitve me the—" he smaw a
plnk weekly of rather plcturesgue ap-
pearance, and the adventure attracted
him. *“I'll take this—also the Out-
look.” He folded the pink within the
green, and entered Iinto a new and
startling world—a sort of journalistie
slumming tour.

“Give me any old thing,” sald Mal
lory, and Nung open an Ogden jour

nal till he found the wporting page,
whoere his ¢y vl MY jove,
et doming thewson in
the Lou!"”

“Mattie 1s most Intelleckshal pitch-
er in the world,” sald Little Jimmiae,
and thea everybody disappeared be
hind paper ramparis, while the butch-
er lingered to explain to the porter
the deinlls of the great event.
About this time, Marjorie, tired of
her pretence at slumber, strolled into
the observallon car, glancing Into the
men's room, where she saw nothing
but newspapers. Then Mrs. Welling-
ton saw her, and amlled: “Come In
and make yoursellf at home.”
“Thanks,” sald Marjorie, baahfully,
“l1 was looking for my—my—"
“Husband 1™
u'"r M.H
“How is he this morning T™
“My dog?™
“Your huaband.”
“Oh, he’'s as well as could be ex-
pected.”
“Where dld you get that love of a
walst? Mra. Welllngton laughed.
“Mre. Temple lent It to me, JIsn’t
it sweet?”

“Exquisitel The Ilatest Ypallantl
mode.”
Marjorie, suffering almost more

acutely from being badly frocked than
from being duped In her matrimoniail
hopes, threw herself on Mrs. Welling-
ton's mercy.

“I'm so unhappy Ia this., Couldn’t
you lend me or sell me pomething a
little smarter?”

“I'd love to, my dear,” sald Mra.
Wellington, “but 1 left home on short
notice myself. I shall need all my
divorce trousseau In Reno. Otherwise
—f—but here’s your husband. You
two ought to have sgome place to
gepoon. I'll leave you this whole room.”
And she swept out, nodding to Mal-
lory, who had divined Marjorie's
presence, and felt the need of belng
near her, though he also felt the need
of finishing the story of the great
ball game. Husbandlike, he felt that
he was conferring sufficlent courtesy
in throwing a casual smile across the
top of the paper,

Marjorie stodled his motley garb,
and her awn, and groaned:

"We're a sweet looking pair, aren't
wa?"

“Mr. and Miss Fit,” sald Mallory,
from behind the paper.

“"Oh, Harry, has your love grown
cold?” she pleaded,

“Marjorie, how can you think such
A thing?” still from behind the paper,
“Well, Mra. Wellington sald we
ought to have some place to spoon,
and she went away and left us, and—
thera you stand—and—"

Thie plerced evem the baseball
news, and he threw his arms around
her with glow of devotion.

She shuggled closer, and cooed:

and his tone grew reverent as he

Papers, gents, all the
latest papers, magazines, periodicals.”

a polite: “Where is the next stop?”
“Ogden.”
“Where's that? On the mapT”
"Well, it's In Utab.”

even get a sample.”

CHAPTER XXV.

The Traln Wrecker.

couple.
deslre for solitude.

on people who did not want them.
His volce and his method suggested
the mosquito. BSeelng Mallory and
Marjorte mutually absorbed In read-
ing each other's eyes, and evideatly
In need of nothing on earth less than
something else 0 read, the traln-
buicher decided that his best plan of
attack was (o make himselfl a nuls-
ance. |t is a plan successfully adopt-
ed by organgrinders, street planists
and other blackmallers under the
gEulse of art, who have nothing wm»o
welcome to sell as thelr absence.

traln-boy’s hum, but they tried to ig-
nore It

“Papers, gents and ladles?
No? Parls fashions, lady?™
He shoved a large periodical be-
tween thelr very noses, but Marjorie
threw it on the floor, with a bitter
glance at her own borrowed plumage:
“Dont show me any Parla fasbh-
lona!” Then she gave the bory his
conge by resuming her chat with Mal
lory: “"How long de we stop at Og:
denT™

The traln-boy went right on aue
tioning his papers and magazines,
and poking them Into the laps of his
prey. And they weat right on talking
to ome another and pushing his papers
and magazines to the floor.

| ™1 think I'd better get off at Og-
den, and take the next train back

Yen?

That's just what I'll do. Nothing,
thank you!™ this last to the traln-
boy.

“Put you can't leave me like this,*
Mallory urged excitediy, with a nide
glance of “No, no!” to tase train-boy.
“1 can, and I must, and [ will,” Mar
jorte Inslsted. “1'll go pack my things
now "

“But, Marjorie, listen to me.”
“WIIl you let me alone!'” This to
the gadfly, but to Mallory a dejected
wall: “I—1 just remembered. 1
bhaven't anything to pack.”

“And you'll have to give back that
walst to Mrs. Temple. You can't get
off at Ogden without a watst.™

“I'l go anyway. 1 want to get
home.”

“Marjorie, if you talk that way—I'1l
throw you off the train!”

Bhe gasped. He explained: 1
wasn't talking to you; I was trying
to stop this phonograph.” Then he
rose, and laid violent hands on the
annoyer, shoved him to the corridor,
geized hls bundle of paperz from his
Arm, and hurled them at his head.
They fell in a shower about the train-
butcher, who conld only feel a cer-
tain respect for the one man who had
ever trested him as he knew he de-
served. He bent to pick up his scat-
tered merchandise, and when he had

head In, and sang out a sincere:
"Excuse me."”

But Mallory d4id not hear him, he
was excitedly trying to ealm the ex-
clied girl, who, having eloped with
him, was preparing now to elope back
without him.

“Darling, you can't desert me now,”
he pléeaded, "and leave me to go on
alone?

“Utah!™ she groaned. *“They mar
ry by wholesale there, and we can't

The train-butcher, entering the Ob-
servation Hoom, found only a loving
He took In at & glance thelr
A large part of
his business was the forcing of wares

Mallory and Marjorie heard the !

gathered his stock together, put his |

| “H.mm.

8 just as much as it is to any»
hn.r'hl “ﬂ nmﬂ

reslgnation.
Mmrmlnﬂmm‘tmm'
Now, suppose you propose something.”
The sllence was oppressive.
sat llke stoughton bottles. There the,
conductor
later.

from time to time.

Ages seemed to pass, and Mallory
had not even a suggestion. By this
timé Marjorie's temper bhad evaporat-
od, and when he sald: “If we could
only stop at some town for half am
bour,” she sald: “Maybe the condue
lor would bold the train for us.”

“I hardly think be would.”

“He looks llke an awfully nice man.
You ask him. ™

“Ob, what's the uzeT"

Marjorie was getilng tired of de-
pending on this charming young man
with the very bad luck. Bhe decided
lo assume command hersell. Bhe
look recourse naturally to the eorig-
inal feminine methods: “I'll take care
of him,” she sald, with resolution. "A |
woman can get a man to do IIHII::
anything If she firts a little with |
alm.”

“Marjorie! "
“Now, don't you mind aoything 1§

do. Remember, it's all for love of
you—even If 1 have to kisse him.”

“Marjorie, 1 won't permit—"

“You have no right to boss me—
yot. You subside.” Bhe gave him the
merest touch, but be fell bagkward
into a chalr, utterly aghast at the
shamelesa siren ioto which despers-
tlon had altered the timid little
be thought he had chosen to love,
was beling rapidly initiated imto
complex and versatile and fearfully
wonderful thing a woman really
and he was saying to himeelf, “What
have I married ™™ forgetting, for
moment, that he had not -l.'rrhlll-'
yot, and that therein lay the
trouble,

-
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CHAPTER XXV \

Delllah and the Conductor.
Like the beat of women and
worst of men, Marjorie was
willing to do evil that good
come of It. Bhe advanced on the
nocent conductor, as the lady
Borek must have siied up to
son, coquetting with one

and snipping the shears
other,

The stupefied Mallory
jorie In a startling Imitation of
self at her sweetest; only now It was
bragzen mimiery, yet how like! Bhe
went forward as the shyest young
thing In the world, pursed her lips In~
to an ecstatic simper, and began on
the unsuapecting official:

“lan't the country perfectiy—"

“Yea, but I'm getting used to I~
the conductor growled, without look-
ing up.

His curt. indifference joited Mar-
jorie a trifle, but she raliled her forces,
and came back with: “"How long do
wa stop at OgdenT”

“Five minutesa,” very bluntly.
Marjorte poured maple syrup on her
tone, as she purred: "This train of
yours is an awfully fast train, fsm’t
itr

“Sort of,” said the conductor, With
fust a trace of thaw. What followed
made him hold his breath, for the
ontrageous Httle hussy was actually
saying: “The company must have &
great deal of confidence in you to en-
trust the lives and weifare of so many
people to your presence of mind and

E
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. courage.”

“Well, of conrse, I can’t say as to
that—" Even Mallory could see that

| the man’s regerve was meiting fast aa

Marjorie went on with relentiess

treacle:

“Talk about soldlers and firemen

“Well, why don't you do some
thing?” she retorted, In equal des-
peration. “If 1 were a man, and 1
had the girl I loved on a train. I'd

“Aren’'t we having a nice long engage-
ment? We've traveled a million
miles, and the preacher isn’t In sight
yet. What have you been reading—
wedding announcements?”

"No—1 was reading about the most
wonderful exhibition. Mattie was in

His jaded soul counld not respond to

1!!
-

bay, Who had

of these thrillers, the dime-nov-

melodramsatic third-acts of na-
But with the arrival of a train-
u-tmm

fy.

the box—and in perfect form.”
“Mattie?” Marjoria gasped uneas-

“Mattisl™ Ne raved, “and in perfect

form.” . | |

L

| get her married If 1 had to wreck

the—"" she caught her breath, paused
A second In intense thought, and
then, with swiden radiance, cried;
“Harry, dear!”

“Yea, love!”™

“1 have an jdea-—an inspirstion!™

“Yen, pet,” rather dublously from

bim, but with absoiute extiitation from
ber: “Let’s wreck the trainf™

“1 dou't follow yom, sWé

1_! I-l

et . g g T
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and life-savers!
humm-nthnnrulmuh
a conductor—really.”

I think It takes &

“Well, Itllllhiﬂlll‘m

job.” The conuctor swelled his eh t




