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: o “Responsible.
g yﬂhrr is a soldler, but soldiers
such ferocious, destructive peo-
while conductors save lives, and
I were only a man 1 think it
would be my greatest ambition to be
& conductor—especially on an over-

land express.”

The conductor told the truth when
he canfessed: “Well, 1 never heard
it put just that way.” Then he spoke
with a little more pride, hoping to in-
crease the impression he felt he was
making: “The main thing, of course,
is to get my train through On Time!"™

This was a facer. He was golng to
get his train through On Time just
to oblige Marjorle. She stammered:

“I dom’t suppose the train, by any
accldent, would be delayed in leaving
OgdenT”
" "“Not If I can help it,” the herd
Averred, to reassure her.

“I wish it woald,” Marjorle mur
mured.

The conductor looked at her In sur-
prise: “Why, what's It to you?” She
turned her eyes on him at full capndle
power, and smiled:

“Oh, | just wanted to do a Nliue
shopping there.”

“Shopping! While the train walts!
Excuse me'”

“You see,” Marjorie fluttered, “by a
sad mistake, my baggage Isn't on the
train. And | haven't any—any—I
really need to buy some—some things
very badly. It's awfully embarrassing
to be without them.”

“I can Imagine,” the conductor
mumbied. “Why don't you and your
busbanu drop off and take the next
train T

“My husb—Mr. Mallory has to be
in Ban Francisco by tomorrow night.
He jJust bas to!"™

“80 have L”

“But to oblige me? To save me
from distress—don’'t you think you
ocould? Like a aweetl little chiid ahe
twiated one of the brasa butions on
his coat sleeva, and wheedled: “Lon‘t
you think you might bold the train
Just a Uttle tiny half hour?”

He was sorry, bul he didn"t see how
he could. Then sbhe took his breath
Away agaln, by asking, out of a clear
aky: "Are you married?

He was aa awkward as Il ahe had
proposed to him, she anawered for
him: “"Oh, but of course you are. The
women wouldn't let a big, handsome,
moble brave glant Hke you escape
long.” He mopped hia brow In Aagony
Aa ahe wenl on: "I'm sure youre A
very chivalrous man. [I'm sure you
would give your Hfe to rescus A
maiden In distiress. Well, here's your
chance. Wont you please bhold the
train ™

Bhe actually had ber cheok almost
against his shoulder, though she had
to polse atiptoe to reach him. Malk
lory's dismay was changing to a boil
ing rage, and the conductor was a
pitiable combination of Saint Anthony

and Tantalua, "“I—I'd love to obligs
you,” he mumbled, “but it would be as
much as my job's worth."

“How mmuch la that?™ Marjorie
asked, and added reassuringly, "l

you lost your Job I'm sure my father
would get you A better one.”
“Marbe.” said the conductor, “Dut—
1 pot thia one”™
Then his rolling ayes caught sight

. : "Hay, your
husband is motioning st you.”

“Dom't mind him,” Marjorie urged,
“just HlHetem to me. 1 Implore
I—" Beeing that he was still
ing, she played her Iast card
erying, “Oh, you can’t resist my
ers po cruelly,” she threw her
around his neck, sobbing, “Do you
want to break my heam?™

Mallory rushed into the scene and
the condunctor, tearing Marjorie’s arms
loose, retreated, gasping, "No! and |
don’t want your husband to break my
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you dare refuse?
“I've got to,” the comductor abject-

this train.
a simple little favor
doctor! of a stupld ol
train!! of all things!!!™

Then she hurled herself into a ehair
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He stormed into the smoking room
to open the safety valve of his wrath,
and found the porter just coming out

of the buffet cell with a tray, two hol-

low-stemmed glasses and & bottle
swaddled in a napkin.

“Say, Ellsworth, what in —— do
you suppose that female back there
wants?—wants me to bhold the Trans-
American while—"

But the porter was in a flurry bim-
self. He was about to serve cham-
pagne, and he cut the conductor short:

“'Scuse me, boes, but they's a lov-
in' couple in the stateroom forward
that is in a powerful hurry for this. 1
can't talk to you now. I'll see You
later.” And he swaggered off, leav-
ing the door of the buffet open. The
conductor paused to close it, glanced
in, started, stared, glared, roared:
“What's this! Well, I'll be—a dog
emuggled in here! [I'll break that
coon’'s head. Come out of there, you
miserable or'nary hound.” He selzed
the iIncredulous Bnooslvums by the
scruff of his neck, growling, “It's you
for the baggage car ahead™ and
dashed out with his prey, jJust as Mal-
lory, now getting new bearings on
Marjorie’'s character, spoke Across
the rampart of his Napoleonleally
folded armes:

“Well, you're a nice one!—making
violent love to A conductor belore my
very eyes. A minute more and |
would have—"

She wsllenced him with a snap:
*“Don't you sp.ak to me! [ hate you!
I bate all men. Fhe more | know
men the more | llke—"" this reminded
her, and abhe aaked anxiously: “Whaere
is Bnoozleums?"

Mallory, Impatient at the shilt of
subject, anapped back: “Oh, [ left him
in the bullet with the walter, What |
want to know Is bow you dare to—"

“Was It & colored walter?”
“Of coursse, But I'm not speaking
n‘_n

“But suppose he should bite him?™

“Oh, you can’t hurt those nigger
waltern. [ started to say—"

“Fut 1 cean't have Bnoomleums bit-
ing colored people, It might not agree
with him. Oet him at onece™

Mallory trembled wiih suppressed
rage like an overloaded boller, but he
gave up and growled: “Oh, Lord, all
right. I'll get him when ['ve fin
lahed —"

“Go get him this minute. And bring
the poor darling back to hls mother.”

“His mother! Yo goda!”™ eried Mal
lory, wildly,. He turned away and
dashed Into the mem’'s room with a
furious: “Where's that damned dogT’

He met the porter jJust returning.
The porter smiled: "He's right In
heah, gir,” and opened the buffet door.
His eyea popped and his jaw sagged:
“Why, 1 lef" him here just a minuts
Ago.”

“You left the wiadow open, too,”
Mallory observed. “Waell, 1 guess ha's
gone.”

The porter was paniostricken: “Oh,
I'm turrible sorry, boss, [ Wwounldn't
have lost dat dog for a fortune If
you was to hit me with & axe |
wounldn't mind.”

To his utter befuddiement, Mallory

wOorTy.”
jar In his palm. Leaving the
lids batting over the starting eayes,
Mallory pulled his amile Into a long
face and went back to Marjorie ke
an undertaker: “My love, prepare
yourself for bad newa™

Marjorie looked up, startied and ap
prehensive: “Baocozlenms is lll. He
did bite the darkey.”
“Worse than that—he—he—fell out
of the window.™
“When!" she shrieked, “In heaven™
name—when?”
“He was thers just a minute ago,
the waiter saya.”
Marjorie went Into instant hysteries,
wringing her hands and sobbing: “Oh,
my darling, my poor child—stop the
train at oncel”

I
:
i

and pounded her heels on the floor
fn & tantrum that parailyzed Mallory.
RBven the condnetor tapped him on the
ahounier and said: “You have my Sym-
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lem of answering by Marjorie’s abrupt |

off the train.”

an ingtant. “Your child fell off the
train!™ he gasped. “Good Lord]! How

it wa au hel Sht, aroppuuly o the
floor and jumpiog up and down In &
frenzled dance. In the distance the
engine could be heard faintly whist-
ling, whistling for every pull.

The engineer, far ahead, could not
imagine what unheard-of crisis could
bring about such mad siguals. The
fireman yelled:

“] bet that crasy conductor is at-
tacked with an epllettic fit.”

I But there was no disputing the
command. The engine was reversed,
the air brakes set, the sand run out
and every effort made to pull the
fron horse, as it were, back on its
| haunehes.

The grinding, squealing, jolting,
shook the train like an earthquake.
The shrieking of the whistle froze the
blood llke a woman's cry of “‘Mur
der!"” in the night. The women Among
the passengers echoed the screams. |
The men turned pale and braced
themselves for the shock of colllsion.
Some of them were mumbling pray-
ers., Dr. Temple and Jimmle Welling-
ton, with one idea in their dissimilar |
souls, dashed from the smoking room
to go to thelr wives.

Ashton and Wedgewood, with no
one to care for but themselves, selzed |
windows and tried to fight them open.
At last they budged a sash and knelt
down to thrust thelr heads out.

“I don't see & beastly thing ahead,”
said Wedgewood, “except the heads
of other fools.”

“We're slowing down though,” sald
Ashton, *“she stops! We're sale.
Thank God!” And he collapsed into
& chalr, Wedgewood coliapsed Into |
another, gasping: “Whatevah are we
safe from, I wondah?”

The train-crew and various passen-
gers descended and ran alongside the
train asking gquestions. Panic gave |
way to mystery. Even Dr. Temple
came® back into the smoking room to
finish a precious cigar be had been at |
work on. He was followed by Little
Jimmie, who had not quite reached
his wife when the stopping of the
train put an end to his excuse Iurl
chivalry. He was regretfully mum-
biing:

“It would have been such a good
shansh to shave my Iife's wife—I1 |
mean my—I don't know what I mean.”
He sank into a chalr and ordered a
drink: then suddenly remembered his
vow, and with great herolsm, rescind-
ed the order,

Mallory, finding that the train was
checked just before he reached the
conductor, saw that official’'s bewilk
dered wrath at the stoppage and had
A fearsome Intuition that Marjorie
had somebow done the deed. He hur
ried back to the observation room,
where bhe found her charglog up and
down, still distraught. He paused at
A safe distance and sald:

“The train has stopped, my dear.
Somebody rang the bell”

“lI guess somebody did!™ Marjorie
anawered, wilh a proud loss of Lhe
head. "Where's the comductor™

“He's looking for the [ellow Lhat
pulled the rope.”™ |

“You go tell him to back up-—and
slowly, too.”

“No, thank you!”™ sald Mallory. He
was A brave young man, bul he was
nol bearding the conductors of stop-
ped expresssa, Already the conduo-
tor's voice was heard In the smoking
room, whare he appeared with the
rush and roar of a Bashan bull
“Well!” be bellowed, “which one of
you guys pulled that rope?™”

“It was nobody here, sir,” Dr. Tem-
ple meekly explained. The conductor
tranafized him with a baleful glare:
“1 wonidn't belleve a gambler on oath,
I bet you 4 It.”

“1 assure you, sir,” Wedgewood In-
terposed, “he didn't touch It. 1 wae
beah.”

The conductor waved him aside and
charged iInto the observation room,

followad by all the passengers In ul
awestruck mmbble. Here, too, the
eonductor thundered: "Who pulied
that rope? Speak up somebody.” I

Mallory waa abhout to sacrifice him-
self to save Marjorie, but she met the
conductor's black rage with the with-
ering contempt of A young queen: “l
pulled the old rope. Whom did you
sappose ™
The conductor almost dropped with
apoplexy at finding himseaif with mo-
body to vent hia immense rage om,
but this pink and white slip. “You!”™
he guiped, “well, what in— Say, In
the name of—why, don't you know it's
a penitentiary offense to stop a traim |
thia way?”

Marjorie tossed her head a little
higher, grew a NHttle calmer: “What
do I care? 1 want you to back up.”
The conductor was reduced to a
wet rag, Ao feeble echo: "Back uwp—
the train up?”

“Yea, back the traln up,” Marjorie
answered, resolutely, “and go slowly
till 1 tell you to stop.”

The conductor stared at her A mo-

ment, then whirled on Mallory: “Say,
what In hell’s the matter with your
wife T

Mallory was saved from the prob

change from a young Tsarina rebuk-
ing a serf, to a terrified mother. Bhe
flung out imploring palms and with a
gush of tears pleaded: “Womt yom
please back np? My darling ohild fall |

The conductor’s rage fell away In
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supposed, finally.

gEage cars,” Marjorie
won't ride In ome.”

bhis neck.”

jorie shrank away from bim im hor-
ror, and he found courage to selze
the bell rope and yank it victously
with a sardonle: “Please, may [ start
this train?

began to bammer, the traln to creak
and writhe and click,
pulled his cap down hard and start-
ed
pleave: "Oh, 1 implore you, don't con-
sign that poor sweet child to the hor-
rid baggage car.
bheart In your breast, hear my pray-
#l'l

ditionally:
right.
keep quiet, I'll bring him to you.” And
he slunk out meekly, followed by the
passengers, who were shaking
heads In wonderment at this most
amazing feat of thia mosl amazing
bride.

Mnarjorie, as radiant as April after a
storm, turned her sunshiny smile om
Mallory:

SBnocozleuma alive and well T

PFut Mallory was fleeling ke =
March day. He answered with a
gleety chill: “"You care more for Lbhe

dog than you do for me.”

swered with wide eyea, "Hooozsleums
never would bave brought me on a
wild goose elopement llke this, Heav.
en knowe bhe didn’t want to come."”

“You love a dog belter than you love
your husband.”

she spoke with lofty condescension:
“Harry Mallory, If you're going to be
jealous of that dog, I'll never marry
you the longest day 1 live ™

us?™ he demanded
a bundred husbands,” she retorted.

lory sald. "You'd betier give me back
that wedding ring.”

but her pride was in arme. Ahe drew
hersall up, alid the ring from her fin-
ger, and heid it out as If she scorned
it: “With pleasure. (ood aftermoon,
Mr. Mallory.”

mereat trifle, bowed and murmured:

back on AMim. A casual withess would
have sald that they were oo Ind¥-
ferent to emch other avem to feel an-
ger., As a matter of romantiec fact,
each was on fire with love, and aching
madly with regret. Each longed for
strength to whirl round with outfiung
arms of reconciliation, and neither
eould be so brave. And so they part-
ed, each harking back flercaly for ome
word of recall from the other. But
neither spoke, and Marjorie sat star
ing at nothing through raining eyes,
while Mallory strode Into the Mem's
Room as melancholy as Hamilet with
Yorick’s akull in his hands.

they were convinced that the world
might as well come to an end.

Iy as & demerted battlefleld and Mar-
jorie as doleful as A wounded solk
dler left behind, and perishing of
thirst, when the conductor came back
with Bnoozleums In hia arms.

yall: “A curly tail!—your son?”

106 conguow. -wung round with l

m, K T

“rhanks. Auu if you ever want to
run this road for a couple of weelks,

“My dog!"™ Marjorle roared back st | just let me know.”

him. .
The conductor's volce cracked
weakly as he shrieked: “Your dog!
You stopped this train for a fool dogT”
“He wasn't & fool dog,” Marjorie
retorted, facing him down, “he knows
more than you do.”

The conductor threw up his hands:
“Well, don't you women beat—" He
studied Marjorie as If she were some
curious freak of nature. Buddenly an
idea struck into his daze: “Bay, what
king of a dog was 1t 7—a measly little
cheese-hound ™

“He was A& noble, beautiful soul
with wonderfuyl eyes and adorable
enrs.”

The conductor was growing weak-
er and weaker: “Well, don't worry. 1
got him. He's in the baggage car.”

Marjorie stared at him unbelleving-
ly. The news seemed too gloriously
beautiful to be true. “He lsn’t dead—
S8noozleums s not dead!” she e¢ried,
“he lives! He lives! You have saved
him.” And once more she flung her-
self upon the eonductor. He tried to
bat her off llke a gnat, and Mallory
came to his rescue by dragging ber
away and shoving her into a chair.
But she saw only the noble conductor:
“Oh, you dear, good, kind angel. et
him at once.”

“He stays In the baggage car,” the
conductor answered, firmly and as he

“But Snoozleums doesn't llke bag-
smiled. “He

“He'll ride In this one or I'll wring

“You flend In human fleah!” Mar-

The whistle tooted faintly. The bell
The conductor

forward,. Marjorie selzed his

If you have & human

The conductor surrendered uncon-
“Oh, Lord, all right, all
I'll lose my job, but If you'll

thelr
When they were alone oboe more,

“Isn’t It glorious to have our Hitle

“Why shouldnt I17™ Marjorie an-

Mallory repeated the Indictment:

"My what? Marjorie laughed, then

“S8o you'll let A dog come between
“1 wouldnt give up Bnoosleums for

“I'm glad to know It in time,” Mal

Marjorle nodded appreciatively and
sald: “1 will. You're very kind.”

And that completed the rout of that
conductor. He retired in disorder,
leaving Marjorie to fondle Bnoosle-
ums with a neglectful indifference that

would have greatly fiattered Mallory,

partition that divided them.

But he was witnessing with the
cynical superiority of an mged and
disillusioned man the, to him, childish
benavior of Ira Lathrop, an eleventh-
hour Orlando.

For just as Mallory moped into the
smoking-room at one door, Ira Lath-
rop swept in at the other, his face
rubicund with embarrassment and
ecstasy. He had donned an old frock
coat with creases lHke ruts from long
exile in his trunk. But he was feel-
ing llke an heir apparent; and he
startled everybody by his jovial hail:

“Well, boys—er—gentlemen — the
drinks are on me. Walter, take the
orders.”

rose hastily to his feet and saluted,
saying: “Present! Who said take the
ordera?”

“1 did,” sald Lathrop, “I'm giving &
party. Walter, take the orders.”

“Sarsaparilla,” said I'r, Temple, but
they howled him down and ordered
other thinge. The porter shook bis
head sadly: “Nothin’ but sof’ drinks
in Utah, gemmen."

A groan went up from the club-
members, and Lathrop groaned loud-
est of all:

“Well, we've got to drink something.
Take the orders. We'll all have sarsa-

parilla.”
Little Jimmis Wellington came to

the rescue.

“Don‘t do anything desperate, geon-
tlemen,” he saild, with a look of @i
vine philanthropy. “The bar's closed,
but Little Jimmie Wellington Is here
with the Iife preserver.” From his
hip-pocket he produced a silver Hask
that looked to be big enough to carry
a regiment through the Alps. It was
greeted with a salvo, and Lathrop
sald to Jimmie: *“1 apologize for
everything | have sald—and thought—
about you." He turned (o the porter:

this way, ls there?™

The porter grinned: “Not If you-all
bribe the exercise-lnspector.” And he
held out a glass for the bribe, mur-
muring, "Don’t git tired,” as It was
poured, He set It Inside his sanctum
and then bustied round with ice-filled
gElasses and a siphon,

When Little Jimmie offered of Lhe
flask to Dr. Temple, the clergyman
put out his hand with a politely bor
rifled: “No, thank you ™

Lathrop frightened him with a sud-

den comment: “Look al that gesture!
Doc, I'd almost awear you waere A par
somn.”
Mallory whirled on him with the
eyea of & hawk aboul to pounce, and
“The very idea!™ was the best dis-
clalmer Dr. Temple could manage,
suddenly Anding himeell suspected.
Ashton put In with, “The omnly way
to disprove i, Doe, ia to join wa”

The poor old clergyman, too deaply
iInvolved In his deceplion to brave
confesslon now, decided (o do and
dare all. He stammered, “"Er—ah—
certainly,” and hald ouwt his hand for
his ahare of the polaon. Little Jim-
mia winked at the others and almost
filled the glass. The Innocent doctior
bowed hia thanks. When the porier
reached him and prepared to All the
remainder of the glass (rom {the
siphon, the parson waved him aside
with a misguided caution:

“No, thanka. ['ll not mizx them.”

Mallory turned away with a sigh:
“He takes his straight. He's no par

Marjorie’s heart stopped at thia, | P00

Mallory took It as If It were the

Good aftermoon, Miss Newton.”
He stalked out and she turned her

It was their first great quarrel, and

CHAPTER XXV

The Woman-Mater's Relapes,
The observation room was as lome

Then they forgot the doctor In
eurioaity aa to Lathrop's seddan
apasm of generoaly-—with Welling-
ton's Nguor. Wedgewood volced Lhe
general curlosity when he saM:
“What's the old woman-hater up to
now T

“Woman-hater ™ laughed Ira. “It's
the old story. ['m going to follow
Mallory's example— marriags.”

“1 hope you succeed.™ sald Mallory.
“Wherever did you pick up the
bride?” mald Wedgewood, mellowing
with the long glass in his hand.
“Brides are easy,” sald Mallory,
with surprizing cyniciam. “"Whers do
you get the parson?”

“Hang the parson,” Wedgawood r»
peoated, “Whao's the gel ™

“TN bet I know who she la~” Ash-
ton Interposed; “H's that nectarine of
A dameel who got on at Greem River.”
“Not the same!” Lathrop roared.
“lI foond my bride blooming hers all
the while. Girl 1 used to spark back
in Brattlsboro, Vi. I've been vowing
for years that T'd live and dle an old
mald. I've kept my head out of the

nooss all this time-—t111 T struck this
train and met up with Anne. We got
fo talking over old times—waking up
old sentiments. Bhe got on my nerves,
I got on hers. Finally 1 sald, "Aw,
hell, lot's got married. Bave price of
one stateroom to China anyway.' Hhe
sAys, ‘Damned If I dom"t!"—or words
to that sffect.”

Mallory broke In with feverish In-

it he could have seen through the

Little Jimmle woke with a start,

“There ain't any law against giving |

hullaballoo all the men charged
glasses, and drained them with an
roarious “How!"

Poor Dr, Temple had taken
ous delight in the success of his

of the rest, and in a final trivmph
recklessness, he tossed off &' bumper
of stralght whisky,

Instantly his “How!™ changed to
“"Wow!"™ and then his throat clamped
fast with a terrific spasm
the tears from his eyes. He

than sympathy. have
dreamed that the old “physician” was
As lgnorant of the
vigor ol pure spirits.

After a riot of handashaking and
gEood wishes, Ira was permitted to
cape with his life. Mallory followed
him to the vestibule, when he
him by the sleeve with an

“Kxcuse me.”

“Well, my boy—"

"Your minister—after you get
through with him—may [ use himT"

“May you—what?! Why do you
want a minister?

“To get married.”

|
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“Mo a Mormon!™

“Then what do you want with an
extrd wife? It's agalnst the law—
even In Utah ™

“You don't undersiand.”

“My boy, one of us Is disgracefully
drunk.”

“Well, I'm bpot,” sald Mallory, and
then after a Berce inbher debats, he

#0 long A duplicity, but atl last they
wWere Ooul:

“Mr. Lathrop, I'm mol really mar
ried to my wife.”

“You )oung socoundrel!”

But his fury changed to pityr whem
he bheard the bistory of Mallory's
inted efforia, and be
only to lend Mallory his
second-hand, bul aleo
whole afalr a secrel, I
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through with hMm, and wa'll
rfed on this train.”
Marjorie was overwhelmed, but
felt it becoming In her to
eoy. BSo she pouted: “But
want me for a bride now,

a fright”
He took the bait, hook and all: <1

Raver saw you looking so adorable.™

“Honestly? Oh, but it wiil be glorl
ous to be Mra, First Lisutsnant
lory.”

“Glorious!”™

“T must telegraph home—and




