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forms and then paused with knitted
brow: "It will be very hard to say all
I've got to say In ten words.”
“Hang the expense,” Mallory sniffed
magnificently, “I'm paying your bills
now."
But Marjorle tried to look very
matronly: “S8end a night letter In the
day time'! No, indeed, we must be-
Ein to economize.” '
Mallory was touched by this new
revelation of her future housewifely
thrift. He hugged her hard and re-
minded her that she could send a day-
letter by wire.
“An excellent idea,” she sald. “Now,
don't bother me. You go on and read
your paper, read about Mattle. I'H
never be jealous of her—him-—of any-
body—again.”
“You sbhall never have cause for
jealousy, my own.”
But fate was not finished with the
’altiation of the unfortunate palr, and
already new trouble was strolling In
thelr direction.

— -

CHAPTER XXIX.

Jealousy Comes Aboard.
There was an air of domestic peace

in the observation room, where Mal
lory and Marjorie had been left to
themaelves for some time. Hut the
peace was llke the ominous hush that
precedes a tempest.

Mallory was so happy with every-
thing coming his way, that he was
oven making up with Snoozleums,
stroking the tatted coat with one hand
and bholding up his newspaper with
the other. He did not know all that
was coming his way. Tbhe blisaful =}
lence was broken Orst by Mar)orie:

“How do you spell Utah?—with a
yr

“Utah begins with You,” he sald—
and rather llked hin wit, listened lfor
some recognition, and rose to get It
but she waved him away.

“Don't bother me, boney. Can’t you
see I'm busy?™

He kissed her halr and sauntered
back, dividing his attention between
Bnooaleums and the ten-inning game.

And now there was a amall commo-
tion In the smoking room. Through
the glass along the corridor the men
caught sight of the girl who bhad got
on at Oreen River. Ashion saw her
first and she saw him.

“There she goes.,” Ashion hlased to

the othera, "look guick! There's the
nectarine.”
“My word'! BShe's a little bit of ali

right, lsn't she?
Even Dr. Temple stared at her with

approval: “Dear little thing. Isa't
shea ™™
The girl, very consciously wuncon-

pciouns of the admiration, moved de-
murely along, with eyes downcast, but
at such an angle that she could take
in the sensation she was creating;
ghe went along picking up stares as i
they were bouquets,

Her demoanor was A remarkable
eompromise between outrageous fiir-
tation and perfect respectability. But
ghe was 'ooking back so Intently that
when she moved into the observation
room the walked right into the news-
paper Mallory was holding out before
him.

Both said: “T beg your pardon.”

When Mallory lowered the paper,
both stared till thelr eyes almost
popped. Her amazement was one of
ifmmediate raptare. He looked as if
he would have been much obliged for
a volcanic crater to sink into.

“Harry!” she gasped, and let fall
her handbag.

“Kitty!” he gasped, and let fall his
pewspaper. Both bent, he handed
her the newspaper and tossed the
handbag Into a chair; saw his mis-
take, withdrew the newspaper and
proffered her Snoozleums. Marjorie
stopped writing, pen poised in air, a8
if she had suddenly been petrified.

The newcomer was the first to
Bhe fairly gushed: “Harry
Mallory—of all people.”

“Kitty! Kathleen! Miss Lewellyn!™

“Just to think of meeting You

“Just to think of It.”

“And on this train of all places.”™

“On this train of ail places!”

“Oh, Harry, Harry!”

“Oh, Kitty, Kitty, Kitty!”

“You dear fellow, it's so long since
1 sxw you last.”

“So long.”

“I1t was at that last hop at West
Point, remember ?—why, it seems only

L2

He Wwas mopping his
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“Thanks."
uHarrI!h
“What's the matter now?”

“This tie,
the one I knitted you?”
“T am sure I don't kmow, I bor
rowed it from the conductor.”
“Don’t you remember? I did knit
You one."
“Did you? 1 belleve you. did!s I
think I wore it out.”

“Oh, you fickle boy.
I have. What's this?

He stared through the glassy eyes
of complete helplessness. “It looks
ke a bracelet”

"Don't tell me you don't remember
this!—the little bangle bracelet you
gave me.”

“D-did 1 give you a baygled brang-
let

“Of course you did. And the in-
scription. Don't you remember 1tT

Bhe held her wrist in front of his
aching eyes and he perused mas If It
were his own epitaph, what she read
aloud for him. “From Harry to Kitty,
the Only Girl I Ever Loved.”

“Good night!™ be sighed to himself,
and began to mop hbis brow with
Snoozleums.,

“You put it on my arm,” sald Kath-
leen, with a moonlight sigh, “and I've
always worn It.”

“"Always

“Always! no matter
engaged to.”

The desperate wretch, who had not
dared even to glance In Marjorie's di-
rectlon, somehow thought he saw a
siraw of sell-delense, "Yo® were en-
gnged Lo three or four olbers when |
was at West Point.”

“I may have been engaged to the
othersn,” sald Kathleen, moon-eyelng
him, “but I always Hked you best,
Clifford—er, Tommy-—| mean Harry.”

“You got me at last.”

Kathleen fenced back at this:
“Well, I've no doubt yon have bad a
dozen affalrs slnce.”

“Oh, no! My heart has only known
one real love.” He threw this over
her head at Marjorie, but Kathleen
solzed it, to his greater confusion:
“Oh., Harry. how sweet of you to say
it. It makes me feel ponitively falnt,”
and she swooned his way, but he
shoved a chalr forward and let her
collapse Into that. Thinking and hop-
ing that she was unconscious, he
sade ready to escape, but she canght
him by the coat, and moaned: “Where
am 17 and he growled back:

“In the Observation Car!"™

Kathleen'n Hie and enthusiasm Te-
turned without delay: “Fancy meet-
ing you again! 1 couM just scream.”

“S0 could 1.7

“You must come up In our car and
gee mamma.”

“la Ma-mamma with youT" Mal
lory stammered, on the verge of Im-
becility.

“Oh, yes, Iindeed,
around the world.”
“Don’t let me detain you.”

“Papa Is going round the world
alson.”

“Is papa on thia train, too?”

At last gpomething seemed to em-
barracs her a trifle: “"No, papa went
on ahead. Mamma hopes to overiake
him. But papa I A very good tray-
eler.”

Then she changed the subject. “Do
come and meet mamma. It would
cheer her np s0. She Is so fond of
you. Omly this morning she wag say-
Ing, 'Of all the boys you Wwere ever
engaged to, Kathleen, the one I like
most of all was Edgar—I mean Clar-
ence—er—Harry Mallory.”

“Awfully kind of her.”

“You must come anhd see her—ahe's
some stouter mow!™

“Oh, is she? Well that’'s good.”
Mallory wag too angry to be pane,
and too helpless to take advantage of
his anger. He wondered how he could
ever have cared for thia molasses
and mucilage girl. He remembered
now that she had always had thesé
same cloying ways. She had always
pawed him and, Hke everybody but
the pawers, he hated pawing.

It would have been bad enough at
any time to have Kathleen hanging
on his coat, straightening hia tle,
leaning close, smiling up in his eyes,
loaing him his balance, recapturing
him every time he edged away. Hut
with Marjorie as the grim witneas it
was maddening.

He loathed and abominated Kath-
leen Llewellyn, and #f she had only
been A man, he conld cheerfully have
beaten her to a pulp and chucked her
out of the window. But because ashe
waa A helpless little baggage he had
to be as polite as he conld while she
sat and tore his plans to pleces, em-
bittered Marjorie’s heart against him, i

But see what

whom I was

were Eolng

and either ended all hopes of their
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| army posts. So does mamma.”

“And where «'e Yyou bound for,
Harry, dear?”

“The Philippines,” he sald, and for
the first time there was something
beautiful in thelr remoteness,

“Perhaps we shall cross the Pacitio
on the same boat.”

The first sincere smile he had ex-
perienced came to him: “I go on an
army tranaport, fortu—unfortunately.”

“Oh, I just love soldiers. Couldn't
mamma and I go on the transport?
Mamma Is very fond of soldlers, too.”

“I'm afrald it couldn’t be arranged.”

“Too bad, but perhaps we can stop
off and pay you a visit. 1 just love

“Oh, do!”
“What will be your address?”
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large bowls o. ..¢ce, and shouting,
“Here comes the ‘possym—er—pos-
son.” Seelng Marjorie, he sald:
“Shall I perambulate Mista Snoozle-
ums?”

She handed the porter her ouly |

friend and he hurried out, as a lean
and professionally sad ascetic hur
rled in. He did not recognize his
boyish enemy in the gray-haired, red-
faced glant that greeted him, but he |
knew that volce and iis gloating
frony:

“Hello, Charlie.”

He had always found that when Ira
grinned and was cordial, some trouble
wasg in store for him. He wondered
what rock Ira held behind his back |
now, but he forced an uneasy cor-
diality: “And is this you, Ira? Well,

this green tie, isn't this

ippines.”

them
“Only about two thousand.”
“Which one will you be on?

She rose in a tightly leashed fury,
“I'm afraid I'm in the way.”

pletely.

Jorle.

bristling,

Ele,
er—"

Kathleen smiled:
meet you, Miss Ererer.” .

jorle said, with an acld smile.
“Have you known

just acquaintances on the train?”
traln!"

very well Inded.”
“S8o0 | should judge.

times together?”
“How very sweet of you™
“Oh, don't mentlon 1"

she turned away. Kathleen started
at the ardor of his tone, and gasped:
“Marjorie! Then he—you—"

“Not at all—~not in the least,” sald
Marjorie,

Iy inundated with people. Mrs. Whit-
comb, Mra. Welllungton, Mra. Temple
and Mre. Foadick, all trylng to look
like bridesmalds, danced In, shout-

lﬂ"

the bride and groom!™

CHAPTER XXX,

—

A Wedding on Wheels.

mad women brought the men troop-
ing In from the amoking room and
there was much clrcumstance of dec-
orating the scene with white salin
ribbons, a trifle crumpled and dim of
luster., Mra. Whitcomb waved them
At Mallory with a laugh:

“Recognize these ™™

He nodded dlamally. His own fu-
neral baked meatas were coldly far
nishing forth a wedding breakfast for
Ira Lathrop. Mra, Wellington was
moving about distributing kazoos and
Mres, Temple had an armload of old
phoea, some of which had thumped

Mallory on an occasion which
seemed so0 anclent as to be almost
prehistoric.

Fosdick was howling to the porter
to get some rice, quick!

“How many portions does you ap-
proximate?™

“All you've got.”

“Bolled or fried ™

“Any old way”™ The porter TN
forward to the dining-car for the am-
munition.

Mrs. Temple whispered to her hus-
band: “Too bad you're not officiating,
Walter.” But he cautioned gilence:
“Hush! T'm on my vacation™

The train was already coming Into
Ogden. Nolses were multipiying and
from the Increase of passing objeecis,
the speed seemed to be taking on A
spurt. The bell was clamoring llke
a wedding chime In a steeple.

Mrs. Wellington waa on a chalr fast.
ening a ribbon round one of the
lamps, and Mrs, Whitcomb was on an-
other chair braiding the bell rope with
withered orange branches, when Ash-
ton, with kazoo all ready, called out:
“What tune shall we play?”

“1 prefer the Mendelssohn Wedding
March,” said Mrs. Whitcomb, but Mrs,
Wellington glared across at her.
“I'va always used the Lohengrin.”
“We'll play "em both,” sald Dr. Tem-
ple, to make peace.

Mre. Fosdick murmured to her
gpouse: "“The old Justice of the Peace
didn’t give ns any music at all,” and
received In reward ome of his most
lngcions-eyed looks, and a whisper:
“But he gave us each other.”

“Now and then,” she pouted.

“But where are the bride and
groom ?”

“Here they come—all ready,” cried
Ashton, and he beat time while some
of the guests kazooed at Mendels-
gohn’s and some Wagner's bridal mel-
odies, and others just made a noise.

facedly blushing like two school ehil-
dren about to sing a duet.

The train joited to a dead stop. The
eonductor called into the car: “Og-

den! Al out for Ogden!”™ and svery-

Harry long?™
sald Kathleen, jealously, “or are you

You won't
mind i I leave you to talk over old

“But, Marjorie,” Mallory cried, as

At this crisis the room was sudden-

“Here they come! Make way for

The commotion of the matrimony-

“Just the Philippines—just the Phil- I
“But aren't there quite a few of

“I'l be on the third from the left,”

gald Mallory, who nelther knew nor
cared what he was saying. Marjorie
had endured all that she could stand.

Kathleen turned In surprise. Bhe
‘had not noticed that anyone was near,
Mallory went out of his head com-
“Oh, don't go—for heaven's
sake don't go,” he appealed to Mar-

“A friend of yours?" sald Kathleen,

“No, not a friend,” in a chaotic tan-
“Mrs, — Mliss—Misp—Er—er—

“Delighted to

“The pleasure is all mine,” Mar-

“We're just acquaintances on the

“l used to know Harry very well—

I know ber.

well! It is yeahs since last we met.
And you're just getting married. I8
this the first time, Ira?”

“First offense, Charlle.” :
| The levity shocked Selby, but a

greater shock was in store, for when
bhe inquired: “And who is the—er—
happy—bride? the triumphant Lath-
rop snickered: “I believe you used to
Anne Gattle.”

This was the rock behind Ira’s back,
and Selby took it with a wince: *Not
—my old—"

“The same.
Charlie.”

Anne, you remember,

I “Oh, yes,” sald Anne, “How do you

do, Charlle?™ And she put out a shy
hand, which he took with one still
shyer. He was so0 unsettled that he
stammered: “Well, well, 1 had always
hoped to marry you, Anne, but not

I just this way.”

Lathrop cot him short with a sharp:
“Better get busy—before the traln
slarts. And I'll pay you in advance
before you set off the fireworks.”

| The flippancy pained Rev. Charles,
resuscitated by oné .

but he was
glance at the bill that Ira thrust into
his palm. If a man's gratitude for

his wile I8 measured by the size of
the fee he hands the enabling par-
son, Ira was madly In love with Anne.
Rev. Charles had a reminiscent sus-
plcion that It was probably a counter-
feit, but for once he did Ira an In-
Justice.

The minister was in such a Sutter
from losing his boyhood love, and
galning s0 much money all at once
and from performing the marriage on
a trailn, that he made numerous er-

I rors in the ceremony, but nobody no-

ticed them, and the apirit, If not the
leiter of the oceasion, was there and
the contract was doubtless legal

enough.

The ritual began with the pleasant
murmur of the preacher’'s volce, and
the passengers crowded round In a
solemn calm, which was suddenly vio-
Iated by a lond yelp of langhter from
Wedgewood, who omitied guffaw alter
guffaw and bent double and opened
out again, llke an aglitated umbrella.

The wedding-guests turned on him
visages of horror, and hissed silence
mt him. Ashton wmselzed him, shook
him, and mutliered:

“What the—what's the matter with
you?

The Englishman shook llke a boy
having a spasm of giggles al a fu-
neral, and blurted out the explana-
tlon:

“That story about the bridegroom-—
I just saw the paoint!™

Ashton closed hia jaw by brule
force and watched over him through
the rest of the festivity.

CHAPTER XXXI.

Folled Yet Again.

Mallory had fled from the scene at
the fireat hum of the minister's words.
Mia fate was like alkall on his palate,
For twelve hundred miles he had ran-
gacked the world for a minister, When
one dropped on the train like manna
through the roof, even this miracie
had to be checkmated by a perverse
miracle that sent to the train an early
infatuation, a silly affair that bhe him-
self called puppy-tove. And now Mar-
jorle would never marry him. He did
not blame her. He blamed fate.

He was ia solitude In the smoking
room. The place reeked with drifting
tobacen smoke and the malodor of
cigar stubs and cigarette ends. His
plans were as useless and odious as
cigarette ends. He dropped Into a
chair, his elbows on his kneea and
his head In his hands—Napoleon on
St. Helena.

And then, suddenly he heard Mar-
jorie’s volce. He turned and saw her
hesitating In the doorway. He rose
to welcome her, but the smlile died
on hia lipa at her chilly speech:

“May | have a word with you, slr?”

“Of course. The air's rather thick
in here,” he apologized.

“Just wait!” gshe said, ominously,
and stalked in lHke a young Zenobia,
He put out an appealing hand: “New,
Marjorie, listen to reason. Of course
I know you won't marry me now.”

“Oh, you know that do you?’ she
sald, with a squared jaw, -

“But, really, you ought to marry
me-—not merely because I love you—
and you're the only girl 1 ever—" He
stopped short and ahe almost amiled
as she taunted him: “Go on—I dare
you to say it.”

He awallowed hard and waived the
point: “Well, anyway, yom ought to
marry me—for your own sake.”

Then she took his breath away by
anawering: “Oh, 'm going to marry
you, never fear.”

“You are,” he eried, with a rush of
returning bhope. “Oh, 1 knew you
loved me.™

She pushed his emecircling arms
aside: "1 domn't love you, and that's
why I'm going to marry you.

He stared at her with masculine dis-
may at feminine loglc: “if you can’t
forgive me, then why do you marry
me?” :

“For revenge!” mshe cried. "You
brought me on this train all ﬁ dis-
tance to introduce me to & you
used to spoon with. And [ don't like
her. Bhe's awhull”

“Yes, she 1s awlul,” Mallory Illllltr-l
ed. “I don't know how I ever—"

“Oh, you admit it!™

*“No.”

“Well, I'm going to marry you——
now—this minute—with that preach-
er, then I'ﬂlﬂﬂltﬂlﬂﬂﬂﬂm
and divorce you.” '

“Divorce me! Good Lord! On what
groundsT”

“On the grounds of Miss Kitty—
Katty—Llewellington — or whatever
her name 8"

Mallory was groggy with punish-
ment, and the vain effort to foresee
her next blow. “But you can’'t name
a woman that way,” bhe pleaded, “for
just being nice to me before 1 ever
met you.”

“Phat's the worst kind of unfaith-
fulness,” she reiterated. “You should
have known that some day you would
meet me. You should have saved
your first love for me.”

“But last love 18 best,” Mallory in-
terposed, weakly.

“Oh, no, it 1sn't, and if it is, how do
I know I'm to be your last love? No,
gir, when I've divorced you, you can
go back to your first love and go
round the world wm:muummL
dizzy.”

“But I don't want her for a wife”
Mallory urged, “I want you."

“You'll get me—but not for long.
And one other thing, I want you to
get that bracelet away from that
creature. Do you promisel”

“How can [ get it away?™

“Take it away! Do you promiseT”

Mallory surrendered completely.
Anything to get Marjorie safely Into
his arms: *“I promise anythiog,
you'll really marry me.”

“Ob, I'll marry you, sir, but not
really.”™

And while he stared In helpless awe
at the cynile and termagant that
jealousy hau metamorphosed this tim-
id, celinging crealure into, they heard
the conductor's volce al the rear door
of the car: “"Hurry up—we've got Lo
start.”

They heard Lathrop's protest:
“Hold omn there, conductor,” and Hal
by's plea: “Oh, I say, my good man,
walt & moment, can't youT"

The conductor answered with the
gruffness of a despol: “Not a minute.
I've my orders to make up lost time.
All aboard!"™

While the minister was Lylng the
last loose ends of the matrimonial
knot, Mallory and Marjorie ware
struggling through the crowd (o get
at him. Just as they were near, they
wore awept aside by the rush of the
bride and groom, for the parsomn’'s I
pronounce you man and wife,” pro
nounhced as be backed toward (the
door, waa the signal for another wed-
ding riot.

Ones more Ira and Anne ware show-
ered with rice. Thia time It was Lheir
own. [Ira darted out Into the corridor,
baling his brand-new wife by the
wrist, and the wedding guests pur-
sued them acroes the vestibule,
through the next car, and on, and on.

Nobody remained (o notlce what
happened to the parson. Having per-
formed his function, he was without
further Interest or use. Hut to Mal-
lory and Marjorie he was vitally
necessary. -

Mallory caught his hand as it turned
thea knob of the door and drew him
back. Marjorie, equally determined,
caught hia other elbow:

“Pleape dom’'t go,” Mallory urged,
“until you've married us.”

The Reverend Charlea stared at his
captora in amazement :

“Nut my dear man, the train’'s mov-
ing.”

Marjorie clung all the tighter and
invited him to “Come on to the next
stop.”

“But my dear lady,” Belby gasped,
“it's impossible.”

“You've just got to,”
misted .

“Release me, please.™
"Never!™

“How dare you!™ the parson
shrieked, and with a sudden wriggle
writhed out of his coat, leaving it In
Marjorie’'s handa. He darted to the
door and flung It open, with Mallory
hot after him.

The train was kicking up a clound
of dost and getting ita stride. The
kidnapped clergyman paused A mo-
ment, aghaat at the speed with which
the ground Was being paid out. Then
he climbed the brass rail and, with
A hasty prayer, dropped overboard.
Mallory lunged at him, and seized
him by his reversed coilar. But the
collar alone remained in his elutch.

Mallory 1in-

at every step, and
its deadly work.
This young couples was 1§
all the inconveniences and _
posures of marriage without.
They '

1 '-‘ '. :r:qt:.".-_ e
g

ty well assured that their
would not be a fallure.

Mallory rejoiced to mee that
hurricane of Marjorie’s jealousy
only whipped up the surface of heer ~
soul. The great depths were stilf . '
calm and unmoved, and her love for ' =
him was in and of the depths. Rk

Boon after leaving Ogden, the L Vi
entered upon the great bridge
the Great Balt Lake, The other
sengers were staring at the
engineering masterplece and the
ductor was pointing out that,
der to save forty miles and the
ing of two mountain chalns,
road had devoted four years
and millions of dollars to stretching
thirty-mile bridge across this
oCean,

But Marjorie and Mallory never
ticed . They were absorbed In
ploring each other's souls, an
had safely bridged the Oreat
Lake which the first big bitter
ousy spreads acroas every
nial route.

They were undisturbed in
age, for all the other
thelr noses fNattened Lthe
dow panes of the other cars—all
cept one couple, gaszing at
through time wrinkled
with the magic of a

For all that Anne
the Oreat HSalt Lake W
swepl lagoon, and the
of Nevada which the
ing, were the very
crdin,

Rut the other passengers

trooping back Into (he
room. [Ira bad told them

Mallory's confession.
place, he was a man who had
to keep & mecret, and In the
pince, he had forgotten that such
sonie A8 Mallory or his Marjorie
ed. All the world was summed
thg learsomely happy Hitle
who had moved up Into his
the section which had begun
reer draped In satin ribbons
tingly prophetie.

The communion Mallory
Marjorie under the benison ‘of
ciliation was Invaded by the
the other passengers, unconsciously =

Dr. Temple chaffed them amiably:
“You two will have to take a bask
peat now. We've got & new bridal
couple to amuse ua.”

And Mre. Temple welcomed them  *
with: “You're only old married folks,
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like us.™ :
The Mallorys were used to the mis & =
understanding. But the mispiaced =

witticlama gave them Pedssuranoy
that thelr secret was safe yot a It
while. At their dinner-table, ho'waver,
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they wers haunted
this was their last n
and no minister to be

And now once mors
regained the star roles
of the andlence, for om
nuarreled At good-night-kissing
Once more they required two
tions, while Anne Gattla’s berth
not even made up. It remained
like a deserted nest, for its
had fiown south.
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CHAPTER XXXt

Fresh Trouble Daily, e
The following morning the daylight B -
creeping into section number ome =
found Ira and Anne staring st emeh
other. Ira was tousied and Anne
unkempt, but her binsh #till gave e
cheek at Jeast an Indian
glow. .
After a violent effort to reach fi - e
new master to act as her new M. .
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