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line, answered sharply:
. "I don't know,
forever,
Mrs. Whitcomb.”

“Good morning,
snapped Mrs. Whitcomb,

my gown?"
“Of course 1 will,” gald Marjorie.

W, SAVAGE: |

comb,

“Ira!” she gasped. But he, with al

. answered cheerily:

never learn not to swear.”

self.

“Oh, Ira;,” she saild, “I'm so ashamed
to have you see me lke this—the first
morning.” '
“Well, you haven’t got anything on
me--~I'm not shaved.”
“You don’t have to tell me that,”
she sald, rubblug her smarting cheek.
Then she bumped her head and
gasped: “Oh—what you sald.”
This made them feel so much at
home that she attained the helghts of
frankness and honesty by reaching In
her handbag for a knob of supple
meuntary hair, which she afixed dex-
troualy to what was bome-grown. Ira,
instead of looking shocked, loved her
for her honesty, and grinned:
“Now, that's where you have got
something on me. Say, we're llke a
oouple of sardines trying to make love
in a tin can.”

“It's cosy though,” she saild, and
then wvanished through the curtains

and shyly ran the gauntiet of amused
glances and over-cordial “Good morn-
ings™ till ahe hid bher blushes behind
the door of the women's room and
turned the key. If she had thought
of it she would have sald, “God bless
the man that Invented doors—and the
ofbher angel hat Invented locks ™
The passengers this morning were
all a Uttle brisker than wusual. It
Was the last day aboard for everybody
and they showed a certaln extra anl-
mation, llke the Inmatea of an ocean
liner when land has been sighted.
Ashion was shaving when Ira swag-
Kered Into the men's room. Without
pausing to note whom bhe was ad
dresuing, Ashion sang out:
"Oood morning. DId you rest wellT
“What!” Ira roared.
“Ohb, excuse me'!” sald Ashton, has-
tily, devoting himeelf (o a gash his
rasor had made In his check—even In
that cheek of his,
Ira precrubbed out the basin, filled It
and tried to dive Into It, slapping the
eold water Im double handfuls over
. his glowing face and pufag (hrough
it like a porpotsa,
Meanwhile the heavyreved Fosdlek
was elinking through the dining-ear,
regarded with amazement by Dr. Tem.
ple and his wife, who were already up
and breakfasting.
“What's the matter with the bridal
eouples on thia train, anyway?™ sald
Dr. Temple.
“l can’t imagine,” sald his wifa, “we
o couples are the only normal
onea ”
“Some more coffes, please, mother,”
he sald
“But your nerves,” she protested
“It's my vacation,”™ he Insisted.
Mra. Temple stared at him and
shook her head: "I wonder what mis-
chief you'll be up to today? You've
Already been emoking, gambling,
drinking-——have you beem aswearing,
yol ™
“Not yet,” the old cregyman smiled,
“T've been saving that up for a good
ocoasion. Perhapa It will rise before
the day's over.”
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. the stateroom from which he
been banished again at the Nevada
state-line. He knocked ecantiounsiy.
Mrom within ecame an anxions voloe:
“Who's there?”

“Whom did you expect?”

Mra. Foedick popped her head out
Hike a Jill In the box. “Ch, it's you,
Arthur. Klss me good morning.”

He glanced round steaithily and
obeyed instructions: *“I guesa M8
safe—my darting.”

*Did you aleep, dovie? she yawned.

“Not a wink. They took off the
Portland ear at Granger and [ had
to sleep In ome of the chairs in the
observation room.”

Mra. Fosdick shook her head at him
in mournful sympathy, and asked:
“What state are we fn now?

It

the proprietorship he had assumed,
“You'll have to
get used to it, ducky darling, 1 eould
He proved
the fact again and again by the re-
marks he addresded to certain refrac-
tory hooks. - He apologized, but she
felt more like apologizing for her

face with all the righteous wrath of a sguash.”
man hearing his domestic affalrs pud
licly discussed

Wellington 7™ he demanded, hotly,
aApoplexy: “You, rou?™ he mumbled.
“Why, of course not. You're not the
only bridegroom om the traln”™

“You meant Mr. Lathrop then ™ |

dignant Lathrop. |

Mallory returned to Wellington with the window.” |
A flercer: “Whom, then?” | “It's outrageous,” sald Marjorte,
He was in a dangerous mood, and “the way women violate women'’s

Ashton came to the recue: "Oh, don't
mind Wellingtom. He's not psober
yet”

was Mallory's final growl as he began
his own toflet, P

onsly, with a touch they had already
come to recognize nas the
man’s.
ognize it, too, and he always took
donble the necessary time to answer

at
Wedgewood's rumpled mane shot aut
from the curtains ke a Hon's from a
Jangle,
Pawtah'”

tean.” |
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1 | to California, you think 1 want to
compromise my own wife? Shh!

Somebody’s coming'” And he darted

clous sweetness:

back, BShe made a quick spurt to
the women's room, found it locked,
stamped her foot, swore under her
breath, and leaned against the wall of
the car to walit.

About the same time, the man who
was still her bhusband according to
the law, rolled out of berth number
two. There was an amazing clarity
to his vision. He lurched as he made
his way to the men’s room, but it was
plainly the train’s swerve and not an |
inner lurch that twisted the forthright
of his progress,

He squeezed into the men's room
like & whole crowd at once, and sang
out, “Good morning, all!” with & wob-
derful heartiness. Then he paused
over a wash basin, rubbed his hands
gleefully and proclaimed, like another
Chantecler advertising a new day:
"“Well—I'm sober again!*

“Three cheers for you™ sald his |
rival in radiance, bridegroom Lathrop. |
“How doea It feelT demanded Ash-
ton, smiling so broadly that he en- '
countered the lather on his brush.
While he sputlered Welllngton was
flpping water over his bol head and
incldentally over Ashton.

“1 feel.,” he chortled, 1 feel ke Lhe
first Iittle robin redbreast of the mer-
ry apringtime. Tweel! Tweet!”™
When the excitement over his re-

ken."”

with a brief, “Good morning, every-
body. Permit me.”

Mrs. Wellington twisted her head to
say “Good morning” and to ask, “Are
You hooked, Mra. Foedick ™

“Not yet,” pouted Mrs, Fosdick.

“Turn round and back wup,” sald
Mrs. Weallington. After some maneu-
| vering, the women formed & complete

cirele, and fingers plied hooks and
eyes in a veritable Ladles’ Mutual Ald
Soclety.

By now, Wedgewood was ready to
appear in a bathrobe about as gaudy
as the royal standard of Great Brit
ailn. He stalked down the alale, and
answered the male chorus's cheery
“Oood momming” with a ramitke
“Baw.”

Ira Lathrop feit amiable even to-
ward the forelgner, and he observed:
“Glorfous morning this morning.”

“I dare say,” growled Wedgewood.
“lI dont go In much for mawnings—
edpecially when | bave no tub.”

Welllngton felt called upon to
squelch him: "You Englishmen never
had a real tub tiil we Americans sold
‘em to you."

Who's in there?”
sald Marjorle, and Mrs. Wellington,
not noting that Mrs. Whitcomb had
come out of her berth and fallen into

She's been there
I'm pure it's that cat of &

Mrs. Mallory,”

Mrs. Wellington was rather proud
that the random shot landed, but Mar-
Jorle felt most uneasy between the |
two tigresses: "Good morning, Mrs.
Whitcomb,” she sald, There was a
disagreeable silence, broken finally by
Mrs. Wellington’s: “Oh, Mrs. Mallory,
would you be angelic engough to hook

“May 1 hook you?” said Mrs. Whit-

“You're awfully kind,” sald Mar-
Jorle, presenting her shoulders to
Mrs. Whitcomb, who asked with mall-
“Why didn't your
husband do this for you this morn-

off to the vestibule just as Mrs, Jim- ing?” Ira appeared at number ome, and
mie Wellington issued from number “I==1 don’t remember,” Marjorie | bending over his treasure-trove, spoke
ten with hair ﬂ'tﬂ'. eyes uulr halr mmmar.ed- and H"' wH]“nlmn | in a volce that was pure saccharine:
open, and waist only balf shut at the tossed over-shoulder an apothegm: | “Are you ready for breakfast, dear?™

“He's no husband till he's hook-bro-
Just then Mrs. Fosdick came out of

her stateroom. Seelng Mrs. Whit-
" comb’s walst agape, she went at it

| each other In mutual forgiveneas.

‘1l néver din

my breakfast.”
“You'd better order it in advance,”
sald Marjorle. “It takes that chef an
hour to boll an egg three minutes.”
“I will, if I can ever get my face
washed,” sighed Mrs. Wellington.
I And now Mrs. Anne Lathrop, after
much hesitation, called timidly, “Por-
ter—porter—please!"
“Yes—miss—missus'!” he amended.
“Will you call my—" she gulped—
“my hushand?”
“Yes, ma'am,” the porter chuckled,
and putting his grinning head In at
the men's door, he bowed to Ira and
pald: “Excuse me, but you are sent
I for by the lady in number one.”
Ashton slapped him on the back
and roared: “Ob, you married man'"
“Well,” sald Ira, In self-defense, I
don't hear anybody sending for you.”
Wedgewood grinned at Ashton. *I
rather fancy he had you theah old
top, eh, what?”

“Yes, Ira”

“Come along to the dining-car.”

“It's cosler here,” she sald. "Couldn't
we have It served here?”

“But it'H get all cold, and I'm hun-
gry,” pouted the old bachelor, to

whom breakfast was a sacred instl-
tution.

“All right, Ira,” sald Anne, glad to
be meek; “come along.,” and she rose.
Ira hesitated. “Still, if you'd rath-
| or, we'll eat here.” He sat down,
“Oh, not at all,” sald Anne; “we’'ll
B0 where you want to go.”
“But 1 want to do what you want to
do.”

“S0 do I—we'll go,” sald Anne.

“We'll stay.”

“No, I Insist on the dining-car.”

“Oh, all right, have your own way,”
sald Ira, as If be were belng bullied,
and llked it. Anne smiled at the con-
trariness of men, and [ra smiled at
the contrariness of women, and when
they reached the vestibule they kissed

As Wedgewood stropped an old-fash-

foned razor, bhe sald to Ashton, who
was pulting up his safety equipment:
“1 say, old parly, are those safely
razorn safe? Can't you really ecut
yoursell ™

“I'll never be ready for Reno,” Mrs,
Wellington walled, “and 1 haven't had

laughed, and walked away, g

Wedgewood iald & sympathetic hand
on Little Jimmie's shoulder, and said:
“That Ashton 1s no end of a bound-

er, what?”
these words;

with the basin*®

“Better never than late.”

ony,

of marital freedom

“Snowdrop."
victim here.

Eleaming eyes, and the

immediate pedigree.

It 11l behooves Christendom to need
reminding that the Jewish race has
adorned and still adorns humanity
with some of Its noblest specimens:
but this iInterloper was of the type
that must have irritated Voltalre into
answering the platitude that the Jews
are (od's chosen people with that
other piatitude, “Tastes differ.”
Little Jimmie Wellington, hot In
pursuit of Ashton, found himseif
checked In spite of himsell; in spite
of himself deposited somehow Into a
seat, and in spite of himseif confront-
ed with a curvillnear person, who
sald:

“Excoose, pleass! but are you get-
tink off at R-r-reno?™

“I am.” Welllngton answered, curt-
ly, essaying to rise, only to be dell
eately restored to his place with a
gEesture and a phrase:

“Then you neet me.”

“Oh, I neod you, do IT And who
Are youT™

Waellington wrote his epitaph in

“Well, the worst I can say of him
is, he's the kind of man that doesn't
lift the plug out when he's through

He Hked this so well that he wished
he bad thought of it in time to crack
it over Ashton's head. He declded
to hand it to him anway. He forgot
that the cardinal rule for repartee, is

As he swung out of the men's room
he was buttonholed by an Individual
new to the little Trans-American col-
One of the camp-followers and
Bytlers who prosper round the edges
of all great enterplses had waylaid
him on the way to the battleground

The stranger had got on at an
earlier stop and worked his way
through the train to the car pmamed
Woellington was his first

His pushing manner,
the almost vulture-llke rapacity of his
very vul-
turine contour of his profile, his palmy
gestures, his thick lisp, and every-
thing about him gave Wellington his

Mr. Baumann laved his M

one amother: “A betohelor? AR, I e
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you vant to marry & nice 4iv
lady in R-rreno?” B
“She fsn't Im Reno and she
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never been married, either,”  7§%

This simple statement seemed

astound Mr. Baumann:
“A betcheller marry & majden!=

Renol—ol, of, of! It hasn't
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done yet, but it might be,” e .

twinge of distaste

disturbed

—& Christian clergyman—being
station?”

“Vy do you vant it a cloigymanp

Can't I do it just as good? Ora
fat alderman I can get you?

Mallory looked him over and' '@
d hasey |
“You furnish the license, but—er——ai| ~
—I8 there any chance of & clergymam| =
&t the |
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Mallory pondered: *“1 dom’t m

she'd llke anything but a clergyman™

“Vell,” Baumann confessed, "a

is liable to be particular about hee!|

folst marriage.
license.”
“All right.”
Mr. Baumann whipped out

follo full of documents, and
searched them,

“Cutl everything but hair,” gald Ash
ton, pelating to his wounded chin.

“Who ain't I7T [ am Baumann and

Blumen. Our ecart, pleass.”

demption had somewhat calmed, Aah- “1 dare say,” sald Wedgeowood In- Mallory put out his band: “Woudld | his band and read the legend: I
ton reopened the old tople of coun- | differently. “You sell ‘em. We use | you be kind enocugh to lend me your
versatlon: em. Hut, do you know, I've just | razor again this morning?T’ P — Begpese Tometer gotia go end be examined.”
“Well, 1 see they bad another scrap | thought out a ripping |dea. [ shall “Sure thing.” mald Ashton. “Youll “Examined!” Mallory gaaped, Ia
Inst night.” have my cold bath this mawning after | find your blade In the box there.” dire alarm,
“They—who?" sald Ira, through his | all” Mallory then negotiated the loan of . "mn & .l.... “Vit gquestions, polesonally” My, A%
fying toothbruah, “"What are you golng to doT | one more fresh abirt from the Eng- | Divorce Owifitsers Aaumann hastened to explain. |
“The Mallorys. Once more he oo | growied Lathrop. “Crawl In the lce- | lishman, and a clean collar from Ash- ' “Oh!"
cupled number three and she number | water tank T ton. He rejolced that the end of the | 5 Nommwy Rewn, S, b “In Nevada,” Paumann Instnusted,
soven.” "Of, dear, no. [ shouldn’t be let.," | day would bring bim In touch with . Db Bt still hopeful, “1 could mary you )~
“"Well, well, | can't understand these | and he produced from hia pocket a | hls own baggage. Four days of forag: m-.r— B 1 e seif—now, right here.”

modern marriages,” sald Little Jim |
mie, with a side glance at Irn. Ira (tle tube to one end of the splgot and
saddenly remeambered the plight of wave Lhe sprinkiah hyah over my—
the Mallorys and was tempted to de | er—my person.”
fend them, but he saw the young llew- | Lalhrop stared at him pityingly, and
tenant himeeld Just entering (he demanded: "What happens 1o the we

washroom. This was more than Well. ter, then ™
inglon saw, for he went on talking “What do | care™ mald Wedge
from behind a towel: | wood.
“"Well, f 1 were a bridegroom and “You durped fool, you'd flood the
had a bride like that, it would take oar”
more than a quarrel to send me to Wedgewood's high hopes withered,
another berth.™ | “1 hadn't thought of that,” he sighed.
The others made gestures which he “1 suppose | must contlinne Just as |
could mnot see. His enlightenment am 111l [ reach SBan Franciseo. The
came when Mallory anapped the towel first thing | shall order tomight will
from his hands and glared Into hia be four cold tubs and a lemon

rubbar hose. "1 simply afix this M-

While the men continued to make

| themselves presentable In a huddia,
the hook-and-eye soclety at the other
end of the car finlshed with the four
walsts, and Mrs. PFosdick hurried
AWaAy 1o kep her tryst In the dining:
car. The three remaining relapsed
into dreary attitudes. Mrs. Welling:
ton shook the knob of the forbidding
door, and turned to compiain: “What
in heaven’s name alls the creature In
there. Bhe must have fallem out of

“Were you allnding to me Mr.

Little Jimmie almost perished with

Mallory tossed him the towel again:

[]

“Me! Not mueh!™ roared the In-

righta ™
Mrs. Whitcomb saw an opportunity
. to insert a stiletto. She observed to

This Inspired suggestion eame Hke Marjorle, with

an innocent ailr:
= u: .:n:::e:l::u t:::-::a::uhl:n?b:; & life-buoy to the hard-pressed Well- “Why, Mrs. Mallory, I've even known | t
come over the best man in Ypsilants, | mSton. He seized it and spoke thick- Wwomen to lock themelves in there and
By this time Fosdick had reached | 7' ~Dont mind me—I'm mot ehober smoke!
had yet.™ I While Mra. Wellington was rom-

“Well, it's a good thing you're not,” ' maging her brain for a fitting retort,

the door opened, and out stepped Miss
Gattle, as was,

The porter's bell began to ring furt-'| She blushed furfously at sight of |

managed to creats s own anzietles,
With the regulafity of A milkman,
each morning left a fresh crisis on
his doorstep.

Rervous with their own troubles, The

next stop was Reno, and in spite of
all the wit that le heaped upom the

who must go there In purgatorial pen-
ance for matrimonial error.

vorce-emporioms
where the wicked make A mockery of
the sacrament and assail the founda-

Ing on the country was enough lor
this soldier

Also he fe't, now that he and Mar
Jorie had lived thus long, they could

survive somehow till evening brought
them to Ham Francisco, where there

Mallory was transfized with a new

fear: “Good Lord, my transport sails
at sunrise.”

“Oh, we ought to make 'Frisco by
midnight, anyway.”

“Midnight, and sall at daylight!”

“Uniesa we lose a littie more time.”

Mallory realized that every new day

CHAPTER XXXIV,

The Complets Divorcer,

The other passengers were growing | tle first "

own, it Is A solemn place to those

Some honest souls regard such db
AR densa of aevil,

lons of society, by undermining the

the committee wailting to greet her,
but they repented thefr criticiams and
tried to make up for them by the ex-
cessive warmth with which they all
exclaimed 4t once: "Good morning,
Mra. Lathrop!™

“Good morning, who?" eaid Anne,
then blushed yet redder: “Oh, 1 can't
gseem to get used to that name! |
hope 1 haven't kept you waiting?"

"Oh, not at all!™ the women Inaist-
ed, and Anne fled to number six, re-
membered tHat this was no longer
her home, and moved on to number
one. Here the porter was fust finish-

English-
The porter had learned to rec-

S

. He was sauntering down the aijsle
hiz moset Jeisurely gait ‘when

and he bellowed: “Pawtah’

“8Still on the train,” said the porter.
“Yom may give me my portman
| m
“Yassah” He dragged it from the |

home. Other equally homest souls,
belleving that marriage is a human
Institution whose mishaps and mis
takes should be rectified as far as
possible, regard the divorce coarts as
citles of refuge for fll-treated or i1
mated women and men whose lives

may be saved from wutter ruination by
the

Judgea.

ordeal by divorce iz terrifying enough
to the poor sinmers or martyrs who

Intervention of higk-minded

But, whichever view is right, the

ust undergo It.
Little Jimmie Wellington tnrned

Wellington looked from the crowded
eard to the mealous fooe.

O!I.’tl-'l,li! I don't quile got you.”

“Vell, In the foist place—"
““The folmt place’” eh? You're from

“No longer?

“Not a minuta ™

“Take a fine house, den. | got some
beantdes just wacated.”

“For a year?—no thanks.”

“All the leases In Reno run for six | remewal of joy
montha only.”

“Well, I'd like to look around a Mt-

"Good. Don't forget us,
out bhere for pix months. You want
maybe a good quick divoree—yeaT”
“The quickest | ean get.”

“Do yom vant It confidential? or
very nice and nolsy T

“What's that?™ |
“Ve are press agents and also sup- |
press agents,
way, some likes "em anndder. Vieh
do you vant i7"

“Quick and quiet™

“Painlesa divores ls our specialty.
It you pay me an advence deposit
now, 1 file your claim de mMute de
train stops and your own vife don't
know you're divorced.”

“I'M think it over,” sald Wellington,
rising with resolution.

“Don’t forget us, Baumann and
Blumen. BSatisfaction gunaranteed or
your wife refunded. Avold substi-
toots.” And then, seeing that he could
not extract any eash from Little Jim-
mie, Mr. Baumann descended upon
Mallory, who was just finishing his

e

ing room ™
“INvoree

“TH et you kpow."™

You come

nice divorce?

Bome Dr, Temple rose In

llkea ‘sm ome !

preciative glance at
tapping Mallory's
“No vonder you

route

bent over to murmuar: “Can [ fix you

cense. I'll be In the next ear,
you mneet me™ Then he

Marjorie stared after
. der and asked: “What 4id not
. mean by what he said?

“It's all right, Marjorie,”

“Could you marry us o this smole . |

“In a cattle oar, M you vant "
“It's not & bad iea,” sald Mallory.

were hundreds of ministers. And then | New York™ flsia, he hastensd to her, and bugped
the conductor must ruln his  early “Yea, oritchinally. How did you her good-morning with new ocoanl
morning optimlsm, though he made | know T By my feahionable cloth- dence
hia appearance In the washroom with | kT ' Dr. and Mrs, Temple, who had re
Eenial good mornings for all. “Yea," laughed Woellington. “But (urned to their berth, witnessed this
Mallory acknowledged the greeting, | you say [ need you. How? Erecting with amasement. After e
and asked offhandedly: "Ry the way, “Vell, you've got maybe some beg: quarrel of the night befors surely
how's she running ™ geteh. pome trunks—yeal” |m explanation should have
The conductor anawered avem more “You© overheard, but the pussiing
offhandedly: “About twa hours late— “Vell, In the folst piace, | am an  flew (0 each other's arms without &
and losin’" expresaman. | deliver 'em (0 your moment's delay. The mystery was o

address—yea? Vere loa UT eiting the passengers to such a pelat
“1 baven't got any yel.” ' that they were vowing to ask & few'
“Also | am addressman. Do you guestions point blank. had
vant it a nice hotel”—or a fine houseT quite dared to approach eofther of
~of AR Apartment? —of maybe A& (hem, but frank curiosity was prefer
boarding-house?—yea? How long d0 able to nervous prostration, and the
you make a resldencal” secret could not be kept much longes.
“Siz months " Fellow-passengers have some rights,

went omn
him in
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{ “We might call ft luncheon,” she
e the chamce: “All right,

upper berth, and set it inside Wedge-
wood’'as berth without special care as
to ita destination. “Doea yom destire |
anything else, sir?™

“Yes, your absence,” sald Wedge-
wood

“The same to you and many of

“A dreadful state—Nevada.”

*Just what are we in Nevada?™

*m A bigamist, and you've never
besn married at all.”

“Oh, these awful divorce laws!” she
moaned, then left the general for the
particular: “Won’t you come in and.

hook me up?™ them,” the porter muttered to himseif,
Fosdick shocked: and added to Marjorie, who was just
dars nnﬂ::lfm" T S starting down the aisle: “I'll suttainly
*Will you take breakfast with me— be interested in that man gittin’
fn the dining-car?” she pleaded. where he’s goin’ to git to.” Noting

“Do we dare?” that she carried Bnoozleums, he sald:

L@ ahead and order, and you stroll
i Il offer you the seat oppostte

i ,h-ﬂj;" 1o
25

ing his restoring tasks, and laying
aside with some diffidence two gar-
menta which Anne hastily stuffed into
her own valise. .

Meanwhile Marjorle was pushing
Mrs. Wellington ahead:

“You go in first, Mrs, Wellington.”

“You go first. [ have mo husband
waiting for me,” sald Mrs. Welling-
ton.
“Oh, 1 Insist,” sald Marjorie.

“l couldn't think of it,” persisted
Mrs, Wellington. “T won't allow you.”

And them Mrs, Whitcomb pushed
them both aside: "Pardom me, won't
I'm
am

pale, and stammered, as he tried to
ask the comductor casually:

“What kind of A place Is that
Reno?"

The conductor, somewhat eynical
from close association with the di-
vorce-mill
“That depends on what you're leav-
ing behind.
enough of it in about six months.”

Then he went his way, leaving Well-
ington red, agape and perplexed. The

vit

and fts grist, grinned:
Most folks seem to get

shave. Laying his hand on Mallory's
arm, he began:
“Excoose, pleass. Can I fit you oud

“Divorce? — me! — that's good,”

A nice divorees?




