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Put just that way, the proposition
did not look 8o alluring as at first
He sank back with a sigh: "I guess 1
am. 1 resign.”

He was as weary of heing “folled
again” as the villain of a cheap melo-
drama. The two lovers sat in a twl-
light of deep melancholy, till Mar-
jorie’'s mind dug up a new source of
alarm:

“Harry, I've just thought of some-
thing terrible.”

“Let's bave it,” he sighed, drearily.

“We reach 8an Francisco at mid-
night and you sall at daybreak. What
becomes of meT?"

Mallory had mo answer to this prob-
lem, except a grim: "I'll not desert
youw.™

“But we'll have no time to get mar-
ried.”

“Then,” he declared with iron re-
solve, “then JI'll resign from the
army.”

Marjorie stared at him with awe.
He was so wonderful, so herolc. “But
what will the country do without
youl”

“It will have to get along the best
it can,” he answered with finality. “Do
you think ['d give you up?™

Put this was too much to ask. In
the presence of a ruined career and a
heroless army, Marjorie felt that her
own scruples were too petly to count
Bhe could be herole, too.

“No!” she sald, In a deep, low tone,
“No, we'll get married in the smoking
room. Go eall your drummer!”

This opened the clouds and let In
the sun again with sucn a radiant
blaze that Mallory hesitated no longer.
“Fine!” he cried, and leaped t0o his
feet, only to be detalned again by

Marjorie's clutch:
“PDBut Arst, what about that brace-

Jot 7

“She’'s got IL” Mallory groaned,
slumping from the helghts agaln.

“Do you mean to say she's still
wearing It?™

“How waa [ to get T

“Couldn’t you have slipped into her
car last night and stolen 1T

“Oood lLord, | shouldn't think you'd
want me to go—why, Marjorie—I1'd be
arrestad!”™

But Marjorie set her jaw bard:
*Well, you get that bracelet, or you
don't get me.” And then her amoul
dering jealouasy and grief took a less
hateful tome: “Oh, Harry!™ =sbhe
walled, “T'm »0 lonely and so helpless
and so far from home.™

“But I'm here,” he urged.

“You're farther away tham any-
body,” she whimpered, huddling close
to him.

“Poor little thing,” he murmured,
poothing her with voice and kiss and
CAleaa,

“Put your arm round me,~ &he
eoned, ke A mourning dove, I domn't
ecare 'f everybody is looking. Oh, I'm
a0 lomaly.”

“I'm just as lonely as you are,” he
pleaded, trying to creep Into the com-
pany of her misery.

“Please marry me soon,” she Im-
plored, “won't you, please?"

“I'd marry you this minute If you'd
say the word,” he whispered,

“I'd say it ¥ you omly had that
bracelet,” she sobbed, like a tired

child. I shounld think you would un-
derstand my feelings, That awful per
son I8 wearing your bracelet and 1
have only your ring, and her bracelet
is ten timea as big as my r-ing, boo
hoo-hoo-oo!”

“T'Nl get that bracelet If 1 have to
chop her arm off,” Mallory vowed.

The sobs stopped short, as Mar-
jorie looked up to ask: "Have you got
your sword with you?™

“It's In my trunk,” he said, “but I'll
manage.”

“Now you're speaking like a sol
dier,” Marjorie exclaimed, “my brave,
noble, beautiful, fearless husband. I'll
teil yon! That creature will pass
through this car on her way to break-
fast. You grab her and take the
bracelet away from her.”

“l grab her, eh?™ he stammered,
his heroism wavering a trifle,

“Yes, just grab her.”

“Suppose she hasn't the bracelet
on?’ he mused.

“Grab her anyway,” Marjorie an-
swered, flercely., “Besides, I've no
doubt it's wished on.” Ha sald noth-
ing. “Yon did wish it on, didn"t you?”

“No, no—never—of course not—"
bhe protested. “If you'll only be calm.
T'll get ft If 1 have to throttle her.”

Like-a young Lady Macbeth, Mar-
jorie gave him her utter approval in
any atroeity, and they sat Iin ambush
for their victim to pase into view,

They had not had their breakfast,
but they forgot It. A dusky waiter
went by chanting his “Lass call for |
breakfuss in Rining Rar.” He chant-
thrice in their ears, but they
heard, Marjorle was gloating

IRE
COMEDY OF THE SAME
NAME. T

}}WS‘I:EATED FROM,

25 AENRY W. SAVAGE:,

CSI COPYRIONT it 2 MLIGTLY ©0

3 I

HS OF
LAY AS PRODUCED

stead of this trivial girl whom be nad
looked upon when her cheeks were
red.

CHAPTER XXXV.

Mr. and Mre. Little Jimmlie.

Mrs. Sammy Whitcomb had longed
for the sweet privilege of squaring
matters with Mrs, Jimmie Wellington.
Sneers and back-biting, shrugs and
shudders of contempt were poor com-
pensation for the ever-vivid fact that
Mrs. Wellington had proved attractive
to her Sammy while Mrs. Welling-
ton's Jimmie never looked at Mres.
Whitcomb. Or if he did, his eyes had
been so blurred that he had seen two
of her—and avolded both.
| Yesterday she had overheard Jim-
mie vyow sobriety, Today his shining
morning face showed that he had
kept his word. She could hardly wait
to begin the Aflirtation which, she
trusted, would render Mrs.  ellington
helplessly furfous for six long Reno
months.

The Divorce Drummer interposed
and held Jimmie prisoner for a time,
but as soon as Mr, Baumann released
bhim, Mrs. Whitcomb apprebhended
him. With a smile that beckoned and
with eyes that went out like farcast
fishhooks, she drew Leviathan into
her net.

Bhe reeled him in and he plounced
in the seat opposite, What ahe took
for bashfulnesa was reluctance. To
add the last charm to her succesa,
Mrs, Wellington arrived to see IL
Mre. Whitecomb saw the looely Ashion
rise and offer her the seat facing him,
Mrs. Wellington took it and sat down
with the back of her head so close Lo
the back of Mr. Wellington's head
that the feather In her hat tickied his
neck,

Jimmis Wellilngton had wseen his
wife pass by. To his sober eyea ahe
was A fine wight aa she moved up the
alnle. In his alcoholemancipated
mind the keen sense of wrong en
dured that had driven him forth to
Reno began to lose Ita edge. Hia own
soul appealed from Jimmie drunk to
Jimmie sober. The appeliate judge
began to reverse the lower court’'s de-
cision, point by point.

He felt a spdden recrudescence of
jealouny As he heard Ashton's volce
unctpously, firtatiounsly offering his
wifa hoapitality. Ha wanted to trounce
Ashton. DPut what right had he to
defend from gallaniry the woman he
waa about (o forawear before the
world? Jimmie's poul was in turmaoll,
and Mrs. Whilcomb’s pretiy face and
alluring smie only annoyed him.
Fhe had made several gracious
epeechea before he qeite comprehend-
ed any of them. Then he reallzed
that ghe was saying, “I'm so giad
you're going to stop at Reno, Mr, Welk
ington.”

“Thank yon. 80 am 1" bhe mum-
bled, trying to look Interested and
wishing that his wife’'s plume would
not tickle hia neck,

Mra. Whitcomb went on, leaning
closer: "“"We two poor mistreated
wretches must try to console one an-
other, muan't we?”

"“Yea,—yes—wa must,” Wellington
nodded, with a siekly cheer,

Mrs. Whitcomb leaned a little
closer. "Do you know that | feel al)
most related to you, Mr. Wellington 7™
“Related”™ ha echoed, “you?—to
me? How?

“My husband knew your wife so
well.” '
Somehow a wave of Jealons rage
surged over him, and he growled:
“Your hushand is a seoundrel.”

Mrs. Whitcomb's amfle turned to
vinegar: “Oh, I ean’t permit you to
slander the poor boy bebind his back.
It was all your wife's fault.”
Wellington amared himself by his
own bravery when he heard himself
volleying back: "And | cant permit
you to slander my wife behind her
back. It was all your husband’s
fanit.”

Mrz. Jimmie overheard this behind
her baok, and 1t strangely thrilled
her. She ignored Ashton’'s existence
and listened for Mrs. Whitcomb’'s next

retort. Tt comsisted of a simple, Tey
drawl: “I think I'll g9 to breakfast.”
She seemed to pick up Ashton with
Far eyes as she glided by, for, finding
himself unnoticed, he rose with a
carelesa: “T think I'll go to break-
fast,” amnd followed Mra. Whitcomb.
The Wellingtons esat dos-a-doa for
gome exciting seconds, and then on a
sudden Impulse, Mrs. Jimmie rowse,
kneit in the seat and spoke across the
back of it:

“It waa very nice of you to defend |
me, Jimmie—eor—James.”

Wellington almost dislocated pey-
eral joints In rising quickly and wllrlrl-h
fng round at the cordiality of her
tone. But his smile vanished at her

| dining-car,

Good-bye, Little Jimmie.” And she
"put out her hand. He selzed It hun-
grily and clung to it: *“Good-byel—
aren't you getting off at Reno?

“Yes, but—"

“So am I-Lucretia.”

“But we can't afford to be seen to-
gether.”

Still holding her hand, he tempo-
rized: “We've got to stay married for
gix months at least—while we estab-
lish a residence. Couldn't we—er-—
couldn't we establish a residence—er

-—together?”

Mrs. Wellington's eyens grew a little
sad, as she answered: "It would be
too lonesome walting for you to roll
home."”

Jimmie stared at her. He felt the
regret in her volce and took strange
courage from it. He hauled from his
pocket his huge flask, and sald guick-
ly: “Well, it you're jealous of this,
I'll promise to cork it up forever.”

She shook her head skeptically:
“You couldn't.”

“Just to prove {t," he said, “I'll
chuck it out of the window.” He
flung up the sash and made ready to
hurl his enemy into the flylng land-
scape,

“Bravo!™ cried Mrs. Wellington.

But even as his hand was about to
let go, he tightened his clutch again,
and pondered: "It seems a shame to
waste it.”

“l thought so,” sald Mrs. Jimmie,
drooping perceptibly. Her husband
began to feel that, after all, she cared
what became of him.

“I'll tell you,” he sald, “I'll give 1t
to old Doc Temple. He takes his
straight.”

“Fine!”

He turned towards the seat where
the clergyman and his wife were sit-
tiog, oblivious of the drama of recon-
cliiation playing so close at hand.
Little Jimmile paused, caressed the
flask, and kissed It. *“Good-bye, oid
playmate!™ Then, tossing his head
with bravado, he reached out and
touched the clergyman’s shoulder. Dr.
Temple turned and rose with a gques-
tioning look. Wellington put the flask
in his hand and chuckled: “Merry
Christmas!™

“Dut, my good man—" the preacher
objected, finding In his hand a dona-
tion about as welcome and as wieldy
A8 a strange baby. Wellington winked:
“It may come In handy for—your
patients.”

And now, struck with a sudden
idea, Mra. Wellington spoke: “Oh,
Mra. Temple.”

“Yes, my dear,” sald the little old
lady, rislog. Mrs, Wellington piaced
in her hand & small portfollo and
langhed: “"Happy New Year!”

Mrs. Temple slared at her gift and
Easped: “Ureat bheavens! Your cig-
ar!”™

“Theyll be such a consolation”
Mrs. Welllngton explained, “while the
doctor s out with his patients.”

Dr. Temple and Mra. Temple looked
At each other In dlamay, then at the
flark and the cigars, then at the Well-
ingtona, them * they stammenred:
“Thank you so0 much,” and sank back.

Welllngton stared at hig wife: “La-
cretia, are you sincere™

“Jimmie, 1 promise you I'll hever
semoke another cigar.”

“My love!™ he cried, and selzed bar

hand. “"You know [ always sald you
wWere A gueen Aamong women, Lo
eretia”

HShe beamed back at him: “And you

lown, Jimmle.” Then sha almost
blushed as she murmured, almost ahy-

again this morning?™
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always were the prince of good fel |

ly: “May I pour your coffee for you |

ance, 1 suppose.”™

“Oh, no,” Mallory amended, “I mean
I haven't had breakinst.”

But Kathleen scowled with a jeal
ousy of her own: “You seem to be
getting along famously for mere train-
acquaintances.”

“Oh, that's all we are, and hardly
that,” Mallory hastened to say with
too much truth. *“Sit down here a
moment, won't you?* ,

“No, no, I haven't time,” she said,
and sat down. “Mamma will be wait-
Ing for me. You bhaven't been in te
see her yet?”

“No. You see—"

“Bhe cried all night.”

“For me?”

“No, for papa. He's such a good
traveler—and he had such a good
start. She really kept the whole car
awake”

“Too bad,” Mallory condoled, per-
functorily, them with sudden eager-
ness, and a trial at indifference: *I
| 66e you have that bracelet still.”

“Of course, you dear {fellow. 1
wouldn’t be parted from it for worlds.”

Marjorie gnashed her teeth, but
Kathleen could not hear that. Bhe
!mmhed on: “And now we have met
r;;ln! It looks like Fate, doesn't
t

“It certalnly does,” Mallory assent-
ed, bitterly; then again, with zest:
| "Let me see that old bracelet, will
you?"

He tried to lay hold of it, but Kath-
leen glggled coyly: “It's just an ex-
cuseé to hold my hand.” Bhe swung
| her arm over the back of the seat
coquettishly, and Marjorle made a
desperate lunge at it, but missed,
klnce Kathleen, finding that Mallory
did not pursue the fugitive hand,
Iihmught it back at once and ylelded

t up:
mu‘l‘hnra—hu careful, someone might

Mallory took her by the wrist in a
| Eingerly manner, and sald, “So that's

the bracelet? Take it off, won't you?”®

“"Never!—it's wished on,” Kathleen
protested, sentimentally. *“Don‘'t you
remember Lthat evenlng In the moon-
light ™
I Mallory caught Marjorie’s accusing

eye and lost his head. He made a
ferocious effort to snatch the bracelet
off. When this onset falled, he had
recourse o etlreaty: “Just sllp it
off.,” Kathleen shook ber head tantal
izingly. Mallory urged more strenu-
ounly: "Please let mo see IL”

Kathleen ashook her head with so-
phistication: “You'd mnever glve It
back. You'd pass it along to that—
traln-acqualntance.™

“How ecan you think such a thingT*
Mallory demurred, and omce more
:l-li- his appeal: “Please, pleass, sllp

off.”

“What on earth makea you so any-
lons T Kathleen demanded, with sud-
den suspicion. Mallory was stumped,
till an Inspiration came to him: “I'd
like to—to get you a nicer one. That
one lmn’t good enough for you.”

Here was an argument that Kath-
leen could appreciate. “Oh, how sweet
of you, Harry,” ahe gurgled, and had
the bracelet down (o her knuckies,
| when a sudden instinet checked ber:
“When you bwing the other, you can
have thia™

She pushed the eirclet back, and
Mallory’a hopes sank at the gesturs,
He grew frantie at belng eternally
frustrated In his plane. MHe caught
Kathleen's arm and, while his words
pleaded, his handas togged: “Please—
please let me take it—for the measure
—yom know!”™

“For life,” he whispered, and they
moved wup the alsle, arm in arm,
bumping from seat to seat and not
knowing It

When Mrs. Whitcomb, seated In the
gaw Mra. Little Jimmie
pour Mr. Little Jimmie's coffee, she
choked on hers. She vowed that she
would not permit those odioua Well
Ingtona to make fools of her and her
Bammy. 8She resoived to telegraph
Sammy that she had changed her

him to take the first train west and
meat her half-way on her journey
home.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

A Duel for a Bracelet. |
All this while Marjorie and Mal
lory had sat waiching, as kingfiahers
shadow a pool, the door where-
through the girl with the bracelet
must pass on her way to breakfast.
“She’'s taking forever with her
tollet,” smiffed Marjorie. “Probabiy
trying to make a special impression
on you."
“She’s wasting her time,” sald Mal-
lory. “But what If she brings her
mother along? No, 1 guess her moth-
er Ta too fat to gét there and back”™
"I her mother comesa,” Marjorie
decided, “T71 hold her while you take
the bracelet away from the—the— |
from that creature. Quick, hers she
comes now! Be brave!™

Mallory wore an aspect of arrant
cowardice: "Er-—ah—[—]—"

“You just grab her!”™ Marjorie ex-
plained. Then thay relapsed Into at-
titudes of impatient attention Kath-
leen floated in and, seeing Mallory,
phe greeted him with radiant warmth:
“Good morning!” and then, catching
sight of Marjorle, gave her a “Good
morning!” coated with fjea. She
flounced past and Mallory sat inert,
till Marjorie gave him a ferocious
E:tch. whereupon he Jeaped to his
“Oh, Miss—er—Miss Kathleen ™
Kathleen whirled round with a most
hospitable smfile. “May 1 bhave a
word with you?" t

the discomfiture of the odious
mre who had dared to precede
acquaintance of her hus-
hnaband-to-ba wan

e R e
b T

w )

¥ --.'_ ol g
o -'.T' I";l..-.:. N e
I B B

w N
+ ol
iy Tl I-'If-

hing that ke had to face .wr’#
B8 Mors, 18- | 1)) well, since. ¥ the

il o i ¥ 2 o e iy
LU R Rl ar Sk -
Sen 1

last word. He protested, feebly:
“James sounds so like a—a
Can't you eall me Little

butiar.
Jimmie
4 .__'_,:I:__._..l.. }':*' s a0
o il e e

" i ;
ak u ."Ir
Vg g
. oF
I - !

Al i
sl fnas

28 Ay

i i -
¥ L —
L

L}

mind about divoreing him, ynd nn:l-.-rJ

Kathleen read the determination In
his fierce eyesa, and she straggiled fn-
riously: “Why, Richard—Chauncey!
~—er—Rilly! I'm amazed at you! Let
go or I'l scream!™

She rose and, twisting her arm
from his grasp, confronted him with
bewlldered anger. Mallory ecast to-
ward Marjorie a look of surrender
and deapair. Marjorie lald her hand
on her throat and in pantomime sug-
gested that Mallory shouid throttle
Kathleen, as he had promised.

But Mallory was incapable of fur-
ther violence: and when Kathleen,
with all her coquetry, bent down and
murmured: “You are a very naunghty
boy, but come to breakfast and we'll
talk %t over,” he was so addled that
he answered: “THanks, but T never
eat breakfast ™

CHAPTER XXXVIL
Down Brakes!

Just as Kathieen flung her head In
baffled vexation, and Mallory started
to slink back to Marjorie, with an-
other defeat, there came an abrupt
shock as if that gigantie child to
whom our railroad trainse are toys,
had reached down and laid 'violent
bold on the Trans-American in fall
eAreer,

Ita smooth, swift flight became sud-
denly such a spasm of jars, shivers
And thuds that Mallory cried:

*“We're off the track.”

He was sent flopping down the alsle
Hke a bolster hurled through the car.
He brought up with a sickening slam
across the seat Imto which Marjorie
had been jounced back with a breath-
taking eslam. And then Kathleen
came flying backwards and landed In
& heap on both of them,

Several of the other passengers
were just returning from breakfast
and they were shot and scattered aill
over the car ag If a great chain of ho-
man beads had burst,

Women screamed, men yelled, and
then while they were still struggling

Kathleen froze up again as she
snapped: “With that—train-acgquajnt-
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da Rimini, and

tt:mm Inferno. men.*
@ stateroom door with such a th

that Mry. Dondiok Was Sure & Gotes. u-::,""" "

tive had come for her at last, and to her back halr

with & battering ram. chaln dangiing, .
But when Jimmie got back breath | grugt @ large handbag into hee b6

enough to talk, he remembered the | jng

train-stopping excitement of the day Mrs. Fosdick

before and called out: last, for he made
“Has Mre. Mallory lost that pop | her side, embraced

again? wife and defled all
Everybody laughed uproariously at | yadas to tear them

this. People will laugh at anything | prilliant idea. In

or nothing when they have been | fat wallet from oapt

frightened almost to death and sud- through an

denly reHeved of anxiety. the feet of one of
Everybody was cracking a joke at ran along the side

Marjorle’'s expense. Everybody felt a ing

good-natured grudge against her for
being such a mystery. The car was
ringing with hilarity, when the por-
ter came stumbling in and paused at
the door, with eyes all white, hands
waving frantically, and lips flapping
like flannel, in a vain effort to speak.
The passengers stopped laughing at
Marjorie, to laugh at the porter. Ash-
ton sang out:
“What's the matter with you, por-
ter? Are you trylng to crow?”
Everybody roared at this, till the
porter finally managed to articulate:
“T-t-t-traln rob-rob-robbers!"
SBllence shut down as If the whole
crowd had beem smitten with paraly-
sls, From somewhere outside and
ahead came a pop-popping as of fire-
crackers. Everybody thought, "He
volvers!® The reports were mingled

marrow in every bone to snow,
These regions are full of historic
terror. All along the Nevada route
the conductor, the brakemen and old
traveléers had pointed out scene after
scene where the Indians had siaked
the thirst of the arid land with white
man's blood. Ashion, who had trav-
eled this way many times, had made
himself fascinatingly bhorrifylng the
evening before and rulned several
breakfasts that morning in the diniog-
car, by regaling the passengers with
stories of ploneer ordeals, men and

seangers o a state of ecstatic exelt-
ability, and, llke many a recounter of
burglar stories at night, had tuned
his own nerves to high tension,
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wometh. He climbed on a seat, pul
down an upper berth, and, scrambling
Into i, tried to shut It on himeell.
Mra. Whitcomb waa so frightened that
fhe amsalled Ashiom with fury and
selning hia leet, dragged him back in-
to the alule, and beal him with her
feta, demanding that he protect her
And pave her for Bammy's sake.

Mre. Fosdick, rushing out of her
stateroom and not findiag her Ius
cloug-eyed husband, laid hold of Jim-
mie Welllngton and ordered him (o
g0 o the rescua of her spouse. Mra.
Wellington tore her hands loose, cry-
Ing: “let him go, madam. He has a
wife of his own to defend.”

Jimmie was trying to pour out dy-
Ing measages, and only sputtering, for.
Eetting that he had put his wateh In
his mouth to hide it, though its ehain
was atill attached to hils walatcoat.
Anne Caltle, who had read much
about Chinese atrocitles to mission-
Ariea, gave herselfl up to death, yet re
joiced greatly that she had provided
A timely man to lean on and shoulad
not have to enter Paradise a spinater,
providing she could manage to com
vert Ira In the mext few secondas, be
fore it was everlastingly too late. Bhe
was begging her first heathen to join
her In a gospel hymn. Bat Ira was
roaring curses llke a pirate captain In
A hurricane, and swearing that the
villaina should mot rob him of his
bride.

Mrs. Temple wrung her twitehing
hands and tried to drag her hushand
to hia knees, erying:

“Oh, Walter, Walter, won't yom
please say a prayer?—a good strong
prayer?”

But the preacher was so confuosed
that he answered: “What's the use of
prayer in an emergency Hke this?"
“"Walter!™ she shrieked.

“I'm on my va-vacation, you know,”
he stammered.

Marjorie was trying st the same
time to compel Mallory to erawl under
A peat and to find a place to hide
Bnoozleums, whom she was warning

mot to say A word. Bnoozieums, un-
derstanding only that his mistress
was in some distress, refused to stay
in his basket and kept offering his
sarvices and his attentions

Suddenly Marjorfe realized that
Kathleen was trying #o faint ia Mal
lory’s arms, and forgot everything sise
in & determined effort to prevent her.
After the first blood-aweat of abject
fright had begun to cool, the passen-
gers came to realize that the Invaders
wWere not after lives, but loot. Themn
eame A panie of miserly effort to con-
ceal treasurs. [
Kathieen, finding herself banished
from Mallory’s protection, ran to Mra.

with barbaric yells that turmed the |

CHAPTER XXXVIIL .
| Hands Upl

All this time Licutenant
had been thinking as hard as an g o

J

te me to protect myweil ia Nevadal™
Mallory smiled at the _13-caliber

any bullets. He was afrald I'd hure
mysell.” -
Mallory returned It, with a bow. “I¥
would make an excelient not-eraaker.™
“Aren’t you going to use BT Mre
Whitcomb gasped,
“It’s empty,” Mallory sxpiained.
“But the robbers dont kmow thatl
Couldn't you just overaws them with

nr
“Not with that”™ spld Mallory, “ule
lesa they died laughing™ ’

Mra, Wellingion pushed forward:
“Then what the devil are you going o

d
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“Of course you can, you dear boy.”
Marjorie winced at this and writhed
at what followed:
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Whitcomb, who had given Ashton up
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