||'I|

[}
I
-4

w
fogm il
® 4

rabble into a beautiful line, with ail
palms aloft and all eyes wide and
wild.

One robber drove ahead of him the
conductor and the other drove In Mr.
Manning, whom be had found trying
to erawl between the shelves of the
linen-closet.

The marauders were apparently
cattlemen, from thelr gemeral get-up.
Thelir hats were pulled low, and just
beneath their eyes they had drawa
big black silk handkerchiefs, tied be-
hind the ears and hanging to the
breast.

Over thelr shoulders they had slung
the feed-bage of thelir horses, Lo serve
as receptacies for thelr swag. Their
shirts were chalky with alkall dust.
Thelr lega were encased In bheavy
chaparejos, and they earried each a
pair of well-used Coit's revolvers that
looked as big as artillery.

When the passengers had shoved
and jostled inlo line, one of the men
jabbed the conductor in the back with
the muszzie of his gun, and snaried:
“Now speak your Mitle plece, ks |
learned it to you™

The conduoctor, Uke an awkward
schoolboy, grinned abeeplshly, and
spoke, hia hands in the alr the while!:

“Ladies and gonts, these here par-
tiens In the black (idlea says they want
everybody to hold his or her hands
as high as possible till you git per
mission to lower "em; they advise you
ot to resist, becauss they bhate the
sight of blood, but prefer It to arge
ment.”

The Impatient robbers, themaslves
the prey of fearful anxieties, broka in,
barking ke a palr of coyotes In A
Jumble of commands: “"Now, lina up
with your bhacks that way, and po
back talk. These guns shoot awful
easy. And remember, as each party
i fnlshed with, they are to tura
round and keop thelir hands up, on
penalty of gittin’ ‘em shot off. Line
up! Handa up! Glve over there!™

Mrs. Jimmie Wellington t(ook ber
time about moving into position, and
har deliboration brought a bowl of
wrath from the robber: “Get Into that
line, you!™

Mras. Wellinglon whirled on him:
“How dare you, you hrute?™ And she
turned up her nose Al the gun.

The anxions condoctor Intervened:
h"‘l:.ilar obey, madame; he's an ugly
. "1 don't mind being robbed,” said
Mrs. Jimmie, “but I won't endure
rudeness ”

The robber shook hia head In de-
spalr, and he tried 0 wither her with
sareasm: "“Pardong, mameeily, wouid
yot be so Rind and condeacendin’ as
to step INto that there car befors 1

This brought bher to terms, She
hastened to her place, but put out A
restralning hapd on Jimmie, who need-
ed no restraint. “Certainly, to save
my dear husband. Don't strike bhim,
Jimmie!™

Then each man stock one revolver
into its comvenient holster, and, cov-
ering the passengers with the other,

to friak away valuables
with a speed and agllity that would
have looked prettier H those impa-
tient-looking muzzles had not pointed
here, there and everywhere with such
venamous threats,

And so they worked from each end
of the car toward the middle. Thelr
hands ram swiftly over bodies with a
loathsome famillarity that counid only
be resented, not revenged. Their
hands dived Into pocketa, and up
sleseves, and into women'’s hair, every-
where that a jewel or & bill might be
secreted. And always a rough growl
or a swing of the revolver silemced
any protest.

Thelr heinons fingers had hardly
begun to ply, when the solemmn still-
pess was brokem by a chuckie and
low hoot of langhter, a darkey’s unctn-
ouns langhter. At such a place it was
more shocking thdn at a funeral

“What alls you?T" was the nearest
robber’'s demand.

The porter tried to wipe his stream-
ing eyes without lowering his hands,
a8 he chuckled on: “I—J}—just thought
of sampum funmy.”

*“Tmny!” was the universal groan.

“I was just thinking” the porter
snickered, “what mighty poor pick-

& . ings you-all are goin® to git out of me.
& Whilst if you had "2’ waited till I
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ttme the traim-robbers | other end of the car Wedgewood's in- |

dignant complaint: “I say, this is an

| outrage!”

“Ab, close your trap and turm
round, or I'll—"
The porter's smile dlied away, “Good

Lawd.” he sighed, “they're goin’ to
skin that British llon! And I just
wore myself oot on him.”

The far-reaching effect of the whole
procedure was just beginning to dawn
on the porter., This Httle run on the
bank meant a period of financial
stringency for him. He watched the
burrying hamds a moment or tWo,
then his wrath rose to terrible propor.
tions:

“Look here, man” he shouted at
the robber, “aln’t youw-all geoln' to
leave these passengers nothin’ a taliT™

“Not on purpose, nigger.”

“No small change, or nothin'T™

“Nary a red.”

“Then, passengers,” the porter pro-
claimed, while the robber watched
him in amazement; “then, passsngers,
I want to give youall falr warnin’
beah and now: No tips, no whisk-
broom!™

Perhaps because Lhelr hearts were
already overflowing with distress, the
passengers endured this appalliing
threat without comment, and when
there was a commotion at the other
end of the lne, all eyes rolled that
wWAY.

Mr. Paumann was making an ef-
fort to take his leave, with great po-
litenesa.

“Kicoose, pleass. | vanl to get by,
plenss!”™

“Get by!” the other robber gasped.
“Why., you—"

“But I'm pot & passenger,” Mr.
Paumann urged, with a confdential
smile, “I've been golng through the
traln mysell.”

“Much obliged! Hand over!™ And
a rude hand rummaged hia pocheta
It was a heart-rending sighl.

“Of ol!'” he walled, "don’t you allow
no courtiesies Lo Lhe profesalon!™ And
when the Inexorable thief continued
to pluck his monay, hia watch, his
soarf-pin, he grew wroth Indeed, “Blop,
stop, | refluse to pay. I'll go Into bank.
ruptey foist.” BPut still the larceny
continued; fAngers even lifted three
cigars from his pockets, two for him-
sell -and a good one for a customer.
This loss waas grievous, but his wild-
eat protest was: “Oh, here, my frient,
you don’'t vant my busifess earta”

“Keep 'em'” growiled the thief, and
then, glancing up, he saw on Lhe ten-
der Inwarda of Mr. Hanmann's up
held palma two huge gilstenera, which
thelr owner had turned that way in &
miszguided effort to conceal the stones.
The robber reached up for them.

"Take 'em. You're wvelcome!™ sald
Mr. Baumann, with rare presence of
mind. “Those Nevada nearlles looks
almost like real”

“Keep 'em.” sald the robber, as he
passed omn, and Mr. Banmann almost
swoponed with joy, for, aa hea whis-
pered to Wedgewood a moment later:
“*Ther're really reall”

Now the eyechain rolled the other
way, lor Litile Jimmie Wellington was
pufiing with rage. The other robber,
having massaged him thoroughly, but
without success, for his pockethook,
noticed that Jimmie's leit heel was
protruding from his left . and
made Jimmie perf in-
eredible feat of standing on ome foot,
while he unshod him and took out
the hidden wealth.

“There goea our honeymoon, Lo
eretla,” he moaned. Bat she whis-
pered proudly: “Never mind, [ bave
my ringas to pawn"

“Oh. you have, have you? Well, I'li
be your little uncle,” the kneeiing rob-
ber laughed, as he overheard, and he
continued hia outrageoms search tili
he found them, knotted in a handker-
chief, under her hat.

She protested: “You wouldn't leave
me in Remo without a diamond, would
you?"

“l1 wouldnt, eh?" he grunted. “Do
you think I'm In this businesa for my
health?”

And he snatched off two earringa
she had forgottem to remove. Fortu-
nately, they were afixed to her lobes
with fastenera

Mra. Jimmie was thoroughbred
enough not to wince. She simply com-
mented: “You brutes are almost as
had as the customs officers at New
York.”

And now another touch of light re-
lieved the gloom. Kathleen was next
in line, and she had been forcing her
lips into their most attractive smile,
and keeping her eyes winsomely mel-
jow, for the robber’s benefit. Marjorie
eould not see the smile; she could
only see that Kathieen was mext. She
whispered to Mallory:

“They'll get the bracelet! Theyll
get the bhracelet!” :

And Mallory could have danced with
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ed: “Stop it, Jake. You ‘tend strictly
to or

off,

tant from
her finger. “Sorry, miss, but I ean’t

es of defeat, but Marjorie was still
more bitterly disappointed. She whis.
pered to Mallory: “He didnt get the
bracelet, after all”

CHAPTER XXXIX,

Wolves in the Fold.
Mallory's heart sank to its
depth, but Marjorie had anoth
her lnspirations. BShe startied ev
bedy by suddenly beckoning and
ing: “Excuse me, Mr. Robber. Come

here, please.”

The curious gallant edged her way,
keeping a sharp walch along the line:
“What d'you want?™

Marjorie leaned nearer, and spoke
in & low tone with an amiable smile:
“That lady who wanted to kiss you
has a bracelet up ber sleave.”

The robber stared across his mask,
and wobndered, but laughbed, and
grunted: “Much obliged.” Then he
went back, and tapped Kathleen on
the shoulder. When she turned round,
in the hope that he had reconsidered
his refusal to make the trade, he In-
furiated her by growling: "Excuse
me, miss, | overicoked a bel.”

He ran his hand along bher arm, and
found ber bracelet, and accompiisbed
what Mallory bad falled in, lis re
moval.

“Don‘t, don't,* cried Kalhleen, “I's
wished on."

“I wish it off,” the villain laughed,
and It joined the growing heap In the
feed bag

Kathieen, doubly enraged, broke
out viclously: “You're a ocommon,
ancaking -~

“Abh. turn round!” the man roaAred,
and ahe obeyed In allence.

Then be explored Mra. Whiteomb,
but with such small reward that he
sald: "Say, you'd oughter have A
pocketbook somewhere Where's It
™

M Whitcomb blushed I"Iﬂo?:
*Nome of your business, Yyou L
brute.”

“Perdoocs, madame,” the scoundrel
snorted, “perdooce the purse, or I'll
hunt for 1t mysell.”

Mrs, Whitcomb turned away,K and
after some management of her skirta,
glapped her handbag Into the esager
palm with a wrathful: “You're no gen-
tleman, sir!”

“If 1 was, I'4d be In Wall sireet,” he
laughed. “Now you can turn round.”
And when she turned, he saw a bit
of chain dependiag from her back
hair. He tugged, and brought Away
the locket, and them proceeded 10
soamd Ashton for hidden weaith.

And now Mra. Temple began to sob,
as she parted with amn old-fashioned
brooch and two old-fashioned rings
that had been her little vanities for
the quarter of A eentury and more.
The old clergyman could have wept
with her at the vandaliam. He turned
on the wrelch with a heartsick ap
peal:

“Can’t you spare those? Didn't yom
ever have a motherT"

The robber started, his flerce eyes
softened., hia wolce choked, and he
gulped hard as he drew the back of
hia hand acro=a his eyes.

“Aw, hell,” he whimpered, “that
aln’'t fair. I you're goin’ to remind
me of me poor old mo-mo-mother—~

But the one called Jake—the Clande
Duval who had been prevented from
a display of human sentiment, did not
intend to be cheated. He thundered:
“Stop I, Bill. You “tend strictly to
business, or I'Il blow your mush-bowl
off. You know your Maw died before
you waa born.”

This reminder sobered the weeping
thief at once, and he went back to
work rufhlessly. ~“Oh, all right, Jake.
Sorry, ma'am, but business i= busi-
ness.” And he dumped Mrs. Temple's
trinketa Into the satchel, It was too
much for the little old lady’s [Httle
old husband. He fairly shrieked:

“Young man, you're A damned
scoundrel, and the best argunment I
ever saw for heill-fire!™

Mrs. Temple's grief changed to hor-
ror at such a bolt from the biuve:
“Walter!” she gasped, “such lan-
guage'”

But her husband answered in self-
defense: "Even A minister has a right
to awear once in his Hfetime.”

Mallory almost dropped In his
tracks, and Marjorie keeled over on
him, as he gasped: “Good Lord, Dr.
Temple, you are a—a minister?”

“Yes, my boy,” the old man con-
fessed, glad that the robbers had re-
Heved him of his guilty secret along
with the rest of his private properties.
Mallory looked at the collapsing Mar-
jorfie and groamed: “And he was In
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up another beautiful pile of biils In
“Not so worse
for a parson,” he grinped. “"You must

shaffures.”

And now Mrs, Temple's gentle eyesa
and voice fllled with tears again: “Oh,
don't take that. That's the money for
his vacatlon—after thirty long years.
Please don't te™~ that™

Continned mext weed,

TUNIS QUICKER THAN RENO

Divorce Is Granted In Less Than an
Hour and Costs $1.20 In Al
rican City.

The next time you happen to be In
Tunis, doot fall to pay a visit to the
divorce court. It is the most Haroum-
alRaschidie Institution this side of
Bamarkand. A great hall of justice,
yaulted and floored with marble and
strewn with eastern carpets, forms Lhe
setting, while husbands In turbans and
lawyers and green robed, gray bearded
judges complete a scens which might
have been taken stralght from the Ara-
bian Nighta

The women, closely velled and hood-
of, are herded lke s0 many cattle
within an irom grill, take po part In
the proceedings which so Intimately of-
fect thelr futures, their interests belng
left In the hands of a voluble and ges-
tleulative avoeal. In each of the four
sides of the great ball is an alcove, and
In each alcove, seated croeam legged on
A many cushioned divan, s & green
robed, goid turbaned cadl. To him the
husband stated his ocase, the wife,
through her avoeal, putting In her de
fense—if ahe has any. The Judge com
sidern the facta In silence, gravely
stroking his long gray beard Lhe whils,
and then delivers his decislon —in nine
eases oul of ten, so | was told, In favor
of the huaband.

Ahould elther persom be dissatisfied
with the fAnding bhe or she can take an
appeal by the simple proocess of walk-
ing croma the hall laying their case be
fore one of the other judges, whose
decialon |8 final A case, aven If ap-
pealed, In generally disposed of well
under am bour and al a total rost of
$1.20, which proves conclusively that
the record for quick and eaay divorces
e not held by Reno —Metropolitan

Magazine

Draam Yourgelf to Sleep.

When you retire to bed, go thers to
sleep. And sleep. Don't think, dom't
plan, don't worry. Bhut the door firm-
ly upon all thinking. Open the mind
to fancles, never mind how vague and
fantastie If they are hut pleasing; and
let yourself drift about in this sea of
fanciea until aleep comes—you know
mot when. So by acquiring the powar
of dreaming while awake you gain the
ability of dreaming yourself Into aleep.
~—Health Culture.

s

Blackguard.

The board of green cloth s respor
sible for Inventing “blackgdard,” A
word that has strangely ailered in
meaning. In early time fta was by
no means a term of reproach, but
referred to the lowly but honorable
calling of carrying coal in the king's
household. Is there any other bad
word 'n the English language ‘hat
ecan boast of such a royal origin?—
London Chroniele,

invigorating Bath.

A salt rub ls most beneficial to the
hea'th. and can be ~btaircd by procur
ing a bowl of mofetened saill with
which the body should be rubbed. An-
other Invigorating plan is to buy the
rock salt, draw a tub of waler and let
tia cupe faull of salt disscive in it be
fore taking the morning plunge.

Power of Radium.

Suppose that the energy of a ton of
radiom could be utilized In 39 years,
instead of bdelng evolved at its In-
variable slow rate of 1,760 years for
half disintegration, It would snffice to
propel a ship of 15000 tons, with en-
gines of 150006 horsepower, at the rate
of 15 knots an hour for 30 years—prac-
tically the lifetime of the ship. To do
this actually requires one and one-half
million tons of coal>New York

World.

Famous Musiclan,

Arrigo Bofto, who has just been
nominated by King Victor Immanuel
of Ttaly as one of the new senators,
ia famous as a musician, and well-
known as a ecomposer and writer. He
tive of Padoa, but Milan is his
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the airl. I she
thoughts upon (he actors she musi
get, for a littls white, her heart
“Iie says he's a buttinakl. Oh, he's
the Muanleal.™

The curtain fell, the lights fashed
up. Marfan found hersell in a siale of
painful bewilderment. Home!mea
when ahe and James talked It over be
tween the acts, they could come to &
better understanding of the play. She
took & cautious glance at her husband.
He was sitiing seversly straight and
wtill

Marian gave up all thought of
following the play. Aa anexpect
ed tragedy had come Into her own
life, and nothing could biot it from
her mind. Each moment she waa be
coming more frightemed at the out-
come of her guarrel. They could not
go on ke this.

“Heector says Bha'll stand by her 1o
the end. If he dies for IL” It was the

]

nerves. Oh, what a time she shouild
have had to keep James quiet If—.
Aba was back at the old worry again.
It pressed harder. Bha began to
lleve that she could not bear It
longer. Bhe would have to tell J
but things could mever be the
again. He had doubted her and
had beem ao eruel about it that be
foreed her to tell

Marian glanced at her husband. He
cleared his throat and changed his po-
sgition. The volcs in continned con-
versation was tantalizingly famifiar,
Cauntiously Marian moved her head
Just a little way, and them—

“Oh, mamma, there's the Iady that
comes to Helen's to give us the
dancing lessons. Yea, the ome right
here in the silk dreas, the shepherd’s
check, Oh, sha Ia just lovely!™

“That’s her husband; Helen showed
him to me yesterday. He Ia awfully
good looking.”

Marian moved ecloser to the chalr
next the ailsle and whispered:

“]—1 wanted to buy that Gibbons
for your birthday, James, with my
own money. | knew you wouldn't Hke
my doing—"
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such chap.”

“Oh, yes you do. He used to be re-
maduthnhhﬂmmmll
this town. Wrote sasays,
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physicians won't take their own medi
that

Departed Halr.

“A lock of Napoleon’s halr recently
sold for $50 at auction. Pretty high
tfor a lock of hair, eh?”

“Oh, | don’t kmow,” responded the
. " think I"'4 be wilk
ing to pay at that rate for my oW
halr, if T eould get it back.”

Belfish,
“1 see Jack Hansom was married
the other day to Miss Richley.” ve

“Yes, and 1 was very sorry to 808

| B :
“Sorry? For her sake or hisT™

“Por mine; 1 wanted her."—Catholly -

Standard and Timesa.

Probably Ong of the Orators,
“This,” sald Mra. Lapsling, whe W
exhibiting the photograph aslbum

the caller, “ia a picture of & secolS

consin of mine who has a g
position Iin the Philippinea. lih
longs to what they call the oo

lary.” 5
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BSeldom Found,
“All aphorisms are not tras_ 3%
instance, that loving words ol TS
“Can't they?”
“How can they whem
thing but & drug In the ;
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