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8YNOPSIS.

CHAPTER )} —liécur, Harr

ordered g the Fhilippines {lt and Mar-
sorde Newton decide 1o elope, but wreck
of taxicalh prevenis thelr sesdng minlster
on the way W the traln

Mallory lo

CHAFTER |l ~Transcoptinental traln
in taking oa passengers Porter has a
lively time with an Engllsh.man and Ira
Lathrop, & Yankese Lusiness man

CHAPTER JIL--The e¢lopers have an
exciting time getting Lo the train

CHAFTER 1V .~"Little Jimmk"” Wel-
Ungton, bound for Feno to gel & divorce,
boards train in mauvdiin conditun Laler
Mre. Jimmie appears

CHAFTER V.- 8he 18 also bound for
Reno with same object Likewise Mrs.
Bammy Whitcomb.

CHAPTER VI—-lLatter hiames Mra.'
Jimmie for her marital troubles Class-
mates of Mallory decorate bridal berth

| presence of mind, Mallory explained:
" “It—it slipped off—I—I plcked It up.
. I have it here.”
! little gold band from his walstcoat

CHAPTER VIL.—Rev. and Mrs. Temple
start on & vacation, They decide to cut
loose and Temple removes evidence of hils
calling.

CHAFTER VIIIL -Marjorie decides to
let Maeliory proceed aluone. but  traln
starts while they are lost in farewell.

CHAPTER 1X —Passengers joln
lory's classmates !n giving ocupls
ding hazing.

Mal-
wed -

e ——

Excess Baggage,

Never was a young soldler so
stumoped by & problem in ‘tactice as
Lleutenant Harry Mallory, safely
abecard his train, and pot daring to
leave i1, yet hopelessly unaware of
bow he was to dlepoee of his lovely
but unlabelled baggage.

Hudson and Shaw had erected a
white satin temple to Hymen in berth
number one, had created such commo-
tion, #~d departed in such econfusion,
that there had been no opportunity to
proclaim that he and Marjorle were
“not married—just friends.”

And now the passengers had ac- |
cepted them as that enormons fund of |
amusement to any train, a newly wed- °
ded pair. To explain the mistake .
would have been difficult, even among |
friends. DBut among utrsmgueﬂ;-—-\m_:,‘ll.l
perhaps a wilser and a colder braln
than Harry Mallory’s could have
gtood there and dellvered a brief ora-

tlon restoring truth to her pedestal,
But Mallory was in no condition for

Burh a stole-dellvery. v

He mopped hls brow in a,grm}, lost:
He |

in a bilzzard of bewilderment.
drifted back toward Marjorie, half to
protect and half for companionship.
He found Mrs Temple cuddling her
close and mothering her as if she
were a baby Instead of a bride.

“Did the poor chlld run away and
get marrfed?”

Marjorie's frantic “ Boo-hoo-hoo'”
might have meznt anything. Mrs.
Temple took it for assent, and mur-
mured with glowing reminiscence:

“Just the way Doctor Temple and 1
did.”

She could not see the leaping flash
of wild hope that llghted up Mallory's
face. She only heard hlg volece across
her shoulder:

“Doctor? Doctor Temple?
husband a reverend doctor?”,

“A reverend doctor?’ the little olid
lady repeated weakly.

“Yes—a—a preacher?

The poor old congregation-weary
soul was abrupmtly confronted with the
ruination of dil the delight in ber Ht-
tle escapade with her pulpit-fagged
husband, If she had ever dreamed
that the girl who was weeping fn her
arms was weeping from any other
fright than the usual fright of young
brides, fresh from the preacher’s ben-
ediction, she would have cast ewery
other comnglderation aslde, amd toid
the truth,

But her busband’'s last behest bDe-
fore he left her had been to keep
thelr precious pretendeacret. Bbhe
felt—just than—that a wuman's first
duty {8 to obey her husband. Besldea,
what business was It of this young
husband’s what her old haaband's
business was? DBefore she had fairly
begun to debate her duty, almost aato.
matically, with the Instarrtaneous tn-
gtinct of self-protection, her [ipa had

" uttered the denial: »

“Oh—he's—Just aGoctor.
There he 18 now.”

Mallory cast one milserable glance
down the alsle at Dr Temple coming

Is your

a—nplain

back from the emoking room. As the
old man paused to stiare at the bridal
berth, whose preparation he had not

geen, he was just enough bufuddled

by Lia first cigar for thirty years to

' look a=trifle tipsy. The motlon of the

train and the raklsh tilt of hkis un-

wonted crimson tle confirmed  the

, suspiclon and annihilated  Mallory's

3 new-born hope, that perhaps repentant

fate had dropped a parson at thelr
! very feal.

He sank into the seat opposiio

Marjorie, who gave hlm one terrified

glance, and harzt Into frésh sobs:

3 “Oh—oh—boo-hoo—I'm so unhap~—

"t hap—npy.”

Porhaps Mrs., Temple wns a little
miffed at the couple that-had led her
astray and opened her own honéey-
fmoon with a wanton fib, In any case,
4he best consolation she could offer

| NG .

| know what real unbappiness is yet
| 'Walt

| wedding ring?

. Marjorie was a perfunctory pat, aﬁd‘rggr_gg‘,i belled the silyer llnes In

ER T I S

—l
ILIWWSTRATED FROM :
PHOTOGRAPHS O |
THE PLAY AS pkowc&, l
2% RENIRRY W. WAG!-}-., |

D co@vmonT vl 7. Ayw.ruy oo !

i

' eynielsm: :

“There, there, dear' You don't .|

|
!

till you've been married a
while.”

And then she noted a startiing Inck
of completeness In the bride’s hand.

“Why-—my dnr!——uhe;o‘s your

With what he considered great

And he took the

and tried to jam it on Marjorie’s right
thumb. !
“Not on the thumb!” Mrs. Temple
cried. “Don’'t you know ™ :
“You see, it's my first marriage.”
“You poor boy—this finger!™ And
Mre. Temple, ralsing Marjorle’s lmp
hand, selected the proper digit, and
held 1t forward, while Mallory pressed
the fatal circlet home,
/And then Mrs. Temple, having com-
pleted their installation as mean.and

|, Speech, as she confessed:

Were you ever in Brattlebore, Vit!”
A flush warmed kher cheek, and a
tense  of home warmed hér prim

Yl cameé from there originafly ™

“S8o did 1" sald Ira Lathrop, jean-
Ing closer, and beaming like & big
sun: “I dom't suppose you Yemember
Ira Lathrop?

The old maid stared at the bachelor
as if she were trying 10 see the boy
she had known, through the mask that
time had modeled on bis face. And
ihen she was 2 girl again and her
volce chimed as she cried: '

“"Why, Ira!—Mr. Lathrop!~—is 1t
you™ '
8he gave him her hand—both her

hands, and he smothered them in one
big paw and lald the other om for
extra warmth, as he nodded his pav-
age head and roared as gentle as
sucking dove: #

“Well, well! Annje—Amme—Miss
Gattle! What do you think of that?”’

They gossiped across the chasm of
of years about people and things, ana
knew npothing of the excitement” o
cloge to them, saw nothing of Chicago
slipping back into the distance, with
its many lights shooting across the
windows llke hurled torches.

Suddenly a twinge of anclent jeal-
ousy shot through the man's heart,
recurring to old emotions.

“Bo you're mnot married, Annie.
Whatever became of that fellow who
used to haog
time?”
“Charlle Selby?” Bhe blushed at the

THE WEDDING

wife, utterly confounded thelr con-
fusion by her final effort at comfort:
“Well, my dears, I'll go back to my
seat, and leave you alone with your
dear husband.”

“My dear what?' Marjorie mumbled
inanely, and begamn to eniffle again.
Whereupon Mrs. Temple resigned her
to Mallory, and consigned her to fate
with a consoling platitude:

“Cheer up, my dear, you'll be all
right In the morning.”

Marjorie and Mallory's eyes inet in
one wild clash, and then both stared
into the window, and dld not notice
that the shades were down.

CHAPTER XI.

A Chance Encounter.

While Mrs., Temple was conflding to
her husband that the agitated couple
in the next seat had just come from
& wedding-factory, and had got om

while he was lost in tobacco land, the
people in the seat on the other side
of them were engaged In a little
drama of their own, !

Ira Lathrop, known o all who knew |
him as a woman-hating snappingtur-
tle, was so buslly engaged trying to
drag the farthest invading rice grains
out of the back of his neck, that he |
was late In realizing his whereabouts.
When he ralsed his head, hé found
that he had crowded info a seat with
nn uncomfortable looking woman, who
crowded agalnst the window with old-
maldenly tinifidity.

He felt some apology to be neces-

sary, and he snarled: “Disgusting |
things, these weddings!" After he |
heard thls, 1t did not sound entirely
felicitonus, Fo he grudgingly ventured:
“Ixertee me—youn married?” 1
she denied the soft impeachment
so heartily that he softened a lttle:
"You're a sensible woman. I guess
yvou and T are the only senslible peo-

ple on ithi= train.” !

“It—seems—e0," she giggled. It |
was Lhy first tlme her spinnterﬂhlp}
had been taken as material for a com-
pliment. Something in the girlish
giggle and the strangely young-emlile
that swept twenty years from her

| volee.

RING IS FOUND.

name, and thrilled at the luxury of
meeting jealousy. *“Oh, bhe entered
the church. He's a minister out in
Ogden, Utah.” '

“] always knew he'd never amount
to much,” was lL.athrop's epitaph on
his old rival. Then he started with
a new twinge: “You bound for Ogden,
too?”

“Oh, no,” she smiled, enraptured
at the new sensation of making a man
anxious, and understanding all In a
flashi the motives that make coquettes,
Then she told him her destination.
“I'm on my way to China.”

“China!” he exclaimed. "Bo'm 1I*

Hhe stared at him with a new
thought, and gushed: *“Oh, Ira—are
you A missionary, tooT" .

“Mlssionary? Hell, no!” he roared.
“Excuse me—I'm an importer—Anne,
I—1—"

But the sonorous swear reverberat-
ed In their ears llke a smitten bell,
and he blushed for it, but could not
recall it ¢

CHAPTER XIl.

The Needle In the Haystack.

The almost-married couple sat long
In mutual terror and a common par-
alysis of Ingenuity. Marjorie, for lack
of anything better to do, was absant.
mindedly twlstlng Snoozleum's ears,
while he, that pocket abridgment of &
dog, In a well' meaning effort to dl-
vert her from her evident grief, made
a great pretense of ferocity, growling
and threatening to bite her fingers
offt. The new ring attracted his spes
clal jealousy. He was growing dis
couraged at the 1ll-success of hig Ime
personation of a wolf, and dejected

at belng so crassly ignored, when h_mi:-

round you all the

| rendered some of

“the rules dom't “low 1o llve stock ia
the sleepin’ cars, "ceptin’ bumans.™

Murjorie rewarded his condescen
slon with a blunt: “Bnoozleums 1s
more bumen than you are.”

“] p'sume he 1s,” the. porter ad-
mitted, “but he can't make up berths.
Anyway, the rules says dogs goes
with the baggage ™

Marjorie swept rules aside with &
deflant: 1 don’t care. 1 womn't be
separated from my Suaoozleums.”

She looked to Mallory for support,
but he was too sorely troubled with
greater anxleties to be capable of any
sction

The porter tried persuasion: “You
betta lemme take bim, the conductia
ig wues'n what | am, He th'owed a
couple oI dogs out the window trnp
befo’ last.”

“The brute!”

“Oh, yassum, he 18 a regulah brute, |
He juet loves to hear 'm splosh when |
they lHght.”

Noting the ghiver that shook the
girl, the porter offered a bit of con-
Rolatlon:

“Better lemme have the pore little
thing up in the baggage cah. He'll be
in charge of a lovely baggage-smash-
er.”

“Are you sure he's & nice manT”

“Oh, yaseum, he's death on trunks,
but he’s & patural born angel to
dogs.” '

“Well, i% I must, I must,” sghe
sobbed. “Poor littlg S8noozlewms! Can
he come back and see me tomorrow 7"
Marjorle's tears were splashing on
the puzzled dog, who nestled close,
with a foreboding of disaster.

“I reckon p'haps you'd better wvisit
bim.”

“Poor dear little Bnoozleums—good
night, my little darling. Poor little
chlld—it's the first night he's slept
all by his 'ittle lonesome, and—" :

o clapped is Bands tsgetner—m-
He clapped his 8 etheé -

patiently and urged: I think I hear
that conducta comin””

The ruse sucéeeded. Marjorie fair,)]
ly forced the dog on him. “Quick—
hide him—hurry!" she gasped, and
sank on the seat completely crushed.
“I'll be 8o lonesome without Bnoozle-
u.m&"

Mallory felt called upon to remind
her of his presence. "I—I'm here,

1 Egyptlan theory of a life after ueath,

boards in Chicago during our run, you
would not need to ask who I am!”

“Such is fame!”

He saw two or three other clerical
persons in that car, but feared (0
touch thelr shoulders. One man In
the last seat held Bim specially, aud
he hid in' the turn of the corridor, n
the hope of eavesdropplng some clue,
This man was bent and secholastic of
appearance, and wore heevy #pec-
tacles and a heavy beard, which Mal-
lory took for a guaranty that bhe was
not another actor., And he was read-
ing what appeared to be printer's
proofs. Mallory felt certain that they
were a volume of sermons. He ln-
‘gered timorously in the environs for
some time before the man spoke at
all to the dreary-looklng woman at
his side. Then the stranger spoke.
And this is what he sald and read:

“I fancy this will make the bigots
slt up and take nptice, mother: ‘If
there ever was a person named Moses,
it 18 certaip, from the writlngs as-
cribed to him, that he disbelleved the

and combated it as a heathenish su-
perstition. The Judalé idea of a fu-
ture existence was undoubtedly ao-
quired from the Assyrians, during the
captivity.””

He éoubtless read much more, but
Mallory fled to the mext oar. There
he found a man in a frock coat talk-
ing solemanly to another of equal
golemnity. The seat next them was
unoccupied, and Mallory dropped Into
it, perking his eears backward for
REWSB,

“Was you ever In Mollne? one
voice asked.

“Was 17" the other muttered.
| “Wasn't I run out of there by one of
my audlences. | Was givin*hypnotie
demonstrations, and:1 had a run-n
with one of my ‘“horses,’ and he done
me dirt. RIght in the mfi of one
of his cataléeptic trances, he got down
from the chairs where I had strotched
him out and hollered: ‘He's a bum
faker, gents, and owes me two weeks’
pay’ Thank Gawd, there was a back
. door openin’ on a dark alley leadin’
to the switch yard. I caught a ca-

Marjorie.” She looked at him just

troubles—buried her head {in -her
arms, and resumed her grief. Mallory
stared at her helplessly, then rose
and bent over to whisper:

“I'm going to look through the
train,” )

“Oh, don’t leave me,” ghe pleaded,
clinging to him with a dependence
that restored his respect.

“I must find a clergyman,” he whis-
pered. “I'll be back the minute I find
one, and I'll brjng him with me.”

The

dog bac 'md'_"dm&'r{%ugd--hls pace’'till

. i

fhe req\cjgem'-"fﬁe corridor, where Mal-

lory overtook him and asked, in an
effort at casual indifference, if he had
seen anything of a clergyman on
board. |

“Ain't seen nothin' that even looks |
lilke one,” said the porter. Then he
hastened ahead to the baggage car
with the squirming Snoozleums, while |
Mallory followed slowly, golng from
seat to seat and car to car, subjecting
all the males to an inspection thatl

them mdlgmmt,l
others or) them uneasy,

If dear old Doctor Temple could
only have known what Mallory was
hunting, he would have snatched off
the mask, and thrown aside the secu-
lar scarlet tle at mll costs. But poor
Mallory, unable to recognize a clergy-
man so dyed-in-the-wool as Doctor
Temple, sitting in the very next seat
—how could he be expected to plck
out another in the long and crowded
train? : *

All clergymen look allke when they
are In convention assembled, but
sprinkled through a crowd they are
not so easlly distinguished. !

In the sleeping car bound for Port-
land, Mallory picked one man as a
clergyman. He had a lean, ascetic
face, solemn eyes, and he was talking
to hls seat-mate In an oratorical man-
ner. .Mallory bent down and tapped
the man's shoulder.

The effect was surprising. The man
jumped as If he were stabbed, and
tarned a pale, frightened face on Mal-
lory, who murmured:

“Excuse me, do you happen to be a

once—at him, the source of all her

er thought he wanted tnel

boose just as a freight traln was pull-
in’ gut.”
| Mallory could hardly get strength,
| to rise and continue his search. On
| his way forward he met the conductor,
| crossing a vestibule between cars. A
{ happy thought occurred to Mallory.
| He sald:
|  “fxcuse me, but have you any
preachers on board?

“None so far.”

“Are you sure?
I “Positive.”
!  “How can you tell?”
“Well, if a grown man offers me a
| half-fare ticket, I guess that's a pret-
| ty good sikp—ain't 1t?"
! Mallory guessed that it was, and,
, turned back, hopelegs and helpless.

;

o

1!.

i

:

i?
:i
d

|

i

ried—{n?"

.begged her to stay, but the spinsy

suddenly became, In his turn, a center |

of iInterest.

Marjorle was awakened from her| M

trance of inanition by the porter's
His plantation volce was ors

dinarily as thick and sweet as his own

New Orleang sorghum, but now it had|

a bitternegs that curdled the bloods
“'Beuse me, but how did you-all
that theah dog in this heah cah?”
“8noozleums is always with me,
&ald Marjorle briskly, as 1f that’sets

-

git]

CHAPTER XIIL.

Hostllities Begin,

During Mallory’s absence, Marjorie
had met with a little adventure of
her own. Ira Lathrop finished his re-
encounter with Anne Gattle shortly
after Mallory set out stalking clergy-
men. In the mingled confusion of
finding his one romantic flame still
glowing on a vestal altar, and of
shocking her with an escape of pro-
fanity, he backed away from her pres-
ence, and sank Into his own berth.
He realized that he was not alone.
Somebody was alongside. He turmed
to find the great tearsepent eyes of
Marjorie staring at him. He rose
with a recrudescence of his woman-
hating wrath, and dashing up the
alsle, found the porter just returning
from the baggage car, He selzed the
black factotum and growled:
' “Say, porter, there's a woman in

advanced on Marjorie with a gentle, |

*“ 'Bcuse me, missue—yv’ berth 18 num-
ba one.”
“] dom’'t care,” snapped Marjorte.
“] won't take it.” :
“But this un belongs to that gentde-
man.” : .

le_can have mine-rours—Mr. Mal-
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Now he feit a OB his shouk
and turned to see Little Jimmie w,
Ington emerging from his berty pu
an enormous smile;
“Bay, Pop, bhave you seen jure
ricetrap? Stick around till ghe
) But Lathrop flung away g u
gsoml room. Little Jimmis tur

the jovial negro:
“Porter, porter” 8
“I'm right by you”
“What thme
Reno?
“Mawnin" of the fo'th day, sah”
“Well, call me just before we 1y

i
E

d'you eay we et

And be rolled In. His last we
floated down the alsle and njef
Little Jimmie Wellington just

ing from the Women's "y
she had sought nepenthe In mope f
one of her exquisite little cigarg T
famillar volce, [amiliarly bihylos
smote her ear with amazement gy
beckoned thé porter to her
“Porter! Porter! Do you kno
the name of the man who fust ag

.

“No'm,” satd the porter. *I reckm
he's 80 broken up he ain't got g
name left.”
“It couldo’t be,” Mre. Jimmie
hings can be sometimes”
the porter. £
“You may make up my berth noy®
sald Mrs. Wellington, forgetting
Anne Qattle was still there, 'Mn
Wellington hastened to apologiue, ay

wanted to be far away from the dis
turbing atmosphere of divorce. ghf
wag dreaming already with her ey
open, and she sank into number sig
in a lotus-eater’'s reverle. i
Mrs. Wellington gathered
things together and took yp her
bag, to return to thé Women's Room
just as Mrs. Whitcomb came: forth
from the curtains of her own berh
where she had made certain prelf
inarles to disrobing, and put on §
light, decidedly negligee negligee.
The two women collded in '.
alsle, whirled on one another, as
en do when they jostle, '
'each other with wild stares of amas
ment, set thelr teeth, and made:
shoulder wrestling with shoulde
They reached the door mark
“Women” at the same instant, and
neither would have dreamed of off
ing the other a courtesy; 'tig
squeezed through together in s K
kenny jumble. 3

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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We have just instaliel
in our shop one of the
largest and finest lathes
ever brought to
and are now prepar
do any kind of repi
work on engines and m
chinery of all kinds, &
W. O. Hay, who has
yesghof ehgericooniil
kind of work, is with
and he will be gl

e
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have his friends t'c}'f I

him.
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