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-sure thing." said Ashtoc "xou'U 

find your blade In the box there." „ 
Mallory then negotiated the loan of 

one more fresh shirt from, the Eng
lishman, and a clean collar from Ash-
ton. He rejoiced that the end of the 
day would bring him in touch with 
his own baggage. Four days of forag
ing on the country was enough for 
this soldier. 

Also he felt, now that he and Mar-
Jnria'bAri Hvori tfana \.;TIX th«v couU 
survive somehow till evening brought 
them to San Francisco, where there 
were hundreds of ministers. And then 
the conductor must ruin his early 
morning optimism, though he made 
his appearance in the washroom with 
genial good mornings for ail. 

Mallory acknowledged the greeting, 
and asked offhandedly: "By the way, 
bow's she running?" 

The conductor answered even more 
offhandedly: "About two hours late— 
and losin'." 

Mallory was transfixed with a new 
fear: "Good Lord, my transport sails 
at sunrise." 

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

-Midnight, and sail at daylight!" 
"Unless we lose a little more time." 
Mallory realised that every new day 

managed to create Its own anxieties. 
fJWth the regularity of a milkman, 
•aeli morning left a fresh crisis on 
Us doorstep. 

Lfttte Jlcunfe Wellington, hot la 
pursuit «i Aehton, found himself 
checked in tpito of himself; In spite 
of himself deposited somehow Into a 
seat, and In spite of himself confront
ed with a curvilinear person, who 
•aid: ; ' 

"Excoose, picas*! bat are you get-
tluk off at R-r-reno?" 

1 am," Wellington answered, curt
ly, essaying to rise, only to bo deli
cately restored to his place with a 
gesture and a ipbrase: 

"Then von neet me." 
-Oh. l need yon, do IT 

•re you?" 
"Who ain't IT I am 

Blumen. Our cart, ploaes." 
Wellington found a pasteboard la 

his /nand and road the legead: 

"Vat let 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Tho Complete Divorcer. 
The other passengers were growing 

nervous with their own troubles. The 
next stop was Reno, and In spite of 
all the wit that Is heaped upon the 
town. It is a solemn place to those 
who must go there In purgatorial pen
ance for matrimonial error. 

Some honest souls regard such di
vorce-emporiums as dens of evil, 
where the wicked make a mockery of 
the sacrament and assail the founda
tions of society, by undermining the 
borne. Other equally honest souls, 
believing that marriage Is a human 
Institution whose mishaps and mis
takes should be rectified as far as 
possible, regard the divorce courts as 
•ttles of refuge for Ill-treated or ill-
mated women and men whose lives 
may be saved from utter ruination by 
the Intervention of high-minded 
Judges. 

But, whichever view Is right, the 
ordeal by divorce Is terrifying enough 
to the poor sinners or martyrs who 
most undergo it. 

Little Jimmle Wellington turned 
pale, and stammered, as he tried to 
ask the conductor casually: 

"What kind of a place la that 
Honor 

The conductor, somewhat cynical 
from close association with the di
vorce-mill and its grist, grinned: 
"That depends on what you're leav
ing- behind. Most folks seem to get 
enough of it in about six months." 

Then he went his way, leaving Well
ington red, agape and perplexed. The 
trouble with Wellington was that he 
bad brought along what he was leav
ing behind. Or, as Ashton Impudently 
observed: "Ton ought to enjoy your 
residence there, Wellington, with your 
Wife on band." 

The only repartee that Wellington 
could think of was a rather unin
spired: "Ton go to —" 

"So long as it lsat Reno,- Ashton 
laughed, and walked away. 

Wedgewood laid a sympathetic band 
•a Little Jimmle's shoulder, and said: 

"That Ashton Is no end of a bound
er, whatr • 

Wellington wrote bin epitaph in 
tbose words: 

"Well, the worst I can say of aim 
ts, bo's the kind of man that doesn't 
lift the plug oat wbea he's through 
.with the basin."' 

He liked this so weU that be wished 
bo bad thought of It In time to crack 
It over Ashton's head. Ho deqlded 
to band It to him anway. He forgot 
that the cardinal rule for repartee, Is 
"Better never than late." 

As he swung out of the men's room 
bo was buttonholed by an individual 
new to the little Trans-American col
ony. One of the camp-followers and 
sutlers who prosper round the edges 
of all great enterplses had waylaid 
Win on the way to the battleground 
of marital freedom. 

The stranger had got on at "an 
earlier stop and worked his way 
through the train to the car named 
"Snowdrop." Wellington was his first 
victim here. His pushing manner, 
the almost vulture-like rapacity of his 
gleaming eyes, and the very vul-
Eurine contour of his profile, his palmy 
gestures, his thick lisp* and every-
thing about him gave Wellington his 
Immediate pedigree. 

It ill behooves Christendom to need 
reminding that the Jewish race has 
adorned and still adorns humanity 
with some of its noblest specimens; 
(but this Interloper was of the type 
that must have irritated Voltaire Into 
answering the platitude that the Jews 
are God's chosen people with that 
Other AlaiJtnda. "Tastes differ" 

Ton eomo 
Ton vant 

•year 

Wellington looked from the crowded 
card to the zealous face. "Divorce 
Outfitter* eh?, I dont anlto aet jroo." 

"Veil, in the foist place—* 
" The foist place,' eh? You're from; 

New York." 
"Yes, orltcblnally. How did yon 

know it? By my feshionable clotlb 
ink?" 

"Yes," laughed Wellington, "But 
you say I need you. How?" 

"Veil, you've got maybe some begi 
getch, some trunks—yes?" 

"Yes." 
"Veil. In the foist place, I am an 

expressman. I deliver 'em to your 
address—yes? Vere Iss it?" 

"I haven't got any yet" 
"Also I am addressman. Do yon 

vant It a nice hotel?—or a flneaouse? 
—or an apartment?—or maybe a 
boarding-bouse?—yea? How long do 
you make a restdenoor* 

"81x months." 
"No longer?" 
"Not a minute." 
Take a fine house, den. I got some 

beauties Just waeatod." 
"For a year?-—no thanks." 
"All the leases In Reno run for six 

months only." 
"Well, rd like to look around a lit

tle first." v -
t "Good. Dont rortot us. 
oat hero for six months, 
maybe a good quick dl 

"The quickest I can get" 
"Do you vant It confidential? or 

vary nice and noisy?" 
"What's thatr 
"Ve are press agents and also sup

press agents. Some likes 'em one 
way^some likes 'em anodder. Vteb 
do you vant It?" 

"Quick and quiet." 
"Painless divorce Is our specialty. 

If you pay mo an advence deposit 
now, I file your claim do minute do 
train stops and your own vlfo dont 
know you're divorced." 

TU think It over." said Wellington, 
rising with resolution. 

"Dont forget us. Baumann and 
Bremen. Satisfaction guaranteed or 
your wife refunded. Avoid substl-
toots." And then, seeing that be could 
not extract any cash from Little Jim
mle, Mr. Baumann descended upon 
Mallory, who was just finishing his 
shave. Laying his band on Mallory's 
arm, he began: 

"Excoose, please. Can I fit you out 
vlt a nice divorce?" 

"Divorce? — me! — that's good," 
laughed Mallory at the vision of i t 
Then a sudden idea struck him. It 
took no great genius to see that Mr. 
Baumann was not a clergyman, but 
there were other marrlers to be had. 
"You don't perform marriages, do 
you?" he asked. 

Mr. Baumann drew himself up: 
"Who says I dont? Aint 1 a justice 
of the peaces?" 

Mallory put out his hand In wel
come: then a new anxiety chilled 
him. He had a license for Chicago, 
but Chicago was far away: "Do I 
need/ a license in Nevada?" 

"Why shouldn't your said Mr. Bau
mann. "Dont all aorta of things got 
to have a license in Nevada, saloons, 
husbands, dogs—" 

"How could I get oner Mallory 
asked as he went on dressing 

"Aint I got a few vlt mo? Do you 
vant to get a nice remarriage li
censer 

"Re-marriage?—huh!" bo looked 
round, and, seeing that no one else 
was near: "I havent taken the first 
step yet" 

Mr. Baumann laved bis bands In 
one another: "A betcbolor? Ah, I see 
you vant to marry a nice divorcee 
lady in R-r-renor 

"She tent In Reno and she baa 
never been married, either." 

This simple statement seemed to 
astound Mr. Baumann: 

"A betcheller marry a maiden!—in 
Reno!—ol, oi, ol! It hasnt been 
done yet, but It might be." / 

Mallory looked him over and a 
twinge of distaste disturbed him: 
"You furnish the license, but—er—ah 
—is there any chance of a clergyman 
—a Christian clergyman—being at the 
station?" 

"Vy do you vant It a clolgymanr 
Can't I do It Just as good? Or a nice 
fat alderman I can get your 

Mallory pondered: "I dont think 
she'd like anything but a clergyman." 

"Veil," Baumann confessed, "a lady 
la liable to be particular about her 
foist marriage. Anyvay I sell you de 
license." 

"All right" 
Mr. Baumann whipped out a port

folio full of documents, and as he 
searched them, philosophised: "A 
man ought alvays to carry a good mar. 
rlage license. It might be he should 
need it In a hurry." He took a large., 
Iron seal from his side-pocket and 
stamped the paper and then, with 

fountain pea poised, pleaded 
tho names, pleassr 

"Not so loud!" Mallory whispered. 
Baumann pot his finger to his nose, 

wisely: "I see. it is a confidential 
marriage. Sit down once." 

When he had asked Mallory the 
necessary questions and taken his foe* 
ho passed over the document by 
which the sovereign state of Nevada 
graciously permitted two souls to bo 
made mora or lees oao In the eyes of 
the law. 

"Here you,are," antd Mr. Baumann. 
"Vlt dat you can got married anyvere 
tn Nevada." 

Mallory realised that Nevada would 
bo a thing of the past tn a few boon 
more and ho asked: , 

"It's no good in CaHforntar I 
"Hlmmel.no. In California you boT 

gotta go and bo examined." I 
"Examined!" Mallory gasped, in; 

dire alarm. 
"VJt questions, polssonally," Mr. 

Baumann hastened to explain. * 
"Oh!" , 
"In Nevada," Baumann insinuated,, 

•till hopeful, "I could mary you my
self—now, right here." 

"Could you marry us In this smok
ing' room?" 

"in a cattle car. If you vant It" 
It's not a bad idea," said Mallory. 

TU let you know." ' 
Seeing Marjorie coming down tho 

aisle, he hastened to her, and bugged 
her good-morning with a new confi
dence. * 

Dr. and Mrs. Temple, who had re
turned to their berth, witnessed this 
greeting with amazement After tho 
quarrel of the night before surely 
some explanation should have been 
overheard, but the puullng Mallorya 
flew to each other's arms without a 
moment's delay. The mystery was ex
citing the passengers to such a point 
that they were vowing to ask a few 
questions point blank. Nobody had 
quite dared to approach either of 
them, but frank curiosity was prefer
able to nervous prostration, and tho 
secret could not be kept much longer. 
Fellow-passengers have some rights. 
Not even a stranger can bo permitted 
to outrage their curiosity with im
punity forever. 

Seeing them together, Mrs. Temple 
watched the embrace with her dally 
renewal of Joy that the last nlghra 
•quarrel had not proved fatal. She 
nudged her husband: * 

"See, they're making up again." 
Dr. Temple was moved to a violent 

outburst for him: "WeU, that," tho 
darnedest bridal couple—I only said 
darn, my dear." 

Ho was still more startled when Mr. 
Baumann, cruising along the aisle, 
bent over to murmur: "Can I fix you a 
nice divorcer 

Dr. Temple rose In such an attitude 
of horror as he assumed in the pulpit 
when denouncing the greatest curse 
of society, and Mr. Baumann retired. 
As he passed Mallory he cast an ap
preciative glance at Marjorie and, 
tapping Mallory's shoulder, whispered: 
"No vonder you want a marriage li
cense. I'll be In the next car, should 
you neet me." Then he went on his 
route. 

Marjorie stared after him In won
der and asked: "What did not person 
mean by what he saldr 

"It's aU right, Marjorie," Mallory 
explained, In the highest cheer: "Wo 
can get married right away." 

Marjorie declined to get her hopes 
up again: "You're always saying that" 

"But here's the license—seer 
"What good is thatr she said; 

"there's no preacher on board." 
"But that man Is a Justice of tho 

peace and he'U marry us." 
Marjorie stared at him Incredulous

ly: "That creature!—before ail these 
passengers?" 

"Not at all," Mallory explained. 
"We'll go into the smoking room." 

Marjorie leaped to her feet, aghast: 
"Elope two thousand miles to be mar
ried in a smoking room by a Yiddish 
drummer! Harry Mallory, you're 
crazy." 

Put Just that way, the proposition 
did not look so alluring as at first 
Ho sank back with a sigh: "I guess 1 
am. I resign." • 

He- was as weary of being "foUod 
again" as the villain of a cheap melo
drama. The two lovers sat in a twi
light of deep melancholy, till Mar-
Jorle's mind dug up' a new source ̂ of 
alarm: 

"Harry, I've Just thought of some
thing terrible." 

"Let's have It" he sighed, drearily. 
"Wo reach San Francisco at mid

night and you sail at daybreak. What 
becomes of mer 

Mallory had no answer to this prob
lem, except a grim: "I'U not desert 
you." 

"But well have no time to get mar
ried." 

"Then," he declared with Iron re
solve, "then 111 resign from the 
army." 

Marjorie stared at him with awe. 
He was so wonderful, so heroic. "But 
what will the country do without 
you?" \ i 

"It will have to get along the best 
ft can," he answered with finality. "Do 
you think I'd give you upr 

But 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 petty to count 
She could be heroic, too. 

"No!" she said, in a deep, low tone, 
"No, we'll get married in the smoking 
room. Go call your drummer!" 

This opened the clouds and let in 
the sun again with such a radiant 
blaze that Mallory hesitated no longer. 
"Fine!" he cried, and leaped to his 
feet only to be detained again by 
Marjorle'B clutch: 

"But first, what about that brace-
Ietr 

"She's got it" Mallory groaned, 
slumping from the heights again. 

"Do you mean to say she's still 
wearing I tr 

"How was I to get i t r 

"Couldnt you have siippeo una w 
car last night and stolen it?" 

"Good Lord, I shouldnt think you'd 
want me to go—why, Marjorie—I'd be 
arrested!" 

But Marjorie set her Jaw hard: 
-WeU, you get that bracelet, or you 
dont get me." And then her smoul
dering Jealousy and grief took a less 
hateful tone: "Oh. Harry!" she 
wailed, T n so lonely and so helplesa 
and no far from home." 

"But I'm here," he urged. 
"You're farther away than any

body." abe whimpered, huddling close 
to htm. 

"Poor Mttle thing," be murmured, 
soothing her with voice and kiss and 

"Put your arm round ma," she 
cooed, like a mourning dove, "I dont 
care If everybody Is looking. Oh, I'm 
so lonely." 

"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?" 

'Td marry you this minute if you'd 
say the word," he whispered. 

T d say it if you only had that 
bracelet" she sobbed, like a tired 
child. "I should think you would un
derstand my feelings That awful per
son la wearing your bracelet and 1 
have only your ring, and her bracelet 
Is ten times as big aŝ my r-l-ng, boo-
hoo-hoo-oo!" 

'TU get that bracelet if I 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'U 
manage." 

"Now you're speaking like a sol
dier," Marjorie exclaimed, "my brave, 
noble, beautiful, fearless husband. I'U 
teU you! That creature wUl pass 
through this car on her way to break
fast You grab her and take the 
bracelet away from her." 

"1 grab her, eh?" he stammered, 
his heroism wavering a trifle. 

"Yes, Just grab her." 
, "Suppose she hasnt the bracelet 

onr he mused. 
"Grab her anyway," Marjorie an

swered, fiercely. "Besides, I've no 
doubt It's wished on." He said noth
ing. "You did wish It on, didn't your 

"No, no—never—of course not—" 
he protested. "If you'U only be calm. 
I'll get It if I have to throttle her." 

Like a young Lady Macbeth, Mar
jorie gave him her utter approval in 
any atrocity, and they sat In ambush 
for their victim to pass Into view. 

They had not had their breakfast, 
but they forgot it. A dusky waiter 
went by chanting his "Lass call for 
breakfuss in Rinlng Rar." He chant
ed It thrice in their ears, but they 
never heard. Marjorie was gloating 
over the discomfiture of the odious 
creature who had dared to precede 
her In the acquaintance of her hus
band-to-be The husband-to-be was 
miserably wiBhlng that he had to face 
a tribe of bolo-brandlshing Moros, in
stead of this trivial girl whom he had 
looked upon when her cheeks were 
red. 

CHAPTER XXXV. 

M-. and Mrs. Little Jimmle. 
Mrs Sammy Whitcomb bad longed 

for the sweet privilege of /Squaring 
matters with Mrs. Jimmle Wellington. 
Sneers and back-bitlpg, shrugs and 
shudders of contempt were poor com
pensation for the ever-vivid fact that 
Mrs. Wellington bad proved attractive 
to her Sammy while Mrs. Welling-
tep's Jimmle never looked at Mrs. 
Whitcomb. Or if he did, his eyes had 
been so blurred that he had seen two 
of her—and avoided both. 

Yesterday she had overheard Jim
mle vow sobriety. Today his shining 
morning face showed that he had 
kept his word. She could ha'rdly wait 
to begin the flirtation which, she 
trusted, would render Mrs. Wellington 
helplessly furious for six long Reno 
months. 

The Divorce Drummer Interposed 
and held Jimmle prisoner for a time, 
but as soon as Mr. Baumann released 
him, Mrs. Whitcomb apprehended 
him. With a smile that beckoned and 
with eyes that went out like far-cast 
fishhooks, she drew Leviathan Into 
her net 

She reeled him In and'he plounced 
In the seat opposite. What she took 
for bashfulnesi was reluctance To 
add the last charm to her success, 
Mrs. Wellington arrived to see it 
Mrs. Whitcomb saw the lonely Ashton 
rise and offer her the seat lacing him. 
Mrs. Wellington took it and sat down 
with the back of her head so close to 
the back of Mr. Wellington's head 
that the feather In her hat tickled his 
neck. 

Jimmle WeUlngton had seen his 
wife pass by. To bis sober eyes she 
was a fine sight as she moved up the 
aisle. In his alcohol-emancipated 
mind the keen sense of wrong en
dured that had driven him forth to 
Reno began to lose its edge. His own 
soul appealed from Jimmle drunk to 
Jimmle sober. The appeUate Judge 
began to reverse the lower court's de
cision, point by point 

He felt a sudden recrudescence of 
Jealousy as he heard Ashton's voice 
unctuously, flirtatiously offering his 
wife hospitality. He wanted to trounce 
Ashton. But what right had he to 
defend from gallantry the woman he 
was about to forswear before the 
world7 Jimmle's soul was in turmoil, 
and Mrs. Whitcomb's pretty face and 
alluring smile only annoyed him. 

She had made several gracious 
speeches before he quite comprehend
ed any of them. Then he realized 
that she was saying, "I'm so glad 
you're going to stop at Reno, Mr. WeU
lngton." 

"Thank you. So am I," he mum
bled, trying to look Interested and 
wishing that his wife's clsme wcutt 

not tickle bin neck. 
Mrs. Whitcomb went on, leaning, 

closer; "We two poor mistreated 
wretches must try to console one an
other, musn't w e r 

"Yes,—yes,—we must" WeUlngton 
nodded, with a sickly cheer. 

Mrs. Whitcomb leaned a Uttw 
closer. "Do you know that I feel al
most related to you, Mr. WeUlngtonr 

"Related r he echoed, "you?—to 
me? Howr 

"My husband knew your wife so 
well." 

Somehow a wave of Jealous rage 
surged over him, and he growled: 
"Your husband is a scoundrel." 

Mrs. Whitcomb's smile turned to 
vinegar: "Oh, I can't permit you to 
slander the poor boy behind his back. 
It was all your wife's fault." 

Wellington amazed himself by bis 
own bravery when he heard himself 
volleying back: "And I cant permit 
you to slander my wife behind her 
back. It was all your husband's 
fault." 

Mrs. JimmiesOverheard this behind 
her back, and It strangely thrilled 
her. She Ignored Ashton's existence 
«nd listened for V n Whitcomb's next 
retort. It consisted of a simple, lcyi 
drawl: "I think I'll go to breakfast." ' 

She seemed to pick up -Ashton with, 
her eyes as she glided by, for, finding) 
himself unnoticed, he rose with a| 
careless: "I think I'll go to break
fast," and followed Mrs. Whitcomb. 
The Wellingtons sat dos-a-dos fori 
some exciting seconds, and then on aj 
sudden impulse, Mrs. Jimmle rose.l 
knelt in the seat and spoke across the| 
back of it: ' 

"It was very nice of you to defend] 
me, Jimmle or James." < 

Wellington almost dislocated sev-, 
eral Joints In rising quickly and whirl
ing round at the cordiality of her 
tone. But his smile vanished at her 
last word. He protested, feebly: 
"James sounds so Uke a—a butler. 
Can't you call me Little Jimmle 
again?" 

Mrs. WeUlngton smiled indulgent* 
ly: "WeU, since it's the last time. 
Qdodbye, Little Jimmle." And she 
put out her hand. He seised It hun
grily and clung to It: "Good-bye?— 
aren't you getting off at Renor 

"Yes, but—" 
"So am I—Lucretla." 
"But we cant afford to be seen to

gether." 
Still holding her hand, he tempo

rized: "We've got to stay married for 
•lx months at least—while we estab
lish a residence. Couldn't we er • 
couldn't we establish a residence—er 
—together?" 

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

jimmle stared at her. He felt the 
regret In her voice and took strange 
courage from It. He hauled from his 
pocket his huge flask, and said quick
ly: "Well. If you're Jealous of this, 
111 promise to cork it up forever." 

She shook her head skeptically: 
-You couldn't" 

"Just to prove It," ho said. "I'll 
chuck it out of the window." He 
Bung up the sash and made ready to 
hurl his enemy Into the flying land-
icape. 

"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" 

"I thought so," said Mrs. Jimmle, 
trooping perceptibly. Her husband 
began to feel that after all, she cared 
what became of him. 

"I'll tell you," he said, "I'll give it 
to old Doc Temple. He takes his 
straight" 

"Fine!" 
He turned towards the seat where 

the clergyman and his wife were sit
ting, oblivious of the drama of recon
ciliation playing so close at hand. 
Little Jimmle paused, caressed the 
flask, and kissed U. "Good-bye, old 
playmate'" Then, tossing his head 
with bravado, he reached* out and 
touched the clergyman's shoulder. Dr. 
Temple turned and rose with a ques
tioning look. Wellington put the flask 
In his hand and chuckled: "Merry 
Christmas!" 

"But, my good man—" the preacher 
objected, finding In hie hand a dona
tion about as welcome and as wleldy 
is a strange baby. Wellington winked: 
"It may come in handy for—your 
patients." • 

And now. struck with a sudden 
Idea, Mrs. Wellington spoke: "Oh, 
Ifrs. Temple." 

"Yes, my dear," aald tho Uttie old 
lady, rising. Mrs. Wellington placed 
In her hand a small portfoUo and 
laughed: "Happy New Year!" 

Mrs. Temple stared at her gift and 
rasped: "Great heavens! Your cig
ars!" , 

"They'll be such a consolation," 
Mrs. Wellington explained, "while the 
doctor is out with bis patients." 

Dr. Temple and Mrs. Temple looked 
it each other In dismay, then at the 
Bask and the cigars, then at the Well
ingtons, then they stammered: 
"Thank you so much," and sank back. 

Wellington stared at his wife: "Lu
cretla, are you sincere?" 

"Jimmle, I promise you I'U never 
imoke another cigar." 

"My love'" he cried, and seized her 
band. "You know I always said you 
were a queen among women, Lu
cretla " 

She beamed back at him: "And you 
always were the prince of good fel
lows, Jimmle" Then she almost 
blushed as she murmured, almost shy. 
y "May I pour your coffee for you 
igain this morning?" 

"For life," he whispered, and they 
moved up the aisle, arm in arm, 
bumping from seat to seat and not 
knowing it. 

When Mrs. Whitcomb, seated In the 
dining-car, saw Mrs. Little Jimmle 
pour Mr. Little Jimmle's coffee, she 
choked on hers. She vowed that she 

would not permit those odious v?ei»> 
ngfons to make fdoW of i«r and'her; * 
Sammy. She resolved to telegraphy A ?L, 
Sammy that she had changed hef 
mind about divorcing him, and order 
him to take the first train west and 
meet her half-way on her journey 

. , CHAPTER XXXVI. 

A Duel for a Bracelet 
All this whUe Marjorie and Man 

lory ha& sat watching, as kingfishers 
shadow a pool, the door where* 
through the girl with the bracelet 
must pass on her way to breakfast 

"She's taking forever with net 
toilet," sniffed Marjorie. "Probably 
trying to make a special Impression 
oiv you." 

"She's wasting her time," said Mal
lory. "But what If she brings hef 
mother along? No, i guess her moth
er Is too fat to get there and back." 

"If her mother comes," Marjorie 
declded,<"Tll hold her while you take 
the bracelet away from the—tne— 
from that creature Quick, here ah0 
«v»me« now1 Be brave!" 

Mallory wore an aspect of arrant, 
cowardice: "Er-v-ah—I—I—" 

"You just grab her!" Marjorie exi 
plained. Then they relapsed into at>j 
titudes of impatient attention Kath
leen floated in and, seeing Mallory, 
she greeted him witli radiant warmth: 
"Good morning!" and then, catching} 
sight of Marjorie, gave her a "Good 
morning!" coated with ice. She 
flounced past and Mallory sat inert, 
till Marjorie gave him a ferociou* 
pinch, whereupon he leaped to his) 
feet: ' 

"Oh, Miss—er—Miss Kathleen.'* 
Kathleen whirled round with a moat 
hospitable smile. "May I have a 
word with you?" 

"Of course you can, you dear boy." 
Marjorie winced at this and writhed 
at what followed: "Shan't we take 
breakfast together?" 

Mallory stuttered: "I—I—no, thauK 
you—I've had breakfast" 

Kathleen froze up again as aha 
snapped: "With that—train-acquaint' 
ance, I suppose." 

"Oh, no," Mallory amended, 1 mean 
I haven't bad breakfast." N 

But Kathleen scowled with a Jeal
ousy of her own: "You seem to b» 
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 • 
moment, won't your' 

"No. no, I haven't time," she said, 
and sat down. "Mamma wUl be wait
ing for me. You haven't been la to 
see her yet?" 

"No. You see—" 
"She 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, then with sudden eager
ness, and a trial at Indifference: "f 
see you have that bracelet still." 

"Of course, you dear fellow, f 
wouldn't be parted from it for worlds." 

Marjorie gnashed her teeth, but 
Kathleen could not hear that. Sh« 
gushed on: "And now we have met 
again! It looks like Fate, doesn't 
It?" 

"It certainly does," Mallory assent
ed, bitterly; then again, with zeatit 
"Let me see that old bracelet, will 
you?" 

He tried to lay hold of it but Kath
leen giggled coyly: "It's just an ex
cuse to hold my hand " She swung? 
her arm over the back of the seat 
coquettishly, and Marjorie made a 
desperate lunge at it, but missed^ 
since Kathleen, finding that Mallory, 
did not pursue the fugitive handy 
brought it back at once and yielded 
It up: 

"There—be careful, someone might 
look." 

Mallory took her by the wrist In m 
gingerly manner, and said, "So that's 
the bracelet? Take It off, won't your* 

"Never!—it's wished on," Kathleen) 
protested, sentimentally. "Dont yoo 
remember that evening In the moon* 
Ughtr > 

Mallory caught Marjories avcuafndj 
eye and lost his head. He made at ' 
ferocious effort to snatch the bracelet' 
off. When this onset failed, he haft 
recourse to entreaty: "Just slip H) 
off." Kathleen shook her head tantat-
lzlngly. Mallory urged more strenu
ously: "Please let me see It" 

Kathleen shook her head wfth so
phistication: "You'd nevef give IB 
back. You'd pass it along to that— 
train-acquaintance." 

"How can you think such a tningr 
Mallory demurred, and once more? 
made his appeal: "Please, please, slip? 
It off." . 

(To be Continued) 

iT 

Mail Carriers Will Fly. 

This is an age of great discoveries. 
Progress rides on the air Soon w# 
may see Uncle Sam's mail carriers 
flying in all directions, transporting 
mail. People take a wonderful io* 
terest in a discovery that benefits 
them That's why Dr King's New 
Discovery for Coughs, Colds and oth
er throat and lung diseases is the most 
popular medicine in America "It 
cured me of a dreadful cough," writes 
Mrs J F Davis, Stickney Corner, Me.* 
"after doctor's treatment and all other 
remedies had failed." For coughs, 
colds or any bronchial affection it's un' 
equalled. Price 50c and $1.00. Trial 
bottle free at O. M. Olsen. 
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