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: “Nure thing,” said Ashion, *“You'll

find your blade in the box there.” .

Mallory then negotiated the loan of

: one more fresh shirt from the Kng-

; 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 feit, now that he and Mar-
daria 'aad livad thna toaex thav coulkd
survive somehow till evening brougnt
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 all,

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 tnnlport. sails

at sunrise.”

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

_“Midnight, and sall at daylight!”
“Unless we lose a little more time.”
Mallory realized that every new day

managed to create its own anxietles.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

The Complete Divercer.
‘The other passengers were growing
with their own troubles, The
stop was R.cno. and in spite of
is heaped upon the
town, it is a solemn place to those

'B

error,

may be saved from utter ruination by
the intervention of high-minded

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

Little Jimmie Wellington turned
pale, and stammered, a8 he tried to
ask the conductor casually:

“What kind of a place is that
Reno?”

The conductor, somewhat cynical
from close association with the di-
wyorceemill and its grist, grioned:
*“That depends on what you're leav-
ing behind. Most folks seem to get
enough of it in about six mon

Then he went his way, leaving Well-
ington red, €gape and perplexed. The
trouble with Wellington waa that he
had brought along what he was leav-
ing behind. Or, as Ashton impudently
observed: “You ought to enjoy your

. residence there, Wellington, with your
; wife on hand.”
¥ The only repartee that Wellington
éy. ocould think of was a’' rather unin-
spired: “You go to —"
“Bo long as it isnt Reno,” mtu
langhed, and walked away.
Wedgewood laid a sympathetic nu
oA Little Jimmie's shoulder, and said:
' “That Ashton is no end of a bound-
eor, what?” '

w.mmmmmmn
these words:

'Woll,thowcutlmn:otum
is, he's the kind of man that doesn't
Hlift the plug out when he's through
with the basin.” °
' He liked this so well that he wished
e had thought of it in time to crack
it over Ashton’s head. He decided

As he swung out of the men’s room
be was buttonholed by an indiygidual
new to the little Trans-American col-
ony. One of the camp-followers and
sutlers who prosper round the edges
of all great enterpises had waylald
him on the way to the battleground
of marital freedom,

The stranger had got on at “an
earller stop and worked his way
through the train to the car named
“8nowdrop.” Wellington was his first
victim here. His pushing manner,
the almost vulture-like rapacity of his
gleaming eyes, and the very vul-

turine contour of his profile, his palmy |.

gestures, his thick lisp; and every-
thing about him gave Wellington his
immediate pedigree,

It il behooves Christendom to need
reminding that the Jewish race has
adorned and still adorns humanity
with some of its noblest specimens;
pbut this interloper was of the typp
that must have irritated Voltaire into
answering the platitude that the Jews
are God’s chosen people with that
other olatitnda “Tastes differ™

|V
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" Lit{le :fmmlu " Wellington, § lu m

pursuit of Aghtom, "found himsslf
checkad in spite of ‘himself; ta spite
of himgelf deposited somehow into a
seat, and in spite of himself confront-
ed with a envutnnr m who
sald;

“Excoowe, pleass! Imt are you no-
ﬂnk off at R-r-repo?™ '

cately restored to his place With a
gesture and a phrase:

Binun & Biumen

Divorce Gutfitters
212 Rtmeoy Rocunt, Ress, Bevade |

Public
Satheiaction Cusrpmsd

Notsry
Justice of the Peace

Wellington looked from the crowded
card to the zealous face. “Divorco
Ontfiftera eh? I dan't aufie get you™

“Vell. in the folst place—"

““The foist place,’ eh? You're from,
New York.”

“Yes, oritchinally. How did youn
know it? By my feshionable cloth-
ink?”

“Yes,” laughed Wellington.

Yyou say I need you. How?”
“Vell, you've got maybe some begs

um

*“Vell, In the foist placs, I am ll
expressman. 1 deliver 'em to your
address—yes? Vere iss itT™

“l haven't got any yet.”

“Also I am addressman. Do you
vant it a nice bhotel?—or a fine &ouse?
—or an . apartment?—or maybe. &
boarding-house?—yes? How long do
you make a residence?™

“Six months.”

“No longer?

“Not a minute.™

“Take a fine house, den. I got some
beauties just waeated.” .

“For a year?'—no thanks.”

“All the leases In Reno run for six
months only.”

.{*Well, I'd like to look around a lit-
tle first.” -

“Good. Don‘t forpet us. You come
out here for six months. You vant
maybe a good quick divorce—yes?”

“The quickest I can get.”

“Do you vant it confidential? or
very nice and nolsyr™

“What's that?

“Ve are press agents and also sup-
press agents. Bome Hkes ‘em one
way, some likes ‘em llllldu' Vich
do you vant it

"Qulot lndquht.

your wife refunded. Avold substi-
toots.” And then, seeing that he could
not extract any cash from Little Jim-
mie, Mr. Baumann descended upon
Mallory, who was just finishing his
shave. Laying his hand on Mallory's
arm, he began:

“Excoose, pleass. Can I fit you out
vit a nice divorce?”

“Divorce? — me! — that's good,”
langhed Mallory at the vision of it
Then a sudden idea struck him. It
took no great genius to see that Mr.
Baumann was not & clergyman, but
there were other marriers to be had.
“You dom't perform marriages, do
you?™ he asked.

Mr. Baumann drew himself up:
“Who says I don't? Ain't 1 a justice
of the peaces?”

Mallory put out his hand in welk
come: then a new anxiety chilled
him. He had a license for Chicago,
but Chicago was far away: "Do |
need; a license In Nevadal

“Why shouldn’t you? said Mr. Bau-
mann. “Doa‘t all'sorts of things got
to have a license in Ncndl. saioons,
husbands, doge—"

“How could I get mr" Mallory
asked as he went on dressing.

“Alnt 1 got a few vit me? Do you
vant to get a nice re-marriage I
cense ™

“Re-marriage?™—hbuh!™ he looked
round, and, seeing that mp one else
was near: “I haven't taken the first
step yet.”

Mr. Baumann laved his hands in
one another: “A betchelor? Ab, I see
you vant to marry & nice divorcee
lady In R-r-reno?”

"Bhahn'tmnonoudmm
never been married, either.”

This simple statement seemed to
astound Mr. Baumann:

“A betcheller marry a maiden!—in
Reno!—of, ol, of! It hasn't been
done yet, but it might be.” i

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

“Yy do you vant it a cloigyman?
Can't I do it just as good? Or a nice
fat alderman I can get you?”

Mallory pondered: *“I don't think
ghe'd like anything but a clergyman.”

“Vell,” Baumann confessed, “a lady
iz liable to be particular about her
foist marriage. Anyvay I sell you de
license.”

“All right.,”

Mr. Baumann whipped out a port-
follo full of documents, and as he
searched them, philosophized: "“A
man ought alvays to carry a good mar.
riage license. It might be he should
Deed it in a hurry.” He took a large,
fron seal from his side-pocket and
stamped the paper and then Wwith

e

=

founumn pen poised, pleaded: ‘Vui

the names, pleass?”

,“Not so loud!” Mallory whispered.
Baumann put his finger to his nose,
wisely: “I ses, it is a confidential

marriage. Bit down once.”

Nhen he bad asked Mallory the
necessary questions and taken his fee,
he passed over 'the documaent by
which the sovereign state of Nevada
graciously permitted two souls to be
made more or less one in the eyes of

the law.

Vit dat you can get married anyvere

in Nevada.” '

Mallory realised that Nevada would
be a thing of the past in a few hours

more and he asked: .
“It's no good in California?™

“Himmel, no. lncnmmmur

gotta go and be examined.”
“Examined!”
dire alarm.
“Vjt questions, poissonally,” Mr.
Ba“u&nmhutendtom
h!”

“In Nevada,” Baumann mtd.,
still hopeful, “I could mary you my-

self—now, right here.”

“Could you marry us in thll smok-
mht." she sobbed. llke a tired
' *“I should think you would un-

lné room?”

“In a cattle car. if you vant tt."

“It’s not a bad idea,” said nuuou.

“I'll let you know.”

Seeing Marjorie coming down- the
aisle, he hastened to her, and hugged
her yood-mornms with a new confi-

dence.

Dr. and Mrs. 'rample, who bhad re-
turned to their berth, witnessed this

flew to each other’s arms without a
moment’s delay. The mystery was ex-

citing the

that they were. vowing to ask a few
- | through this car on her way to break-

watched the embrace wltl her daily
renewal of joy that the last night's
quarrel had not proved fatal Ill.

nudged her husband:
“Bee, they're making up agatn.”

Dr, Temple was moved to a violent
outburst for bhim: “Well, um, the
darnedest bridal couple—I only saild

darn, my dear.”

He was still more startied wlnn Mr.
Baumann, cruising along the ' aisle,
bentourto murmur: “Can I ll:m a

nice divorce?”

Dr, Temple rose in such an attitude
of horror as he assumed in the pulpit
when denouncing the greatest curse
of soclety, and Mr. Baumann retired.
.| As he passed Mallory he cast an ap-
Marjorie and,
tapping Mallory’s shoulder, whispered:
“No vonder you want a marriage li-
I'll be in the next car, should
you neet me.” Then ho went on his

preciative glance at

route.

mmmmermmm
der and asked: “What did not person

mean by what he said?”

“It's all right, Marjorie,” Mallory
“We

explained, in the highest cheer:
can get married right away.”

" Marjorie declined to get her hopes
“You're always saying that.”

up again:
“But here's the license—sea?”
“What good is that?”
“there’s no preacher on board.”

“But that man is a justice of the

peace and he’'ll marry us.”

Marjorie stared at him incredulous-
ly: “That creature!—before all these

passengers?”
“Not at alL”
*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
Harry Mallory, you're

Put just that way, the proposition
alluring as at first.
He sank back with a sigh: ~I guess 1

drummer!
crazy.”

did not look so

am. I resign.” .

He was as weary of being “Tolled
again” as the villain of a cheap melo-
drama. The two lovers sat iIn a twi
light of deep melancholy, till Mar
jorie’s mind dug up a new source,of

“Harry, I've just thought of some |,

thing ble.”
“Let’s have It,” he lilllﬂl. dmrur

“We reach San Francisco at mid-
aight and you sail at daybreak. Whit

becomes of me?"

Hﬂloryhldloulworto-thhm
lem, except a grim: *I'll not desert

you*

“But we'll have no time to get mar

ried.”

“Then,” he declared with irom re
solve, “thed I'll resign from the

army.”

Marjorie stared at him with awe.
“But
what will the country do without

He was so wonderful, so heroic.

you?” | !

“It will bave to get along the best
ft can,” he answered with finality. “Da

you think I'd give you up?
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 detalned agailn by
Marjorie’'s clutch:

“But first, what about that brace-
let?”

“She’s got It,” Mallory groaned,
slumping from the heights again.

“Do you mean to say she's still
wearing it?”

“How was I to get Itf'

mnmmm

/1 pany of her misery.

Mallory expiained.

“Couldn’t you have silpped mw unes
car last night and stolen it?"

“Good Lord, I shouldn't think you'd
want me to lo—'hy, Marjorie—I'd be
arrested!” W

But, Marjorie set her jaw hard:
“Well, you get that bracelet,- or you
don't get me.” And then her smoul-
[ jealousy and grief took a less

tone: Harry!”

away than lllr-
whimpered, huddling close

little thing,” he nm.rmu.rd.
her with voice and kiss and

your arm round mg,” she
Hke a mourning dove, “I don't
if everybody is looking. Ob, I'm
so0 lonedy.”

“I'm just as lonely as you are,” he
pleaded, trying to creep into the com-

“Please marry me soon,”
plored, “won't you, please?”

‘“I'd marry you this minute if yon'd
say the word,” he whispered.

“I'd say it If you only had that

derstand my feelings. That awful pet-
son 18 wearing your bracelet and 1
have only your ring, and her bracelet
Is ten times as big as_my r-i-ng, boo-
hoo-hoo-00!"”

“I'll 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'll
manage.”

“Now you're speaking llke a so)-
dier,” Marjorie exclaimed, “my brave,
noble, beautiful, fearless husband. I'll
tell you! That creature will pass
fast. You grab her and take the
bracelet away from her.”

“l grab her, eh?” he stammered,
his heroism wavering a trifie.

“Yes, just grab her.”

. “Buppose she hasn't the bracelet
on?” he mused.

“Grab her anyway,” Marjorie an-
swered, flercely. “Besides, I've mno
doubt it's wished on.” He sald noth-
Ing. “You did wish it on, didn’t you?”
* “No, no—never—of course not—"
he protested. “If you'll only be calm.
I'll'get it if I have to throttle her.”

Jdke a young Lady Macbeth, Mar-
jorie gave him her utter approval in
any atrocity, and they sat in ambush
for thelr victim to pass into view.

They had not had their breakfast,
but they forgot it. A dusky walter
went by chanting his “Lass call for
breakfuss in Rining Rar.” He chant-
od 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 wishing that he had to face
a tribe of bolo-brandishing Moros, in-
stead of tkis trivial girl whom he had
looked upon when her cheeks were
red.

CHAPTER XXXV.
Mr. and Mrs. Little Jimmle. -

Mrs. Sammy Whitcomb had longed
for the sweet privilege of ,squaring
matters with Mrs, Jimmie Wellington.
Bneers and back-bitipg, shrugs and
shudders of contempt were poor com-
pensation for the ever-vivid fact that
Mrs. Wellington had proved attractive
tq her Sammy while Mrs. Welling-
t&r’s Jimmie never looked at Mrs.

itcomb. 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-
mie vow sobriety. Today his shining
morning face showed that he had
kept his word. She could hardly walt
to begin the flirtation which, she
trusted, would render Mrs, Wellington
helplessly furious for six long Reno
months,

and held Jimmie prisoner for a time,
but as soon as Mr. Baumann released
bim, Mrs. Whitcomb apprehended
him. With a smile that beckoned and
with eyes that went out llke far-cast
fishhooks, she drew Leviathan into
her net.

She reeled him In "he plounced
in the seat opposite. t she took
for bashfulness 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 facing 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.

Jimmie Woellington had seen his
wife pass by. To his sober eyes she
was a fine sight as she moved up the
ajislee In his alcohol-emancipated
mind the kebn sense of wrong en-
dured that had driven him forth to
Reno began to lose its edge. His own
soul appealed from Jimmie drunk to
Jimmie sober. The appellate 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 tov forswear before the
world? Jimmie’s soul was in turmoll,
and Mrs. Whitcomb’s pretty face and
alluring smile only annoyed him.

She had made several graclous
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, Well-
ington.”

“Thank you. So am I,” he mum-
bled, tryilng to look Interested and
wishing that his wife's plu=e woui&

The Divorce Drummer Interposed,

Bot tickle hin neck.

Mrs. Whitcomb went on;
closer;  ‘“We_ two poor mistreated
wretches must try to console one an-
other, muan’'t we?”

“Yes,—yes,—we must,” Wellington
nodded, with a sickly cheer.

Mrs. Whitcomb leaned a little
closer. “Do you know that I feel al-
most related to you, Mr. WellingtonT”

“Related? he echoed,
me? How?”

“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 II.‘II
own bravery when he heard himself
volleying back: “And I can’t permit
you to slander my wife behind her
back. It was all your husband’s
fault.” 3

Mrs. Jimmie,overheard this behind
her back, and It strangely thrilled
her. She ignored Ashton’s existence
and listened for Mra. Whitcomb’s pext
retori. It consisted of a simple, 1c¥)
drawl: “I think I'll go to breakfast.”

She seemed to pick up -Ashton with,
ber 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 for
some exciting seconds, and then on a|
sudden impulse, Mrs. Jimmie rose,
knelt in the seat and spoke across ulor
back of it:

“It was very mnice of you teo dotendl
me, Jimmie—er—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 llke a—a butler.
Can't you call me Little Jimmie
again?”

Mrs. Wellington smiled indulgent-
ly: “Well, since it's the last time.
Good-bye, Little Jimmie.” And she
put out her hand. He seized it hun-
grily and clung to it: *“Good-byel—

Aren’t you getting off at Reno?” ;

“Yes, but—"

“S8o0 am I—Luereth."

“But we can't afford to be seen to-
m"'n

Still holding her hand, he tempo-
rized: “We've got to stay married for
six 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 roil
“me.l'l ’

Jimmie 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,
I'll promise to cork it up forever.”

8he shook her head skeptically:
“You couldn't.”

“Just to prove it,” he said, *I'll
chuck it out of the window.” He
Bung up the sash and made ready to
burl 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,” sald Mrs. Jimmie,
drooping 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.”

l‘nua!!l

He turned towards the seat where
the clergyman and his wife were sit-
ting, oblivious of the drama of recon-
ciliatlon playing so close at hand.
Little Jimmie paused, caressed the
flask, and kissed if. “Good-bye, old
playmate!” Then, tossing his head
with bravado, he reached' out and
louched the clergyman’s shoulder. Dr.
Temple turned and rose with a ques-
tioning look. Wellington put the flask
iIn his hand and chuckled: “Merry
Christmas!™

“But, my good man—"" the préacher
pbjected, finding in his hand a dona
tion about as welcome and as wieldy
is & strange baby. Wellington winked:
“It may come In nandy for—your
patients.”

And now, struck with a sudden

:

idea, Mrs. Wellington spoke: *“Ob,
Mrs. Temple.”
“Yes, my dear,” said the little old

iady, rising. Mrs, Wellington placed
In her hand a small portfollo and
iaughed: “Happy New Year!”

Mrs. Tenrple stared at her gift and

gasped: "“Great heavens! Your cig
ars!”
“They1l be mch.l consolation,®

Mrs. Wellington explained, “while the
foctor is out with his patients.

Dr. Temple and Mrs. Temple looked
it each other in dismay, then at the
flask and the cigars, then at the Well-
Ingtons, then they stammered:
“Thank you so much,” and sank back.

Wellington stared at his wife: “Lu-
tretia, are you sincere?”

“Jimmie, I promise you I'll never
smoke another cigar.”

“My love!” he cried, and seized her

tand. “You know I always said you
were a queen Aamong women, Lu-
cretia,”

She beamed back at him: *“And you
always were the prince of good fel-
lows, Jimmie.” Then she almost
plushed as she murmured, almost shy-
¥: “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 fit,

When Mrs. Whitcomb, seated in the
dining-car, saw Mrs. Little Jimmle
pour Mr. Little Jimmie’'s coffee, she

“you™to |

would not permit those odious \nll- \
Ingtons to' make Tools of Ner und e
‘Sammy.  She resolved.  to.telegraph
Sammy  that she had changed hef

mind about divorcing him, and ordef
hlmtotatotholﬂtmmnl

meet her half-way on her journef

nome.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

A Duel for a Bracelet.

All. this while, Marjorie and Mab
lory hal sat watching, as Kingfighers
shadow a pool, the door where
through the girl with the bracelet
must pass on her way to breakfast.

“She's taking forever with hef
tollet,” sniffed Marjorie. *“Probably
trying to make a special impression
on yo“-n

“She’s wasting her time,” said Mal
lory. “But what if she brings her
mother along? No, ¥ guess her mothe -
er is too fat to get there and back.”

“If her mother comes,” Marjorie
decided,”“T'll hold her while youitake
the bracelet away from. the—
from that creature. Quick, here shl
“amea now! Be brave!”

Maliory wore an aspect of arrann
cowardice: “Er—ah—]—]—"

“You just grab her!” Marjorie exs

plained. Then they relapsed into ats
titudes of impatient attention, lﬂath-
leen floated in and, seeing Mallory,
she greeted him wit® radiant warmth:
“Good morning!” and then, catching
sight of Marjorie, gave her a “Good
morning!” coated with ice. Sha °
flounced past and Mallory sat inert,
till Marjorie gave him a ferocious
?el:tch, whereupon he leaped to hig

“Oh, Miss—er—Miss Kathieen.’?
Kathleen whirled round with a mosg -
hospitable smile. “May 1 have &
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?” G

Mallory stuttered: "I—I—no, thank
you—I've had breakfast.”

Kathleen froze up again as she
snapped: “With that—train-acquainte
ance, I suppose.”

'Oh, no,” Mallory amended, "'l mean
I haven't had breakfast.”

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

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

“No, no, I haven't time,” she maid,
and sat down. “Mamma will be waite
Ing for me. You haven't been in te
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, pere*
functorily, then with sudden eager-
ness, and a trial at indifference: "X

see you have that bracelet still.”

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

Marjorip gnashed her teeth, but
Kathleen could not hear that. She
gushed on: “And now we have met
again! It looks llke Fate, doesn't
I

“It certainly does,” Mallory assents
ed, bitterly; then agailn, with zest:
“Let me see that old bracelet, will
'ou?l!

He tried to lay hold of it, but Kath-
leen giggled coyly: “It's just an ex«
cuse to hold my bhand.” She swung
her arm over the back of the seat
coquettishly, and Marjorie made =
desperate lunge at it, but missed,
gince Kathleen, finding that Mallory:
did not pursue the fugitive hand,
brought it back at once and ylelded
It up:

“There—be careful, someone might
look.” ¢

Mallory took her by the wrist in @
gingerly manner, and said, “So that's
the bracelet? Take it off, won't your™

“Never!—it's wished on,” Kathleem
protested, sentimentally. “Don't yow
remember that evening in the moon~
light )

Mallory caught Marjorie’'s secusing
eye and lost his head. He made &
ferocious effort to snatch the briceled
off. When this onset falled, he had
recourse to entreaty: ".lut slip 10
off.” Kathléen shook her head tantal-
isingly. Mallory urged more streau-
ously: “Please let me see it.” .

Kathléen shook her head with so-
phistication: “You'd neves give it
back. You'd pass it along to that—
train-acquaintance.”

*“How can you think such a thing?”
Mallory demurred, and once more
llltild; his appeal: “Please, please, llln

o .ll

(To be Continued)

Mail Carriers Will Fly.

This is an age of great discoveriés.
Progress rides on the air. Soon we
may see Uncle Sam’s mail carriers
flying in all directions, transporting
People take a wonderful in-
terest in a discovery that benefits
them. That’'s why Dr. King's New

Discovery for Coughs, Colds and oth- g}
er throat and lung diseases is the most i
popular medicine in America. “It #
cured me of a dreadful cough,” writes 3
Mrs. J. F. Davis, Stickney Corner, Me., x5

b

§

iy

mail.

“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

choked on hers. She vowed that she i

bottle free at 0. M. Olsen.
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