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mnﬁmlory is ordered to the
e and Marjorie Newton

C tlmnb‘nt wreck of taxicab pre-
minister on the way to

y Pranscontinental train is tak-
- on § rs. Porter has a lively
mluhmm and Ira Lath-
ee business man. - The alopers

excit tting to the
J!I“ e" ellington, bound

to get a divorce, boards train

adlin condition. Later Mrs. Jimmie

She is also bound for Reno with

‘ob, . Likewise Mrs. Sammy Whit-

r blames Mrs. Jimmie for

!Ill‘l troubles. Classmates ot Mal-
bridal berth. .

L‘HAPTER Vi—(Continued).
Then Ashton intervened like a dog
je manger and dragged her off to
at, leaving the young man to

tunaﬂnd that!”
pther young man behind him
ed: “Cut out the tamarinds and
 business. Mallory will be here

hate to think what he'll do to us
he nees what we've done to

"Oll. he won't dare to fight in the
X nce of his little bridey-widey. Do
"m see the porter in there?”
*Yes, suppose he objects.”
*Well, we have the tickets. We'll
;ﬁhjﬂ it’s our section till Mallory and
‘Mrs. Mallory come.’
sy moved on into the car, ‘where
porter confronted them. When he
w that they were loaded with bun-
dles of all shapes and sizes, he waved
“them away with scorn:
~ “The emigrant sleepit runs
Toosdays and Thuzzdays.”

only

came a brisk military answer: :
ou black . hound! About face—

“The porter retreated down the aisle,
Mﬂng glibly. . ‘“Scuse me for
ing’ you, but you-all’'s baggage
ked kind o’ eccentric at first.”
m two young men dumped thelr
; on the seats and began to un-
wrap them hastily.
. “J¢ Mallory catches us, he’ll kill us,”
Lieutenant Shaw. Lieutenant
n only laughed and drew out a
 streamer of white satin ribbon.
It ‘Iﬂnner and the glimmering eyes
~of the young man excited Mrs. Whit-
‘comb 80 much that after a. little hesis
“tance she moved forward, followed by
the jealous Ashton.
. *Oh, what's up?”’ she ventured. “It
Jooks like something bridal.”
~ “Talk about womanly intuition!”
sald Lieutenant Hudson, with an in-
gratiating salaam.
~ _And then they explained to her that
their classmate at West Point, being
ordered suddenly to the Philippines,
~ had arranged to elope with his beloved
- ‘Marjorie Newton; had asked them to
- get the tickets and check the baggage
while he stopped at a minister's to
%“get gpliced and hike for Manila by
this train.”
Hsvlng recounted this plan in the

of that it was even at that mo- |

m being carried out successfully,
Lieutenant Hudson, with a ghoullsh

","Bdni‘old friends of the bride and
groom, want to fix their section up

in style and make them truly comfort-.

able.”
. “Delicious!” gushed Mrs. Whitcomb.
“But you ought to have some rice and
old shoes.”
~ “Here's the rice,” said Hudson.
“Here’s the old shoes,” said Shaw.
*Lovely!” cried Mrs. Whitcomb, but
then she grew soberer. “I should think,
though, that they—the young couple—
‘would have preferred a stateroom.”
. _“Of course,” sald Hudson, almost
‘blushing, “but it was taken. This was
- ‘the best we could do for them.”
© “That’s why we want to make it
sniee and bride-like,” said Shaw. “Per-
Ml you could help us—a woman’s

_“On, rd love to,” she glowed, hds-
tening into the section among the
men and the bundles. The un-
$tir attracted the porter’s sus-
{ He came forward with a look

rity:
me, but wha—-what’s all

"Vm—fct out,”
‘ coin l.t him. As he turned

said Hudson,

mm&, 18 you?/ That

Mo’

_{ million, forty-three,” " said Shaw. “An-

| the prospect. “I tell you, it'll be mahty
trefreshin’ to have a bridal couple on

1 preparing for brile coupl’?”

{ tle rice trap. We hang that up there

-{ pocket, and - here comes the- parson:

{of a crowded ball-ground is quenched
: |in air when the home team’s vitally,

Qo mr pleo.aed' i ¢
ust want to ast one question. Is you
il fixin® up for a bridal couple?”

“Foolish question, number eight

sSWer, 10, we are.” -
The porter's tace gllstened like
fresh stove polish as he gloated over

bode! This dog-on Reno train don’t
carry nothin’ much but divorcees. I'm
just nachally hongry for a bridal cou-
ple.”

“Brile coup-hic-le?” came a voice,
like an echo that had somehow be-
come iIntoxicated in tramsit. It was
Little Jimmie Wellington looking for
more sympathy. “Whass zis about
brile couple?” R

“Why, here's Little Buttercup!”
sang out young Hudson, looking at
him in amazed amusement.

“Did I un’stan’ somebody say you're

Lieutenant Shaw grinned. “I don’t
know what you understood, but that’s
what we're doing.”

Immediately Wellington’s great face
began to churn and work like a big
eddy in a river. Suddenly he was
weeping. “Excuse these tears, zhent-
tlemen, but I once—I was once a
b-b-bride myself.”

“He looks like a whole wedding par-
ty,” was Ashton’s only comment on
the copious grief. It was poor Welling-
ton’s fate to hunt as vainly for sym-
pathy as Diogenes for honesty. The
decorators either ignored him or
shunted him aside. They were inter-
ested in a strange contrivance of rib-
bons and a box that Shaw produced.

“That,” Hudson explained, “is a lit-

and when the bridal couple sit down
—biff! a shower of rice all over them.
It’s bad, eh?” ;

Everybody agreed that it was a
happy thought, and even Jimmie Wel-
lington, like a great baby, bounding
from tears to laughter on the instant,
was chortling: “A rishe trap? That's
abslootly splendid—greates’ invensh’
modern times. I must stick ‘around
and see her when she flops.” And
then he lurched forward like a too-
obliging elephant. ‘“Let me help you.”

Mrs. Whitcomb, who had now
mounted a step ladder and poised her-
self as gracefully as possible, shrieked
with alarm, as she saw Wellington’s
bulk rolling toward her frail support.

If Hudson and Shaw had not been
football veterans at West Point and
had not known just what to do when
the center rush comes bucking the
line, they could never have.- blocked
that flying wedge. But they checked
him and impelled him backward
through his own curtains into his own
berth.

Finding himself on his back he de-
cided to remain there. And there he
remajned, oblivious of the carnival
preparations going on just outside his
canopy.

CHAPTER VII.
The Masked Minister.

Being an angel must have this great
advantage at least, that one may sit in
the grandstand overlooking the earth
and- enjoy the ludicrous blunder of
that great blind man’s buff we call
life. ‘ 5

This night, if any angels were
watching Chicago, the Mallory mix-up

Mrs. Walter Temple.

must have given them a good laugh,
or a good cry—according to their na-
tures.

Here were Mallory and Marjorie,
still merely engaged, bitterly regret-
ting their inability to get married and
to continue their journey together.
There in the car were the giggling
"conspirators preparing a bridal mock-
ery for their sweet confusion. -

Then the angels might have nudged
one another and said:

“Oh, it’s all right now. There goes
the minister hurrying to their very
car. Mallory has the license in his

Hooray"' \
And then the antellc cheer must
L have died out as the one great hurrah

| needed home run swerves outside the

xmaadmumlmuumumj

the happiest runawafs
lought a train. They were not miser-
able like the,young couple in the taxi-
'cab. They were white-haired both.

years, - Yet this was their real honey-
moon, their real elopement.

The little woman in the timid gray
bonnet clapped her hands and tittend
like a schoolgirl. ]

“Oh, Walter, I can’t believe we'rp
really gbing to leave Ypsilanti for a
while. ' Oh, but you’ve earned it after
thirty years of being a preacher.”

“Hugh. Don’t let me hear you say
the awful word,” said the little old
man in the little black hat and the
close-fitting black bib. “I'm so tired
of it, Sally, I don’t want anybody on

*| the train to know it.”

“They can’t help guessing it, with
your collar buttoned behind.”
ually dared to say, “Here’s’ where I
change it around.” What's more, he
actually did it. Actually took off his
collar and buttoned it to the front.
The old carriage seemed almost to
rock with the earthquake of the deed.

“Why, Walter Temple!” his wife ex-
claimed. “What would they say in
Ypsilanti?” ‘

“They’ll never know,” he answered,
deflantly.

“But your bib?” 'she said. ]

“I've thought of that, too,” he cried,
as he whipped it off and stuffed it into
a -handbag.. “Look, what I've bought.”
And he dangled before her startled
eyes a long affair which the sudden
light from a - passing lamp-post re-
vealed to be nothing less than a flar-
ing red tie.

The old lady ‘touched it to make
sure- she was not dreaming it. . Then,
omitting further parley with fate, she
snatched it away, put it round his
neck, and, since her arms were em-
bracing him, kissed him twice before
she knotted the ribbon into a flaming
bow. She sat back and regarded the
vision a moment, then flung her arms
round him and hugged him till he

- gasped:

“Watch out—watch out. Don’t crush
my cigars.”
“Cigars!
daze. :

And then the astounding husband
produced them in propf.

“Genuine  Lillian
cents straight.” -

“But I never saw you smoke.” X

“Haven’t taken a puff since I was a
young fellow,” he grinned, wagging
his head. “But now it’s my vacation,
and I'm going to smoke up.”

She squeezed his hand: with an
earlier ardor: - “Now you're the old
Walter Temple I used to know.”

“Sally,” he said, “I’ve been traveling
through life on a half-fare ticket. Now
I'm going to have my little fling. And
you brace up, too, and be_the old mis-
chievous Sally I used to know. Aren’t
you glad to be away from those sew-
ing circles and gossip-bees, and —”

“Ugh! Don't ever mention them,
she shuddered. Then she, too, felt a
tinge of recurring springtide. “If you
start to smoking, I think I'll take up
flirting once more.”

He pinched her cheek and laughed.
“As the saying is, go as far as you de-
gire and I'll leave the coast clear.”

Ile kept his promise, too, for they
were no sooner on the train and snug-
ly bestowed in section five; than he
was up and off.» '

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“To the smoking-room,” he swag-
gered, brandishing a dangerous look-
ing cigar.

“Oh, Walter,” she snickered,
like a young runaway.”

“You look like one. Be careful not
to let anybody know that you're a’—
he lowered his voice—“an old preagh-
er's wife.”

“I'm as ashamed of it as you are,”
she whispered. Then he threw her a
kiss and a wink. She threw him a kiss
and winked too. 'And he went along
the aisle eyeing his cigar gloatingly.
As he entered the smoking-room, light-
ed the weed and blew out a great puff

Cigars!” she echoed, in a

Russells—five

“I feel

| with a sigh of rapture, who could have | —

taken him, with his feet cocked up,
and his red tie rakishly askew, for a
minister?

And Sally herself was busy disguis-
ing herself, loosening up her hair co-
quettishly, smiling the primness out
of the set corners of her mouth and
even—Ilet the truth be told at all costs
—even passing a pink-powdered puff
over her pale cheeks with giilty sur
reptition.

Thus arrayed she was soon joimnz
the.conspirators bederking the bower
for the expected bride and groom. She
was the youngest and most mischiev-
ous of the lot. She felt herself a bride

little wife to come from too much hi-
larity at the hands of the conspirators.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Honor Utterer of Epigrams.

The Japanese are great admirers of
epigrams and apt phrases.. Their love
of such things is carried so far that
when & guest says something unusual-
ly brilliant the host or hostess will
beg him to write down his remark in
large ornamental script. The sentence
is then mounted and hung on the wall
as a permanent addition to its orna-
ments, much as we might hang up a
text ortmotto  Naturally the author
of a bon mot treated in this:way feéls
‘himself highly honored to be thus
placed on record. But the sentences
are selected more for their wisdom
than their humor; go that the funny
man is not much in evidence.

Was 102 and Didn't Know It.
John Wilson, a naval pensioner whe
has died at Bexhill, Sussex, aged 102
. did- not know that he was s cen |
tenarian. His true age was only dis
| covered after his death, when -hit]
naval service papers were examined
Previously his age had been estimat
ed from the date of his qun st ”

-—Immm

that ever

And then the amazing minister act- '

again;, and vowed to protect this timid |

-} —Griffith - zotnnd«to -consider thke of-

Theéy had been married for thirty |

R ¥
Jimmy Lavender

Chief interest in the National league
pennant chase no longer centers about
the hurling achievements of Richard
Le’ Marquis, alias Rube . Marquard.
How the wry-necked, tall and rangy
southpaw of the New York Giants
carved his niche in the pitching hall
of fame by winning 19 straight has
been jotted down on history’s page,
three successive beatings following
the establishment of that high-water
mark.

Other truly greats have rlsen to

take prominent places in the head-|°

line section, notably Larry Cheney,
Jimmy Lavender and Marty O’'Toole
past-masters in the art of spithall
pitching. A few years ago the classy
exponents of this sort of twirling
could be counted on the fingers of cne
hand. In fact, John J. McGraw, mak-
er of champions, contends there have
been only three real spitball marvels
—Jack Chesbro, Ed Walsh and Russell
Ford. Two other veteran field gener-
als, likewise makers of champions,
Frank Chance and Fred Clarke take
issue with McGraw on this point.
The Cub leader would add the
names of Lavender and Cheney, his
present-day.slab phenoms, to those of
Walsh, Chesbro and Ford. Down Pitts-
burgh way Clarke hails his $22,500
find, the sorrel-topped O'Toole, as the
one best bet of all time. Spitball heav-
ers are bobbing up with startling reg-

$50,000 OFFER FOR JOHNSON

President of Boston Red Sox Makes
Big Bid for Star Pitcher of
Washington Team.

The Detroit Evening ‘Journal pub-
lishes the following Boston dispatch:
James McAleer, president of the Red
Sox, has offered $50,000 cash for Wal-
ter Johnson, Washington’s wonderful
pitcher. It is the highest price ever
offered for a baseball player—about

twice the Marty O’Toole figure.

That shows just how anxious Presi-
dent McAleer is to win the world’s
series. - Here is ‘the story. McAleer,
with Ban Johnson and Clark Griffith
and & number of other friends, was

Walter Johrnison.

dining ‘at a club in Washington. . The
talk was baseball and McAleer finally
looked at Griffith and sail: "“I'll give
you $50,000 for Johnson and you turn
him over to me tomorrow. Here's a
thousand dollars rlsht now to bind the
sgreement.”

“Are you kidding me?’ was the re-
ply of the Senator's manager. = .

“No, I'm not kidding,” replied Mec-
Aleer. “Here’ L_ﬂu $1,000 on the ta-
ble.”

lon the contrary, pays liftle
attention to training after the prelim- |

‘| baseball player, like every other hu-

-orders are to be obeyed,

of Chicago Cubs.

\

ularity and setting a lively pace for
the curving wizards who dote only
upon the ancient and honored round-
house delivery, and another season or
two will probably find the moistened
delivery in general use on all clubs.

Marty O'Toole of Pittsburg.

Among Lavender’s most important vic-
tories was one scored against Mar-
quard, the defeat putting a sudden
halt to Rube’s record-busting string of
triumphs and starting McGraw’s men
on a downward slump.

URGE TRAINERS FOR PLAYERS

Little or No Attention Paid to Phys-
ical Condition After Preliminary
Season Is Finished.

A good many professional athletes
do things which amatéurs never would
think of doing. This is particularly

true of baseball players.

In order that the point may be un-
derstood, one must appreciate the
hardships under which amateurs get
ready for contests. They quit smok-
ing and their diet is regulated with
as much science back of it as a physi-
cian gives to a patient. The amateur
mortifies his flesh and punishes his
stomach with the one single idea of
making himself proficient in the con-
tests in which he has undertaken to
engage.

The professional baseball “ player,

Qr no

inary season is finished. The average

University of N :
ogue Lauds Nationammm.

Professional Diamond Puﬂm
.One That Appeals to Prof. George
g Howard—“Rooting” Is Mental
. Perversion. S

Professional baseball carries off the
palm as king of sports, a chief agent
of American democracy, and a moral
uplifter, accord : e
stated by Prof. George Elliot Howard,
‘the University of Nebraska authority,
in an article in the American Journal =
of Sociology, /published at the Uni-
versity of Chicago. The educator gives
the pastime a clean bill “of health
shead of the recreations indulged in
-by the colleges of the land. ; ;

Prof. Howard makes a vigorus, ab-'-
tack upon intercollegiate athletes, de- -
claring them an unmixed evil, and
recommending that they be aban-
doned. He declares that college ath-
letics spectacles lower the moral tone
of the spectator’s emotions, destroy

‘the most important business of the

institutions and threaten to bring on
other evils more serious. :

“Under existing conditions,” he de- -
clares, “the spectator crowd at an in- -
tercollegiate football contest fosters
‘ideals much lower than those suggest-
ed by a game, of protessiona.l base-
ball.”

“In handing the glory to baseball
and criticizing other sporis, Prof.
Howard writes: . :

“Psychologically, for instance, the
great American game of baseball is &
powerful democratic agent. Vast
cfowds of both sexes and of all"ages,
persons of every economie, social, re- '
ligious or intellectual clans touch
shoulders. They shout, thrill and ges-
ture in sympathy. . They are just hu-
man beings, with the differentials of
rank or vocation laid aside.

“The chief menace to the general
use of recreation activities comes from

.the extraordinary vogue of college ath-

letic spectators. The primary business
of the student is, or ought to be, to
study. Naturally, he is inactive dur-
ing a third or more of the day. There
is plenty of time left for restful rec-
reative exercise if it be made use of.
But the student cannot keep his bodi-
1y and mental energy up to the mark
by exercising ' vieariously. The vi-:
carious play qf the team, however fas-
cinating, do\es not exercise the spacta-
tor’'s muscles.

“It is imperative that college author-
ities recognize the funétion of recre-
ation. "At whatever cost for facilities,
every student should be physically as
well as mentally educated, and the
most efficient mental, even moral, edu-
cation depends on physical education
Moreover, play for all is the best form
of educational recreation. :

SA similar example of mental per-
verslon an absurd and immoral cus-
tom tenaciously held fast in mob
mind, has its genpgsis in the partisan
zeal of athletic spectator crowds. I
refer to the practice of organized
cheering known in colege ‘argot’ as
‘rooting.’ From every aspect it is bad.
Morally it stands on the level of the
‘toe hold,” the card trick, the stuffed
ballot box, tainted news of the cam-
paign canard and, like the canard, it
is apt to prove a boomera.ng’ "

man being who exercises a good
deal, gets pretty hungry and permits
himself to over eat, says the Milwau-
kee Sentinel.. After dinner, while
loafing around the hotel he over
smokes and few of them take very
good care of themselves: generally.
They do net over drink as a rule,
but they have other foolish ways of
not taking care of themselves. The i
average baseball player is in such &
hurry to get to the bus after the game
that'he does not properly clothe him-
self and a good many of them find
themselves stiffened up after a hot
finish- because they ride to the hotel
without properly cooling off.

have is a professional trainer who
has absolute power and control over
the physical welfare of the men. He
should be a heartless dictator, whose
and the
rianagement should back him up in
everything he does. In this way base-
ball players could be kept in condi-
tion and it is about the only way that
good condition can be assured. -

‘Longest Home Run Drive.

The home run drive made by Zim.
merman of the Cubs in the game with
the Cardinals on August 28 is claimed
to be the longest hit on record in the |

going with great force when it hi

fer.

-Johnson Picks Foster. -

- Eddte Foster ﬂu'rbeermckad-hy,_

| Ban Johnson as the best young plaver|
| in the American league this seaSon.
The little Chicago lad is -

the hemor because he has helped.
s:matora climb lnto ‘second )lu(

~a,

What every baseball team ought to |

that there is no telling what M b
it might have tuveled had I&Muw— &

McGraw is using Devore in the out-
fleld again.

Buy your world’s series ticketl ear-
-1y if you're interested.

Ted Easterly certainly (s xoinz
" great guns for the White Sox.

‘Williams, the Notre Dame Yyoung-

ster, is making good in the Cub out-

field.

Hendrix of the Piratea is not only
pitching good ball, but he is hlttlng
right along with it. :

Jeft Tesreau’s figst name isn’t Jeff..
It's Charles; " but that doesn’t make
any difference in his pitching. - |

New Yorkers say the attendance &t
the Polo grounds this season has tﬂ

eraged about 10,000. Not so bad, &
Pitcher Walker, 2 Washington- nmlh L
pro player, has Feen turned loose by
the Naps.: He canldn't sttnd thd <
pnce, CAiE) > o
The Chicago Ameﬂunl will tlva
Pitcher Harry Smfth of the Lincoln
Western hntu club a tryont nat

spring.
?reddentleﬂmofthenedﬂﬁt
says his mﬁ-nma tradlntbm

National league. The ball struck the |+

lower edge of the score board in left | ¢

fleld, 425 feet from the plate, and v: i
t,




