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CHAPTER L—=While his train is “3
on & siding*Tom Davenport, sagineer
the Pacific Limied, becomes int in
the furtive mov.m::::‘::.: g :::.I"‘,
b § ."\‘s‘r'n:'ﬂ' he  dlscovers him
Willame, misine ek, Sour
and mnku“lu& 'Alll du'&
Proves 1o be an Bt L *"The limited
o wrecked.

g A oty gy Mg
been pinned under the w . The Hindu
vows elernal  gratitude. Hams  res
ceives & message telling him Mexican
revolutionisis  have seiped his mine
known as * Tigre,” and killed or

off the Americans,

“Only a scratch,” he muttered,

He foreed the neck of his flask be-
tween the lps of the unconacious doll-
lke figure. The fire was pearly out,
and the section men from Bepur were
nirendly over the edge of the steep
bank., A whistle was sounding falotly
down the road In front,

The head brmkeman came wearlly
back to the group around the dead
and Injured and handed a telegram to
Conduetor Martin,

“Extrs  twenty-seven  sixty-nine's
vogine and a wrecking crew have bheen
sent bock from Deming: that's her
whistling now,” explained the truin-
mnn

Jitendrn stirred. L

Never before in all his life had a
fery, potent lguld like the one now
trickling down his throat passed his
lips, The thud of the wrecked car as
it toppled at last into the ditch seemed
to ald in his awakenlng.

He sat suddenly erect, looked stu-
pidly around, Friendly hands helped
him into the Pullman.

“Feelilng better?’ Buck Willlama
had niready forgotten his own trivial
injuries In the solicitude bhe felt for
this timorous little slien peering wp
at him with apologetic eyes

“Yes, sahib,” breathed the brown
man. *1 do not understand—"

“Oh, It's all ever," cheerfully inter
ropted Williams., “We had a bresk-
ilown on the locomotive and came to
a quick stop., The old wooden diner
crumpled up—that's all. Couldn't ex-
pect anything else, hitting the hill the
way we were, with a big hog like that
in fraet and the steel Pullman behind.
A couple of niggers killed—and you
got the worst deal of any of the pas
sengers, | guess.”

The somber look In the eyes deep-
enced as Jitendra scanned his face with
n quaint intentness which was alto-
gether new and a little uncanny. Wik
tams shifted uneasily as he went on:

“Wrecking crew's got the engioe on
the track ugain; we'll only be &
hours late into El Paso. Do you
you'd better get off at Deming and
& doctor ook you over?”

Jitendra shook his head. *1 am not
moch burt, Hahib Budk,” he gravely
replied. “But how cume 1 10 escaps
the fire? Was | not overwhelmed
the disaster?’

"Ob, you were penned In under that
old bulk of u diper untll we dragged
vou oul,” lsaghed the mining man.
“But that's done now. You'll be In
(‘hicago, almost the same as if nothing
hnd bhappened, In two days, It was
lucky for both of us that we were to-
wird the back end of the cur.”

“It was fate,” afirmed Jitendra,

divendra nodded. -

“Yes, Sahib Buck, You were inguin
ing of me concerning certaln powers
of my people. But Vishnu willed that
I shouid not reply. Bo my lps were

iledd, as yon saw., It may be ‘that
I shall never reveal (o you, sahib, the

nus of whieh 1 was ahout to speak.”
Why not?  demanded  Willlnins
Iy, The finality i the volee of
tindy  Interestad und, oddly

Conyrieht

TEnara, "It I8 not basy for me w ex-
plain the powers which rule us In spite
of our complacent seif-confidence. But
I saw you running for thix train-=
which was late. Tell me It you can,
did you muke It late?

u.\'-"_u R

“Nor did 1" afirmed the Orlental
“Nor did elthar you or 1 check its
mnd rush toward the places whither
we are travellog.  Therefore, lhow
shall | mnke clear to you thit what

1 may eall fute bears rule over all? |

It I8 not well that men should know
too much of such things, sahib, clse
'lhﬂr would lay the blame for thelr
evil deods on destiny or fate, Bo I
it not wiser to deal wartly with such
matters, that, being In ignorance, men
shall have the wore fear of that which
Is hidden and kept secret 1
“Perhups,” laconically admitted
Willams,
“This morning,” Imperturbably weat
' on Jitendra, “1 did not know that soch
iamullmul!utl.lu'tl«l:oulmv
| me. Fute wills that we meet and joum
ney on together.”
“To El Paso?" Interloped the other
“To whither the same fate shall de-
clda that bade you drug me from the
burning car. 1 did not ask i, for
Vishou bad sesled not only my lips,
but smothered my thoughts. Fate
spoke, sahib, and you obeyed. And
now the same fate whispers to me,
bidding me turn aside from my jours

ney and go on with you untll it pers |

mits me to preserve you as you bave
this day preserved me."

"Oh, I say, Mr, Jitendra, 1 can't Jet
you Interrupt your trip to bother about
me or iny affuire,” protested Willlams,
“Really, It's very thoughtful of you,
but Its wholly unnecessary."

He stralghtened hls strong, young
body and leaned back In the Pullman
at this typlenl oriental method of ap-
preciation, One touch of nuture makes
the whole world akin, and Bock Wil
Hams vaguely grasped the spirit of re-
ligious gratitude thot burned in the
frall figure before him,

“Noblesse oblige' it enunclated as
loudly as If spoken In actual words

now racing aguin towand Kl Paso.

that the ways of your people are not
the ways of miné, But | have also
sald that fate of destiny bears rule
over all peoples. And 1 may not Jour-
ney far upon the Beven Pa

to step aside from
fate lays upon me, Only by obedience
may I progress, Otherw am in
fetters until another Incarnation of
sorrow and pain has set me free.”

The quick grind of the brakes di-
verted Buek Willlame from a reply.
The belated limited came to a stop.
A boy leaped up the stepa of the Pullk
man bearing a telegrum,

“Mr. Willlams !* shouted Conduetor
Martin. The young man hurried to the
end of the cur, received the message,
and the train picked up again as he
tore it open to read:

“Culincan, Mexico, June 15, 1018,
“Buchunan Willisms,

“Clifton, Arizona,

“Forward Traln Neo. 6. East-bound,

“Manuel Pacheco and mine crew
take to the hills after plundering com-

y store. Meet me Bheldon botel,
Paso, quiek. More trouble brew-

1]

you!

cans are thick enough along this side
of the border; but a mosquito with a
gun that would it him couldn’t pack
it neross It Juarez—no, sir! The
commupnder at Fort
ought (o stay 81 Lhome,"” \

“e nnsg't o Ove-rnlon: Tollay milns
‘t_o lose.” selhtentlously ﬂi:_- 1‘wl _'Wll_-

nudible nbove the roar of the train, |

Wiss suys we |

| TTYme
Oledd agelodt n diminutive tguve, whose
heidd Jusl topped the onyx-fenmed dosk,
S UWhat-—you here?' he cried, i
tolt. you thut I didn't want you to
reciprocnte my small essistunce
afternoon, Mr, Jitendra,” :

The brawn man salaamed low,

“What say¥ the Anclent Wisdom,
Rahib Buck? "The longest way round
Is oft the shortest way home,'"

Willume threw back his head and
Inughed Jong and loud. !

“Seotty, look at this!"

He Jerked a derisive thumb toward

.-A ‘Iﬁ—*

CHAPYER 111,

Jitendra Returna. .

Four, hundred and fifty milex on
horsehuck, through a country devold
of law, bristling with rogged, seml-
cliviliadd prons lusting for loot—Ignor-
ant, ungovernable, and virulently
desplsing  “gringoss”-—ix n jJourney
some men would hesltate before taking
even to battle for a fivemillion-doliar
Koid mine.

Puck Willlams thought It all over
a8 he puffed meditatively at an after
ruUpper In the Bheldon, while
Billy Beott fdgeted on the seat beside
him or nervously paced the lobby.

But the enlm-eyed Hindu, squatting
tallor-fashion on the farther end of
the same divan, was as motionless ax
an idol in the great temple at Beoares,
Only his adoring eyes, like those of a
dog whose master refuses him a ca:
resa, betrilyed the ferment bencath the
folda of the soft snow-white turban,
which be donned shortly after his ar
rival,

“Scotty,” blurted Willlams, tosaing
away a half-conmumed eclgar; “did
Friday Thormton and the rest of the
| boys down in Cullacan elect lo vamoose
or stick around a while?"

“They stuck—aut least most of them
did the last 1 heard of them,” replied
the superintendent. “Hank Gregory,
Tommy Wickware, and a dozen more
| you know are stlll in town, They ex-
| peet  Interventlon by the United

Btatea"

“The only Intervention sb far seems

' to be on this side of the llne,” grimly
| retorted the magnate, “What I'm
figuring on s this: We ean get acroas
all right—a hundred thousand soldiers
couldn't guard the boundary between
| here and Agua Prieta alone—to say
| nothing of reaching as far as the Colo-
raddo river. Once In, we ought to be

| able 10 double back east until we strike
| Bun Pedro, then skirt the west branch
| of the rallrond ax far as Sanches, and
| from there across country to Cullacan.

“However, even If we ean do that,
what then? If Manuel Pacheco and
his friends are after ¥l Tigre mine
two of us can't stop them. But it's
to me to stop them If ) expect to
what I've swedt blood to get for
past five yearn, How do you
about trying¥’

“1 think you're plumb cruzy to
about It,” frankly replied Scott, *“I
was bad enough In Madero's Insurrec-
tion. With him gone and Huerta in
power, what chance has a man got,
Buck? Orosco, Carmnza, and a dosen
other self-made generals ure roaming
around Chihuahua, murdering, robbing,
burning rallrosds and raising bh—
generully. Now Moreno's
Sioalon. Every one down country ls
trying to get out, Belleve me, 1|
wouldn't try to get back the same way

£ 15
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Tgre lsell”
“All right,” tersely retorted Wik
llam=. *“You take the train
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to hix shoulder, then lowered It with
an amezed exelumation,

*“You-——you persistont little choco-
Intedrop,” he gusped, ag the expres:
slonless foce of JHendra looked down
Into his own, “What in hodds are
you followlpg me for? Dida't T tell
you that you were under no obliga-
| tow to met”

‘ “Yau did, Bahlb Buck,”
L UWelloh, for the love of Mk~

i

wonlig 0 the repivier, e grami- '

T

Fg

k"hl (0 Dok o 050 156G, /WIHT Jon’
fou'll ook Nke a sleve If Kosterlist
y's ratnles over see that snowswhite,
clnnnmon-bun hendplece of yours, Bee
bere, you loynl Httle devil—you don't
owe me u thing--do you get me?=-not
A thing! You'll only bother me.

"I enn't guarantee you kny protec
tion, and 1 won't have you dogging
along to balt some ons olse after me, 1
npprecinte how youn feel, nnd 1 admire
you for It. But this 't Indin—It's
Mexlco—-a synonym for hell. I don't
want to be rode to you, but I slrply
can't and won't stund for any non
sonse-—heenuse 1 refuse to tnke any
blame if anything happens to yon."

“Will. Buhib Buek grant me leave
to speak ™ e

“It won't do any good” obd
averred Willlams, shaking head

"It you hadu't been ing

behind me wll night I'd have been
n mile further up In those itls Wireudy.
A It In, [ suppose my coftee [n apolled
Now, see here, JMtendra—If yon've got
anything up your sleeve worth while
Just you st down here on the ground
nnd fade away.

That's the way yon ean be of some
real sorvice to moe=just vanlgh-—<down
into the ground of up luto the nlr=
uny wny that sults you, 'Come out ot
El Tigre mine If yon want to-=I won't
kick If 1 find you there—hut If 1 cateh
sight of You agaln In the meanthme
I'N! shoot you myself, so help me Bob I"

Jitendra regarded him solemnly,

“As Sahib Buck wills, so be It," he
quietly replied,

Without snother word Willlams
whirled on hix heel and hurried back
to his coffee pot. An hour afterward
he stopped his horse at the fringe of
the timberdline of the Chirachaun
range and sawept the arid hills be
neath with his binoculara,

There wins no sign of the Hindu nor

of any other Nvihg human belng. With
a grunt of relief he spurred up the
trall, \
Nine days later, unutterably weary,
usiride a horse whose painful amble
und emnciated ribs signified an exhans
tion proportionate to that of his rider,
Buchanan Willlams drew rein in the
thick group of plnes overlooking El
Tigre camp, where It clung to the slde
of a precipitous ravine in the majes
tie mountaing of the const moge.

The pack burro had long since been
an abandoned luxury.

A few hundred feet below was the
trensure which had been hidden In
nature’s safedeposit vault since the
dawn of creation—undre :med of, until
his  supreme engineering knowledge
and superb energy had reached down
to drag it to the light of day,

“H'm!"” muttered Willlams, as he
carefully scanned the cump through
hin gluss for signs of hidden enemies
“Manuel and his friends seem to have
other business than running El Tigre
Just pow, at least. Wounder If Scotty
was wrong?"

He gave a little chortle of satisfac
tion as the glass focused on the door

ralls Into the’ cement mixture when 1
hung that door. Well, I've got to take
& chance. 1 suppose, and I'd better take
it in daylight than after dark. There's
some canned stufll inside my cellar,
1 guesa it won't teste so awful bad
after a diet of frijoles and berries. If
Pacheco and his gang do swoop down
on me, 1 might make & stand (n the
bulllon-vault untll they starve me out,
anyway I

He rode fearlessly down the narrow
path with the quiet polse of &« man who
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you—or the gods

“The godst"

“Vishnu aod Siva" saluamed
Hindu, “They, too, are here, Has the
salib never vead the lues of ope of
his own people? .

R
“War or forgot to me Is naar;
Shadow end sunlght are the same; .
The vanluhed gods Lo me appoar,
Aud one to mw are shame and fame*

¥

“But '8 fneredible, retorned  the
mine owner, 1 rode my hovse alinosi
to death—and there were times whoen
1 bad all I could do to get through."

He gaded, mgre and more mystified,
at the gaunt figure who seemed to have

forgotten fatigue or hunger at the

mere sight of him. Jitendra was naked
to hid lolos, which were girded with n
¢loth almost the same hue ax his body.

His legs and feet were bare, and
save for a thick something .swathed
ubout his neck and hin snow-white tur-
ban, he was otherwise nude. It wan
Inexplienble—and the Incongruity of
the poetry which the Hindn had quot-
ed, together with his devotion, added
to the American's perplexity.

Then his eyes fell upon the feet of
the little brown mun,
~He was consclous of a swift, re-
morseful throb. The feet were bare—
brulsdd, cut, swollen, bleeding—the
feot of # man who has plodded neross
the flinty surfuce of the open country,
who hax unhesitntingly kept on through
chupurral, woods, streams—the feet of
n moan unused to unremitting pursult,

Buck Willlnms gulped—there wos &
lump In his throat, ¢

“You buve followed me a1l of these
nine  duys—aufoul? he sternly deo-
manded.

“Yes, Sahib Buck,” replled the Ori-
ental, “I pray the sahib not to turn
away his face from that of his serv-
ant.”

“Bat 1 did not pee you once."”

“I remembered the sahib's threat of

nnce may 1 eall
Biva"

There wan nothing to be galned by
discussion, Willlams decided. Yet be
conld not imagine in what manner the
Oriental had aoticipated his own ar
rival.

“You were ahead of me?” he asked.

Jitendra bowed.

“How did you know this was Ki
Tigre? There nre many other mines
uround these hills"

The Hindu sllently stretched his
hand, pointing to the huge sign on the
colnpany store above them, The mine
owner lnughed,

“It was a foolish question, wasn't It}
1 guess I'm almost too tired to think
straight. Well, we'd better be getling
up to camp,” contlnued Willioms,

He dismounted stiffly from the horse,
and the other dropped lightly to the
road, meekly following in the rear.
“I'm & man of my word, Jitendra ; nnd
while 1 can't promise that you'll ever
live long enough to resume your jour-
ney at El Paso, I'l be glad of your
company untll Beotty and the other
boys arrive from Cullacsn. If you get
in bad, remember, 1 gave you the
straight dope on this proposition, and
don’t blame me."”

A careful search of the premises dis
closed no paeude-insurrectos in am-

Williams, much relieved, permitted
Jitendra to ald In carrying a supply of
canned food to his own house, a stout
adobe bullding somewhat higher than
the others, with its back against the
hill. llis horse was picketed along:
, Where the thick gruss carpeted
the slope, und a broek beyond obviated
the necessity of fetching water up the
steep ascent from the bed of the creek

two ate ravenously, but Jiten-
scrupulously abstained from
thing except vegeinbles. He
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8 heuvy eyes widened,

himself, on hisx fuce an evil leer; and
trussed lke a chicken in the cormer

was the Hindu, gueing mutely at hin |

with n coriously intent expression.
“Welcome to El Tigre, Senor Wil
Unms," speercd the ex-foreman. “1
have been expecting you fav some
d. "tl -
uek Willlams strugeled futhlely,
A rawhilde vinta bad been looped
wrovnd his elbows behind s back,

‘| Inter his

te him sat Manuel Pacheco’

throwing bis shoulders 8o fiF out of
placo that the pnin was frightful. Ane-

‘other twist of the same Inriat had

pinloned his wrists, his knees and
nnkles belng left free,

Nuturally a man of strong lmpulses,
Willinms coased to wrench at’ the fu-
exoruble thongs, but cursed nin fo
n’f mine foremnn with expletives o
a"high dynamie guality. ,

Pacheco merely adjnsted his heavy,
gold-fringed epaulets and complncents
ly patted awsy an Imaginary wrinklo)
In the peat blue eont he wore s hi
signaled to the other mozox, standing
respectfully but curlonsly beyond the
door,

“Asnipt Senor Willlsms and hia
servant to horsea ¥ he curtly directed,

It was already sunrise, . Outside the
house the two were wecurely bound to
the animais, und the party started
down the ténll toward the const, At
the fork of the highway lendiog on the
left to Cullacan, they debouched to the
right.

“Where nre you taking os?7" -
periously demanded Bl Tigre's owner,

“The commondante al Zopatilo il
slres  your presence, seoor,” leerod
Pacheco,

“I'll get yon for this, yon greuses
dog!" exclalmed the American,

For answer Pacheco drove his horss
between the anbmal Willlus was rid-
ing and Jitendra's mount, leaned over
and struck the Ameriean a héavy blaw
scross hin unprotected face.

Althongh half-blinded with rage at
the blow, Willlams an Instant later foit
a strange thrill of some event out of
the ordinary. Pacheco drew back, his
brutish face wrenthed In n grin of fe-
roclous triumph; but the smile swd-
denly stiffened,

He reeled in his saddle; a second
almost started from thelr
sockets with agony. His clgar-coloved
features grew purplish and a fleck of
foam rose to his gasping lips.

His bridle-hand relaxed ; convulsive-
Iy his legs drove the spurs on the high-
tapped boots into the aldes of the horse
he was riding. The anlmnl resred,
pawing the eir with a pecullar and un-
secountable terror, and would have
bolted had not one of the command
grasped It by the reins.

Buck Willlnms gazed mutely al the
retribution which had struck down the
bandit, The cutery of the privates he
scarcely heard, He did not nesd thelr
chorus of alarm to know that Pacheco
was dying-—was dead.

Yet there had been nothing—ahso-
lutely nothing-—save only the quick
bending of Jitendra's lean body In the
captuin's direction—n swift inclination
of the turbaned head at the Instant
following the cowardly blow,

The sergeant, Jesus Corabado, vols
leyed a command and the columa
balved, while the corpse of Manuel
Pacheco was stripped of uniform and
equipment. Following the unique but
simple Mexican Insurrecto method of
promotion, Cornbado donned the pest
blue jucket, with its heavily fringed
epanlets, and buckled the sword around
him,

On the same principle, a corporal
substitnted the forlwer sergennt’s coat
for his own, and a private in his shirt-
sleeves put on the corporal’s jacket.

“Yolante !" cried the new captaln.

The soldiers closed in and the cok
umn woved forward. Manuel >
that was lay rigid and stark on the
ealiche, gnzing at the cerulean sky with
fized nnd sightless eyen,

Buck Willlams turped to look st
Jitendra. The Oriental's face was in-
scrutable, He was gazing straight
ahead, immovahle, as If beholding some
stene yet to emerge from the womb of
time,

They rode on for several miles, ths

—hadd annthilated the man who had
vedted his brusality in a contemptible

their ridiculous appearance und wag-
nifled their ignorant swagger.

They were bandittl, not patriots;
and their movements now were thoss
of a body of haif-terrified, yet revengr
ful men actuated by some Intelligence

could guess, . Y date s
(Te be continued next week.)

It might, however, be economic,!
to, elect  Mr, “Hoover presidn. o
conld do his presidening and * food
controling sll 4t the sdme vime.
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