SWA. Il RAM’S
REINCARNATION

By FRANK BLIGHTON
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®, got to make up that time if we burn |

' out a crown sheet to do it.” |
MEXICO AND MYSTERY . Mahoney nodded s he reached for

the firing-valve and :shot another pow-
- erful jet of oil against the sides of
the “wrinkle-belly” firebox, while he
opened the blower to its fullest capac-
ity. He was debating what had come
over his phlegmatie superior.

The thick, black smoke roared out
of the short stack as Tom leaned again
from the ' window, wondering why he
did net get the starting signal. The
- conductor was standing expectantly on
the platform fidgeting with his watch. |

Impatiently the engineer was reach- |
' ing for his detention card to note the
new loss of time as a partial measure
of self-protection, when a tall, lithe,
athletic young man rushed across the
platform and leaped up the steps of
ithe Pullman. Simultaneously the air-
- whistle sounded, and Tom yanked his
throttle-lever with obvious disgust.

He was now eighteen minutes be-

hind his schedule, and his whole run
was over one of the worst railroad di-
visions in America—so difficult, in
fact, that the crews covering it had
' dubbed it the “Stormy.”
The Pacific Limited trailing behind
{ him—ecrack train of the great trans-
continental system—was usually a six-
car affair. Today it was seven, and
'all Tom Davenport’s finesse as a loco-
| motive engineer had been called upon
' to make Lordsburg with only a quar-
ter-hour delay.

Up to Mescal he had climbed from
Tuecson, then dropped down a terrific
grade around “Dead Man's Curve,”

' into Benson; up again the sharp
# | ascent into Dragon, then down through
Cochise and San Simon upon the only
few miles of straight track the entire

The Wreck of the Limited. division boasted.
Tom Davenport’s curiosity overcame Once more Davenport set his teeth

his discretion. He jumped from the |28 he jammed the cut-off lever far
cab of the giant Atlantic-type locomo- | down in the corner and nursed his
tive and ran over toward the disused | train up through Stein’s pass, over the
freight shed beside the Lordsburg sta- | Ssummit, and down again into Lords-
tion. Five minutes before he had been | burg.
an irreproachable, well-poised railroad | He had still one hundred and forty-
passenger engineer:; but the suspicious | eight miles to go in two hundred and
oft-repeated trips of a diminutive, | fourteen minutes, besides making up
sepia-colored man carrving milk be- | that lost eighteen, to maintain his
tween the station restaurant and the | schedule.
old shed excited him to a pitch where| The grade was not so nerve-racking
rules, regulations and even demerits | into El Paso, and once at Separ, the
counted for nothing. summit, Tom calculated on the long,
There was something peculiarly fur- | gradual drop down through the valley
tive and wary about the little brown | ¢f the Rio Grande to the terminus to
man’s stealthy look around—a mysteri- | 2id him in considerably exceeding the
ous, unexplained air of watchfulness— | Usual running time of a mile in a min-
as if guarding some secret, the nature | Ute and a third, which was the average
of which Davenport could not imagine. | ©f his particular schedule for the en-
“Why should that sneaky-looking |Uire division. . _
little devil be carrying milk into that| Back in the. swaying, lurching Pull-
Med?” Tom asked himself at the first | 1}ans a realization of the unusual
trip. ™ don’t he drink it in the | SPeed began to communicate itself to
restaurant if he’s so all-fired fond of | the minds of the passengers, now
it, or go back in the diner and guzzle | Streaming forward to the dining car in

it down until he busts—if that's his | Fesponse to the first call for dinner.
game?” Buchanan Williams, whose hurried

, secon urney rush across the platform at Lords-
poli;ht: was degzn mor:e :::tl;f;ll]:gt‘:g burg had enabled him to make a con-
the engineer. As the door to the ram- nection which saved an eight-hour de-
shackle Stru.ctnre closed behind the lay, stopped in the vestibule of the

milk-bearer Tom ftched to follow him. | 9:P€r to pass his ticket to the cr@
“T'll bet a’ dollar to a centavo ductor.

he ain’t it himself,” he grunt-
ed, sliding from his seat to the roomy
gangway between the boiler and the
tender. “But somebody’s drinking it
—that’s a cinch. He ain’t buying milk

down in this desert country to spiil it
around promiscuous like. But if he

fin’t drinking it himself, who is? And
if somebody else is drinking it, why
is he hiding out in that old shack?”

The stoical figure was padding back
again toward the restaurant, evident-
1y intent on procuring still more lac-
teal fluid. Then it was that Tom
dropped to the ground and shot over to
the disused building. -

This is a tale of the ad-
ventures of Buck Williams,
an American mine-owner in
Mexico; therefore it must
be stirring. The mystery
is the magic of the East as
practiced by a Hindu; there-
fore it is very mysterious
indeed. Buck is a lucky
fellow. He saves a curious
little Hindu from a train
wreck and thereupon wins
his undying love. The lit-
tle Hindu forthwith attach-
es himself to Buck, fol-
lows him into Mexico and ||
works seeming miracles in
his behalf. And Buck needs
all the help he can get, for
his mine is worth millions
and is a rich prize for the
Mexican bandits. All eyes
are on Mexico these days
and the stirring adventures
of Buck and his little brown
friend are illuminating as to
conditions in the Outlaw
Nation. |

r T L

I’— e S o T R T —— T T k. i, ol e, il R

CHAPTER I
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vou think we'll make El Paso on

time?”

“Within a few minutes of it,” smiled
back the other reassuringly. *“Tom
Davenport’s up ahead, and he hates to
make explanations at either end of
the division. Going to Chicago,
Buck?”

“No: Mexico. Trouble down Culia-
can way. Another revolution; and
every man in my mine, 1 suppose, is
out trying to make himself president
with a shotgun instead of using a di-
rect primary to get the nomination.
Wish they'd settle down.. The EI

“Some class to this,” he chuckled @
he tendered the bit of pasteboard. “L @

then,” laughed the miner, serutinizing
the brown atom of humanity with a
half-hemorous, half-pitying expression.

“I am from Bombay, sar,” was the
polite reply.

“Oh, India. I was wondering what
country you hailed from. May I ask
your name?”

“ am called Jalisingrao Jitendra,
sar,” he said in a low voice, but sin-
galarly clear. “And vours?”

“Buck Williams,” smiled back the
stalwart chap across the table. “Sorry
I'm leaving at El Paso. 1 should like
to talk with you about your country—
some day I hope to visit it. It must

be very interesting, from what I have .

heard.”

“Yes.” The monosyllable suggest-
ed more than mere acquiescence, espe-
cially when combined with the enig-
mati¢c smile which flited over the
Oriental’s intelligent face, then van-
ished, leaving his features emotionless

save for an expression of polite in-

quiry.

“I've heard some wonderful stories
about India,” observed the mining man
reflectively. “Some of them strongly
resembled conscientiously told triple-
piated lies; but they were indorsed by
persons who I knew were usually con-
servative. For instance, is it true that
IR your country people can disappear
and reappear almost instantly miles
away ?”

Jitendra's answer came hesitatingly.

¥There are many things, sahib,
wl;ich I may not discuss save with
thqse who have prepared themselves
by |the Hatha-Yoga or the Ragah-Yoga.
The wisdom of our people is old—very
old., Their ways are not your ways,
sahib, and what they practice is for
somie purpose which we are taught is
righr and in necessary preparation for
our next reincar—"

H: unfinished sentence was
drowned in a horrible, grinding roar.
The; dining ecar, directly behind the
swaying engine, seemed to rear up in
the ° P
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ory of Winter

Styles in wiater coats, launched at
the beginning of the winter season.
proved so altogether satisfactory that
there has been no need for the intro-
duction of nev departures in them.
Manufacturers had only to feature
and emphasize ‘he points that appeal-
ed with such syccess to the buying
public, as they turned out new exam-
ples of established modes. Using the
softest of thick nd pliable materials
they have exag: rated the big muf-
fler collars, the r omy sleeves and the
general ample ap earance of the top-
coat of the early ason. In everything
(but price) the co s of today suit the
smartly dressed v nan down to the
last deta? . k¢ grumbles at the un-
beax] of prices—but she pays them.

The story of winter coats draws to

ose with the introduction of inter-
ng new ways of putting them to-
er; tricks of cutting and shaping
sleeves or of adding decorations
( are unusual, or varying the shape
he huge collars. The two handsome
dels pictured bring out these points

Coats

In coats of approved materials made up
on approved lines. But the coat at the
left reveals a yoke and sleeves cut in
one piece and a muffler collar that is
shaped differently from the original
and much-copied model. It is made of

silvertone, with big patch pockets and
depemds upon narrow braid and but-
tons for a striking embellishment. It

seems like painting the lily to add any
adorment to a cloth so rich—but it is
done, by way of variety.

In the handsome coat at the right
the outlines are much the same as
those in the coat of silvertone, but
the designer pursued a different path
to arrive at the same goal. Uncut Bo-
livia is the cloth used and the sleeves
are covered by a braided pattern that
enriches even this luxurious material
The most voluminous of all muffler
collars snuggles up about the throat
and a narrow belt of the fabric draws
attention to the fget that there is
such a thing as a waistline, without
getting very near to it.

Resort Hats Do Their Turn

L.ove and Br

By SHIRLEY M(

(©. 1919, by McClure News_

While the dew was still on
srass and the sun not yet full-orbed
over the eastern hills, there came
down the steep, narrow path which
led, between thickets of sweet fern
and bayberry, to the pebbly shore be-
low, a maiden fair as any queen of
fairy tale fame. . Her slim little frock

seemed to have borrowed its color
from the rosy dawn.

A wandering ray of sunshine found
her hair and transformed it into a
crown of fine-spun, virgin gold. Her
daintily shod feet appeared to barely
touch the ground, yet they brought
her quickly down to the beach. There
she threw wide her sun-browned arms

and took long breaths of the sea-
washed air.

“Everything is perfect this morning
—7yes, everything!” She spoke aloud.
A kingfisher successfully camouflaged
against the rain-bleached limb of a
dead tree near by turned a startled
eye in her direction for the thousandth
part of an instant, perhaps, then con-

tentrated again on the sparkling water
beneath him.

The girl looked at the tiny jeweled
disk bound to her wrist. She seated
berself, carefully smoothing out her
frock that it might not be wrinkled,
and, picking up handfulls of the shin-
ing pebbles, let them trickle slowly

back to the ground, talking to them
meanwhile.-

Her happiness was of the sort that
Jemanded expression, and at first
glance there was no animate thing
Dearer than a lonely osprey which cir-
cled high over the bay.

So the pebbles and sedge grass
heard her wonderful news—a tale as

old as the spectacle of the dawn, yet
ever as new and marvelous to one who
experiences it for the first time.

Only the evening before had it hap-
pened—the miracle—when he had
taken her into his arms and of a sud-
den it had come and she knew that she

loved him! It would end in marriage,
) course ; but she didn’t want to think

of that now, only of the utter perfec-
tion of her prince and of the beauti-
ful, beautiful world, which was suth a
happy place to live in. g |

On parting they had agreed to meet
on the secluded beach, out of sight of
the hotel, before breakfast. She had
anticipated the time set, for the night
had been sleepless and the glorious
morning called. But at any moment,
aow, there might come the sound of
tootsteps down the narrow path.

Instead of a sudden step there was
a splash in the water a few feet from
shore. The girl turned in time to see
a fountain of rainbow-hued drops and
emerging from it a gray bird with a
white collar around his throat, carry-
Ing in his beak a small silver fish. The
bird flew straight back to his perch on
the rain-blanched limb of the old dead
tree, swallowed his booty and resumed
the watchful waiting.

“Why—you horrid thing!” exclaimed
the girl, startled from the tale she
was relating to the shining pebbles,
“to eat up that beautiful little fish who
wasn’t doing you one bit of harm—
and on a glorious morhing like this,
when every living creature must be
filled with joy at being alive!”

In the sedge grass, a few feet away,
@ lump which she had taken for a

brown stone moved cautiously for-
ward, step by step. There was an in-
describably quick motion of a sinuous
neck, a glitter of silver, then a lump
moving down the long throat as some-
thing was hastily swallowed. It took
but an instant for the tragedy; the
murderer resolved again into a brown
stone, ceaselesly watching its chance.
In disgust the girl turned her back
on the kingfisher and on the marsh-
hen and, after a fleeting glance up the
steep path, turned to the sparkling
waves breaking almost at her feet.

At least there was one creature on

must 1.

“Why, <.

strong protest,

face your father .
account. Just gi.\
months, though, an.
make some Kkilling!
married.”

A charming blush su.
of the girl. To cover it sb
he meant by “a kllllng\"

“Why, everlastingly * wa
rivals in bﬂm ﬂm A
ping and swooping down wupe
like—like that kingfisher chal

tounl;‘r.lo.-.‘

F

hand gently detached itself from the

hand of the girl and sought his w

With a start an arm was withdraws
from a slender waist and with a nim-

“But why need you go so soon?"
girl objected. .
“Breakfast, darling!
to tell you! I got out at
morning and caught some
blues for you. That’s what

it
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meat for my mate like a regul
itive cave man!” ehle

Ethel Newcombe, the Ame

““I dunno, mister, thaf's a faet;'
T say—" with a burst of r~~""
“ain’t it a thundering
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He popped his head into the open
door and withdrew it with a celerity
" Which would have made his train on a
 Straightaway two-per-cent down-grade
resemble a handcar climbing a hill pro-
pelled by a lone section hand.
~ His fireman, Patrick Mahoney, from
the opposite side of the great machine
-observed Davenport’s action with pro-
found amazement. It was not only
against the rules—it was unprecedent-
ed, #
- “What's matter?” demanded Ma-
- honey, as his obese chief climbed back
- into the cab with a speed as marvel-
~ ous as unwonted.
Davenport swung to his seat without
- deigning a reply. His face was very
pale. He did not look toward his run-
. ning mate—instead, his horrified gaze
" might be said to have been frozen to
the door of the old freight shack, al-
lowing, of course, for the intervening
distance.
~ He intently watched the return of
the brown-skinned atom of humanity
with something between apprehension
and awe and studied him intently as
~he again entered the tumble-down
building for the third time.
~ The conductor emerged from the
 telegraph office, clutching a train or-
der simultaneously with the reappear-
- ance o:. the sepia-colored gentleman
- from the former freight house. Tom
| - saw that he was now carrying a small,
~_ round, covered basket of odd shape.
~~ Not until then did the engineer seem
~ to rouse from the fascination which
~ the little brown man had thrown over
en as he waited the start-
leaned from the cab win-

that beach who could enjoy the fair
beauty of the morning without think-
ing eternally and only of eating, she
soliloquized. Something grotesque and
horrid of form was moving sideways
and with difficulty out of the water. |
With one ugly claw it was pushing be-
fore it an object almost as big as it-
self, which feebly struggled.

As the girl gazed, fascinated, the
thing took a great mouthful of its liv-
ing prey in its free claw and crammed
it into its mouth. It was only that
common occurrence, one crab eating,
with relish, a disabled brother; but to
the girl looking on there came a
nauseating revulsion of feeling and
she stoned the cannibal till he dropped
his victim and scurried away. i b RS

“How perfectly awful! Why, I'll | they wuz bringin’ along “ et A
never eat another crab as long as I|to kindlin’ wood an’ th' property mam - e
live—they're too disgusting. Nor an- [says he can’t find another one ke @
other fish, either! Poor things; they [in th’ hull blamed village.”—Birmimss =
have enemies enough! Oh, why need |ham Age-Herald. e

Tigre is beginnimg to pan out big—
but we need men to work it.”

“Some mine, that El Tigre, accord-
ing to the talk of the boys coming out
of that section.”

“Fair,” drawled Buck, with a whim-
sical smile. “She paid out more than
a half-million last year, and we've only
scratched her back so far. Wait until
we get down to the five-hundred-foot
level and drift. Then we’ll make
Johnny Rockefeller's wig take on a
marcel-wave effect.”

He swung into the diner and seated
himself in the only vacant chair. Op-
posite sat a small, dark, unobtrusive
little man whose skin was a trifle too
tawny for either a Mexican or an In-
dian.

His coal-black hair, large, luminous
brown eyes, and general appearance
of intellectuality were unusual, but of-
fered a strange contrast to a certain
humility of manner, Williams thought
rather contemptuously.

Buck scanned the card while the|
waiter brought the meal his vis-a-vis
had previously ordered. The mining
man’s interest in his fellow passenger
increased as he noted that his meal
consisted wholly of vegetables and
that he drank nothing but milk.

The limited was snorting up the
grade toward Separ when his own
dinner was brought in. sunny lands.

Williams ate voraciously, as only an
American can whose life is spent in
combat with the apparently sterile
and antagonistic country which they
were traversing.

He glanced curiously over at his et

traveling companion. The brown eyes IR A R S e -
seemed to take on a half melgncholy, Laces Easily Draped. from the center, hemstitching the hem

brooding look, as if the owner were s are being used again on some | and using it as a ancheon cloth,
peering ‘“,“' a future pregnant with more dressy gowns, but it is a | From the ends of the old cloth nap-
events. | tble fact that they are always | kins of breakfast size may be cut and
He laved his hands in the silver fin- ench laces, which are soft and { hammed. If there is enough good,'
ger-bowl, wiped them carefully, and, draped. Chantilly is used lav- | firm material left at each side they
while waiting for the check, drew from v draperies on skirts where a { may be turned into tray cloths.
his pocket a sheet of paper and began al of fullness i: allowable,
to peruse it, :
“Traveling far?” queried Buck, with
the bluff heartiness of the West.
now, and 't we| “To New England, sar,” smiled back
El Paso we've| “Youw don’t belong in these parts,
.
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of the ocean whith stretches north of

with a cross-bar pattern in crepe, us- -
sumes the responsibility of standing -
betwen the sun and the face of its
wearer. Many hats, similar in shape,
are made of organdy in light colors,
and there is a fad for angora embroid-
ery on these dainty affairs.

The large and picturesque hat at the
left appears to be made of plaited
faille silk with plain facing of georg-
ette crepe. It can be imagined in
any of the favorite colors, as orchid,
pink, ecru, blue—making a back-
ground for the bouquet of small wild
flowers tied with narrow ribbon that
rests at the right side. Opposite it a
wide-brimmed hat of net has a crown
almost covered with roses posed flat
against it and many rose petals part-
Iy cover the brim. The small hat at
the bottom appears to Le covered with
crepe, although there are several fab-
les at hand for the milliner that
could be used as effectively. Its
wreath of large silk pansies, without
much attempt at being true to life,
complete a very unusual and beautiful
hat. Unusual and beautiful—these
are the meost desired of all things in
resort hats. They give a zest to the
parade which passes in unending va-
riety along the paths that lead through

There is a continuous performance in
2 drama of millinery, and now the
adliner is due to appear. Resort
ts are about to enter and to take the
nter of the stage, eclipsing the gay
npany of dance and theater hats
t preceded them. Never have they
ived in such force or such variety
ore—for at least half the world
ears to be going a-touring, bear-
with it the most beautiful millin-
that money, spent recklessly, will
. The genius of designers blos-
1§ into its loveliest creations in
je resort hats. They are made for
ple who are discriminating and ap-
“iative, to whom price means lit-
but style and distinction every-
g, and they set the pace for spring
- several lines. For the term in-
es several classes of hats, with
ot and sports hats holding first
e among them and fragile, short-
| but lovely dress hats flashing into
out of existenc2 in a brief but
ous career. Some of these leave
1ce in the styles that follow for
g and summer, while the street
sports hats just about decide this
or of styles.

the group shown above, a sports
*wo dress hats and one that will
for various ocecasions offer an
ng variety for the consideration
2 younger tourists, Row on row
ry narrow ribber with a picot
covers the sports hat at the |
the picture. Its broad brim, faced

MADE GOOD ON THE SIGN| From the eatables announced
il different signs the guest chose “colé
Restaurant Promised Quick Service | Pe®1S, ten cents,” and as the ingu
and Customer Is Witness That It was evidently aimed at him, he shout '
Was Lived Up To. ed, “Beans for one!” He had scarcely
uttered the words when out of the -
A traveling man tells of one trip|door in the partition at the lower amdd "~ a N
wherein he was obliged to pass sev-|of the room shot a tall man on §
eral hours in a certain small town in | skates. He wore a red undershirt ama
which there was no hotel. Late in the corduroy trousers., R
afternoon he observed on a window With a grinding, T RO - 4
the words, “Restaurant. Qul.Ck Serv- Mu down um mm# s .
ice,” and he was so hungry that he de-| past his table he BV o o
cided to take a chance. | beans within an inch of the visitors
He entered a very long, low-studded | lap, at the same PR TP g
room, evidently occupied at one time | me!” Still skating o
as a bowling alley. A broken, dilapi- | front of the P 5
dated showcase stood on the cheaply | eight near the door
built board counter. Two or three | turn. - The had ‘he
dirty glass jars contained some |and as the - ]
broken candy. A few ancient-looking ! up, and »o doubt
cookies lay in a box with a glass the; table cover, too, '* i}_‘ B 553
front. Two tables with eight chairs | the fact that it was made of ailelasd =
each and a few poorly printed signs| gnd nailed down o e U RS
that bore the bill of fare comprised) ;
the furnishings of the place. No one
was visible. He sat down at the table | ' | t
and instantly a harsh voice appeared|marcd the woman who
t0 proceed from the solid wall behind
im. “What’ll yer have}” it said, ’
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| to look across the cab
' at the fireman Davenport did not have
e appearance of a man who is still

_ possessed of euriosity; but what he

¥
i
- .

|
# "
- i
y 5
. i__
i - LIk
L] v
. -
o -

L Y

» evidently had no intention

e gun, Paddy,” said he
ral voice. “We're

A Three-Tier Sleeve.

% Unusual but pretty is the triple
'at are | sleeves seen recently on a smart blouse
ey have ' 0. georgette. The sleeve is elbow
le may length and is in three-tior effect, . like

Use for Old Tab
damask tablecl
round the edge v
on the edge of
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