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»No,"” said Kim. =1 will bey a tikkut
fur the te-rain” Une does not own to
the possession of money i Tndia.

P hew in the name of the Gods, Igl
us tuke the fire carriame. .\13." son &
best in hix muther’'s arms. The Go-
vernment has Lraught on n8 muny
tuxex, Lut it gives us one good thing
—the te-rain that joins friends and
unites the anxious. A wonderful mat-
ter jis the te-raio.’

They all piled inte it a couple uf
hours later, wnd slept through t.he
heat of the day. The Kamboh plied

kim  with tea lhnus;lm:l quUEes-
tions us  to  the luma’s  walk
amd work in life and  re-
ceived 30P  CUTIDUS aBSWers. Kim

wis content to be where he » to
look out upon the flat North-Western
landseape, and to talk to the E}Ii:[\g-
jugy mob of fellow passengers. Even
" to-doy, tickets and ticket ‘ullpp)ng are
dark  oppressiom to Indian rustics,
They do net wuderstiand \_\'h_\"_ when
they huve paid for a magie pivce ot
paper. strangers should punch great
pivces vut of the charm. So, long
and furigus are the debates between
travellers amd Eurasian ticket collee-
tors.  Kim sssisted at two or three
with grave advice, meant to d_arken
conneil and te show off his wisdem
before the Jama and the admiring
Kumboh. But at Somna Itoad the
fates sent him A matter to think
ahout. There tumbled into the com-
pactment, as the traln was moving
aff, a mean, lean little person—a Mah-
ratta, so far ns Kim could judge ?{Y
the covk of the tight turban. His
face was cut, his muslin upper gar-
ment was badly tern, aud one leg
wias bundaged. He told them that a
country cart had upset and nearly
~luin him: he was going te Delhi,
where his son lived. Kim watched
him closely. Tf, as he asserted, he
had Leen rolled over and over on the
varth, there should have been signs
of gravel rash on the skin. But all

his injuries seemed clean cuts, and a.

mere fall from a cart cvould not cast
a man into such extremity of terror.
As, with shaking fingers, he kootted
up the torn cloth about his acvck he
Taid bare an amulet of the kind called
i keeper-up of the heart. Now, amu-
lets are common enough, but they are
not  generally strung on SQUAre
plaited copper wire, and  still
fewer amulets bear black enamel
ou  silver. There were none ex-
cept the Kamboh and the lama in the
vompiartnent, which luckily was an
vid 1ype one with solid sides. Rim
niade as to serateh in his bosom, and
thereby lifted his own amulet. The
Mahratta’s face changed altogether
at the sight, and he disposed the amu-
let fairly on his hreast.

"Yes,” he went on to the Kamhboh,
“[ was in haste, and the cart, driven
by a bastard. bound its wheel in a
witter cut, and besides the harm done
to me there was lost a full dish of
farkeean. I was not a Son of the
Churw (a lueky man) that day.”

“That was a great loss,” said the
Numbah, withdrawing interest. His
experience of Benares had made him
suspicions,

“Who cooked it?" said Kim.
“A wowan" The Mabratta raised

1t all women can cook tarkeean,”
~nitl the Kamboh, “It is a good curry,
as I know.”
s it is a good eurrs,”
Aahratta,

“Aud cheap,” said Kini. “But what
dalout enste 2

said

“Oh, there is no caste where wen go
to——iook for tarkeean,” the Mah-
ritta replied,  in the  preseribed
cideliee. “Of whose service nrt thou?"”

“Of the service of this Iloly Oue
Kim pointed to the happsy, drowsy
1. who woke with a jerk at the
Al-loved word.

“.Ah, ke was sent from Heonven to
aid me. He js called the Friend of all
the Workd, He i also culled  the
Frieml of the Stars. He walks as a
1+t —his time beiug ripe. Great
i= hix wisdom."”

“And a Sun of the Charw,” suid Kim
nnder hin bveath, as the Raiebolh mads
haxte to prepure 8 pipe lest 11 Mah-
L shonld beg. .

1l who is that?" the Mahrutta
asked, glinving sidewnays nesvously.

“Une whase ¢hild 1—we have cured,
wha liea nnder grent debt to us, 8it
Ly the wimdow, man from Jullundur.
Here in n »ick one™

“Humph! 1 have no desire to mix

with chance-met wostreln. My ears
are not long. T A not 8 woman
wirhing to overhear secrets.” The

Jat slid himself heavily into u far cor-
ner.

*=Art thou anything of u healer? 1
am Ten leagues deep in ealamity,”
cried the Mahratta, picking up the
[T

“The mnn is cut and bruised all
over. 1 go zbout toe cure him,” Kim
retorted. “Nooe interfered bLetween
between thy babe and me.”

“1 am rebuked," said the Kamboh

weekly. 1 am thy debtor for the
life of my son. Thou art a miracle-
wnTker I kbow it."”
*Show me fhe cuts” Kim bent
over the Miahratta's neck, his heart
nearly choking him: for ihis was the
Girent Game with a venpgewrce. “Now,
tell thy tale swiftly, brother, while
I say o charm.”

*1 come from the South, where my
wark lay, One of us they slew hy the
rondside. Hust thou heard?” Kim
shook his head. He, of course, knew
nothing of E.23's predecessor, slain
down South in the habit of an Arab
trader. “Having found a certain let-
ter which I was sent to seek, 1 caine
away. 1 esceaped from the city, and
ran to Mhaw, So sure was [ that
none knew, I did not change my face.
At Mhow a woman bprought charge
against me of theft of jewellery in
that eity which I had left. Then I
saw the cry was out against me. X
ran from Mhow by night, bribing the
police, whe had been bribed to hand
me over without guestion to my ene-
mies in the Sputh, Then I lay in cld
Chitor city a week, a penilent in a
temple, but 1 could not get rid of the
letter which was my charge. T buried
it under the Queen’s Stone, at Chitor,
in the place known to us ali’”

Kim id net know, but not for
worlds would he have broker the
thread.

“At Chitor, look you, T was all in
Ring's country; for Kotak to the east
iy beyvond the Queen’s law, and east
again lie Jeypur and Gwaliop. Neither
love spies. and there is no justice. I
wus hunted like a wet jackul; but 1
broke through at Bandakui, where I
heard there was a charge against me
of murder in the city T had left—of the
wmurder of a bhoy. They have both

the corpse and the witnesses wait-
ing.”

“RBut cannot the Government pro-
tect

“We of the Game are beyond pro-
tection. 1f we die, we die. Our names
are blotted from the book. That is
all. At Bandakui, where lives one of
us, T thought to slip the scent by
changing myv face, and so made me a
Mahratta. Then T came to Agra, and
wonld have turned back te Chitor to
recover the letter. So sure I was I
had slipped them. Therefore I did
not send a tar (telegram) to ahy one
saying where the letter lay. I wish-
ed the credit of il all.”

Kim nodded. He nnderstood that
feeling well.

“Rut at Agra, walking in the streets,
n man cried a debt against me, and ap-
proaching with many witnesses, would
hale me to the courts then and there.
Oh, they are clever in the South! He
recognised me as his agent for cotton.
May he burn in Hell for it!™

“And wast thou?”

0 fool! 1 was the man they sought
for the matter of the letter! 1 ran
into the Fleshers’ Ward and came cut
11y the House of the Jew, who feared a
riot and pushed me forth. I came
afnot to Somua Read— [ had only
money for my tikkut to Delbi—and
there, while 1 lay in a ditch with a
fever, one sprung cut of the bushes
and bwat me aud cut me anrd searched
we from head to foot. Within earshot
of the te-rai

“Why did
hund 2

“They are not se foolish. If I am
taken in Delhi at the instance of law-
yers, upon a proven charge of murder,
my bady is handed over tn the State
thut desires it. I go back guarded, and
then-- I die slowly for an example to
the rest of us, The South is not my
couniry. 1 run in circles—like a goat
with one eye, 1 have not eatem for
two days., I am mnrked"—he touched
the fllthy eandage on hias leg—"so0 that
they will know me at Delhi™

“Thon art pafe in the te-rain, at
lenst.”

“Live n year at the Great Game and
tell me thut again! The wires will be
nut agalust me at Delhi, describing
every fear and rog upen me, Twenty
—a hundred, if need bwe—will have seen
nie alay that boy. And thou art use-
Tesn!™

Kim knew enough of native methods

he not slay thee out ot

of uttack not to doubt thut the case
would be deadly complete—even to the
vorpse.  The Mahratea twitched hia
fingers with pain from time 1o time.
The Kamboh in his corne: glared sul-
lenly; the luma was bus, over his
beads; and Kim, fuwbling doctor-
fushion at the wan's neck, thaught out
his plan between invoeations,

“Hast thou a charm to change my
shape? KElse I am dead. Five—ten
minutes alone, if I had noat been so
pressed, and I might yet "

“Is he vured yet, miracle-worker?"
suid the Kumboh jealously. “Thou
hnst chanted long enough.™

“Nay. There is no cure for his
hurts, s 1 see, except he sit for three
days in the habit of a bairagi.” This
is 2 common penance, often imposed
on a fat trader by his spiritual teacher,

“(dne priest always goes about to
make another priest,” was the retort.
Like most grossly superstitions folk,
the Kamboh eould not keep his tongue
from: deriding his Church.

“Will thy san be & priest, then? It
is time he took more of my quinine.’”

“We Jats are all buffaloes,” said the
Kamboh, softening anew.

Kim rubbed a finger-tip of bitterness
on the child's trusting little lips. “I
have asked for nothing,” he said stern-
ly to the father, “except food. Dost
thau grudge me that? 1 go to heal
another man. Have I thy leave—
Prince?” .

Up flew the man’s huge paws in
supplication. “Nay—nay. Do not
mock me thus.*

“It pleases me to cnre this sick one.
Thou shalt acquire merit by aiding.
What colour ash is there in thy pipe
bowl?  White, That is auspicious.
‘Was there raw tumeric among thy
food stuffs?”

“Open thy bundle!”

It was the nsual ecollection of small
oddments: bits of cloth, guack medi-
cines, cheap fairings, a clothful of
atta—-grayish, rough ground native
flour ~twists of (down-country to-
baceo, tawdry pipe stemus, and a pae-
ket of curry stuff, all wrapped in a
quilt. TWim turned it over with the
air of a wise warlovk, muttering a
Mohammedan invodation,

“T'his is wisdom I learned from the
Sahibs,” he whispered to the lama;

and here, when one thinks of his
training at Lurgan's, he spoke no
more than the truth, “There is &

great evil In this man’s fortune, as
shown by the #tars, which-—-which
troubles him. Shall T take it away ™

“Friend of the Stars, thou hast
done well in all things. Let it be thy

pleasure. Is it another healing?™
“Quick!  Be . quick!"™ gasped the
Mabratta. “The train may stop.””

“A healing against the shadow of
death,” said Kim, mixing the Kam-
boh's flour with the mingled charcgal
and tobaceo ash in the red earth bowl
nf the pipe. E.23, without a word,
slipped off his turban and shook
down his long black hair.

“That i8 my food —priest,” the Jat
growled.

“A buffalo in the temple! Hast thoun

tlured to look even thus far?” eaid
aim. "I must do mysteries before
fouls; but have a care for thy eyes.
15 thete a filin befure them already?
I save rhe babe, and for return thou
—uoh, shameless!™ The man flinched
4t the direct gaze, for Kim waa
whally in earnest. “sShall I curse thee,
ar shall ]—— He picked up the outer
cluth of the bundle and threw it over
the Luwed head, “Dare so much as to
think a wish to see, and—and—even
1 cunnot save thee. Sit! Be dumb!™

“lI am_ blind—dumb, Forbear to
curse! Co—come child; we will play
B gume of hiding. Do not, for my
sake, leok from under the eloth.”

"I see hope,” said, E.23. “What is
thy scheme?"

“This  comes next” gaid Kim,
pluck:ng the thin body shirt. E.23
hesitated, with all a North-West
man’s dixlike of baring bis body.

“Whut is easte to a eut throat?"”
said [im, rending it to the waist.
“We must make thee a yellow Saddhu
all over. . Strip—strip swiftly, and
shake thy hair over thy eyes while I
seatter the agh, Now, a caste mark
on thy forehead.” He drew from his
bosom the little Sarvey paint hox and
i cuke of crimson lake.

“‘:\rr thou only a beginner?”

! y sald’
=23, labouring fiterally for the dear
life, as he slid out of his body wrap-
pings and stoad clear in the loin-cloth
while Kim spilashed in a noble cnsce-
mark on the ash-smearee Frow.
hr".ltill:t T“‘(; days entered to the (:.;ﬁmP,
other,” Kim repiie -
4sh on the bosum.;‘,’lud. Smear mare
“Hast thon met—a

physician of sick

Pearis?'  He switched out hisg 1

] ong,
tight-rolied]  turban-clo by i
.F,“r-'iftest cloth, and with

hands, rolled it pwe

i r and
under about his loins into the imiricate
del\'lces ©¢f a Baddhu's cincture,

. H.;:h! Dost thou know his touch,
hen? He was my teacher for a while,
We must bar thy legs. Ash cures
wolllnds. Smear it agajun.”
“l was his pride once, but thoy :

e, ou art
alr})cst better. The Gods are kind to
us.  Give me that,”

It was a tin hox of api i
3 pimmn  pills
among the rubbish of the Jat's II})un-

5“1?1 F.23 gulped down a half handful,
1€y are good agai
o 14 gainst hunger, fear,

K And they make the eyes red
too,” he explained.” “Xon 1 shall have
heart to play the Game, We lack only
a Saddhu’s tongs. What of the old
(‘ID’hE’S?"

Kim rolled them small, and stuffed
them jnra the slack folds of hig tunie,
With a wyellow-pehre paint cake he
smeared the legs und the breast, great
streaks against the background of.
Hau ash, and turmeric.
he bLlood on them is encugh to
1z thee, brother,”

“May be; but no need to thraw them
out of the window. It is fin-
ished.” tis voice thrilled with a boy's

re delizht in the Game, “Turn and
. O Jatl?

“The Gods protect us' said the
handed Xambah, emerging like a buf-
fulo from the reeds. “But—whither
went the Mahratta? ‘What hast thou
daone?”
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