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IT was many days before Mendel could take up his
work again. His mind simply could not express
itself in paint.

His first clear thought as he emerged from the
numbness of the crisis was for Morrison, and to
her he wrote, telling her what had happened,
describing in minute detail his experience in the
hospital, and adding that he was without the least
wish to see her, and would write to her if his life
ever became again what it had been before Logan's
violent end.

It seemed to him that Logan had claimed him,
that he was destined to go through life with
Logan, a dead man, for sole companion, and
always behind Logan was the ominous and dread-
ful shadow of Oliver, from whom he had thought
to escape those many months ago.

His isolation was complete. It seemed that he
had not a friend in the world, and there was not
a soul towards whom he could move or wished to
move. He could only rake over the ashes of the
dead past and marvel that there had ever been a
flame stirring in them. And as he raked them, he
thrust into them much that only a short while ago
had been living and delightful.

What had happened? Youth could not be gone
while he was yet so young, but he felt immeasur-
ably old, and, in his worst condition, outside Time,
which took shape as a stream flowing past him,
bearing with it all his dreams, loves, aspirations,
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