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(Continued From Saturday.)

“Good-night, dear,” she whispered.

Louis -ll;lfss%tt had left for Norada
the day after David’s sudden illness,
but ten days later found him only as
far as Chicago, and laid up in his hotel
with a sprained ankle. It was not un-
il the day Nina went back to the lit-
tle house in the Ridgely Road, having
leprned the first lesson of married life,
that' men must not only be captured
but also held, that he found himself
able to resume his journey.

He had chafed wretchedly under the
delay. It was true that nothing in the
way of a story had broken yet. The
Tribune had carried a photograph of
the cabin where Clark had, according
0 the Donaldson woman, spent the
winter following the murder, and there
were the usual reports that he had
been seen recently in spots as diverse

@8 Seattle and New Orleans. But when
“ the following Sunday brought nothing
further, he surmised that the pack, hov-
ing lost the scent, had been called off.
p ﬁe confirmed this before starting
west by visiting some of the old offices
of the leading papers and looking up
1d friends. The Clark story was dead

r the time. They had run a lot of

jctures of him, however, and some one

might turn him up eventually, but a

scent was pretty ¢old in ten years, The

place had changed, too. Oil had been
ered five years ago, and the old

lers had, a good many of them, cash-

ed in and moved away. The town had
&rown like all oil towns.
15 Bassett was fairly content. He ‘took
#he night train out of Chicago, and
gpent the next day crossing Nebraska,
Hertile, rich and interesting. On the
‘gfternoon of the second day he left the
rain and took a branch line toward the
joutitains and Norada, and from that
ime on he ‘became urimne, interested,

d, generally, cigar-smoking interroga-
fion point, ,
it “Railroad been here long?” he asked
the conductor.

“Four years.”

1§ “Norada must have been pretty iso-
Jdated before that.”

. ¥ “Thirty miles in a coach or a Ford
car.” \

: “I was reading the other day,” said
‘Bussett, “about the Judson Clark case.
{Have a cigar? Got time to sit down?”
% *You .a newspaper man?”

{iOil-well ' supplies,”. said Bassett
glibly. “Well, in this article jt seemed
some woman or other had made a con-
dession. - It sounded fishy to me.”
“WWell, I'll tell you about that.” The
eenductor sat down and bit the end off
bis cigar, “I knew the Donaldsons well,
and Maggie Donaldson was an honest
woman. But I tell you how I explain
thge thing. Donaldson died, and that
"¢ her pretty much alone. The exec-
amors of the Clark estate kept her on
‘the ranch, but when the estate was set-
tled three years ago she had to move.
That broke her all up. She’s always
guid he wasn’t dead. She kept the house
Just as it was, and my wife says she
had his clothes all ready and every-
‘thing.”

- *That rather sounds as though the
istory ig true, doesn’t it?”

! “Not necessarily. It’s my idea she
got from hoping to moping, so to speak.

- went into town regular for letters
for ten years, and the post-master
says
dn front of the post-office. The talk
iaround here is that she’s been off her
ihead for the last year or two.” he vol-
unteered.

“But they found the cabin.”

“Sure they did,” said the conductor
equably. “We all knew it was there.
It was an old fire station before they

ut the new one on Goat Mountain.

igpent a month in it myself, once, with
@ dude who wanted to take pictures
of ‘bear. We found a bear, but he
icharged the camera, and I'd be run-
ning yet if I hadn’t come to civiliza-
tion.”

When he had gone Bassett fell into
deep thought. So Maggie Donaldson
had gone to the pwst-office for ten
years. He tried to visualize those faith-
ful, wearisome journeys through spring
mud and winter snow, always futile
and always hopeful. He did not for a

she never got any. She was hurt,

moment believe that she had “gone off
her head.” She had been faithful to
the end, as some women were too, as
had others, she had died of her faith,

And again'-he wondered at the curi-
ous ability of some men to secure loy-
alty. They might go through life, tear-
ing down ideas and destroying illu-
sions, only to find that some faithful
hand had rebuilt them for itself.

He was somewhat daunted at the size
and bustling activity of Norada. Its
streets were paved and well lighted,
there was a park and a public library,
and the clerk at the Commercial Hotel
asked him if he wished a private bath!
In one way it helped him, however.
In the old Norada a newcomer might
hoye been subject to a friendly but -
quisitive interest. In this grown-up and
self-centered community a man might
ccme and go unnoticed,

However, he found a real difficulty
at the start. The pack, as he cynical-
ly thought of them, would. have start-
ed at the Clark ranch and the cabin.
He would get to them of course, but
he meant tostart on the outside of the
circle and work in.

“Been here long?” he asked the clerk
at"the desk, after a leisurely meal,

The clerk grinned.

“I came here two years ago. I never
saw Jud Clark. To get to ithe Clark
place take the north road out of the
town and keep straight about eight
miles. The road’s good now. You fel-
lows have worn it smooth”

“Must have written that down and
leurned it off,” Bassett said admiring-
ly. “What the devil’s the Clark place?
And why should I go there? Unless,”
he added, “they serve a decent meal.”

“Sorry.” The clerk looked &t him
sharply, was satisfied, and picked up
a pen. “You'll hear the story if you
stay around here any time. Anything
1 can do for you?”

But if the clerk had been there only
two years he was not useful.

“Yes. Fire the cook,” Bassett said,
and moved away.

The next day, however he had a bit
of luck. His elderly chambermaid had
lived in the mountains behind the town
foi years,

“Ever hear of any Livingstones in
these parts?” he asked.

She glanced at him. “Why, yes
There used to be a Livingstone ranch
at Rry River,” she said, pausing with
her carpet-sweeper. “I only know the
name. It wasn’t much of ‘a place, 1
think. Although you can’t tell these
days. I sold sixty acres eight years
ago for two thousand dollars, and the
folkg that bought it are-getting a thou-
sand a day out of it.”

She sighed. She had touched the hem
of fortune’s garment and passed on;
for some opportunity knocked but
faintly, and for others it burst open
the door and forced its way in,

“I’d be a millionaire now if I’d held
on,” she said somberly. :

That day Bassett engaged a car by
the day, he Ao drive it himself and re-
turn it in good condition, the garage
to furnish tires.

“I’'d just like to say one thing,” the
owner said, as he tried the gears. “I
don’t know where you’re going, and it’s
not exactly my business, Here in the
oil country, where they’re cutting each
other’s throats for new leases, we let
a man alone. But if you've any idea
of taking that car by the back road
to the old fire station where Jud Clark’s
supposed to have spent the winter, I'll
just say this: we’ve had two stuck up
there for a week and the only way 1
see to get them back is a cyclone.”

“I'm going to Dry River,” Bassett
saici shortly.

“Dry' River’s right, if you're looking
for oil. Go easy on the brakes, old
man, We need ’em in our business.”

Dry River was a small settlement
away from the railroad. It consisted
of two intersecting, unpaved streets a
dozen or so houses, a closed and empty
saloon and two general stores.® He
chose one at random and found that
the. old Livingstone place had been
sold ten years ago, on the death of its
owner, Henry Livingstone.

“His brother from the East inher-
ited,” said the storekeeper. “He came
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and sold out, lock, stock and barrel
Not that there was much. A few cat-
tle and horse, and the stuff in the ranch
house, which wasn’t wvaluable. There
were a lot of books and the brother
guve them for a library, but we haven’t
any building, The railroad isn't built
thic far yet, and unless we get oil
here it ‘'won’t be.”

“The brother inherited, ehp Do you
know the brother’s name?”

“David, I think. He was a doctor
back East somewhere.”

“Then this Henry Livingstone wasn’t
married? Or at least had no children?”

“He wasn’t married. He was a sort
of hermit. He’d been dead two days
before any one knew it. My wife went
out when they found him and got him
ready for the funeral. He was buried

before the brother got here.” He granc- |
lace | .

ed at Bassett shrewdly. “The
has been prospected for oil and there’s
a dry hole on the mext ranch. I tell
m; wife nature’s like the railroad. It
quit before it got this far.”

Bassett’s last scruple had fled. The
story was there, ready for the gather-
ing. So ready, indeed, that he was al-
most suspicious of his luck. :

And that conviction, that things were
coming too easy, persisted through his
interview with the storekeeper’s wife,
in the small house behind the store. She
was a talkative woman, eager to dis-
cuss the one drama in a drab fife, and
she showed no curiosity ag to the rea-
son for his question.

“Henry Livingstone!” she said. “Well
I skould say so, I went out right aw:g'
when we got the word he was dead,
wnd there I stayed until it was all
over.
him as any one around here does, for
I had to go over his papers to find
out who his people were.”

The papers,’ it seemed, had not been
very interesting, canceled che®s and
receipted bills, and a large bundle 6f
letters, all of them from a brother
named David and a sister who signed
herself Lucy. There had been a sealed

stone, with instructions that it wéis not
to be opened until after hjg death.
She had had her husband telegraph
to “David,” and he had come out just
as quickly as he could, but he was too
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late for the funeral. ;

“Do you happen to remembei when
that was?”

“Let me see, Henry Livingstone died
about a month before the murder at
the Clark ranch. We date most every-
thing around ‘here from the time that
happened.”

“How long did ‘David’ stay?” Bas-
sett had tried to keep his tome care-
fully conversational, but he saw that
it was not necessary. She was glad
of a chance to talk,

“Well, I’d say about three or four
weeks. He hadn’t seen his brother
for years, and I guess there was no
love lost. He sold everything as quick
as he could, and went back east™ whe
paused and glanced at the clock. “The
mister will be in soon for dinner. I'd
be
meal with us.”

clined.

“It’s an interesting story,” he saif.
“T didn’t tell your husband, for I wasn’t
sure I was on the right trail, But the
David and Lucy business eliminates
this man. There’s a plece of property
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waiting in the east for a Henry Living-
stone- who came to this state in the
'80’s, or for his heirs. You can say
positively that this Henry Livingstone
was not married?”

“No, He didn’t like women.. Never
had one on the place. Two ranch
hands that are still at the Wasson’s,
and himself, that was all. The Was-
sons are the folks who bought the
ranch.”

No housekeeper, then, and no son
born out of wedlock, so far as any evi-
dence went, All that glib lying in the
doctor’s office, all that apparent open-
ness and frankness gone by the board.
The man in the cabin, reported by Mag-
gie Donaldson, had been David Living-
stone. Somehow, some way, he had
go* Judson Clark out of the country
and spirited him east. Not that that
mattered just yet. The essential fact
was there, that David Livingstone had
been in this part of the country at the
time Maggie Donaldson had been nurs-
ing Judson Clark in the mountaihs.

There was to be no gap, then, no ten
years to fill in. It all fitted together
so closely that a knife blade could not
find the joint, even to David’s inherit-
ing the ranch and Henry Livingstone’s
lack of living issue.

He prepared to go.

“You say this David went east, when
he had sold out the place. Do you
by any chance remember where he
lived ?”

“Some town in eastern Pennsylvania.
I've forgotten the name.”

“Pve got to be sure I'm wrong, and
then go ahead,” he said, as he got his
hat. “I’ll see those men at tht ranch,
and then be on my way. How far is
it?”

?It was about ten miles, along a bad
rcad, which kept him toc much occu-
pied for any . connected thought. But
hi, sense of exultation persisted. He|
had found Judson Clark.

Diclk’s decision to cut himself off
from Elizabeth was born of his certain-
ty that he could not see her and keep
his head. He was absolutely deter-
mined to keep his head, until he knew
what he had to offer her, But he was
very unhappy. He worked sturdily all
day, and Glept at night out of sheer
fatigue, only to rouse in the early morn-
ing to a conviction of something wrong
before he was fully awgke. Then would
come the uncertainty and pain of full
consciousness, and he would lie with
hi, arms under his head, gazing un-
blinkingly at the ceiling and preparing
to face another day.

feeble. The laok of him sometimes
sent an almost physical pain through
Dick’s heart. But there were times
when he roused to something like his
g]d spirit, shouted for tobaceco, frown-
d over his diet tray, and fought Har-
rison Miller when he came in to play
cribbage, in much his old tumultuous
manner, |

Then, one afternoon late in May,
when for four days he had not seen
Elizabeth, suddenly he found the de-
cision as to their relations taken out
of his hands, and by Elizabeth her-
self. j

He opened the door one afternoon,
to find her sitting alone in the waiting
room, clearly very frightened, and al-
most inarticulate, He could not speak
at all, at first, and when he did his
vcice, to his dismay, was distinctly hus-
ky. :

“Is—anything wrong?” he hedérd him-
self fairly croaking.

She got up then and stood looking
at him, very timidly.

“That’s what I want to know, Dick”

Suddenly he found himself violently |:

angry. Not at her, of course. At
everything.

“Wrong?” he said, in a savage voice.
“Yes, Everything is wrong.”

She quite shrank from him. His face
was very red.

“What have I done, Dick?”

Ag suddenly as he had been angry,
he was abject and ashamed, Startﬁ,
too.

“You?” he said. “What have you
done? You're the only thing that’s
right in a wrong world. You____»

He checked himself, put down his
bag—he had just come in—and closed
the door into the hall. Then he stood
at a safe distance from her, and folded

his arms in order to be sure that he |
would not catch her to him and hoj(l!

her there.

“Elizabeth,” he said gravely, “I've
been a fool and a coward. 1 stayed
away because I’ve been in trouble.
I'm still in trouble, for that matter,
It hasn’t anything to do with you. Not
directly, anyhow.”

“Don’t you think it’s possible that I
know what it is?”

“You do know.

Every impulse in her cried out, to
try and comfort him. For just a mo-
ment she saw him, not as a man at all,
but as a big boy, anxious an@ hurt.
She was so afraid of the impulse that
she became a trifleprim and academic.

“There is always gossip,” s®c said,
“and the only thing one can ™ is to
forget it at once. You ought to be

There was no Erospect of early relief,
although David had not again- referred

to» his golng away, David wag very

tov big for that sort of thing.”
“But—suppose it is truep”

“What difference would it make?”
He made ‘a quick mo/ement toward
her.
1

“There may be more than that.

don’t know, Elizabeth,” he said, his|t?

[ been such friends.

You—D’ve been ly-
ing awake at night, worrying.”

That went to his heart first, and then
his head. This might be all, all he

eyes on hers. “I have always thought|was ever to have. This hour, and this

—and I can’t go to David now.”

He was moved to go on. To tell her
of his lost years, of that strange trick
by which his mind had shut off those
hidden years. But he could not. He
had a perfectly human fear of being |
abnormal in her eyes, precisely but|
greatly magnified the same instinct
which had made him inspect his new
tie in ‘daylight for fear it was too bril-
liant. But greater than that was his|
new fear that something not happy or |
right lay behind him under lock and |
key to his memory,

“I want you to know this, Dick,” she
said. “That nothing, no gossip or any-
thing, can make any difference to me.
And I've been terribly hurt. We've

L AR LR R R LR R

recious and tender ¢hild,, so brave in

er declaration, so simple and direct;
all his world in that imitation mahog-
any chair.

“You're all " T've got—the one real
thing in a world that’s going to smash.
I think I love you more than God.”

The same mpood, of accepting what he
had without question, and of refusing

{t> look ahead, actuated him for the

next few days. He was increditly hap-

PY- !
(To be coutinued)

Royal Arms Chapter, I. O. D. E,
held a rummage sale on Saturday after-
noon in an unoccupied store corner of
Main street and Douglas avenue,
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