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(Continued From Yesterday)
“T'a have sworn—" she muttered,
and turning to the button inside the
door, she switched on the light. Then
she surveyed him again.
“What’s.your name?”
“Livingstone, Doctor, Livingstone. 1

2<culled —”

“Is that for me, or for the police?”
“Now see here,” he said pleasantly,
“I don’t know who you arc mistaking
me for, and I'm not hiding from the
pelice. Here’s my card, and I have
come from the family of a young man

+ numed Wheeler, who was killed recent-
{1y in an automobile accident.”

She took the card and read it, and

! . then' resumed her intent scrutiny of
! him,
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“Well, you fooled me all- right” she
said at last. “I thought you were—
well, never mind who. What about
this | Wheeler family? Are they going
to Settle with the undertaker? Be-
cause I tell you flat, I can’t and won’t.
She owed me a month’s rent, and her
clothes won’t bring over seventy-five
o: a hundred dollars.”

As he left, he was aware that she
stood in the doorway looking after him.
He drove home slowly in the car, and
on the way he made up a kindly story
t2 tell the family, e could not let
them know that Jim had been seeking
love in the by-ways of life. And that
night he mailed a check in payment
of the undertaker’s bill, carefully leav-
ing the“stub empty. /

On the third day after Jim’s funeral
he started” for Norada. An interne
from a local hospjtal having newly fin-
ished his service there, had agreed to
take over his work for a time. But
Dick was faintly jealous when he in-
stalled Doctor Reynolds in his office,
and turned him over to the ‘mystified
Minnie to look after.

“Is he going to sleep in your bed?”
she demanded belligerently,

She was only partially mollified when
she found Doctor Reynolds was to have
the spare room. She did not like the
way things were going, she confided
to Mike. Why wasn’t she to let on to
Mrs, Crosby that Doctor Dick had gone
away? Or to the old doctor? Both

"

7 of them away, and that little upstart

in Lhe office ready to steal their patients
and hang out his_own sign the moment

!,wihe_\' got back!

Unused to duplicity as he was, ‘Dick

.
I8, .
t«%’mmd himself floundering along ar ex-

tremely crooked path. He wrote halt
a dozen pleasant, non-committal let-

__ters to David and Lucy, spending an

inordinate time upon them, 6 and gave
them to Walter Wheeler to mail at
stated intervals. But his chief diffigul-
ty was with Elizabeth. Perhaps he
would have told her, There were times
when -he had to fight his desire #o have
ke share his anxiety as well as know
the truth about him. But she was al-
_ ready carrying the burden of Jim’s tra-
gedy, and her father too was insistent
that she be kept in ignorance.
“Until she can have the whole thing,”
he said, rather drearily,
Beside his own trouble, Dic¥s look-
el dim and nebulous. Other things

“could be set right; there was always

o fighting chance.
“thal was final.
Elizabsth went to the station to see
him off, a small slim figure in a black
frock, with eyes that persistently
sought his face, and a determined
smile. He pulled her arm through his,
“vo he might hold her hand, and’ when
he found that she was wearing her ring
he drew her even closer, with a wave
of passionate possession.
“You are mine, My little girl”
“] am yours. For ever and ever”
But they assumed a certain lightness
after that, each to cheer the other. As
Jwhen she asserted that she was sure
she would always know the moment he
stopped thinking about her, and he

1t was only death

. stopped, with any number of people

about. and said:
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“That’s simply terrible! Suppose
when we are married, my mind turns
‘on such a mundane thing as beefsteak
and onions? Will you simply walk out
Qn me?”

He stood on the lowest step of the
train until her figure was lost i the
darkness, and the porter expostulated.
He was, that night, a little drunk with
love, and he did not read the note she
had thrust into his hand at the last
moment until he was safely in his berth,
his long figure stretched diagonally to
find the length it needed.

“Darling, darling Dick,”« she had
written, “I wonder so often how you
can care for me, or what I have done
to deserve you. And I cannot write
how I feel, just as I ‘cannot say it.
But, Dick, dear, T have such a terrible
fear of losing you, and you are my life
now. You will be careful and not run
any risks, won’t you? And just remem-
ber this always, Wherever you are
and wherever I am, I am thinking of
you and waiting for you.”

He read it three times, until he knew
it by heart, and he slept with it in the
pocket of his pajama coat,

Three days later he reached Norada,
and registered at the Commercial Ho-
tel. The town itself conveyed nothing
to him. He found it totally unfamiliar
and for its part the town passed him

come in, twenty miles back in the
mountains, and had brought with it a
fresh influx of prospectors, riggers and
lease buyers, The hotel was crowded,

That was his first disappointment.
He had been nursing the hope that the
surroundings which he must once have
known well would assist him infinding
himself. That was the theory, he™knew,
He stood at the window of his hotel
room, with its angular furniture and the
Gideon Bible on the stand, and for the
first time he realized the difficulty ot
what he had set otit to do. Had he
been, able to take David into his con-
fidence he would have ‘had the names
of one or tyo men to go-to, but ag
things were he had nothing,

The almost morbid shrinking he felt
from exposing his condition was in-
creased, rather than diminished, in the
new surroundings. He would, of course
go to the ranch at Dry River, and be-
gin his inquiries from there, but mnot
until now had he realized what that
would mean; his recognition by peo-
ple he could not remember, the ques-
tions he could not answer, .

He knew the letter to David from
beginning to end, but he got it out and
read it again, Who was this Bassett,
and what mischief was he up top Why
should he himself be got out of town
quickly and the warning burned? Who
was G? And why wouldn’t the sim-
plest thing be to locate this Bassett
himself?

The more he considered that, the
moreobvious it eeemed as-a solution
provided of course, he could locate the
man. Whether Bassett were friendly
or inimical, the fact remajned that he
knew or was finding out something con-
cerning himself which David was Reep-
ing from him. :

He wasg relieved, when he went down
to the desk to find that his man was
registered there, although the clerk re-
perted him out of town. But the very
fact that only a few hours or days
separated him from a solution of the
mystery heartened him. {

He ate his dinner alone, unnoticed,
and after dinner in the writing room,
with its mission furniture and its trav-
elling men copying orders, he wrote
a letter to Elizabeth. Into it he put
some of the things that lay too deep
for speech whén he was with her, and
because he had so much to say and
therefore wrote extremely fast, a con-
siderable portion of it was pracflcally
fllegible, Then, as though he could hur-
ry the trains east,*he put a special
delivery stamp on it

With that off his mind, and the need
of exercise after the trip insii®ant, he
put on his hat and wandered out into
th> town. The main street was crowd-
ed; moving picture theatres were sum-
moning there evening audiences with
bright lights and colored posters, and
automobi‘l;es lined the curb. But here
and there an Indian with braids and
a Stetson hat, or a cow-puncher from
a ranch in boots and spurs, reminded
him that after all this was the west,
It was
still twilight, and when he had Ieft the
main street behind him he bégan to
have a sense of the familiar. Surely
he had stood here before, had seen the
court-house on its low hill, the row of
frame houses in small gardens just

across the street,

but
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Tt seemed infinitely long ago, but
very real. He even remembered dimly
an open place at the other side of the
building where the ranch men tied their
horses. 'To test himself he walked
around, Yes, it was there, but no
horses stood there now, heads drooping,
bridle reins thrown loosely over the rail.
Only a muddy automobile, without
lights, and a dog on guard besiQe it.

He spoke to the dog, end it came
and sniffed at him. en it squatted
in front of him, looking up into his
face. .

“Lonely, old chap, aren’t you?” he
said. . “Well, you've got nothing on

He felt a little cheered as he turned
back toward the hotel, A few encoun-
ters with the things of youth, and per-
haps the_later cloud would clear away.
Already the court-house had stirred

himself with the building, but viewed
from this angle he saw the street as
something connected with his father,
and after a time he got what it was. /

He was riding down the street at
night on a small horse, and his futher
was beside him on a tall one. He look-
ed up at his father and he seemed very
large. The largest man in the world,
And the most important.

It began and stopped there, and his
endeavor to follow it further resulted
in its ultimately leaving him. It faded,
became less Teal, until he wondered
if he had not himself conjured it. But
that experience taught him something.
Things out of the past would come or
they would not come, but they could
not be forced. One could not will to
revive them,

He stood at a window facing north
that night, under the impression it” was
east, and sent his love and an inarticu-
late sort of prayer to Elizabeth, for her
safety and happiness, in the general
direction of the Arctic Circle, |

Bassett had not returned in the
morning, and he found himself with a
day on his hands, He decided to try
the experiment of visiting the leing_
stone ranch, or at least of viewing it
from a safe distance, with the hope ot
a repetition of last night’s experience.
Of all the childish memories, the ranch
house, next to’ his father, was most dis-
tinct. When he had tried at various
times to analyze what things he recall-
ed, he had found that what they fack-
ed of normal memory was connection.
They stood out, like pictures, each
complete in itself, brief and having no
apparent ‘relation to what .4 gone be-
fore or what came after,

But the ranch house had been differ-
ent. The pictures were always super-
imposed on it; it was their background.
He was standing on the mountaif look-

pointing to it; the tutor, who was
afraid of horses, sitting at a big table
in a great wood ceiled and wood pan-
elled room; a long gaﬂer{ or ];orch
built along one side of the building
and rooms added on to the house, so
that one had to go along the gallery
to reach them; a gun-room, full of

ns.

When, much later, Dick was -able
calmly to review that day, he found
his recollection of it confused by the
events that followed, but one thing
stood out as clearly as his later know-
ledge of the almost incredible fact that
for one entire day and for the even-
ing of another, he had openly appeared
in Norada and had not been recogniz-
ed. That fact was his discovery that
the Livingstone ranch house Hed no
place in his memory whatever,

He had hired a car and a driver, al
driver who asserted that this was the

some memories; he oould not conmect |

ing down at it, and his father was |
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who had known

ing that miserable ride back to Norada, /was incredible. Ten years was only
when he determined to see the man |ten years after all
Bassett and get the truth out of him if |time.

It was not a life-

There were men in the town

him well,

]had carried a burden for yedts, had
recached the breaking point, had brok-
en, But he dismissed that. There had

been no evidence of breaking in the
young man in the office chair. He
found himself thrown back, finally, on
the story of the Wasson woman, and
wondering if he would have to accept
it, after all.

The reaction from his certainty in
the cabin to uncertainty again made
him fretful gnd sleepless. It was al-
mos{ morning before he relaxed, on his
hard hotel bed, enough to sleep.

He wakened late, and telephoned
dewn for breakfast. His confusion had
not decreased with the night, and while
he got painfully out of bed and pre-
pared to shave and dress, his thoughts
were busy. There was no doubt in his
mind that, in spite of the growth of
the town, the new-comer would be un-
der arrest almost as soon as he made
lus appearance.. A resemblance that
could decelve Beverly Carlysle’s broth-
er could deceive others, and 'would.
That he had escaped so long astound-
ed him,

By the time he had bathed he had
developed a sort of philosophic accept-
arce of the new situation, There
would be no exclusive story now, no
[scoop. The events of the negt few

Nevertheless, for a time he held ‘to Lhours were for every man to read. He

saw Dick’s signature on the hotel reg- his earlier conviction, even fought for |
It destroyed, in one line, every |it. He went so far as to wonder if |

That Judson Clark Clark had come back for a tardy

sur-

render. Men had done that before this,

all fo
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shrugged his shoulders, as, partially
dressed, he carried his shaving mater-
ials into the better light of his bed-
room,

Witk his face partially lathered he
heard a knock at the' door, and sang
out a not uncheerful “Come in” It
happened, then, that it was through his.
mirror that he learned that his vigitor
was not the waiter, but ' Livingstone

amazement before he turned, i
“] beg your pardon,” Dick said. *“l
was afraid you'd get out before I saw
you. My name’s Livingstone, and 1
went to talk to you, if you don’t mind.
If you like I'll come back later.”
¢ percelved two things simultan-
eously; that owing probably to the
lather on his face he had not Been rec-
opnized, and that the face of the man
inside  the door ‘was haggard and
strained.

“That’s all right. Come in and sit
down. I'll get this stuff off my face,
and be with you in a jiffy.” .

But he was very deliberate in the

bathroom, His astonishment grew, ra-

himself. He had an instant of stunned |
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ther than decreased. Clearly Living-
stone had not known him. How then

had he known that he was in Norada?
And when he recognized him,/as he
weculd in a moment, what then? He put
on his collar and tied his tie slowly.
Gregory might be the key. Gregory
might have found out that he had
started for Norada and warned him.
Then, if that were true, this man was
Clark after all, But’if he were Clark,
le wouldn’t be there. It was like a
kitten after its tail. It whirled in a
circle and got nowhere,

The waiter had laid his breakfast
and gore when he emerged from the
bathroom, and Dick was standing by

the window looking out. He turned.
“I'm here, Mr. Bassett, on rather a
peculiar —” He stopptd and looked
at Bassett. “I gee. You were in my
office about a month ago, weren't yoth?:”
“For a headache, yes.” Bassett #hs
wary and watchful, but there was even
tlen no particular unfriendliness in his
visitor’s eyes, ,
“It never occurred tv me that you
might be Bassett,” Dick said gravely.
“Never mind about that. Eat your
breakfast. Dou you mind if I tall
while you do its” :
(To be continued.)
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old Livingstone ranch house. And it
bore no resemblance, not the faintest
to the building he remembercd. It |
did not lie where it should have lain.
The mountans were too far b¥®ind it. |
It was not th> h use. The flelds were
not thz proper fields, It was wrong, |
all wnong, ¢ |

He went no closer than the highway,
bocause it was not necessary. e or- |
dered the car to turn and go back, and |
for the first and only time he was |

_|filled with bitter resentment against |

David. David had fooled him. I5€ was |
a man, not a child, and David had fool- ?
ed him, He made no attempt just then
t» go furth'r into causes and reasons.. |
H- sat beside the driver, his face glow-
ering and his eyes hot, -and let his in-
dignation burn in him l1ke a flame,
Hours afterwards, he had, of course,
found excuses for David,
them, rather, as a part of the mysterp
which rapped him about, but they had
no effect on the decision he made dur-
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(Signed) H. M. Kramer, 566 Hertel
Ave., Buffalo, N. Y., Jan. 24, 1922.
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