
4 RED PEPPER'S PATIENTS

The row was indeed a formidable one and suggested

many waiting people within the house. But after

an instant's hesitation he turned up the gravel

path toward the wing of the house upon whose

door could be seen the lettering of an inconspicuous

sign. As he came near he made out that the sign

read "R. P. Burns, M.D.," -nd that the table of

office hours below set forth that the present hour

was one of those designated.

"ril get a hne on your practice, Red," said the

stranger to himself, and laid hand upon the door-

bell. " Incidentally, perhaps, I'll get a line on why

you stick to a small suburban town like this when

you might be in the thick of things. A fellow

whom I've twice met in Vienna, too. I can't

understand it."

A fair-haired young woman in a white uniform

and cap admitted the newcomer and pointed him

to the one chair left unoccupied in the large and

crowded waiting-room. It was a pleasant room,

in a well-worn sort of way, and the blazing \</ood

fire in a sturdy fireplace, the rows of dull-toned

books cramming a solid phalanx of bookcases, and

a number of interesting old prints on the walls

gave it, as the stranger, lifting critical eyes, was

obliged to admit to himself, a curious air of dig-

nity in spite of the mingled atmosphere of drugs

and patients which assailed his fastidious nostrils


