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David depended on him with a sort of 
wistful confidence that set him to 
grinding his teeth occasionally in a 
fury at his own helplessness. And, as 
the extent of the disaster developed, 
as he saw David failing and Lucy 
ing, and when in time he met Eliza
beth, the feeling of his own guilt was 
intensified.

He spent hours studying the case, 
and he was chiefly instrumental in 
sending Harrison Miller back to Nora- 
da in September. He had struck up 
a friendship with Miller over their 
common cause, and the night he was 
to depart that small inner group 
which was fighting David’s battle for 
him formed a board of strategy in 
Harrison's tidy living room. Walter 
Wtieeler and Bassett, Miller, and, tar
dily taken into their confidence Doc
tor Reynolds.

The "same group met him on his re
turn, sat around with expectant faces 
while he got out his tobacco and laid 
a sheaf of papers on the table, and 
waited while their envoy, laying Bas
sett’s map on the table, proceeded 
carefully to draw in a continuation of 
the trail beyond the pass, some sketchy 
mountains and a small square.

“I’ve got something,” he said at last. 
“Not much, but enough to work on. 
Here’s where you lost him, Bassett,” 
He pointed with his pencil. “He went 
on for a while on a horse. Then some
how he must have lost the horse, for 
he turned up on foot, date unknown, 
in a state of exhaustion at a cabin 
that lies here. I got lost myeslf, or 
I’d never have found the place. He 

sick there for weeks, and he 
to have stayed on quite a while after 
he recovered, as though he couldn’t de
cide on what to do next.”

Walter Wheeler stirred and looked

The Doctor Was Right/am
Distinctive

The Breaking Point n ag- When the good old family doctor 
was asked about baking powders, 
he said:

“Use Royal. It is made from Cream 
of Tartar and is absolutely pure. 
You could dissolve a couple of tea
spoons of Royal in water and drink 
it with benefit. That’s a health test 
mighty few baking powders can 
meet.”

The doctor was right.

By Mary Roberts Rinehart j
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üiiiBLUE I am a distinctive match. Even 

when taken from the box I am 
easily recognized.—My brilliant 
head’—a band of blue, fibbed with red 
—is the mark of my identity.
I haveievery quality that a match 
^n have—every added safety and 
certainty—sure lighting, long 
burning, non-poisonous, no 
after-glow. I am indeed 
different and better.
Look for my head—a band of'blue, 
fibbed with red. Ask for me by 
name.

!!<?was mostly at night, while he slept. 
Then the guard was down, and there 
crept into his dreams a small figure, 
infiinitely loving and tender ; but as he 
roused from sleep she changed gradu- j 
ally into Beverly. It was Beverly's 1 

arms he felt around his neck. Never- 
the less, he held to Elizabeth more com
pletely than he knew, for the one thing 
that emerged from his misty recollec
tion of her was that she cared for him. 
In a world of hate and bitterness, she 
cared.

But she was never real to him, as 
And he

I(Continued from yesterday.)
Mixed up with his determination to 

surrender, the. idea of atonement was 
strong in him. An eye fior an eye, and 
a tooth for a tooth. That had been his 
father’s belief, and well he remember
ed it. But during the drifting period 
he thrust it back, into that painful 
niche where he held Beverly, and the 
thing he would not face.

That phase of his re-adjustment, then 
when he reached it, was painful and 
confused. There was the necessity for 
ationement, which involved surrender, 
and there was the call of David, and 
the Insistent desire to see Beverly 
again, which was the thing he would 
not face. Of the three, the last, mixed 
up as it was with the murder and its 
exjiiation, was the strongest, for by 

freshness of his released mem-
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the other woman was real, 
knew that she was lost to him, as Da
vid was lost. He could never go back 
to either of them.

As time went on he reached the point 
of making practical plans. He had lost 
his pocketbook somewhere, probably 
during his wanderings afoot, and he ;

He knew that the ob-

A New Two-Way 
Electric Socket

Gives added service so that 
you can use your toaster, elec
tric heater, electric fan or any 
other electric device in places 
where you have only one elec
tric socket — f« rise single 
sockets into two. Electrical 
Dealers sell Benjamin Tap- 
litee—easy to attach—means 

greater economy 
and much use
fulness.
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ories, it was the days before his flight 
from the ranch that seemed most re
cent, and his life with David that was 
long ago, and blurred in its details as 
by the passing of infinite time.

When Elizabeth finally came back to 
him, it was as something very gentle 
and remote, out of the long-forgotten 
past. Even his image of her was blurr
ed and shadowy. He could not hear 
tltt tones of her voice, or remember 
anything she had said. He could 
bring her at will, as he could David, 
for instance. When she did come it

Baking Powdmhad no money.
-vious course was to go to the nearest 
settlement and surrender himself, and 
he played with the thought, but even 
as he did so he knew that he would

i

worth Made from Cream of Tartar 
derived from grapes
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not do it. Surrender he would, even- |p||i|AAI|||l 
tually, but before he did that he would |P733lrii»SspW 
satisfy the craving that was in some ' 
ways like his desire for liquor that ; 
morning on the trail. The reckless, ; 
mad, and irresistible impulse, to see 
Beverly again.

In August he started for the rail-
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road, going on foot and without mon- J
ey his immediate destination the bar- • ■ . VI -
vest fields of some distant ranch, his
object to earn' his train fare east. | U _ — a Mm

The Summer passed slowly. To Da- j | j r*V - Haw
vid and Elizabeth it was a long wait- ! I I SUfU #» ■ ■ gg ■ *.
ing, but with this difference, that Da- j IjlvAtiLJL JLJUW^
vid was kept alive by hope, and that V——» . • § f* 1*..
Elizabeth felt sometimes that hope was , UÜrwICZÎlÇ €L/X\Xx vCIwl
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Elizabeth, after a time, each day was j 
but one more of seperation.

Doctor Reynolds had become a fix
ture in the old house, but he was not

I! “What sort of condition was ne in 
when he left?”

‘(Very good, they said.”
“You’re sure it was Livingstone?”
“The man there had a tree fall on 

him. He operated. I guess that’s the 
answer.”

“It’s the answer to more than that,” 
Reynolds said slowly. “It shows he 
bad come ' back. If he hadn’t he 
couldn’t have done it.’

“And after that?” same one asked.
“I lost him. He lef ‘ to hike to the 

railroad, and he said nothing of his 
plans. If I’d been able to make open 
inquiries I might have turned up some
thing, but I couldn’t. It’s a hard pro
position. I had trouble in finding Hat
tie Thorwald, too. She’d lfet the ho
tel, and is, living with her son. She 
swears she doesn’t know where Hines 
is, and hasn’t seen him for years.”

Rassett had been listening intently, 
his head dropped forward.

“I suppose the son doesn’t know 
about Hines?”

“No. She warned me. He was surly 
The sheriff had sent

now held should lead him somewhere,“Could the Thorwald woman have
!■ and did not.

Before the meeting broke up Miller 
took a folded manuscript from the V- 
blt and passed it to Bassett.

“Copy of the Coroner’s inquiry, af
ter the murder,” he said. “Thought it 
might interest you”. . . ,

Then for a time, that was all. Bas
sett, poring over the Inquest records, 
and finding them of engrossing inter
est, saw the futility of saving a man 
who could not be" found. And even 
Nina’s faith, that the fabulously rich 
could not die obscurely, began to fade 
as the summer died. She restored 
some of her favor to Wallie Sayre, and 
even listened again to his alternating 
hopes and fears.

(To be continued.)

followed you?”
“Why the devil should she d>o that?” 

he asked irritably. “She didn’t know 
She hadn’t a chance at

/I Clark’s
beaks

■f. who I was. 
my papers, for I kept them on me. 
If she did suspect that I was on the 
case, a dozen fellows had preceded me, 
and half of them had gone to the cab
in.”

1

He considered the situation.
“Nevertheless,” he finished, “I be

lieve she did. She or Hines himself. 
There was some one on a horse out
side the cabin that night.”

There was silence in the room, Har
rison Miller thoughtfully drawing at 
random on the map before him. ïiach 

was seeing the situation from his 
angle ; to Reynolds, Its medical 

interest, and the possibility of his per
manency in the town; to Walter 
Wheeler, Elizabeth’s spoiled young life; 
to Harrison Miller, David; and to the 
reporter a conviction that the clues he

A delicious health- 
giving, truly econo- 
mical food ready to 
heat and serve.
Choice ol Tomato, Chili 
or Plain Sauces.
W«0 Hocked stores 
assortment of many 
Clark prepared foode.

sorely, when she felt that if he would 
only move : about, go downstairs and 
attend to his office practise, get out 
into the sun and air, he would grow 
stronger. But there were times, too, 
when she felt that only the will to live 
was carrying him on.

Nothing further had developed, -- 
The search had

a like Dick. He was a heavy, silent 
young man, shy of intruding into the 
family life, and already engrossed in 
a budding affair with the Rossiter girl. 
David tolerated him, but with a sort 
of smouldering jealousy increased by 
the fact that he had introduced innova
tions David resented ; had for instance 
moved Dick’s desk nearer the window, 
and instead of doing his own labora
tory work had what David considered 
a damnably lazy fashion of sending 
his little tubes, carefully closed with 
gotten, to a hospital in town.

David found the days very long and 
infinitely sad. . He wakened each morn
ing to renewed hope, watched for the 
postman from his upper window, and 
for Lucy’s step on the stairs with the 
mail. Hia first glimpse of her- always 
told him the story. At first he had 
insisted on talking about Dick, but he 
saw that it hurt her, and of late they 
had fallen into the habit of long si
lences.

The detertnination to live on until 
that return which he never ceased to 
expect only carried him so far, how- 

He 'felt no incentive to activity. 
There were times when he tried Lucy
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it far as they knew, 
been abandoned. She was no longer 

she had been that the houseKING
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/ May and June are the rose months 
in France, where the annual yield is 
two and one-half million pounds.
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The dark label ft a 

- guarantee of quality.
and suspicious, 
for him and questioned him about how 
you got his horse, and I gathered that 
he thought I was a detective. When 
I told him I was a friend of yours, 
he sent you a message. You may be 
able to make something out of it. I 
can’t. He said: ‘You can tell him V 
didn’t say anything about the other 
time.’ ”

Bassett sat forward.
“The other time?”'
“He is under the impression that his 

mother got the horse for you once be
fore, about ten days before Clark es
caped. At night, also.”

“Not for me,” Bassett said decisive- - 
ly. “Ten days before that I was—” j 
he got out his notebook and consulted 
it. “I was on my way to the cabin ’ 
In the mountains, where the Donaldsons 
had hidden Jud Clark. I hired a horse j 
at the livery stable.”

so sure as
under surveillance, against Dick’s 

possible return. Often she lay in her 
bed, and faced the conviction that 
Dick was dead. She had never under
stood the talk that at first had gone 

about her, when Bassett and Harri- 
Miller, and once or twice the psy

cho-analyst David had consulted in 
town, had got together in David’s bed
room. The mind was the mind, and 
Dick was Dick. This thing about hab
it, over which David pored at night 
when he should have been sleeping, or 
brought her in to listen to, with an air 
of triumphant vindication, meant noth
ing to her.

A man properly trained in right hab
its of thinking and of action oould; 
not think wrong or go wrong, David 
argued. He even went further. He 
said that love was a habit, and that 
love would bring Dick beck to them. 
That he could not forget them.

She believed that, of course, if he 
still lived. But hadn’t Mr. Bassett, 
who seemed so curiously mixed up in 
the affair, been out again to Norada 
without result? No, it was all over, 
and she felt that it would be a com- , 
fort to know where he lay, and to j 
bring him back to 
tended grave.

Elizabeth came often to see them, t 
She looked much the same as ever, al- I 
though she was very slender and her : 
smile rather strained, and she and 
David would have long talks together. 
She always felt rather like an empty 

I vessel when she went in, but David 
filled her with hope and sent her away 
cjieered and visibly brighter, to her 
long waiting. She rather avoided Lucy 
for Lucy’s fears lay in ljer face and 
were like a shadow over her spirit. She 
came across her one day putting Diclds 

i clothing away in camphor, and the act 
took on an air of finality that almost 
crushed her.

[ So far they had kept from her Dick’s 
real identity, but certain things they 
had told her. She knew that he had 
gone back, in some strange way, to the 
years before he came to Haverly, and 
that he had temporarily forgotten 
everything since. But they told her, 
too, and seemed to believe ilt( theenn 
selves, that it was only temporary.

At first the thought had been more 
than she could bear. But she had to 
live her life, and in such a way as to 
hide her fears. Perhaps it was good 
for her, the necessity of putting up a 
bold front, to join the conspiracy that 

! was to hold Dick’s place in the world 
; against the hope of his return.
! she still went to the Sayre house, sure 
that there at least there would be no 
curious glances, no too casual Questions. 
She could be sure of that even at home, j 
for Nina was constantly conjecturing, i

“I sometimes wonder—” Nina began 
I one day, and stopped.

“Wonder what ?”
“Oh, well, I suppose I might as well 

go on. Do you ever think that if Dick 
has gone back, as they say he has, that 
there might be somebody else?”

"Another girl, you mean?”
“Yes. Some one he knew before.”
Nina was watching her. Sometimes 

she almost burst with the draitia she | 
was suppressing. She had been a small j 
girl when Judson Clark disappeared,

I but even at twelve she had known 
something of the story, 
frantically to go about the village and ! 
say to them : “Do you know who has 
been living here, who you used to pat
ronize? Judson Clark, one of the rich
est men in the world !” She built day 
dreams on that foundation. He would 
come back, of course, he would be ac
quitted, and buy the Sayre place per
haps, or build u much larger one, and 
they’ would all go to Europe in his 
yacht. But she knew now thaT the 
woman Leslie had sent flowers to had 
loomed large in Dick’s past, and she ! 
both hated and feared her. Not con
tent with having given Nina some bad 
hours, she saw her now possibly Block
ing her ambitions for Elizabeth.

“What I'm getting at is this,” she

was
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severe tests of durability
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water-proof and weather-proof.
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best varnish for all exterior and interior work where 
extreme durability is required.
The resistance of its lustre to weather conditions has 
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woodwork. Neither driving storm nor blistering sun 
can destroy its beauty.
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ing. In fact Berryspar yields the utmost in satis
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said examining her polished nails crit
ically. “If it does turn out that there 

somebody, you’d have to remember

58

BERRYSPARl±E Vthat it was all years and years ago, 
and be sensible.”

“I only want him back,” Elizabeth 
gaid. “I don’t care how he comes, so j
he comes.” , ...

Louis Bassett had become a familiar 
fijmxe in tb* village life by that time.
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