
Tt-, go back to Norada? But that would 
imply------

He bent over and felt the sick man’s 
pulse. It was stronger, not so rapid.

Oddly enough, that was his first mem
ory of David. He had been lying in 
a rough bunk in the mountain cabin, 
and David beside him on a wooden box 
had been bending forward and feeling 
his pulse. He had felt very weak and 
utterly inert, and he knew now that he 
had been very ill. The cabin had been 
a small and lonely one, with snow- 
peaks not far above it, and it had been ; 
very cold. During the day a woman 
kept up the fire. Her name was Mag
gie, and she moved about the cabin 
like a thin ghost. At night she slept 
in a lean-to shed, and David kept the
fire going. A man who seemed to know--------------------------------------------------“
him well—John Donaldson, he learned, lumps, over which he would groan and 
was his name—was Maggie’s husband, agonize, 
and every so often he came, about dawn 
and brought food and supplies.

After a long time, as he grew strong
er, Maggie had gone away, and David 
had fried the bacon and heated the 
canned tomatoes or the beans. Before 
she left she had written out a recipe 
for biscuits, and David would study 

it painstakingly, and then produce 
a panful of burned and blackened

bed; horses and dogs; a corral with a 
high fence and sometimes cattle, some
times horses, milling around inside it, 
while men on horseback would single 
out one and rope it. But he could not 
remember any names at all.

He had a general impression that 
there had been plenty of money In those 
days. He could hardly have told how 
he felt that. But the ranch had been 
sold on his father’s death and had bare
ly paid the creditors.

He had had, at times since He came 
east, an occasional desire to go back 
and see that early home again. Later 
on, he knew that if he were ever to fill 
up the gap in his life it would be eas
ier in that environment of once famil
iar things. But in the first days he 
had been totally dependent on David, 
and money was none too plentiful. La
ter on, as the new life took hdld, as 
he went to medical college and worked 
at odd clerical jobs in vacations to 
help pay his way, there had been no 
chance. Then the war came, and on 
his return there had been the practise, 
and his knowledge that David’s health 
was not what it should have been.

But as time went on he was more
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less boy he had been, a decent and 
useful .citizen, why pull him down# 
After all, the world hadn’t lost much ih

Î (Continued From Yesterday) 
j Judson Clark had taken his yacht 

and gone to Europe, and was reported 
6oto here and there not too favorably. 
Rut when he came back, in early Sep-" 
tjrmber, he had apparently recovered 
from his infatuation, was his old, care- Silly drelsed self again, and when in- 
(prviewed, declared his intention ot 
spending the winter on his Wyoming 
çsnch.
, Of course he must have heard of Lu- 
jks’s breakdown, and equally of 
he must have seen them both. What 
Happened at that interview, by what 
tiasual attitude he allayed Lucas’s prob
able jealousy and the girl’s own ner
vousness, Bassett had no way of dis
covering. It was clear that he con
vinced them both of his good faith, for 
the next note in the reporter’s book 
*as simply a date, September 12, 1911. 
» That was the day they had all start
ed west together, "traveling in Clark’s 
mrivate car, with Lucas, twitching 
lightly, smiling and waving farewell 
from a window, 
t The big smash did not come until 
We nilddle of October. 
i Bassett sat back and considered. He 
tad a fairly clear idea of the conditions 

. it the ranch. Daily riding, some lit
tle reading, and a great deal too much 
df each other. A sick man, too, un- 
fcppy in his exile, ^bating against his 
restrictions,' lonely and irritable. The 
mrl, early seeing her mistake, and 
Çlark’s jealousy of her husband. The 
joor into their apartment Closing the 
fliousand and one unconscious intima
tes between man and wife, the break- 
tsl for two going up the stairs, and 
&low that hot-eyed boy, agonized and 
passionately jealous, yet meeting them 
*nd looking after them, their host and 
f gentleman.
$ Lucas took to drinking, after à time, 

allay his sheer boredom. And Jud 
Clark drank with him. At the end of 
three weeks they were both drinking 
heavily, and were politely quarrelsome. 
Bassett could fill that also. He could 
See the girl protesting, watching, in
creasingly anxious, as she saw that 
Clark’s jealousy was matched by her 
husband’s.

A queer picture, he reflected, the 
three of them shut away on the great, 
touch, and every day some new Tênsfcn, 
iome new strain.
* Then, one night at dinner, they quar- 
Aled, and Beverly left the table. She 
was going to pack her things and go 
Seek to New York. She had felt, prob- 
fcly, that something was bound to snap. 
And while she was up-stairs Clark had 
ijhot and killed Howard Lucas, and 

• Himself disappeared.
» He had run, testimony at the Inquest 

“ revealed, to the corral," and saddled a 
. horse. Although it was only October, 

it was snowing hard, but in spite of 
that he had turned his horse toward 
the mountains. By midnight a piosse 
from Norada had started out, and an
other up the Dry River Canyon, but 
the storm turned into a blizzard, and 
tbev were obliged to turn back. A few 
inches more snow, and they could not 
have got their horses out. A week or 
so later, with a crust of ice over it, a 
few of thepi began agajn, with no ex
pectation, however, of finding Clark 
alive. They came across his horse on 
t^e second day, but they did not find 
him, and there were some among them 
who felt that, after all, old Elihu 
Clark’s boy had chosen the better way. 
It was better to lie spmewhere in that 
white grave than te- be tried and con
victed.

Bassétt closed his note-book and 
lighted a cigar.
n There was a big story to be had for 
(he seeking, a whale of a story. He 
could go to the office, give them a hint, 
draw expense money and start for 
Norada the next night. He knew well 
enough that he would have to Begin 
there, and that it would not iff easy. 
Witnesses of the affair at the rani.Fi 
would be missing now, or when found 
the first accuracy of their statV.nents 
would either be dulled by time or have 
been added to with the passing years. 
The ranch itself might have passed in
to other hands. To reconstruct the 
events of ten years ago might be im
possible, or nearly so. But that was 
not hfs problem. He would have to 
connect Norada with Haverl 
pith Livingstone. One thing 
simple. If he found Livingstone’s 
story was correct, that he had lived 
tin a ranch near Norada, before the 
«grimé, «Id as Livingstone, then he 
Would- acknowledge that two men could 
took precisely alike and come from the 
ï.me place, and yet not be the same. 
If not — —

But, after he had turned out his light 
end got Into bed, he began to feel a 
jertain distaste for his self-appointed 
fcsk. If, Livingstone was Clark, if 
ifter years of effort he had pulled him- 
§rlf up by his own boot straps, had 
bade himself a man out of the reck-

Lucas; a sleek, not over-intelligent big 
animal, that hud been Howard Lucas.

He decided to sleep over it, and By 
morning he found himself not dnly dis
inclined to the business, but firmly re
solved to let it drop. Things were well 
enough as th<?y wère. The woman in 
the case was making good. Ju8 was 
making good. And nothing would re
store Howard Lucas tb that smalP 
theatrical world of his which had waved 
him good-bye at the station so long 
ago.

Hc shaved and dressed his resolution before h|m wh„,e itlful strug„ 
st,II holding He had indeed « most a y, indomitable range manager his 
cu.sc,ous glow of virtue, for he was geart„>reaki stnlggie 8with the 6li*- 
mak.ng one of those inglorious and un- Mrd the ^ his horfe7 tH5
sung sacrifices which ought to bring a careful disarmi =f suspicion;md ,at- 
man credit m the next w»rld, because jer h intrepid woman, daring that 
they certainly got him nowhere in th,s. , M ride th''h snow that ha#d sent 
He was quite affable to the colored 6 6
waiter who served his breakfast in the 
bachelor apartment house, and increas
ed his weekly tip to a dollar and a 
half. Then he sat down and opened 
the Times-Republican, skimming over 
it, after his habit, for his own space, 
and frowning over a bunch of exclama
tion and interrogation points unwitting
ly set behind the name of the mayor.

On the second page, however, he 
stopped, coffee cup in

“Is Judsonx Clark
former ranch manager makes confes
sion.”

A woman named Margaret Donald
son, It appeared, fatally injured by an 
automobile near the town of Norada,
Wyomin, had made a confession on her 
derth-bed. In it she stated that, afraid 
to die without shriving her soul, she 
had sent for the sheriff of Dallas Coun
ty and had made the following confes
sion: -

That following the tragedy at the 
Clark ranch her husband, John Donald
son, since dead, had immediately, fol
lowing the inquest, where he testified, 
started out into the mountains in the 
hope of finding 
of a deserted
Clark sometimes camped when hunting.
It was his intention to search for Clark 
a1 this cabin and effect his escape. He 
carried with him food and brandy.

That, owing to the blizzard, he was 
very nearly frozen, that he was obliged 
to abandon his horse, shooting it before 
hi did so, and that, close to death him
self, die finally reached the cabin and 
there found Judson Clark, the fugitive, 
who was very ill.

She further testified that her hus
band cared for Clark for four days,
Clark being delirious at the time, and 
that on the fifth day on foot he started 
back for the Clark ranch, having left 
Clark locked in the cabin. On the 
following night he took three horses, 
two saddled, and one packed with fooS 
and supplies, and accompanied by her
self, they went back to the cabin in. the 
-mountains, where she remained to care 
for Clark, while her husband returned 
to the ranch to prevent suspicion.

That, looking out of her window, she 
had perceived a man outside in the 

coming toward the cabin, and 
of the
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(To be continued)

Lieut. H. G. F. Hibbard of the 
Naval Service, Ottawa, who is in the 
city announced yesterday that recruit
ing for a local company of the Royal"" 
Canadian Naval Volunteer Reserve 
would be begun within a few days. 
From here Lieut. Hibbard will go to 
Charlottetown.

course
sn.all cares, with the routine of daily 
living, and behind it all the two of na more aware that there was in him 
them, hand in hand. a peculiar shrinking from going back,

Then his mind turned on himself, almost an/apprehension. He knew more 
How often in the past ten years it had of the mind than he had before, and 
done th*. He had sat off, with a sort he knew that not physical hardship, but 
of professional detachment and stud- mental stress, caused such lapses as 
led his own case. With the entrance his. But what mental stress, in a boy 
into his world of the new science of of twenty-two or so, could be great 
psvcho-analysis, he had now and then enough for such a sniash? 
small, not very sincere attempts to He was obliged to face this also, and 
penetrate the veil of his own uncon- he did it with distaste. He had never 
scions devising. Not very sincere, for found himself lacking in courage. Cer- 
with the increase of his own knowledge tainly he would have fought a man who 
of the mind, he had learned that be-, called him a coward. But there was 
hind such conditions as his lay gener- cowardice behind all such conditions as 
ally, deeply hidden, the desire to for- ” •*’ nf 'he min i to face reali-i
get And "that behind that there lay ty. It was weak. Weak. He hated 
acknowledged or not, fear. ’ ' , - : — -out fast failure~of his to

“But forget what?" he used to say ] face reality, 
to David, when the first text-bof.ks on But that night, sitting by David’s 
the new science appeared, and he and bed, he faced reality with a vengeance. 
David were learning the new terminol- He was in love, and he wanted the 
ogy Dick eagerly and David wiih con- things that love should bring to 
trmptuous snorts of derision. “To for- mal man. He felt normal. He felt, 
get what?" strengthened by love, that he could

“You liad plenty to forget,” David face whatever life'had to bring, so long 
would say, stolidly. “I think this man’s as It also brought Elizabeth, 
a fool, "but at that—you’d had your He had taken his fears to David that 
father’s death for one thing. And Sunday night and David had scoffed 
you’d gone pretty close to the edge of at them.
eternity yourself. You’d fought single- “Don’t be a fool,” he had said. “Go 
handed the worst storm of ten years, ahead and take her, if she’ll have you. 
you came out of it with double "pneu- And don’t be too long about it. I’m 
monia, and you lay alone in that cabin n?l as young as I used to be. 
about fifty-six hours. Forget! You “What I feel," he had replied, "Is 
had plenty to forget” this: I don’t know, of course, if she

He had accepted that theory without cares." David had grunted. “I do 
question finally. There seemed, indeed, know I’m going to try to make her care, 
nothing to question. He had gone if it—if it’s in the wood. But I’d like 
shooting in the mountains, a month or t) go back to the ranch again, David, 
so after his father’s death, and had before things go any further.” 
there been caught and almost died.
David, searching for him, had found 
and cared for him with the aid of a 

from the ranch, and had helped

On his third reading the reporter be
gan to visualize the human elements of 

! the fight to save the boy ; ha saw mov-
A LUBRICANT-HOT A LAXATIVE over

“Why?”
“I’d like to fill the gap. Attempt it 

anyhow.”
What he was thinking about, as he 

sat by David’s bedside, was David’s at
titude toward that threatened return 
of his. For David had opposed it, of
fering a dozen trivial, almost puerile 
reasons. Had shown indeed, a dogged 
/obstinacy and an irritability that were, 
srmehow, oddly like fear. David afraid! 
David, whose life and heart were open 
books. David, whose eyes never wav
ered, nor his courage.

“You let well enough alone, Dick,” 
he had said, at the end. “You’ve grot 
everything you want. And a medical 
man can’t afford to go gadding about. 
When people want him they want him.”

But he had noticed that David had 
been different since. He had taken to 
following him with his faded old eyes, 
had even spoken once of retiring- and 
turning all the work over to him. Was 
it possible that David did not want him

the posse back to its fireside, to the 
boy, locked in the cabin and raving.

His mind was busy as he packed his 
suitcase. Already he had forgotten 
compunctions of the early miming; he 
moved about methodically, calculting 
roughly what expense money he Would 
need, and the. line of attack, If any, 
needed at the office. Between Norada 
and that old brick house at Haverly 
lay his story. Ten years of it. He was 
closing his bag when he remembered 
the little girl in the blue dress, at the 
theatre. He straightened and scowled.

After a moment he snapped the bag 
shut. Darn it all, if Clark had chosen 
to tie up with a girl that was on Clark’s 
conscience,-not his.

But he was vaguely uncomfortable.
“It’s a queer world, Joe," he observ

ed to the waiter, who had come in for 
the breakfast dishes.

“Yes, sir. It is that,” said Joe.
During all the long night Dick sat 

by David’s bedside. Earlier in the 
evening there had been a consultation; 
David had suffered a light stroke, but 
there was, no paralysis, and the prog
nosis was good. For this time, at least, 
David had escaped, but there must be 
n > other time. He was to be kept quiet 
and free from worry, his diet was to be 
carefully regulated, and with care he 
still had long years before him.

David slept, his breathing heavy and 
slow. In the morning there would be 
a nurse, but that night Dick, having 
sent Lucy to bed, himself kept watch. 
On the walnut bed lay Doctor David’s 
pertly figure, dimly outlined by the 
shaded lamp, and on a chair drawn 
close sat Dick.

He was wide-awake and very anxious, 
but as time went on and no untoward 
symptoms appeared’, as David’s sleep 
seemed to be more natural, Dick’s 
thoughts wandered. They went to 
Elizabeth first, and then on and on from 
that starting-point, through the years 
ahead. He saw the old house with 
Elizabeth waiting in it for his return; 
he saw both their lives, united and flow
ing on together, with children, with

his

air.
alive? Wife of

a nor-
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Clark alive, as he knew 
ranger’s caniir where
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woman
him to co-ordinate such memories as 
remained to him.

Curiously enough, they all referred 
to his childhood. There had been Dav- 
idls brother, his father, a rather elder
ly man, who had -taught him tb ride. 
And there had been a tutor, a young 
man who was afraid of a horse, and 
who used to take him on long walks. 
The ranch had seemed enormous. <nd 
ho remembered being with the elderly 
man one day on a mountain top, and 
being told that a good bit of all the 
land in sight would be his one day. 
There were other things, too, not so 
clear. ’His mother, a shadowy memory 
of a tall woman who was mostly in
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that she had thought it one 
searching party. That her first instinct 
had been to lock him out, but that she 
had finally admitted him, and that 
thereafter he had remained and had 
helped her to care for the sick man.

Unfortunately for the rest of the 
narrative, it appeared that the Ihjured 

had here lapsed into a coma, 
and had subsequently died, carrying 
her further knowledge with her.

But the article went on, the story 
opened a field of infinite surtnise. In 
all probobiiity Judson Clark was still 
alive, living under some assumed iden
tity, free of punishment, outwardly re
spectable. Three years before Tie had 
been adjudged legally dead, and the 
estate divided, under bond of the le
gatees.

Close to a hundred million dollars 
hail gonç to charities, and Judson Clark 
wherever he was, would be dependent 
on his own efforts for existence. He 
could have summoned all the legal tal
ent in the country to his defense, but 
instead he had chosen to disappear.

The whole situation turni d on the 
deposition of Mrs. Donaldson, 
dead. The local authorities nt Norada 
maintained 
been sane for several years. On the 
other hand, the cabin to which she re
ferred was well known, and no search 
oi it had been made at the time. Clark’s 
horse had been found not ien miles 
from the town, and the cabin was bur
ied in s#)w twenty miles farther away. 
If Clark had made that journey on foot 
he had accomplished the impoislble.

Certain facts, according to the local 
correspondent, bore out Margaret Don
aldson’s confession. Inquiry showed 
that she was supposed to have spent 
the winter following Judson ' Clark’s 
crime with relatives in Omaha. She 
had returned to the ranch the follow
ing spring. '

A detailed description of Judson 
Clark and a photograph of him 
panled the story. Bassett reread the 
article carefully, and swore a little, 
under his breath. If he had needed 
confirmation of his suspicions, ft lay in 
his hand; But the situation had chang
ed over night. There would be 'a search 
for Clark now, as wide as the know
ledge of his disappearance. Local po
lice authorities would turn him up in 
every city from Maine to the Pacific 

Even Europe would be on the
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But it was not the police he feared 
Not all of the

ii

so much as Ithe press.
but some of them, would got \Am f

f
papers,
after that story, and send their best 
men on it. It offered, not so much a 
chance of solution, as an' opportunity 
to revive the old dramatic story. He 
could see, when he closed his eyes, the 
local photographers climbing to that 
erbin and later sending its pictures 
broadcast, and divers gentlemen of the 
press, eager to pit their wits against 
ten years of time and the ability of a 
once conspicuous man to hide from the 
law, packing their suitcases for '*£>rada.

No, he couldn’t stop now. He would 
go on, like the others, and witji this 
advantage, that he was morally certain 
that he mnld ,ov his hands on Clark 

j at any tim *. But he w ?uld have to 
prove hi> e g , connect it. Who, for 
instance^ was th * ether man in the c b- 

iin? He must hive known who th* boy
v /nirrrrri nAAvicnn lwas who lay in tl,e rou£h bunk> d>1 ri-

UtUuLI 1 ^IlAMuUILLLv h ous. Must have susp cted, anvhow. 
nenrerr min rDFAM I ! That-made him,y like th* Donaldsons,
rEKrfil/l LULU LKLAIm j ! accessory after the fact, and criminally

I liable. Small chances of hi* comin; out 
■—-ç|pJ with any confession. Yet he was the 
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