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Synopsis. lioncer In the Cnllfor.
nla Trdwood region, John CarulRnn,
at forty-seve- Is the lemllni; citizen
of Bequoln, owner of mill", ships,
nnrt mnny ncrea of timber, i wid-

ower after three, jenrs of married nt
life, and father of
Uryce Cardigan. At fourteen Uryce
makes the acquaintance of Shirley
Runnier, visitor at Seciuola, and
his junior by a few years. Together
they visit the Valley of the ainnts,
sacred to John. Cardigan and his
Bon as tho burial place of Dryce'a
mother, and part with mutual re-

gret. White llrce Is at collego
John Cardigan meets with heavy
business losses and for the first
time views the future with uncer-
tainty. After graduation from e,

and n trip abroad, Dryce Car-
digan comes home On the train ho
meets .Shirley Sumner, on her way
to Sequoia to make her home there
with her uncle. Colonel Pennington.
Dryce learns that his father's eye-
sight hus failed and that Colonel
I'ennlngton Ib seeking to take ad-
vantage of the old man's business
misfortunes. John Cardigan Is

but Bryce Is full of tight.

CHAPTER V. Continued.
5

3" a Cardigan shook bis bend. "I'm
to the lust penny," be con-

fessed, "and Pennington bns been buy-

ing Cardigan Itedwood Lumber com-Jiun- y

bonds until be Is
In control of tbe Issue. He'll buy In
the San Iledrln timber nt tbe fore-
closure sale, and In order to get It

tack and savu something for you out
of the wreckage, I'll bnve to mnke nn
unprovable trade with him. I'll bnve
to ghe him my timber ndjolnlng bis
north of Sequoia, together with mj
Vnltey of the Giants, In return for the
San Iledrln Umber, to which he'll have
a sheriffs deed. Hut the mill, nil my
olU employees, with their numerous
dependents gone, with you, left land-pof-

nnd without n dollar to pny your
taxes. Smashed like thntl" And he
droe bis (1st Into the palm of his
iinnil.

"Perhaps but not without n flght,"
IJryco answered, nltbough be knew
their plight was well-nig- h hopeless.
"I'll glvo Hint man Pennington u run
for his money, or I'll know tho reason."

The telephone on Uio tnblo beside
hlni tinkled,, and be took down the
receiver nnd said "Hello I"

"Mercy!" came tho sweet voice of
Shirley Sumner over the wire. "Do
you feel ns snvnge as nil tluit, Mr.
Cnrdlgnn."

For the second llmo In his life the
Uirlll thnt wns akin to pnln came to
Uryce Cardigan. He laughed. "If I
lind known you were calling. Mist
Sumner," he wild, "I shouldn't huve
prowled so."

"Well, you're forgiven for several
reasons, but principally for sending
me that delicious blackberry pie.
Thnnk you so much." ,

"Glad you liked It, Miss Sumner. I

dart to hope thnt I may have the
privilege of seeing you soon again."

"Of course. One good pie deserves
another. Some evening next week,
when that dear old dntldy of yours
can spare his boy, you might be In-

terested to sou our
dining room Uncle Seth Is so

proud of. Would Thursday night be
convenient?"

"Perfectly. Thnnk you n thousand
times."

Sho bade him good-nigh- t. As he
turned from the telephone, his father

I'll Give That Man Pennington
Run for Hit Money."

looked up. "Whnt arc you going to do
bid?" be queried.

"I bnvo to do some thinking to-

morrow," Uryce answered. "So I'm
going up Into Cardigan's redwoods to

Co It."
'The dogwoods nnd rhododendrons are

blooming now," the old mnn murmured
wistfully. Bryce knew what he wns

thinking of. "I'll attend to the now

for Mother," be assured Cardigan

nntl lie ndded fiercely: "And I'll nt-te-

to the brittle for Father. Wo
ma; lose, but Hint mun Pennington
will know he's been In it fight before
wo flu "

lie broke off nbruptl.v, for lie bnil
Just remembered Unit be wns to dine

the Pennington boiixe the following
Thursday nnd lie wns not the sort of
mini who smilingly breaks breud with
bis enemy.

All nbout Hryce were scenes of
activity, of human endeavor, and to
him In that moment came the thought ;

"My father brought all this to juiss
and now the task of continuing It Is

mine! All those men who enrn n
living In Cardigan's mill and on Curdl-pin'- s

dock those sailors who Mill tbe
ships thnt carry Cardigan's lumber
Into tbe distant mnrts of men are de-

pendent upon me; n:ul my father used
to tell me not to fall them. .Must my

father have wrought all this In vnln7
And must I stand by nnd see all this
go to satisfy the overwhelming nmbltloi)
of a stranger?" His big hands clench-
ed. "No!" he growled savagely. "Give
mo your last live annual statements,
Mr. Sinclair, please."

Tho old servitor brought forth the
documents In question, ltryre stuffed
them Into his pocket nnd left the otllce.
Three qtinrlers of nn hour Inter be en-

tered the little nmphltheater In the
Valley of the Glnnts nnd paused with
an expression of dismay. One of the
glnnts hnd fnllen nnd Iny stretched
ncross the little clenrlng. In Its de-

scent It bad demolished tbe little
white stone over his mother's grave
and had driven tho fragments of the
stone deep Into tho enrtb.

The fnct thnt the tree wns down,
however, wns secondary to tbe fact
thnt neither wind nor lightning hnd
brought It low, but rather the Impious
linnd of mnn; for the great Jngged
stump showed nil too plainly the
marks of cross-cu- t suw and nxe; a
pile of chips four feet deep Uttered the,
ground.

For fully a minute ISryce stood
dumbly guzlng upon thq sncrllcge be-

fore his mge nnd horror found vent In

words. "An enemy hns done this
thing," bo cried nloud to the wood-goblin-

"And over he gravel"
It wns a burl tree. At the point

where Uryce paused "a malignant
growth had de eloped on the trunk
of the tree, for all the world like a
tremendous wnrt. This wns the burl,
so prized for tuble-top- s nnd panelling
because of the fact that the twisted.
wavy, helter-skelte- r grain lenus to me
wood nn extraordinary beauty when
polished. Hryce noted that the work
of removing this excrescence hnd been
accomplished very neatly. With a
cross-cu- t snw tho growth, erhnps ten
feet In diameter, had been neatly
sliced off much as a housewife cuts
slice after slice from u loaf of bread.
He gus.ed that these dices, practl-cull- y

circular In shape, had been rolled
out of tbe woods to some conxeyanee'
watting to receive them.

What Hryce could not understnnd,
however, wns Hie stupid brutality of
the raiders In felling the tree merely
for thnt section of burl. Hy permit-
ting tbe tree to stand nnd merely
building a staging up to the burl, the
latter could have been removed with-

out ltnl Injury to the tree whereas
by destroying the tree the wretches
had evidenced all too clearly to Hryce
a wantMi Ci?v o udd Insult to

"Poor old Dndl" ho murmured.
"I'm glnd now ho has been nimble to
get up here nnd see this. It would
have broken his heart. I'll have this
tree made Into fence posts and tho
stump dynamited and removed this
summer. After be Is operated on ui'd
gets buck his sight, he will come up
lien. nnd he must never know. Per-

haps he will bave forgotten how many
trees stood In this circle."

He paused. Peeping out from un-

der a chip among the litter nt his feet
wns tho moldy corner of a while
cnvel&pe. In nn Instant Hryce bad It

In his hand. The envelope wns dirty
nnd wentberbeatcn, bin: to a certain
extent the redwood chips under which
It had lain h'ddeti bad, served to pro
tect lt nnd the writing on the fnre
wns still legible. Tbe envelop wns
empty nnd nddressed to Jules Hon-dea-

care of the Lacuna Grande
Lumber company, Sequoia, California.

Hryce read nmJ, reread that address:
"Hondenii!" ho muttered. "Jules
ltondemi ! I've hcntil thnt nnme be-

fore ah. yes I Dad spoke of htm Inst
night. He's Pennington's woods-bos- s

and "
An enemy had done this thing nnd

In all the world John Cardigan had
but one ejieiny Colonel Seth Penning-
ton. Had Pennington sent his woods-bos- s

to do this dirty work out of
sheer spite? Hnnlly. The section of
burl was gone, nnd this nrgued that
the question of splto had been purely
a matter of secondary consideration.

Evidently, nryce reasoned, someone
hnd desired thnt burl redwood grently,
nnd thnt someone bad not been Jules
Itondenu, since a n?ods-bos- s would not
lie likely to spend fin minutes of bis
leisure time In consideration of the"",""beauties of a burl tablo-to-p or paneL
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Hence, If Itondenu liittl superintended
the tusk of felling the tree. It must
linvi been nt the behest of n superior:
nntl slnco n wouds-bos- s acknowledges
no superior save the creator of the
pay-rol- l, tbe recipient of that stolen
burl must bnve been Colonel Penning-
ton.

Suddenly be thrilled. If .tiller lton-

demi bnd stolen Hint burl to present
It to Colonel Pennington, bis employer,
then the. finished article must be In
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Dryce Stood Dumbly Gazing Upon tho
Sacrilege.

Pennington's home! And Hryce had
been Invited to that home for dinner
tbe follow IngThursdny by the Colonel's
niece.

"I'll go, after all," be told himself.
"I'll go and I'll see what I shnll see."

CHAPTER VI

Who; Shirley Sumner descended to
the brenkfnst room on the morning
following her nrrhnl In Sequoia, the
first glunce nt her uncle's stately
countenance Informed her Hint during
Hks night something had occurred to
Irritate Colonel Seth Pennington nnd
startle him out of his customnry bland
composure.

"Shirley," he begnn, "did I hear you
culling young Cnrdlgnn on tbe tele-
phone after dinner Inst night or did
my enrs deceive me?"

"Your enrs are nil right, Undo Seth.
I called Mr. Cardigan up to thnnk him
for tbe pie he sent over, nnd Incident-

ally to Invite him over hero to dinner
on Thursday night."

"I thought I heard you asking some-
body to dinner, nnd a--s you don't know
n soul In Sequoln except young

I opined that he was to
be the object of our hospitality." '

"I dnre say It's quite nil right to
bnve Invited Mm. Isn't It, Uncle Seth?"

"Certnlnly, certainly, my dear.
Quite all right, but. er nb, slightly
Inconvenient. I nm expecting other
company Thursday input unfortunate -

l.v, ivniytoii. toe 01 uie imint
of Sequoia, Is coming up to dine nnd
discuss some business nffnlrs with me
nfterwnrd; so If joti don't mind, my
dear, suppose you call young Cardigan
up nnd nsk hlni to defer his visit until
some later date."

"Certainly, uncle. What perfectly
marvelous roses! How did you suc-

ceed In growing them, Uncle Seth?"
He smiled sourly. "I didn't raise

tliem," he replied. "Thnt hnlf-bree- d

Indian that drives John Cardigan's
car brought them nround about an
hour ngo. nlong with n card. There
It Is, beside your plate."

She blushed ever stf slightly. "I
suppose Hryce Cardigan Is vindicating
himself," she murmured ns she with-
drew the card from the envelope. As
she had surmised. It was Hryce Cardi-
gan's. Colonel Pennington was tbe
proprietor of a similar surmise.

"Fast work, Shirley," he murmured
buntcrlngly. "I wonder whnt he'll
send you for luncheon. Sono dill
pit ties, probably."

She pretended to be very busy with
the roses, and not to bae heard
Mm.

Shirley, left nlone nt the breakfast-table- ,

picked Idly nt tbe preserved figs

tbe owlish butler set before her.
Vaguely sho wondered nt her uncle's
nppnr'ent hostility to tbe Cardigans;
she was as vaguely troubled In the
knowledge that until Rhe should succeed
In eradicating this hostility, it must
Inevitably act us a bar to the further
progress of her friendship with Hryce
Cnrdlgnn. And she told herself she
did not wnnt to lose that friendship.
She wnsn't tbe least bit In love with
him albeit she realized ho wns rather
lovable. And lastly he wns n good, de-

voted Ron and was susceptible of
development into it congenial nnd
wholly acceptable comrade to a young
lady absolutely lncklng In other means
of nmusement.

She finished her breakfast Iri

thoughtful silence; then she weut tp

By

the telephone nnd called tip llr.U'C.
He recognized her voice Instantly nnd
called her name before she had oppor-
tunity to announce her Identity.

"Thnnk jou so much for the beauti-
ful roses, Mr. Cardigan," sho began.

"I'm glad you liked them. Nobody
picks flowers out of our garden, you
know. I ued to, but I'll be too busy
hereafter to bother with the garden.
Ily the way, Miss Sumner, does your
uncle own a car?"

"I believe be does a little old rat-

tletrap which be drives himself."
"Then I'll send George oer with

tbe --Napier this afternoon. You might
euro to take a spin out Into the sur-
rounding country. Hy the way, Miss
Sumner, jou are to consider George
nnd Hint car ns your personal prop-
erty. I fear you'ie going to llml
Sequoia a dull place; so whenever you
wish to go for n ride, Just cult me til),
nnd I'll hac George report to yon."

"Hut think of all the expensive gnso--

lino and tires!"
"Oh. but you mustn't look nt things

from that nngle after you cross the
Uocky mountains on your way west.
What nru you going to do this after--

noon?"
"I don't know'. I haven't thought

tliat fnr abend."
"For some renl sort I would sug

gest that you motor up to Laguna
Grande. That's Spanish for Hlg La-

goon, you know. Tnke n rod with
you. There are some land-locke- sal-

mon In the lagoon.
"Hut I haven't any rod."
"I'll send you over n good one."
"Hut I hne nobody to tench me

bow to use It," she hinted daringly.
"I appreciate that compliment," lie

flashed back nt her. "but unfortunnte-l- y

my holidays are over for n long,
long time. I took my father's place in

tbe business this morning."
"So soon?"
"Yes. Things have been hnpjienlng

while I wns away. However, speak-
ing of flMilhg, George Sea Otter will
provo an Invaluable Instructor. He Is
n good boy nnd you mny trust 1dm
Implicitly. On Thursdny evening
you enn tell what success you had
witi the salmon."

"Oh, that remlnds'ine, Mr. Cnrdlgnn.
You can't come Thursday evening,
lifter nil." And she cTplnlned tbe rea-

son. "Suppose you come Wednesday
night Instead."

"We'll call that a bet. Tlinnk you."
She chuckled nt his frank good hu-

mor. "Tlinnk you, Mr. Cardigan, for
all your kindness nnd thoughtfulness;
nnd If you will persist In being nice
to me, you might send George Sea
Otter nnd the car at one-thirt- I'll
be glad to avail myself of both until
I enn get a cur of my own sent up
from San Francisco. TIM Wednesday
night, then. Good bye."

As Hryce Cnrdlgnn bung up, he
Itemed n slight sigh. It wns difficult
to get out of the hnblt of playing ; he
found himself the possessor of n lery
great desire to close down the desk,
call on Shirley Sumner, ami snd the
remainder of the day basking In the
sunlight of her presence.

Following his discovery of the out-
rage committed on his father's sunctu- -

nry, Hrjcu wasted considerable val
uable time and effort In it futile en-

deavor to gather some further bint
of the Identity of the vandals' but
despairing nt Inst, be dismissed the
matter from bis mind, resolving only
that on Thursday he would go up
Into Pennington's woods nnd Interview
tho redoubtable Jules Itondenu.
Hryce's nnturnl Inclination was to
wait upon M. Itondenu Immediately,
If not sooner, but the recollection of
bis dinner engagement at the Penning-

ton home warned him to proceed
cautiously; for while harboring no
apprehensions us to the outcome of a

possible clash with Itondenu, Hryce
wns not so optimistic ns t believe hu
would escape unscathed from an en
counter.

Colonel Pennington's pompous Im-

ported Hrltlsh butler showed Hryce
Into tliu Pennington living mom at

announcing him . with due
ceremony. Shirley rose from the piano
where she had been Idly lingering the
keys and greeted him with every

of pleasure following which,
she turned lo present her visitor to
Colonel Pennington, who was standing
In bWi.fnvorlte position with his buck
to the llreplace.

"Uncle Seth, this Is Mr. Cnrdlgnn,
who wns so very nice to inu tbe day
I Innded In Hed Hltlff."

The Colonel bowed. "I have to
thnnk you, sir, for your courtesy to
my niece." He hnd assumed nn nlr of
reserve, of distinct aloofness, despite
Ms studied politeness.

"Your niece, Colonel, Is one of those
fortunate beings tho world will always
clamor to serve."

"Quito true, Mr. Cardigan. When
she wits quite a little girl I enmo un-

der her spell myself."
"So did 1, Colonel. Miss Sumner

has doubtless told you of our first
meeting some twelvo years ngo."

"Quite so. May I offer you a
cocktail, Mr. Cardigan?'

"Thank you, cenaluly. Dad and I

PETER B. KYNE I

Copyright by Fttf r n. Kn

have been pinning one on nbout this
tluio every night slnco my return."

"Shirley belongs to tbe Hand of of
Hope," tho Colonel explained. "Shu's
ready nt any time to break n lnnco
with the Demon Hum. So we will of
bnve to drink her share, Mr. Cardigan.
Pray be seated."

Hryce sealed himself. "Well, wo

lumbermen urc a low lot nnd naturally
fund of dissipation," be agreed. "I
fear Miss Sumner's prohibition tendon,
ties will bo still further strengthened
after she has seen the mad-train.- "

"What Is that?" Shirley queried.
"The mad-trai- runs over jour

uncle's logging railroad Into Township
nine, where his timber and ours ! lo-

cated. It U the only train operCled
on Sunday, nnd It leaves Sequoia at
Jive p. in. to carry the Pennington and
Cardigan crews bnck to the woods
nfter their Saturday-nigh- t celebration
In town. As a usual thing, all hands
with the exception of the brnkeman,
engineers, and tlremuti, lire singing,
weeping or lighting drunk."

"Do they light, Mr. Cardigan?"
"Frequently. I might say usually.

It's quite an Inspiring sight to see n
couple of lumberjacks going to It on
n Hat-ca- r traveling thirty, tulles up
hour."

"How horrible!" '

"Yes, Indeed. Tbe right of wny Is

lined with empty whisky bottles."
Colonel Pennington spoku up. "We '

don't have any lighting on tho mad-trai- n

any more," hu said blandly.
"Indeed 1 How do you prevent It?"

Hryce asked.
"My woods-boss- , Jules Itondenu,

makes them keep the pence," Penning
ton replied with n small smile. "If
there's any tenting to bo done, ho does
It."

"You mean among Ids own crew, of
course," Hryco suggested.

"No. he's In charge of the mnd-trnln- ,

nnd whether n fight stnrtH nntnng your
men or ours, he takes n hand. He's
bnd them ull behaving mildly for quite
a while, because he can whip any man
In the country, nnd everybody realizes
it-- I don't know vvblit I'd do without
itondenu. He certainly makes U-i-

bohunks of mine, step lively"
"Oh-hh- l Do you emptor

Colonel?"
"Certnlnly. They cost less; they

nru far less Independent than most
men and more readily handled. And
you don't bnvo to pamper them par-

ticularly Jn tho mntter of food. Why,
Mr. Cardigan, with all duo respect to
your fntber, the wny he feeds his men
Is simply ridiculous! Cuke nnd plu
nnd doughnuts nt tbe snmo meal !"

"Well, Dad started In to feQil his
men the same food ho fed himself.

"He Can Whip Any Man In tha
Country."

und I suppo?o the habits one forms In
youth are not riedlly chunged In old
age. Colonel."

"Hut that tunkti It hard for other
manufacturers," in Colonel protested.
"I feed my men good plain food nnd
plenty of It quite better food than
they were used lo before they came lo

this country; but I cunnbt seem to
satisfy them. Your rcsrwted parent
Is tbe basis for compurlson In this
country, Cnrdlgnn, nnd I find It devil-l- sl

Inconvenient." He laughed Indul-
gently nnd passed his cigarette-eas- e

to Hryce.
"Uncle Seth nlwnys grows restless

when some other mnn Is the lender,"
Shirley volunteered with a mischie-
vous glnnco nt Pennington, "Don't
jou, Nunky-dunk?- "

"You know why, of course
those burl panels in your

dining room."

ITO UK CONTINUED.)

Some persons are perfectly kUUnff U
t killing tUoc

Dy FLORENCE MELLISH

(. mo, by McCturs Ntwipaper Syndlcut.)

The two cottages vvero exactly alike.
Each hnd n front porch with n vine-cover- ed

trellis, nnd ench hnd a bay
window on the side, one facing cast,
tbe other west. They stood side by
side. The neighbors called them tho
Twin Cottages. They were connected
by a narrow passage extending from
tho west side of one to tho east sldo

the other.
Hut the tenants of these cottages

were not neighborly. Mrs. Goodwin
the east bay window nnd Mr. Good-

win of tho west bay window never
spoko to each other. The brothers bad
built these houses, hnd begun their
innrrlcd life together, but their wives
had quarreled jenrs ago, and now Mr.
Avery Goodwin and Mrs. Hmery Good-

win lived each alone, nursing the old
grlcvnnce.

As fate would bnvo It. Miss Nntlin-li- e

Goodwin came to spend a summer
vacation with her uncle.

"Isn't It funny, Uncle Avery?" sho
nuked, ".Mrs. Goodwin's nephew Is
spending his vncntlon with her."

"It doesn't touch my sense of
humor," her uncle nnswered, coldly.

"Wo met on tho sldewnlk In front,"
Nnthnllo went on, "nnd wo really hail
to speak, though of course wo'ro not
cousins,"

"Certainly not," with emphasis.
"His nnmo Is Donnld Prior, und he's

floorwalker for Stebblns & Porter,
but he wants to be an artist. Ho hns
n vacation over the dull season, and
he's painting for nil bo's worth."

"Humph I I should think he gnvo
you his whole history,"

"Pcrhnpi I wns to blame," Nnthnllo
confessed, with n slight blush. "I was

o Interested that I asked him ono or
two questions."

"Well, you hnvo a complete auto-
biography now. You won't need to
ask any more."

Nathalie was a little afraid of her
stern uncle.

"Uncle," she asked ono morning,
"who owns that connecting passage?"

"It belongs to both of us."
"What Is there In It?"
"Hats' nests and spiders, probably.

, .

i never go in.
"Does Mrs. Goodwin go In?"
"I don't know where she goes. Prob-

ably not."
"If there are spiders," Nathalie pur-

sued, twisting a duster, "I ought to go
in."

An hour Inter sho slipped the rusty
bolt anil, dustpan In hnnd, entered tha
passage, shuddering a little In antici-
pation of tbe spiders.

"My word I" she cried. "Donnld
Prior has taken this for a studio."

Several mounted canvases were
leaned ngnlnst Hie wnlls, nnd one pic-
ture, not quite finished, stood upon
nn vasel.

"Why!" she breathed, "It's mo I"

Ji bolt slid, the enst door opened,
nnd the doorway framed tho ntble'.lc
llgitro und bronzed fate of Donald
Prior,

"Hello!" he exclaimed.
Nnthnllc blushed nnd held out tho

cxtciitintlng dustpan. "I came hero to
look for spiders," she faltered.

"Pray don't apologize. We have
equal rights here, you see," glancing
around nt the confusion of pnlnt tubes
nnd brashes; "my nunt doesn't like a
litter."

"Doesn't sho? I" wish my uncle
didn't."

He laughed. "So I pnlnt here."
"Hutjymi hnvo painted me."
"I bnve dured to attempt Hint," he

acknowledged. "You see, I hnd every-
thing I needed except n model."

"I guess you hnvo succeeded, only
you bnvo fluttered me."

"Don't you think you may be sitting
there again und wcnrlng the mnuvo
gown?"

"Oh, no. My uncle wouldn't e.

It would be quite wrong now I
know,"

Nathalie put on her little nlr of dig-

nity, "I must go back to my uncle. He
may need inc."

"Isn't be well?"
"No, I feel anxious nbout him."
"Hcnlly? What seems to be tho mat-

ter?"
"General debility. He hns no appe-

tite. I've hud a com so In domestic
science, but be cnlls the things I muke
'knick-knacks- .' Ho Is pining for some

cooking pancakes and
things."

"Is that so? Now, my aunt con cook
for the Immortal gods."

Nathalie glanced at the lithe, strong
Henri) nnd did not cdntrndlct him.

"She dotes on the
cooking. ! think we'll be having pan-

cakes for breakfast."
"Ohl" snld Nathalie wistfully.
"I'll tell you what I'll do. Do you

think we mighty venture? Just leave
that door unbolted, and when your
uticle-'-u at breakfast I'll appear to him
with hot pancakes In a covered dlslu
Ho wouldn't floor me?"

"Oh. no; he lan't strong enough for
that, and perhaps If you took the
cover off quick, be wouldn't wnnt to."

"We'll try It then."
Will It eetn too much like n fairy

story If I write that Mr. Goodwin's
craving for pancakes
was stronger than tbe sullen pride
Ibat nursed an ancient grudge, that In
two weeks' time, Mrs. F.mery Goodwin
was cooking for four, that Mr. Good-

win became convinced of Donnld'6 tab.
ent, so that tho young man hus given
up floorwalklng and Is giving his
whole attention tr. art, and that Na-

thalie has a pecmntieut position as
model for the artist? . . of

a


