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"JULES RONDEAULI"™

Bynopain —Flonedér In the Callfor-
nia reddwood reglon, John Cardigan,
At feriy-maven. |8 the leading cltizsn |
of Bequola, owner of mills, ships,
and many acred of timber, & wid |
ower after three years of married
life, and fathar of two-day-old \

=4

Beyce Cardigan, At fourteen Rryed
e the acquaintance of Bhirley
4 of, & via'lor at Eeqguoia
his Junlor by & few years, Towether

they wvisle the Yalléey of the Clants l
sicred to John Cardigan and his
son as the place of Py
mother, and part with mutusl re
Nrot While, Itrsoe nt
John Cardigann meots with heavy
1 buninean lopses and for the Hret
time views the future wWith uncer
. After graduatlon from col-
and a trip nbropd, Bryve Car-
digan vomes homes, On the traln he
| meets Bhirley WY |

nhnd

burinal an

is

collego

Bumner, on her
to Begquoln o make her home there
with hier uncle, UColonel Pennington,
Hryce Jearns that hls futher'n eye-
night has failod and that Colonel
Pennlngton s seekinog (o take ad-
vaniage of the ald man's business
minfortunes, John Cardigan is de-
spalring, but Bryce Is [ull of fNght

+
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CHAPTER V.—Continued,
—5__
Cardignn shook his head. “I'm
Wi, uet@id] to the last peany,” he con
fesdd, “and Pennlogton hns been huy-
Ing Cardigan Redwod Lumber com-
pany qirst-morctgnge bonds untll he is
In control of the Issue, He'll buy in
the Ban Hedrin timber nt the fore
clomure snle, apd In order to get It
back and save something for you oul |
of the wreckuge, I'll hinve to make an
unprofitable tride with him, 'l have
fo glve hlm my timber adjoining his
morth of Nequoln, together with iy
Val'ey of the Glants, In return for the
Sun Hedrin thinber, to which he'll huve
a sheriMs deed.  But the mill, all my
oltl employees, with thelr pumerous
dependents—gone, with you, left land-
ponr and without & dollnr to pay your
tuxes,  Smashed—lke that!™  And he
drove his fist Into the pulm of his
band,
“Perhaps—but not without a fight,”
Bryce nnswered, although  he  knew

| Wo fin—

Author of “Cappy Ricks”

and he added flercely :
tend to the bittle for Father, We
may 1ose, but that man Pennington

will know he's been In o fght before

He bhroke off ahruptly, for he hind
Ju=t perpemberad that he was 1o dine
at the Pennington house the following
Thursday—and he was not the sort of
man wha smilingly breoks bhirend with
lils encmy,

L L] - L L] . L]
Al abiont Bryee  were  sdenes  of
activity, of haman endenvor, aml o

I I thuet moment cotoe the thonght

“AMy father brought all this o poss
and now the sk of dontinuning It Is
mine! All those men who  sarm  f

living In Cardigan's mill pud on Cardl
pan's doek-
ships that oarry
lnto the distant marts of oen
pendent upon e ot father usod
to o)l me not to full them, Must iy
father Linve wrought ol this In valn?
And must T stand hy and seo all this
o to sutlsfy the overwhelming ambiion
of & stranger?”  His big hnonds elench.
ed. “Nao ! he growled savigely, “Glve |
me your Inst five annunl statements
Mr. Rinelalr, plenge” |

The old servitor hrought forth the
documents In question, Hryee stuffed
them Into Lils pocket nnd left the office.
Three guariers of an hour later he en-
tered the lttle gmphlthonter  in the
Valley of the Ghants and paosed with
nn expression of dismay.  One of the |
glants had fallen and lay  stretehed
teross the Hitle clearing, In its do- |
pcent It hod  detaolished  the  Dittle
white stone over his moether's grave
and had deiven the frogments of the |
stone deep Into the enrth.

The fact that the tree was down,
however, wns secomdiury to  the fact
that nelther wind nor lghtolng  bhoad
hrought It low, but mther the Implous
hand of man; for the great  Jugged
stump  showed all too plainly  the
marks of cross-cut saw and axe; o
plle of chips four feet deep Httersd tha
ground,

For fully & minute Bryce stood
dumbly gnzing upon the sacrilege be

those sallors who sull the
Cnrdignn's  Inmber
nre dis- |

ny

thelr plight waus well-nlgh  hopeless,
“I'l give that wman Pennington & run
for his woney, or I'll know the reason,”

The telephions o e tible beside
Klm tinkled, and he took  down  the
recelver and sald “Hello ™

“Merey I conme the sweet volee of
#hirley Sumner the wire, “Tas
you feel nll that, Mr,
Cardlgan,

For the second time In his life the
theill that was akin to pain came o

over

ad Kavnge

ns

Bryce Cardigan, Ha laughed, "It 1
bad known you were onlling,  Miss
Sumner,” he sald, *1 shouldn't have
growled s

“Well, you're forgiven—for severnl
reasons, but principally  for sending
me  that  dellclons  blackberry  ple.

Thank you so much.”

“Glnd yon Hked It, Miss Sumuer, |
daee 1o hope that [ may have the
priviege of seclng you soon agnin’

SO course,

another. Some evening next week,
when that dear old dadidy of yours
can spare hls boy, you might be In-

terestind o our  hurl-redwood
paneled dining room Unele Seth 18 so
groud of. Would Thursday night be
convenlent ¥

L

One good ple deserves |

fore his rage and horror found vent In
words, “An enemy hns  done  this
thing.” he erled alowd to the  wood

gobling, "“And over her grave!™
It wns a burl tree, Al the polnt
where Bryce paused o mualignant

growth had developed on the trunk
of the tree, for all the world lke o

| il sinee n

the task of felling the trew, It muost
ve heen ot the behest of n saperior;
wondeoms ek nowled ges
o superior the erentor of the
puy-roll, the reciplent of that stolen
burl must have heen Colonel Penning
ton,

Suddenly he theilled,  IF dnles Ron
denu hind thnt burl (o
It to Cotonel Penningion, his employer,
then the finlshed pretiele

LUAY J

stolen present

futest I ]

tremendons wart, This was the buorl,
so prised for table-tops and panelling
becnuse of the faet that the twisted
wavy, helter-gkelter grain lends to the
wood an extraonlinury beauty when
.Ilmlluhwl. Bryce noted that the work
of removing this exervscence had heen
accomplished wery neatly, With n
cross-cut saw the growth, perhaps ten
feet In dinmeter, hidd  been  nenatly
sliced off mwuch as a housewife cuts
sliee nfter sllee from o lopf of bremd.
He guessed that thess =lees, practl
cully elreular In shape, hnd been rolled
out of the woods tn some conveynnes
walting to recelve them,

What Bryce eoulil not understand,
howeyver, wis the stupld bratality of

the ralders In felling the troe merely
| for thar section of burl, By permit
ting the tree to stand  and  merely

bullding a staging up 1o the burl, the
lutter could have heen removed withs
out vl Injury to the repe—wherens
by destroying the tree the  wretehes

“Farfectly. Thank you # thousand
times."
She hnde him goodamight. As he

turned from the telephone, his father

My Give That Man Pennington a
Run for His Money."

looked up. “What are you golng to do
to-morrow, lnd? he queried.

“1 have to do some thinking to-
morrow,” Bryce answered. “So I'm
woing up lnto Cardignn's redwoods o

<o "

“The dogwoods and rhododendrons are
blooming now,” the old man murmured
wistfully, Bryce koew what he was
thinking of. “I'll attend to the fhorw-

_wrs for Mother,” e asured Curdigan

had evidenced @l) too clearly to Hryee
i wintor Catse 1o add Insult to In
Jury,

SPoor old  Dad!™  he  murmured.
“e glad now he bas been uneble 10
get up here and see this, It would
have broken Wis heart. 1N have this
tree mgde Into fence posts and the
| stump dynamited and removed  this
| summer, After he Is operated on ard
gots back his sight, he will come up
here—and he must never know, Pers
hups he will have forgotien how many
trees stood in this clrele”

He puused,  Peeplng out from un-
der a chip nmong the Hiter ot his feet
wis the moldy corner of a white
envelope, 1o an Instant Bryce had 1t
In his hand. The envelope wus dirty
and weatherbeaten, but o a certaln
extent the redwood chips under which
it had lnin Widden hoad served (o pro-
tect It, nnd the writing on the fice
was still jegible. The envelops was
ompty and addressed o Jules Ron-
denu, cuare of the Laguna  Geande
Lumber company, Sequoln, Callfornin,

T

“Nondean !
Rondenn !
fore—ah, yes! Dad spoke of him last
night. He's Pennington’s  wodds-hoss
and—"

An eneroy had done this thing—and

he muttered.  “Jules

put one enemy—~Colonel Seth Penning:
ton, Hnd Pennington sent his woods
hoss (0 do this dirty work ont of
sheer =plte? Hardly. The gection of
purl was gone, and thls argoed that
the question of spite had been purely
a matter of secondury consideration.

Evidently, Bryce reasoned, soméone
had desired that burl redwond greatly,
and that someone had not besn Jules
Hondeny, since p wasds-hoss would not
he Ukely to spend e minutes of his
leisure time In considerntion of the
beautles of a burl table-top or panel

T've heard thiat name be. |

Bryce read and reread that address: |
| table, pleked flly wt the preserved figs

fn ali the world John Cardignn had |

| Ineanvenient,

Bryce Stood Dumbly Gazing Upoen the |
Sacrilege.

Pennington's home ! And Bryee  hnd
been Invited to that home for dinner
the following Thursdny By the Colonel’s
nleee,

“I'Hogo, after all” he told himselr,
Y1l go—and 1T'N see whint 1 ghall see™

CHAPTER VI

Whes Shivley Sumner descended to
the hrenkfost room on  the morming
following her ardval In Sequola, the
first glance ot her uncle’s  stately
countenance Infarmied her that during
the night something had occurred Lo
Irritate Colonel Seth Peonington  and
startle him out of s customary bland
GO MsLLE.

“shirtev,” he began, “did T hear you |
calling young Cardigan on the tvle
phone nfter dluner Inst night or did |
my enrs decelve me?”

“Your ears are all right, Unole Seih, |
1 ealled Me. Cardigan up to thank him |
for the ple he seut over, and Ineldent.
nlly to tovite him over here to dinoner
on Thursday nlght,”

“1 thought 1 heard yon asking some
hody to dloner, and ax you don't know
n soul in Sequola exeept young Canldi-
gan, nuturally T oploed that he was to
e the oblect of our hospiiallty,” *

“1 dire say It's quite all right to
have luvited dm, Isn't It, Unele Seth

“Certnlnly,  coertalely,  my
Quite all right, but, ér--ah

dear, |
wlightly
I nm expecting other |
company Thursdny nigie
Iy, Brayton, the president of the Bank
of Sequoln, I8 coming up to dine and
dikeuss some business nffairs with me
afterward; so If you don't mind, my

| dear, suppose you enll young Cardigan

up and nsk him to defer his visit untt)
some Inter date.

“Certninly, unele,
murvelons roses !
cood In growing thewm, Uncle Seth?’

He smiled sourly. *“I didn't ralse
them,” he replied, "That bulf-hreed
Indlan that drives John Cacdigan's
car hrought them  around about an
honr agoe. along with o cord. There
It is, beslde your plate,”

She blushed ever s& slightly,

What perfectly

“1
syppose HBryee Cardignn s vindieating |
Wmiself,” she murmured as she wilhe

drew the eard from the envelope, As
she hnd surmised, it wias Bryce Candle
gan's. Colonel Peonington was  the
proprivior of n simllar sormise,

"Fast work, Shirley." he murmured
bunteringly, “I wonder what  he'll
send you for luncheon, Some il
plitdes, probably,”

She pretended to he very busy with
the roses, and not to have heard
him,

Shirley, left alone nt the breakfust.

the ewllsh  butler set  before  her,
Vaguely she wondered st her unele's
apparent hostility to the Curdigans;
she wis ad vaguely troubiled In  the
knowledge that until ahe should snceeed
in erndicating this bostility, it must
Inevitubly act a8 & bar to the further
progress of ber friendship with Bryce
Cardignn. And she told herself she
didl not want to lose that friendship.
She wasn't the least hit In love with
him nlbelt she realized he was rather
fovable.  And lastly he was n good, de-
voted son and  was  susceptible  of
development  Into w congenlnl  and
whaolly acceptable comriide to & young
lady absolutely lacking In other means
of nimusemaent,

She fnished her brenkfust o
o

W silence; thea she wenl

R L

=te—

|

|
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How did yon sue |

THE VALLEY of the GIANTS

“And 'R oat- | Henee, If Rondenn hind supecintendsd | the telephone amd enllod

| after nll."

nufortunpte l

By PETER B. KYNE

apr Brvew
He recognized her volee Instantly and
enlledd her noume hefare she had oppor
tunity to announce her ldentley,
Thank yon so mueh for the bepatl

ful roses, Mr, Cardigan” she hegan

“T'm glnd you ke them Nobumly
pleks flowers ot of onr giitdon, you
Ko I usend toy, Bt 11 b oo husy
hervar'ter to hther with the garden
Iy the way, Miss Somner, does your
tidle own 0 oenpe?

“I belleve hie docos=—a 1 le ald rat
tletenp whileh he detves hlmself™

“Then 'L sem) George over with
the XNapler this nfternoon. Yon might
vare 1o take o =pin out Into the sur
rounding  conniry Ity the way, Mius
Suminer, yvou neey to conslder Geopge
und that enr as sour persapal prop
vrty, 1 fenr von're going  to find
Sequoln o dull plaee; 50 whenever yon

wish 1o go for n ride, Just enll me up
and I have Georgee report 1o yon,™
“Hut think of all the expumsive gnso
LT T
Ui, but you mustn’t look ot things
from thut nfter Ihe
tocky mouninlng on your winy west.
Whant nre you golng to do this after
noon ™
T don't know. 1
that far nhend.”
YFor some real sport

nngle YOIl 0SS

haven't thought

I would sug-

gext that sou moter up W Lagung
Girnnde.  Thot's Spanish for Big La
goon, you know, Toake n rod  with
vor, There are some lanil-loeked sul

mon In the lsgoon,

“Rut 1 hinven't any rod ™

*“I'l ®end you over a gosd one”

“"But 1 hnve nohody tench
how to wse 1L, she hinted daringly.

“I appreciate thnt compliment,” he
flushed baeck at her, “hut yafortunnie
Iy my holldnys are over for a  long,
ook time, 1 took my father's place in
the business this moarning.”

“So soon ™

“Yea, Things have heon happening
while T was awny, However, spenk-
ng of Ashing, George Sea Otter will
prove an iuvalunble fnstructor,  He s
0 ogood boy and you mny trust him
Impllcitiy, On  Thursiny  evening
you ean tell what success you b
with the salmon.”

“Ol, that reminds‘me, Me. Cardigan,
You enn't come Thursidny evening,
And she explnined the ren-
son,  "Suppess you come  Wednesday
night instead.”

“We'll endl that n bet, Thank yow'

Khe chuckled nt his frank good bao-
mor, “Thnnk you, Mr., Cardlgnn, for
all your kindoess and thought fulness
nnd If you will persist In helng niee
mie, you might send R
Otter and the car at onethirty.

T me

Cienrge

Copyright by Peter . Kyne

hive been pinolng one on about thin
thne every night sinee my retuen®

TWIN COTTAGES

By FLORENCE MELLISH,

L N0, by MeOlurs Newspajper Byndiosts.)

The two cottages were exactly allke,
Each had n front porch with i vine-
covered trellis, apd each bad n bay
window on the side, one facing east,
the other west, They stood side by
#lde,  The nelghbors called them the
Twin Cottnges. They were connscted
by n narrow pnssage extending from
the west =lde of one to the east slde

“Shirley belongs to the RBand of
Hope,” the Colonel explnined.  “She's
ready ot nny bresk n lanee
with the Desaon Hum ®a  we will

| v o delnk her share, Mre, Cardigan,
Pray be septed”

| Brvee septad  blmself, *Well, \I"I

|

tHime to

Pimbertaes ure & low 1ot wnd tetarally
fomil of s agressd, "
| fene Miss Sumber's probibidtion tendens
cles will e still further strengihoned

illssighn thon,’

Wrrer shie has geen the mnd-tenin™ |

“Whnt Is thatY" Shirley querhsd,
“The  mmddrain . runs yenr
| unole's Jogging rollronid into Township
nine, where his tmbetr gnd ourd i lo-

over

of the other,

But the tenants of thesa cottnges
were not nelghborly., Mra, Gomdwin
of the eist bay window and My, Good-
win of the west bay window never
gpoke to ench other, The hrothers hnd
built  these hooses, had begun thelr
married e ‘ogether, but thelr wives
il quaerelod yours ugo, and now Mr,
Avery Goodwin nnd Mes, Emery Good-
win Hyved cach alote, nursing the old
grievanee,

As fimte would have it, Miss Natha-
e Goodwin catme to spend & summer
vacation with her ancle,

“Isn't It Tunny, Uncle Avery?" she

ecatedl, It b the only trmin opuect ted | nsked, “Mrs, Goodwin's nephew 18
an Sunday, and It leaves Sequoln at | spending bis vaention with bher”
fve pnome o enrry the Peanfogton uml| "It doesn't toueh  my sense of

Cardignn orews baek 1o the
after thele Saturdiy-ntght eelebration
| In town,  As o usual thing,
| with the excepilon of the
engineers, nmd Nreninn,
weeplng or Dghiting drunk.”

"o they fghit, Me Cardigan T

“Frequently, 1 might usunlly.

brakeman,
ure  xinging,

|
sy

couple of Tumberlneks going to It on

nomhtcnr traveling  thirty, miles  an
hour,”™

“How horrible '™

"Yes, Indeed. The pight of way s

Hined with empty whisky boltles"
Colonel Pennington spoke up, “We
don't have any Hghting on the mad
tenin any more,” he suld blandly.
“Indessd ! How do you prevent ™
Bryve nsked

“My  woods-boss,  Jules Raondenn, H
makes them keep the penes,” Penning-
ton replled with a small smile, “1f

[ there's any tghting to be done, he does

"

“You mene among his ewn crew, of
vourse,” Iryce suggestsd,

“No, he's In eharge of the mad-train,
and whether a fight starts asong youre
men or ours, he takes a hand, He's
hid them wll behaving mildly for quite
n while, hecsuse he can whip any man
in the eountry, and everybody realizes
It. 1 don't know whht 1'd do without
Hondepu, He cortuinly mokes those
bobunks of mine step lively ™

“Oheh ! Do you empioy bohunks

Colonel ¥

“Cortainly, They ecost  less; they
are far less Indepetident  than  most
men and more rendity handled,  And

you don't have to pamper them—par-
tienlarly In the matter of food, Why,
Mr, Candlgnn, with all due respect to
your father, the way he feeds his men
Is stmply ridienlons ! Cike and ple

wrd donghnuts 0t the swme meal
“well, Dad started In to foeed his
Tononed

| et the same he fisd  hiinself,

s 2lad to avall myself of both untll |

I ehn gel & Cnr
from San Franclaa
night, then,

Ax Bryee Cardigan
henved a slight sigh,

of my own sent up
T Wednesdny
Good hye

huang  up,
It was dileult

to get ont of the hnbit of playing: he |

found hlmself the paksessor of n fery
great desire o close down the desk,
enll an Bhivley Sumnoer. and spemd the
romininder of the day hnsking In the
sunlight of her preseoace,

Following his (iseovery of the ot
rage commitied on Nils futher's sanetu-
nry, Bryes wosted considerabile  val-
unble thme and offort In o futlle en
denvor to giather further hint
of the dentity of the vandals® bt
despatiring at last, he dismissed the
matter from his mind, resolving only
that on Thursday would go up
Into Pennington’s woods snd Interview

2ot

b

thee  redoubitable  Jules  Rondenu,
Bryee's nniurnl Inclipation  was  to
walt upon M. Rondeng Immadintely,

it not sooner, but the recollection of
his dinner engngement at the Penning-
ton home warned  him e proceed
enutionsly ; for while harboring
||||1|rl<lnxn--ll-||‘t we (o the outeome of o
possible clush with Ronddents, Bryee
wits not 8o optimistie ns to believe he
wonlidl escape upscathed from an en
counter,
.

na
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Colonel  Pennington’s  pompous lm-
ported British butler showed  Bryce
Into the Peoolngton Hylug room at
six-Ahirty, snnounecing him  with  due
ceretiony,  Shieley rose from the planoe
where she tuud been ldly fingering the

| koys nnd grooted him with every np-

pearnnes of pleasure—following which,
she turned (o present her visitor to
Colonel Pennington, who wus standing
In b fuvorite position with his back
to the firepluce,

I landed In Red Blum”

The Colooel bowed, “T have
thank you, sir, for your courtesy
my niees,”
reserve, of distinet
him studied pollteness,

fartunute bheings the world will always
vinmor to serve.”

“Quite true, Mr, Cardigon, When
she wos gquite o Nitle gird 1 e un
dor her spell myself."

“*So il 1, Colonel. Miss Sumner

hns doubtless told you of our Npst
meeting some twelve years ngo”
“Quite so. May I offer you u

cocktall, Mr, Candigan?"’

“m:o&mm:. Dad and 1

he |

“Uncle Seth, thie 1s Mre. Conilgan, |
who wns so very nlee o e the ey

o
He hnd assumed nn alr of
wloofoess, desplte

“Your nlece, Colonel, Is one of those

in the

\"HI Can Whip Any Man
Country."
|

and 1 suppose the hibits ope forms in
| wouth are not rsadlly chunged in old

nge, Colonel,”
“Hut that

this country ;
watisfy them,
| Is the basia for comparison

Ish Inconyenient.”
| gently and passed his
to Bryee.

| Shirley volunteered with »
vous gianoe at  Penalngton,
sou, Nunky-dunk?"*

“You know why, of course
—those burl panels in your

dining room.”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

te killing thme

winwln |

all hands |

J It's quite nn Inspiring sight to see a |

mnkew It hard for other
wanafueturers,” the Colonel protested,
1 fewd my men good plain food and
plenty of lt—quite better food than
they were used to before they came to
hut I ecannot seetn 10
Your respectas] parent
thin
conntey, Cardigan, and 1 find It devil
e lnughed Induls
clgnrette-cnne

“Unele Seth always grows restioss
when some other man Is the leader*
mischie

“Don't

Some persons are pll'hcﬂ; killing as

humor,” her uncle answered, coldly,

"We met on the sldewalk In front™
Nuthalie went on, “and we really had
(o spenk, though of Course we'ie not
consing”

"Certninly not,” with emphaasis,

“His name Is Donnld Prior, and he's
Moorwanlker for Stebbine & Porter,
but he wants to e an artist. Ho has
u vacation over the dull semson, and
he's palnting for all be's worth."

“Humph! 1 should think he gave
you his whole history,"

“Porhaps 1T was to blame” Nathalie
cotifessed, with o wlight blush, “1 was

o Interested that 1 asked him one or
two questions™

*Well, you have a complete muto-
blography vow, You won't teed te
nsk nopy more”

Nathnlle was a lttle afeaid of her
Ktern uncle,

“Unecle,” she asked one morning,
“who owns (hat connecting passage?™

“It belongs to both of us"

“Whnt Is there In 07

“Itats’ nests and splders, probably.
I never go In" s

“Does Mrs. Goodwin go InT*

“1 don't know where sbe goes, Prob-
ably not."

“If there are spiders,” Nathalle pur
sued, (wisting a duster, *1 ought to go
In"

An hour later she slipped the rusty
bolt and, dustgmn in hand, entered ‘he
passage, shuddering a little In unticl-
pution of the spiders,

My word!" she eried, “Donnld
Prior has taken this for a studlie”

Several  mounted eanvases  were
leaned ngninst the walls, and one ple-
ture, uot quite ftinlshed, stood upon
un o eanel,

“Why !" she brenched, "it's me ™

A bolt slid, the east door opened,
and the doorwany framed the athletie
figure and bronged face of Dounld
Prior,

“Hello!™ he exelnlmsd,

Naothalfe biushed and held out the
extenunting dustpan, *1 come here o
look for splders,” she faltersd.

“P'ray  don't apologize. We have
equal rights here, you see,” glaoeing
| aronad at the confusion of paint tubes
ared birushes ; “my aunt doesn't like a
Htter,"

“Doesn't #ho? I wish my uncle
didn’t™

He Inughed, “So I puint here.”

“Hut _you have palpnted me”

“I have dored to attempt that” he
ncknowledged, “You see, 1 hand every-
thing [ needed excopt a model.”

“I guess yvou have succeeded, only
you huve flattered me” :

*Pon't you think you may be sitting
there agaln and wearing the maunve

mm"nr‘
“Oh, no. My uncle wouldn't ap-
prove, It wounld be gulte wrong now I

know,"

Nathalle put on her little nir of dig-
nity. “I must go back tv my uncle. He
may need me,”

“Isn't he well?”

“No, 1 fee! nnxious ahout him."

“Really? What seems to be the mnat-
ter 7"

“Gepernl debllity,  He hus o appe-
Ctite, I've bhad s course In domestie
selonce, but he calls the things I make
koick-knacks!  He Is pining for some
Joldfishloned  cooklng—pancnkes nnd
things,"

“Is that sa0? Now, my sunt can cook
for the immortal gods."

Nathalle glanced at the lithe. strong
fAgure and did not contradier Wm,

“She dotes on  the old-fashioned”
cooking. ! think we'll be having pan=
cakes for breakfost.”

“Oh 1" sald Nothalle wistfully,

“I't el you what 'll do. Do you
think we might venture? Just lenve
that door unbolted, snd when your
uncle’s at brenkfust I'll appear to him
with bot pnoenkes In w cmmr! dish,
He wouldn't floor me?”

“Oh. nod he lan't strong enough for
that, and porbaps If you took the
cover off gquick, he wouldn't want te.™

“We'll try 1t theon”

Wil It seem too much ke n Mairy
story It | write that Mr, Godwin's
craving for old-fasbhloped peoceankes
was stronger thap the sullen pride
that nursed ap apclent grodee, that in
two weeks' time Mrs, Ewmery Goodwin
was cooking for four, that Mr. Good.
win became convineed of Boonid’s tak
ent, =0 that the young man has given
up floorwalking and s giving his
whole attentlon to art, sod that Na-
thalle bas & permnuett pokition as

- LAY

wodel for the artist? PRV




