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“JULES HONDEAU!”

Bynopais.<FPilonesr In tha Califor-
nia redwood region, John Cardigan,
at forty-seven, is the leading cltiaen
of Bequola, owner of milis,
and many acres of timber, o
ower Aftar thres years of mqrrur!
lite, and father of two-day-oid
Brycs Cardigan. At fourtesn Hryce
mikes the acqualntance of Bhiriay
Bumner, a visitor &t Bequola, and
his junior by a fow years., Togother
thoy vialt the Valloy of the Glants,
macred to John Cardigan and his
son an tha burial place of Iiryce's
mother, and part with mutual re-
gret. While Hryce s atl college
John Cardigan mects with heavy
businesa losses and for the frst
time viewns tha future with uncer-
tainty. After gradustion from col-
lege, and a trip abroad, Bryoce Car-
digan comas homs. On the traln he
meets Hhirley Bumner, on her way
to Hequota to make her home there
with her uncle, Colonsl Pennington
Bryce loarns that his fathsr's eye-
night bhas falled and thut Colonel
Pennington In scoking to take wd-
vantage of the old man's business
misfortunes. John Cardigan is de-
spalring, but Bryce s full of fight
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John Cardigan shook his head, *I'm
mortgaged to the last penny,” he con-
fessed, “and Pennington has heen bhuy-
ing Cardigan Redwood Lumber com-
pany fiest-mortgage bonds untll he Is
in control of the issue, He'll buy In
the San Hedrein timber at the fore-
closure sale, and In order to get It
back and save something for you out
of the wreckage, I'll have to make an
unprofitnble trade with him. I'll have
to give him my timber adjoining his
porth of Sequola, together with my
Valley of the Glants, in return for the
Ban Hedrin timber, to which he'll have
a sheriffs deed. But the mill, all my
old employees, with their numerous
dependents—gone, with you left lnnd-
poor and without a doliar to pay your
taxes, Smashed—Ilke that!™ And he
drove hls tst into the palm of his
hund,

“Perhaps—but not without a fight,”
Bryce answered, although he knew
thelir plight was well-nigh hopeless,
“I'll give that man Pennlogton a run
for his money, or I'll know the reason.”

The teléphone on the table beside
him tinkled, and he took down the
recelver and sald “Hello!"

"Merey!" came the sweet volee of
Bhirley SBumner over the wire, “Do
you feel ns savoge as all that, Mr.
Cardigan."

For the second time in his life the
thrill that was nkin to paln came to
Bryce Oardigan. He lpughed, “If I
bad known you were calling, Miss
Sumner,” he sald, “I shouldn't have
growled so,"

“Well, you're forglven—for geveral
reasons, but principally for sending
me that dellelons blackberry ple.
Thank you o much."

“Glad you llkced it, Miss Sumner, 1
dare to hope that I may have the
privilege of seelng you soon again”

"Of course, One good ple deserves
another, Soma evening next weok,
when that dear old daddy of yours
ean spare his boy, you might be In-
teresited to  see our burl-redwood-
paneled dining room Unecle Seth s so
proud of. Would Thursday night be

convenlent "
"“Perfectly.
times”
She bade him good-ight. As he
turned from the telephone, his futher

Thank you a thousand

"'l Give That Man Pennington a
Run for His Money."”

logked up, “What are you golng to do
to-morrow, lad¥' he queried.

“I have to do some thinking to-
morrow,” Bryce unswered, “So I'm
golng up Into Cardigan's redwoods to
do 1"

“T'he dogwonds and rhododendrons nre
vicoming now,” the old man murmured
wistfully, Bryce knew what he was
thinkilng of. “I'll attend to the flow-
ors for Mother,” he assured Cardigan
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and he added flercely: “And I'll at-
| tend to the battle for Father, We
|rmw lose, but that man Pennington
will know he's been In a fight before
we fin—""

e hroee off abruptly, for he had
just remembered that he was to dine
it the Pennington house the following
Thursdny-—and he was not the sort of
mun who sillingly brenks bread with
his envmy.

- L - - L L -

All about Bryce wers
activity, of human endenvor,
Iim In that moment enme the thought |
“My futher brought all this to pass—
and now the task of continuing It Is
mine! All those men who earn n |
living In Cardignn’s mill and on Cardi
gun's dock-—those sallors who sall the
ships that ecarry Cardigan's lumber
Into the distant marts of men—uare des
pendent upon me; and my father used
to tell me not to fall them. Must my |
father have wrought all this in vain? |
And must I stand by and see all this |
go to satisfy the overwhelming nmbition |
of a strapger? His blg hands clench.
ed, “No!"” hoe growled savagely, “Glve
me your last five annual statements,
Mr. Rinclalr, please

The old servitor brought forth the
documents In question. Bryece stuffed
them Into his pocket and left the office.
Three quarters of an hour Iater he en-
tered the little amphithenter In  the
Valley of the Giants and paused with
an expression of dlsmay. One of the
glants had fallen and lay stretched
across the little eclearing. In Its de
scent It had  demollshed the little
white stone over hils mother's grave
and had driven the fragments of the
stone deen Into the sarth.

The fact that the tree was down,
however, wns secondary to the fact
that nelther winfl pnor llightning had
brought It low, but mther the lmplous
hund of man; for the great Jagged
stump showed all too plainly the
mirks of cross-cut saw and axe: 0
plle of chips four feet deep littered the
ground,

For fully a minute Bryce stood
dumbly gnzing upon the sacrilege be
fore his rage and horror found vent In
words, “An enemy bhns done this
thing," he crled aloud to the wood
gobling, *“And over her grave!l"

It was a burl tree. At the polnt
where Bryce paused a mallgnant
growth had developed on the trunk
of the tree, for all the world llke a
tremendous wart, Whis was the burl,
80 prized for table-tops and punelling
bectuse of the faect that ithe twisted,
wavy, helterakelter grain lends to the
wood an extrnomdinary beauty when
pollshed, Bryce noted that the work
of removing this exerescence bad been
accomplished very neatly. With a
cross-cut suw the growth, perhaps ten
feet In dinmeter, had been peatly
sliced off much as a housewife cuts
slice after slice from a loaf of hrend.
He guessed that these slices, practl-
cully elreular In shape, had been rolled
out of the woods to some conveyance
walting to recalve them.

What Bryce could not understand,
however, was the stupld brutality of
the ralders In felling the tree merely
for that sectlon of burl. By permit-
ting the tres to stand and merely
bullding a staging up to the burl, the
latter could have heen removed with-
out vital Injury to the tree—wherens
by destroylng the tree the wretches
had evidenced all too clearly to Bryce
a wanton desire to add lasule to in-
Jury.

“Poor old Dad!™ he murmured,
“I'm glad now he has been unable to
got up here and see this, It would
have broken his heart. I'll have this
tree made Into fence posts and the
stump dynamited and removed this
summer, After he ls operated on ard
gets back hls slght, he will eome up
here—and he must never know. Per-
haps he will have forgotten how muany
trees stood o this elrele”

He paused. Peepilng out from un-
der a chip among the lltter at his feet
wias the moldy comer of a white
envelope, In an Instant Bryce had it
in his hand, The envelope was dirty
and weatherbeaten, but to a certaln
extant the redwood chips under which
it had lain hidden had served to pro-
tect It, nnd the writlng on the face
wis atill legible. The envelope wnas
empty and addressed to Jules Ron-
deau, care of the Laguna Grande
Lumber company, Sequola, Callfornin.

Bryce read and reread that address,
“Rondeau ! he muttered. “Jules
Rondeau! I've heard that name bes
fore—ah, yos! Dad spoke of him last
nlght. He's Pennington's woods-bhoss
and—-"

An enemy had done this thing—and
In all the world John Cardigun had
but one eneiny—Colonel Beth Penning-
ton. Had Pennilngton sgnt his woods
bogs to do this dirty work out of
shieer splte? Hardly, The section of
burl was gone, and this argued that
the question of spite had been purely
a matter of secondary consideration,

Evidently, Bryce rensondd, solnsone
had desired that burl redwosd greatly,
and that someone had not been Jules
Rondenu, sinee o woods-hoss would not
he likely to spend five minutes of his
lelsure time In conslderation of the

geenes  of |
and to |

beautles of o burl tabletop or panel

Henece, If Rondeau had superintended |

the task of felling the tree, It must
have heen at the hehest of a superior;
und slnee a wools-boss acknowledges
ne superior save the crentor of the
pay-roll, the reciplent of that stolen
burl must have heen Colonel Pennlog-
ton,

Suddenly ha thrilled, 1If Jules Ron-
fdeau had stolen that burl to present
It to Colonel Pennington, his employer,
then the fAnished article must be |

Bryce Stood Dumbly Gazing Upon the
Sacrilege.

Pennington’'s home! And Bryee had
been Invited to that home for dinner
the following Thursday by the Colonel's
nlece,

“I'l go, after all,” he told himself,
“I'll go—and I'll see what I shall see."

CHAPTER VI

When Shirley Sumner descended to
the breakfast room on the mormning
tollowing her arrival In Sequola, the
first glance at her uncle's stately
countenance Informed her that during
the night something had occurred to
frritate Colonel Seth Pennington and
startie him out of his customary bland
COmMpOsUre,

“Shirley.” he began, “did I hear yon
calling young Cardigan on the tele-
phone after dinner last night or did
my ears decelve me?”

“Your ears are all right, Uncle Seth,
I ealled Mr. Cardigan up to thank him
for the ple he sent over, and incldent-
ally to Invite him over here to dinner
on Thursday nlght."”

“T thought T heard you asking some-
body to dinner, and as you don't know
a soul In Sequola except young Cardl-
gin, naturally I opined that he was to
be the object of our hospitallty,"

“I dare say It's quite all right to
have Invited hdm, 1sn't It, Uncle Seth?

“Certalnly, certalonly, my dear.
Qulte all right, but, er—ah, slightly
jnconvenlent, I am expecting other
company Thursday nlght—unfortunate-
Iy, Brayton, the president of the Rank
of Sequola, (8 coming up to dine and
dlgeuss some buziness affalra with me
afterward; =o If you don't mind, my
dear, suppose you eall young Cardigan
up and ask him to defer his vislt until
some Ilater date”

“Certalnly, uncle, What perfectly
marvelous roses!  How did you sue
ceed] |n growing them, Uncle Seth?'

He smlled sourly. “I dldo't ralse
them.,” he replied. “That haolf-hreed
Indinn that deives John Cardigan's
ear brought them around about an
hour ago, along with n card, There
It 18, beslde your plate.”

She blushed ever szo slightly. b |
suppose Bryce Cardigan 18 vindieating
himself,” she murmured as she with-
drew. the card from the envelope, As
ghe had surmised, It was Bryce Cardl-
gun’s, Colonel Pennington was the
proprietor of a simllar surmise.

“Fast work, Shirley,” he murmured
bunteringly. “I wonder what he'll
siend you for [luncheon., Some dill
plogles, probably."

She pretended to be very busy with

the roses, and not to have heard
him.
Shirley, loft nlone at the breakfast-

tnhile, pleked 1dly at the preserved figs
the owllsh butler set befare  her.
Vaguely xhe wondered at her uncle's
apparent hostility to the Carlignns;
ghe wis s vaguely troubled (n the
knowladge that until she should suceeed
In eradicating this hostility, it must
Inevitably act ns a bar to the further
progress of ber fridndship with Bryce
Cardigan, And she told herself she
did not want to lose that friendship.
She wasn't the least bit In love with
him albelt she realized he was eather
lovahle. And lastly he was & gond, de-
voted son and was susceptible of
development Into a congenlul and
wholly aceeptable comrude to a young
lndy absolutely lnecking In other menns
of amusement,

Bhe finlshed her breakfust In
thoughtful sllence; then she went to

the telephone and ealled up Bryce.
Heé recognized her volee Instantly and
culled her name hefore she had oppor-
tunity to announce her ldentity.
“Thank you so much for the beaunti-
ful roses, Mr. Cardigan.,” she begun.
“I'm glad you liked them., Nobody
pleks flowers out of our garden, you
know., I used to, but I'll be too bhusy
hereafter to hother with the garden,
By the way, Miss Sumner, does your
uncle own a car®”
“I belleve he does—a little old rat-
tletrsip which he drives himself."
“Then T'll send George over with
the Napler, this afternoon., You might
tire to take & spln out Into the sur-
rounding country, By the way, Miss
Sumner, you are to conslder George
und that ear as your personsl prop-
erty, I fear you're pgolng to find
Sequota A& dull place; #o whenever yon
wish to go for a ride, Just call me up,
and I'll have George report to you."
“But think of all the expenslve gaso-

| llne and tirea!"

“Oh, but you mustn't look at things
from that angle after you cross the
Rocky mountalns on your wny west,
What are you golng to do this after-
noon 7"

“I don't know.
that far ahead."

“For some real sport I would sug-

I haven't thought

| gest that you motor up to Laguna

Girande, That's Spanish for Blg La-
goon, you know, Take a rod with
you. There are some land-locked sal-
mon In the Iagoon,

“But I haven't any rod.”

“I'll send you over a good one”

“But I have nohody to teach me
how to use It." she hinted daringly.

“I appreciate that compliment,” he
flashed back at her, *but unfortunate-
Iy my holldays are over for a long,
long time, [ took my father's place In
the business this morning."

"So soon?

“Yes, Things have heen happening
while T was away. However, speak-
Ing of fishing, George Sea Otter will
prova an invaluable Instroctor, He (s
n good boy and you may trust him
implicitly. On Thursday evening
you enn tell swhat success you had
with the ralmon."

“Oh, that reminds me, Mr, Cardigan,
You ecan't come Thursday evening,
after all.,” And she explained the rea-
son. "“Buppose you come Wadnesday
night Instead.”™

“We'll eall that a bet. Thank you.™

She chuckled at his frank good hu-
mor, “Thank you, Mr. Cardigan, for
all your kindnesg and thoughtfulness:
and If you will persist In belng nice
to me, you might send George Sen
Otter and the car at one-thirty, I'll
be glad to avall myself of both until
I ean get A ear of my own sent up
from San Franelsco,
night, then. Good bye"

As Bryce Cardigan hung up, he
heaved n slight sigh. It was diffienlt
to get out of the habit of playing; he
found himself the possessor of a very
great desire to close down the desk,
call on Shirley Sumner, and spend the
remainder of the day basking in the
sunlight of her presence,

Following his discovery of the out-

rage committed on his father's sanctu- |
ary, Bryce wasted considerable val- |
uahle time and effort In a futlle en- |

deavor to gather some further hint
of the ldentity of the wvandals; but

despuiring at last, he dismissed the]

matter from his mind, resolving only
that on Thursday he would go up
Into Pennington’s woods and interview
the redoubtable Jules Rondeau,
Bryee's natural Inclination was to
walt upon M. Rondenu Immedintely,
If not sooner, but the recollection of
his dinner engagement at the Penning-
ton home warmed him to proceed
eautiously; for swhile harboring no
apprehensions as to the outcome of a
possible clash with Rondenu, Bryce
was not so optimlstic as to belleve he
would escnpe unscathed from an en
counter,
L] L] L] - L L] -

Colonel Pennington's pompous Im-
ported Britlsh butler showed Bryce
Into the Pennington living mom at
six-thirty, announcing him with due
caremony. Xhirley rose from the plano
where she had been ldly fingering the
keys and greeted him with every ap-
pearance of pleasure—following which,
she turned to present her visitor to
Colonel Pennington, who was standing
In his favorite position with his back
to the firepluce,

"Unele Seth, this s Mr. Camdigan,
who wus so very nlee to me the day
I landed In Red Bluf*

The Colonel bowed. “I have to
thank you, sir, for your courtesy to
my nlece.”  He had agssumed an alr of
reserve, of distinet aloofness, desplte
his studied goliteness,

“Your nlece, Colpnel, 18 one of those
fortunnte beings the world will always
clamor to gerve”

“Quite true, Mr, Cardignn, When
she was quite a Hitle girl 1 came un-
der her spell myself.”

“So0 did 1, Colonel. Miss Sumner
has doubtless told you of our first
mecting some twelve years ago."

“Quite so, May 1 offer you =a
cocktull, Mr. Cardigan?

“Thauk you, certainly. Dad and 1

Til Wednesday |

have been pinning one on about this
time every night since my return.”
“Shirley belongs to the Band of

Hope," the Colonel explained. “She's
ready at any thine to  break a lance
with the Demon Rum. So we will

have to drink her ghare, Mr, Cardigan.
Pray be seated.”

Bryce seated himself, “Well, we
Ilnmbermen are a low lot and naturally
fond of dissipation,” he agreed, “I
fear Miss Bumner's prohibition tenden-
eles will be still further strengthened
after ahe has geen the mad-traln.”

“What s that?" Shirley queried.

“The mad-traln runs over your
uncle's logeging rallroad Into Township
nine, where his timher and ours I8 lo-
cated, It 1s the only traln operated
on Sunday, and it leaves Sequoln at
five p, m, to carry the Pennington and
Cnrdlgun crews back to the woods
after thelr Saturday-night celebration
in town, As & usual thing, all hands
with the exception of the brakeman,
engineers, and freman, are sioglug,
weeping or fichting drunic.*

“Do they fight, Mr. Cardlgan?”

“Frequently, 1 might =ay usually.
It's quite an Inspiring sight to see a
couple of lumberjacks going to It on
a flat-car travellng thirty miles an
hour.”

“How horrible!"

“Yes, Indeed. The right of way I
lined with empty whisky bottles”

Colonel Pennington spoke up. “We
don’t have any fightlng on the mad-
traln any more,” he sald blandly.

“Indead! How do you prevent It?"
Dryce asked,

“My woods-boss, Jules Rondeau,
makes them keep the peace,” Pennlng-
ton replied with a small smile, *If
there's any fghting to be done, he does
"

“Yon mean among his own crew, of
course,"” Bryce suggested,

“No, he's In charge of the mad-train,
and whether a fight starts among your
men or ours, he takes a hand. He's
had them all behaving mildly for quite
while, because he can whip any man
In the country, aund everybody realizes
It. I don't know what I'd do without
Rondeau, He certalnly mnkes those
bohunks of mine step lvely.”

“Oh-h-h! Do you employ bohunks,

Colonel 7

“Certainly, They cost less; they
are far less Independent than most
men and more readily handled. And

you don't have to pamper them-—par-
ticularly In the matter of fomd. Why,
Mr. Cardigan, with all due respect to
your father, the way he feeds his men
Is slmply ridienlous! Cake and ple
and doughnuts at the same meal!"
“Well, Dad started In to feed his
men the same food he fed himself,

f

“He Can Whip Any Man In the

Country.”

and I suppo=e the hablts one forms in
youth are not readlly changed In old
age, Colonel.".

“But that makes it hard for other
muanufacturers,” the Colonel protested.
“1 feed my men good plain food and
plenty of (t—qulte better food than
they were used to before they came to
this country; bhut I cannot seem to
satlsfy them, Your respected parent
Is the basis for comparison In this
country, Cardigan, and [ find it devil-
{sh inconvenient.” Ie Isughed Indul-
gently and passed hils clgurette-case
to Bryce,

“Uncle Seth always grows restless
| when some other man I8 the leader™
Shirley volunteered with a mischie-
vous glance at  Pennlngton, “Don't
you, Nunky-dunk?

— —
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“You know why, of course
—those burl panels in your
dining room.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.,)

Some persons are perfectly killing as

to killing time.

STOMAGH GOOD AS
NEW. FOUR DOC-
TORS GAVE HER UP

Mre. Hendricks, Bedfast Five Months,
Was Able to Work iIn
Two Weeks,

“1 was slok last winter for five montha
with stomach and bLowel trouble. Could
Aot turn myself In bed without help, 1
was under the care of four doctors, and
they gave me up. Then Mr. Mills, ths
druggist, persuaded my husband to try n
bottle of Milks Emulsion. I had only
taken It two days untll I was sitting up
In bed, and In two weaks I was doing my
own work. When I began taking it 1
walghed only M0 pounds; now | welgh 1%
pounds.' —=Mra, Mary Hendricks, 060 Litch.
flold Road, Owenshorn, Ky.

Thousands of paopla who have suffered
for years from stomach and bowel
troublea have found rellaf almost from
the first doss of Milks Emulsion. And It
Is real, lasting benefit

Milks Emulsion Is a pleasant, nutritive
food and a corractive medicine., [t re-
stores healthy, natural bowel action, do-
ing away with all need of pllls and phys.
Icw. It promotes appetite and qulekly
puts the digestiva organs In shape to as-
similate food. As a bullder of flesh and
mtrength Milkes Emulsion Is stronegly rec-
ommended to those whom slckness has
woeakened and Is a powerful aid In resist.
Ing and repalring the effects of wasting
dlgenses, Chronle stomach troublsa and
ronstipation are promptly relieved—usu-
ully In one day.

This Is the only solid emulsion made,
and =0 palatable that It is eaten with a
spoon Hke ice cream. b

No matter how esvars your cass, you
are orged to try Milks Emulsion under
this gunrantee—Take slx bottles home
with you, use it according to directions,
and if not satisfied with the resulta your
money will be promptly refunded. Price
S and $1.20 per bottie. The Milka Emul
glon Co., Terre Hauta, Ind. Bold by drug-
mints everywhers —Ady

Credit.
“My mother’s goue to town to pay
some bills"

“We have men sent right to the
honse to collect ours”—Lirowning's
Magazine.

Catarrhal Deafness Cannot Be Cured

by local applications as they cannot reach
the diseased portion of the ear, Thero is
only one way to cure Catarrhal Denfness,
and that ia by a constitutionnl remedy.
HALL'S CATAREH MEDICINE acls
through the Biood on the Mucous Surfaces
of the System, Caturrhnl Deafness Is
caused by an inflamed condition of the
mucons lining of the Eustachian Tube.

When this tube (s Inflamed you have =
rumbling sound or Imperfect hearing, and
when It I8 entirely cloged, Deafness Is the
result. Unless the inflammation can be re«
duced and this tube restored to its nor-
mal condition, hearing may be destroyed
forever, Many cases of Deonfness are
caused by Catarrh, which 18 an Inflamed
condition of the Mucous Surfaces.

ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS for any
cage of catarrhal deafness that cannot
be cured by HALL'S CATARRH
MEDICINE.

All druggista 5, Clreulars free,

F. J. Cheney & Co,, Toleds, Chlo.

Its Likeness.
*“This play of yours is lilke a gloomy
day."

"In what respect?”

“It Is overcast.'

Cuticura Soothea Baby Rashes,
That Iteh and burn with hot batha
of Cuticura Soap followed by gentle
apointings of Cuticurn Ointment,
Nothing better, purer, sweeter, espe-
clally If a little of the fragrant Cutl
cura Taleum 18 dusted on at the fin
Ish. 20c¢ each everywhere.—Ady,

Rather Wide.
“The red element certinly  has
cheek,"” “Well, cheek I8 mostly what
the red stufl goes on”

Sure
Rellef

ANS

BFQR INDIGESTION

SQUEEZED
TO DEATH

When the body begins to stiffen
and movement becomes painful it
is usually an indication that the
kidneys are out of order. Keep
these organs healthy by taking

GOLD MEDAL

CAPSULES Q

The world's standard remedy for kidney,

lver, bladder and wuric, acid troubles

Famoun since 1696, Take regularly and

keep in good health. In three aires, sil

druggists, Guarantesd as represented.
aarnme
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