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two-day old

fourteen Bryce

tance of Shirley

& visitor atSequola, and
b a fow years, Together
6 Valley of the Giants,

to Jobn Cardigan and his

I thd burfal place of Bryce's
mogm and part with mutual re-

/ gret.  While ‘Bryce is at college
. John Cardigan meets with heavy
- business losses and for the first
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CHAPTER, IV—Continued,
. J2

* Bryce could see that she was the
Alittle daughter of some large rich
. mnan. ‘The sparsity of jewelry and
' ¢he rich simplicity of her attire proved
that, and moreover she was - accom-
wanied by a French maid to whom

- whe spoke in French W a manner

which testified that. before acquiring
the French maid she had been in the
 <ustody of g French nurse. She pos-
#essed poise. For the rest, she had
wonderful jet-black hair, violet eyes,
@and milk-white skin, a correct nose
bnt a somewhat generous mouth.
Bryce guessed she was twenty or
twenty-ane years old and that she had
* & temper susceptible of belng aroused.

‘The  fact that this remarkable
young woman had also. left the train

. &t Red Bluff further interested . him, | '}
. Aor be knew Red Blut! and while giv-

ng ¢redit to the many loyely ‘damsels
of that little, ambitious city,” Bryce
had a suspicion that no former Red
Blulf girl would ‘dare to Invade the
swold home town. with a French mald.
#He noted, as further evidence of the
<orrectness of his assumption, that
¢he youthful Baggage-smasher at the.
wtation falled to recognize her and
was evidently dazzled when, followed
by the mald, struggling with A two
sult-cases, she approached him and in
pure though allen English  inquired
‘the location'of the best hotel and the

. hour and point of departure of ‘the

automobile stage for Sar - Hedrin.
The gouth had answered her first
question and was about to answer the
second when George Sea Otter, In all
his barbaric splendor, came pussy-
footing akound the corner of the sta-
“tlon’ In old man Cardigan's regal
teuring-car.

The Bugnest uvlu Authority, fol-
lowing - the gaze of ‘the ''baggage-
smashér, turned and behéld Ger

¢ Sea Otter,  Beyond a doubt he w

the West westward. She note.
siffe-stock projecting from the s...
bard, and a vision of a stage hold-up
flashed across her mind. Ah, yes, of
<ourse—the express messenger’s weap-
on, no doubt! And farther to eliach
her Instant assumption /that hete was
the Sequoia motor-stage, there was
the pennant adorning the wind-shield!
Dismissing the baggage-smashér with

~@ graclous smile, the Highest Living

_Authority approached George  Sea
©Otter, noting, the while, further ‘evi-
dence that this car was a pubiic eon-
weyince, for the young man who, had
been ber fellow-passenger was head-
tng toward the automobile also. She
theard him say:

“Hello, George, you radiant ' red
sascal! I'm mighty glad to see you,
' boy. Shake!”™

They shook, George Sea’ Otter's
dark eyes dand white teeth flashing
pleasurably. Bryce tossed his bag In-
to the tonneau; the balf-breed opened
the front door; and the young master
had his foot on the running-board and
was about to enter the car when a
soft voice spoke at his elbow:

““Driver, this is the stage for
Sequola, is it not?”

George Sea Otter could scarcely
ewdit his auditory nerves. “This

oar?’ he demanded bluntly, “this—the |-

Sequola stage! Take a‘look, lady.
This here's a Napler imported auto-
mobile. It's a private car and be-
fongs to my boss here.”

‘lryce turned and Mfted his hat.

. “Quite naturally, you thought it was
the Sequoia stage.” He turned a
smoldering glance upon George Sea

JOtter. “George” he declared omi-
“mously, but wim a sly wink that drew
the sting from his words, “if you're
anxious to hold down your job, the
mext'time a lady speaks to you and
asks you.a simple. questior, you an-
swer yes or po and refrain from sar-
castic remarks. Don't let your en
thuslasm for this car run away with
you” He fdced the girl again. “Was
it intention to go fo Sequoia on
the next trip of the stage?’

%‘ you will have to wait
here days untfl the stage re-
turns lled.

| an impertinencd, coming as

sage on the luum- to Seqnou—ind
Marcelle is such a poor satlor. Oh,
dear

Bryece had an lnaplnuon and hasten-
ed to reveal it.

“Wemnbonttpmrtforﬂeqﬁola
now, although the lateness of our start
will compel us to put up tonight at
the rest-house on the south fork of
Trinity river and continue the journey
in the morning. However, this fest-
house ‘is eminently respectable and

traordinarily good for mountalns; so,
if an Invitation to occupy the tonneau
ot my car will not be construed as
it does
from a total stranger, you. are at
liberty to regard this car as to all
intents and purposes the public con-
veyance which so scandalously -de-
clined to walt for you this morning.”
Bhe looked at him searchingly for
a brief instant; then with a peculiarly
winning smile and a graceful inclina-
tion of her head she thanked him
and acceptéd his "hospitality—thus®
“Why, certainly not! " You are very
klnd. and I shall be eternally grate-

""rhank you for that vote of conf-
dence, ' It makes me feel that I have

“This Is ths Stage for Sequoia, ls
It Not7*

your permlnlon to introduce myself,
My name is Bryce Cardigan, and ¥
live in Sequoia when I'm at home.”

. “Ot Cardigan's tedwoods?’
-questioned. He nodded. “I've heard
of you, I think,” she continued. : “I
,am Shirley Sumner.” .

“Yeu do not Mive In Sequola”

“No, but 'm going to hereafter. 1
was there about ten years ago."”

He grinned and thrust. out a great
kand which she suryeyed gravely for
a minute before inserting hers In/it,
“I wonder,” he said, “if 1t is to be my
duty to give you a ride every time you
come to Sequoia? The last time you
were there you wheedled me Into giv-
ing you a ride on my pony, an aaimal
Known ss¢ Midget. Do you,. by any
chance, récall that Incident?”

She looked at 'him wonderingly.
“Why—why, you're the boy with the
beautiful auburn hair,” she declared.
He lifted his hat and revealed his
thick thatch In all its'glory. “I'm not
so sensitive about it now,” he expluin-
ed. “When we first met, reference to
my hdir was apt to rile me."” He
shook her little hand with cordial
gond-nature. “George, suppose you
plle Miss Sumner’s hand-baggage In
the* tonneau and . then plle .In there
yourself and keep Marcelle company.
I'll drive; and you can sit up in front
with me, Miss Sumner, snug behind
the wind-ghleld where you'll not be
blown about.” .

He went through his gears, and the
car glided away on its journey. “By
the way,” be said suddenly as he
turned west toward the distant blue
mountains of Trinity county, “how did
you happen to connect me with Cardl-
gan’s redwoods?” \

“I've heard my uncle, Colonel Seth
Pennington, speak of them.” f

“Oolonel Seth Pennington means
pothing in my young life. 1 never
heard of him before: so 1 dare say
he’s a newcomer In our county. I've
been away six years,” he added in ex-
planation.

“We're from Michigann Uncle was
formerly in the lumber butsiness there,
‘but he's w‘s!d out now,”

"!nee_ So he came west, 1 sup-

and bought' a lot of redwood
lumber cheap from some 0ld croaker
who never could see any futurs to the
redwood lumber industry. Personally,
1 don't think he cotld bave made a
better investment. I hope I shall
pleasure of making his sc-
iee when I deliver yon to bim.

ithe food and accommodations are ex- |-

she.

mwmwb“m of | a

to the conversation, essayed a grunt
from the ' rear seat. Instantly, to
Bhirley Sumner's vast surprise, her
host grunted also; whereupon George
Sea Otter broke into a series of
grunts and guttural exclamations
whith evidently appeared quite in-
telligible to her host, for he slowed
dowh to five miles an hour and cocked
one ear to the rear; apparently he
was profoundly Interested in whatever
information his henchman had to im-
part.. Whén George Sea Otter finished
his-barangue, Bryce nodded and once
more gave his attention to tossing the
miles behind bim.

“What ‘language was that?” Shicley
Sumner Inquired,  consumed with
curiosity. L

“Digger Indian,” . he replied,
“George’s mother was my nurse, and
he and I grew up together, So 1
can't very well help speaking the lan-
guage of the tribe,”

They chattered volubly on many
subjects for the first twenty miles;
then the road narrowed and com-
menced to climb steadily, and. there-
after Bryce gave all of his attention
to the car, for & deviation of a foot
from the wheel-rut on the outside of
the road would have sent them hur-
tling over the grade into the deep:
thmberad canyons below. By reason of
‘the fact that Bryce's gaze never

in front of the car, she had a ehance
to appraise him eritically while pre-
tending 'to look past him to the
tumbled, mow-{overed ranges to their
right,

She saw a blg, supple, powerful
man of twenty-five or six, with the
bearing and general demeanor of one
many . years his elder. His nose was
high, of medium thickness and just a
trifle long—the nose of a‘ .thinker.
His ears were large, with full lobes—
the ears of a generous man. The
.mouth, full-lipped but firm, the heavy
Jaw and square chin, the great hands
(most amazingly free from freckles)
denoted the man who would not avold
a fight worth while.

Upon their arriyal at the rest-house,
Bryce during dinner was very atten-
tive and mildly amusing, altheugh
Shirley’s keen Wwits assured her that
this was merely a clever pose and
sustained with difficulty, She was
confirmed - in thfs assumptlon when,
after dinner, she complained of being
weary and bade him good-night. She
had scarcely left him when he called:

“George !”

The half-breed slid out of tfe dark-
ness and sat down beside him. A
moment ' later, through the open
window of hér room just above the
porch where Bryce and George Sea
Otter sat, Shlrle‘y heard the former
say:

. “George, when did you first notice
that my father’s sight was beginning
to fall?”

“About two years ago, Bryce. He

‘| began to walk with his hands held

out in front of him, and ‘sometimes
he lifted his feet too high.”
“Can he see at all now, George?’
“Oh, yes, a little bit—enough to
make fis wny to the'office and back.”
“Poor old governor! George, until
you told me this afternoon. I hadn‘t
heard ‘a word about it. If I bad, I
never would have taken that two-year
Jaunt around the world. And you say
this man Colonel Pennington and my
father have heen having trouble.
“Yes——" Here George Sea Otter
gracefully unburdened himself of a

“Dad!” He Called.
fervent curse directed at Shirley’s

avuncular relative; whereupon that
young lady promptly left the window
and heard no more.

‘;‘ \’;s .
3 dlutsum' He turned to shfr
‘| ley Sumner. “I'm going to leave you

| {ng-over from Red Binft

wavered from the road immediately-

[ stood in u;}m,,

now,” he sald. "l'llankyoulurﬂé
with me. l}'
Tather never leavea the office until the
whistle blows, and so I'm_going to
hurry down to that little building you
see at the end of m street ‘and sur-
prise him.” s
' He stepped out. on tho running-
board; stood there a moment, and ex:
tended his h.nd Shirley had com-
menced’ a* due’ and formal expression
of her gratitude for having been de-
livered safely in Sequola, when George
Sea Otter spoke:

“/“Here comes John Cardigan”
sald,

“Drive Miss Sumner around'to Colo-
nel Penningtdn's house,” Bryce order-
ed, and even while he held Shirley’s
hand, he turned to catch the first
glimpse of his father. Shirley follow-
ed his glance and saw a tall, power-
fully bullt 6ld man coming down the
stréet with his hands thrust a little
in front of him, as if for protection
from somé invisible assailant.

“Of, my poor old father!”

heard Bryce Cardigan murmur. “My
dear old pal! And I've let him grope
in the dark for two years!”
. He released her hand -and “leuped
from the car. *“Dad!” he called. *“It
is. I--Bryce. T've come home to you
at last.”

The slightly bent ﬂgure of John
‘Cardigan straightened with a jerk; he
held out his arms, trembling with
eagerness, and as the car continued
on to the Pennington house Shirley
looked back and saw Bryce folded in
his father’s embrace, She did not,
however, hear the héart-cry with
which the beaten old man welcomed.
his boy. .

“Sonny,. sonny—oh, I'm so glad
you're back. I've missed you. Bryce,
I'm whipped—TI've lost your heritage.
Oh, son! I'm old—I can't fight any
more, I'm blind—I can't see my ene-
mies., I've lost your redwood trees—
even your mother's Valley of the
Glants.”

And be commenced to weep for the
third time in fifty years. And when
the aged and helpless weep, nothing
1s more terrible. Bryce Cardigan sald
no word, but held his father close
to his great heart and laid his cheek
gently against the old man’'s tenderly
as a woman might. And presently,
from that silent communion of spirit,
each drew strength and comfort. As
the shadows fell In John Cardigan's
1town, they went home to the house on
the hill.

. * . * L . -

Shirley Sumner's eyes were molst
when George Sea Otter, In obedience
to the Instruictions of his youthful
master, set her, the French maid, and
their hand-baggage down on the side-
walk In front of Colonel Seth Pen-
nington's house. The half-breed hesi-
tated a moment, undecided whether hy
would carry the hand-baggage up o
the door or leave that task for a
Pennington retainer; then he noted
the tearstains qn the cheeks of his
falr passenger. Instantly he took up
the hand-baggage, kicked open the
iron gate, and preédeded Shirley up the
cement walk to the door.

“Just wait a moment, l‘you please,
George,” Shirley sald as® he set the
baggage down and started back for
the car. He turned and beheld her
extracting a five-dollar. bill from her
purse, “For you, George,” she con-
tinued. “Thank you so much,”

1n all his life George Sea Otter had
never had such an experience—he,
nappily, having n raised in a coun-
try where, with the exception of
waiters, only a pronounced vagrant
expects or accepts g gratuity ff®m a
woman. He took the bill and fingered
It curiously; then his white blood as-
serted itself and he handed the bill
back to Shirley.

“Thank you,” he sald respectfully.
“If you were a man—all right. But
from a lady—no. I am like my boss
I work for you for nothing”

Shirley did not understand his re-
fusal, but her instinctive tact warned
her not to insist. She returned the
bill to her purse, thanked him again,
and turned quickly to hide the slight
flush of annoyance. George Sea Otter
noted It.

“Lady,” he sald with great dignity,
“at first 1 did not want.to carry your

he

she

baggage. 1 did not want to walx on
this land.” And with a sweeping ges-
ture he Indicated the Pennington

grounds. “Then you cry a little be-
cause my boss is feeling bad about his
old man, So I like you better. The
old man—well, he has been ike father
to me and my mother—and we are
Indians, My brothers, too—they work
for him. So If you Hke my boss and
his old man, George Sea Otter would
g0 to hell for.you pretty damn’ quick.
You bet your life!”

“You're a very good boy, George,”
she replled, with difficulty repressing
a smile at his blunt but earnest
avowal. “I am giad the Cardigans
have such an honest, loysl servant.”

George Sea Otter's dark face lighted
with a quick smile, “Now you pay
me,” he replied and returned to the
car.

"The door opened, and a Swedish
mald stood In the entrance regarding
her stolidly “Fm Miss Sumner”
Shirley told her. “This Is my mald
Marcelle. Help her in with the bhand-
baggage.” She stepped into the hall
and ealed: “Oobvhooh!™ Nunky-
dunk I"

“Ship ahoy!” An answering cal)
came to her from the dining room,
across the entrance-hall and an In-
stant later Colonel Seth Pennington
“Bless my

tound mein Al it m Biog,
-Mcledmwh‘ 3 and t
me here” - rably.

” su 4 e ¥ 4
“So 1 214, Ubele, Ut » nie nd-
young man named Bryce Cardigan

*Tm so’ hnury o me deelared “and
here 1 am, just In time for dinner.
Is my name im the pot?” :

“It isn’t, Shirley, but it soon will
be. How perféctly bully to have you
with me agalh, my dear! And what a
charming young lady you've grown
to be since I saw yon last! You're—
why, you'se been crying! By Jove,
I had no ldpa you'd bc 80 glad to see
me again.”

She could not (ongo a gly little smile
at his egolsm, = “You're looking per-
fectly splendld Uncle Seth,” she par-
ried,

FAnd T'm feeling perfectly splendid.
By the way, who did you say picked
you up in his car? §

“Bryce. Cardigan., Do you krow
him?”

“No, we haven't met. Son.of old
John Cardigan, I dare shy. I've heard
of him. - He's been away from. Sequola

“Why, How Did You Get Hers, Shin
oy ™

for quite a while, I behieva, Abom
time he came home to take cere .of
that stiff-necked old father of hia*
He stepped to the bell and pressed ‘t
and the butler answpeed. “Set
plgce at dinner for Miss Shirley,
James,” he ordered. “The'wmsa will
show you your rooms, Shirley. 1 was
Just about to sit down to dinner. I'N
walit for you."

While Shirley was in the dining
room Colonel Pennington's - features
wore an expression almest pontifical
but when she had gome the ntmoe
phere of paternallsm and affection
which he radiated faded . instantly.
The Colonel's face was In rcpose now
—cold, calculating, vaguely repelleng
He scowled xlightly.

“Now, Isn’t that the devil's Juck®
he soliloquized. “Young Cardigan §
probably the only man In Sequolaw
dashed awkward if they should be
come [pterested in each other—at this
time. They say he's good-looking!
certainly he is educated and has ae
quired some worldly polish—just the
kind of young fellow Shirley will find
interesting and welcome company ins
town like this. Many ings cas
happen In a year—and It will be 8
year “before 1 can smash the Cardd
gans. Damn "

CHAPTER V.

Along the well remembered streets
of Sequola Bryce Cardigan and his
father walked arm in arm, thely
progress continuously interrupted by
well-meaning but Impulsive Sequolans
who insisted upon halting the pair te
shake hands with Bryce and bid him
welcome home. In the presence of
those third parties the old man quickly
conquered the agitation he had felt
at this long-deferred meeting with his
son, and when presently du-y left the
business section of the town and
turned into a less-frequented street,
bis emotion assumed the charactes
of a qulet joy, evidenced In a more
erect bearing and a firmer tread, as
if he strove, despite his seventy-six
years, not to. appear incongruous as
he walked beside his splendid son,

I wish I could see you more clear
ly,” he sald presently. His volce as
well as his words expressed profound
regret, but there was no hiut of despaly
or heart-break now,

Bryce, who up to this moment had
refrained from discussing his father's
misfortunes, drew the old man a lttle
closer to his side.

“What's wrong with your eyes, palt™
he quecied.” He did not often address
his parent, after the fashion of most
sous, ¢8 “Father,” “Dad,” ar “Pop*
They were clgser to each other thas
that, and a rare sense of perfect com-
radeshlp found expression, on Bryces
part, In such salutations as “pal”
“partner” and, Infrequently, “old
spqrt.”

“Cataracts, son,” his father answes
ed. “Merely the penalty of old age®

“But can’t something be done abowt
1t?” demanded Bryce. “Can’t they be
cured somebow or other?”
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UEBEC, the cradle of New
France, wiil celebrate its four
hundredth” birthday within a
few years. It Is the oldest
city In North America, and its story
is not only history. but romance. It
is a unique city, standing alone as a
sort of historical hyphen between
the days that are and the days long
goae by, which canrot be duplicated
etther In the old, world or the new.
Jucques Cartier, a sallor of St. Malo
in France, discovered its site In 1538,
He was the first white man to set foot
upon_the soll of Canada, the name of

‘which is derived from “Kanata,” the

Indian word meaning “A Collection of
Huts.,” Two years later Cartler made
a second voyage to the St. Lawrence
and became friendly with Donnacona,
an Indian chief who was ruler of
Stadacona, a village which them oc-
cupled part of the present site ol
Quebec.

Following Cartier came Champlain,
Frontenac, La Salle, and scores of oth-
er Intrepid soldiers of fortune, who
founded and bullt the city, fought with
the Indians, and explored the Great
Lakes, the Misslssippl river and vast
areas of the interlor of the United
States, which were named Louisiana
by La Salle.

The old and new still rub lhonldm
in Quebec.’ Its Inhabitants spoke
French more than three eenturies ago,
and the majority of them still speak
the same language. Many old bulld-
ings with romantic histories are still
tg be seen, and In striking contrast to
them are splendid bulldings of modeérn
construction,

“What a Beak?™

When Cartler’s sallors first sighted
.Cape Diamond, a mighty crag pro-
fcting into the St. Lawrence, and
towering 200 feet above it, they are
said to have exclalmed, “Quel Bec,”

cording to some authorities, Is how
Quebec got its name. The first set-
tlement at Quebec was on the shore
at the foot of Cape Diamond, and
later Frontenac bum the Chateau St.
Louls, a bination of residence and
fort, on the heights above. The early
French settlers of Quebec were al-
most constantly harried by the fero-
clous Iroquols, who many times killed
the outposts and charged the stockade
surrounding the fort itself, despite the
fact that it was defended by small
arms and cannon. The Iroquois camée
from what is now New York state,
and from time to time French soldiers
and their Indian allles, the Hurons,
crossed the St. Lawrence and pene-
trated the wildernesses over which the
Iroquois roamed, destroying: their vil-
lages as a matter of reprisal,

Dufferin Terrace, Quebec’s favorite
promenade of today, overlooking the
vast stretches of the St. Lawrence,
was the scene of numerous Indian at-
tacks. A big hotel closely resembling
an old French chateau now stands on
the very spot where stood the Chateau
St. Louls, and part of the cellar of this
famous fort is still to be seed beneath
the planking of the Terrace. When
Sir William Phipps’ fleet salled up the
S8t. Lawrence in 1600 and demanded
Quebec's surrender, Comte de Fron-
tenac the choleric and valiant French
governor, repllied to the summons, “I
will answer you from the mouths of
these cannon.”

Phipps opened fire from the river
and Frontenac’s guns replied from the
heights with such good aim that the
Bnglish fleet retired. In the lower
town today stands a picturesque Ilit-
tte church, Notre-Dame des Victories,
which was struck by some of the Eng-
lish capnon balls, and recelved Its
name from the victory over Phipps and
for another deliverance in 1711 when
a second English fleet under Sir Ho-
venden Walker was almost wholly de-
stroyed by a storm In the Guilf of St.
Lawrence while on its way to attack
Quebec. Wolfe's batteries at Levls,
across the river, also partially de-
stroyed it In 1750, ‘Notre Dame
square, upon which this church faces,

Crarzas TRONTENAC Sremi. CITADEL

meaning “What a beak.” This, aec.,

meocinmmmw
also the narrowest street In
It winds through the center of
of houses, many of which are ¢
ed by bridges across the quaint
oughfare. mmwwm
gered the soldiers of
teue.lndhllllo,bnhm
that it is not easy to find, but no vish
torwhomuumddmm,
to visit Sous-le-Cap.
Historic Ground.

At the foot of the heights
Champlain street along. which
Richard Montgomery was
with his Continental soldiers to.
‘Quéebec in December;, 1775, when
and his aldes were mowed down by

uldwuthqnmw!kwl,
and reinterred in “old St. Paul
church, within sound of the fo

the wall of a bank at the corner
St. Peter and St. James

Quebec is not difficult to see
viding one does not object to

ii{r

of, Dufferin Terrace 1is
d’Armes, once the camp of
lans under the protection
ch guns, and later the
military parades. public meetings
fashionable promenadeés d: the
French regime. Rising 1
Dufferin Terrace and 300
the St. Lawrence, is
Citadel with its stone
ing cannon. In wln
of this hill s the s
triple toboggan lllde down which
gayly-clad merrymakers speed the ﬂ
length of the terrace, But a few yards
from them is the “Governor's Garden”
the chief attraction of which is a huge
shaft of granite erected in 1828 to the.
memory of Wolfe and Montecalm, both
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of whom were killed in battle en
the plains of Abraham by, which
ended the rule of the

History, however, 18 not the only in-

teresting thing about Quebec. It is s
handsome, well-bullt: city, with fine
streets and splendid public bulldings
The people are lovers of the
out-doors, and there is sport
in both summer and winter.
the ice king has spread his
ermine over the heights, the
Joy every known winter
ing snowshoeing, toboggan)
bob sledding, hockey and
the summer near-by fishing
well patronized, and camping
ing number -their devotees
sands. There are many side
great interst including those
morency Falls, a cataract
higher than Niagara; Ste., Anne
pre, the famous shrine; the
bridge, the greatest engineering
of the kind in the world; the
Lorette, still the home of the
Indians, and Polnt Levis, opposite Que-
bec, with its three forts from

Wolfe shelled Quebec more than & cen-
Ftury and a balf ago.
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