_—

HEPPNER GAZETTE TIMES, HEPPNER OREGON, THURSDAY MARCH] 19"8

PAGE THREE

WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE

Palmyra Tree and her parents, with
Palmyrn's two wuitors, Van Buren Rut-
ger and John Thurston and some othar
1Ir1ﬂnflu. ard orulaing on the Yacht Raln-
W,

Palmyra i startled by seslng o hand
thrust in through the [purt of hre cabin,
mikes o wecrst Investigation and dis-
covers a stowaway-—a man a0 mild in
appearatee that she i8 disappointed--
and tella him o, He commands her to
glonee at the door. She obeys and soes
n huge. flerco, copper-husd man with a
ten-Inch kilfe held between grinning
lipa. Now read on:

CHAPTER IT

Next morning Mras. Crawford and
her guests were gatheréd in lee of
the deckhouse, bundled in their
rugs,

The sun, only at intervals, had
been blinking through, bringing a
touch of warmth to the surface of
the gea, charming the spreading
canvas to Ilfe. As, presently, Pnl-
myra ‘roused from her precccupas
tion to join the others in a laugh,
the luminary glanced down again
and printed on the deck, black and
sharp-edged, the lifting shadows of
the sails,

Such n shnde lay across the girl's
face. When the Ralobow rose to a
surge, the shadow moved, ns & cur-
taln up, and the sunheam caught
In trn and flluminated perfect
teeth, dimples, eyes that danced
with fun; set a-flame the crown of
bright hair, her most noticeable en-
dowment.

But soon she wus somber again.
She had been shuken by that flerce
vigage leaping out at her from the
dark,

She should have suspected o see-
ond presence. One glance at Burke's
hand, gloved though it was, should
have sufficed. It was small, pudgy
never the thick sinewy paw that
had fastened upon the cabin port
Her wits about her, she should have
mistrusted Burke's song: not hive
waited to be told afterwards that
he wad chanting: “Silent, go, stand
against the door, knife In teeth, and
look terriffic.”

At this point the shadow of the
sall came swooplng down again
across Palmyra's eyes and she
awnke to find that Mra, Durley, the
stewnrdess, was regarding her with
an smused and curious expression.
The girl Aushed guiltily.

Mrs. Durley gteppod forwnard, hes-
itated, held out & card tray. *“A
gentleman to see you, Miss Tree”
sho announced

“A gentleman to see Miss Tree™"
Inquired Mrs. Crawford in amused
acceptance of the pliy. “Why, how
unexpeotod,”

"Alrplane or
tloned Van

Al thls moment she caught sight
of the man himaeelf, standing in the |
between the house and the

sea horse?" ques-

“Mry, Crawford,” she introduced,
“this is Mr. Burke, the wellkknown
pirate. Wil be pleased, yo ho ho
to domonstrate walking the pinnk
I'm sure {f you could see him sout-
tle a ship, you'd feel we'd been
greatly distinguished

By daylight the pirate's fuce had
lost its cheruble nspect. Still sin
gularly undeveloped ns to line and
feature, there wns now more visibly
upon it a maturity of significance
that could only have been stamped
by dissipation, hardship and dan-
ger, or some more violent tempern-
mental urge than, at fArst view, |
could have beon suspectod

But if Burke's face had gnined
in significance, his figure had not

Moreover, he now verged on the
puthetie, shaking with cold, Pal-
myta recollected, with a stab of
pity, that brown creature down be-
lew,

The girl started, Impulgively, to
rise, then sank back again. She
had seen the gteward below, a short
time past, overhauling blankets, &
reserve supply for the men forward
If only she could manage to get one
or two of these coverings.
Compassion urged the deed,
she was afrald.

Prosently, howaver, o well-authen-
ticated chin eettled into ploce ond
two lips grew arbitrary. She arose,
excused herself, and marched down
the companionwny. Yes, the ‘blan-
koets were still thoere, She snatched
two, secured her torch and reached
the bulkhead door, unchallenged.

Bhe switohed on the toreh, foreed
herself forward, Then, after a mo-
ment's  hesltation “Here — you!
Aroe you cold? T have two blankets,”

She stood, walting, listening, She
could feel the durkness move with
unseen menace. But the dend si-
lenoce of that prisoned apace gave
no sound of lfe,

She might have swopt the ray
Itite nll the corners, bult ghe hosi-
tated to repeat the wvigion of the
night before. Rather, she held the
binnkets up invitingly and, in si-
lence, turned the jet of lght upon
them. For almost & minute she
waited thus Then, suddenly, with-
out warning preliminary of sound,
there appeared within the outer
elrele of light the ends of four great
miasgive sgquare Angers

Almost, the glvl sprang baok,
eried out In punle,

A moment the fingers paused.
Then they ecame thrusting toward
her from the dark, For o fash it
peomed thut It must be herself they
meant to seize. Then they closed
upon the blankets, rested there an
Instant, withdrew with their prize
again into the night whenoe they
had comi.

But, brief na the interval, it had
boen enough. Hore at last was the
hand that had been sent through
the port:  square, sinewy, brown;
adorned even to the greatgrand-
mother mitts,

And only now did she belatedly
realize that those mitis were not
of silk, but of tattooer's ink.

When the girl came on deck next
morning thete the savage sat, cross-

But

| letters,

|lIrgged on the fore-hateh, huddled
under his blankets in the sun.

As Palmyra and her parents &

ing that the remote intelligence at|
his feet knew no word of any white
man's languags.

If the savage recognized her she
wad unable to note any change in
his countenance. In deed, she saw
that this copper mask would sel-
dom, if ever, yvleld to the civilized
eye any useful Indication of the
mood within,

Ponupe Burke, showman, had
selzed a double handful of the bush
of halr on the nativels head, and
wis saying;

""Tisu't 80 much that he's got
hair," Burke was saying, "ns that
his halr ain't black, as you'd ex-
peot, but a pretty gar species o
tan. Which, la~adies and gents, is
South Sea beauty-parior stuff.”
“'Tis dee-lightfully sanitary, Ia-
dies,” the showman added, “and
colors your halr up any shade o
blond y'like, But—" he tittered
and glanced audacliously at Miss
Tree's own head—"the very foxiest
and most envied hue some of ‘em
succeeds in getting up Is & real or-
angey near-red,”

Van lnughed. "Oh, admirable”
he cried. “An admirable éfféct. And
never till the moment did T sus-
pect . Why, Palm Tree ,.."
"Taxcuse me, miss,” Ponape Burke
safd, "but didn't I hear this gent
a-calling you ‘Palm-tree'?"

She nssented.

“But what, what kind of a joke—"
“It isn't a joke,” she affirmed, “My
family name is Tree and—" she
glanted amusedly at Constance—
“my glven name is Palm,"

The stowaway stared, grinned, re-
peated the name. He turned to his
savege, spoke animatedly, nodded
his head toward her. The brown
man's oyes sought the girl's face
onee maore and she felt sure he had,
In some obscure way, been moved.
There wns certainly a something
new upon that strange countenance.
As the savage sut upon the hatch,
a cormer of blanket touched the
teakwood. When he reached down
to resous the fabric his thick right
fore arm shot out from cover and
so. remsained. The girl became
awnre of 4 line of blus-black mark-
ing nlong the inner side of this arm.
She discovered with surprise that
these tattooinge were letters—her
own alphabiet. At first she did not
citch the word becsuse two of ita
symbole were upside down,

“Why." she cried Impulaively,
“whut s thut he has tatlooed on
hig arm?" °

Here the pirate ook up the story
of his brown companion’s name.

If it had been a pop bottle that
the fat horizon-buster (white man)
flung into the bird's nest ferm be-
side the spring ‘this lon of & man
wottld not be here, Far away on

some somnolent speck of coral he
would be drowsing through the
years; fgnorant as to white men's
wuys, safe forever from the gues-
tionable leadership of Ponape
Burke; never to touch and cross the

life course of Miss Palmyrea Tree of
Boston. But it was not a pop
bottle that the fat horizon-buster
flung into the bird's nest fern. It
was & bottle which had held olives,
There, us the olive bottle had fall-
en, the jsland mother, her babe up-
on her hip, found it. She had held
the empty bottle up before the eyes
of the naked brown baby that he
might admire the bright red and
green of Its lithograph., She had
tried to make out the inseription
upon it
ONYX BRAND
The Hubbard Extra-Choloe

QUEEN

OLIVE

The print was ns oddly familiar,
yvet hatlling unreadable, as a sen-
tence in Russian would have been
to Palmyra. For in the mother's
alphabet there were but fourteen
eontiining  eleven of our
cansonants.

Ar her glance fell upon the word
“Olive," she smiled. Here wns o
combination that spelled; every let-
tor as familinr as if it hnd been
the nume of her own village.

“Fehold, chiefly son,” she had
cried to the baby on her hip; “here
s a so-daland  word Oelfeyen.’
What to It, think vou, {8 A& mean-
ing? And set forth upon a horlzon-
buster's strong-water bottle (to her
ull bottles meant liquor).”

Piesently the mother’s face had
Hghted with inspirntion, Fere, un-
doubtedly among warriors, was the
prent word. And here, upon her
hip, was the grentest nian alive.
What better, then, than this for a
mme T

And so it was the hrown baby,
to be know forever to all white
men a8 “Olive,” and to his South
Sen  kinsmen, according to thelr
rending of its letters, as “O-lee-vay."

Burke's glance took in the silent
motionless ma=s of man on the
hateh  with  prideful ownership,
Then he broke again into his oddly
unadult mirth. “Look at him now,”
he erled. “Look at hita, Mad clear
through”

They turned thelr smiling eyes
upon the brown man

“Mad elear through” repented his
master. “Since Miss Tree pointed
to his arm we all been laughing a
lot. And he thinks it's at him."

Later in the day Palmyra found
her pirates alone.

They sat side by sido, gripplng
stolldly the khakl fabrie that strug-
gled, flapping to the wind behind
their backs

“Speaking o this big  brute
Butrke began, indicating Olive; "he
dan't do nothing now but ask gues-
tions anbout you.'"

The girl did not know whether to
like that or not

To begin with, said Burke, it was

peared, Ponape Burke was explain-

her cournge. Bhe hadn't squawked
{at the hand in the port nor the face
under the spotlight. And she'd come
down with blankets when a brown
being was in misery with cold.

As regarded the hand: The stow-
awnys, precariously hidden on deck
in 0 boat, had taken the first chance
to sneak below. Burke had got to
cover, but a seaman, unexpectedly
starting that way, would have
caught Olive. The islander had
slipped overside at that point, dan-
gling from & stanchion, only his
hands visible, He had put one
down to the port, inténding to hang
trailing from that If the sallor came
near. A roll of the yacht thrust his
forearin through. Then the seaman
had turned away and Olive lfted
himsel! back to deck.

But far more important than Pal-
myra Tree's cournge and kindness
wis her nume. To the white man
it had seemed interesting. to the
brown, astonishing.

“In the low islands,” said Burke,
“the palmtree's the most Important
thing they got. Couldn't live with-
out it a day.”

Here, aside from fish, there was
aften no food except the pandanus
—scorned elsewhere—and the cocon-
nut. The nuts were eaten at every
meal; eooked or raw, green, ripe,
germinated. For all the accessories
of life, the palm could be made, If
need were, to furnish the material.

And she was named Palmtree!
“But lady” Burke persisted,
“'tain't the things I've mentioned—
not even yer name—which counts
so much as—" he paused caleulat-
ingly—"as that hair o' yours, that
red halr."

She was again annoyed,
clded to taugh.

Burke wns silent for an interval,
his oddly undeveloped features
rather abeurd in their maturity of
thought

“T suppose,” he began at last, "y’
haven't no idea how a Mary like
you hits us islanders, kanaka or
white?"

“Oh," he added with a shrugging
gesture nequired from the natives,
“you'd never guess—never” He
hesitated in a difidence strange to |
his nature. "But think, misk Here
we are, maybe ten, fifteen yeurs
never seeing any woman's face ex-
cept these silly brown critters or
perhaps the wife o' some mission-
ary or trader, here too long—sick-
Iy, pale, done for. And then, of a|
sudden, slong you comes; a—a vis-
lon,; ..

He stnmmered in his effort to find
words that should do justice to his
sentiment, but not offend.

“All pink and white, peaches and

but de-

|
knocks us, white and hrow
dead in a row."

n alike

“‘But do you really billeve Palm
Tree's piiate has be: gun bat
tles and all that?™ Contunce COraw-
ford wis asking.

Palmyra now spol It's non-
sense to take that little man ser-
lously,” she affirmed

There woas n genera ant

“When he says suc! 1.” she
added, “it's ke Dearing a bahby

swear: awful, and you
shocked, but at the san
le. I delight in his eTuris o make
himself out something brigundish.*

John Thurston had nol joined in
the accord. As he stood holding to
the main shrouds, the big muscles

ught to he
time com-

of arm and shoulder wwelling un-
der his coat, he was never quite the
yachtsman on an jdle cruiso; always
intangibly, & something of the con-
struction englneer on his way to the
Philippines to take c! of gov-

ernment work—the Euin
him mboard a transport
lu, or, possible, i time
at Guam.

how to put
it Honolu-
permitted,

“You're probably right about
Burke," he sald presently. "But did
you ever think how thoroughly
we're bound down by the old con-
ventional nonsense In character
reading—phrenoclogy ¢ all that?
A stripling develops n big quare
jaw. Presto—we recognize s de-

termined character, 8 human bull-
dog. Really, it's only more bone in
his jaw. And if he has a broad
high forehead . . .*

“Solld vory again sald Van.

“Palm's pirate coulin't be furth-
er from our fixed I of a out-
throat: flerce moustachios, hawk
nose, deep-set, plerci vil eyes,
Ye¢t in real life your cold-blooded,
murdering brute Ia fquite as likely

to be some effeminate youth sell-
ing soda water with o llsp. . "

“Never,” said Van, “did T have
soda water with a lisp”

Palmyra had bsen wondering why
everyone on bomrd—severyone ex-
cept Constance—wanted hor to mar-
ry Van. She saw that they all did,
and she felt that thelr reasons must
be good. Constance, of course, said
it was only ancestors The Tree
family worshipped the family tree
*And Van,” Constance had said com-
mercially, “has the finest line of an-
cestors put out hy house |In
Amerien” It wag no r in Van

|r1i1.- protect herself from them and
:'1!1vlr problem, Anr then, as an In-
| Bplration,
Ponape Burke should be heér ref-
ige. Until she was s Aru sure about
ft[... two—ch, so sure!—she could
‘.m-. nys fly to him, She'd demand
| her pil"nta-‘-\ storjes
und John to sit and listen, no mat-
ter how rebelious
cerning this Ponape Burke in her
EAROr 1o nok
he would be perched upon the fore-

hateh, kis brown man as ever at
nia elbow, nilent, motionless, & pa-
gan joss

8he whirled about to gaze, then
eaught her breath in dismay.

Unexpeetedly, startlingly, the sav-
age, unbelkknown to any one of them
all, had muterialized himsell here,
wis sitting almost within thelr eir-
cle. And his eyes were leveled upon
her in a profound unblinking stare
that seemed to have been going on
for hours

(Continued Next Week)

-Smiles-

Hostess's Daughter (trying des-
perately to keep the conversation
golng): Did you ever hear the joke
about the curio dealer who had two
skulls of Columbus—one when he
was o boy and the other when he
WAL 8 man?

Wigging—Nn, I don't think I have.
What is it?

Flubh: “"He's always
that he keeps his word!"

Dubb: “Well, no one else ever
takes jt!"

personally, she had jed. “John |
does things- But Van only is things.” |
The girl got up restlessly and |
stood at the rail gazing out over the |
sunset sea. As John Thurston went |
on to amplify his thought n'gm’d-!
ing Burke she glanced over her |
shoulder to scoff,
“I eould chase your bad mun over

mv deck with a feather duster.”

“'' anly wind of |
course,” Thurston lau “l don't

doubt our stowaway's a little man, |
sufficiently blunt as to hiz moral |
perceptions, but quite harmless,
muking himsoelf the hero avery |
gory story he pleks up, eager to pose |
us o deepges bad man. But still—" |
During this idle chatter the girl |
had felt, growing with every mo- |
mont, a fuller pereaption of herseif |
aboard this yacht., Never until now |

| had she had a complete reallzation

of the intimncy of this cruise with |
Van and John; of the incredible
nearness of these two to her, She

eremn,’” he went on recklesaly; “a
living being a& beautiful as a paint-
ed pioture, 1 ain't meaning no dls-
respect, But that. Miss Tree, as 1
reckon you'll understand, just fﬂh’

| demand apon her

they would go on thtough every
waking hour, unescapable in their
lave,

had had a suffocating sense
never, for one instant, could

She
that

Strikes
are the
Favorite.

“It was but recently, when

which is becoming a great
asset in my work.”

of the

Crop

Brand of Paul Whlteman—-

I started to act as master of

ceremonieswithmyband at the Paramount Theatre,that
I realized how wital perfect voice condition was to a
performer. I have always been a consistent smoker |
and fortunately, Lucky Strikes were my favorite brand. |
I like their toasted flavor and, best of all, I can smoke
as often as I like, without fear of irritating my voice,

(=

Gt

“It’s toasted”

No Throat Irritation-No Cough.

Tobacco

LESSON No. 15
Question: Why is
emulsified cod-liver oil
so important as an added
ration with milk in the

diet of children?

Answer: Becausewhen
it is mixed with milk it
makes milk a more effi-
cient rickets-preventing
food and builder of strong
bones. Children like it
best in the form of

SCOTT'S EMULSION

boasting |

it had come to her that | wa
Waiter;
the bous, sir
himself!™

and foree Van |
| were In the street car
| secured sests, but poor father had
to stand,

Mother

She had a sudden euriosity econ- |

(indignantly):

Diner “Bring the "“You must have Invested it very
pruprietor here at once, there's a | profitably™
) in my soup!™ “T did. T telegraphed home for

Fuather, mother and little Tommy

new dy ]n-nrh noe upon him. She wrsll.!"“" t
at him. And she knew |8 SURp!

“It's no use sending for
He's scared of ‘sm

money.”

"“Mummy, I can't go to school to-
day.”

Why 7"

“I don't feel well"

“Where don't you feel well?”

“In school”

Tommy had |

“Tommy, doesn't it pain
ee your father reaching for | A little tulle,

| A yard of silk;

Tommy: “Only st home, mother” | A little skin

“Ten
town with only

As white as milk,
years ago I arrvived in the | A little strap—
one guarter, but How dare she breathe!

that quarter began my fortuns at|A little coungh—

once."

"Good evening, Eve!"

Just What You
Want

AS AND WHEN YOU WANT IT.

This is the meaning of “service”
when spoken of by us. But still more,
it means prompt and courteous attention
for all our patrons.

We appreciate your patronage, and
we mean it when we say “thank you.”

For SERVICE try

PHELPS

Grocery Co.

Price and Quality Meet to Produce
Real Food Values Here
“THE HOME OF GOOD EATS”

Phone Main 52 We Deliver

had been, all at once, appulled, Thuﬁ|

ever placed on an automobile with

The COACH

*585

o Rostusr® "495

Wherever automobiles are
driven, the emblem “Body “s
by Fisher” is recognized as a
hallmark of quality. Every-

where, it identifies automo-
\ biles thatare distinguished for

Body by Fisher.!

BodtbyFid:t Lung.bwtul
in gennine
Duco « « « and with its body
built of selected hardwood
and steel—it offers all those
qualities of beauty, comfort

n‘ - style, beauty, and comfort. and safety that are character
- +'595 The sensational success of the  157i¢ Of cars costing hundreds

l Qf_:!*j* % 75 Bigger and Better Chevrolet of dollars more!
Sty $ is largely due to the fact that Come in today and inspect
Cabenier . 065 it brings all these exclusivead-  the Bigger and Better Chew

The lmperial $
Ueility Truck
lt”\nll‘ll) l“"r:i\) 495
Light Delivory $
| (Chassis Un‘lﬂ 375
All prices f. o. b,
Fling, Mich,
Check Chevrelet
Delivered Prices
They inclnde the lows

st handlingand hnane
img charges available.

vantages of Fisher styling and
craftsmanship within the
reach of everybody,
everywhere !

Consider, for instance,
the Chevrolet Coach
—which carries the
lowest price ever
placed on a car with

rolet. Note the advanced en-
gineering in every unit. Go for
a drive and learn the
full meaning of Chew-
rolet performance,
Leam,liketensof thou-
sands of others have,
that here is the world
most luxurious lows

priced automobile |

Ferguson Chevrolet Co.

Heppner, Oregon
E. R. Lundell, Ione, Ore.

QUALITY

AT LOW

COST




