CHAPTER XVII
Wil you permit me to drive

fome wilh you, Mis Breat?"
Bob maked. Mis tone was cold
enough 1o bring a sharp refusal

to Molen's Mpa, but his next
words chocked ita utterance,

41 want to tell you about
Eva.” ho wsald.
Haolen hesitated, and Mrs

Bunls further delayed her reply
by saying good night. Bhe must,
#he explained, seo to her supper.
Helen watched her hurry up to
the front door and disappear
within the house before she
twrned to Bob, who had stood
guielly waiting for her answer.

“1s there anything you think I
should know about your slster?"
sha asked,

et

Helen moved over,
drive?”

“Bramblewood”™ Iclen
directed. *“Do you know where
it 2"

“I've lived In Yonkers all my
s, Bob told her, smiling at

“Wil you

“that my importanee In the world
fs of small matter. But I'm glad
to know about your sieter, I'd
feel an had over hurting anyone,
but In the case of a girl with a
raro taleat 1 would have a groat-

or responslibility, 'm glad You
told wme,”
Sho wished that he had told

her more—why he suddenly be-

lleved that she owned a heart,
for one thing.
Bob, too, was thioking of the

guick change in his opinion of
her that had come over him In
A moment. He tried to tell him-
soll that It was something that
had been In her expression as
she sald good night to his moth-
or. “A yoarning that no hard-
bolled girl conld feel,” ha put it
For the roest of the way to
Bramblowood they talked of Eva
and her futare. A thought that
sho could help the girl's ambl-
tion came to Helen but she did
not speak of It to the brother,
“Woan't you come in and meet

Mr, Canningham ™ Helen Invited

At the eod of the dinner, Helen suggested a paddle on the lake,

her question.

“I'm staying there,” Helen sald,

Bob wondered in what capacity,
Sarely, he thought, not as a
guest of old Cyril Cunningham's.
But he sald nothing of his con-
Jectures and presently Helen
asked him about Eva,

Bob's answer was Indlrect.
“You sald you were through
with reckless driving,” he re-
marked, “Did you mean that?"

Helen was astonished. *“Of
coursa 1 did,” she answered.

“l would like to belleve it,"
Bob sald, “becauss , . . well, if
you had injured Eva lo any way
that might have ruined her ca-
reer it would have been g crime.
She has s great talent—we hope
she will be famous some day."

“1'd mever have forgiven my-
sell if she'd been permanently
injured,” Helen told him.

“1 koow i1," he answered with
a dergoe of sincerity that was
puzzling to Helen,

. - -

*“1 thought of that,” he went
on hurriedly; “what a devil of
A cross you'd always bear. And
#0 I wanted to make yon see that
other people—people you prob-
ably kmow but Uitle aboul e
bave hopes and dreams thut mean
a8 much to them as your pleas-
ures do to you. Suppose you
had learned too Iate that you
had crashed someone the world
is In need of! And suppose you
had smashed yourself wp?"

Helea laughed with a touch of
bitterness, “I'm afraid,” she said,

when Bob drove up under the

portecochere,
“1'd like to very much,”™ he
agreed rveadily, "I've seen him

many times at a distapce.”

“He's quite nice,” Helen said,
thinking of her grandtather's
repulation and wondering if this
young man bad heard of It.

She was greatly relleved when
Mr, Cunningham grested him
with more than ordinary cordi-
ality. Apparently, sbe thought,
thera was to be no repetition of
the trestment that had been ‘mc-
corded to her mother,

After the introduction and a
few words about the accident,
Mr. Cunningham ssked Helen if
she had dined. She looked at Bob
and both smiled. It seemed
they bad quite forgotten dinner.

“You will stay?"” she appealed
to him. He podded In assent
belore realizing that he had done
50, Ho wsmiled then over the
idea of following up that mnod
with a regret,

“Wil yon go down and see
abont it, my dear?” Mr. Cunning-
ham requested of Helen. *“I'd
like to talk with Mr. Ennts.™

Helen left rather gally. At
least she wasn't going to be
faced with a dull evening on this
oceaslon.

- - -

She found the butler in the
dining room, arrangiag her place.
“there will be two, Ashe,” she
sald, with a pleasant 1it. *“And
please give us something nlce.”

Bhe turned and looked at the
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fable. It was coldly formal in s
long expanss of pollshed mabog-
any, With her head tipped
one side, llke & nodding, yellow
rose, aho mused on the possibill-
Lies of & ecosler wetiing, Suddeu-

to

Iy she wheeled back to the butler.

“It's warm." she sald. “Can't
you plage a table on the western |
veranda?™ |
1

“Under the climbing roses
Miss?™

“You. And a shaded lght 1
candles won't burpn out t:lvh-,l
And, Ashé . . " She paused and )

there was a hint of langhter In
the corner of her softly curving
lips ms she sald, “not teo mueh
service.”

She hurried then to her room
to dress, Somo instinct that she
did not stop te analyze prompted
her to choose something unusual-
Iy becomin

Siiver cloth—Libhat would be
lovely, But it was much too
formal, Thooghtfulness for her
guest would not permit her to

overdress and make him uncom-

fortable by contrast,

What should she wear? At last
she selected a simple little dinner
sown of white chiffon with a
spangled cocktall jacket.

When she entered her grand-
father's room her eyes were lit
with a new radlance. The delight
of belng lovely and perfectly
gowned, of glowing with health
and standing face to face with a
new friend, ran joyously through
her youthful person.

“Charming, my dear.” Mr.
Cunningham remarked, and Helen
was moved to go over and kiss
bim. Cares:es seemed to ‘it her
mood,

“Has Mr. Ennis told you how
he has reformes me?” she asked.
Bob looked umcomfortabls, re-
membering what he had sald to
bher at Lhe hospital. Had he act-

ually told this beauotiful girl
that she was & menace?™
Helen laughed., Perhaps she

saw that he was Impressed with
her appearancs, It was quite pos-
sible that she did, Tor she was
perfectly normal.

She did not wait for her grand-
or 10 answer, “Come along,"

fathe

Tom Howell Tells Zeke How Lowry Became Hia
Guardian Angel in the '90s. Zoke Starts Another
Continued Story, So Wipe Your Specs.

Frank Lowry Was Leading Man |
of Lakeview Section

- L]

BY ZEKE SQUEKR
IT WAS In Lakeview during
the late B0'a that 1 first heard
of Frank Lowry, declared Tom
Howell of Sprague River, a fow
days ago, while commenting on
the chivalry and character of
old timers In Oregon,
1 HAD sguatted on a home-
stoead in the Goose Lake wvalley

land business quite often took me

iito the county meat. While all
tho residenta of the place were
at first new and strange, still 1
would no more than meel a man
than he would eventually re-
mark:

“Have you made the ac-
qualntance of Frank Lowry?

she sald to Dob. *Dinner 1s
ready,”
. . .

“Good night, Mr, Eunis™ Mr.
Cunningham said. “Sorry I can-
not join yon at dinner,
trust you will visit us again.™

“Thank yuu, sir,” Bob an-

swored courteounly, and left the

but 1]

possibilitiosa of the future to the |

future, He had small hope that
a girl ke Helen would care to
oncourage his vialts,

What she was in this household

he had not yet discovered., but
It was plaln that Mr. Cunnihg-
ham was very fond of her. At

any rate she was someone above

the meach of n struggling law
student,
That his thoughts of her had

gone 50 far as to take into ac-

count the apparent difference in |

thelr stations wonld have been
algnificant to Bobd had he thought
of It

But he was absorbed with the
moment [tself, Helen's bright,
richly colored hair and meltingly
solt brown were working
thelr magic with him,

He scarcely knew what food
was set before him, scarcely was

oyes

aware of the unobtrusive butler’s |

presance.

The seiting, delightful- |

Iy romantle, lent an atmosphere |

of uareality to the occasion.
Could it be posaible,

thought, that It was he who sat

opposite this exquisite girl who

Bob |

talked In a musically modulated |

voles that fell upon hi* ears as
softly g8 the tinkle of a bell or
the murmur of a meadow brook?

And at the end of dinner, when
the deml tasses stood hall empty
and Bobd's cigaret glowed beneath
the thread of amoke that curled

upward from {t, Helen suggested
|

a paddie on the lake.

They walked down to the boat- |

house through & gurden of roses,

The alr was heavy-scented with |

frugrance. In the opening beside

a tiny pool Helen bhalted and |

lifted her face to the stars, She
was consclous of an indefinably
gweel paln st her heart. So much
beauty, she thought carried a
burt, Was §t because |t was
tlesting? But it wasn't. Gardens,
the stars, moonlight,
dure forever,

“It is we who go o3, wa who
leave I she sald to herself,

would en- |

while Bob stood watching her in |

sllence, spellbound by her love-
liness,

At that moment she understood
that life 1a not aimple for those
who feel,
waa stirring an Indecision, a
realization of fate, that brought
a pang,

Impulsively, withoot thought,
she reached out for Heh's hand.

(To Be Continued)

Already In her heart |

He's a fine fellow, that Frank
Lowry."

I WENT to the county clork
to flile someo papers. After the
foe was pald and the Dbooks
closed, It was: “Have you yet
run tnte Frank Lowry? A cap-
ital fellow Is that Lowry."

IF 1 WENT to a lawyer for
some legal wdvieo und the wttor-
ney was fuclined to wind up
the Interviow with a bit of so-

clability, he went through the
ritual:

“HAVE YOU yet run into
Frank Lowry? A awell Euy 1ia

that Lowry,"

AT THE postoftice the post-
master demanded: “Have you
had the pleasure of mecting

Frank Lowry? A prince of a
follow Is Lowry"

IN THE pool hall where I oo
canlonnlly loltered the proprie-
tor told me that It I ever nooded
a friend to eall on Frank Lowry,
“He's an fine as they make 'om,
s Lowry"

NO, I HAD not mel Frank
Lowry., 1 asked several people
whore the gentloman might be
found, Dut he wan alwaya out
of town, wan Frank Lowry, Just
left for his ranch abovt an hour
ago, or ho was up at Bl Smith's
place,

I WOULD hotfoot it for 1l
Brith's place to find that Low.
ry had gone over to seo Jereminh
Rudd, At Rudd's 1 would be
Informed:

“Just left hero this (nstant,
You oarly bumiped nto him. '
Bo 1 wnever could catch  the
elusive Frank Lowry,
FINALLY, 1 grow to detest
Frank Lowry, Whenover they
asked me (he stock question 1

camée near awenring at them and
muttering, *“no,” and 1 hoped 1
nover would, Yot I always re-

fralned  from  these Insuliing

statements,

1 TOLD Mabel, my wife, about
Lowry and how everybody
thought woe ahould moeot him,
put 1 judged hint & ead and &
windjammer, and not knowing
anything olse to think of him,
Mra, Mowell accopted my ap
pralesment of the man,

WE WERE young then, how-
ovor, Mabal wan 24 and 1 27,
Hoth helling direct from the
suburhe of Chicago, we koow
Hitle of weatorn wayn and we
eventunlly  dlscovercid that we
had & fow pracileal things to
lenrn.

OFTEN we  sat bofore  the
kitehen fire and poked fun at
the man ovoryone suggestod
that we meel. Oftimes In joat
an I came In from thae flold at

monl-time, 1 would banter ity
wife with:

“Have you meen Frank Lows
¢t g

“Ho's & fina guy, 1a Frank

Lowry,” she would playfully re-
Joln.
BUT—FATE listonod in, In

wonen leachers sre
the thonght of tho nation, Thora
st
pmoke clgarols, at that.

Mg Jiben was 0 bo sharpeni 1,
barbed aml  poked  futo  owr
own  seusltive  bolngs, onusing
wonmids  that will nover hoal
in this life, for——

Our Uoardlan  Angel  was
Prank lowry,
(To be continued,)
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OREGON BOAT CO.

Boat Builders and
Boat Livery

Gas, Ol
Buppliss

Doeking space,
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Caille Outboard Motors
Universal Marine Motors

L0 Front Bt
Phone 1366-W
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Tire Repairing

EDODFVEAR |

Is Preferred Two to One

Press your hand down on the Goodyear All-Weather Tread.
Feel the grip of the deep-cut, sharp-edged blocks, placed

in the center of the tread, where they belong.

Ask any Goodyear dealer to show you on his cord testing
machine the greater stretch—up to 60 per cent—in Goodyecar
Super-twist cord over standard cord. This extra stretch gives
the Goodyear Super-twist carcass its unmatched vitality—
enabling it to withstand road shocks and continuous flex-

ing without premature failure.

MORE PEOPLE RIDE ON GOODYEAR THAN ON ANY OTHER TIRE

Ace Tire Shop

ANDY WARNER, Prop.

115 South Eleventh St.

Vulcanizing

Phone 843

Freckles and His

Friends

WELL, OSCAR, \WUAT DO

YoU KNoOW THATS MEN-
WUATS BEEN GoiNg oN
SINCE 1 WAS
Avipy T

| —

YEP-UE FINALLY
GOT A JOB ~~FIRST NES-AN T
TING UES WORKED ( WONT Bt LONG
SINCE HIS LAST

Can’t Quit

——

UNTIL HE

(" ou'Ro-THiS” JoB
WwilL LAST SgueN
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U8 PAT, OFF.
T et v MEA SmAE, e,

A

GIWE ME HIS

“Well, you see, they va teamed togettier for quite o spell and I'd
mMther not sell just the one, but—""

THERE'S AN APPLE-KMOCKER
OQUTSIDE WHO WANTS TO
SEE WOU, BUT HE WONT

A LQORING
BABY 1S HE?

MAD

mm SORY OF

DOES HE Look

HE'S SHORT AND
STILL WE \SN'T
AW FULLY. AND HE
ISN'T EXACTLY DARYK

OR LIGHT, AND HE
WERRS A BROWN
DERBY

By Gowan

HIM THIS CARD AND

SEEL WOUL AUy

MY ADDRESS

THAT WOU TOLD - 0:" \ff:._‘;“'“
Wi 10 CALL AMD l;]

A
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—
UM, 1 WONDER IF THIS
1S THE BIRD WHO WAS
OUT TO THE WOUSE.
ULL TAKE A CHANCE.LT'S
NEW WAY OF MAKING A TOUCH

IF THAT'S WIS
L GAME 9

1N, Y WEA SreeCr, e,




