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W Ahat's Hu;rprued' Ht'furf
Palmyra Tree and her parents,
with Palmyra’ two suitors, YVan Bu-
ren Rutger and John Thurston and
some other friends, are crulsing on |
the vacht KRambow.

Palmyra is startled by seeing a
hand thrust in through the port of
her cabin, makes a secret investiga-
tion and discovers a stowaway—a man
s0 mild in appearance that she 1s
disappointed—and tells him so. He'
commands her to glarce at the door. |
She obeys and sees a huge,
copper-hued man—with a ten inch
knife held between grinning lips.

Now read on'’

CHAPTER 11

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

The sun, only at intervals, bad
been blinking through, bringing a
touch of warmth to the surf®ce of
the sea, charming the spreading can-
vas into life. As, presently, Palmyra
roused from her prenccupation to join
the others in a laugh, the lununary
glanced down again and printed on
the deck, black and sharp-edge, the
lifting shadows of the sails.

Such a shade lay across the girl's
face. When the Rainbow rose to a
sprge, the shadow moved, as a cur-
tain up, and the sunbeam caught in
turn and iluminated perfeet teeth,

dimples, eves that danced with fun;

.5et a-flame the crown of bright hair,
her most noticeable endowment.

But soon she was somber again.
She had been shaken by that fierce

visage leaping out at her from the

dark.
She =should have suspected a sec-
ocnd-presence. OUne 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, should have mistrust-
ed Burke's song; not have waited to
be told afterwards that he was chant-
ing: “Silent, go, stand against the

door, knife in teeth, and look ter-|

rified.”

At this point the shadow of the sail °

came swooping down again across
Palmyra's eyves and she awoke to find |
that Mrs. Durley, the stewardess, was

regarding her with an amused and . - -

curious expression. The girl flushed
guiltily. |

“A gentleman to see Miss Tree?” |
inquired Mrs. Crawford in amused
acceptance of the play. “Why, how
unexpected !™ |

“Airplane or sea horse,” question- |
ed Van.

At this moment she caught =ight|

of the man himself, standing in the |
alley between the bhouse and the rail.|

“Mrs. Crawford,” she introduced.
“this is Mr. Burke, the well known
pirate. Will be pleased, yo ho ho, to
demonstrate walking the plank. I'm
sure if you could see him scuttle a
ship, you'd feel we'd been greatly dis-
tinguished.”

By daylight the pirate’s face had
lost its cherubic aspect. Still sin-
gularly undeveloped as to line and
feature, there was now more visibly
upon it a maturity of significance that
could only have beeén stamped by

fie rce, §

'but a pretty gay species o

Almost, the girl sprang back, cried |
out in panic. |
A moment the fingers paused.]
Then they came thrusting toward
her from the dark. For a flash it

' seemed that it must be herself they '

ment to seize. Then they closed upon
the blankets, rested there an instant,

| withdrew with their prize again into

the night whence they had come.
But, brief as the interval, it had
been enough. Here at last was the
hand that had been sent through the
port: square, sinewy, brown; adorned
even to the great-grandmother mitts,
And only now did she belatedly

' realize that these mitts were not of

silk, but of tattoer’s ink.

When the girl came on deck next
morning there the savage sat, cross-
legged on the fore-hatch, huddled un-
der his blankets in the sun.

As Palmyra and her parents ap-
peard, Ponape Burke was explain-
ing that the remate intelligence at

his fee: knew no word of any white

man's language.

If the savage recopnized her she
was unable to note any change in
his countenance. Indeed, she =aw
that this copper mask would seldom,
if ever, vield to the civilized eye any
useful indication of the mood within.

Ponape Burke, showman, had seized
a double handful of the bush of hair
on the native's head, and was saying:

“*Tizsn't so much that he's got
hair,”” Burke was saying, “as that
his hair ain’'t black, as you'd expect,
tan.
Which, la-adies and gents, is South
' Sea beauty-parlor stuff.”

“Tis dee-lightfully sanitary, la-
' adies.” the showman added, *“and

colors the hair up any shade o' blond

yvlike.
| glanced audaciously at Miss Tree's
most envied hue some of "em Ssuc-
ceeds in gpetting up is a real orangey
near-red.”

Van laughed. “Oh, admirable,” he
' eried. “An admirable effect. And
never till the moment did I suspect.
. . Why, Palm Tree. . ."

“Excuse me, miss,” Ponape Burke
said, “but didn't I hear this gent a-
calling you ‘Palm-tree'?”

She assented.

“But what, what

Lad

kind of a joke.

“It isn't a joke,” she affirmed, “My
family name is Tree and —' she
glanced amusedly at Constance —
“my given name is Palm.”

The stowaway stared, grinned, re-
peated the name. He turned to his
cavage, spoke animatedly, nodded his-
head toward her. The brown man’s
eyes sotight the girl's face once more
and she felt sure he had, in some

| obscure way, been moved. There was

certainly a something new upon that
strange countenance

a corner of blanket touched the teak-
cue the fabric his thick right fore

mained. The girl became aware of
a line of blue-black markings along

covered with surprise “that these ta-
tooings were letters=—her own alpha-
bet. At first she did not catch the
word because two of its symbaols were

dissipation, hardship and danger, or

some more violent temperamental ._ |
' “what is that he has tattooed on his

urge than, at first view, could have
been suspected. '

But
in significance, his figure had not

Moreover, he now verged on the
pathetic, shaking with cold. Palmyra
recollected, with a stab of pity down
below.

The girl started, impulsively, to
rise, then sank back again. She had
_seen the steward below, a short time
past, overhauling blankets, a reserve
sapply for the men forward. If she

if Burke's face had gained

' upside down.

“Why,” she cried impulsively,
|lrm‘."’"

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

If it had been a pop bottle that the
fat horizon-burster (white man)
flung into the bird's nest fern beside
the spring, this lion of a man would
not now be here. Far away on some
somnolent speck of coral he would be
drowsing through the years; ignorant
a= to white men’s ways, safe forever
from the questionable leadership of
| Ponape Burke; never to touch and

could manage to get one or two of

cross the life course of Miss Palmyra

these coverings . . . Compassion
urged the deed. But—she was afraid.

Tree of Boston. Bat it was not a pop
bottle that the fat horizon-burster

Presently, however, a well-authen- | g,.o into the bird’s nest fern. It was

ticated chin settled into place and two
lips grew arbitrary. She arose, ex-
cused herself, and marched down the
companionway. Ye=, the blankets
were still there. She snatched two, |
secured her torch and reached the
buikhead unchallenged.

She switched on the toreh, forced
herself forward. Then, after a mo-
ment’s hesitation: “Here — youn! Are
you cold? 1 have two blankets.”

' her hip, found it.

a bottle which had held olives.
There, as the olive bottle had fal-

len, the island mother, her babe upon

She had
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empty bottle up before the eyes

the naked brown baby that he might
admire the bright red and greem of
ite lithograph. She had tried to

make owt the imscription upomn it
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Palmyra. For in the mother’s alpha-
bet there were but fourteen letters:

But — ™ he tittered and'

wood. m&rﬂcheddnwmm]

' arm shot out from cover ludnnrt-]

|

?
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is a so-island word—'0-l-i-v-2." What
te it, think vou, is a meaning? And
set forth upon a horizon-burster’s
strong-water bottle (to her all bot-
tles meant liquor).”

Presently the mother’s
lighted with inspiration. Here, un-
doubtedly among warrws, was the
great word. And here, upon bher hip,
was the greatest man alive. What
better, then, than this for a name?

And was the brown baby,
ta be known forcver to all white men
a2 “0Olive.” and to hi= South Sea kins-
n.en., according to their reading of
it: letlers, -

Burke's ﬂ:.'l.i’.q‘t

face had

=0 I

as “O-lee-vay
took in the silent
" man on the hatch

maolionléss mass ol

with prideful ownership. Then he
broke apgain into oddlv unadalt mirth.
“J ook at himm now.,” he eried. "Look
¢ him. Mad e¢lear through.”

“Mad clear throygh,” repeated his
naster, “Since Miiss Tree pointed
to his arm we all been laurhing a lot.
And he thinks 1t's at him.”

Later in the dav Palmyra found
her I!"il‘ilh:'i aione
They s=sut side by side, gripping

stolidly the knaki tabric that strug
gled. flapping the wind behind
their backs,

“Speaking o' this big trute,” Burke
teean, indicating (Mive; “he don’t do
nothing now but ask questions abou.
vou.”

" The girl did not know whether to
like that or not. :

To bezin with, said Burke, it was
her courage. She hadn't squawked
at the hand in the port nor the face
ander the spotlizht. And she'd come
Jown with blankets when a brown
Leing was in misery with cold. -;

As regarded the hand: The stowa-
wavs, precariously hidden on deck in
2 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.
“he islander had slipped overside at
that point, dangling from a stan-
ction, only his hands visible. He had
nut one down to the port intending to
hang trailing from that if the sailor
came near. A roll of the yacht thrust
his forearm through. Then the =ea-
man had turned away and Olive
lifted himself back to deck.

But far more important than Pal-
myra Tree's courage and kindness
was her name. To the white man it
had seemed interesting, to the brownm,
astonishing.

In

“In the low islands,” said Burke, }

“the palmtree’s the most important

thing they got. Couldnt live without |

it a day.” ‘
Here, aside from fish, there was
aften no food except the pandanus—

. acorned elsewhere—and the cocoanut.
, ' The nuts were eaten at every meal;
As the savage sat upon the hltfh.'? cooked or raw, green, ripe, germin-

ated. 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,’
“taint the things ['ve mentioned—

the inner side of this arm. She dis- not even yer name—which counts so

much as—" he paused calculatingly
—*“as that hair o'yours, that red
hair.” |

She was again annoyed, but de-

' cided to laugh. !

Burke was silent for an interval,
hiz oddly undeveloped features rather
absurd in their maturity of thought

“] suppose,” he began at last, “y'
haven't no idea how a Mary like you
hits us islanders, kanaka or ‘I'hlh'“k

“Oh,” he added with a shrugging
gesture acquired from the natives,
“you'd never guess—never.” He hes-
itated in a diffidence strange to his
nature. “But think, miss. Here we
are, maybe ten, fifteen years never
seeing any woman's face except these
silly brown critters or perhaps the
wife o’ some missionary or trader,
here too long—sickly, pale, done for.
And then, of a sudden, along you
comes; a—a vision. . . .

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

“All pink. and white, peaches and
cream,” he went on recklessly; “a
living being as beautiful as a painted
picture. 1 ain't meaning no disres-
pect. But that, Mis= Tree, az 1 ree-
kon you'll understand, ]
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a broad high forehead . . ™ seemed to have beem going on for UEWOUs 1o the Mississippi, Ohio, Wa-
“Solid ivory again,” said Van. hours. ' bash and Kaskaskia, or lesser tribu-
“Palm’s pirate couldn't be (Continued wmext week) [nri.u.
from our fived idea of a cutthroat:

fierce moustachios, hawk nose, deep-
set, piercing, evil eves. Yet in real !
life your ecold-blooded, murdering |
brute s quite as likely to be some |
effeminate youth selling soda water !
with a lisp . . " !

“Never,” said Van, “did | have
scda water with a lisp.” :

Palmyra had been wondering why !
evervone on board —everyone except
Constance — wanted her to marry
Van. She saw that they all did, and
she felt that their reasons must be
good. Constance, of course, said it
was only ancestors. The Tree family
warshipped the family tree. “And;
Van,” Constance had said commer-
cially, “has the finest line of ances-
tors put out by any house in Ameri- |
ca.” [t was nothing in Van person-
allv, she had added. “John does
things=. But Van only @2 thing="

The girl got up restlessly and stond
at the rail garzing out over the sunset
s¢a. As John Thurston went on to
amplify his thoughts regarding
Burke she glanced over her shoulder
to scoff. :

“1 could chase your bad man over
the deck with a feather duster.”

“Im only windjamming, of course.”
Thurston laughed. ®I don't doubt
our stowaway's a little man, suffi-
ciently blunt as to his moral percep-
tions, but quite harmless, making
himself the hero of every gory story
he picks up, eager to pose as a deep-
sea bad man. ut still—."

['aring this idle chatter the girl
had felt, growing with every moment,
a fuller perception of herself aboard
thi= vacht. Never until now had she
had a complete realization of the inti- |
macy of this cruise with Van and
John; of the incredible nearness of
these two to her. She had been, all
at once, appalied. Thus they would
go on through every waking hour,
unescapable in their demand upon
her love.

She had had a suffocating sense
that never, for one instant, could she |
protect herself from them and their
problem. And then, as an inspira-
tion, it had come to her that Ponape
Burke should be her refuge. Until
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MURPHY & SCHWALL

HEATING CONTRACTORS

Het Water, Vapor, High of Low Pressure Steam
Eudnstes an New abd Bemedeling Work - Eepair Werk a Specaly
TR GLENCOE AVENTE iy CLIFTON AVENLUE
Tewpbone Hytand Purk 2437 Teleprone Hgbland Purk T2

, M. D MURPEY J. A SCHWALL

There 1s a
HYDROX Agency NearYour Home

SHEET METAL ARTICLES
FOR INDOORS, TOO

While our main work s on the
roof, gutters, leaders, and outdoors,
we are pre o serve m the
making of and sugar ), bread
bexes, drip pans, smoke canopes, otc.
We make them right because they
will be made to order.

Henry G. Winter
B ——

The Biggest Bargains
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R in wooded lots ever offered.

All improvements in and paid.

Exclusive west side district,

Ridgewood Drive and Green

Bay Road. .

Every

$5.,000. Easy Terms.
lot has a frontage of 75

feet or better and many 350

. feet deep.
Come and select yours.

MURRAY & TERRY

Exclusive Agents
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