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l'x‘ wan quite differont, starting

oft o the mornlog, from life in

Blue Hilla, Thera Clytle had nl-

f ways had Qypsy's broakfast ready

and walting. Here she bhad to

rise halt mn bour enrlier than

Tom In order to squecze orangoes,

pet the fable snd make coffee.

"Gypsy was stlll far from expert

in theso matpers, although Tom
pralsed her inordinntely,

This moralng a slight stiffness
- brooded over the little bousehold,
Gypay flew about, mensuring,
stralnjog, pouring. Although she
was studiedly cheorful, her heart
was sore. It wasn't falr—It wasn't
falr . . . she kept telllng herself,
that Tom should be lunching to-
day, thelr first day in the new
lite, at the end of the honeymoon,
with another girl. Men wore dif-
ferent, there was no doubt about
it. Now, she wouldat have

thought of making an engage-
ment that did not include him,

The fact that he had meant to
include her—had, In [act, blun-
dored into tho engagement be-
cause he hadn't known, man-
fachion, how to get out of it, did
| not mitigate the offense, in Gyp-
il sy's mind, Bhe didn't reason
about the matter . . . she merely
felt. And.the sum total of her
tocling was Injury,

Bhe wouldn't have time to wash
up the breakfast things, that
much was certain. It was 8:15 by
the time they sat down to break-
fast. She bad to bo downtown by
nine. Tom left st 20 minutes past
elght, with a burried embrace and
s backward anxious look. Poor
Tom! He dido't know what It was
all about, Gypsy thought, resent-

Bhe took special pains with her
appearance, with mental eye on
the unknown Miss Vera Gray.
Everything she wore was new,
from the crizp blouse to the emall
shining shoes—all part of her
modest trousseau. ‘The other
glrls who taught at the Sattle-
ment — Helen Marr and Blanche
Jordam—would be curious about
such matters and Gypsy did mot
want to disappoiot them,

She hated leaving the apart-
ment thus, at sixes and sevens,
beds unmade, the kitchen In con-
fusfon, but there was no choice,
Maybs Tom was right and she
would have to get someone in to
help.
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llﬂiﬂ morning kad turped un-
commonly warm, one of those

1 Indian summer
days which bewllder the cily-
dweller with their languor. The
subway was hot and erowded.
Gypsy, packed between two per-
spiring garment-workers from the
Bronx, was consclous of wilting
freshness, She felt less and less
like a bride, and more and mora
like & barried breadwinner. “I'm
glnd Mother can't see me now,”

was her Irrelevant thought, At
least, from Blue Hills, she had
ridden in more comfortable fash-
iom, on traln and ferry. Oh, well,
you eouldn’t bave everything.
You bhad to pay for the privilege
of llvlog In New York City.

“My dear, that's the best-look-
ing ootOt!"™ Her colleagues
greseted her with smiles and hand-
clasps. “‘We've missed you," sald
Miss Marr, an eye-glussed girl
from Randolph-Macon., “We've
certainly missed you, honey. It's
mighty nice to see you."

This part of It wasn't so bad.
She forgot the subway., Her pu-
plis had eager dark faces and
grubby hands, but the work was
s0 Interesting, you overlooked the
dirt and saw only the eagerness.
8he plugged Into ber classes . . .
weaving for the tots . . . model-
Ing In clay . ., chalk-drawing . . .
She was surprised to look up at
the ¢lock and discover It was half-
past eleven,
| With the approsch of lunch-
| hour came the thought of Tom's

rendeavous. Her heart snnk. Why
dld she feel so miserable about it?

It wus utter
Tom hnd chosen her out of all
the world. What did It matter if
tio lunched today with annother
womnn? Thus reason' argued,

i but the senee of Injury perslsted.

H ! “You golng to have something
'R gsent In, honey?" Miss Marr stuck
| her neatly colffed bend around

! the door-jamb.

y Gypsy, surprized In her reverle,
| sald vaguely that she didn't know
‘ —ihe hadn't thought sbout eat-
|

Ing. 8he wasn't, she added, & bit
bungry.

“SWell, you'd better have & bite
with us" Mles Marr told her,
“We're having chlcken wsand-
wiches with Russinn dressing and
tu.d from that plnce across the
rond.”

j "I don't know," Gypsy was be-
ginning, doubtfully, Bhe couldn't,
she thounght, eat a single bite.
There was a lump in her throat.
Food would eerfainly choke her
++« Buot just thon Blanche Jor-
dan eallod down the hall:
“Telephone for you, Gypsy.
Think 1t's the boest beau.” o
Bho ran, forgetting her new

- "Yes, 1t's me” @he couldn’t
= belp making her volos small and
| (Injured, like a ehfid's,
 "Darling/" Tom sald. “I've
worrying about you, I feel
mbout this. You know I
_to hurt you, I just
W liow to get out oS
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*It's all right” It really was,
pow. DBring on your vamplirea,
Bring on your Vera Grays. She
was oqual to all of them, He
loved her,

She went back to the others,
her tace shining.

“I hope you've saved me a big
husky sandwich," she cried, run-
ning Into the teacher's room, “I'm
tamished.”

Miss Marr and Miss Jordan ex-
changed wsly, amused spinsterizh
glances over hor head. So they've
kissed and mode up, the glances
sald.
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U'SUALLT Gypsy's duties at the

seitlement honee were ended
at four o'clock, but today she was
detalned for almost an hour,
catching up with letters, secing
parents who bappened to stop in,
She had planned to shop for dim-
ner on the way home. None of
this night - after - night tearoom
dining for the young Weavers, she
had announced, very firmly, It
was half-past five whoen she got
off the subway, feeling draggled,
hot and tired. Valiantly she
turned in at the llttle corner mar-

ket and bought chops, vegstables
for a salad and peas. Next door
she added a bag of rolls to her
collection. She would, she de
cided, have to manage her affalre
better In fotare. She would tel-
ephone an order bafore she left,
and find the supplies awalting her
at home. She would make menu
Hsts for a week nhead . ..

A church clock strock eix as
she reached the apartment bulld-
ing. She longed for a shower,
clean clothes, time tn rest before
dinper. Clytie had bad a dellght-
ful babit of drawing a bath just
before her arrival at the house
in Blue Hills ., ..

Now she would have to rush,
to bave thinga fixed before Tom
got home. She didn't want to be
& bedraggled, home-keeping wife,
Bhe wanted Llm to think ber al-
ways pretty spd glamorous. From
where she stood. this looked quite
a large ordsr.

As ghe slipped her key Into the
lock, she was visualizing the scene
which would spread before her,
There would be a pile of sticky
dishes. There would be two beds
to make. Yesterday's papers still
lay about. She braced her shoul-
ders, and tho door fiew open.

“Why, darling!**

- L ] -
M was there before her. Over
his shoulder sho saw a spick
and span kitchen, The lving
room was In exquisite order.
There wers even some [resh
chrysanthemums Io & little vase,

“What-on earth . ., T

His kiss sllenced her. Ha was
taking her bundles, Behind him,
In the gloom, an aproned figure
loomed.

*“Thin §s Dinah, Mrs. Weaver,
ma'am,” Tom sald, gravely. *“Di-
nah's going to elean up for us
every day, fix the things for din-
ner and whatever elss you llke.*
White teeth gleamed in a black
{::. Dinah's apron was spot-

“But Tom,” sald Gypey, lollow-
fpg him into the living roam.
“How on earth did you do it?
Where did yon find ber?"

He radiated the pride of the
efliclent male.

“l eame home early,” be eaid,
*“‘and whben I saw what a state the
place was In and realized what it
would mean to you every night,
I scared up the superintendent
and he sent Dinah around.”

“Won't it cut into our budget?*
Gypsy wanted to koow.

Tom waved this aside. Dinah,
he sald, would charge them $5 a
weelk for part time work—and
she was glad to get it.

Wearily Gypsy tossed the gmart
little hat on the daybed and fluffed
out her heir.

“Well, that's fine," she gaid.
“And now | must see aboul din-
mer."”

Tom restrainedl her,

“gShe'll got dinver tonight —
didn't I tell you? Three nights
s week—that was the arrange-
ment I made.”

“Darling. you're wonderful,”
Cypsy breathed.

“You're to rest until it's
ready,” commanded the wizard ol
affairs, masterfully. *“And after-
wards you're to look your pretti-
ast, becauss we're golog lo bave
callers.” T

Gypsy stared at bim, HEis man-
ner was a shade too ecasual, Her
suspicions were aroused.

“Not...not...,” Bhe refused
to say the pame.

“Yes, Vern's dashing In to spe
us,” Tom told her with berdl-
hood. "“EBhe's dylng to meet you."
{To Be Continued)

Flapper Fanny Says |

OUT OUR WAY

By J. R. Williams

You'vé Gor I'LlL NOT LEAVE
TO GET OUT THIS BACKYARD
IN THE STREET,] TILL T LEARN!
WHERE THERS | DO YOU THINK

MORE ROOM! | T WANT TO HAVE
YOUu CAN'T PEOPLE LAUGHING
LEARN TO AT ME—DR RUN
SWIM, IN A INTO SOMEBODY

WASHTUB!
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" BORN THIRTY YEARS TOO SOON,
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TR LLIAMS,
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BOARDING HOUSE

OUR

{¢ LOCKED ouT,
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THEIR HEELS

TREALLY

BLAME THE
MASOR=

" MEM-HEM-MEW—THE KNAVES {

THEY CAN STAY OUT AND COOL

HEAR US CALLING
HIM S HEY, MASOR!
—AW, CMON , QU\T
STALLING ~LET US
IN? -~ AW, LIS'EN=~

ARE THEY ‘P WELL,

0 HEM-HEH—~THEY

WOULDNT TELL ME GRUNCH WAS HARD
OF HEARING~ BUT LET ME GO ON TALKING
TO HIM UNTIL 1 GOT LARYNGITIS? 7/ 4

= HAW ~WELL,TM SOUND ASLEEP
N3t NOW, AND HAVE A DEAF EAR TO

THEIR CALLS FOR ME TO \ET 7~

AW, THAT BiG,
FAT TOAD ISN'T
ASLEEP/ HE CAN

WE'RE FROZEN?

ITLL TAKE A WEEK

’

A 0N, MASORY
3 /2 TH\S 1S QYDE
ok AN MACK S
£ WERE LOCKED
OUT ~COME ON
DOWN AN LET
ve IN{PLEAGE]

SALESMAN SAM

[Gee] | bon'T KNow WHAT | €ameE Y WELL, Yo BeTTER)
acTer | aLL | KiN REMEMRER IS
THAT My oA TIED THIS sTRING- ol ¢ | &N Ewo ouT)
Emcer Sos | woulol'T FERGET! L]
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fLEANE (T TO tE o PLay sare, KiTyl | Teo ancTier Y
Plece oF <TRiNG- To THWeT K\D'S OlHen. FilceR,so's
HE'D REMEMBER WY HE WENT Back Wome!

TIME M DIDNIT

SOMMY ? TakKE Ay CHANCES)

B

SHWE weoTe T

i

W
YOURE DOGGONE
RIGHT L1 CAN DO
ANTHNG YOU
CA® DO -+ AND

THINK NOTHING

GWAN, YA L1\, POND LAY WHY ,GAY -
WHEN 1 Whs YER SIZE ,1 WAS STIWL |
WEARIN' WNEE ERE.EC“E‘&.»'C;ORL‘:.M
SITTI 1N A WIGH CHAIR . AR STAYIN
NOOORS ON RAINY DAYS .

' i

ON’ 50,10W YA WONT TALK TO
ME 7 AL RUFFLED UP ,EW 7
WELL , YA AINT NEAR AS
SORE AS YOURE GON

v BE oo

—

&

WELL, LITTLE POONER, T RECHON i 1-1 GUESS
IT'S ABOUT TIME TO

SAY GOODBY, /A SO

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

CRACIOUS! LOOK AT ALL THE )
PEOPLE, OUT THERE To LISTEN

To Your DETECTOR ! IS SHE
ALL SET,
1 GUESS THEY MUSTVE FRECKLES

HEARD THAT You WERE IN
ToWN, PROFESSOR....1
IDUGHT THIS wouLDd £
A PRIVATE e
pEMoNsTRATION' ¥ TN

oksy! DlALS SET
NEAR [402..AND SHE'S
PLUGGED IN..GIVE
HER THE WORKS,

:ITJ

B
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AMAZING ..,
ASTouNDING !!!
[ THAT MUST BE
‘[ coLuMBUS
! 1

™ uar
DO You
SUPPOSE
1S WRONG
2

-

WE'LL HAVE
To WAIT
AND
see!!
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Dancers don't need Arma
make a revolution.

THE NEWFANGLES—MOM'N POP

By Cowan

7 WELL, JUDGE, TLL THINK

T“"’Ei m[? T OVER.OF COURSE,T'M
OUT TO SELL FOR
LOOKED

THE HIGHEST

(50 THEY THOUGHT THAT )
CITY FELLER MADE A
SAP OUTA ME,DID

‘ THEY

N FRONT OF ALL WS
GANG —WHAT A LAUGH A
THRT MUST HAVE nEN‘..

T WAS BUT WAIT )
UNTIL T PULL “TME
FINAL GUFFAW ON
HiM -LISTEM TO

)

(VELLO, 15 THIS WINDY KUMNT )
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I'D LIKE T0 SEE YOu




