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friemfl who lives on Lomg Islawd
lonns the Weavers hin home,
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two wecks now and 1ife had taken
on & diftront hue. Was it possible,
CGypsy thought, awakening In her
narrow green bed, looking out at
the interlocking branches of ap-

ple troes just beyond her window,
g {t possible that 14 days ago

had been possessed by o very
madness of despalr and alcknesa?
The air of this place renowed her,
Bha sang about her work now,
Everything was fun—marketing
In thoe littlo car, boiling fat lob-
stors until they were searlet,
stoaming clams for Tom's dinner,
ptringing boans in the deep-cush-
loned ewing in the garden.
Yea, it was a new Gypsy who
moved about the bare, ncat lttle
Yooma, Bometl r

in the ev ng:
It 'was ¢ool enough to have a fire
bighted on the hearth and nelgh-
bors dropped In, friendly people
who lived down the road and
wanted to phare thelr largesss of
flowers and mdvice with the new-

comors.

Gypsy flled the vases with
Sowers, Bhe dusted and sewed
nnd read, all with a full and happy
heart. Lite was glorious and
eomplete,

One afternoon she was sitting
in the garden swing, shelllng peas
foto & wooden bowl, happily plan-
ning a dinner of chops and salad
and custard, when she heard the
purr of an expensize motor In the
drive. She looked up hastily to
seo an expensively shod and stock-
inged fool emerge from the ton-
neau, and threw her apron over

barsell from doing It 1

Presently the clack of high!

heels sounded on the flagstone:

.| walk and Gypsy rose to greet her,

visllor. Her eyes widened.

“Lila, my Jdear] However did
yon find mel”

Hor eallor was exquisite In

. white—aimplo and perfectly made

| frock of dull crepe with a Little

¢ [ Jacket, white hat atilt on her shin-
o golden waves,

“I rang up your apartment and
the operator told me."” Lila was
glanclng about her with apprais-
fng eyes, taking it all in, the
pleasant, rather shabby garden,
with no pretension about ft. !

Gypsy cleared a space for her
on the swing, pushing books,
vogetables and bowl aside. “But

; mow nice to see you,” she sald.
_ “I've been wondering where you
were and ph:t you were doing.”

- »

ILA was thin, petulant, rest-

= lesa. iler eyes roved, her con-
versation was gay and morbid by
turns, Things were dull, she sald.
Everybody had gonoe abroad.

. There was abeolutely nothing to
' {o. Through her discourse wove
thread of discontent, aithough
happenings she sketched

ded, to Gypsy's simple soul,

ling enough. The garden
(party at the Tewksburys, the fete
st the Chisholms, the bathing,
toa-ing, dancing existence that

El the sum of Lila's dally round.
“My dear!” she murmured in-

ulgently, “You have no ides—
slmply have no Idea how|
y it is. Sometimes I think
1’1l run away to Majorea, to Ball
‘jor somo pluce where one doesn't
¥a to see people . . . '
Now it was Gypey's turn to be
used,
“] hear those places are
wded, too,” she sald with a
leasant laugh., To distract I-lll.[
offered a promise of tea. Sha|
ad bought some little cakes in
s villoge that morning, pink
d white ones, Jooking like cakes!
& children's party, These she
her caller on a tin tray
groen, with tha lee clink-
delightinlly in the amber
od.
“ 1 %“rhis {s—nles,” Lila offered,
}hrlus anide her gloves, her expen-
ve-looking bag, to accept the
late Gypey offored. “You're a
comfortable sort of person,
o you know that, my dear?
fThore's wsomothing about this
igarden, slmple an it 48, . . " She
~did not finlsh the tenge, but

HEY bhad been established In
tha little blue-rooted house for

stayed on.

ingly away.

man's moods. She, hersoif, didn't
belleve In It. Men ought to real-
fre—her fathor always had-—that
the woman, tho wife, was the im-
portant cog In domestlc affalrs,
She was tho one to be pelted,
amused, made happy, It was the
man’s business to make as much
money as posslble, to surround
nis wife with lovely things, glve
her the setting ashe deserved,

contented with a hoarth and blue
aprons and s rickety litle ear.
She had to have life, movement,

—
eolor, - What was 1t Marko had
sald to her the other mnight:
“You're llke some wild bird . .
bird of paradise, flashing by.™
Marko sald things like that, made
yom fecl young, precious, infi-
nitely desirable. She sald abrupt-
1y, “Marko's wonderful, Isn't he,
Gypry? I wonder you ever had
the courage to refuse him* -
Gypey looked up, surprised.
“Why, yes, I suppose he ls, But
marriage . . .™ Her volca tralled
away, her eyes were on the glossy
follage of tha Clandiua Pernet
roso bush just under the lving
room window. Marrlage with
Marko Broughton! Out of. the
question, her rebelllous heart
sald, Marriage meant Tom and
shared simple meals and apricots
in a green bowl _ g &
“Why, I eonldn’t have married
Marko," Gypsy said wonderingly.
What was Lila thinking of?
Lila shrugged her shoulders. Tt
was none of her buslpess, aller
all,
“Hilda Blanchard often asks
about Tom," she sald carelesaly
after a moment. “'She thonght he
wns mervelous looking. Hilda's
o bit of a devil," she added admir-

Ansty: o a8 NEET

YPSY felt the color rise In her
cheeks, She knew it waa fool-
ish to care. It was horrid, too, to
ba so possessive, bul ehe Jjust
eouldn’t help it, She hated that

| girl who had behaved w0 ont-

rageously at Lila's dioner party.
“Bhe's very attractlve,” was
Gypsy's contribution. _ .,
But Lila had already forgotlen
Hilda in soms recital of a real
or fancied grivvence. Did Gypsy
remember the Ranson Howea?
Well, they had been at Newport
—ithoy didn't go to Maine any
more—and Ellen H bad rung
her up to say they'd like to come
down to luncheon. They had all
descended, bag and baggage, a
week before, with four dogs. “‘My
dear, ean you belleve It? Four!
And Noggine (that's my new
chow) was in a beast of a temper,

(|T was & wreck when they pulled
oat.” i

Gypsy llstened, agrecd, nodded.
Bhe had a feeling that wunder
Lila’a chatter there was a deep
undercurrent of restlessness, a
hidden meaning. Lila was talking
at random. She didn't really care
t'hmht:: Howes did, nor how long
ey stayed. S —

It all pecmed very peily and
shallow and (in spite of the elec-
triclty mnd glamour) rather sad.
Lila's life was one yallant pursuit
of pleasure and apparently she
seldom achieved her nim. Gypsy
enjoyed the unwonted sensation
of feeling sorry for her friend.
The contrast between them was
great: ons thin, brown, eager,
with mpricot tints fn her cheekn
and lambent lghts in her brown
eyes; the other willowy, elegant,
scented, all In purest white, with
rings on her slim fingers and paint
on her lovely, restless, unhappy
mouth. And yet, of the two,
Gypsy felt the richer—the more
content.

At long laet, LYa rosa to go.
She would be slain, she sald, when
she arrived bome. There were

|| Euests for dinpner and she hadn't

ordered the flowers, Koto would
be in vile humor. He always was,
With outflung hands, Lila im-
plored Gypsy's sympathy on this
polnt. “Servants, my dear,” she
sald, with raleed brows, “Ber-
vants!” vy

Bhe seemed oddly TortN to go,
At parting she held Gypsy's hand
fondly. “I dida't tell you what
I came to siy,” ehe said 1o a halt

|| whisper. “I have somelking to

ask you. Most Important. But it
will have to wait.”
(To Be Continned)

Flapper Fanny Says I

{Gypry knew what gho meant. And
indeed the peace and simplicity.
of the place lafd cool bands upon
you, Thers was a sort of magle
thore, for those wise enough to
find It
Gypsy 1old her friond some-
thing ot the stress of the past
months; her foollng of weaknoss
~and misery, the heat of town,
thelr release when Tom had found
this plaee, Lila lald her long,
slim-fingared hand on her chook
and looked at the younger girl
with wide,r serious, econcerned
oyo,
“‘But my dear, why didn't youn
Iot mo know? Y¥ou might have
eome Lo up" F
~ Now she was moro Hko the old
* playmate Gypsy had played sand
- tag with on the beach In Malina
: many happy summaers. Sho had

. bof boredom and artificiality and
was simply nnother girl, sympa-
I‘hl“& slneere and loving.
. Qypay lnughed nloud at the ple-
ture of hernelf, in her old ging-
ml and dimitles, among Lila's

aweot
say that, but T didn't

|2 GADYSTAR R

The easler a girl s to look at
the harder s man looks,

$a leaye Tom, amyhow.'t |
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Tlm heat of the afternoon desp-
ened around them, Birds sang
In the bushes nnd a salt breeze
blew off the Sound and still Lila

Gypsy asked about Derek and It
seemed Lo her that his young wite
angwored hastily and almost cold-
Iy, that shoe tnrned her eyes fleet-

“He's all right. He's splendia,”
sho ndded most unconvinelngly,
What wan the matter with Derok
those days, Lila asked herself
with resentmont, He was alwaya
tired, taciturn, reserved. Yon
grew tired of playing up to w

Bhe wasn't like QGypay, to ba

[ g puran
e

I KNOW TH' FASTEST FRIENDS ARE MADE
ALONG OL' HARDSHIP TRAILS,

FOR TLL ALWAYS LOVE A MOUTH HARP
TILL THEY TUCK ME IN WITH NAILS.

HOME ON
TH' RANGE!

Ii"r

ill

SALESMAN SAM

(SoteTHINS TH' MATTER WITH ) WELL,WHY NOT ThKE
OUR SaFE, -sael-\l, \ can'T

W DAY RECEIPTS Hoey

WITH YA ? |'LL The ALONG

AS YeR' B0o0Y-GUARD!

ROPWOOD 7 MY
&osK | wot T'oolll
RIDE ME, WIAYA ?

NUISANCES

COME GIT YORE OUTFITS, BOYS. VAQUERO
MEXKING, CHAPS TO THE COWBOYS, 'N' SiX-
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE

SAY - WHO'S THE BOZO,
IN TALKIN' TO THE
MAJORT AT FIRST
GLANCE, T THOUGHT
IT WAS SHERLOCK
HOLMES HIMSELF --BUT
IT CAN'T BE, HE TOLD
OL' WIND-BAG HE WALKED
ALL OVER TOWN BEFORE
HE FOUND THIS

By J. R. Williams

OH, HE JUSsT
BREEZED IN [
FROM LONDONM. ¢’
PROBLY GOT [}
LOST IN THE

FOG, 1 HEARD
HIM SAY HE MET
HOOPLE IN HYDE
PARK, BACK

NOTICE THE
UMBRELLA HE
WAS TOT'IN'P
You'D THINK
HE'D MET MARTHA,
TOO -~ AND EXPECTS
A STORM TO BREAK
ANY MINUTE

—

=

=
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BOOTHBY HAS v
‘EM GUESSING. :

oL 0. . PAT. OFF, 313

SED
sTIcK 'em upl

| ALWAYS REMEMBER Nean ! waLl, THANKS FER

ONCE | SEE \'T

By Martin

-
WELL , HE OUGHTTM
BE USED TO VW, By
NOW , AFTER ™'

N/
COURGE NOT 1 MEAN
THAT 17 \&NT Wie
FAULT THAT HE'S
HERE | HE WAD NO
WY OF WNOWIN'
THAT SOMEONE WAS

[ ow,1 canY B RuDE
TO WM L AFTER A\,
1 DONT BLAME

—
EVERYWHERE 1 60,
REG THERE FWReT !
HE'S ARSOLUTELY TW
LATEST THING 1N

AN' LISSEN HEAM, YOU BLINKIN' HOOT OWLS—IF | Sk

COSTUMES TO TH
OVER-ALLE AFTER THEM EAMSTERM GUESTS &IT M

GUNS ALL AROUN,

N
N, HE'S FIRED)

o koY)

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

| UP ON THE STUFF
THAT'S OOZING

GROUND ON YoUR

ARENT You THE BovY |
WHO WAS GOING T
STARTLE THE WORLD
WITH A INVENTION
CALLED THE HiSTD-DE:
TECToRT AMD DIDNT
IT FAIL AND LOSE

LET'S SEE-SHALL T WEAR |

WHEN 1N DOUBT,
THIS FIGURED FROCK,OR f
BLAC NG

YOU CAN'T GO
WRONG Ok AN
BVENING DRESS

T

WELL , IF YOURE ALWAYS CONNECTED )
WITH UNSOUND BUSINESS VENTURES,
HOW DO Yol EXPECT ANYONE TO.
HAVE CONFIDENCE ENOUGH TO LOAN

BETTER FORGET THIS QET-RICH- ) TUATS A HECK
QUICK IDEA OF YoURS! START { oF A LoNg
SAVING YOUR MONEY:. A
DOLLAR A WEEK,. AND YoulL
BE SURPRISED How MUCH
YOU'LL HAVE IN TWENTY:

=

N it

By Cowan

HANEN'T TME UEART
PolL HER ENENING, BUT
WAIT Tl 'SHEI SEES oLp

T SMPLY HANE
T MRKE AN

NDY
KUHN Wiy ﬁaouww‘r
RITZIE ‘E o




