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POSSIBLY WE CAN
CYCLE oUT TO IT,

DIDNT TELL YOu THAT
1 OWN A 6OLD MINE |

SO I SLIPPED UP AND
CAUGHT A HANDFUL OF

YOU'VE QOT A

BIG FIGHT ON WATCH TH MASOR

START WINDING

Lila ltted her beautiful eyes in

| (o't tros, Mat) he's really "ll'lrko‘? I have a messago for
& man for me, Gypay. Ho under- | 0% 1V Tather Wporiant. Whe | o T E 15 STANDY) (| OH, NO! YoU CANT (DO YOU SUPPOSE WE & TOO LATE To THINK ABOUT THAT, NOW-. AND IT MIGHT INTEREST You R
. s me. Dorek never did. He [~ SLE% , A TeRRiBle ) ING OVER You BACK OUT, Now...YoU'LL COULD GET SOMEONE To | THE PAPERS ARE SIGHED.THE PLACE | To KNOW THAT W DIDNT Asi 3
. t lke our Mte mor my |l 't the recelver on th PRICE To Asic & WITH A GUN...YoU TAKE THIS CHECK 1.r LEND US SOME Mokgy, ( IS MINE! AND IT MIGHT INTEREST FOR IT! IT WAS THE PARROT, A
| SN ot Auyshing » hook. The man waltlng for his a8 DONT HAVE To PAY || pemempen WE MADE To BEVELOP THE OlL Yol To KNoW THAT 10 HAVE GIVEN HERE, THAT ASKED FoR #10,000.. FUNNY 100,
| It's really mone of my busl- | yurn at the booth stared ourk FORTH IT! LETS JusT : THAT'S BUBBLING U | You $15,000 For IT, BUT You | TD HAVE SOLD OUT FOR FiVE ISN'T 1T 9 J
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W |lovely., And, ¢ I want : )
NTh s MARED |10 puy for ‘that elty calll” PHOEBE " --BY JOVE, AND TOBACLO
Whom they meet at | Gypay domurred. The wholo TM GOING OUT THERE PLANTATION “ HE LOOKS
home, thing wmado her feel m party to & LIKE S0FT
some sordld affalr. Why was she You WER

en  of the
IFl In which he and Lila
e, This ‘--m Liln_ nnd she

arke Dioughton's at=

| the mommilag following =
lom evening nt howme Gypay
py et il oo gl
m her » cloms but onnnet
m' Rome a L]
ol Tom nt lunch with a
in wore It must
GRAY.

NOW GO ON. WITH THE STORY
COHAPTER XXVII

} B’G‘l‘ before Gypsy had a chance

to face Tom with what sho as-
sumed was plain evidence against
kim pomaothing bappenod.

Lils came.

Oypey was just ecarrying the
baby's luncheon mpstairs. Clytie
had ¢ooked it and there remalined
Dow only the task of seelng that

\ David tucked it away as his

mother palnstakingly spooned it
into his small mouth. He was
having a few spoopsful of purced
earrots and some beef juice,

Qlytle came panting after her.
*There's a lady asking for you,
Mils' Gypay. Sho says she'll come
wp i you're busy.”

Clytle produced a thin, Ivory
solored card., *'Mrs. Derok Bliuy™

“0Oh, bring her up, of courss."
trowned. How odd—how
extromely odd!

Lila rushed in upon her a mo-
smont later, filling the big, bigh-
celled room with scent and a feel-
Ing of excltement. The shades In

#0 the top to allow every bit of
moralng sun to stream in. It lent
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mont, Gypsy.”
It you'll wait until I tuck this

young man away,”
doublin

stieky 1ittle face and hands
trundled him off into her ais-
cublcle where, In a paradise
drawn shades, he collapsed
that divine, untroubled sleep
small babyhood. Gypsy, drop-
s lght kiss on his downy
eavied him,
*I wonder i you would do
othing for me,” Lila began
mealtatingly, “I—I'm in rather a
dam, Gypsy. The fact is—well,
I can trust you; I'll tell you the
whole thing, Marko and I are
golog to be married—as soon as
§ can get a divorce”
Gypsy simply looked at her and
Edla had the grace to flush,
“on, I know what you mean,
@ know what you're thinking,"
sald with some heat. *“But

mess,” Gypsy said with distaste.
“But, einco you tell me about it,
porhaps I may say I think you'ro
making o great mistnke.”

“Bay anything you like, think
anything you lke,” Lila urged in
& soft, wheedling volce. *But do
something for me, darling.
Thore's & good girll I was driv-
ing in from Fompton Lalkes and
suddenly I thought of you. 1 sald
te mysoif, You can trust Gypsy.
Bhe'll not glve you away.”

"Wall1" Gypsy was walting.
#he folt a Mlttle sick over tho
whole thing.

“F want to get Marko ot his
office,” Lila rushed on. “Tho
thing Is, I don't want to call my-
welt, The operator knows my
volee—naturally, Marko advises
mo to be careful. Wa don't want
any seandal. You call for me,
darling; glve my message. That's
all I pak. Then I will go stralght
away and not bother you any
more, But don't judge me too
harshly, Gyps, This thing just—

"Yﬂl koow how those

‘words recallod Gypsy's own
hllnu and shs frowned, *I

ally turn ot woll,”
~ally turn out w
moothly. “Like yours, for in-
08, People with the same in-
ts — tho same ideas,” Bhe
d hior hand to iluntrate what

[I57°% ot marter
vo the task over aud

a vague smile, “Tell him that I'll
be at the Ritx at five, the usual
ploee,” who sald slowly, “Say 1
couldn't possibly get away belore
and that 1 wasn't able to wire
Too many poople nbout. Bay 1
got the flowers and they were

dolng this for Lila? Why didn't
sha rofuse? Ah, bul when ihey
hnd been little girls together
Lila had dono many charming and
graclous things for hor. You
didn't refuse your friends favors
just bocanse they behaved in a
manner you considered unbecom-
ing.

I can't do It now. I'l bave to
walt until Mother takos her nap,”
Gypsy explained. Lila had to be
satlafiod with that. S8he had, she
sald, an appointment at the hair-
dressor's in am hour and the
chauffour (a now ono) wonld just
be able to make It So she went
away, lovely and suave and just
a lttle amug.

About this time Tom was rising
from his desk in the office and

glancing at the cloek to make sure
he would be able to catch the
forry which connected with the
1:57 traln at Jersey City., He
was anxlous not to misa it. Gypsy
would bo walting and she had
seomed oddly touchy recently
about small thinga. When ho was
Iate she seemed suspiclous and
bitter, not like her old sell at
all

The telephone rang as he
rosched for his coat and one of
the stenographers in the outer
affice answered It

“For you, Mr. Weaver.” She
was a toothy girl In blue with
a friendly alir, and he smiled at
her. For the thousandth time the
stenographer reflected what an
enviable position Mr. Tom Weav-
er's wite bhad. Some girls had all
the luck.

Tom held the telephono. cradle
close and said hello. His sxpres-
slon changed slightly, took on a
griminer aspect.

“Borry,” he sald, "I can't make
it. I'm just leaving."

. - -

EVI.DENTLY the person at the

other end was Importunate,
because he had to repoat his ex-
cuses over and over. When he put
the Instrument downm he looked
very grim indeed. The girl in
blua wondered mildly what had
happened to upset him, That
woman — for It was a woman's
volea that bad msked for him—
murt have been a pest of some
kind, It wasn't like Mr. Weaver
to go for the day without saying
good-by.

Tom's long legs cleared the dls-
tance betwesn subway and ferry
bouse quickly. He was panting ns
the boat nosed {ts way ont of the
slip. This commuting was no easy
job, bhe thooght, watching the
water glide past. He uid Hke,
for Gypsy's sake, to have a honse
somewhere near Blue Hilla She
could see the family oftener then.

‘| Maybe she wouldn't be so Ionely.

Bhe was cooped up in that apart-
ment all day with no one but the
baby to talk to. It wasn't much
fun.

For all his haste, ho missed the
train ho had tried to eatch. It
was moving oot of the station just
ns he rushed through the stile.
What rotten luek! Thore wos a
walt of half an hour before the
pext one and Gypsy would be
meeting him with the car. Bhe
might think he was not coming at
all It was not his fault; a chaln
of circumstances had led up to the
telephono eall, but it would be
difficult to explain all this to
Gypsy. Bhe would not understand,
might not even listen,

He went into a telephione booth
and gave the number of the Mor-
ell house. It would help matlters
it he caught Gypsy before she
left for the station. She would
know he was on his way. As he
waited he whistled soflly. Suraly
be was making a mountain out of
s molehill. Gypsy was normally
the sweetest and most reasonable
belng imaginable. Whatever he
bad done or had falled to do she
would forgive and understand.

He heard a buzzing, the opera-
tor's volee. Then Gypsy's elear
tones came to him, He amiled,
was just about to speak, but real-
ized im time that be had broken
into a commection.

Gypsy sald very distinctly,

ously. “Faollow looked mighty
funny to me," he sald later to
bhis companlon. *“'Looked as If
he'd had bad news.”

(To Bo Continued)
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; HIS PANTS

You WANT

IN TH' POOR!
HE'S RIGHT HERE-DO

HIM?

NOUR HANDS! TURN
HIM LOOSE-KEEP
HIM ouT!
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YES *~IN COLORADO -
LOCATED IN THE VERY
HEART OF THE GOLD
SECTION =AND IT 16
CALLED ' THE WTTLE

=~ AND,HON WOULD

]
5 WHEN THE SNOW MELTS!
P You LIKE To

FOR A HOLIDAY,
WHAT P—H\ ShY,
MYJTOR ,"AVE You
STILL 60T THE HUGE
CATTLE RANCH

TR THICK YARM
AROUND HIW,TO
BUY A SLICE OF
TH' GOLD MINE )

TINE FOR
\ LING

TELLING ME
HABOUT 1IN

WAITING FOR
HIM TO PULL
THIS OUT OF
THE BAG = )

Flapper Fanny Says I

A pat on the buck ollon helps
n glr] to put on a good front,

SALESMAN SAM

‘BoNaNAS AN & BIG DAGH

/T WARNA SACKA FLOUR, A Baca SPUDS, ) AR' | SUPPOSE )
DOZENA EGGS,LOATA BREAD, cANNA / V& WaMT all
corM, BAGA SALT, HALFA DozEM of {

THAT STUFE DE-
LWERES!\Ts QuTE|
& LOT FER YOUTO

carey |

COOK\ES)

By Small

(aw; TH BAMANAS AM' CoOKIES'LL (
BE GOMNE. LONG BEFORE | 6IT HOME'

oKey ! o' vere's )
A NIcE sleafPLe
FOR A - Be suRe
A WRTCH ouT FER
TH worms!

[ C SAY, | 60T ENOUGH Th bo| LT ‘et Water ). )
— OUT FER’ THEMsEWEs| "
—u_-‘._.____,_- =
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e 600D! HE ASKED ME

1 WAS CRDING HOPWOOD TODAN=-|| 1 DONT
PERHAPS 1 Wae A BT ROUGH OW
HiM LAST MEWT = AND , DO You

HNOW WHAT HE &M 7 GET THYS,

X HAD BUER BEEM N Loue !
ME A MARRIED MAN -
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By Martin

WELL , THAT 1S TO SRY,
NOT 1IN LOVE L\WE
KE =+ T MEAN = You
SEE = 0N, RANG T

OPAL=WAE NOU SEEN WOPLI000 2 TWiT
YOUNG WHELP WAS cALSED ENOLUGH
DISTURBANCE ) MY - DOMICILE

Yoo WERONT
BOTHER TO

ENPLAIN ==T
UNDERSTAND

PERFECTLY

WASH TUBBS

OF THE Ci

1S5 LAME, ALONE, MEETS WITH TTHE APPROVAL
OWBOYS.

(" [/ THEM? OW, you DON'T SAYT Y
THEM'S BISOM. WHY, THEY LOOK
JUST LIKE BUFFALOJ
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HER GUESTS ARE PUT DOWN AGJ
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FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

PLACE, MRS,

FORGET THE

A VERBAL
AGREEMENT !!
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FROM THE GROUND
IN THE BACK YARD,

ONLY ASKED FOR $£10,000.. THATS
FUNNY, ISN'T

HUNDRED...»

FOOLED BY .
WUNDY! DON'T | NEVER WAS

V(7R (MewFanGLE, |)
g M\ EH? Oy
| 3

WELL . YOu SEE ¥ YOURE WOLDNG
THAT  WHILE I'M GUING Yo A 0
DEMONSTRATION ,YOU CAN'T SLAM

N (




