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/ are married om  the
ay ms LILA MOTALING
, NLISN but  Lila's

is n woclely evemi while

in wi wle
:-u within %'n {nrome.
kewps her tenching uniil
learme sho in th have & bnby,
David'n birth she v ex-
Ir .hwr. earing for kim and
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oF Rome,
Foem is freguenily awny b
puing  anil ﬂm wunprein  he
_nm:ir!!loi in ZHA GHAY, One
¥ e mees them golog te jlunck
thgriher. Nhe fn heart-braken and

to laten to hin explana-

s ﬂt canlranes ta Gypsy that
she intends to diveree Derek nud
3-"" MARKO BROUGHTON,
er and alder,
y'= father la seriously le-
in m mpior accident and ahe
Tom rush 1o the Merell hom
Sengwhile Lila tells Derek
wants a diverce.
KOW G0 ON WITH THE STORY
CHAPTER XXXIV
“ B8 GRAY o sce you.™ Thoe
automatie announcer on Tom
Weaver's deak parroted thed words
and Tom, frowniog. snidi “Laot her
cemo In.”

The girl who prosently appearcd
on the threshold was daazling in
bor morning freahnesa, Her gold-
and-white, rather flashy good looks
wore admirably sel off by m brown
tallored suit, fultlesaly cut. The
guardsman’s hat of gleaming brown
straw was worn at a perilons angle.
VYera, Tom reflected, had always
known how to wear clothes. She
was the type that young men still
prtlesnly describe as a “knockout.”
moraing!” She settled
eomdartable chalr
sailed ot Wm
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Bverything this girl

Vaslck ot last,”
tafiod smike.

showed interest.
conkn't. Even
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hola piways bean a hard
man to see,” Tom sald
. "Vamped him, eh?™
wonldn't say thal” - Her sl
very kugh tinkled dn modesty.

“Lawrence'll be pleased.” Tam
pwerved lo his chair, staring oul
over the roofs.

*You should have had that mc
pount, Tommy!” Her volce toock on
warmer notes and she lald a hand
leove.

s your business! Glad
a young girl gt along.” He

ajF
!

B
3

¥
§§E;§
:
|
g
3

that day and Mr.
do remembering me back at
the Boston office and asking how
I'd like to try my hand at the New

EE
i

was!” Tom's volce
pounded enthusinstlo enough but
there were littlo lines around his
oyes. He looked tired.

“And 1 was just mad to come
down, of course. Who wouldn't
be?" Vers demanded. It was the
chance of o lifetime.”

"Well, you're making good.
Who esays you're net?' Tom
spoke heartily.

“f love it here. . . ." Yora
stripped off her gloves, rising.
"T've got Lo pet some letters off. I
guppong you're golng downstairs to
lunch st about one?”

- - -

young man showed signs
of embarrassment. “'Matter of
fact, I'm not,” he told her, "I've
got to see o man uptown and I'm
“grabbing & eandwich, Besides
I'm keeping In close touch with

the house."

“'‘Something wrong?" She Wiied
her eyebrows delicately.

“Gypsy's father,” ho explalned,
“Au'? secldent. Heo's m & bad

YOk, too bad!" She was red-
dealng her Mps mow., The tone
wai perfunctory.

“I'm all cut vp about it," Tom
stated with finaMty, *Very fond
of Mr. Morell. He's opo grand
guy. And of course Gypsy's
frightfully npeet.”

“Mmm . . . I can Imagine™

Bhe stood fHrresolute In  the
doorway and he made mo move lo
detain her.

“Wall, I'll be seelng you.”

But after ghe had gone, deav-
ing & faint, inescupable trace of
scent on the air, he put his head
In his bands and gronned & little.
Gypsy and Yern! Gypsy and
Vera! Ol and water, these two
petures ware. He liked the girl
—gouldn't help admiring her en-
terprise. She was a smart busi-
ness womnn amd awlolly feml-
plne In the bargain, He'd been
hoping she'd go back to Boston
but ahko bud told Lawronce she
dldn't want to—so that was that!
When she bad come into the office
A faw months ago thelr old friend-
ahip had renowed itself. Hang it
all; » man conldn’t be a bloom-
Ing prig! He couldn't say to a
glyl he'd known so long, "l'm ter-
ribly sorry but I'm married now.
[ can't pasa tho time of day with
fOU any more'

No, he couldn't do that! And
ab flrit he had been afrald to
mention to Gypsy the faot that
Loawrence (taken with Vern's
good lovks) had glven hor o Job
In the same office. OGypsy would
have been susplelous.  Women
waore funny that way. Well, he
hadn't mentioned the matter and
Vera hnd helped him to land that
sllk swecking nccount, He had
lind to see her out of hours; they
bad both entertained the space
buyers. Why lhadn't he told
Oypey then? Ho couldn't exactly
oxplain. Was it possible he had
onjoyed Vora's society as o woman
rathor than a co-worker? Darn it,
she was attraotive; she was good
fun. Gypsy had been ten times
more amusing, more doellghtfal,
but thot was in Uho early days,
the pre-David dayu,
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spomed & plty motherhood
had to take much & grip on

& women, Tom reflected, stufl-

hin pipe. David was (mpor-

of course. He was the son

I olt, an adorable merap of
‘But Gypey had altered

. | with me,

“I'm going == far as Times
Squaro,” she sald, lightly. “FH
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trail along If you don't miod™

“0. K., lady." 3

Bhe tucked hor bag wnder eme
tallored arm mad tripped along
beside him, ber ligh hecls click-
lng. Tom was conscious of ad-
mirlng glances as they threoaded
the moon day crowds. No doubt
about Ib, she was a good-looking
girl, Funny she badn't married.

| Ot course she was always raving

about a earser but Tom had no-
ticed that other girls who talked
the same way plunged beadlong
Into marriage when the famcy
took them, And Vera had lots of
beaus. There was always some
johnny on the telephone asking
her to dance ond dine and what-
not.
. e
HEY bad to walk two blocks
te the hooded subway en-

trance, jostling people as they
went and dodglog taxis at the in-
tersections. The ride uplown
with the swaying ecars hurling
{hemselves forward at breakneck

SALESMAN SAM

By Small

ENCEPTOUR SPECIAL LINIMENT AMD

/Cooxm’ over T BoOKS, SAM, 1EWD ) YEAR 1D sicees!
TUAT hOST eN'Ry THING (N OUR DRUG ¢ YA TAKE KITTY
DEPARTMENT 1S MONIN'UP TO SULEF, /OUTRA THAT DEPA LT
MENT, AND LET
H*(bmc,-m.l\{ REMEDY FER TMAT 7 ’j DUNK RUN AT @
———

WHY, THATS TH FIRST TIME |
EVER HEARD YA BOOST DUNK,

AND KNOCK KiTTY |

N GOT 1T IM Fﬁ.-\
VERSE, DU22!

LET OUMK wmT oM 'emn
J l —
— ="

(WHEM KATTY WiiTs oM PronLE)
HER SHLE (5 A5 GOODAG A |
ToNLC = S0 THERE'S NO SALES

Ly

WATCH TH' LINIMENT moNES

WE'LL GINE ANNDOoY A )
PN tN TH NECK |

(L /
£ 1uBa T A B

speed through the t 1g, made
conversation impossible. Just be
fore the Times Square station wa»
renched the girl touched his arm
lightly snd sald, “Get out here
Tommy, and have a
chocolate malted. It will onls
take & pec. 1 partlcularly wan!
to ask you something."”

it would have seemed churlish
to refuse. He could have his zoda
fountain drink: le could go o
uptown without feeling gullty. It
was n matter of business—Vera
was always demanding his ad-
vice. Gypsy, far away and In
trouble, would neither know nor
be hurt.

They climbed on twin stools
at a gleaming white and chromi
um counter. All about them was
the paraphernalia of the modero
drug store, the books, alarm
clocks, costumed dolls, rubber
goods and nosegays of lollipop:
which form the background for
one lone, lost eounter wher
chemists ply their trade.

“What 1 want to know,” Ven
demanded gayly after a whin
coated youth had taken the)
order, “what 1 want to know b
what have 1 done to moke you
mad at me? Why don't you like
me any more?"

“Ma?" Tom stared. ¥You'n
crazy, girl. 1 think you're &
whiz."

Her curved smile had s tings
of wistiulness, “That sounds
good,” she told him, “but you
haven’t been a bit friendly late
ly. You've been — well, just
horrid."”

“What ts all this about?" Tom
took & sip of fce waler and tried
to make his humor hearty.

“I must have done something
—sald something,” Vera offered
plaintively. "I wish you'd tell
me, I'm so fearfully hurt about
A
“Maybe I'm crazy,” Tom eald
good-oaturedly “I don't know
what you're driving at, 1'm not
mad at yow. You haven't dom:
anything lo annoy me, and shal
we talk about somelhing sise?

Her eyes were dewy. “Bure
Tommy 1"

“Absolutely!”

“I'm o terribly glad,” she
whispered softly. “Because you
know whut it's alwoys meapt to
mae, having you about, don't you
Tommy "

The man's heart sank. What
wisd ho lotting himsall In for now?

{To Be Continmed)

Flapper Fanny Says i

Higher-ups are often looked to

for the low-down.

¥ N
T JUST AIRT 1 MY
LINE = NANYROW ,
BOOTS 19 DIFF RINY ~—
SHES SENSBLE
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SRY, POP~1N TR OL DAYS,
WHAT'D TW' Bovs DO
FOR THEMSRINES ,IN |
TR WAY OF ROMANCE ?

-
WELL MY BoY,
WHEN WNGWT
HOoD Whe
FLOWER ,TREY
USED TO TIGWY

ANOTHER

[ W TRED or
FIGHTIN' «BEIDES,

oot Mewnon HANDS
T ME ~ LVE Wok

TOO MANY OF ‘EM,

ALREADY!

WL UL AT, .
O 1B WY WEA MEAVICE,

=

WASH TUBBS

SC L7 wids THAT THROWING
d UP TIN CANS FOR HER?Z

/1 GIVE UP,SUH. WE PUT ON A DANG GOOD RODEO FER THAT ) (Cow- \[ TS A LOT OF FUN. WHYY
MISS LANE, AND LOOK! SHE UPS AN' WALKS OFF WITH A SHOTGUN ".f.‘ﬁé'%“ DON'T NOU “TRY e
EASY. oK, THRAOW up

THIS LITTLE ONE.

By Crane

{THEMENS ABOVE! WHY,

YOU USED OMLY A REVOLVER,| THATS RECALSE YOU] Go0D Boy!

| w0 e T EVERY TIME.

1 RECKOM, MAM, Y GooD BOY h

DION'T THROW T
VERY HIGH.
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By Blosser

1 ASKED MR.HEIL IF HE
WOULD LET ME KEEP MY JOB,
IF L PAID FOR THE OIL THAT
DISAPPEARED...HE TOLD ME
HE WOULD, BUT THAT T
WAS WORTH A LOT OF

DO You SUPPOSE
MR.SCUTTLE WoULD
LEND You THE

( 1 OFFERED To PAY

| HIM 7% INTEREST AND

| PAY HIM BACK A LITTLE
AT A TIME .. MR, HEIL

WAS GOOD ENOUGH Tb

PROMISE To ENDORSE THE

NOTE.... BUT SCUTTLE

TURNED ME,. DOWN

I SAW
HIM THIS
AFTERNOON

1S5 50 MEAN, HED BURY A
KHNIFE N YOUR BACK AMD,
THEN HAVE YbU ARRESTED
7 FOR CARRYIN CONCEALED
WEAPONS !/

[TIZENS BARRICADED HOMES AMD
MADE QEATH T2 ANY

e 7

e
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(AR)EN HID IN EVERY PLACE VERY
IMAGINABLE AND THE \WUOLE

AM ARMED CAMP

PRECAUTION WAS TAKEN,

TO PROTECT THE INNOCENT
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