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CHAPTER XL
vmu mid, “I'm afraid It's

_aprajped.” She sald, “Its tor
eibly stupid of mo. That tricky
ankle, * She smlled wisttally
and bravely at the yvoung man be
aide her on the marble steps of the
groat station. The young man wore
an anxlous expression.

“The thing to do I8 to get you
to o taxl as qulokly as possible™
be told her.

“I'm frighttully sorry,” Vora sald
fa & small voles, He was halt carry-
ing her up the stalrs now. People
turned to look at them, the limping

girl and the bandsome fair
young man with the do-ordie ex:

proaslon,
“Nonsense,” He tried to Inject
some heartiness fato his volee

“You didn't do it on purpose.”

“Tommy, you're a darling!™ As
be seated himself beside hor in the
taxi sho turned to him impulsively.
Almost before he knew what was
Bappening 'a palr of warm lips were
prossed to his A

*I—I shouldn't have done that!"
Shoe was cowering in ber corner
now and sho looked as thongh she
wore about to weep.

*It—It jost happened™ Her Np
quivored

Tom wore the slightly bowildered
eoxpreaaion of a man who feals the
uitoation #s getting decidedly out
of hand.

“I'm so—s0 awfully fond of you.
Tom. You know that* The girl's
volee wout on confidentially, "Tt—1
wus just gratefol to you, you see.”

"Bure. Of course. I understand.”
He mumbled the words.

*Then it's all right?™

*Perfectly all right.” Did all men
feel such fools when they got them
selvea Into a bole, Tom wondered

*Now you mustn't bother about
poor little me” Vera murmured
when the cab drew up, with s
soreech of brakes, ot the brown-
stone house on n eide street. She
gave him a sidelong glance In
which coquetry nnd exasperation
were oddly mingled “T've kept you
too long alreads.”

Tom mnde the expected gallant
denial, As Vera got slowly out of
the cab her mouth twisted in o
grimace of pnin. That settled it
8he would have to be helped up
the stairs—all the way to ber apart-
ment. in fact. Three flights up

She bad made the plnce charm.
Ing and comfortable with deep
chairs and soft cushions. There
Were one or two olee prints to
black frames and there were rose
colored curtalns. (nto one of the
‘ehintecovered chairs the girl now
lowered her fragrant person, smil-
,,“2 whimsically at the man beside

“Thanks awfully. 1 don't know
why you're so good to me”

towered over ber. “Sure |

can't got you anything before

I go? Witeh hazel from the drug

store? Anything?™

“Never mind.” Her tone dripped

sollpity. “You're anxlous to be off.
I'll manage. Only s

"Only what?" Common courtesy

alone demnnded that he play up to

“It 1 could just have m teeny
drink? Her large eyes Inter
rogated him swiftly. “Everythiog's
in the lechbox—all but the applejack
which you'll eeo in a green bottle
on the kitehen shelf.”

He blundered into the small
nquare of kitchen and presently the
tinkle of lce could be heard. When
be emerged there were two tall
fronted ginsses on & small tray.

“You do yourself pretty well
nh-:." be sald. reluctantly admir.

“Well, | bave to,” she sighed
“There's nobody to worry about
poor little me, Never got you up
hors before, Tommy lnmb. It took
W sprained ankle to do L.

He glanced at her wsuspiclously
out hor expresslon was so guileloss
that he cursed himeelf for a chur
linh fool.

“Well, do sit down and have
your drink, anyhow” she cooed
“Clgaret? She pushed a shagreen
box toward him and Tom stretchiod
his long lege, relaxing in a deep
shafr, For the first time he reallzed
bhow tred he was.

They talked. Although the Inel
dent In the tax! was not again re
farred to. it hung, inpalpable as air.
botween them. Tom hnd a startled

, memory of fresh, warm, eager lips

0 bin own. The girl's curved smile
the intonations of her volee, ind|
sited she had not forgotten. The
Alr was electric,

AL Jast ho glanced at bis watoh,
Good Lord, | had po fden . ™
o sprang to bis fost. It wan 10
ninutes 1o 12, Gypsy would have
Mwon homie long winee, She had
planned to lenve eurly. What was
o thinking of?

“Dén't go, Tommy,” Vern sald,
putti a sllken hand on his arm
‘Don't! It's boen 0 nlee. I don')
kpnow when I shall get you to my-

“aolf agaio™

"Sorry. but I'm afraid I must.™
LI L]

., Hm cheeki were flusbed and ber | |
bright. *You mustn't,” she |

bboraly. “I've teen want
talk to you for ages |

cl«m.od to rou

to muke you

=
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What was she saying? He stiff-
onod, tried to carry it off with a
Inugh.

“Your tmagination s working

overtime, my dear. I'm perfectly
happy.”
“Ab, but you've changed so.

You're not the boy I used to know!
You're so merious . . . you seom to

naye so much responsibility, It's
not right”
Tom Inughod opoenly at thin

"You moan I've grown up! Well,
1 shonld hope 1 had. It was about
time,"

Sho shook hor bead. “No, that's
not i I—that girl k't the one
tor you, dear. It was l—you and I
wore meant for cach other. g

What appalling croatures women
were! Once they got a notlion into
thelr heads, there was no dislodg
ing 1t

*“You and | go separate ways now,
Vern,” bhe told her soborly. “"We
can be friends, of course .

She interrupted bhim. “Ahb, bat
that's exactly #f/ Woe can't. We
aren't any more That's what
burts.”

The whole thing was absurd and
Tom was suddenly weary of . He
put out his hand

"We'll talk about this some other
tima,” ho sald. "It's all pretty fook
Ish. You're tired and oversirained
1 dont know how this all started.*

She sat np, eyes flashing, bosom
heaving, “"Well, | do. Tom Weaves.
There's no use your hedging
There's something too blg bere for
us to ignorsa ["s swooping both
of us into—into—" she groped for
n word

Tom groaned inwardly, This was
what his drifting had brought him
to, his camual luncheons and con
ferences. He had found ber attrae
tive; he had emjoyed her compan
fonship. Now what?

Gently be said, *1 love Gypsy
There's no getting away from that"

“Yea, but , "

*“There lsn't any ‘but’ in my feol
ing for my wife™ Tom told her.
feeling like a prig and mot enjoy
ing It

“Your wifo doosn't mnderstand
you, darling, and you know .

*“Oh, rats!™ Tom grinned but she
was not to be turned aside thus

- - -

WQHE doesn't,” Vera Insisted

stubbornly. “She's domestic
and maternal and all that, and
that's fine—1 don't say it isn't. But
not for you. Not for you, Tom
Weaver! This bumdrum life 1»
killing you. It's a treadmill ¥ou
used to like adventure *

*1 still do.”

“Well, what about It? You'n
tied to a petty round. You canh
go anywhere, do anything.® He
vaice rose almost to hysteria. “Anc
it isn"t as if she cared anything
about you, really. Doesn't she gag
all over town with that engineer
chap?™

He reddened. “Leave Gypsy out
of his, pleasa!™

“1 won't do It" Her volee soft
ened and a wheedling note crep
into It “Tommy, you koow it

I'bere’s no use going Into it; you'rs
the only man I ever cared a siagl
sorap mbout Let's cut and rop—ge
to the [nr east. China. or soma
place. Let's have adventures. lwe
lite while we have Ht!"

Was ever man In so deadly »
situation, wondered Tom dimly
Seductively lovely was this woman
who beld out her arms to him.

“My dear. | tell you we'll bott
decide we this scena I
the morning Midsummer mac
ness, i

Somehow he got put into the haa
He ran down the three deep Oight
of stairs. The ridiculous side of the
whole thing flashed upon him anc
ne grinned ruefully to himsell as
he drew his first deep breath
Would anvone ever believe him 1l
concelvably, the Incident were de
scribed. He rather thought oot
What would the perfect knight d¢
it confronted with Vera In n storm)
mood? He didn't know but he felt
be nbnd behaved rather badlr
throughout it all

He hurried along, taking prodig:
ous strides. He wonld have to make
somo sort of excuse to Gypsy. Bet
ter not let her know anything abou!
the matter.

But when ne let himself quietly
Into the apartment it was not
Gypsy who came to grest nim. bu-
a drowsy and bedraggled Elsa

“¥a, | think you never come,
she maid dully. getting into he
black jacket “Mrs. Weaver shi
say she come home sarly | keeg
your supper hot till nfter 1L
o'tlock. T

Tom Ustened to her with nal
his mind. The other hall of it was
busy with his own annoyed reac
tions to Gypsy's absence How
dared Vern speak of her in connec
tion with Hunt And yet—and yet
it was after midolght She had not
returned,

{To Be Continued)

Flapper Fanny Says

OUT OUR WAY

By J. R. Williama | OU

S-5-5T ~ LE'S DIG A HOLE

LNJG.H NORE HEAP OFF.

1 KIN IMAGINE

ALONG SIPE ' BiG ICK, IT, WITHOU'T MEE -=HE E~
AN, WHEN HE WAKES UP, DIGGIN' ANY HAH= HAR!
HE'LL THINK WE'RE BURYIN'| HOLES~—1 WH ouLD
HIM ~~ AN' WATCH TH' LOOK | DON'T HEFTUH | SCRAPE HIS
ON HIS FACE ~— YUH'LL D& AMN HOLES, | EVES OFF

TO GIT A JOKE. /\ WITH A STICK,

" ME, NEITHERY

-

JTRWILLIAMS,
MR L& T O "'9)

R BOARDING HOUSE

Aptll 5, 1984
— L

By Ahern

PLAYED EVERY

GOLD MINE !

WELL , KID,THEY TELL ME YOUR \.
FRIEND BOOTHBY LEFT FOR HoME
THIS MORNING ! YOl CERTAINLY

MAGIC HARP TRYING TO PUT TH'
SPELL ON HIM TO INVEST IN YOUR

OL TECHNIGUE, MAIOR | wWHY, 1
SAW TH TIME WHEN

NOTE ON TH HOOPLE
YOU'RE LOSING TH'

YOU COULD WANE TH'
WAND OVER A GUY
LIKE HIM, AN

SHAKE HIM DOWN
TO BARE TW\ES |

‘BY GETS Y

AWAY UNHOOKED

' .“¢\'Tl/‘

N
N\ Ay

P

O (004 By e mimvsce inc

wosh N whaT W

ARE YOU BRAYING
ABOUTE THINK TM
PEGGING PEOPLE TO
INVEST A FEW HUNURED
PALTRY DOLLARS N MY
GOLD MINE , 50 THAT,
LATER ON THEY WILL

BE REPAID 'IN? )/‘

THOUSANDS

2

ill.lill.nlﬂ'

SALESMAN SAM

(o, U'D RETHER EAT VA WOULON'T STRING ME)
SPAGHET THAM oMY THING ;| WolloTa? HeY, D2y,
| Kuow o€l LOOKIT “THAT BIRD OVER
— Tuere! | FEEL SORRY
FER Hit|

(W' PocR Boon’s EaTIN' )
HiS SaLaD WiTh & SPOON.

~
MIGOSH, Sath, Wiy FEEL

sonry FER HIN?Z Ap-
PRRENTLY HE EnTaYs
EATIN' T THAT way |

JEAH, BUT Mow He'LL Have To EAT WIS
SOUP WITH WIS FORKI_

By Martin

Boore e

COME TO THE
CONCLOSION
THAT THE 1
OMNAY WY To
GET D oF ,
HOPWOOD 16 i)
FOR WER y
TO LEANE
TOWN e
AND exe's
LOSING NO
TIME 1IN
DONG 1T

&

. DARE

A TEKTER ME

b 10 WAUE BET 0N 1T —=Th' anaoow!
BEAT M TO TR' ARPORT, Vi

FOR THE APPOINT

S

———

HE DAY OF THE FAKE BANDIT RAID A'IZRNE&.J

THE BUNK HOUSE. IS DESERTED — THE COWBONS
\l:NFE RDDEN OFF, SUPPOSEDLY TO BE GONE ALLD,

@suno AND HIS SHEEPHERDERS, WAIT PATIENTLY

1SINK 1T TAKE
LEETLE SIESTA. ,‘/,‘z

ED HOUR , BEFORE ATTACKING

i3

HE GUESTS, NATURALLY,
SUSPECT NOTHING,

YIPEE] LET'S GO.)
p————y

2

G;‘D\

s

TR

TVRAA Y M BERVICE e T W RIS UL & PAT. 007

EANWHILE, FOUR WARD HOMBRES FROM THE BAD LANDS DASH
OUT OF A CANYON,TOWARD “THE UMPROTECTED RANCH HOUSE)

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

NO FooLINGT Say, 1
YOURE GONNA HAVE
A TOUGH TIME MAKING

. WHAT pID. You
G6EE IN THERE, KID?

A A 55

OIL WENT swe... SOME
ONE TAPPED INTO THIS A
TANK , UNDERGROUND ...

THERES A THREE«NCH

By Blosser

OH, NOT 50 TouGH!
T HAVE THE

EVIPENCE WRAPPED
UP; RIGHT N THIS

i

("IT MAY BE A PIPE,
ALL RIGHT, BUT T

DONT BELIEVE THAT'S ) A LOT oF THINGS
WHERE THE OIL WENT...
NO OME COULD TAP
THAT TANK WITHOUT
BEING DISCOVERED
TS NEVER BEEN
DONE BEFORE !

THERE ARE

IBN'T WORTH A THING! ITS

HAD BEEN

PROVING HOW THE OIL WENT, DOESN'T
PROVE WHERE IT WENT! Your Discovery

WHO WORKED ON A MURDER MYSTERY FOR
TWO MONTHE, AND ALL HE COULD
PROVE WAS THAT A CRIME

q

LIKE A DETRCTIVE

coMmiTTeD!!

~It's Lthe striking beauty who

makes the biggest hit,

THE NEWFANGLES—MOM'N POP

(@ne [riiam

PLACED ;

WS MEN | HE FITS TME
AT WELL-

HIDDEN SPOTS

ALONG THE

TMOW, LAY LOW AND LET
Hine  waLK
TRAP, S0 WE'LL HANE
HM  SURROUNMDED!

WTO oul

([ WHEN T GINE THE SIGNAL,

RusH HMI IF UE PULLS A GUN,
LET HIM UAVE \T] BE'S A KILLER)

SHSH--HERE HWE COMES-+~
KEEP Low!

MDD THE
UMSUSPECTING |
FIGURE WALKS

INTG THE

"
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