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CHAPTER THREE

Crosby kissed her. This time on
the cheek and tenderly. Almost
immediately the cab stopped.

“Why, we're here!” exclaimed
the girl. “Does the - place look
familiar?”

“Certainly does. Oh, oh—new
curtains! Gypsy, you should have
prepared me.for the shock. New
curtains! Otherwise I'd swear it
was yesterday that I left.”

She ran up the steps ahead of
him but before she could push the
bell ' the door opened. Mrs. O’Hare
in her best blue silk, her black hair
glorified by bobbing ringlets, ap-
peared in the hallway.

“Mr. Crosby!” she cried. “My, but
it’s grand to see you home again!”

“Thank you, Mrs. O'Hare. It’s
fine to see you.”

“And your old room is waiting
for you,” the landlady went on
crisply. “It’s had fresh paint and
8 new carpet since you saw it last.

“But never mind about that now.
Dinner’ll get cold! Come in and
let me take your hat and coat.
Everything’s ready, Gypsy. Come
right on to the dining room!”

There was a heartiness about Mrs.
O’Hare which swept all else before
her. Crosby and Gypsy found them-
selves in the rear dining room.
Other guests crowding about them.

“It’s a surprise!” Gypsy explained.
“Mrs. O'Hare wouldn’t let me tell
you. All the other roomers are
here.”

Hasty introductions followed. The
hostess led Alan to the head of the
table. “Youre to sit here, Mr.
Crosby,” she said. “Gypsy, you
take this chair on the left.”

The young man hesitated.

“I wonder—would you mind if I
made a telephone call?” he asked.

“Why, certainly not. You re-
member where the phone is.”

The others found their places
and the seconds dragged as, with
unusual formality, they stood wait-
ing. Two flery circles burned in
Gypsy McBride’s cheeks.

It must have been nearly five
minutes before the young man re-
turned te his place beside Mrs.
O’Hare.

“I'm terribly sorry,” he said sober-

me. Something unexpected has
come up. It's—it's a business mat-

“I know,” he said, “oniy—I'll teell
like a four-flusher. You know how
lucnlthinkltmeventogetul
$50-a-week job. I'm not ashamed of |

“But, Alan, dear, they're my
friends! And you know I do so
want to help you!” : !

Crosby leaned toward her. “You
are helping me,” he said “You
{have. I don’t suppose yeu - could

bost.
THE STORY | oyer realize how much you've done |

for me!

“Why, just looking at you and
knowing any one could be so beau-
tiful’ is something I cah’t quite ex-
press.”

Catherine Langley smiled serene-
ly. Compliments pleased her.

“Then you'll do just this one little
thing to please me?” she asked soft-
ly. “This one little : thing—for
me?n

The young man hesitated. His
dark eyes grew serious.

“Catherine,” he said earnestly,
“you know there’s nothing I
wouldn’t do for you! But don’t

you see the situation? TI've got to
work and make money. A lot of it.
Right away. Every cent I had-I
spent in France.”
 J t 4 t

HERE was silence for a mo-

ment. From beneath lowered
lashes Mrs. Langley studied the
tiny tip of a green kid slipper.

“You—you mean you think you
oughtn’'t to see me any more?”
Her voice was low, carefully re-
strained.

It brought Crosby to his feet and
beside her.

“Of course not!
can't think that! That isn’'t what
I mean at all. It's—oh, damn it!
Don’t you see that's exactly what
I don’t mean?”

The gold lashes raised for a fleet-
ing instant, lowered again.

“I'm afraid I don’t understand,
Alan,” said Mrs. Langley. “Sup-
pose vou tell me.”

He had taken both of her hands
in his. “But I can’t tell you!”
Crosby explained. “I can’t tell you
now. It's because you're so won-
derful yourself that money—all
these luxuries you take as a mat-
ter of course—seem unimportant.

“But they are important. And
they take money. That’s why I've
got to work. You'll let me come
to see you just the same, won't
you? Not at parties, Catherine, but
evenings when:we can be alone?

“Times when we can talk to-
gether the way we did in Paris!
That's the way you can help me.
You understand, don’t you?”

The vanity which was the chief
force in Catherine Langley's per-
sonality had been stirred. She
rajsed Crosby’s hand and touched
it gently to her cheek.

Catherine, you

ter. I hope you won’t mind?”
The young man smiled winningly. f
A minute later he was gone. |
] = o !
HE afternoon sunlight, pouring
into the southwest windows of |
Catherine Langley’s sitting room, |
sifted through curtains of pale gold |
gauze and fell in gleaming yellowi
pools on a carpet over which an- |
cient Persians had toiled.

Part of the sunlight caught in
the dark green draperies which
reached to the floor. Part of it fell
on velvet upholstery and fine
carved walnut.

And some of the sunbeams—a
particularly favored group—danced
about the titian head of Catherine
Langley who, at 84, still looked
young enough and lovely enough to
defy dancing sunbeams.

She was leanifig back against a
low, tapestry-covered <divan. Her
frock of sheer green crepe with deli-
cate embroidered traceries of gold,
had been cut and fitted by a design- |
er whose name was world famous. |

The glowing auburn hair, swirl- |
Ing with careless perfection and |
drawn back from the ears, was like |
a coronet.

Mrs. Langley’s aristocratic face

“I understand,” she
you are a dear boy.
enough?”

The gray-green eyes were guile-
less. "It was a part Mrs. Langley
had played frequently and she
played it well. Young men in the

said, “that
Is that

it—" {well. Then you can paint me. I

she said quickly. “Will you do me
a favor?”

“You know that I will”

She paid him with a smile. “Very

will pose for you any time you say.
The favor is that you afe to move
from that wretched downtown
rooming house. Remember, you've

“I'll' have to find a place as
cheap.”

“You can do that. There are a |
dozen neighborhoods to choose |
from.” i

“They’ve—they’'ve been awfully
nice to me down there.”

“Whom do you mean by ‘they’?”

“Why—the woman who runs the
place. The others who stay there.”

Mrs. Langley smiled. “That proves
you need me to see you're not im-
posed upon,” she said. “It’'s only
that T want you to be comfortable
so you can do your best work, dear. |
Is that so dreadful?”

He agreed that it was not. He
would move within the next few
days. Anyway before the end of
the week. _,

Crosby left the apartment with
the promise to return at 7 o'clock.
They were to attend a dinner party
with friends of Mrs. Langley.

E-3 id 2
YPSY MBRIDE spent tha.t'
Saturday evening in her tiny)
fourth-floor bedroom. She had]
waited downstairs until late after-|
noon when Alan came in. |

There had been a few words be-:
tween them and then Gypsy made
excuses. Something in a muffled
voice about meeting friends. No one
noticed that after the girl had
climbed the stairs to her room she
did not go out to dinner.

For three years now that room
with the sloping ceiling and two rear
windows had been Gypsy’¥ home.
She had moved to Mrs. O’Hare’s as
soon as she had been able to give up
the flat in Brooklyn after her father
died.

Jerry McBride’s insurance paid his
burial expenses, one month’s rent, a
few scattered debts and left $300 in
the bank. The city editor of the
newspaper on which Jerry had been
a copyreader for eight years gave
Gypsy the letter of introduction
which had brought about her em-
ployment as a typist by the Mac-
Namara Electrical Supply Company.

The business training she had re-
ceived in high school was meager
preparation with which to earn a
livelihood, but Jerry’s daughter had
inherited some of her father’s pluck.

That Saturday evening—alone in
her dreary quarters—was one of
the occasions when Gypsy had need
to call upon this inheritance.

She sank down upon her favorite
seat—a little old trunk pulled be-
fore the windows and covered with
gay floral cretonne.

The windows were closed and
Gypsy raised one of them to its full
height. The fresh, cool air was com-
forting. She took a deep breath and

early 20s (Crosby was 24) found |
that clear gaze devastating.

There was a wordless instant.:
Then he caught her in his arms. |
Crosby’s lips were pressing Kkisses
on Catherine’s cheeks, upon the
flaming, painted Cupid’s bow that
was her month. Over and over
again he kissed her.

“Catherine!” he whispered at
last brokenly. “Oh, Catherine!”
She drew away slightly. A

faintly mocking, quality came into
the woman's smile. She knew so
exactly how to time her moods.
This young artist not only would
be a handsome escort, but he was
proving manageable. It would all
be as easy as she had hoped.
“There will be other times,” she
reminded him, rising. “And we

leaned her arms against the win-
dow sill.

In the west the sun was shining,
but its light was hidden by the
housetops. There was a single tree
in the small square of rear yard
which Gypsy could see and a line
hung with laundry. .

" (To Be Continued.)
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will have evenings together—as in
Paris. But my little party this eve-
ning—you’'ll come?”

Crosby nodded.

“Of course I will.”

Mrs. Langley moved toward the

was utterly pale except for the lips, | mantel and drew one of the scarlet

which formed a narrow crimson
bow. Her eyes were the green of
her gown, shaded with gray.

Everything about her—from the
flaming bowl of poppies on the
mantlepiece to the jade ash tray on
the low table beside her—had been
chosen as stage properties to en-
hance the beauty of their owner.

Mrs. Langley’s expression was
thoughtful. She spoke in a low,
contralto voice:

“But you must see,” she was say-
ing, “how important it is for you

tulips from the amber bowl. Then
she turned about, toying with the
blossom. She could see .her refiec-
tion in the mirror across the room.
She was pleased with the reflection.
E t ] o
HE young man waited, watch-
ing. Now he arose.

“I wish I could paint you as you
are, standing there!” he exclaimed.
“Lord, Catherine, youre beautiful!
There’s no one like you!”

She waved aside his words. Al-
ways there was purpose beneath

to know these people! They havé
influence and they’ll help you.”

Alan Crosby snuffed out his cig-
aret and moved uneasily.

the silken exterior of Mrs. Lang-
!ley‘s manner but that purpose was
| deftly concealed.

| “Let me see if you mean that,” |
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Place six matches in the positions
shown above. Then, by changing the
positions of two of them and adding one
| more match, you can form two di
Twyit.
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HAS FIXED LINDYS
LEG UP AND
EVERYTHING 1§
ALL SET FOR
FRECKLES ™ TAKE
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TROUBLE WoULD BE You CAN TAKE IT
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PODNER.L LOOK WHAT COSTA GRANDE WAS GOING
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—By Crane

THEN [T'S TIME To BEAT (Ts WOW! HOW )
THIS BABY CAN TRAVEL. WE'LL REACH
GUBA IN LESS TRAN FOUR HOURS,
AND LUNCH 1N MiAMI

(C C Y GOODNESS ME'| WERE \ ot 6T
GU2LLEM'S AND 'VE EORGOTTEN
_\T! OH, tEcRe IT'LL BE OKAY!
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TARZAN AND THE GOLDEN

the This was quite the most
thing that had occurred in the life
He wanted to dance up and down,

Just before

darkness fell, Cadj, the high
priest, saw a little gray monkey disappear over
the summit of the Quter wall some fifty paces
from where he and his fellows crouched, wait-

c OUNNO WHETHER TAELL
TR’ FOLKS ABOUT T OR.
NOT--THEY'D TNk 1O
LOST MY MIND ,AS WELL
AS T’ Douew

—By Martin
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Little Manu was very much afraid out there
in the growing dusk. But he scampered on
very fast, with his tail up and out behind him.
He reached the kopje safely, pausing on its
summit to take breath. ¥Yes, there below him
was the great Tarmangani, Tarzan. With him
were some fifty Gormangani. They seemed to
be building crude ladders out of small
Wwwmmmmv
of all this, Manu! course did not understand.
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If he had, he would have known it was part
of the plan born in the fertile brain of Flora

r Rice Burroughs
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Edga

By this means her men were to scale
kopje, at the top of which lay the

.
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