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NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIXIve asked Dr. Bainbridge to dropmound and see the girl tomorrow
morning, if he says her diet’swrong, ill see to it that it’s im-
proved.”

‘ But aren't you going to take meto see her some time, Jim? It must
be horrible to be alone all day long.You're so sure she’s innocent andI can t stand to think of a person
being punished that way.”

Nina doesn’t want to see anyone. I've told you that before. She’d
rather be alone.”

"I’m sure she'd be glad to see
someone who didn't want to ask
her a lot of questions and frighten
her.”

"Now, Gypsy, you’ll have to takemy word for it. She wouldn't under-
stand. She's a queer girl, but she’s
proud. Doesn't want sympathy.

It was the same answer he had
given before. Gypsy gave up the at-
tempt.

“Jim,’’ she said, “have you ever
had a talk with the doctor’s wife?”

“You mean the widow? Why, yes.
I went out to the house the day
after the indictment. She was orok-
en up and cried some, but was de-
cent about the whole thing. She’s
a good witness for the prosecution.
Makes the case blacker for Nina,
though.”

“I was just wondering—” Gypsy
said, but did not finish.

There was no more discussion of
the Roberts case that evening.
Gypsy, at breakfast next morning,
folded Jim's newspaper and laid it
beside her plate. A headline caught
her eye. She bent forward, smoth-
ering an exclamation.
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THE headline which had attracted
Gypsy’s eye was on the. front

page. In two lines of dignified type
she read: ‘‘Miss Marcia Loring
Weds Son of New York Manufac-
turer.”

There was a Long Island date line
and beneath it this sentence: “The
marriage of Miss Marcia Loring,
daughter of Mrs. Marshall Loring
and the late Marshall Loring, and
Brock Phillips, son of Mr. and Mrs.
Henry B. Phillips of New York, took
place at high noon today at St. An-
drew’s church.”

There were footsteps behind her.
With a guilty flash Gypsy folded
the newspaper so that the account
of the wedding did :v>t show. She
placed it beside Jim's plate and
then looked up.

“Good morning,” she said, smiling
a trifle too brightly.

“Good morning.”
Jim pulled out his chair and sat

down. Gypsy poured the coffee.
She began to chat busily. “Abbie’s
coming to take me shopping this
morning,’ ’she said. “There’s a sale
of china and glassware at Gabriel’s
and there are several things we
really should have.

“Abbie wants to buy crystal gob-
lets. They have some beautiful ones,
but they’re so expensive! Do you
want me to stop and see if your
topcoat has been cleaned?’’

“Never mind,” Jim told her.
“They’ll send it.”

He had been reading the news-
paper, only half-listening to what
she said. Gypsy passed the toast
and mechanically lie accepted a
piece.

Suddenly she saw a change come
over his face. His eyes were intent
on the page, and she knew that he
had found the account of Marcia’s
marriage.

It seemed a long time before Jim
Wallace lifted his coffee cup. He
must have read the brief paragraph
through two or three times. At
last he turned the page.

“What time is Abbie coming?”
he asked without looking up. His
voice, which was casual, betrayed
the effort that was keeping it level.

Gypsy’s heart bled for him. She
wanted to be sympathetic, but
there was nothing she could say.

Jim was keeping his mystery to i
himself. i

“She said she'd come about 10,”
the girl answered. “Can I give you 1
some more coffee?” 1

Jim shook his head. “Its get-
ting late.” he said, glancing at his ;
watch. “Wanted to get an early 1
start this morning. Guess I'd bet- '
ter be on my way. You’ll excuse
me?”

To leave without the second cup :
of coffee was unheard of. Gypsy '
rose as the young man did and fol- j
lowed him to the door. Then she !
waited a few moments until the
green roadster appeared in the
drive. ;

Usually she waved, but this morn- '
lag Jim did not look around. With
a sigh. Gypsy returned to the break-
fast table.

The newspaper lay where Jim
had dropped it. Gypsy picked it up
and folded back the pages. Then
she read the complete account of
the wedding.

It must have been an impressive
ceremony. There was a list of names
of attendants and ushers and de-
tails of the reception following the
wedidng. The newly marired couple
had departed for a famous Cana-dian mountain resort.
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THE last paragraph read: “Mrs.
Phillips and her parents for-

merly lived in Forest City. Since
the death of her father a year ago
Mrs. Phillips and her mother have
made them home at Great Neck,
L. I.

Brock Phillips is a graduate of
Princeton university, where he was
a member of the tennis team and
prominent in other sports. He now
is associated with his father, Henry
B. Phillips, owner of the Phillips
Breakfast Flakes Company.”

On an inside page beside a col-
umn headed “Society News” there
was a picture of a blonde girl in a
drooping picture hat. Above was
the caption, “Becomes Bride of
Brock Phillips.”

Gypsy bent forward, staring at
the picture. It was a face that
generally would have been accorded
lovely The features were regular.

Marcia—this other girl who had
held Jim Wallace’s heart so care-
lessly ir ner slim fingers and shat-
tered it—was not smiling. The eyes \
were large and well placed, ac- '
ccnted by beautifully curving brows, j
The nose was fastidious. (

If there were a flaw in her .face,
Gypsy thought, it was in the lips .
which drew together rather tightly. !
They suggested arrogance. ]

There was about Marcia Loring
—now Marcia Phillips—a definite <■patrician air. It was evident in the {
way she held her chin. Or was £
that merely a trick of the photog- |
rapher to show off an uncommonly
well-moulded throat?

The paragraph below stated that
Mrs. Brock Phillips, nee Loring,
formerly had resided in Forest City
and that she and her husband were
to spend several weeks in Canada
before returning to New York,
where they would make their home.

Matilda entered the dining room
and paused, surprised to see Gypsy
still at the table.

“I haven't quite finished,” the
girl said and the cook disappeared.
The coffee was cold, but Gypsy fin-
ished her cup and nibbled at a piece
of toast’. She could not take her
eyes from the picture in the news-
paper.

If one had deliberately set out to
search the world, Gypsy thought,
it would have been impossible to
find any one more totally unlike
herself.

Here was the girl whom Jim
worshiped blond, aristocratic,
probably tall and slim. Resent-
ment against this fair girl who had
been so cruel welled up in Gypsy’s
heart.
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AT last she arose and went about
her morning’s duties. By 10:15,

when Abbie Manley rang the door
bell the girl was ready for the shop-
ping trip.

If Abbie had seen the morning
newspaper she said nothing about
the Loring-Phillips wedding. Abbie
was driving the coupe, and as soon
as she and Gypsy were inside she
began an energetic discourse on the
rose arbor Charles was trying to
build. ,

He wanted to do it himself and he
and Abbie had conflicting ideas of
architecture.

Gypsy was amused. She was
grateful for such friendly, uncrit-
ical companionship. They reached
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HORIZONTAL
1 Author of

“Clmmaron.’*
<1 North Wind.

f 1 What genus
Includes the
ostrich?

12Epoch.
14 Person op-

posed to a
practice-

-15 To immerse
one’s self.

17 Secreted.
18 Northwest.
20 Fished.
33 No good.
24 Beret.
26 Bid.
27 Lawyer's

charge.
28 Nights pro- *

reding holi-
day*.

30 (irased.
31 F/4siiiee.
82 Dines.
34 Small pastry.

36 Chain of
rocks in
water.

38 Nothing more
than.

40 Northeast.
42 To assume.
44 To accom-

plish.
45 Limb.
47 Fuel basket.
48 Humor.
49 Offerings.

VERTICAL
1 The native

state of Ray-
mond Poin-
care is ?

2 Exclamation
of inquiry.

3 Scarlet.
4 A lure.
5 Sun god.
6 To exist.
7 Sudden inva-

sion by police.

8Conclusion.
0 Preposition.

10 Grace Moore
is a ?

13 Glenna Col-
lett is a

16 Golf teacher*
17 Pronoun.
19 Billow.
21 Away.
22 Guided.
23 Tidy.
35 Fruit*
27 Blare.
29 Pace.
31 Fat.
33 Wool fabric-
-34 Dogma.
35 Small catch.
37 Plant.
38 Boundary.
30 Decays.
41 To sin.
43 To make lace.
44 Noise.
46 Myself-
-48 Grief.
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array of beautiful tableware she for-
got her earlier mood.

Abbie bought the gleaming crys-
tal goblets and a dozen salad plates.
Gypsy’s purchases were humbler.

They lunched at the Carlton and
it was after 2 o'clock when the
coupe stopped again before the Wal-
lace home.

Gypsy planned a dinner that eve-
ning to appeal particularly to Jim's
palate. Her efforts were unreward-
ed. If the young man noticed at
all what he was eating he gave no
sign of it.

He looked tired, Gypsy thought.
As soon as the meal was ended

Jim went to the library, whiph had
now become his home office.

The whole house was quiet. If
she turned on the radio, it would
disturb Jim’s work. Gypsy stood
befe-e one of the living room win-
dows and looked out at the sky.

The window was half-opened. The
night breeze was cool against her
thinly clad shoulders, but it had the
scent of spring. In the east the
round gold moon was just visible
over the edge of the tree tops. Its
rays lighted the lawn and made it
silvery except here and there
where shrubs cast black shadows.
Somewhere in the distance she
heard a violin.

Oh, it was a night for youth and
love and gay laughter! Gypsy
closed the window behind her and
moved away. Anew magazine was
lying on the table. She turned
through its pages and sat down to
read.

# tt a

AT ll o'clock Jim still was in the
library. Gypsy went to the

kitchen and filled a plate with the
ginger cookies ) e was fond of.

She poured a tall glass of cold
milk and set it on a tray with the
cookies. Then she took them to
the library door and knocked softly.

“Come in.”
Gypsy opened the door. “Don’t

you think you've worked long
enough, Jim?” she asked. “You’re
going to wear yourself out.”

She entered and set the tray
down on one comer of the desk. It
was the only corner available. The
desk top was a tumbled mass of
books and manuscripts.

Jim leaned back in his chair.
“That looks good,” he said, smiling
and reaching for the glass.‘‘Where’s
yours?”

“Oh, I don’t care for any. Mind
if I sit down? I don’t want to
disturb you.”

He waved toward the chair. “Go
ahead, I’m not getting anywhere
anyhow.” Jim munched a cookie,
frowning.

It was the Roberts case, of course.
There were questions Gypsy wanted
to ask, but she felt hesitant. Before
she could think of the right begin-
ning Jim continued:

(To Be Continued)
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Can you draw in liomontal, vertical
and diagonal lines so that, instead ofone
big square, there will be 45 perfect
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TVp above shows how the circular dia-
gram can be cut into eight pieces that
will form two Defect ovals. First cut on
the dotted lines and then cut out the por-
tions marked by the inner circle. Each
half of the onginal sketch can then be
formed into ovals, as indicated by the
numbers. l
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TARZAN AND THE GOLDEN LION

Alone now, Tarzan, might make his way
through the valley of Opar to safety. But no
such thought entered the ape-man’s mind.
Gratitude and loyalty were strong character-
istics of Tarzan. LA had saved him from the
fanaticism of her people. Saved him at a
high cost—power, position, even safety. She had
risked her life for him and become an exile from
her own country. The fact that the Bolgani
had taken her, for what purpose he could only
guess—made tarzan resolve to succor her.

He must know whether LA lived and if so
he would devote every energy to rescuing her
and escaping from this hideous valley. Another
day found the ape-man again outside the palace
grounds. When darkness settled Tarzan ap-
proached the gates. Throwing the noose of his
grass rope over one of the carved lions that
topped the wall, the ape-man ascended quickly
to the summit and dropped lightly into the
garden below, without being discovered.

Now he crept stealthily toward the ivy-cov-

ered east tower. Up the age-old vine he climbed
step by step. Par above ground he found an

unbarred, open window, opening into an un-
lighted chamber. Entering, he groped cautious-
ly about in the darkness. Again a heavy fra-
grance greeted him. Tarzan was annoyed. This
would obliterate all other odors and place upon
him a heavy handicap in his search for LA.

Behind the ape-man was the open window, the
silent jungle night, and freedom! Ahead—lay
danger, and quite likely, death! Which should
he choose? For a moment he stood in silent
thought, and then, raising his head and squaring
his great shoulders, he shook his black lpcks
defiantly and stepped boldy toward the nearest
door. Room after room he investigated until
he had made the entire round of the tower,
but tds search was fruitless.
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