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Chapter Twenty-Six (Continuea,

‘Here's a funny thing about that
bird, Fowler. Three-fourths of his
patients were women. I
through some of his books
afternoon.

“Nina doesn't known
she doesn't know
them, because

went

tnis

or claims
- much about
most, of his con-
sultations were at the patients’
homes. There was a man in the
office, though, an hour before Fow-
ler was shot. Robert Kimball, his
name is. He's an advertising sales
man. I talked to him this after- |
noon.” |

What's he like?”
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|

IM shrugged his shoulders. “Or-
dinary. About 35, 1 should say.
Looked scared when I told him who
I was, but his story seemed straight
enough. Kimball said he went to
see Fowler because his throat had
been bothering him, and his wife—-"
/as his wife one of Fowler's pa-

" Gypsy demanded excitedly. |
His wife had insisted he
see a doctor, but Kir hall

“No.
should
forgot, about it until he happened |
to see Fowler's office sign.

He says Fowler examined him,
gave him a prescription, and that

DY
he left about ten minutes after 5. A

nearly as I can check, the story'’s
straight.”
“Why were Nina and Fowler
working so late that evening?”
sy asked.

“She says it wasn’t unusual at all
for her to stay as late as 6. Fowler
would be out on calls early in the
afternoon and then come in at 4 or
o o'clock and want her to write
letters or go over accounts. That |
evening she had been making out |
bills.”
They had gone over most of this
2 hundred times before
‘But, Jim, isn’'t there any way for
her to prove she was out of the
office when the shot was fired?’
“I haven’t anything but her word
gor it.”
“The girl she telephoned to—?9"
‘Oh, yes. Nina's roommate. She
says Nina called her and they talked
for several minutes about plans for |
the evening, but it was a public tel-
ephone and no record is kept of |
the calls made.
“Besides, there’s no way of check-
Ing the time.” i
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G‘.‘PSY was silent. Presently she |
asked: “What day is the trial?”
Begins next Tuesday.”
There was a calendar on the w all
yposite. Today was Thursday, |
> days more and Nina Roberts |
would face the twelve men
would decide her fate.
“Jim,” the girl said
“take me to see Nina
won't you? Please!” |
Jim surprised her. “All right,” |
he said. “What time do you want |
to go?” |
Any time. Any time that suits
you.’
“Well, how about 2 o'clock?”
‘Tl be ready,” Gypsy promised. |
“T'll take the car downtown and |
meet you at your office.” {
Gypsy was punctual. It was five
minutes before 2 next day when she
opened the door leading to the of-
fices of Harrison, Mills & Wallace. |

who |
earnestly, |
tomorrew, |

The secretary announced her and !
i a moment Jim appeared. He
was pulling on his topcoat,

“Be with you right away,” he
siid, dodging back into his office.
He reappeared and paused long
eliough to give the girl at the desk
some instructions. Then he and
Gypsy went down the stairs,

It was ten minutes’ walk to the
Jail. The structure was on a back
street, gray and formidable. The
man who unbolted the heavy door
grinned good naturedly at Jim.

“How're you, Mr. Wallace?” he
greeted him.

“Hello, Steve. We'd like to see
Miss Roberts.”

“I guess she's here, all right,” the
man called Steve answered. “Just
a minute and I'll call the matron.”

He left them. A moment later
| Jim Wallace glanced at his wife.
‘Why, Gypsy,” he exclaimed, “what’s
| the matter?”

o ‘=
YYPSY'S nhand trembled on
¥ Jim's arm. “I'm all right,” she
said; “only it seems so awful to be

|in a place like this.”
! I

told you you shouldn't have
come,” Jim reminded her.

But I don’t mean for myself. T
mean for prisoners—people accused
of committing crimes. Those bars
at the windows and heavy chains—
aren’t they horrible?”

The jail guard returned with a
large woman dressed in blue. She
was introduced as Mrs. Sloan, the
matron, and led them up a flight of
stairs.

‘Nina doesn't seem to be feeling
very well,” Mrs. Sloan confided. *“I
don’t know what’s the matter. She
won't eat her meals.”

“Does she complain of feeling
(}‘;(nk’l"

“No. Just doesn’t eat and lies on
her cot most of the time. I don’t
think she sleeps much.”
died away as they approached a tier
of cells

This was the woman’s ward. Gyp-
sy caught glimpses behind bars of
several kimono-clad figures.
Sloan walked ahead, paused before
a cell, and inserted a key in the
lock

A girl was sitting inside with her
back toward them, and at the sound
of the key in the lock she swung
around

“Here's some company for you,
| Nina,” Mrs. Sloan said brisky. “Go
right inside, Mr. Wallace.” The

matron waited while Gypsy and Jim

{ entered the tiny place,

Then she closed the door after
them and locked it, promising to be
back in ten minutes.

“Good afternoon, Nina,” Jim be-
gzan easily. “This is Mrs. Wallace,
my wife. She’s been interested in
what T've told her about your case
ind wanted to come to see you.”

Nina Roberts stood up. She was
taller than Gypsy, but even in the
ugly prison apron her figure looked
siim and graceful. The feature of
the girl's face that seared itself |
Into memory were her dark eyes. |
They were large eyes—seeming
even larger against her pallid skin.

They turned on Gypsy with a
feverish, questioning intensity.
Nina's hair was dark brown, pulled
back from her forehead and fast-
ened in a knot at her neck. Her

face was untoucheq by rouge or
powder.
Gy who had seen the girl’s

‘aph  in  newspapers, was
shocked to find how different she
looked,

Gypsy stepped forward now and
put out her hand.

“How do ygqu do, Miss Roberts?"
she said. “I hope you don’t mind
our coming. I really feel I know
you because of all I've heard of you
from Jim.”

Nina Roberts
don’t mind,”
stant she
down?”

did
she said.
added,

not smile, “I
After an in-
“Won't you sit

K E-3 -3 =
HERE was one chair beside the |

cot in the cell. Gypsy took the

| chair and Jim leaned against the |

door.
the cot
A moment of awkward pause fol-
lowed. Then Jim said: “You've
had lunch, I suppose? How’s th
food these days. Is it any better?”

Nina resumed her seat on

“It’s all right,” Nina told him.
She spoke in a low voice, with
scarcely any inflection. Her eyes |

continued to watch Gypsy.

“Sleep well?” Jim persisted.

“I guess so.” °

Gypsy wondered why Jim did not
realize such questioning was use-
less. She leaned forward. “Miss
Roberts,” she began, “I want you to
know I believe you're innocent of
this terrible crime and I believe my
husband is going to prove it. I'm
sure he will!

“You mustn't lose courage now. I
only wish there were something I

could do to make these long days |

| pass more quickly—"

“Why should I want them to
| pass?” Nina asked, bitterly. “They're
| going fast enough.”
| The eyes of the two girls met. In
| that flashing instant Nina Roberts
| looked very helpless, very young.
| Gypsy went to her and slipped an
1 arm about her shoulders.

i “Please,” she begged, “don’t talk
{that way. Jim and I both want to
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first blossoms a week 2#0. Only
'Itha‘b morning Gypsy had counted
i twelve.

“Oh, Sam, he didn’'t—"

help you
too!”

Jim moved restlessly. They heard
the sound of fiotsteps in the corri-
dor. It was 2drs. Sloan returning
with her heavy ring of keys. Gypsy
stood up, suddenly self-conscious.

It was while the matron was in-
serting the key in the lock and
Jim’s back was turned, watching
her, that Nina Roberts suddenly
came close to the other girl. “Come
back,” she whispered, “alone.”

Gypsy had barely time to con-
| quer her surprise and nod in an-
swer before she was outside the
cell, following Jim down the cor-
ridor.

“What do you think of her?” he
asked when they reached the side-
| walk.
| Gypsy drew a long breath, “I'm
sorry for her,” she said. “Jim, she
| couldn’t have done that hideous
| thing. Why, she doesn’t look any
{older than I do. All the time I was
| looking at her, I feit as though it
| might have been myself—"

[ “Oh, I wouldn't say that!”

| “But why couldn't it? I worked
| Just as she did. There were plenty
|of chances for the same thing to
| happen—only it didn't. What I
can’t understand is wisv she doasn't
Nina doesnik even ftry
to defend herself.”

“I've been trying to msxe her
| talk for three weeks,” Jim said
| grimly.

You must do your part,i

“Anyway, I'm glad I went to seeil
| her,” Gypsy continued. “Would it
{ be all right if I made up a bundle
{ of magazines and sent them to her?”
| Jim said he thought the matter
|could be arranged. Two hiocks
| down the street Gypsy left him and;
| caught her street car. Jim’s last|
| words were that he would probably
| be home late. !
Throughout the ride home Gypsy |
| puzzled over Nina Roberts’ whis- |
| pered message. It was exciting and
mysterious. There must ke some-
thing Nina wanted to tell her with-
out Jim's knowledge. That meant
Gypsy must find a way to make the
visit secretly.

She wondered how she could man-
age it, and when. Not tomorrow,
| which was Saturday. Not Sunday.
Tuesday was the date of the trial. It
would have to be on Monday.

As she entered the yard a suc-
cession of short, sharp barks greet-
ed her. Pat came,forward with «
rush, leaped against her, pranced |
about on two feet and whimpered |
his delight.

Sam appeared around the cornez of !
the house. Sam came toward the:
gir] determinedly.

“That's a fine dog!” he muttered
sarcastically, “yes, a fine dog. Would
you like to see what he’s done to
the tulips, ma’'am?”

The tulips were the first blooms
in the garden to flaunt their de-
fiantly brilliant heads against the
April winds. Sam had reported the

“See for yourself, ma’'am. TI've
told you before there can’'t be much
garden so long as that dog's al-
lowed te dig and scratch wherever
he takes the notion. I know what
| I'd do with him if he was mine! I
| know that all right enough!”
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| The above diagram can be drawn with
| | one continuous line, which does not

cross at any point. Can you do it, with-
out taking your pencil from the paper? 3
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The above diagram shows one way
how lmes may be filled in to form 45
perfect squares. Taking the horizontal
and vertical lines first, there are 16 single
section squares, 9 double section
squares, 4 hiiple section squares, | square
i the center and 4 squares inside the
center square. Adding these to the main
big square, they total 35. With the
diagonal lines there is the main big
square, 4 comer squares mside of it, |
square in the center and 4 squares with-
in the center square. These total 10
and, added to the horizontal and vertical
35, make 45 squares in all
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were the ape-man’s
sleeper did not stir!

tower.

In one of the dimly lighted chambers Tarzan
came upon a sleeping Bolgani.
movements
Up a queer stairway Tar-
zan went and reached the upper floor of the
Here was a circle of doors—all closed;
before each feebly burned cressets—shadow
golden bowls containing tallow in which floated
a wick. As he opened the first door is creaked
upon iis hinges, giving forth the first audible
i smmd;%h*drsmudmmmmﬁnthns
up to point, s o
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He listened intently a moment, then climbed a
crude ladder which led into a single vast room
under the dome-like roof of the tower. Tarzan
stood in the entrance and strained his eyes to
see throuzh the gloom; stood in statuesque
silence for the space of a few seconds only.
But in that time he was suddenly aware of
movement—of the faintest shadow of a sound
—behind him. Wheeling quickly he saw the
dim cutline of the figure of a man standing
in an opsn doorway upen the opposite side of -
the landing. v

But so silent
that the
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—By Martin

All was not going well with Esteban, the
Spaniard. More and more as they marched

away with the golden ingois did
that the Waziri began to doubt t

the real Tarzan.

rather open jungle. Suddenly a

charged them. To the amazement of the
Waziri, “Tarzan of the Apes” fled for the nearest
tree, slipped and fell headlong. Buto, the rhino,

distracted by the yells of the Waz

went blundering by, disap-
underbrush. %

turned aside
pearing in the L o

They were passing through

’ >
The Spaniard, as he arose, saw the looks of
pity and puzzlement written upon the faces of
the huge blacks. He knew he had committed
& blunder and seized despairingly upon the only
excuse he could conjure up. “My poor head”
he cried, pressing both palms to his temples.
“The blow was upon your HEAD, Bwana,” said
Usula with a, tinge of contempt, “and your
faithful Waziri thought it was the HEART of
their master that knew no fear!” Esteban made

no re and in silence they resumed their
{

he suspect
hat he was

rRkinoceros

:ri warriors,
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