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OUT OUR WAY

—By Williams

! TWENTY-SIX (Con.
iround the house,
» were her. worst

d

ized. A hole the size of

basket in the center of

h us tulip bed and high on

ither e of it mounds of soft,
fresh earth
‘Ol san

Broken flower stems and mangled

blosson howed in the wreckage.

wched down and tried to |

fe one of the half

ted nt

re of the damas

came close t

head slightly to one si \
the ping hole. He evidently was
ron

Gy} ook the dog's head be-
weer r two hand “How am I

to teach you,” she said sadly,
t 1 must not dig in the g
den? i've been a bad dog, Pat.
I don't like you when you tear up
he flc I don’t like to have the
rarden spoiled!” ,

ook her head at the terrier
er in puzzled dejection

If he was mine, I'd teach him
iick enough!” Sam spoke up
o
Gypsy rose “Do what vou can

vith the tulip bed,” she told the |
I'll talk to Mr. Wall
it etretching up a piece of

€ e She could hear Y

zrowling to himself as she led Pat
toward the house

Ay A

TYHEY had not been inside ten |
A minutes when the door bell|
rang. Matildo wa the kitchen
baking. Gypsy went to the door. |

There were two women outside on |
the porch

How - do

vou do, Mr Wallace,”

they chorused For an instant
Gypsy was startled. Then she re-
membered where she had seen that
purple costume I'ne woman Jim
had introduced at the hotel—Mrs.

Butterworth! The
the daughter

How do you do?”
“It's Mrs. Butterworth, isn't

Miss Butterworth. Won'’t
you come in? I've just got in from
down town.’

Mrs. Butterworth glanced about
the living room, “We've heen mean-
ing to drop in to see you for a long

ycunger one was

Gypsy an-

ered

it? And
it AN

while,” she said, “but you know |
how time flies! |
I declare, here it is the middlr'i

time c¢

intly does |
changes mi
you, Mrs. Wal- |

lace? |

Yes. I hope you like it.” f
Lovely! Only of |
ifferent to me, be-|
cause I w : s used to the way|
Miss Ellen had things. Miss Ellen |
likes it in her little house down '.hci
street, I suppose?” |

‘T think
Gypsy agreed

cours

very mnrh,"!

“If you'll just excuse |

she

likes it

me a moment, Il have Matilda |
make some tea It will take only a |
minute j
She was back almost inmmedi- |
"‘((‘i' ‘
Daphne Butterworth looked wup|
and amazed Gypsy by speaking.|
I've been telling mother how
mu I like your curtains,” she said. |

5 the first time Gypsy ever had |
rd Daphne express an opinion. |

Before Gypsy could reply, Mrs,ﬁ

Buterworth cut in: |
I suppose you read about ‘hat |
Loring gi marrying Brock Phil-|

g
id. “My,
that was!
say it to you, but of course you must |
known whole town expected |
Marcia to marry Jim Wallace. Only |
girl T guess Jim ever went with. |

“Well, that's the way it goes. You |
an’t tell about men. No, indeed, |
you certs can't Did Jim know |
ibout it before he read it in the
paper?”

lips? he
prise

sur- |
Maybe I shouldn't |

what a

the

‘Why, really, Mrs Butter-
wort Fi—- [

‘Oh, I suppose I shouldn't \have
asked. Only, of course, you know |
there's bound to be a good deal of
talk. That's why I wanted to have
the straight of it |

“Well, I guess Marcia Loring's|
getting a sight more money than|
she's ever had before. The Lor-|
ings didn’'t have much, yvou Xnow. |

He was in the bank here, but out-{‘
side of some insurance and real es- |
tate there wasn't much left. !
“Their going east must have been |
broke up the match between |
And last summer |
she was visiting out here he
so devoted to her!”
atilda’s arrival with the tea tray
helped Gypsy over the embarrass-

lumps,” Mrs. Butterworth
as Gypsy raised the
“I like my tea sweet no
the styles are.”

| Sloan said as she unlocked the cell

| ridor
| with her own,

She accepted the cup, then
tinued: “It does seem sort of un-
usual, doesn’t it, for Jim and Marcia
to huve their weddings almost the
same month after being engaged to
each other for so long?”

Gypsy handed a tea cup to Mise
Butterworth. *“Have you read any- |
hing interesting lately?” she asked |
in a deliberate voice, |

“Why—no, 1 guess not. Some- |

never seem to catch up thhi
I want to read. I puess
Mamma calls having too |
rons in the fire.”

con-

again Mrs.
tried to turn the conversation to|
M Loring’s wedding, but (‘a(hi
tir ;ypsy was on guard. When |
the callers left twenty minutes later, |
the was the older |

hostility in

nday passed un-
and Monday was a day |
iant sunshine. By 9:30|
y was out ¢f the house on her |
to the secrev visit to Nina|

Roberts.

" n ”

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN |

YYPSY was in luck. She waited

on the stcne steps ior several |
moments and then the face of the|
guard appeared hehind the l:navyl‘
iron door. It was Steve, the ::amei
guard she had seen the day she had
come with Jim |

“I'm Mrs. “vallace,” Gypsy said.|
“Jim Wallace's wife. I came with
my husband the other day to see
Nina Roberts.. Don't you remem-
ber?”

The jail guard nodded.

“I wonder if I can see Nina this|
morning. I thought maybe a lit-
tle company would do her good- |

The guard turned the lock and|
swung the door open. “Come in,” hc:
said. He closed the door then and |
led the way to the office. “Sit|
down,” he said, motioning toward a|
row of chairs, “while I get the ma- |
tron.” ’

Gypsy had not realized there |
might be any difficulty in seeing|
the girl. She tapped one foot nerv-?
ously and studied the ugly room. At |
a desk directly opposite a man was |
writing in a huge book. |

She heard Steven's heavy foot-|
steps. Mrs. Sloan, the matron, en- |
tered the room behind him. [

“Good morning, Mrs. Wallaco,"{
she said, smiling. “Steve says you‘vel
come to see Nina.” |

“I—why, yes. I hope it won't be|
any trouble. With the trial start-|
ing tomorrow, I thought she might|
like some one to talk to. How's she |
feeling?” |

Mrs. Sloan shook her head.|
“That's a bad case,” she said. “A|
bad case! I don't know how you'll|
find her. I've seen lots of queer ones}
here, but I can’t understand that|
girl.”

Gypsy followed up the stairs and
down the corridor of barred cells.
Nina was lying on her cot, one arm
thrown over her eyes to shield them
from the light.

“Some one to see you, Nina,” Mrs.

door.

The girl did not move. ‘“Who is
it?” she asked without the slight-
est show of interest.

“It’'s Mrs. Wallace,” Gypsy sald
quickly. “If you're resting, I don't
want to disturb you. I can come an-
other time——" [

Nina lowered her arm and looked |
up at them. The girl's eyes were |
red-rimmed and swollen. Then she |
sat up. “I wasn't resting,” she said. |

| “Don’t go away.”

Gypsy entered and sat down on
the cot.

“I got the magazines,” Nina said,
pointing to the chair where the|
bright-covered periodicals lay. “It|
was nice of you to send them.” !

Mrs. Sloan had fastened the door
and was disappearing down the cor-
Gypsy covered Nina’s hand |

i
|
|
|

|
“I came as soon as I could,” she
said in a lower voice. |
" -4 = |

INA was silent, looking down !

at the floor. When she glanced |

up her dark eyes studied Gypsy. g
guess I shouldn’t have bothered you |
—" she begar haltingly. [

“But if there's anything at all|
that I can do for you, I'd be SO |
glad to do it!” |

“Would you?”

“Oh, Nina, don't you realize there |
are lots of us on your side? You
mustn’t be so disheartened! You |
must help Jim fight this thing out!”

Suddenly Nina Roberts clenched
Gypsy's hand. She held it so tight- |
ly it was painful. “Do you think I |
did it?” she demanded in a whisper. |

“No, Nina. I don't.” |

The girl turned her head a\\'a_\'.“
When she faced Gypsy again her |
voice was steady.
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Butterworth ‘ .

| happens to me, youll send it to]
i

| the doctor?”’

boy I used to know back home. If
the trial goes—against me—I want
him to have this letter. Will you
send it for me? Will you do that?”

“Of course I will. Only don't
think about things like that, Nina.
The trizl isn't going to go against
ou.”

The girl did not seem to be lis-i
tening. i

They asked me if I had any
relatives,” she was saying, “and I
said no. Know why I did that?
Beeause I didn't want them to know. !

P /7’ N'KNOW , MARTHA —~ (F T WELL, “THAT CERTAINLY IS SWEET [ / WRONG ~ DONT TELL _\1, ..\i-‘:rjc:?: W?N‘;_‘:_‘“g:é o
BY NEA 72\ WAS ANY PLACE ELSE, AN" 1 OF YaU —Nou BIG WESTPHALIAN 7 / NO- qeAr ? ME TR et S HERE TEERES
7 WAS HELPING -0 PAINT A HAM !« AND Do Vou kNowW I | /| NOPE, Y BGGER A N Gk B L N
v = CoULD COUMNTER-SUE You FoR ‘" 1 1S TIaAT Gud TS, . BECAUSE
House, AN” I FELL OFF A oOu'RE || ; cn | HE WAS RIGHT MoST OF
LAPDER LIKE I DID, AN’ "'“is"éss““e é‘g E"‘z;??:j% WRONGr, so ? “’:‘ESSQDHE T TIME , An' TH' OTHER
“ ' " Ni i SINCE Nou W 7 IDNT GET B, BECAUSE
I didn’t do it,” Nina said. NEARLY BROKE MY WRIST, HERE 2~ AGD , BESITES, You THERE . ‘NELL»' s ~ LOOW SE \J;s WQONE i o
e L R e MY, A~ Do “oul 1alow), &7 WORKING AMD I WELL: HOW MAD ™ T ™
any one in her life. There was Z RDIME “To ~TH* WEREN 5 / ‘ oF v-’\ IME_~ WELL,T-
nothing she could say. She patted : Acco D, COULD HAVE YoU AFRESTED A T MAHES | WRCNG ONE THiNKS TH
the girl’'s arm comfortingly. COMPENSATION LAW, L FOR VAGRANCY! /.«c AND, 3 / ‘\'H“eo\.\. O | RIGHT ONE WAS TH WRONG
“They won't any of them believe CcouLD SUE You FOR DAMAGES ! WirH You UP oN \ T\ WOoODS | ONE FOR TR J0B »‘-\NQ\%
what I say,” Nina said. ““They won't ~ BUT, OF S | -T' 8E “TOWD LN ux;..mp_onvq EVE
any of them listen to me.b I don’t COUR,SE ;4 J A Aw‘EAL?.ﬁE\Zu = HES WROMNG. AFTER TRYIN' T PROVE :*r.-
know why I asked you to come T ) 1. . y EVERY SHOPS
back here, only there’s something 117 WORNT! 7’ % Got ONE
| —well, there’s something I've got to Y Ara -
ask some one to do for me. After - 3 N\
I tell you nbout it, if you don’t want =K > AN
to, just suy s0.” | 7Z
“What is it?” Gypsy asked eagerly. m
From the neck of her blouse, Nina \ ‘§ J ﬂ,‘ -
drew forth an envelope. It was BN\ U5
blank on the outside. . BN ] . oA
‘It’s in here,” the girl said. “I| ) \\ / \?}/Z/
mean what I want you tc send. t's y 7 X/
a letter. The name and address are )
there, too. It's a letter to a—to a .
’
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And nobody does know. i

“Nina Roberts isn't my real name. !
I changed it when I came here. 1It's
all in the letter there. But it's not
to go unless they send me away!,

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

N
TRWiLhams,
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Will you promise that if anything
him?” }
“I give you my word. I promise!”)

Nina put the letter in Gypsy’s
hand. “Tell me,” the girl went on|
quickly, “what do people outside |
think? Do they say I did it? They |
won't let me see newspapers. They
won't tell me anything!”

*Gypsy hesitated. “Lots of people
are sympathetic with you,” she said,
“only the case is such a complete
mysterv. Jim's traced down every
clew. Nina, who do you think shot

To oPEN IT THEN, SO

“I don’t know!” 2
“Bu’ haven't you the slightest

idea?”

n n =
INA ROBERTS jumped up and
walked back and forth in the
tiny cell. “I've told them a thou-
sand times I den’t know,” she began
resentfully. “That's what they're
always asking me. !

WUEN 1 GOT BACK LAST \
NIGHT, MUSGRAVE SUOWED
NE THAT Box ,\WHICU uUE

SHORTLY AFTER 1 WENT
OUT.. L WAS Too TIRED

ANUISERAVE AND I PUT
IT IN HERE FoR SareTY.’

(VES..AND NOW ALL
THAT'S 1N TUE BOX
1S STRAW . THE Books,
AS WELL AS AW RARE
RUBY, ARE SToLEN

AND YoU SaY
T WAS A SHIP-

Box NEAVER WHAD },‘

WANT mE
T TELL

YOU WHAT
WAS IN

—By Blosser

ANY BOOKS N
IT.. 0o You

1 DONT TUINK - I'M
POSITWE ,\WHEN TUAT
WAS DELWVERED HERE
LAST NIGUT T CON-
TAINED A CRIPPLE ...

YEAH ... 1 k2w
THAT B=RORE T
EVEN LOOKED
IN TUE BOX .
MR HECTOR — -
0O You KNowW -
ANY cRiPPLED |°

PERSONT )

- e i)

WASHINGTON TUBBS II

“Do you think if I had the slight- |
est idea I wouldn’t have told? Night i
after night I've lain here and tried

to figure it out—-" —_—
“I suppose you know Jim’s going R O
to try to show it was suicide?” MiKes 1]
Nina shook her head. “Doc PLase ']
wouldn’t have done that,” she said. Sofr DE!NKSL
“He didn’t have the nerve.” e

“But it’s the only chance to save
your life, my dear girl!”

Nina was quiet again. She sank
down to the cot.

“Wasn’'t there any one at all you
knew he had trouble with?” Gypsy
persisted.

“No one,” Nina said. “He never
talked much to me about anything
like that. Oh—God, how I wish I'd
never seen that man!”

There was no use continuing. It
only increased the girl's misery.
Gypsy arose. i

“I'd better leave you now,” she |
said. “You're getting nervous and |
worked up. Mrs. Sloan never will !
let me see you again. There—she’s |
coming!”

They heard the matron’'s voice on |

SALESMAN

@ok THE NEXT WEEK OR SO, RUMORS DRIFT \

BACK TO CAMP THAT BULL 'S MAKING THE

ROUNDS OF ALL THE TOUGH JOINTS IN NEW ORLEANS,
/,

HEYL YOU TRYIN' \\

To START TROUBLE,) 2835
SAILOR? ;q

E PICKS FIGWTS WITH EVERY TOUGH-LOOKING
HEANYWEIGHT WE CAN FIND, AND LEAVES BEHIND
WIM A TRAIL OF BROKEN BONES AND SMASHED FACES,

WRESTLER MAKES A MONKEY

NES, BY Tuunper')
NS

SAM

AA0T ONE STORY GOES THAT A MOUNTAINOUS, PIG-READED)

r ABDULLA, YOU'RE ME PAL,
SEE. ANYBODY WHO KIN DO
| ME UNDER, I RESPECKS,

OUT OF BuULL.

& 2
l »® AN N
(43 ROM THEN ON, THEY ARE INSEPARASLE. y

= -

T ,..A’t.}
B I Y
2 /4

—By Small

the stairway. Gypsy turned and put
the letter Nina had given her in
her handbag. “I'll do as you asked
me to with this,” she promised.
“And if there's anything else I can
do let me know.

(To Be-z;o—ntinued)

Eﬂ"r\(, HeERES

STICKERS

—

B
CHEWSTER

To se€& ‘wou!

SA™m ALL RIGHTEE ,Moma!

TELL HIM (' HERE

KITtw ! pip sam
KISS You AaGAINST
YOUR wWiLe?

XASEE

People do funny things sometimes. :
For instance, here is an envelope that

was addressed to a girl with five letters
in her first name and four letters in her
last name. Can you make out her name
and where she lived? 4

3
s ] =il TONIGWT

Answer for Yesterday

The above shows how the design may
be drawn with one continuous line,
which does not cross at any point. Parts
of the design are opened up a bit to show
clearly the route of the pencil. 3

TARZAN AND THE GOLDEN LION

s

BUT Way
™' DICKENG
WOULD SHE
GO P
? THIS
1 A TIME OF

NOPE~HE JUST T”‘N/K"s)/j £3
He DiD| ,,,://i[? 5

o

.
SHE OIONT SAY A WORD
TO ANYONE ~ACTED WINDA
QUEER , 1 THOUGHT «woeveeee
SEEMED N AN AWFULL
HURRY «+«WONDER WHAT

SHES HEMDING BACK FOR?
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Copyrighe. 150, by Edgar Rice Burroughs. Ine. AN nights reserved.

—By Edgar Rice Burroughs

~NITTRS

Esteban knew that he must escape from this
situation quickly or his false pose as Tarzan
would be soon discovered by the® Waziri. What
would happen then, the Spaniard wondered
fearfully? Evolving a plan, he ordered the blacks

to bury the treasure. “We will. return for it
when we have punished the thieves,” he said.
This attitude pleased the warriors. “Once
more is Tarzan acting like himself,” thought
Usula. Cutting across the jungle and guessing
at the probable route of the Europeans, next
morning they luckily came in sight of Flora
Hawkes' party.

Seeing the camp fires and supposed safety
ahead, Esteban addressed the warriors, com-
manding them to return him, leaving the gold
buried. Sorrowfully they obeyed, for it never
occurred to them to question the orders of their
big Bwana. As they disappeared down the trail
Esteban breathed a sigh of relief and turned
toward the camp of his own people, bursting
in on the astounded Flora and the three white
men. None appeared especially giad to see
him. “Some of these fellows told us Tarzan
had done for you,” said Peebles crustily. “How
come?”

“He did capture me,” responded the glib Span-
iard, “but as you see, I escaped.” Outwardly
oblivious to the sullen glances of his compan-
ions he took his place among them. He could
afford to wait, he told himself, and grinned
inwardly at the thought of all that gold he had
buried and which, one day, he would take out
of Africa for himself alone. But the questicn
was, how could he manage it? Who could he
trust? For days he pondered the thing ard
then decided he would bribe these black to move
the treasure where the Waziri would never
find it :

Owaza, a wily old scoundrel and chief guide for
Flora's party, was the one that Esteben elected
to share his confidence. It was the mistake of
his life as matters later turned out. To the
native, Esteban made known his true identity
and told the story of the cached gold. Then
he found an excuse to quit the party, taking I
Owaza and a dozen blacks, Night overtook
them before they had finished moving the treas-
ure. And as they labored a craftly smile played

on Owaza’s face. He also had an idea. “Why,”
he reasoned, “risk death ir a battle with ivory
raiders when all this gold is as good as mine?”




