
c *-fpte* Forty-Five (Continued)-ne opened her eyes, brushedaway the tears and dabbed at hereheeks with a tiny powder puff.Gypsy sighed. Then she went downtne stairs to the first floor of thelibrary.
A row of books with the plac-

ard. “Timely and Interesting," above
them, caught her attention. She
remembered anew biography which
Jim had said he was anxious to read.It was not among the volumes on
the desk.

Gypsy approached one of thegirls behind the counter and askedfor the book. It was listed, butwas “out.”
AS Gypsy turned away she no-ticed that by the clock in the en--rance it was ten minutes after 4.

By a surprising tum of the weather
the day was cool.

She decided to step at the Plaza
tearoom for a cup of tea. It wasn’t
the tea she cared about. It was thechance to be alone a little longer.A chance to be alone with herthoughts.

She entered the tearoom and
sat down at a table near the wall.
A waitress asked for her order and
presently returned with it.

A woman across the room smiled
at Gypsy and the girl nodded Tnewoman was with two others and
immediately turned back towardh-r companions.

Gypsy crank the hot tea If anyone had told her six months ar,o
that she was to send Alan Crosby
away how she would have scoffed!

Now he was gone and Gypsy’s
only feeling was one of pity for
him. Alan would get over it, of
course. He would get over it the
Bame as she had.

That was the really amazingthing! She had recovered com-pletely from the spell of infatuation
for Alan. How had it happened?
When? She had no idea.

Gypsy only knew that after the
first few minutes Saturday, when
the shock of seeing Alan again had
worn away, she suddenly was aware
that the rest had gone too,
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SHE did not love Alan Crosby. She
did love Jim. She was amazed

to discover that this feeling which
she had called friendliness, loyalty,
understanding—half a dozen differ-
ent names—was something deeper.

Oh, this was love now! She wassure of it. This was love that she
felt for Jim Wallace.

Jim’s kindness, his strength, that
sturdy dependability which had
ever failed her, his gentleness came
back to the girl in a hundred mani-
festations.

How could she have been so blind?
She loved Jim. Did Jim feel thesame way? Oh, she hoped so! She
thought of his attentiveness during
her illness. That must mean some-
thing.

There was a telephone booth inthe rear of the tearoom. Gypsy
entered the booth. She gave the
operator the number of Jim’s office.

The secretary’s voice answered.
“Is Mr Wallace in?” Gypsy asked.
‘Mr. Wallace has gone for the

day,” she was informed.
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Disappointed, Gypsy returned
to her seat. She had hoped to

ride home with Jim. If he had
gone already she ought to be on herway. She paid the check, stepped outon the street and hailed a taxi.

Excitedly she began to plan for
the evening. She would put on the
printed chiffon dress. Jim had com-
plimented her the first time she
wore it. They would have dinner
served by candlelight.

Afterward when she and Jim were
alone together they would sit on
the davenport and talk.

Gypsy straightened. It occurred
to her suddenly that there was only
one way to let Jim know how much
she cared for him. She would tell
him the truth.

She would tell him who Alan
really was and that what she had
mistaken for love was only infatua-
tion. quickly killed,

When the cab stopped Gypsy gave
the driver a bill and, without wait-
ing for change, ran up the wralk to
the house.

“Mr. Wallace came in a while ago
and went out again,” Matilda in-
formed her. “No, he didn’t leave
any message.”

Gypsy was waiting for him, wear-
ing the becoming chiffon frock and
smiling when Jim entered the
house. It was after 6 o’clock.

“You look tired, dear,” she told
him.

Jim sank into a chair facing her.
"Gypsy,” he 6aid in an oddly un-
natural voice, “I want you to free
me.”

CHAPTER FORTY-SIX

GYPSY could not believe that
she had heard the words cor-

rectly. “You want what?” she
asked, leaning forward,

j “I want you to free me. Bring
an end to this farce that is sup-
posed to be a marriage. Break
it off.

We both should have known
better in the first place than to try
such a crazy thing. I think it’s
time we became sensible—”

“Oh!” the girl interrupted him.
. "Oh, I see! You mean you want
me to divorce you. Go away. That’s
what you mean, isn’t it?”

Jim nodded. “I suppose it would be
better if you'd go away. I can if you
den’t want to. Reno is still the
quickest place.

“Os course I’ll expect you to bring
charges against me. The usual
thing—desertion or incompatibility.”

“You want a divorce!” As the
! Sirl breathed the words, they were

; barely above a whisper. “It’s—-
! Marcia, isn’t it?” she went on.

, “You’re going to marry her?”
Jim met her eyes steadily. “That

j isn’t—isn’t quite settled yet. I
; thought you’d be reasonable about

! this thing. I supposed you’d see it
was the best way for both of us."

Gypsy’s lips were trembling. “Oh,
yes,” she said, trying to steady
them. “I see that it’s the best

! way ”

They heard foosteps and both
turned. Matilda stood in the door-way. “Dinner is served, Mrs. Wal-
lace,” she announced.

Gypsy glanced toward her hus-
band. “We’ll come,” she told the
servant, and arose. Jim followed
her into the dining room.
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THERE was the table with its
snowy cloth and the gleaming

tapers. Gypsy herself had placed
the candlesticks. There was the low
centerpiece of daisies and pink
asters that she had arranged.

There was food on the table, but
Gypsy knew that she could not eat.
Mechanically she sat down as Jim
drew the chair out for her.

As long as she lived the girl was
never to forget that meal. Jim’s
face, darkly tanned, and his eyes
avoiding hers, directly opposite over
that mass of flowers.

The outlandish candles, symbols
of festivity. The knife in Gypsy’s
heart that was turning,, turning so
that she could have cried out from
sheer physical pain.

There was so much she wanted
to say to Jim. The words tumbled
to her lips and then suddenly were
silenced. Nothing could be said
now. Nothing!

Matilda seemed constantly at her
side offering dishes which Gypsy
merely Jookcd at and shook her
head. Was the meal never to end?

Jim made an effort or two at
conversation. He was doing it, of
course, for Matilda’s benefit. To
keep up appearances. Gypsy recog-
nized this fact, but could not play
up to it.
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SHE heard him mention the fact
that she was not eating.

“I had tea down town,” she told
him. How long ago that seemed
now. Two hours? It was like a
lifetime. At last the travesty of
eating was ended.

“There are a few things we ought
to talk about,” Jim suggested. “I
suppose there’s less chance of being
interrupted in the library.”

Gypsy nodded. As she stepped
forward one fluttering end of the
drapery at the side of her skirt
caught in the doorway. She gave
a little exclamation. Jim bent
down and unfastened the silk.

The girl stifled an impulse to
brush her fingers against his soft,
sandy hair. She walked ahead of
him into the library and sat down
on a chair facing the desk. Jim
took the desk chair.

“You want me to go right away,
I suppose?” Gypsy asked.

“Suit your own convenience. I
was under the impression that the
sooner affairs could be arranged,
the better it would be for both of
us.”

Gypsy nodded. She was looking
at the floor. Presently she said
slowly, “So it really was true
about Marcia after all?
“I suppose when I was sick you

were just—sorry for me and that’s
why you tried to make me think
you didn’t care about her. That’s
why you talked about going away
for a vacation ”

“Oh, don’t bother to impute
high motives to me! I don’t de-
serve that. We tried something
ridiculous and it failed.

“Whether I happen to be in love
with someone else or not isn’t the
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|AD MARRIAGE-*!
question. We made a bad bargain
and I’m asking you to let me out
of It.”

“I’ll let you out of it,” Gypsy
told him. “I—l agree with you
perfectly. Will you tell me how

: I’m to go about it?”
“You’ll have to have a lawyer.

! I’ll arrange that.” He went on
explaining technical details of the
divorce.

Gypsy tried to listen to what he
was saying. She found instead that
she was looking at the modeled per-
fection of Jim’s chin.

“I’m afraid I’m not going to re-
member all this,” she told him.

! “I think I’m tired. We don’t have
to let anyone here know about
the divorce until after I’m gone,
do we?”

Jim said that they did not.
“About the alimony”—he began.
“I won't accept alimony! I won’t

have it, Jim You can’t pay me
anything for breaking a marriage
like this. It wouldn’t be right.”

“But you’ll have to have some-
! thing to live on. What will you
• do?”

“Never mind about that. I’ll
i take care of myself. You’ll have to
pay the expense of the trip and

| the divorce. I’m going to leave as
soon as I can. It—it would be best,
don’t you think?”

“Then if you don’t want alimony,
I’ll make a settlement,” Wallace in-
sisted.

Vigorously Gypsy refused to con-
sider this. She noticed the cool,
impersonal way Jim talked. Well,
why not? The divorce would mean
freedom to him, happiness with
Marcia.

GYPSY rose to her feet. “You
don’t mind if I go now, do

you, Jim?” she asked. Til do just
as you say about all the rest. I’m
not sure yet when I can get away.
Day after tomorrow perhaps ”

He said there was no need of
rushing away so quickly. He would
get in touch with a lawyer in Reno
to represent her. It might take a
few days.

Always his conversation seemed
to veer back into legal technicalities,
which were like a foreign language
to Gypsy.

“Will you want to keep the house
open?” she asked from the doorway.
“I hadn't thougnt about it. No,

I guess not. What do you think?”
“Matilda’s planning on three

weeks at her brother’s. You might
get Cora and Sam to stay here.”

Jim announced suddenly that he
did not want the house open. He
would rather stay at the Carlton.

Gypsy said goodnight then and
turned toward the stairs. She could
not endure another moment of that
calm scrutiny. How Jim must hats
her to be able to look at her like
that! How he must loathe her!

Tears were blinding the girl
when she reached the top of the
flight. Gypsy rushed into her
room, closed the door and flung
herself against it.

She wept silently, the great sobs
shaking her shoulders. She wept
as though her heart would break.
Gropingly she turned the key in
the lock and sank, face downward,
on the bed,

(To Be Continued)

Hoover Invited to Michigan
By United Press

LANSING, Mich., April 28.—An
invitation for President Hoover to
establish his summer capital in
Michigan was sent to Washington
Monday by Secretary of State Frank
D. Fitzgerald, in accordance with a
resolution passed by the legislature.
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Dad gave Jim, his oldestson, onecent
more than half of what he had in hts
perse. He gave Saßy two cents more
than half of what he had left, and Billy
got three cents more than half of what
was leftafter Saßy got her money. Then
dad had onecent left Howmuch didhe
have in his purse in the beginning?

Answer for Yesterday

OUR BOARDING HOUSE

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

WASHINGTON TUBBS II

SALESMAN SAM

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES
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The diagram shows how the mailman
might cover the 16 houses m six straight
moves, starting and finishing at the cross. ■

TARZAN AND THE GOLDEN LION

As Tarzan drew himself to the summit he
was immediately engaged in combat with other
warriors of Opar. With the bludgeon he
knocked them to right and left, so great an ad-
vantage did his great height and strength give
him over them. Leaping to the pavement he
saw the High Priest disappear through an arch-
way at the opposite end of the courtyard. Sev-
eral priests apd warriors sought to impede the
ape-man's 'asa
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Seizing one by the ankles Tarzan swung the
body about him, clearing a pathway as he ran.

Cadj managed to keep just ahead of his pursuer,
for he knew the intricate mazes better than
Tarzan. Believing that soon Cadj would find a
hiding place where it would be difficult to dis-
lodge him, Tarzan put forth every effort to pre-
vent him from reaching the comparative safety
of the underground passa^}.

OUT OUR WAY

/WELL, SUPPOSE: 1 KIC.KED Os/, FtSYTHiSJG-f / MIGHT'
YA OUTb HERE, USHPT < TRY MY HFHD FT
ternsOs bus msess would / (MFajfohhg- <q R,Vsrx crass

vYAOO CtRCUSf

‘-Mg Iksip OFF 'firfO/ rn Todays ZjjGjkr

C 193., by Edgar Rice Burroughs. Inc A3 right* reserved. p

With another bound Tarzan would be upon
Cadj. But as he leaped through the doorway
into the court, a noose, ciinningly laid, closed
upon the ape-man’s ankle and he was hurled
heavily to the ground. Almost instantly a num-

ber of the crooked little men of Opar leaped
upon him where he lay, half stunned by the
fall. Before he had regained his faculties they
had trussed Tarzan of the Apes securely.
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Only half conscious, he felt them raise him
from the ground and carry him. Presently he
was deposited upon a cold stone surface. Slow-
ly he regained his senses and realized that onoe
more he lay out-stretched upon the sacrificial
altar of the Temple of the Flaming God. And
above him stood Cadj, the High Priest, his evil

„ face contorted in a grimace of hate and the
anticipation of revenge, long deferred,
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