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Chapter Forty-Six (Continued)

SHE had no idea how long she lay
Exhaustion at last

there.

stayed her weeping. Moonlight fell

across the bed when she finally sat

up, white-faced, and cyied her eyes.

Gypsy heard a sound outside and
went to the window., She saw the
roadster, long, dark and purring
softly, slide down the driveway.

Perhaps Jim was going for Mar-
cla. No, she knew instantly that
the thought was unworthy. How-
ever Jim had wounded her, he stili
was the honest, dependable, straight-
forward man she loved. He was
not engaged in a cheap intrigue
with Marcia - Phillips.

Gypsy sat on the windowsill and
looked out across the lawn. There
was a square patch of bright moon-
light bordered by the shadow from
the hedge. It looked peaceful,
quiet down there. The girl drew
back farther into the shadow of
the room.

It was strange that she should
not feel angry at Marcia. She
was not angry at any one. There
Was no room in her heart for any-

thing except the aching misery of | IAngements

losing Jim. Losing? How could
she lose what she had never really
had?

She would love Jim always. She
was sure of that. The thought of
long days of Dbitter loneliness

stretching out ahead frightened her. |

Gypsy hid her face in her arms and
wept sllently,
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RESENTLY she raised her head.

She remembered the evening
when she had sald to Jim, “If you
ever regret our marriage I want you
to tell me about it.” And he had
promised that he would. Little had
she realized then what she was
bargaining for,

She told herself that she should
be making plans, deciding about her
future. That would have to wait.
What did she care about the future
now?

She heard the roadster come back
up the drive, but did not look out
the window. A little later she heard
Jim’s footsteps on the stairs,

Gypsy clasped her two hands
tightly, pressing until the knuckles
ached as the footsteps neared her
door and then passed on. There had
been one breathless instant when she

thought Jim might knock on the
door.

The house became quiet, Gypsy
al last undressed. The flowered
chiffon which she had put on be-
cause Jim admired it was now
limp with tears.

As she wrenched it to get it over
her shoulders, she heard the fabric
tear. She threw the dress on a
chair and left it there, a wrinkled
heap, instead of hanging it away.
Very weary, she drew down the
covers and got into her bed,

Over and over she tried to tell
herself that some time this knife-
like pain would cease. She would
get used to it.
broken hearts and learned to en-
dure it. How literally true the
phrase was! A broken heart. Her
heart felt as though it were crushed
and bleeding.

Pride carried her through the
rdeal of the next
breakfast, saying “Good morn-
mg” to Jim as though he had not
uddenly become a stranger, pour-
ing his coffee, trying to drink her
own steaming cup while he sat
buried in his newspaper.

They might have been rehearsing
parts in a play. Jim said good-by
and added that he would have more
information about “that matter”
when he returned in the evening.
Gypsy nodded instead of trusting
l:erself to reply.

She went about her customary
household tasks, So long as she was
busy with her hands she could fight
cff thoughts she did not have the
courage to face.

She avoided Matilda and Cora,
afraid they would notice her rimmed
and swollen eyes,

By mid-afternoon Gypsy was try-
ing to find comfort in the thought
that out of the ruin of her own
dreams Jim would find happiness.
Jim's happiness should mean more
to her than her own. Then she
thought about Alan. Was Alan as
miserable as she, now that she had
sent him away?

On sudden inspiration she went
to the telephone. Crosby had told
her he was stopping at the How-
ard, an inexpensive hotel. Gypsy
found the number in th directory
and called it.

“May I speak to Mr. Alan
orosby ?” she said.

Others had suffered |

morning's |

CHAPTER ' FORTY-SEVEN
VIDENTLY the man at the
other end of the telephone
connection had not understood.
“Who is it you wish to speak to,
madam?” he asked.

“Mr, Crosby—Alan Crosby,” Gyp-
8y repeated the name,

There was a pause. Then the
voice came back crisply. “Mr.
Crosby checked out last night.”

Gypsy put down the telephone.

After all, did it matter greatly? It
| would be kinder to Alan not even
|to write. Let him forget her as
| quickly as possible,
: Two days passed in which Gypsy
| moved about the house as though
;she was living in a daze. She saw
iJim each morning and evening.
‘,Meals were the most difficult part
{ of the day.

As much as possible she remained

:alone. Then there was no need to
ka;op up pretenses. 8he did not
| weep,

| we Except for a daily airing
| with Pat, she never was out of the
| house,

| Jim had told her that he had
| written to a lawyer in Reno. With-
i in a week or ten days, ke said, ar-
would be complete.
‘ Everything would be taken ca?e t:f
| for her.

It would be necessary for her to
| establish three months’ residence in
{ the Nevada city. Jim talked about
i:ﬂl this as impersonally as though
| she were any client who came to his
office instead of his wife,

_F.\'cn for that she could not hate
him. Gypsy tried to tell herself
she hoped he would be happy with
Mnr(-m, The wish was only partly
Sincere. She wanted Jim to be hap-
PY—not with Marcia.

She was upstairs in the guest
room Friday afternoon when she
heard a car coming up the drive,
It was too early for Jim to be ar-
riving,

Gypsy glanced out the window,
The car was a dark blue coupe and
it looked as though it had been
t;avellng a long while. Curiously the
girl watched as the car halted and
a man stepped out.

He was a large man. His suit was
gray tweed and he wore a straw
hat. He opened the other door of
the coupe and a woman appeared.
Anne! Anne and Phil Trowbridge!

Excitedly Gypsy ran down the
stairs, Anne and Phi] just had
reached the porch when she flung
the door open.

“Anne!” Gypsy cried, rushing to-
ward her cousin. “I'm so glad to

see you! How did you get here?
Hello, Phil. What a wonderful sur-
prise!”

“We weren’t quite sure this was
the house,” Trowbridge said.
“Quite a place you've got here,
You're looking fine, Gypsy.”

She wasn't and Anne Trowbridge
i had noted the fact, but she echoed
her husband’s words, kissed Gypsy
and told her they had run over to
Forest City especially to see her on
their way back from a trip to the
lakes

“Always told Jim that if I ever
came anywhere near here we’d drop
in to see him,” Trowbridge said.
“It’s the first time we've driven this
far west.”

“Jim will be delighted.
don’'t yoy telephone him?”

“That's an idea. Think I will.”
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HE directed Anne to the most
comfortable chair in the living
| room, showed Phil where to find
{ the telephone and went to the
!kitchon to tell Matilda to prepare
| cool refreshments. Then she came
| back to the living room.

{  “What a wonderful old house this
{1s!” Anne said. “And your furni-
| ture’s beautiful.”

“Do you like it? The house is|
| ages old. Jim's grandfather buihi
1it. This room was part of the|
{ original farm house and that's the

same fireplace. If you like the
house wait until you see my gar-
den—"

| Phil Trowbridge entered the room
| then and Anne turned so that she
| did not see how Gypsy flushed as
| she said the words “my garden.”
[ 1t would be just as well to tell Phil
| and Anne at once that the marriage
| had been a failure. Better than
to try to keep up false pretenses.

“Jim's coming right out,” Phil
| announced cheerily. “Say, Gypsy, I
| certainly do like this place! This is
la real home. Mind if I look
| around?”
| “Of course not. That's the li-
| brary across the hall. Jim has his |
| desk there and keeps all sorts of |
old things around. There are some
books that belonged to his grand-
father and some old pictures—"

Anne talked about the week they
had spent at a fashionable resort.
She mentioned names of other
guests that to Gypsy meant noth-

Why

{

ing, but she knew they must have
social prominence or Anne would
not have been interested.

The other girl was wearing a
gray silk one-piece frock and gray
felt hat pulled down over her head.
Gypsy noticed that in spite of the
vacation trip, Anne's skin was not
browned.

Her pink and white fairness
seemed as fresh as ever. There was
a decided air of Parisian fashion
correctness about Anne. Here in
Forest City it was more pronounced
than ever.

“Thanks. I'm really fagged to
death. Honest, Gypsy, you haven't
minded being buried in a little town
like this, have you?”

No, she hadn’t minded it. She
said this without so much as a
quiver of her lips. Again she knew
that she should make things plain
about the divorce, but Matilda in-
terrupted, entering with the tray.

There were tall glasses with ice
cubes clinking enticingly and a cool
mint-flavored beverage. Phil re-
turned, enthusiastic about a first
edition he had found on the book
shelves.

“Of course, you'll stay with us to-
night,” Gypsy found herself saying,
thoroughly aware that this was no
time for entertaining. “I know Jim
will insist upon it.”

Jim did insist when he arrived
fifteen minutes later. He wrung
Phil's hand and greeted Anne eag-
erly. He assured them they could
not think of starting on until the
next day.

“Why not stay over Sunday?” he
asked. “Little touch of this rural
life would be good for you. Show
you how much you're missing in
New York——"

They could not stop over the
week-end, Trowbridge told him, but
if there was room for them and it
would not be an inconvenience they
would be glad to spend the night
and drive on next day.
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T that it was settled. Gypsy
had a hasty conference with
Matilda. Life was suddenly stirring
in the house again.

There was no time to think of
anything except the demands of
hospitality. Dinner, with the ex-
acting Anne as a guest, must dis-
play Matilda’s art as a cook.

Gypsy, as she got out the fine old
silverware, told herself that she
might be a failure as Jim’s wife, but
she would show him she knew her
duties as a hostess.

She took Anne wupstairs to the
little jewel-box of a guest bedroom
and was pleased when the other girl
praised it.

“You know, Anne,” she said, “I
was thinking of you when we
planned this room.”
“Oh, you did it over?”
“The whole house.
didn’t really do it myself. I found
a decorator and we worked to-
gether.”

“You made a splendid job of it.
I'm going to copy those curtains in
my room at home. Does your
decorator ever come to New York?”

“I suppose so. I can find out.”

“Tell her to come to see me the
next time. I might give her a com-
mission.”

Gypsy went to her own room to
dress. It had been decided that
after the dinner they would drive
out to the Golf and Tennis Club,
where there was dancing on Thurs-
days. Jim was eager for his guests
to see that here and there Forest
City had a metropolitan touch.

(To Be*E:);tinued)
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“At last!” cried the High Priest.
O, Tarzan of the Apes, you shall know the fury
not of the Flaming God, but of Cadj, the man.
He raised the sacri-
ficial knife above his head. Beyond the point of
the knife Tarzan saw the summit of the court-
yvard wall. Just surmounting it was the head
and shoulders of a wmighty, bl{ck-maned lion.
“Jad-bal-ja,” shouted Tarzan, “KILL!

And that, immediately.”

“This time,

followed it.

KILL!"
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Cadj hesitated, his knife poised on high. He
noted the direction of the ape-man’s glance and
In that instant the golden lion
leaped to the pavement and, with two mighty
bounds, was upon the High Priest of Opar. The
knife clattered to the floor and the great jaws

closed upon the horrid face. The lesser priests,
who had seized Tarzan and had remained to

witness his death, fled screaming from the scens. .

Now remained only Tarzan and Jad-bal-ja
and the body of Cadj within the sacrificial

Thus La, herself, leading a searching party,
entered the sacrificial courtyard. The sight that
met her eyes brought her to a sudden stop. For
there, bound upon the altar, lay Tarzan of the
Apes. Standing above him, his snarling face
and gleaming eyes glaring directly at her, was
Jad-bal-ja, the golden lion. “TARZAN!"
shrieked La, running toward the altar. “Cad}
ha.sh%dhiamatlast. Tarzan is dead!”

chamber. “Come, Jad-bal-ja,” commanded the
ape-man, “let no one harm Tarzan.” , . . An
hour later the victorious forces of La were over-
running the ancient palace and temple of Opar.
The priests and warriors who had survived
eagerly surrendered. Now at La's command,
the city was searched for Tarzan and Cadj.




