
SANDY
THE STORY SO FAK

SANDY McNEIL, in love with life,
marries BEN MURILLO, a rich Italian,
to pleaso her impoverished family, ty-
ranny by Murillo and frequent quarrels
follow. A son dies at birth. 808 Mi’-
NEIL, her uncle, aids in plans for
Sandy and her mother to take a trip to
Honolulu. There she meets RAMON
WORTH, who saves her life in the surf.
Oh the same steamer home he declares
his love. Murillo says he will never
release her. JUDITH MOORE, a cousin,
toils Sandy love is everything. Murillo
overtakes her as she (toes for a tryhl
with Ramon. He appears, unexpectedly,
at a party she is giving for her friends.
She leaves his house and accepts the
kindly attentions of Ramon, whoso homo
sho shares. She leaves for her home
when she learns her mother is ill.
Sandy's mother dies and she Koes to live
with her cousin. Judith after ParUng
with Ramon. Douglas Keith Introduces
his friend HAL HUME, to Judith. He.
himself is fascinated by Sandy, whom lie

seeß frequently.
NOW GO ON WITH TUB STORY

CHAPTER LXXXI
Ho came down the steps, his heart

singing. Her white, angelic face had
turned to his; her sweet, soft hands
touched his cheeks and the most
beautiful lips In all the world mur-
mured, “I love you, Douglas. Dear

Clod, I do."
So he swung along, jubilant. See-

ing Judith and Hume now coming

from the car he approached chuck-
ling. "Gee, what a day. Oh, boy,

wasn’t It a flip?”
He stood with his hat off, face all

sparkle and joyous youth. The wind
lifted his smoth, brown hair. With
a swift hand he slicked It back,
stooped to Judith, "Have a good

lime, Judy darling? I did. Pretty

gay, aren’t we?”
Judith, hearing the song In his

voice, could almost see Sandy's

kisses on his glowing, ardent mouth.
She said with pathetic gayety:

"The best time In the world." and
softly, "You look so glad, Doug."

Eyes twinkling, "Ain't life ser-
aphlc, girl?"

She went in stealthily, switched
en the hall light, let herself sink on
the lowest step of the long flight

of stairs. * She whispered, breath-
less, “I can’t go up—l can’t face
her. It’s done now—lt’s too late
now.”

She felt faint because her blood
moved in slow, sickening circles
from her heart to her throat—back
and forth—ln a stifling way.

They loved each other. After to-
day no one could doubt it. How they

had danced, lost in the sweetness of
each other's arms.

He loved Sandy. And Sandy loved
him.

Judith drew long, stormy breaths,
struggling as though she were
drowning. "I have no right to care!
What right have I to care?”

She stood up, found herself unable
to proceed. She wanted to bury her
face against the wall and cry—cry
with long, shaking sobs that would
tear the heart out of her, tear It in
two.

But they loved each other, and this
gave them the right to stand apart
from all the world—the right to
fling everything to the winds. Judith
believed this. For a great love she
would do It.

She now saw herself brushed
aside. Douglas and Sandy, with
quick, reckless hands, pushed her
away and ran off together.

. She caught the banister, cower-
lug against It as though these two
were actually flying down the stairs
and she would not have them see
her.

She went up heavily, praying that
Sandy would be In bed—that she
would he asleep. She had an idea
that her eyes looked haggard—that
at any moment she would be forced
to clap her hands over her face; that
she might not cry out, "I can’t bear
it that these words might leap
from her strained and breaking
heart.

Sandy heard her coming slowly.
The color swept and died in her
cheeks. She murmured, "I can’t
help it.” She drew her hands to-
gether. ready to faint with these
mingled emotions of pain and joy.

She glided to the dresser, lit the
stately candles that were the pride
of the room. "You’re a bit late ar-
riving, she said, trying to be very
casual. “AVasn’t it wondrous ’

The light fell on her red hair and
dewy eyes. She was whiter than
Judith had ever seen her—whiter
and more beautiful with the love

warm on her lips—warm andShining in her dewy eyes.
“AVhy didn’t you go to bed?” saidJudith, going straight to the closet,

putting her hat on the shelf. “Did
you enjoy It?’’

"More than anything I’ve ever
seen - Sandy picked off a lonp
streamer of the wax dripping on the
candle. "She knows,” she thought
unhappily. “She looks like a stone."

Judith was a long time hanging
up that coat and hat. She emerged !
with a kimono wrapped about her. |
her head lowered as she studiously Ipinned the folds together. "Games j
wear me to a fra-zzle. I ought to iapply for a place on the team, all |
the work I do. Think I’ll take aj
bath. Don’t wait for me. Blow out
the candles."

“She hates me.” Sandy thought,
creeping between the cold, smooth
sheets. “It's killing her to have me
here. She can’t bear to look at me.
Lord—what are we to do?”

She kept very near to the edge on
her own side of the bed. “I've taken
him from her. I’ve broken her
heart,” she now murmured, rutting
her hands over her face. “AVhy did
I come here? Why do these ter-
rible things always happen?’’

She felt the sweep of his arms; his
young, happy eyes going like plum-
mets to her Inmost soul. She felt
this and flushed with joy.

She knew now what Judith meant,
saying: “It’s love when you can
hardly bear it If he looks clear into
yojr eyes; when all your heart, and
soul just longs and longs for him
to kiss you. And you could pour
your whole life out for him to drink
in a single hour of Joy—that's love.”

Yes, and she had this now. She
had never known it before. It was
hers—theirs—they had a right to its
She would reach out her arms, draw
him to her—hold him. She saw her-
self doing this. She whispered: ”1
won’t give him up—he won't give
me up. AVhy should we? , .

.

A\’e won't!”
Hearing Judith padding across the

room, she pretended to be asleep.
Judith, too, lay on her own side

of the bed, her hands crossed on herI breast.
The presence of Judith, lying still

as the dead, filled Sandy with a shiv-
ering unhappiness. Nov/ miserable,
she defended herself: “She did every-
thing for me! I didn’t take himj from her. He never thought of her

■ as he thinks of me. lie never would
have thought of her like that. Oh.
would he—would he?”

And Judith with her pulses thud-
ding, filling her with sickness and
heat so that she longed to dash the
clothes off, leap from the bed—
Judith thought: “She’s not asleep.
How can she lie here after what
she's done? AVhat did she do? If
ho wanted you, could anyone take
him from you? Don’t pity yourself!
AVhat have you for a glorious fel-
low like him to love? WhatN beauty
have you?”

Not a muscle of her body moved;
yet she felt clamorous with mutiny.
Slow, burning tears gathered in her
eyes. She could love as Sandy

never could! She could bring him
fire and glow of her pure, young
heart—the passion of her high,
>oung soul—fling it to him—ask
nothing In return; she could drop on
her knees and yield up all her life
If he should need or wish it. She
was his mate—his real mate—-

“But he doesn’t want you, Judith
Moore—oh shame,
for yourself!”

Sandy felt a faint trembling as
Judith’s rigid body relaxed. “She’s
crying—Lord, is she crying! Oh,
how am I to blame? ... Because
it is I he wants—l that he loves—-
he thut I love—he only!” And she,
too, felt the flame and beauty in her
spirit—glowing there for him. None
other could bring it—only kl4|
And there was no help for it.

She turned over. Her foot touched
Judith's. Judith said In a queer,
gentle way: "Are you awake,
Sandy?”

“Yes."
"Your feet are freezing. Put

them on mine. I’m boiling.”
"Oh,” said Sandy, ready to cry,
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OHYES! 1 can wear smaller,
daintier shoes since 1 use
Tiz. It is because my feet

are never swollen or tender any
more.
The minute you put your feet in
a Tiz bath, you feel pain and ten-
derness drawn out. Oh! What
relief. No more tired, aching,
burning, shoe-chafed feet.
Tiz draws out the poisons and
acids that puff up your feet. Get
a box of Tiz for a few cents at a
department atore.

Don’t be annoyed
by ugly blemishes

Does a poor complexion stand be-
tween you and popularity, good tiroes,
success? Resinol Ointment does yiotwork miracles, but it does make red,rough, pimply skins clearer, fresher
and more attractive. Get a jar from
vour druggist today—use it regularly
for a few days—and sec how your com-
plexion improves. This soothing oint-
ment also brings quick relief tochapped
or chgfed skin.

Resinol
FEELING LOTS

BETTER NOW
Writes Ethel May Snider Who

Used Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound

Doing housework and taking caro
of a sick woman proved to be too

W&f

much for Kthel
May Snider, R.
R. 1 of Hart-
ford City, Ind.,
until she start-
ed taking Lydia
E. Pink ham’s
Vegetable Com-
pound.

Overwork had
so undermined
her health that
she had to give
up all outside

•work, and when she saw this medi-
cine advertised in the “Star” and
mother papers, she went to a drug-
gist and got a bottle of Lydia B.
Pinltham’s Vegetable Compound.
She took it regularly, was greatly
benefited and now feels very much
better.

Ethel May Snider’s experience Is
similar to that of thousands of
other women in all walks of • life,
who have sent testimonials to the
Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Com-
pany of Lynn, Mass.

From Maine to California, from
Wisconsin to Texas, and from Ne-
braska to Florida letters are re-
ceived every day from grateful
women who say the Vegetable
Compound haa helped to restore
their health.

by ELENORE MEHERIN,
Author of “CHICKIE”
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“never mind. I’m often cold.” /■
"But it’s warm tonight. Why are

you shivering, Sandy?”
A sob ran to Sandy’s Ups. “I don’t

know what you're thinking, Jude.
Oh, you treat me as though I wanted
to break your heart.”

Judith smiled into the darkness.
“I don’t care if my heart gets bro-
ken. It doesn’t amount to much,
Sandy. It’s because you’re break-
ing his—you’re breaking his whole
life.”

"Oh, no; I’d die before I’d do that.”
"But you are—that’s what you’re

doing.”
Suddenly Sandy sat up. She

clapped her two hands her
heart. "I wouldn’t do that, Judith,
if I had to die to avoid It. I won’t
do that.”

She ?ir.k back on the pillows. “1
know what I can do. I’ll do It.”

(To Be Continued.)

CONGRESSMAN TO TALK
Updike to Address Local Branch of

Railway Mail Association.
Congressman Ralph E. Updike

will address the Indianapolis Branch
Railway Mall Association and the
woman's auxiliary at 6:30 p. m.
Wednesday at Odd Fellows Hall,
Hamilton Ave. and E. Washington
St. Mrs. Updike will be the honor
guest.

Updike will discuss the civil serv-
ice retirement law. The meeting
will be followed by an entertainment
and dance.

BISHOP LEETE NAMED
Methodists Form New Memorial

Society at Chicago.

Announcement was made today
that Bishop Frederick D. Leete of
Indianapolis has been made a mem-
ber of the executive committee of
the Methodist Ministers’ Sons and
Daughters Society, a newly formed
organization with headquarters In
Chicago. Bishop Edwin H. Hughes

of Chicago, ex-president of De Pauw
University, Is president.

The organization will perpetuate
the memory of the ministers of the
Methodist Episcopal Chruch and es-
tablish a ministers’ memorial sani-
tarium at Colorado Springs, Colo.,
dedicated to the care of those suffer-
ing from tuberculosis.

The French harp, or harmonica,
has taken Greensburg by storm.
Over six hundred were sold in the
past month, merchants say.

\rrj of Magnesia
Instead of soda hereafter take a

Uttle "Phillips Milk of Magnesia” in
water any time for indigestion or
sour, acid, gassy stomach, and re-
lief will come Instantly.

Better Than Soda
For fifty years genuine "Phillips

Milk of Magnesia” has been pre-
scribed by physicians because It over-
comes three timeß as much acid In
the stomach as a saturated solution

of bicarbonate of soda, leaving the
stomach sweet and free from all
gases. Besides, it neutralizes acid
fermentations in the bowels and
gently urges this souring waste from
the system without purging. It Is
far more pleasant to take than soda.

Try a 25c Bottle
Insist upon “Phillips.” Twenty-

five cent and fifty cent bottles, any
drugstore.—Advertisement.

Savings
+
6%

20WEST
OHIO ST.

Even If we were paying only 3% dividends, this Buildlrc
and Loan would still be a good investment be-
cause of its safety. First mortgages on real estate are the
best security to be had. But add to this safety 6% divi-
dends compounded semi-annually, and you have the reason
for the great number of savers becoming Independent by
means of small weekly or mouthly savings. You can open
an account tomorrow!

For Over 35 Years We / 4 '

Have Always Paid /q
6% Dividends '

$ t

Exempt From NormaT Federal Income Tax.
We Charge No Membership Fee.

Assets—Over $3,700,000.00

Surplus, $210,000.00

North Side of Street—y2 Block West of Postoffice
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