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he smiled all was forgiven and he
won the heart of any one Who saw
him.

Bunny liked him a lot, and
though they were eternally spanring,
they were the best of friends.

“ 'Frald not,” she returned, ‘‘the
ceremony has to take place in my
bathroom, and Myra Is such an old
fuss where the proprieties are con-
cerned.”

A maid entered, pushed a peram-
bulator, which was really a small
cellaret. She brought it rest in
front of Heath who at once set him-
self to the business of mixing cock-
tails.

Myra, from her lounge-chair, stud-
ied the maid critically. But she
could find nothing to censure. Cap,
apron and personal attitude were all
perfection, for Katie was quick to
learn and Myra was a thorough and
competent teacher.

Though there was supposed to be
about the house the careless and in-
formal air always associated with
a studio or a bungalow, Myra Heath's
housekeeping instincts rebelled, and
she was most punctilious in the mat-
ters of domestic, etiquette.

So Katie took the glasses from
Heath, on her perfectly appointed
tray, with its caviare canapes and
tiny napkins, and served them prop-
erly.

But after that she was allowed to
leave the room, and “dividends”were
apportioned out by Heath himself.

"Rotten to have a snoopy maid
around,” he growled; “cocktails
should be absorbed only in the bosom
of one's own family.”

"Katie isn’t snoopy,” his wife re-
joined, not curtly, but with the air
of one stating an important fact.

“Not snoopy exactly,” offered In-
man, “but so softly and cat-footed
she gets on my nerves.”

"I .wouldn’t have a noisy servant
about,” Myra informed him, with a
calm glance of hauteur.

“Well, she spoils the whole day
for me,” Heath declared. “I do
wish, Myra, you’d let us have the
cocktail hour au natufel. Without
hired service. Larry could pass the
tray, or, if he balked, Bunny could.”

“No,” Myra said, and the one word
was far more eloquently final than
any tirade could have been.

She did not smile, but neither did
she frown. It was her way of clos-
ing an incident. y

Her pale oval face was of a clas-
sic beauty, which would have been
rendered a thousand times more at-
tractive by even a fleeting smile. But
smiles were not Myra’s strong point.
Her calm was superb, her dignity
was unassailable, her poise was
never shaken, but of merriment she
had none, nor ever showed response
to its manifestation in others.

Os course, she was inordinately
vain of her lopks; of her quiet, well
behaved ash blonde hair; of her large
gray eyes, that never grew dark and
stormy with rage, or soft with un-
shed tears; of her pale pink lips and
dead white complexion, untouched
by the make-up box, and of her in-
dividual style of dressing.

Her wardrobe included only gowns
of white or pale gray, or elusive
shades of fawn or beige. And all
were made on soft, clinging lines,
that made her look like an exquisite
Burne-Jones picture, in unusually
modish garb.

All these effects should have ap-
pealed to her artist husband, but
they didn't. He was all for color,
and he begged Myra to wear pale
green or yellow, or even black, but
a calm “No” was his answer.

And so, though few people knew
It, he became a little fed up with
Myra. To be sure, she had the
money, so he couldn’t seriously of-
fend her, but by slow degrees, they
drifted a little more apart, spiritual-
ly, and though outwardly just ns
usual, they knew themselves where
they stood.

Heath'-e nbsences in New York,
when he went down to see about
selling his pictures, became a little
longer each time. He paid more at-
tention than he 'used to feminine
guests In the hbuse. He contrasted
In his own mind the deadly dullness
of his wife and the gay bantering

moods of Bunny or other girls and
women who visited Myra.

For she loved to entertain. Her su-
periority Todtplex craved opportuni-
ty to display her home in all its

- marvelous perfection of detail. Con-
sequently no week-end found them
without guests, and many remained
as longer time visitors.

Lawrence Inman, also* an artist,
dabbled about in Perry’s studio, pro-
ducing futile attempts as seascapes,
or garden pieces, at which Heath
laughed good-naturedly and told
him to try blacksmithing.

A distant relative of Myra’s, In-
man was her only kin, and, except
for Heath, the natural heir to her
large fortune.

Moreover, he was in love with her,
or as nShr as one could come to
such a thing as romance with Myra
Heath.

He had often told her so, only to
receive a grave look and a calm
“No” in response. But Harry In-
man was not easily daunted, and he
continued to dance attendance on
h’s beautiful kinswoman, to the
secret amusement of her true and
lawful husband.

For Perry Heath was astute to a
degree, and very little went on in
his house of which he was unaware.

He even sensed, through sheer in-
tuition, that Harry contemplated
proposing to Myra some plan of di-
vorce or elopement, and he idly won-
dered how his wife would take it.

This conviction, however, made
not the slightest difference in his
attitude toward the pair,, and the
peace of the household was un-
ruffled.

But Heath, not illogically, told
himself that sauce for the goose
was sauce for the gander, and if
Myra cljose to philander with In-
man, her husband was excusable if
he flirted a tiny bit with the be-
witching Bunny.

Cocktails finished and dinner an-
nounced, they w'ent across the
lounge to the dining room.

Here again, the absolute perfec-
tion of the appointments and the ex-
cellence of the food Justified Myra
In her pride in her housekeeping.

Dinner was rather a merry feast,
for the cocktails had been potent,
and, thotffeh Myra smiled but sel-
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dom, the other three were in fine'
fig and feather, and a pleasant time
was had by all.

Coffee was served on the front
terrace, that looked out to sea, and
later, as the darkness settled down,
they went inside for bridge.

“Let’s play in the studio,” Bunny
said, “it’s so much mores cosy.”

“Yes, I know your idea of cosi-
ness,” Heath retorted, "it’s to babble
all the time you’re dummy and most
of the time you're playing.”

Bunny made a face at him and
went on to the studio, where Katie
was deftly placing table, chairs and
smoking stands.

They played a few rubbers, for
moderate stakes, and then. Bunny,
being dummy, and chattering as
was her wont, Heath said, sharply:

“Do shut up, child! I can't think
straight with your tongue clatter-
ing like that!”

“Oh, all right!” and the girl
flounced out of her chair, went
through the French window and
out on the terrace.

“Now, she's mad,” observed In-
man, but Perry Heath said, gayly:

"Not so you'd notice it. That’s a
bid for me to follow her.”

“Run along, then,” bald tol-
erantly, I’ll entertain Larry till you
get back.”

It was not entirely unprecedented,
for their bridge games occasionally
broke up in just this fashion.

Heath strolled along the terrace to
the far end, where he found Bunny
in a rambler arbor, exactly where
he had expected to find her.

Very fair she looked, as she stoed
leaning against its trellised window,
her fair hair a soft gold in the moon-
Ught, her flower-like face a little
wistful as she gazed up at him.

Perry Heath was not a handsome
man, but he was gentle and kindly,
and little Bunny, unversed in theways of men of the world, had fall
en for his gay, good-natured charm.

His appearance was a bit incon-
spicious in its lack of distinction or
striking features. His rather pale

i face was surmounted by a shock ofdark brown hair, which he had a
.habit of impatiently pushing back
from his fotehead, over which it in-
variably dropped again. His eyes
were a gray blue, and he wore largo
tortoise-shell rimmed glasses, which,
he said, having put on for his paint-
ing, he was later compelled to wear
constantly.

They were not specially becom-ing, but Bunny contended they lentdistinction to his face and gave hima Boherfiian look.
For the rest. Heath was aver-age sized, average weight, and al-ways dressed in the perfection of

good taste as well as in the latestmode of tailorings.
His manner was always pleasant,

receptive, responsive and generally
charming. This, though habitual
with him, was looked uponvbv Bun-
ny as specially for her. and shewas rapidly becoming his abject
slave and adorer.

Heath saw this, of course, andtried to stave it off by coolness andeven negligence toward the girl.
But Bunny disregarded this and

blithely went on falling in love with
neatness and dispatch.

“Come along, Bunny girl, they’re
waiting for us,” Heath said, trying
not to look too directly at her.

“Stay just a, minute,” she whis-
pered, stepping a bit nearer to him.
“Just one little minute—to look at
the moon.”
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B hy, there isn’t any moon,
child," he exclaimed.

“There will be in a minute. It’s
just going to rise.—up out of thesea. Oh, do wait for it. Do—dear—

Os course, Perry had to meet the
occasion. He waited. Waited, with
Bunny in his arms, her slim little
form held so close he could feel her
quick, startled breathing, could hear
her ecstatic little gasps as she
nestled her chin in his cupped
hand that sought to raise her face
to his. *

But ns the golden disk began to
show above the sea horizon, Myra’s
voice sounded from the doorway:

“Come on in, you two—the eve-
ning’s over.”

They obeyed her summons, and,
returning to the studio, found In-
man mixing himself a nightcap and
Myra looking with deep interest at
an old brown bottle she was hold-
ing.

She referred to a big book on glass
and verified its exact status.

"Yes,” she said, rapidly, "it's all
right! Dyottsville Glass Works—
Philadelphia—oh, it’s a gem! A
wonderful find!”

“Hang your wonderful find!” cried
her husband, irritably. “It amazes
me. Myra, when you are so unenthu-
siastic over most things how you
can go into ecstasies over a bft of
ugly old glass, just because it is old.
I have a feeling for beauty* in any
form, but for a rotten old whisky
bottle—no!”

Myra looked at him a few sec-
onds, without speaking, and then
turned her attention to the brown
bottle.

“I love that particular stare my
wife gives me occasionally,” Heath'
said, addressing no one in particular.

“You shall have it again, if you
care for it so much,” Myra returned,
and gave him another look, this time
showing a more definite trace of con-
tempt.

“Come, come," said Barry, “birds
in their little nests agree. Bet up on
the bickering, if only -to spare your
guests embarrassment. And ,too,
old scout, your pictures are no more
uniformly s(>od than Myra's glass
junk. This isn’t saying that some
of them are not masterpieces, but
on the other hand—” v

“Shut up,” growled Heath, “yours
are uniformly bad, you know. Well,
consistency’s a jewel.”

“Larry knows more about color
than you do,” said Myra, judicially,
speaking almost as if she was judg-
ing an exhibition of art.

“Pooh, color is my middle name,”
Heath retorted. He was not miffed
at all, these altercations were of
frequent occurrence. “I wish to
goodness, Myra, you had a little
sense of color. iUmight lead you to
see a touch of it would improve
your pure, angel face. Your lips
are perfectly shaped, but too pale.
Your delicate but high cheek bones
would welcome a touch of rouge,
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and your ash blond eyebrows are
simply screaming for a pencil!”

“That’s so, My,” agreed Bunny,
who would have agreed with Perry
had he said just the reverse. “Here's
my vanity box, have a try at it.”

“No,” said Myra, with her most
negative inflection.. “My face 1:|
perfect as it is.”

Her assuredtone robbed the words
of any semblance of petty vanity. It
was as if the Venus of Milo had said
quietly that she* had a good figure.

Inman laughed. “That's true,
sweetie,” he said, "but just as an
experiment, I'd like to see how you'd
look with some pigment on your
map.”

He took the vanity case from Bun-
ny and made as if to
rouge to Myra's face, but she waved
him away with a soft, slow move-
ment of her long white hand and
closed the incident with her charae-
teristie~"No.’ r

Bunny, sitting on the arm of
Heath's chair, clasped h% knee
while she swung a well-dressed and
Impertinent leg.

Her own face was a trifle over-
decorated, but the garish tints
couldn’t help tho soft loveliness of
her natural complexion, and, though
her nose was white as a clown’s, it
was adorably impudent and bewitch-
ing.

She had tossed around her neck a
filmy scarf of American Beauty red
and its deep tone brought out the
fairy-like charm of her soft pink
throat and golden hair.

“Wish I had a cigaret-holder to
match this scarf.” she said. “Can’t
you Doesn’g%m-

ber ever come in deep red? I be-
lieve this is my color—don’t you?”

She leaned over Heath, hei saucy
face near his own, and by her own
movement brought herself within the
circle of his arm.

"You let my husband alone, Miss
Vampire,” said Myra, with more
Spirit than she often showed.

(To Be Continued.)

DON’T SNEEZE AtTtHIS
81/ United rrr*s

CHICAGO, Aug. 16.—Advice not
to be sneezed at was issued here to-
day by Health Commissioner Her-
man N. Bundesen, in list.ng ways
of preventing hay fever.

“Wear' amber glasses; stay in the
city away from dust and pollen;
ride in closed automobiles; be moder-
ate in eati-jg,” are included in Dr.
Bundesen’s list.

“No weeds, no pollen,” he ex-
plalne. “No pollen, no hay fever."

IB) 0 W° 99Business Kisses
By BEATRICE BURTON

Author of “Gloria, The Flapper Wife’’
The names In *.h!a story are purely fictitious and are not to be taken a* r.faring to any Darticular Deraon. place o r firm.

CHAPTER LXIII
The first week in April, Mary Rose

•left old Dr. Fltzroy’s office and went
to work for Jim Morrell’s business
partner, Cornelius Tuydeman.

Tuydeman was, beyond all shadow
of doubt, the handsomest man that
Mary Rose had ever seen in her life.

He was dark with the fiery, ro-
mantic swarthiness of a Valentino.
And—wonders of wonders!—he was
not conceited over his good looks.

He wore loose, shabby suits and
dark neckties; and he was so pain-

fully shy that Mary Rose was sorry
for him. \

“I don’t know when I've met any
one that I liked as well as I do him,”
she told Flossie one afternoon, when
the two of them returned to Flos-
sie’s little flat from a shopping trip.

“Well, then—why not marry him?”
asked Flossie, who never minced
matters.

“You coilld, if you tried to,” she
went on, delicately applying anew
paste rouge to her lips, as she talked.
"For one thing, you're-a fool not to

wear black. Any girl’s twice as
good looking in black as she is in
colors! And Tom's death has given
you a perfectly good excuse to dress
like a widow.”

Mary Rose held up a warning
hand. “Hush!” she said. “You don't
suppose I'd wear mourning for Tom,
do you? You see, I don’t mourn for
him as a Woman would grieve for
the only man she could ever love.
Tom was my great friend, but I
never would have married Tom If
he’d lived.”

Flossie stared at her with puzzled
blue eyes.

“People 'Hfe funny things,” she
said musingly, as she rubbed a little
mere of the rouge on the lobes of
her ears. “I bumped Into Hilary
Dexter the other day when I was
donwtown buying baby clothes, and
he said the queerest thing to me!
I’m still wondering what he meant!”
She shook her head in a bewildered
sort of way.

"He said he’d always heard that
the dangerous age for Aten was be-

Fire Alaim? Hunt
Band on Pole

Look for a yellow band on
a pole wheij you’re in a hurry
to find a fire alarm box.

Yellow stripes today are be-
ing painted above all boxes,
which are being repainted red
by a squad of qity employes
under direction of William
Griffis, board of safety electrical
engineer.

AUG. 16, 1926
OUR BOARDING HOUSE—By AHERN

/ljcT\y If rr\KAt=\ KKiOVi ili“7 ■ • • Come. \ alas,~ aus, - Q , maaojv- M m c>. doopue W\ ■ p0 ?*~

LOU'S . R ACVY *Mfrp * \ r£ti/<r our p x I- -tU' 1fu*
* \ •jyg y **%*j%zv

- “

\
~

iUg 4? /voh(\t - - soO ntm ToTtu. nt_’ ) A ( th 3 >
/775? r?) it punt His ?aolT, and you wonT/ it . toujk- hi* "jof

\<W IWVZ/ Hin'? —I J/WP6V00ft fIOUCE. -AW \ EN6A6ED To HIS

n \

J ' ' ~~
‘
=>

~"

1926 BY NEA SERVICE, INC. Way./'

606H,Mmy-MOW E Vltu., VT=> XOO'R. \ WEU. S ' THERMO Bt IVO AX? 08, \ DONKjoN XOO WWINTTHAT YCXJRfc "W FAULT .XOO'Rt AS B iJRH . A CATCH TO THIS \\* Xoo'Rt SO . .' h , SO LA2X Vw'O 5\T BACKCHAOYVtOR,Wt_ MUCH W BOSS AS 1 MAYfICY 'TBY 'Jft if ) SOMtWHtRH -VslrtY { ‘s>bflAßY /VMX ONDMT * A' '

j HPRguuTW MF
K

DON'T GET TO©\L\_ f r Bl - / DOMTCBA S\Y OP WO BR\N<b TH ’ \Plßp ANYTHING rJ \ n HI / Htßt IN WONT r- 1 1gjj I ,—i o, .

.

jiff l BOT )F YOO DO/YT ) .7 BUT I'M 60IMS
jf | ( DO 7A&, X VjJOMT" ) ” TO 0O IT POP-7AAT3- )

j I \ S WOO

i S-. uJ -
er ma * 6'^

tween 40 and 50—and that he’d
found out that It is!” she added. “I
told him he was talking cuckoo, but
he just laughed. Sometimes he says
the weirdest things!”

Mary Rose laughed, too.
“That wasn’t a queer thing to

say,” she told Flossie. “It's a well
known fact that a lot of men—and
women, too—have their wildest love
affairs during their middle age. I
suppose it's because they know old
age is just around the corner.

Flossie set her too scarlet lips in
a determined line.

"Well, just let me catch Sam Jes-
sup cutting up any didoes like that
when he’s middle-aged,” she cried,
her eyes flashing like blue flames,
“and I’ll bet I'll fix him! It’ll beta
‘dangerous age’ for him, all right, if
he does!”

• • *

It was a week or two later that
Mary Rose saw John Manners once
more.

She and Flossie were out walking
and as they turned a corner his car
passed close to them.

“There’s John Manners!” Flossie
cried, excitedly pinching her sister’s
arm. “Right there in that car! See?”

Mary Rose did see. She was look-
ing straight into John Manners’
eyes—the gray eyes thatv she loved
—and on her lips was a small smile
that barely lifted the dimpled corners
of it. ✓

John raised his hat and the car
swept on down the wide street.

“Why, you’re shaking all over like
a bowl full of jelly!” Flossie, who
was still holding Mary Rose’s arm,

exclaimed. She looked at her and
saw that she had gone dead white.

“Mary Rose Middleton!” she said
disgustedly. “You're still crazy
about that chump, aren’t you? You
look as if somebody had knocked
you silly!”
'”1 always will be,” Mary Rose

found herself saying. She hadn’t
meant to say it, but a llher defenses
were down. The sudden sight of
John Manners had, as Flossie put it,
knocked her silly!

She was jstill trembling and her
effort to smilo reassuringly at her
sister was not successful.

“My good kid,” Flossie began, with
that soft sweetness expectant
motherhood had given her, “I think
you're foolish to let yourself go on
caring like this for a man who
doesn't give the snap of his finger
for you—and never did!’’

Mary Rose’s nostrils narrowed with
the quick, keen sigh that she gave.

“He did care for me—oncei upon
a time,” she answered. “There were
weeks and weeks, while I worked
for him, that W 6 both were miserable
because he was engaged to Doris
Hinig. He told me he loved me bet-
ter than any one he's ever seen.”

Flossie laughed a little. “Men
have been known to tell women
things like that before—and not
mean it! Men are brutes, Mary
Rose. The only way to get along
with some of them is never to be-
lieve anything they say!”

Mary Rose shook her head. “No—
I have to believe people when they
say things to me,” she said. “That

(Turn to Tage 11)
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