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BEGIN HERE TODAY
In Harbor Gardens, Long Islands, in
an_elaborate bungalow, lived PERRY
HEATH and his wife, MYRA
At the time the story
Heaths were entertaining

LAWREN(CE INMAN, a distant rela-
tive of Myra's and. aside from  Perry,
the only heir to her considerable for-
tune, and g

BUNNY MOORE, young, vivacigus,
golden-haired, an old Triend of Myra's,

Myra Heath was a peculiar woman.
She was cold, sarcastic. She did not
love her husband, but seemed eramored
of Inman. She never used cosmetics or
dressed in colors. In fact, her hatred of
color amounted to a passion. She col-
leoted rare old bottles and her latest
was a whisky Dbottle which she was
quite proud of, but which aroused her
artistic husband 19 scorn.

There is_a growirg intimacy between
Perry Heath and Bunny, )
ing provoked. declares that
made her will in favor of Inman, cut-
ting Perry off.

That_night, after Bunny and Inman
rotire, Myra Heath alludes mysteriously
to Perry's ‘‘secret.”” When Perry goes to
bed, Inman comes down stairs, and he
and Myra are discovered in each other's
arms later by Perry.

A next morning, Mrs. Prentiss,
who lives next door, was telling her
nephew, Todhunter Buck, of some
mysteérious lights she had seen the night
before in the Heath bungalow, While
they are talking a loud scream from the
Heath home 1nlcrr\mlﬂ\|hclx‘ conversa-

‘opens the
as  house

on. ;

Katie, the maid. had found Myra's
body, the face beautifully made up with
cosmetios, in_the studio. The butler
finds Perry Heath's room unoocupied
and awakens Inman,

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY
CHAPTER V

(Continued)

Herrick's excitement made him in-
coherent, and without waiting to
dress, Inman flung on a dressing
gown, over his pajamas, and push-
ing the man aside, hurried down the
stairs.

He went straight to the studio,
and gave a gasp as he looked down
at the prostrate figure on the floor.

The two candles were still burn-
ing, but they were sputtering and al-
most burnt out.

Myra lay in a composed position,
but with strange accessories. Her
gown, the one she had worn the eve-
ning before, was of white geargette,
sin¥ply made. But across the bodice,
now, was flung the deep crimson
scarf that was Bunny's. Round her
neck was a'heavy string of large, al-

most barbaric beads, of red and
gold.
Instinctively, Inman glanced up

at a light sconce, where these beads
usually hung, as a sort of decorative
touch.

Their place was empty. Had Myra
decked herself in these things?

He gazed at her face. Always
beautiful, in her ca'm pale way, she

was fare more so now, with the |
color on cheeks and lips, with the |
dark touches that made her eyes |
look large and striking, and with
the scarf of American beauty red, |
enlivening her white dress. '

And the candles—two of those |

from the long studio table, standing |
in their brass candlesticks at her |
head and feet, still faintly :1Iir:ht,l
but just ready to flicker out, these
gave the effect of a shrine or
strange ceremonial of some sort.
“Oh, my God!"” Larry groaned, as |

a man will, who does not know what |

else to say.

‘“‘She’s been killed, Mr. Inman,
sir,” said Herrick, as he bointed to
a great contusion on Myra's left
temple.

This was not noticeable at first
glance, for the-head was turned to
thdt side, and the halr was
fluffed out as if to hide it.

Inman looked, then turned away
in horror, and ran from the room.

Herrick followéd him, and they
faced one another as they stood in
the lounge.

“What must we do, sir?” asked
the man, and Inman stared at him
speechlessly.

“But we must do something,'
Herrick urged, allowing himself the
familiar pronoun by reason of the
great stress of the occasion.

“Yes, Larry roused himself
to answer. “Yes, I suppose we must."”

“Where is Mr. Heath, sir?” Her-
rick went on, anxiously. ’

“Lord, T don't know. Where can |
he be? He must be around some-
where."

“No, sir, he ain't.
right here, if he was.
about Miss Moore?”

“Miss Moore? Oh, yes,—well, what
about her?”

“Why, sir, she ought to be—er—
warned a bit, don't you think?"”
“Yes, yes, certainly. Warn
Herrick, warn her, by all

Herrick stared.

“It's not for me, sir. I'll
Mrs. Pierce or one of the maids.'

£ Yeg  do. That's right,—Mrs.

Pierce or one of the maids.”

Herrick shook his head. Mr., In-
man was a broken reed. And with
Mrs. Heath dead and Mr. Heath ab-
sent, what was to be done?

“Do you think, sir,” he sald, forc-
ing himself to suggest, ‘that we
ought to call a doctor, or: &

“A doctor? Oh, yes,—a doctor.
Why,—why, Herrick, she's dead.”

“I know, sir, but it's most general-
ly done in such cases. Oh, I wish
Mr. Heath would come!”

“I wish so, too. I'm—I'm no good
in a matter like this. I'm no good,
Herrick.” '

*“No, sir,” said Herrick, sincere for
once. ‘“Well, then, suppose I tele-
phone for Doctor Conklin, he's the
family physician.” I

yes,"

Why, he'd be
Now, what

her,
means,"

send

“Yes, do,—do that, Herrick, at|
once."
“Yes, sir. And I'll send €arter,

the ladies’ maid, to Miss Moore, and
she can tell her, you see.”

“1 see.”

“And you, sir, yourself, you'd bet-
ter dress, for there'll be people com-
ing, you know."”

“Why, ves,—'" Inman looked down
at himself as if surprised at his
garb. ‘“Yes, certainly. I will.,” .

He went off to his room, and, clos-
ing the studio door, Herrick went to
the telephone. |

He summoned Dr. Conklin, who
prom¥sed to come over at once.

Then, with a swift glance about,
Herrick pulled open a drawer In the
big table, and from a loose pile of
small bills, and a box containing sil-
ver coin, he helped himself rather
liberally, stuffing the money in his
pocket.

He eyed what was left with the
air of a connoisseur, decided it “was
as little as he safely dared leave, and
closed the drawer again.

“Then he turned his attention to
the dead woman, and silently con-
templated the strange details of
Myra Heath's appearance.

Never before had he seen his mis- |-

tress with artificlal color on her

“The VANITY CASE”

A Tale of Mystery and Love
By CAROLYN WELLS R SRAERRE IS O |

| fee and

a bit|

rmuslng on every step. |
T

never before, to his knowledge, had
she worn a string of .£audy beads.
It was beyond his powers of divina-
tion to fathom these mysteries.

And then, at her feet, propped
against the candlestick that stood
there, he saw the card which he had
seen many times before,—the ornate
pen and ink work that bore the
legend, “The Work of Perry Heath.”

L
CHAPTER VI

To Herrick this carried no sinis-
ter suggestion, he merely thought
the card had been dropped there and
was about to pick it up when there
seeped through his bewildered brain
a vague memory. that one should
not touch things on the scene of a
mysterious death,

So he restrained his impulse to
blow out the last feeble flicekreings
of the two candles, and, instead,
raised the shades of the back win-
dows to let in' the daylight.

Then, patting his pocket with a
soft sigh of satisfaction, he went out
of the room and sought the other
servants,

He found them in the pantry, agog
with excitement at the tales of Katie
and Mrs. Pierce, but not daring to
report for duty until summoned.

Herrick was unstrung himself,
but kept his head, and assumed an
extra dignity as he isseu dorders.

““No gossipping now,” he sald;
“Mrs, Pierce, you go on with get.
ting the breakfast ready. We've no
call to neglect our work. Carter,
you go up to Miss Moore's room, and
—and—well, you do the best you can.
Tell the young lady that Mrs. Heath
has—has—say, she's had an acci-
dent—yes, that will do, an accident.
And get Miss Moore to Jdress at once,
for the doctor is coming and after
that goodness knows what goings on
there will have to be!”

“Oh—I can't tell Miss Buhny!”
Carter burst into sobs. ‘“Poor Mrs.
Heath—are you sure, Herrick, she's
—dead? ILet me see her.”

*“No, nobody, must go into that
room till the doctor comes,—or Mr.
Heath."

‘Where is Mr.
Carter,

“I don't know," Herrick said, slow-

Heath?" exclaimed

ly. “There's a lot to be learned yet.
You go along, Carter, get Miss
Bunny dressed and take up her

breakfast. I'm at my wit's end! No-
body to,boss—or, anything; Mr, In-
man. he's all flabbergasted like,—I
wish Mr., Heath would come back—
wherever he's gone!”

Carter obeyed the orders of her
superior, and taking a tray with cof-
rolls, started for Bunny's

room.

But m':n as she tapped at the
door, she heard the sound of wild
sobbing within.

No summons bade her enter, and |

| after another knock, Carter opened
the door and went in,

Junny was huddled in a forlorn
heap in the middle of her bed, and
was crying bitterly,

“There now, tker now, Miss
Ileny," Carter said, moved to pity
| at the sight of the girl's intense
grief, “take a sup of coffee, do—""

With an air of bewilderment,
3Junny looked upiin the maid's face,
and docilely took the cup she
proffered,

As she swallowed, she looked over
| the rim of the cup at Carter,

“What s it?"” she whispered.
‘“What's all the excitement about?”

‘Well, — Miss, — you see, Mrs
Heath, she—she isn't so vgol]."

|
|

“Not welll Myra! What do you
mean?”
“‘She's—she's ' had accident,

an
€

am.”

“Accident! What sort of accident?”

“She—" but Carter's powers of
vague prevarication were limited,
and she blurted out, “why, she's
dead, ma’am!"”

“Dead!” said Bunny, not hysteri
cally, but with an awed, dazed alir,
her intent gize fixed on Carter's
face.

“Yes, ma'am,” the maid returned,
ready, the Rubicon crossed, to dilate
on the subject.

“Dress me,” Bunny said, almost
sharply. ‘““Never mind the bath,
give me my clothes.”

And in utter silence the girl rap-
idly donned her garments.

A plainly tailored white volile
gown was forthcoming and Bunny
put it on, adding a necklace of small
jet beads.

“Do you know where Mr, Heath
Is, ma'am?" said Carter, timidly, but
determined to raise the question,

‘““No, how should I? 1Isn't he
about?”

‘““No, ma'am,
him anywhere.”

“Oh, he's around somewhere, of
course. No, I don’'t want any more
coffee. "Where is—is Mrs. Heath?"

“Oh, ma'am, she's in the stujo—
she's—""

“Never mind, Carter, I'll go down
now."

Bunny

me

Herrick can't find

went slowly downstairs,

Just as she reached the lounge,
or. Conklin “entered. He was a
brisk, alert sort of person, with
sharp, penetrating eyes and a quick,
jerkiness of movement,

Though he had turned toward the
studio, he paused at sight of Bun-
ny, and looked at her inquiringly.

“Belong here, do you?" he said,
shortly.
“I am a guest of the Heaths,”

Bunny returned, a little brusque, be-
cause she was not accustomed to
such abrupt manners.

“Oh, you are. Where s Mr.
Heath? What am I wanted for, any-
way?"”

Herrick, who had admitted the
doctor, said, respectfully: “If you
will come this way, sir."”

He led the way to the studio, and
Dr. Conklin walked in silence after
him. s

Bunny followed timidly, and with
hesitating steps.

She saw the doctor pause sud-
denly as he reached the studio door,
and clench his hands, while his face
took on a look of horror,

But be said no word, and strode
over to the body that lay on the
floor,

The candle had gone out; a black
wick fallen over in a small pool of
melted wax being all that remained
in each tall candlestick.

For a few seconds the man's
plercing eyes took in the details, the

seen her wearing a crimson scarf;

card propped against one candle-
stick, the bizarre effect of the gay-

’
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colored beads and scarf, the glaring
tints of the make-up on the dead
face, and the terrible wound on the
temple, that was visible only in part.

Quickly; then, he stooped and gent-
ly turned the head the better to ex-
amine this abrasion.

It was obvious to him at once
that death had resulted from a sud-
den and powerful blow,, delivered by
a strong hand.

Also, the weapon used was
evidence,

Beside the fractured skull lay the
broken fragments 0f a lprown bot.
tle of thick, heavy glass.

About to pick these up, Dr. Conk-
lin thought better of it, and com
tented himself with looking closely
at them.

“A brutal job!’ he sald, indig-
nantly. “This woman was struck on
the temple with this heavy bottle,
and killed almost instantly! Who
diq it?”

His question was addressed to no
one fn particular, but as he raised
his eyes, he discovered he had sev-
era]l auditors.

Bunny, wide-eyed and white-faced,
bad sunk into a chair, and was
clutching at the window curtain
nearest her,

Larry Inman had come in also,
and stood, leaning against the man-
tel, his face set and horror-stricken.

Herrick was inside the room, on
duty, but the other servants were
hovering just outside the studio door,
all more or less moaning their grief
or r'nurmur!ng their opinions.

‘“Where is Mr. Heath?" the doctor
asked, rising from his examination.
“Who is in charge here?”

There was a moment's silence and
then Inman said, “We do not know
where Mr. Heath is, doctor. He has
not been seen this morning at all.
In his absence I suppose I would
better assume charge of things. 1
am a cousin of Mrs. Heath's. Is it
—is it—nflrder?”

Though he balked at the terrible
word, every one listened breathlessly
for the answer,

“Murder? Yes!
tal, dastardly type!
woman's husband?”

in

Of the most bru-
Where is this

He turned to the butler, who
shook his head.
“Nobody knows, sir. Mr. Heath

was here last night, but he is not
here now. His bed seems not to
have been slept in.”

‘““Well, the further proceedings are |
not for me to conduct. I will tell
tne police, and they will take charge.
Mr. Inman, will you call up the Har-
bor Park police station?"’

But Inman turned this task ovem
to Herrick. For one thing, Larry
had no intention of taking orders

he was much shaken as to n(‘r\-r-s,I
and it was more than he could face, |
to call in the police to investigate
the death of Myra, his beautiful
cousin!

He made no apology for shifting |
the errand to another, and lurm-rﬂ

solicitously to Bunny, as he saw her
face blanch afresh at the police call.

Dr. Conklin looked at the pair cu-
riously. They were not at all frienc

he wondered why.
(To Be Continued.)

“Business Kisses”

By BEATRICE BURTON
Author of “Gloria, The Flapper Wife”

CHAPTER LXVI

“You!™ she gasped. ‘“You!
Manners!"”

He nodded without a word.

They stood there for a full min-
ute, looking at each other, befo
Mary Rose recovered herself,

“Won't you come in?"’ she asked,
and she led him jnto the little back
parlor that was shining with clea
ness and sweet with the smell of late
roses from her own garden.

What in the world had he come
for, she wondered. g

Perhaps he had heard that she
had left Cornelius Tuydeman’s office
and wanted her to go back to work
for him. y

“Well, I won't!"” she said to her-
self flercely. “If I starve, I'll never
set foot in his office again!”

Suddenly she realized how dread-
ful she must look in her shabby,
soiled dress, her torn apron and
patched shbes. She gave a nervous
little laugh.

“I must look like Cinderella!” she
exclaimed, and crossed the room to
the dim old mirror above the man-
tel. She began to pull the hairpins
from her haid and to fluff it over
her ears,

“I've brought you the little glass
slipper,” he said, and if he tried to
make his voice light and flippant he
did not succeed. \

Mary Rose turned and faced him.
“What do you mean?" she asked in
that straightforward way of hers.

John shifted on his feet. ‘Maybe
the fairy tales have changed since I
was a kid,”” he answered. ‘“But
when my mother told me the story,
the Prince brought Cinderella the
glass slipper when he asked her to
marry him—that’s all.” He gulped.
. “You understand, I know I'm no
Prince,” he went on, after a pause.

John

from the family physician, and, too,

“I know I'm an awful dub, but—

7

The names in this story are purely fictitious an
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will you marry me?"”

The familiar room seemed to whirl
around Mary Rose like a spininng
top. “Will I what?” she asked, and
didn’t hear the sound of her own
voice.

‘I want you to marry me.” She
heard what he said plainly enough.

And she walked away from him

“‘nnd sat down in an old rocker on the

other side of the room. She knew
just what she was doing now.,

“No, I won't,” she said clearly, “I
wouldn’t marry you if you were the
last man on earth! You believed that
tale that Flossie told you about me
and—Tom Fitzroy! You never gave
me a chance to explain things to
you!"”

“But what she told me must have
been the truth. She said you were
going to marry him, and you did
marry him!"” he said helplessly, “But
I love you, anyway—"

Mary Rose raised her little fist. “1
can do without that sort of love!" she
cried. “I don't want the kind of
love that doesn’t trust me—doesn’t
believe me!"”

He greoaned and put his dark head
down into his hands,

‘I do trust you!" he told her. “But
it was so easy to think that you
didn't really give a darn about me—
I'm such a dub and you're the love-
liest thing on earth.”

“If he thinks that about me when
he sees me looking like this, he must
really be in love with me!” Mary
Rose told herself and she smiled.

She came close to him and bent
over him. “Byt I do love you—I
always have loved you better than
anything on earth. And I'm afraid
I always will,”” she said softly, but
he didn’t meve. _

“You must have known I married
poor Tom because he was dying,”

- | marry
{1y in their attitude toward him, and| He guessed it.”

| she went on in that same soft \'niv"‘.|\\'vm all to pieces over that news-

‘“The night he—went away and was | paper clipping.”

hurt, I had told him 1

him.

never could
He knew I loved you.

She stood there, when she had fin-
ished, longing to put her arms
around him, so that she ached with
that longing. But she hardened her
heart against him.

“You'd better stick to your Doris
Hinig,” she said bitterly.
the mofning paper that she was
home from Europe! You'd bhetter
marry her because I never will!”

“‘She won't marry me."”
was low and muffled.
bend her head to hear what he was
saying.
seem to get through your head—
that I want you and nobody but
you.,”

He stood up suddenly, with his
arms straight at his side.

“You remember that letter you

tore up—the one I sent to you, right
after your husband died?” he asked,
and she nodded.
. “That letter was no letter of con-
dolence,” he told her, shaking his
head. “I had no business writing
it. It was a love letter to you—"

She kept perfectly”still and he
went on:

“It was Doris who showed me
that piece in the paper, about your
marriage to kitzroy in the hospital
—and that morning she told me she
never would marry me. You see, 1

“She knows what you can't | :
understandings

|

:h‘ r eyes as she looked at him and |

“I saw by | e

|

His volce {

S F: | o <
hee had tu} “what is

Mary Rose raised her
She couldn't imagir the
John going to pieces over anything.
And yet he was shaking now
a leaf. He had no dignity now!
There was the softness of pity in

the Eternal Mother that is in 1-\'('1‘,\'“".!_“_”
him—and |

woman longed to comfort

love that she had always

eyebrows.
dignified

like

'

1
!

|

had |

for him made her want to .\‘Il'l’l('h‘

out her arms and give herself to him,

But she didn't move.

“Mary Rose,” he said to her,
the use of all this? The
mean little suspicions and the mis-
and all the rest ot
it? Tell me the truth. Does any-
thing matter so very much to you
except the feeling you say you have
for me?”

She wouldn’t answer.

“Suppose Flossie did tell me a lie
and I believed it?” he pleaded for
himself. ‘“Can’t you see that it was
my jealousy of Fitzroy that made
me believe it? When he came down
to the office, I used to want to
throw him out on his head—"

“Hush!” She raised her
“Hush—he's dead, remember!"”

But it was not of Tom that Mary
was thinking. All at once she saw
clearly the mischief that Flossie
had done the last few months. She

hand.

had been the cause of Sam’'s leaving

FOR

oWf

Stomach

pmmps’ Milk

of Magnesia

Hereafter instead of soda take a
little !‘Phillips Milk of Magnesia" in
water any time for indigestion or
sour, acld, gassy stomach, and relief
will come instantly,

Better Than Soda

For fifty years genuine “Phlllips
Milk of Magnesia” has been pre-
scribed by physicians, because it
overcomes three times 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.
been the Upited States Registeredl
Trade Mark of The Charles H. Phil-
lips Chemical Company and its pre-
decessor Charles H.
1£75.—Advertisement,

N . e » 3

“Milk of Magnesia” has |

the Dexter Company, and of Mary
leaving, and even of poor
MacKFarlane's broken-hearted
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And now the liesshe had told John
Manners between them like a
laming sword—keeping him away
{rom Mary Rose,

“I don't know why I do this fool
thing!” she sobbed, furious ‘twith
for breaking down. “I'm
tired, I guess We—we've heen
c-cleaning house all wee l-long—""

“I know why you're ¢ g, she
heard him say, and then she in
his arms—in his arms where she had
longed to be for endles months and
months and months.

He pressed her head back
his shoulder, and looked down at
the grimy, tear stainéd face—the
face he had said was the loveliest in
the world.

“Next time you clean a house, it'll
be my house,” he whispered. “Tell
me the next time you clean a house
—it will be my house—and yours!"”

“It will be your house—and mine!”
she whispered, and then her lips
closed. She raised them like a flower
to his face.

And at last she knew what it Is
like to be close held by the man you
love—and the wonder and the glory
that there is in his kiss,

(The End)
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