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OUT OUR WAY—By WILLIAMS

“TheVANITY CASE”
A Tale of Mystery and Love

By WELLS
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BEGIN HERE TODAY
In Harbor Uard-ns Long Island, in

an elaborate bungalow, lived PERRY
HEATH and hie wife. MYRA. They
were entertaining as house guests

LAWRENCE INMAN, a distant rela-
tive of Myras and. aside from Perry,
her only heir, and

RUNNY MOORE. young. golden-
haired. vivacious, an old friend of
Myras.
,

Myra Heath was beaut.iful but cold.
She never used rouge, never wore col-
ors, She collected rare bits of glass,
and her latest was a whisky bottle,
which aroused her arti&t husband s
scorn. ,

'

Provoked at a growing intimacy be-.
tween Perry and Bunny. Mvra announces
she has made her will in favor of In-
man. cutting ner husband off. that
night she quarrels with P'rrv and al-
ludes mysteriously to his "seqret.’

Discovering Myra alone/with Inman
late that, night. Perry orders Inman out
of the house by morning, but the next
day finds Perry Heath gone and his
wifes body stretched on the studio floor
with candles burning at her head and
feet She is made up with rouge: she
is dressed in gay colors. Near her is a
card marked. "The Work of Perry
Heath." ...She has been killed by a blow with
her cherished whisky bottle When the
coroner comes Inman and Bunny are
strangely nervous when made to answer
questions Meanwhile, at the Country
Club, the murder is the tome of con-
versation among SAM ANDERSON. AL
CUNNINGHAM and others. MUS PREN-
TISS towing her nephew, TODHUNTER
BUCK, goes over to the Heaths and in-
vites Bunny to slay at her house next
door. Bunny breaks out crying, and
Buck, at sight of her beauty, is her
81 **NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER X
Toddy felt decidedly out of It. The

girl had not looked at him after the
aunt's presentation of him, and he
resented It. to be sure she was
nearly frantic with fear and anxiety,

but she might at least Recognize his
existence.

Nor was Bunny totally oblivious
of this eager and would be helpful
knight.

But she was so distracted with
her woe. She was still suffering
from the grief and shock of the
whole affair, and she was distraught

at the continued absence of Perry

Heath.
Mrs. Prentiss was determined to

see Myra's body, and having said a
temporary good-by to Bunny, she
approached the guardian of the
studio door Just as Wallace Forbes,
on the earn© errand bent, arrived
there.

His cajolery and her claim ns a
sort of guardian of Miss Moore, won

them an entrance, and the pair
closed the door behind them and
stood almost transfixed at the scene
before them,

The blinds were drawn and the
lights shaded, taut Myra's face shone
forth in a startling unearthly beauty.

She looked so alive; her careless,
relaxed position, seemingly that of a
moment's abandon to rest,

‘'You knew her?" Forbes asked of
Mrs. Prentiss, who was also gazing,
as If spellbound, at the strange,
beautiful countenance.

"Yes, but I never saw her look
like this! She never used cosmetics
and she never wore gay colors."

"No, that's the Inexplicable thing.
Who fixed her up like that, and
why? Was It done before she was
killer—or after?"

“Oh, horrors, Mr. Forbes, before,
of course! Nobody, even a ghoul,

could paint the face of a woman he
had murdered!"

“It would seem so. But "Vhy

would Mrs. Heath paint up like that,
or allow any one else to do It?"

"Oh, that isn't unanswerable. She
might have consented to try It for
once—on a dare, maybe.”

"Yes, that's true. But then, grant-
ing she did so, and that she donned
the scarf and the beads in the same
spirit of experiment, who came in
and killed her?"

"You don't think the card means
that it was her husband's deed,
then?"

Mrs, Prentiss was always straight-

forward of speech, and she asked the
question bluntly.

But Forbes only replied by saying,
"Do you?"

"I don't know. I know Perry
Heath, and he always seemed to me
a good-natured, easy-going man, but
you can t tell what those quiet chaps
will do on a sudden wild impulse.
You a detective?"

"No, not a real one, but I'm inter-
ested in the subject, and especially
so In this case, because of Its own
strange and bizarre effect and, too,
because I know the people impli-
cated."

"Well, then I'll tell you some-
thing, and you can advise me wheth-
er to tell it to the police or not.”

"Os what nature is your secret?
Perhaps you'd better take It direct
to the authorities.”

"No, you listen. Last night, I
couldn’t sleep and pretty much all
night I was up and around my
room, and I looked over here a lot.
And, I saw strange goings and com-
ings in this part of the Heath
house."

"What sort of goings and com-
ings?”

"Not exactly the people, but the
lights, they kept snapping on and
off. First, there were full lights

here. Then, about half-past eleven
they all went out—the lights, I,

mean—downstairs, and two or three
bedrooms were lighted- up. Then,
about midnight, I saw a small faint
light in this room—this studio of
Mr. Heath’s. And not more than
ten or fifteen minutes after that, the
full light flashed on in this same
fbom. Well, sir, after a time those
lights went off and there remained
only two small sparks—those can-
dles, there, that are'now burnt out.
I saw the two sparks, low down,
through the window, but I couldn’t
make out what they- were. I never
thought of candles on the floor!"

"Os course not. This story tsvery important. Mrs. Pitenttss. Os
course, you must tell iE to the police,
but go on and tell me the rest.
Hurry it along, we may be Inter
rupted at any minute now.”

“Well, then, those little lights kept
on burning—l realize now they were
the candles—and later still, say.
•long about-half-past 1. the big light
snapped on again."

"Then someone was here after
the candles had been placed on the
floor!"

"Yes, half an hour after."
“Go on."
"Yes. I’m not through yet. Theft

the big light went off and the two
sparks showed again. And after an-
other short interval on snaps the big
light again."

"lou amaze me. Mrs. Prentiss!
Then people were in and out after
the murder—"

"Well, we don't quite know that—-
but they were In and out after those
candles were set burning. Then, if
you please, the big light goes off
and the candles show again. And
that was well after 2 o'clock. I
watched them a long while and then
I went back to bed and I feel asleep.
That's all I know about It."

"And it's a lot. Os course, we
can't explain the various lights
until we know more of the move-
ments of the household during the
night. Perhaps the candles were
lighted early, before Mrs. Heath was
attacked at all."

"Maybe, but they were surely
net put on the floor until after she
tvas dead. Why should they he?
They are so evidently meant as fu-
neral candles, Wfty place them pn
the floor, at. her head and feet, be-
fore she was dead?"

"You are right. When you saw
the sparks, and didn't realize they
were candle flames, were they, do
you think, just where they" are
now?"

“Yes, exactly. They were light in
line with my vision as I looked from
my window."

"The police detective may experi-
ment with other candles, and see ifyou can verify their position."

"He may. if he chooses, but I
know now those candles stood right
there where they are now. ever
since 1 o'clock, or thereabouts, last
night." \

• • *

CHAPTER XI
That afternoon at 2 o'clock the

lounge at the Heath home looked a
more fitting place for A social recep-
tion than for a coroner's inquest.

The big room, with its windows
open front and back, showed window
boxes of bright colored flowers, ovfh-which the thin sash curtains swayed
in the breeze, and the sunlight
played through their fluttering folds.

On the tables were vases and bas-
kets of flowers arranged with the
care and taste that was the resulting ;
routine of Myra's instructions.'

The easy chairs and davenports 1
showed their summer garb of flow-
ered English chintz, and small light
chairs had been brought from the
caterer's for the audience that was
expected.

Many people came, both from the
park and from the gardens, for the
Heaths had numerous friends, and
there was the usual quota of curi-
osity seekers.

Coroner Oshopn sat'at a table, his
canny, dark eyes darting about the
hoom, and his small features twisted
i)ito a thoughtful frown, as he real-
ized the magnitude of *he task be-
fore him.

But he was a man of efficient hab-
its. and on -the stroke of two he
called his first witness.

This was Katie, the parlor maid,
who had first discovered Myra's
body.

She took the chair indicated, and
faced the coroner with composure.

But Osborn had no suspicion that
the giyl was in any way implicated
in the crime, and he merely asked a
few definite and direct questions as
to her movements that morning and
her actions on making the discovery
of the tragedy in the studio.

He had heard her story before,
but had it repeated for the benefit of
the men who were serving as ju-
rors.

Again Katie hesitated when asked
at what time she had returned to
the house the night before.

Coroner Osborn pressed the point.
"At what hour are you supposed

Jo come home, when you have your
evening out?” he asked her.

"At 11 o’clock," she replied, with
apparent reluctance.

"That seems to be a bit late, but
no matter. What time was it when
you really returned?"

“I don't know, sir.”
“Who let you inj I don't suppose

you carry a latch key."
"No, sir. I—l just got In—my-

self.”
The coroner turned to Herrick.
“At what time did you lock up the

house?” he asked.
"At something after 11:30." The

man spoke sulkily, for he could see
that this must impair Katie's story,
and the servants were, for the most
part, loyal to one another.

“You locked the back doors—the
kitchen entrance as well as the front
door and windows?"

“Yes, sir.” Herrick could see, no
way to evade the truth. t

"Then, how did Katie get in?" the
inexorJnile voice continued.

There was a moment's slleijce, and
then Emma, the waitress, spoke up
and said: "I let her in.”

"Ah, now we are getting facts.
How did you know when she came’
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Did you sit up for her? Did she
knock? Tell the now."

But Emma was a straightforward
person, and she said, simply, "Why,
Katie threw a pebble up at my bed-
room window, and I came down
unboiled the kitchen door for her. I
often do that."

"Oh, you do! And you bolted It
agatn, after her?”

“Yes sir.”
“And what time of night was

this?”
Emma, gave a scared glance at

Katie, but she had a supreme
respect for the majesty 7 of the law,
and she replied:

"Well, it was just half past one.
sir. I saw the clock In the pantry as
I went through.”

(To Be Continued)

ONE-EYED MAN KILLED)
Struck b> Auto—Thought to Have

Walked Into Path.
Pv T n’t’d Preen

ANDERSON, Ind., Aug. 23.—An
investigation was being made today
into the death of Albert Brown, 65,
who received injuries when
struck by a car driven by Earl Ba-
ker. Known to have only one eye.
Brown is thought to have become
confused by the lights of the car ahd j
walked directly into its path.

PAGE BOY
The "page bey silhouette" is

achieved in many of the most strik- j
ire fall dresses/ by a short tunic j
o-lrr the hips, (slightly circular on i
til sides.

SALESMAN SAM—By SWAN

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES—By MARTEN

Woman Wins Success as
Builder in Short Time

sotthattiAid, wexik,
Aun-do^fnfaiii/na,

S. S. S. is just the thing
needed to strengthen the nerves,
restore muscular power to the
body and increase the endurance
of weak, failing v/omen and
men.

Don't keep on going down
simply because your blood is
starving for want of healthy,
red blood-cells. You can get
back your strength with S. S. S.

Why! You’ll begin living all
over again. You will enjoy eat-
ing and above all, you will be
able to stand up under the
ctrain of daily life and enjoy it.

You can take S. S. S. with
confidence millions testify to
i's merits. An unbroken record
of service for over 100 years is
a great testimonial to a great
medicine.

Remember S. S. S. is made
only fr<|m fresh roots and herbs.

But Mrs. S. K. Warman Re-*
mains Fond Mother and

Grandmother.
A building contractor who has

taken only 6lx years to climb to
success and who, at the same time,
Is a successful mother and a fond
grandmother.

This is Mrs. S. K. YVarman, 118
S. Berry St.

Early In 1922 Mrs. Warmar found
heraelf dependent upon her own re-
sources. A yeir before. hoWever, she
had seen the handwriting on the
wall and had started studying archi-
tecture, working absolutely alone
and tmtllrected.

"I knew nothing of business at
that time," asserted Mrs. Warman.
“I was Just a home woman, but I
had an undeveloped talent for build-
ing and decorating. I was sure of
that. I started with SIOO capital."

Today, only six years later, Mrs.
Warman has almost unlimited credit
with the various concerns with which
she does business; nuiny thousands
of dollars outstanding! in snortgages
on houses she has butt; a fat bgnk
account, and in fact if known as a

highly successful contractor and
business women.

But that first venture and that
$lOOl

Ideas for House
“As I went to the grocery, I used

to a house which was fast
sinking into decay,” Mrs. Warman
related "I had been studying the
architectural books for months and
my ideas were developing. I found
that the owner of the house would
sell it for a mere song. Day after
day I turned the problemn over in
my mind.

"You know that my motto is
‘think success and you'll have
success.’ I flnaly borrowed SIOO
from a relative and knew where I
could borrow another hundred. Then
I went to the vice president of a
trust company here (John Reed of*
the Union Trust Company), I was
so sure of that old house, that I got
my enthusiasm over to him.

” 'Bring uin your S3OO. We’ll float
you on the rest,' were the words
that started me to success.

“I painted and decorated that
house all alone. Only one day’s help
did I have from a carpenter. He
made a change that enabled me to
rent the upstairs and downstairs
separately. I had a ‘duplex' I

Mrs. S. K. Warman
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making several hundred dollars
profits I had quite a. bit of
architectural knowledge by that
time, and also, I had the knowledge
that I believe only a. woman can
have, the knowledge of what other
women Want in a home.”

No Two Alike
| Mra. Warman draws her own
) plans and no two of her houses are

; built alike. Each has Its own par-
{ ticular and exclusive features. She

! nos Just finished building a group
jof houses on a plat of ground at

; Julian and Bolton Aves., the plat
j being equivalent to a‘ whole city

! square. In other parts of the cast
| side, she has eight houses under
construction. Last winter she went
to California and still had time to
build and sell five houses.

“No, I don’t get up on the roof or
climb the scaffolding,” she smiled
“I don't have to lose my femininity
in this contracting business. Often
though, I take actual part in thedecorating, both exterior and in-
terior.”

With all this. Mrs. Warman is a
most devoted and' interested mother
to her small sori Paul, age 7. “Ialways have time for him,” she
said. She also has two married
daughters hnd a three year old
granddaughter. "No Indeed that
doesn’t make me feel old,” she de-clared. "Watch me when Igo hik-
ing or swimming wltl) the young
folks and you’d not thirw so.’*

LOCAL MAN STRUCK
Injured While Changing Tire On

Road Near Martinsville.
Bu United Pre* k

MARTINSVILLE, Ind., Aug. 23.-
Chester Allen, 25, Indianapolis, is inf
a hospital here today recovering
from injuries received when a car
driven by Arthur Sacks, Knights*
town, struck him as he was chang-
ing a tire on State Rd. 22, near here.

kept working with the house. It
grew prettier and more convenient.
I sold it within a few months,

Don’t be
by that facial

eruption
Whether it’s just stubborn pimpledor a case of eczema that has resisted

various treatments, you can usuallyrely on Kesinol to set it right. Thissoothing, healing ointment containsnothin" that could injure the tendereJßskin, but it does clear away pimples anH
roughness and help to make the shinhealthier. Sold by ail druggiata* -
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