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The three went Inside, and as it
was late almost no one was about!
A few sleepy servants were in at-
tendance, and a few more sleepy
members were here and there,

“I'll just go in the locker room,”
said Heath, ‘“you chaps won’'t be al-
lowed in, of course, but you can sit
right here and wait for me. I give
you my word of honor, I will come
straight back here to you, within
five minutes.”

Something in his volce rang true,
and Steve saia, ‘“All right, old man,
go ahead. We'll wait here.”

A moment later, Sam Anderson
came from the locker room.

“Who do you suppose is in-there?"
he whispered, looking greatly exclt-
ed, “Perry Heath!”

“Yes, we inow it,” sald Tod.
‘““Hush, don’t teil everybody! Thought
you had a paity on.”

“I did, but it brogke up a while
ago, and we _came 6ver here to wind
it up. The other chaps have ju:t‘
gone home, and I went in the locker

room a minute, and I saw Heath.
What's he doing here?"
‘“You go along home, Mr. Ander

son,” said Truitt, “and please don't
say anything about Heath till morn-
ing.. We're looking after him all
right.”

“YVery well. I've no desire to mix
in, but I think you have put one
over our detective, Al Cunningham.”

He went off and the others walted
for Heath.

But after waiting fifteen minutes
and not ‘seeing. him, Tod -asked a
sérvant to go into the locker room
and hurry him up.

The servant returned with the
word, “There isn't anybody in there,
Mr. Buck.”

“Must be,” and Ted strode in there
himself.

But there was no one there. A
window was open, but it gave one
a rather long drop to the ground,
and Tod wondered if Perry had
taken that chance of a broken leg.

He went back and reported to
Truitt, and that worthy-.stared at
him.

“Sure, Toddy?"

‘“Sure, Steve.”

““Then, I don’t believe he took out
the window, I belleve he gave us the
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Sweet Sleep

or, painless extracting vitalized

r (oxygen and gas) is very
Jpleasant to take, Just a few

reaths and you drop off into a
quiet, pleasant and sweet sleep,
and you feel absolutely nothing.
One tooth or thirty. All the
same; not an ache or pain,

Just simply wonderful, that's all,

ROOFLESS PLATE

This remarkable Roofless Plate,
which has revolutionized arti-
ficlal teeth construction, is the
creation of Drs. Eiteljorg &
Moore, the oldest firm in the
clty.

Eiteljorg & Moore

‘Corner E. Market and Circle
Few Steps From Circle Theater

1&

One Fare Round Trip to
All Stations
OnC,IL. &W.R.R.
Next Saturday and Sunda

Good returning up to and including
the following Monday.

/

« information and Tickets
114 Monument Place, Main 6404
Union Station, Main 4867

EXCURSION

CINCINNATI
$9 75 ROUND

TRIP

Shelbyville......$ .65
Greensburg...... 1.10
Batesville ....... 1.50

Sunday, September 26

Special train of all-steel equipment

will leave Indianapolls 7:00 a, m,

Returning, leave Cincinnat! 7:00

p. m,, central time (8:00 p. m,, city
thme), same date.

BASEBALL

Cincinnati vs. St. Louis

¥or tlckets and full particulars call

at Clty Ticket Office, 112 Monument

Clrcle, phone MA in 0380, or Union
Station.

“The VANITY
“ A Tale of Mystery and Love
By CAROLYN. WELLS ————————

| her face in her hands.
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slip while we were talking to Mr.
Anderson—""

“Oh, he couldn't have! I was look-
ing about—"

“No, you weren't, you weré look-
ing directly at Anderson, and so was
I. Depend upon it, old man, that's
when the slippery Heath gave us the
go by."”

“It seems incredible—"

“Incrediblt or not, it happened.
Come on, let's go home and go to
bed.”

“Well, you seem contented to lle
down on the job."

“My dear boy, what can I do?
What can elther of us do, tonight?"

This was true enough, yet it was
with a sense of disapointment at
his friend’s fallure that Toddy Buck
went to ‘wed,

He slept late in the morning to
make up for his viglis, and when
he came hurrying down to a late
breakfast, he found Steve Truitt
there, and smiling broadly as he sat
reading an official communication.

“It's from Mott,” he sald, suc-
cinctly, “and though he doesn't say
80, I can’'t help feellng that friend
Mott is a bit glad that the upstart
detective has been outwltted by the
clever criminal,’

““Meaning?" asked Buck, h!s mouth
full of toast and jam.

For answer, Truitt passed over the
missive. \,

It was to the effect that police
headquarters had received a note
from Perry Heath.

“There4s no doubt of its genuine-
ness,” the letter said, ‘“for we have
had it verified by several who know
his writing.”

“The note,” they were further in-

formed, ' “tells us that Perry Heath
confesses to the murder of his wife,
Myra. He gives no reason for the
deed, but states that he is now so
overcome with remorse and grief
that he has committed suicide. He
says it will be.useless to hunt for his
body for it can never be found, but
*he says by the time we read the let-
ter he sent, he will be a dead man.
Says he prefers that death to capi-
tal punishment; and that he could
not continue to live now that his
eves are open to the heinousness of
his erime.”

‘““Well, what do you think of th'\t" v
exclaimed Toddy Buck, returning to
his interrupted breakfast,

“I ‘think Heath is a very clever
man,” returned Steve, ‘“though it
aoesn't requirs a very fine brand
cleverness to pull the wool over Mr,
Mott's bljnking eyes.”

“Don’t you_believe it?” asked Tod.

“That Hea’.h is a suicide? I do
not."” :

“Where is he, then?"

“You ask that question! Oh, Tod-
dy, and it was you who let him get
away!"

“I did nothing of the sort! .You
allowed him to go into the club lock-
er room and of course he jumped out
of the window.”!

“Then we must look for him in
some hospital for certainly hée must
have one or two broken legs.”

“Oh, you're impossible this morn-
ing, Steve. Don’'t you mind Mott's
crowing over you?"”

‘““He crows best who crows last.”

“Oh, then you have got something
up vour sleeve! I thought as much!"”

“No, you didn’t think half as
much. You distrusted, or mistrusted
vour old pal—that's what you did.
And here confes Miss Moore, as ever
was! ‘Do you know, fair lady, you
started the whole ball rolling when
vou sal@ putty? T doubt if I ever
should have found that puttied pane
otherwise, How did you know?"”

“I don't know how I knew. I just'
stumbled on it as I was looking
about.”

Truitt then told her the whole
story of the doings of the night be-
fore, and gave her permission to tell
Mrs. Prentiss about it all, when op-
portunity should serve., For their
good hostess could never leawve her
morning housekeeping for detective
work or any other outside interest.

Tod having finished the jampot,
turned to Truitt, and at 'once the de-
tective's face became grave.

“‘Come on, boy, and we'll go and
ring up the curtain on the last act.
Do you want to go, Miss Moore? Do
you want to see the arrest of the
man who killed your friend?”

“No, oh, no!” and Bunny dropped
““And when
you come hack, don't tell me any
more than you have to.”

“Do you know—Miss Moore?" said
Truitt, “do you know the secret?”

“No, I don’t. .But from some hints
I have had from Myra, and some
bits of talk I overheard, I have a
sort of idea—but—no, I don't know
Perry Heath's secret.”

(To Be bontlnued)

| Movie Success

Doris Kenyon gives the following
estimate of the things within the
average screen a¢tress that bring
her success:

Acting ability, thirty per cent. /

Beauty, fifteen per cent. <

Personality, twenty per cent.

Trying hard to succeed, twenty-five
per cent.

Luck, ten per cent.

Miss Kenyon, who is co-featured
with Lloyd Hughes in First Na-
tional's “Ladles at Play,” has made
a careful study of the forces behind
the success of her many friends in
motion pictures, and baaes her esti-
mate on that.

“Of course, each actress differs
from another,”” Miss Kenyon ex-
plains. “I took fifty representative
women with whose careers I am
familiar, and struck the average
given above. Therefore, it seems to
me that these figures should be ap-
proximately correct.

“Conditions  haven't changed
radically since the earller days of
motion pictures, except that today,
fewer actresses are taken from the
speaking stage, and more develop

within screen ranks.”

Callouses

Quick, safe, sure relief from
painful callouses on the feet.
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Saint and Sinner

By ANNE AUSTIN

'HAT HAS GO\E BEFORE
children
E. typical Am:-rlvan »\mkmz
Ple has a long list of admirers,
nciudes by
CHF%TFR }(ART a former ‘steady
of FAITH her stay-at-home sister.
CHRIS WIL F . to whom Mr, Lane
has forbidden the house, and whom
Cherr% me ls ihmh stinely,

( l)
which

ON veling
snlesman 'md BOB l{,\THAWAY Lo
whom Faith is also attracted. but who
has c-ynm only for the petite, copper-
haired Ch 'rrf'

b F i]lhld ln ri{; Iargelv mmllo 'ulz""‘t
ousehol drudgery ) @
herry and |helr brothcx JUNIOR, 21,
out o tr u

AR’I‘ calhng on Che rryi
hu im".cd GEORGE PRUITT, son o

one of the richest mmlllea in town, to
call on Faith, since he himself feels
ralhor mean at his own treatment of

ith. <,
Prulu who has studied art in New
York, tells Faith that she is a modern
Venus, and sends her a great box of

American Beauty roses the next day.
Cherry is nniry and jealous, and dr\tor-
mines to win Pruitt for hergelf. ile
Ab\’I‘ HATTIE LANE is helping Faith
make a new dress, a gift from Auni
llamc the girl gets a telephone cal
!rom the Western Unjon. The messag:
is for Cherry. from Albert Ettleson, an:
Faith hurries to the business district to
the offices where Cherry works, to §| e

her the message and to warn her no

plsv with Ettleson, who 1s a marri

Sho surprises old MR, CLUNY, Cher-
‘s employer, with his arm aroun
's shoulders, and all thought o
tleson telegram is driven frowa
her_mind.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER X

Cherry Lane sprang up from her
chair, out of the encircling arm of
the old man who had been bending
over her when Faith opened the
door. Her face went suddenly white
with anger and her eyes glowed like
burning-hot golden coins.

“What do you want?” she de-
manded shrilly. “What do you
mean—butting in on me like this?"

Faith said nothing, but her eyes
shifted scornfully from the trembling
girl to the white-haired man who
stood by Cherry’'s desk. Ghe could)
not ‘help but admire the nonchalance
with which he adjusted his horn-
rimmed pince nez to his tain, high-
bridged nose and stared at her, out
“of pale gray eyes that showed no

trace of fear.
“What ¢an I do for you?" he asked
suavely.

“I am Cherry's sister,” Falth said
steadily. “And you can leavd me
alone with my sister for a moment,
if you don’'t mind.”

He bowed slightly, with old-fa.sh-
joned courtesy, then, turning to
Cherry, he said, as if nothing un-
usual had happened: “As I was ex-
plaining—when we were interrupted

.

Cherry pald not the slightest at-
tention to him, her hot, yellow eyes
fixed upon her sister, who watched
the tall, thin man leave the room
with slow, measured steps.

When the door into an office
marked “Mr. Cluny—Private,” had
closed upon him, Cherry sprang for-
ward and seized Faith's wrist, twist
ing her arm cruelly,

“I suppose you want to get me
fired!” she panted. “Butting in like
that!” 2

“You were going to quit anyway,
yeren't you?"' Faith asked with
Guiet, deadly sarcasm. “Don’t you
always quit when they—get fresh
with you?”

“He wasn't getting fresh!” Cherry
blazed at her sister. ‘‘He's just a
nice old man that doesn’t mean a
thing wrong! And then you come
butting in, making it look like some-
thing awful—oh, I hate you! I hate
you!"”

“He had his arm around you and
his cheek against your. And there
was a smudge of MNpstick on his
mouth. He had-been kissing you.
Oh, Cherry, why do you have to get
all tangled up with every man you
meet?"

“Mind your own business!"” Cherry
snapped viclously, “I can take
care of myself—"

“I don't belleve you can,” Faith
interrupted her sharply. “You're
playing with fire when you fi'rt with
a married man—"

“Married Man!” Cherry laughed
shortly. “Mr. Clunny’'s not married
—his wife died two years ago—"

“I wasn't speaking of Mr. Cluny,”
Faith cut her short. “I came up
here to give you a message that was
telephoned by the Western Unujon—
from Albert Ettleson.”

The girl batked away from Faith,

reached out a trembling hand to
steady herself against her desk.
“You let them read you—my tele-
gram?” she. gasped. Then, fright
cooling the fire in her topaz eyes,
she whidpered, almost pleadingly.
“What did he say, Faith? Did you
—did you tell Mother?”
“No,” Faith answered, and then re>
peated the message which had been
ringing in her ears ever since she
had heard it over the phone.’

~—sgection three of this brief is to be
omitted. I :/han need five coples.”

Cherry listened with painful con-
centration, then ulht flooded her

| with his company.

face, bringing color into her pinched
white cheeks. ‘“‘Oh, that silly boy!"
she tried to laugh unconcernedly.
“It's just his joke—that ‘love and
kisses' business. He—he was telling
me when I saw thim last that he had
a grand job lined up for me—with—
That's what he
meant, Faith, by saying he was
writing full instructions.” As she
went on with her extemporaneous
lie, she gained confidence, ran her
fingers nonchalantly through her
short, tousled curls, even smiled into
Faith's eyes.

“I have some shopping to do,”
Faith said, sick at heart, for she
knew that (‘horry was lying. “And
I suppose you've got lots of “‘rk to
do. But—but I think you'd better
tell Mr, Cluny that you are leaving
at the end of the week, Cherry.”

“I'll do no such thing!” The girl
flared up agajn. “He's just a sweet
old darling, old enough to he my
father, or even my grandfather, and
he ‘doesn’'t mean any harm. He's
just affectionate, that's all. But I'll
4TI'll tell him that my big sister ob.
jects to nice old men kissing me,”
she ended with her lght, musical
laugh. “Good-by, Faifh. You—you
won't tell Mother or Dad about the
telegram or—or about Mr, Cluny,
will you?”

“I don’t know,” Faith said slowly,
with her hand upon the knob. Be-
fore Cherry could plead any longer,
she stepped into the reception room,
closing the door behind her.

When Cherry entered the living
room at a-quarter to six that night,
the pitcher full of American Beauty
roses filled her eyes with their glory
and her quivering nostrils with
waves of rich perfume.

“Oh, the darlings!” she cried
ecstatically, hugging the great sheaf
against her breat, *“I wonder who
sent them?” Ralising the pitcher
aloft, she bore it triumphantly into
the dining room, where her mothér
sat tatting at the window, her sick
headache miraculously cured by the
departure of Hattie Lane.

“Did you ever see such gorgeous
roses, Muggy? Where's the card?
‘Who sent them?"

“George Pruitt,” her mother be-
gan, her eyes fond and anxious, “the
cards on the rideboard there—'

“Oh,, here it is! Isn't he a dar-
ling? ‘These roses reminded me of
you—' and just think, T didn't dream
I'd made a hit with him! I'm going
to call him up this minute, Isn't it
a shame I have a date with Bob
Hathaway tonight? I know George
is expecting to come over—after
this!” and she buried her nose with

ecstatic sighs into the great cluster
of perfumed loveliness. Then, set-
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New ‘Doctor’

Professionally, she is a sur-
geon to ‘“sick” plays!

For years it has been the job
of Zelda Sears to “doctor” plays
for A, H. Woods and just to
show them how a play should
be written, she has authored
quite a few successes of her

own.
Even though she is now un-
der contract to Cecil B. De

Mille, having just completed the
scengrio for Red LaRocque's
new picture, ““The Cruise of the
Jasper B" {n assoclation with
Tay Garneit, Miss -Sears still
“nurses’ sick entertainments in
odd moments,

ting the pitcher upon the sideboard,
she danced toward the hall to tele-
phone.

“Walit a minute, honey,” her moth-
er called to her, but the ringing of
th-?‘-lt*ls‘phonn interrupted her ex-
planation that the flowers were
Faith's, not Cherry's.

Before Cherry could reach the in-
strument, Joy had bounded out of
the bathroom and had snatched the
receiver from the hook.

‘““Hello-0-0!" she called in a high,
affected voice. Joy adored answer-
ing the telephone, although the call
was never for Her. “Yes, sir, this
is the Lane residence. Mr. James G.
Lane's residence.”

“Give me that phone!” Cherry
whispered fiercely, trying to tear
the receiver from her sister's ear.
“You make me so darned mad!"”

“Who is it you want to speak to?

Who? Oh! "Wait just a minute,
please., I'll see if she's here,” Joy's
voice drawled with the utmost polite-

ness.

“Give me that phone, . you little
devil!” Cherry snapped.

“He don't want you, Smerty!"
Joy let the rgceiver dangle, and
screamed at the top of her voice,
“It's for you, Faith! It's a man—
and he wants you! It's a man.”

Faith came hurrying to the phone,
brushing flour from her hands which
che had taken from the biscuit bowl.

‘“Who is it, Faith?” Cherry whis-
pered, pressing close to her sister's
side when Faith had taken the tele-
phone. 3

“Oh, Mr. Pruitt! Very well, thank
you; how are you? I'm awfully
glad. I was going to write you a
note, thanking you for the roses.
They are lovely.” During the pause

that followed, Faith glanced at
Cherry.

|blank with astonishment. Then, as
the meaning of Falith's words sank
Jin angry color flooded her cheeks,
and her eyes blazed hotly into her
| sister’s. She was about to rush
|away to vent her humiliation upon
| her mothr, when Faith's hand went
out restrainingly.

“Oh, that's very kind of you, Mr.
Pruitt! Cherry and Chester, too?
‘Th'\t will be nice. Wait a moment
|and I'll ask her if she has any other
Irng"tgmnont——" Faith cupped a hand
|over the mouthpiece and whispered
{to Cherry, whose flight had been
stayed by curiosity,

“It's George Pruitt, and he says
he’'s having a little party tomorrow
night in their new garage. He's got
the upstairs fixed up into a studio,
and he wants you and Chester and
me to come—"'

“Oh, all right!" Cherry muttered
ungraclously, but Faith knew that
her anger was melting before the
prospect of being an invited guest
of the rich and influential Lincoln
Pruitts,

Cherry followed her sister into the
kitchen, her good humor rapidly re-
turning. After all, he had been
Faith's partner the night before. It
would hardly have looked right for
him to send the roses to her —
Cherry. But why hadn't he had the
gumption to address the box to both
of them? To think of Faith getting
a dozen American beauty roses! Oh,
well! It wouldn't be hard to get
jeorge Pruitt away from Falth,

“What are you going to wear
Faith, horiey? Could you start my
printed chiffon tonight while I'm out
with Bob Hathaway and rush it
through tomorrow? I want ta make |\
a hit, darling.” Her voice was ver§
sweet, coaxing.

“I'm sorry, Cherry, but I'm mak-
Ing myself a dress™Aunt Hattie got
me the maize chiffon that I asked
you to buy me*and we got it ready
for the hemstitchers today. It will

GREAT JOY POSSIBLE WITH
GOOD HEALTH

Many women live in continually
“too tired” state, which absolutely
spoils their enjoyment of life and its
pleasant activities. This wear'ness,
lack of energy, and nervousness
sometime results . when disordered,
weak, inactive kidneys affect the
normal condition and regularity of
flow, so necessary to sound health.
Foley Pills, a diuretic stimulant for
the kidneys, are a reliable, valuable
medicine, constantly in use over 25
years. Cost little. Satisfaction
guaranteed. Sold everywhere. Ask
for ey Pills, diuretic.—Adver-

The lovely little face- was-quite -

take all day tomorrow to finish it.
You can wear your green uxgnnd\.
can't you, honey? Oh, I'm so sorry!

But Cherry shook off her sistee's
comforting arms, her face distorted
with anger, ““Oh, you mean thing!
You did it just to get even! I won't

go a step! That old green rag! I
tell you, I won't go a step I'll pay
you back for this, Faith Lane! I'll
make you sorry! You and your

roses and your George Pruitt! How
long do you think you can keep him,
f I want him.”

(To Be Continued)
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LONDON, Sept. 23.—The British

war memorial at Ypres, Belgium,
where 58,000 British fell who have
no known graves, is nearing comple-

tino. King George s expected to
unveil it next year.

Both Helped by Taking
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound

“After the birth of 'my lit-
tle duughter I was very badly run-
dowem. X eould
ool thitnk of giv-
mg wp, hut grew
steadily worse,
being compelled
to stay in bed
twoor three days
each week, A
friend of my sis-
ter's told of the
good Lydia B.
Pinkham's Veg-

etable Compound

had done her,and
my sister bought me two bottles of
it. I had not taken all of one bottls
when I was up and able to do soms
work. I am truly a booster for
Lydia B. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound and you may use my tesic
monial.”—Mgs, MaYME Ly~cw, 1119
Island Ave. Ext., McKee's Rocks, Pa.

Mrs. Hope L. Smith, a farmer's
wife of Route 8, Floyd, Va., says
she was {ll for ten years with a
good deal of pain in her side And 80
weak she could hardly work,

E. Pinkham's Vegetable Oo?nd

has helped her lo muda

4ag ber iriends about .




