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THEMIDDLE TEMPLEMURDER

A Detective Story

by J. S. Fletcher
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SYNOPSIS

Frank Spargo, a young vity editor
fo & newspaper, on returning home
from hin work late one wight, {x at-
tracted by a vouple of men grrrlnp
dnta o dark corior in an alleyway.
Investipation showed that a man was
veclining ogainat a wall and that ke
swas dead, murderved, it acemed. In
kis pocket there in found the wame
and oddress " Ranald Breton, Bur-
vister, King's Bench Walk, Temple,
London.” Detective Sergeant Bath-
bury, tho haa been given charge of
she inveatipation, topother with
Spargo, viait Romald Breton in hiy
chambers and the three men journey
1o the mortuary where the murdered
man i& Tying, but after looking
atendily and earneatly at him, he
drew back, shaking his head.

(AND HERE IT CONTINUES)

GNTO ! he gaid with decision, " Don't

Nknow him—don't kuow him from
Adam. Never uet eyes on him in my
life, thut 1 know of.'

Iathbury replaced the cloth,

S ditin't slmrmt‘ you would,'” he
remarked. 'Well, T expect we must go
on the usual lines, Bomebody'll iden-

i 'i‘
m‘\r"i"!oT pay he was mordered?’ said
freton. 'Is that—certain¥"'

Rathbury Jjerked his thumb at the

OFPRC,
wr'?'f‘he back of his skull is smnshed
in,'' he said lacopically, ''The doctor

gays he must have been struck down
from behind—nnd u fearful blow, too,
1'm much obliged to you, Mr. Breton,''

“Oh, all right!"" sald Breton: *“Well,
vou know where to find me if you want
me. I shall be enrlous ubout this,
Gond:by—good-by, Mr. Rpargo.'

The voung burrister hurried away,
aud Rathbury turned to the journalist,

1 didn’t expect anything from that,*
he remarked. ‘'However, it was n
thing to be dome. You nre going to
write sbout this for your paper?”

Spargo nodded.

“Well,'" continued Rathbury, *'I've
wept @ man to Iiskie’s, the hatter's,
where that cap eame from, you know,
We moy got 0 bit of inforwation from
that quarter—it's posgible, Tf you like
to meet me here at 12 o'clock 1T'1 te]]
vou anything T've heard.  Just now
I'm going to get some breakfast,'”

“I'll meet vou here,'” said Spargo,
Yot 12 o'eclovk.”

He watched Rathibury go away round
ane corner; he himself suddenly set off
round another, Ile went to the Wateh -
man offive, wrote u few lines, which he
fnelosed in an envelope for the day
editor, and went out again., SBomehow
or other, his feet led him up Fleet
street, and before he quite realised what
he wus doing he found himself turning
Into the Law Courts,

CHAPTER 11X }

The Clue of the Cap
AVING no clear conception of what

had led bim to these scones of 1iti-
gition, 8parge went wandering aim-
lessly about in the great holl and the
adjacent corridors untll an officinl, who
took him to be lost, asked him if there
was any particular part of the building
be wanted, TFor a moment Spargo
stared at the man as if he did not com-
prehend his question, Then his mentul
powers reasserted themselves.
“1an’t Mr. Justice Borrow sitting in

one of the courts this morning?'’ ]u-l

sudidenly asked,

“Number seven,”’ replied the official.
“What's your vase—when's it down?"’

“T hnven't got a case,' snid Spargo,
“I'm u pressman—reporter, you know,"

The official stuck out a finger.

“Round the corner—first to your
rlght—second on the left,” he said au-
tomatically, “You'll find plenty of
room—nothing muech doing there this
morning.'’

He turned away, and Spargo recom-
menced his apparently aimless peram-

fulntion of the dreary, depressing cor-
ridora,

“Upon my honor!" he muttered,
“I'pon my honor, I reaily don't know

what 1've come up here for. I've no
busginess here,**

Jugt then he turved n corner and
came face to face with Ronnld Breton,
The young barrister was now in his wig
and gown and carried a  bundle of!
papers tied up with pink tape’; he was
recarting two young ladies, who were
laughing und chattering as they tripped
nlong ut his side. And Hpargo, glane-
fog at them meditatively, instinetively
told himself which of them it was that
he wod Rathbury had overheard as ghe

proprictorship, but the younger, the gir
with the Janughing eves and vivacious
smile, und it suddenly dawnegd upon him
that somewhere, deep within him, there
hiad been a notion, a hope of seeing this
wirl agnin-—why, he could not then
think.

Hpnrgo, thus coming face to face with
these three, mechunionlly 1ifted his hat.
Qroton R':Jml'd- hnlf inquisitive, Fin
eyes seemed to ask a question,

“Yeu.'' mnid Bpargo. “‘T—the faet
‘e, 1 remembered that you sald you were
coming up here, and 1 came after you.
I want—when you've time—to have n
talk, to ask you a few questions. About
—this affair of the dead man., yon
know."

Breton nodded. He tapped 8pargo on
the arm,

“Look here,'' le said. “When thix
nre of mine is aver, I can give you ax
mueh time as you like, Can you wait
a bit? Yen? Well, 1 say, do me a
favor. T was taking these Indies round
to the gallery—vound there, aud up the
stairs—nnd T'm n bit predeed for time—
I've a solicitor waiting for me. You
take thom—shere's n good fellow ; then,
when the cnse {8 over, bring them down
here, and you and T will talk, Here—
I'l introduce youn all-—no ceremony.
Miss Aylmore—>Mike Jessie Aylmore.
Mr. 8pargo—of the Watehman, Now,
U'm off!" TRreton turned on the in-
stant; his gown whisked round a cor-
ner, and Spargo found himwelf staring
at two smiling girls, He saw then that
both were pretty and attractive, and
that one seemed to be the elder by some
three or four years,

“That is very cool of Ronald," ob-
served the elder young lady, ‘‘Perhaps
his seheme doesn't fit in with yours,
Mr. Spargo? Pray don't—""

“Ohy t's all vight}'* said Spargo,
fecling  Limself  uncommonly stupid,
“I've nothing o do. But—where did
Mr. Breton way you wished (o le
taken?""

“Into the gallers of No, 7 court,”
said  the younger girl, promptly.
""Round this eorner—T think T know
the way."

. Bpargo. still marveling at the rapid-
ity with which affair< were moving that
morning, bestirred himself to act as
cicerone, and presently led the two
voung ladies to the very front of one
of those dpubllc galleries from which
idlers and specially interested specta-
tors may see and hear the proceedinge
which obtain in the budly ventilated.
ill-lighted tanks wherein justiee is dis-
~ensed at the law courts, There was
no one clse in that gallery: the at-
tendan® dn the coreidor outside geemed
to be vastly amazed that any one should
wial to enter it, and he presently opened
the door, beckoned to B argo, and came
“alf-way down the stairs to meet him.

““Nothi 1 much going on here this

morning,"’ be whispered behind a rafsed

{band. “‘But there' a wice breneh case

in No. b—get you three good seats
there if you like.'’

Spargo declined this tempting offer,
and went back to his charges, He had
decided by thnt time that Misy Aylmaore
was about twenty-three, and her sister
about eighteen; he alko thought that
young Breton wag a lucky dog to be in
posseasion of such a charming future
wife and an equally eherming sister-in-
law. And he dropped into n seat af
Miss Jessie Avlmore's side, and Jooked
around him ag if he were much awed by
his surroundings.

“I suppose one cap talk ‘until the
udge entors?'"’ he whispered. **ls this
really Mr. Breton's first case?"

“His very first—all on his own re-
sponsibility, any way,” replied Sporgo's
companion, smiling. “And he's very
nervous—and so's my sister, Aren't
you, now, Evelyn?'"

Evelyn Aylmore looked ut Bpargo, and
smiled quietly,

“I suppose oue's always nervous
about first  appearances.”” she said,
“However, T think Rooald's got plenty
of confidence, and, us he says, it's not
much of o cose; it jsn't even a jury ease,
'm afeaid youw'll find it dull, Mr,
Spargo—it's only somethiog about a
promissory note,'’

Oh, 1'm all vight, thaok you,' re-
plied Spargo, uocovsclously falling back
on a fuvorite formula, *'T always like
to hear lawyers—they manage to say
such a lot about—about—-""

“About mothing,”’ said Jessie Ayl-

jmore. *“‘But there—so do gentlemen who

write for the prpers, don't they?"
Spargo was about to adwit that there
was & good deal to be said on that point
when Miss Aylmore suddeuly drew her
sister's attention to o man who had just
entered the well of the court.
“Look, Jessie!'"  ghe

observed.
“There's Mr. Elphick !

made hor burlesque ﬁ[lfl'lil.'h: it was not
the elder one, who walked by Ronald
Breton with something of au nir of

(CONTINUED TO.\IO}{I!OW)

DREAMLAND ADVENTURES |
MR. MOON LOSES HIS HEAD '

| By DADDY

(Peagy is onlled ta the Moon to
help the Man in the Moon find his
head,  She learns he has thirteen
heads, and is gstanished when the one
h; it wearing is accidentally knocked
aff. )

CHAPTER 111

The Head Rolls Away
EGGY was shocked when the head of

- the Man in the Moon went fiying off
his shoulders, Tt wae the strangest
thing she had seen in many and many
® day, Nhe thought it was surely the
fnd of the Man in the Moon, 8he
kuow it would have boen the end of her
had & cannon ball come along and car-
L‘Hi away her' own head in a like man-
o

But it was far from beivg the end of

the Man in the Moon. His headless
ody dunced apd pranced about in a
Wiy that showed he was very much
five, He couldn't talk because his
mouth was gone with his head, but his
®lldly waving hands said just as plainly
AN words ; "P%vrin‘ back my head; bring
it Jback this {nstant."

U'll get it for you," eried Peggy,
ind she dashed Into the passageway
‘I""l'u which the head had rolled, But
lough she ran fast she couldn't enteh
U with the hend. Tt had vanished,
:'.“ i forever, into thig gloomy hole
:ﬂ:?twl-nt down and down like n mine

Distressed ot the thought that the
}r'"d of the Mun in the Moon was gone
{"dﬂmli‘ Peggy climbed slowly back,
;I? s she climbed she heard a pus-
muc sound from the depths below—a
TJlel llke apimal lnughter—a huppy
Wrking, a joyous bleating,

B "T wonder if that cam be Johnny
'"'Jh and HBilly Gout," Peggy thought

: Ti*rwf, "I wonder if t ey ure lost
Ton e depths of the Moon.'! But if
,!,_!;1“5”':!1] and Billy Goat were lost, |
;‘;]‘I:’{“" Were plainly sounds of mirth and
or! 100 Peggy got buck to the big chain-

» he found the Moon Folko seatter-
ml lin all directions, They were try-
ng g8t vut of the way of the pound-
hug I8 of the )‘lur. in the Moon, He
e Erown impatient because of the de-
hix :" finding bis head and wus tuking
el ‘ition out on whomever he could
Mau's 1" was like o game of Blind

foff, with stinging thumps for

e %o who was uu!ht.
e ea“ru!ur without a head, the Man
& 0on was exceadingly vigorous
Bgcrous, He had every one in

disks thoy had carned with Balky Sam’s
kickiug game. That is, they were busy
until the Man in the Moon in groping
around happened to stumble into Balky
Nam's legs. The Mun in the Moon
felt of the legs as a blind man would
anc he happened to tickle Balky Sam,
Now, if there is unything u mule
doesn't lke, it is for some one to tiekle
hia hind legs. Blam! Both of Balky
Sam's heels kicked out, catching the
Mau in the Moon in the stomach, Zip!
the Man o the Moon flew across the
chamber right into the arms of Peggy.
Thud! Peggy sat down with the gl‘un
in the Moon on her lap. He seemed
furiously ‘angry and struggled like a
m}llnllini baby, Pegry clung tightly to
him for fear he would do harm.

“‘Help me hold him,"" she cried to the
scurrying Moon Folks. *‘We must keep
him qulet until we find his head."

The suswer of the Moon Folks was
a loud shout: ‘A head! A fresh heud
for the Man in the Moaon!"

In response to the shout, a door in
the glittering wall of the chamber
swung quickly back and in trotted thir-.
teen attendents, esch carrying what
seemed to be a large. hat box. They
lined up in front of the Man 1o the
Moon, and sang out as if ealling a roll:

""Here we are prompt and soon

Skating Moon, Stormy Moon,

SBugar Moon, Waking Moon,

Flower Moon, Honey Moon,

Growing Moon, Bummer Moon,

Harvest Moon, Pumpkin Moon,

Nutting Moon, Hunting Moon,

Christmas Moon, all in tune,

Pick us quick, Man in the Moon,'"

The Man in the Moon wriggled out of
Peggy's lap aud groped toward the
boxes, each of which had a different
uame upon it. 1t chanced that he first
touched that wmarked ‘‘Btormy Moon,'
and the crowd of Moon Folks groaned in
dread, FEagerly he tore the cover off,
only to ﬁnn the box empty. At once

not worrylng a bit, for the | the headless Man in the Moop flew

into & ruge that caused the attendants
to dodge in tremblliug fear.

Again the Man in the Moon groped
among the boxes and this time the
Moon Folks shouted in joy as he lifted
the cover of the one moarked “‘Honey
Moon,'" Inside was & shioing, round
moon bead. The Man in the Moon
placed the bhead on his shoulders, and
thers he was, as sound as ever, and
beaming around on every one with a
hlpﬂ amile,

".{r. it's lucky for all of us he plcked
oyt & mild moon,'" whispered an at-
tendant in Peggy's ear,

{In tomorrate’s ohogter P:ca :‘o::

i
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uneLe aiMS AND

WELL~ | FEEL FINE THIS MORNING -
NAD A GOOD NIGHNTS SLEEP LAST NIGNTYT-
AND | TOOK A LITTLE PEEP INTHAT GRIP OF
I SAW THAT Bl

ROLL YHAT'S CROWDING TNE LIYTLE ONES
SO BADLY AND ) TURNED IT OVER ANDON THE
AOTYOM OF THA‘:N RROLL v:n-s A LITTLE CARD
1CH WA IYTEN™
o w"pnom thL!-EIM YO ANDY ~
SOME BODY “TRY Y0 MAKE ME BLUE ToDAY

OM ANDY!

MOYHER

A LETTER FROM

\
DEAR CHILDREN~ A% SOON AS
HEARD THAT UNCLE RIM WAS
VISITING YOU~ | MADEUP MY MIND
YNAY ) MUSY COME AND SEE YOU AT
ONCE= | WOULD NEVER FORGIVE
TMYSELFE |F | MISSED UNCLE BIM~
| WAD A L) TTLE SNHOPPING TO DO

THoOLG M I'WOUL

B0 THON A NING BIRE
WITHN ONE

{ \ JITONE=-ETC

WELL~ IT'S COMING TOME~ =~
ANY GON THAT STARTS Yo BRAS |

AROLY EPELING So &OOD 1S

FLIRTING WITH FATE.
CAESAR NAD NIS BRUYUS

NAPOLEON WIS WATERLOD =

AND | =
MY MOTHNER IN LAW

]
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s By C. A. Voight §

PrRo8ABLY

- NoTHine LIKE
PEWG DECEUT ABoVT
THESE THINGS — HE D

- |5 THERE A
HicH HAT "Rovwp
HERE ANV\WHERE ?

~N-N-No sm",-)
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The Young Lady Across the Way
B TR A S o T ey

The young lady mcross the way
says her brother says the elean-up
man usually is the highest salarvied
member of the team aud she's gl
they puy so much attention to keep-
ing everything spick and  span
around the grounds.

THE TERRIBLE-TEMPERED MR. BANG

SCHOOL DAYS -t=

KEACHED HOME JUST IN TIME

To INTERCEPT A CUP oF SUGAR

WHICH THE WoMAN NEXT DOOR
HAD JUST BORROWED FROM
His CooK.

Ole Hen outeatts
Kep n 'hrus' 14 .
‘BPI(CI\. hes g;{h'n
Jicked vwight this
:nmﬁ f Teachar
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Him shoel
';?:_ ~od ¢ Em
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Sha aan
ek, boo
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34 L2

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—This Chap’s Stuck Up

1this Deadwead |ck’

in the Graat M H
Bay Sﬂe&‘.’
Naw! Rotten! =
el ol 3l sint.se bud.
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By Hayward §

"GOOD AMORNING

2 ER-MISS OFLAGE~ER ~

I MUST ASK ‘DU To-EFR -
BE A LITTLE LESS
FAMILIAR N YOUR SPEECH

R

How DO

CREDIT

I AND STARCH THE =

HIM? OH GEE! HE ougﬂ':;‘l,ba
gl ‘0L LiIkE | WoRK IN A LAUNDRY. HES -
| THE AEw /| SO STIFF_THE'Y COULD STiKK
Him \N A BUCKET OF WATER | &
s —ca—— )

DOROTHY DARNIT—Walter Was Carried Away by His Art
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) NOW WHAT?lﬁ.WE'RE. PLAYIN

| YNCLE TOomMS
| I CABIN-I'Mm ,
M JUST GONNA
¢ CROSS THE

If
ICE, SIT DOWN
ND WATCH US

¥

THE BLOODHOUNDS [
ARE AFTER ME

J

HERE WALTER I
HERE WALTER

e

IN THE PLAY, THE
BLOOD HOUNDS DoNT I FORGOT
TEAR ELIZAS

By Chas. McM
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