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SYNOPSIS

" frgnk Sporgo, a young London
Arwspaperman, rafurning home from
M work late one night, i3 altravied
s oouple of men peering into (he
dark corner of an alleyway. Invesii-
tion showed a man reclining against
a soall, dead, murdered, ji scemed. In
Ma pockat ix found the name and ad-
drean, wRonald Breton, DBorvister,
King'n Rench Walk, Temple, Lon-
«.'!  Spargo, Deteotive Rathbury
end Brofon visit the martuary where
the murdered man ix lying.  Broton
aaseris ho does not knoto him. Spargo
fears Broton argue his ﬁnt_ cose in
gourt, and 18 introduced (o his flancee
aud sister, Evelyn and Jessic Ayl-
more. A visil ia made fo the holel
whers the dead man slopped and
regintored ox “Jolrl.lfarhnry." He
cocoived bul ono visitor, a tall well.
dreased man, o ordered whisky and
qodn and paid for it from o handful of
qovereigna, but he hadn't a penny piroo
on him when he was found  dead,
; Nothing 18 knotwn of him, Imt that he
: has just arrived from Avsiralio, He
i visited 6 Ar. Cardloxtone, of the
' Temple, o few doora from whera he
was found dead. Spargo bends cvery
] energy fo discaver the murderer as
; woll ax aupply his paper with the
. peiws. ‘1 can acé mothing in the way
of clues," “Do
e’

¥
(AND HERE IT CONTINUES)

PARGO sent a spiral of scented

smoke into the nair.

. o] want to know an awful lot’" lie
' mid. “T'm huugering for news. 1
; want to know who John Marbury is.

1 want to kuow what he did with him-
solf between the time when he walked
out of the Anglo-Orient Hotel, alive
and well, and the time when he was
pund in Middle Temple Lave, with his
skill beaten in nod dead. 1 want te
know where he got that werap of paper.
Above everything, Breton, [ want to
know what he'd got to do with you !’

He gave the voung barrister a keen
Jook, and Breten nodded.

"Yes," he said., *'I confess that's

F acorker. DBut I think——"'

“Well?" said Spargo.

“1 think lhie mey have been u man
who had some legal business in hand,
or in prospect, und had been recom-
metided to—me,"" suid Breton,

Spargo smiled—n little surdonieally.

“That's good !’ he said.,  “*You had
your very first brief—yesterdny. Come
—your fame isn’t blown abroad through
all the heights yet, my friend ! Besides
—Jon't iotending clienle  approach—
{sn't it striet etignette for them fo ap-
proach 7—barristers through solicitors?"!

“Quite right—in both your remarks,'
veplied Breton, good-humoredly, *Of
course, I'm not known a_ bit, but ull
the same 1've known several eases where
a barrister has been approached in the
first ingtapee and asked to recommend
g sollcitor.  Bomebody who wanted to
do me 1 good turn may have given this
man my sddress,'”

“Possible,’’ safd Spargo. ‘‘But he
wouldn't have come to consult you at
midnight Breton !—the more I think of
it, the more I'm certain there's n tre-
mendons mystery in this affair! That's
why I got the chief to let mo write ijt
up as 1 have done—here, 1'm hoping
that this photograph—though to be
sire, it's n dead face—and this fac-
simile of the serap of paper will lead
to somebody coming forward who cun

Just then one of the uniformed youllis
who hang about the marble-pillared
weetibule of the Watchman office came
fnto the room with the unmistakable
loek and nir of one who carries news
of inoment. :

“I dare lay a sovereigm to o cent
that T koow what this is8."" muttered
Bpargo in an aside.  “"Well?" he said
to the Loy, “‘What is i7"

The messenger cnme up to the desk,
“Me, Spargo,'" be sald. ''there’s a
man downstairs who says that he wants
to oo somebody about that murder case
that's in the paper this morning, sir.
Mr. Barrett said F“'&H to comea to you."'
“Who is the man?'" nsked Spargo.,
“Won't say, sir,"" replied the boy.
“T gave him n form to fill up, but he
eaid he wouldn't write anything—sald
ull he wanted was to see the man who
wrot the piece in the paper.”™
“Bring him here,'' commanded Spar-
0. 1l turned to Breton when the boy
ad gone, and be smiled, ‘T konew we
should have somebody here sooner or
Inter, he gaid, ““That's why T hurried
over my breakfast nnd ecame down at
10 o'vlack. WNow then, what will you
bet on the chances of this chap's in-
formution proving valuable?"
“Notlhing,"" replied Breton, ““He's
probaibly some crank or faddist who's
got somo theory that he wants to ven-
Hlite, "

The man who was presently ushered
in by the moessenger seemed from pre-
liminary and outward appearance to
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remarked Brefon,

Justify  Breton's prognostication, He
was obviously a countryman, n t.nlil.
loosely built, middle-nged man, yellow
hnir& blua of eye, who was wenring his
Sunday-best nrray of earl-gray trou-
#ers and black cont, and sported n neck -
te in which wera severnl distinet col-
ors.  Oppressed with the splendor nnd
grandeur of the Watehman ullding, he
had removed his hard billyeock hat as
he followed the boy and ducked his bare
head st the two Young men as he step-
ped on to the thick pile of the earpet
w!:ir-h made Iuxurious footing in Hpar-
RO 8 roum. His blue eyes, opened to their
widest, looked vound him in nstonish -
ment nt the sumptuousness of modern
tw:\‘:l-;:nlwl‘l-nmvn :jtreumn\mlltlnu.

cAow do you do, ir?"" sald Bpargo.
pointing « ﬁn;r-r to oue of the pn;.-f\?~
chuien for which the Watehman office is
famous, ‘I understund that vou wish
lu'ﬁm- Inr"l."'

e caller ducked his yellow le
ngnin, sat down on the edge of the rhn?r‘?
pAt his bat on the Aoor, picked it up
tghin nnd endeavored to hang it on bis

anrd shyly,

“What 1 want to see, sir.' he ab-
served in a rustic aceent, “is the gon-
:]I:.n-nu ns \i;ru[l' that plece in your

wapaper about this here '
B'Ihh\l‘lc- Temple lane," W SRR

“You wee him," enid Spargo.
that man." s

The euller smiled—generously,

Indeed, gir?’ he said. ‘A very nice
bit of roading., I'm sure. And what
might your name be, now, sir? T ean
always talk free-er (o a man when I
know whai his name Ig,''

83 can 1" answered Bpargo.  “My
nama is Spargo—Frank Spargo. What's
yours?'"

**Name
Webster,

“T am

of  Webster, sir—William
I farm at One Ash farm, at
Gosberton, in Oakshire, Mo and my
wife,"" continued Mr, Webster, again
smiling and distributing his smile be-
tween hoth his hearers, “'is nt present
in Lopdon on a holiday, And very
plensant we find jt—wenther and all,”

“That's right,”" anid Spavgo. “And
~=¥ou wanted Lo gee me about this mur-
der, Mr, Webstor"

“I did, sir. Me, T belicve, knowing,
as I think, something that'll do for you
lo put in your paper. You sen, Mr.
Spirgo, it come about in this fashion
—huppen you'll be for me to tell it in
my own way.'"

“That,"" answered Spargo, ''is pre-
cisely what I desire,"

“Well, to be sure, I couldn't tell it
in mo other,” declared Mr. Webster.
“You see. sir, 1 read your paper tnis
morning while I was waiting for my
breakfast—they tuko their-breaklasts so
lute in them hotels—and when I'd rend
it und looked ot the pictures, T says
to my wife *As soon as I've hnd my
breakfast,” | says, ‘I'm going to where
they print this newspaper to tell 'em
something.”  ‘Aye? sho savs, ‘Why.
what have you to tell, T should ke to
know?" just like that, Me. Npargo.”

“Mrs, Webster,” said Spargo, *is o
Indy of business-like principles.  And
what have you to tell?’

alr. Webster looked into the crown
of liix hat, looked out of it and smiled
knowingly.

SWell, sir,"" he  continued, “‘last
night my wife, she went out to a part
they eall Clapham, to take ler ten and
supper with  an olil friend of hers ns
lives there, nnd as they wanted to have
o bit of woman-talk, like, I didn't go.
Ho thinks T to myself I'll go and see
this here House of Commone, « There
waus n neighbor of mine us had told me
that all you'd got to do wus to tell the
noliceman at the door thut you wanted
to see your own member of Parlinnient,
o when I got there I told "em that ]
wanted to see our M, P,, Mr, Stonewood
—you'll have heard tell of Lim, wuo
doubt; lie koows me wvery well—and
they passed me and I wrote out 4 ticket
for him, and they told me to sit down
while they found him. 8o 1 sat down
inn grand sort of hall where there were
n rare lot of people going nond coming
nnd some fine pietures and imuges to
look at, and for a time I looked at them
and then T begun to take n hit of notice
af the folk near at hanod, waiting, rou
know, like myself.
a christened man, sir, the geotlemon
whoso pieture you've got in your paper
—him a8 was murdered—was sitting
next to me! I knew that picture as
soon a8 I saw it this morning.”

Spargo, who bad been making un-
meaning seribbles on a block of paper,
suddenly looked at his visitor.

SWhat time was that?"' he asked,

STt was between n guarter und half-
past. 0, sir," answered Mr, Webster.
OIE might ha' been twenty past—it
might ha' been twenty-five past.”

o on, if you please,'" said Spargo,

“Well, sir, me and this here dend
gentleman tulked a bit. About whut o
‘ong time it took Lo get a member to
attend to you, and such-like. I made
méntion of the fact that I hadn’t been
fn there before. ‘Nelther bave I!' hLe
says; ‘T eame in out of curiosity,” he
says, and then he laughed, sir—queer-
like. And it was just after that that
what I'm going to tell you about hap-
ened.”’

“rrell,’” commanded Spargo.

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)

THE GIANT OF MOVIELAND

By DADDY

. DREAMLAND ADVENTURES |
|

(Pepoy, BRilly, the (Giant of the
Waods ‘and their animol and bird
friends come upon a mysterious,
fairy-like oity in the vooky hills, and
tnler it to explore it.)

CHAPTER 11
The Woeful Man
IE gates of the fairy-like mysteri-

ous city were of iron and were large.

ey were locked tight when the Giant
of the Woods led Peggy and Billy to
them, und though he rattled and shook
them he could not open them,

Beside the gates was o trumpet and
below the trumpet was @ sign, The
I!l:n read

‘If ya wonld the city charming know,

nkemre tIh!Js trumpet and blow, blow,
ow !’

Peggy took down the trumpet and
blew, ‘blew, blew until she was blue
n Jhe face but not a sound did she
B

took the trumpet from Peggy
?Bd blaw, blew, blew until he was blue
:“l‘l’m fuce, but not a sound did he
o Then the QGlant of the Woods took
MO ftrumpet from Billy and he blew,
gaaw, blew until such a ringlng blast
ame from the horn that it filled the
ty Charming and awakened a thou-
sand echoes {n the hills beyond.
a ut apparently the echoes were all it
fhd iwaken, for not a person stirred in
¢ falry-llke, mysterious town. If the
Peoplo were msleep they certuinly were
sleening soundly,
'bAuuin the Giant of the Woods placed

o trumpet to his lips, and sgain n
Mighty blast screamed through the stilly
:'{ wnd came ronrluﬂ back from the
lhura in the hills, But this time the
nult ciused one thing to stir and this
I:Iv lhh;g was the sign beside the ‘gate.)
p bobbed about in the wind and finally
opped over, showing another message

“ted on the buck. ‘E‘hls message read :
If yo ean blow such a m!!htr blow
L] t:i:o:n'z.s.sh the gates, I'd have ye

Wiy
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gates, e gave n strong hlieave, and the
ates burst open. Into the Uity Charm -
fng murched Peggy, Billy, Balky Sum,
Billy Goat, Johuny Bull, and the birds.

They found the place still more mys-
terious as ther walked through the silent
streets. There were pretty louses set
amid neat lawns und gardens, but not
o person wus within them, There were
churches but no preacher or people.
There were factories but no workers.
There were business streets but no mer-
chants or shoppers. There were amuse-
ment purks, but no merry-makers,
There were forts and cannen, but no
soldiers. Altogether it was mn queer,
creepy sort of a city, and Peggy and
Billy wondered what could have hap-
pened to all the folks who had dwelt
therein,

Flonally as they came to a corner there
came a groaning. The Giant stretched
his long neck nnd looked around the
corner, In o moment he pulied his head
back and bent over to whisper to Peggy
and Hilly,

"It is & man,"" he said, "‘and he seems
to be filled with woe,"

Peggy and Billy slyly poked thelr
heads around the corner, and they, too,
saw the woeful man. He was sitting in
the middle of the street, his Orlental
rebe partly covering his head, and ho
was vocking back and forth on his heels
a¥ he groaned most bitterly.

““Ah me! Ah me!'' wailed the woe-
ful man, ‘'Here is our charming movie
city wll built, und all things prepared
to make the most thrilling photopley in
all the world, when alas, alack, my
plﬁ'ars are taken slek with the measles
gnd I have no actors to muke my won-
derful movie,"’

Billy's eyes suddenly glsamed with
excitement as he turned to Peggy.

"'HB " n moving dplcl.ure mitker, "
whispered Billy., “And he can't make
his picture becouse he bhus yo setors to
pose for it."

“Foor mun! We will be movie actors
and make hls Ilctura for him," ex-
olilmed Peggy. And she darted forward
to comfort the woeful man.

an-orr:}: vl‘l: ba told how ;:.,‘ |
cama movie nctors and learn
Hont of mx-ﬁ.; S
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knee und looked at Bpargo inuocently |«

Ard ns sure as 'm |

THE GUMPS—Putting Out the “Welcome” Mal

NERES YO YME OLD ICE BOX =
MOYHNER'S COMIN &~
HERE GOES FOR A LITTLE
TUNING UP - SOME OIL ON
THE MINGES -
You'Le BE THNE CHAIRMAN OF
THE RECEPYION COMMITTEE

i e —-

MOTHER 'S

SON IN LAW e

WELL- MOW ARE You?
NOU DON'T REMEMBER ME
BUT I'M MY ‘.NIF-E‘..

H Copyright, 1020, by The Trihuna Co.

JUST A LITYLE PLAIN HOT WATER

BREAD IS GO IN(G TO MAKE You
LOOK LIKE THE
&ARDEN OF EDEN

Yo THAT LADY

g

A BAR OF SOAP « SCRUBBING BRUSH,

A LITTLE COLD MEAT SOME NEAR
AWISS CNESE A COUPLE OF FEET OF
SUMMER SAUSAGE AND JOME RYE

s

[

|
i

WE'LL CLEAN
You Ouwp PAL ~

BUYT NoT
LIKE MOYHER
CLEANS YOU

PE_:'r'Ei?'_Fresh Air, Plus Fresh

Ice

~PETE ; DEAR, You've BEEW

SITTING ROUND THE HIUSE ALL
DAN~—YoU'LL GET Sick— \WHY
Dol T You TakeE A wWAaLle=\T'LL
Do You Goop —

OMH \WELL =—
GUEsSSs | Do
HEED A LUTILE

CRRRRENR., . (]

— Bace
S0 SoowN -
MY GCO0DHESS,

A LITTuLE \Wwall
LIKBe THAT \Wol'T
Do Nou Any

,

The Young Lady Across the Way

By FONTAINE FOX

W”g'N THE NEIGHBORHOOD JACK DEMPSEY TACKLED THE NEIGHABORHOOD
CARPENTIER “1e »ia
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I'he young lady across the way
says thix is an nge of combination
though some of the girls still like

the separate garments,

LEMME A 1T T

""DONT FIGHT OUT HERE.
YuH B008s' COME OVER IN
MY BARN=—T1’LL CHARGE A

NICKLE ADMISSION AN’ GUARANTEE

EACH UV YUH\A DIME.’

Wikk YuH

WELL-IF RLS
AIN'T ‘l’ﬂ" - ]
CRAZIEST THINGS'

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—News

. Copyright,
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GooD NIGHT! GIRLS!
LOOK AT THE AEws
IN THE PARER THIS
MORMNING !

JUST LookK
AT THE ANEWS;

WHAT IS IT? PEACE
TREATY SIGAIED %
PROHIBITION DECLARED
UNCONSTITUTION AL 7

A HAMYWARD -7

=1 JUST LOOK AT THE ¢
2 .68 SHIRTWAISTS
JONES ADVERTISE !

DOROTRY DARNIT—He Sings a Different Tune

._‘,..____ ——
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By Chas. McManus

A COTE LITTLE
STRANGER CAME
TO OUR HQUSE
TO DAY

HE'S AwFuLLY
PLAY FUL.

LETS Go
OVER AND
SEE HIM

HOW DOES
DANGER LIKE
HimM

‘l THERE ME 15, AIN"'I"?
HE NICE!

b

FINE, HE !

WAS PLAYIN
WITH HiMm,
WHEN
LEFT Twe
HOUSE




