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A Detective Story
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L rqis STARTS THE STORY

{ vgo, Londen newspaper
F":f;..fffn; home from work geen
' .'mrq peering into @ corner af an
™ oy, and finda there a murdered
slleye ,r"' his packet ix !afmd the name
rg‘;,.,m Breton, Barrister, King's
gench Walk, Temple, Londan.”" Bre-
'“M!f’ ke does not know the man,
Y pis hotel he registeved an “‘John
¢ pury. He receivod  but one
'l['-r v n rall well-drexsed man with
nul:'- beard, A man xitting neot to
I"':Fraru ywehile lohbying n flr Howune
ig.."nmr'rmn- tells of hiz ercifement on
1;,.-..7mmrrrmrr of o tall man with a
hearideiS tephen Aylmorey M, P,
!F:r'l left the Houae together, _T:h.-
patelkeeper shenea Spargo n shining
N et of Atone—a diamond—found in |
s r vonm, and the waiter testifica (o i
e g sien @ wiunmber bf theae stonen |
Yardury's table while  Aylmore :
w.’.._.'»ilinr; him. Aylmore is visiled
N{{ aimits hoving known the dead
l“u Aulmore's daughter is engaged

| ;, m'nr;‘M Rreton. mfm in the ndopted
of o Mr. Elphick, an attorney.

! o receives a visit from A. P.
§1,,;;'r, weeretary to a safe deponit
ampany. from whom Marbury rented
m;fp.c and deposited in it o small
Tather box. *Where clae did he go,
and what did he do? No annicer lo

t weations,

w.:f.\f‘l) HERE IT CONTINUES
JETELL, rou know what T mean,"”’
said Breton, “‘London’s an ant-
Ooe human ant more or
This man Marbury
peetty tidy lot

Kovin

s, dant it?
s doean’t count,
ave gane about i
munrliﬂnlhlh"*- six hours. He'd ride on al
s—almost certain. He d get into a|
faticab—1 think that's much more cer- |
fain, beeause it would be a novelty to
jm, He'd want some tea—Aanyway,
he'd bo wnre to want a drink, and he'd
furn in somowhere to get one or the
aihér. He'd buy things in shops—thess
Polaninis alway= do He'd go some-
here to get  his dinner. He d—lu,t
what's the use of enumeration in this
« L N
E',\ mere piling up of piatitudes,’* an-
gered Spavgn, ) l
wWhat 1 mean is,'’ continued Breton,
Fihut piles of people muat have gcen |
i, nod wot it'=x now hours and bours |
finee Your paper came out this morning, |
nd nobindy's come forward to tell any- |

I-r-linﬁ when vou come to think of it. |
yr should thex? Who'd remember an |
inary man in o gray tweed suit?"’ |
“ikg apdinary man in 0 gray tweed
pit,! " ropeated Spurgo.  “Good Iinﬂ.!
oy finsen't any copyright in it, re-|
mepiber. 1t would make n good cross- |
eading."" |
Breton Inughed.  “You're a queer
bap, Spnrgo,”’ he said. ‘‘Seriously.
dg yon think Fou're getting any llouror‘i
aoything?""
“I'm getting nearer =omething with |
z that's done,'” Spargo an- |
You ean't start on n business |
ke this without evolving something out |
bt it. you kpow."
“Well," =aid Beeton, *'to me there's |
ot s much mystery in it, Mpe, Ayl-|
pore's expinined the repson why my
: ddtess was found on the body ; Criedir,
he stumpman, bhas exploined A%
Spargn snddenly looked up.
“What?'* he suid sharoly,
. “Why, the reason of Marbury's being
bind where he was found,'” replied
Breton, 'O course, I see it alll Mar- |
hurr wae maoning around Fleet street |
e wipped foto Middle Temple Lane,
Jate as it was, just to see where old
rdlestone hangs out, and he was set
ipon and done for. The thing's plain

— @t me, The only thing now is to find
ho did it."

“Yes, that's it."" nmgreed Spargo. |

at's it He turped over the leaves

the dinry which lay on his desk.

"By the bye,”" he said, Tooking up with
ome interest, Ythe adjourned inquest
at 11 a'vlork tomorrow morning.
re you goibg?'

, “I shall certainly go.'' answered
freton,  ““Whint's more, I'm golng to
1& Miss Avlmore und her sister, As

wesome details were over at
tuitting, und s there'll bo nothing
) it this new evidence tomorrow, and as
WY Ve pever been in p coroner's court

. g
W M Al ore'll he  the principal
tnﬂr tomorraw,”" interrapted Spar-
| | kippose ha'll be obhle to tell a
W wore' than he told—me,""
;‘Ilrmnu_-'.:rnm:m! his shoulders,
I don’t 4o thit there's much more
| “:rii e said,  “But.,'" he added.
tha sy laugh, T uppose Yo want
me mare good copy, el "
Srirgo clsnerd at his wiutoh,
0 pleked up his hat
At T want,' he said. “I want to
. John Marbury was, That
; il make good copy. Who he was—
nqgs-rmm;--ﬁrr-—forty ¥ears ago.

rose,

1] hu

od yai think Mr.

J N:t“‘;? Nk, r. Arlmore can

g, T Axlmare ' answared

T wilked toward the drmri.‘p'.‘::lotl::

B fersan 1 have met #o far who has
untfei that he knew John Marbury

R past. But he didn’t tel] me—

| compainy possessed duplicate keys to all

| He waved a hand,

ST tell you | °

und his Jury—more. Now, T'm off, !
Breton—T1've an nppointment, "’

Avd leaving Dreton to find hin own
wiay out, Sparge hurried away, jumped |
into a taxicab and speeded to the Lon-
don and Universal Safe Deposit, M\
the corusr of its building he found
Rull;{mﬁ:; uwaiting him,

“Waell?"' said argo, as he sprang
out: “"How i it?“p o |

“It's all right,"" angwered Rathbury, |
“You cao be present; I got the neces- |
siry permiesion,  As there mre no reln- |
tions known there'll only be ope or two
offivials and you and Iir safe deposit
r_eoplr.- and myself. Come on-—it's ﬂmut.
ime,

**It sounds,’’
un_exhumation.’

Rathbury Inughed. **'Well, we're cer- i
tainly going to dig up a dead man's
secrets,”' he snid. ‘At least we may |
be going to do 8o, In my opinion, Mr,
Spargo, we'll find some clue in this |
lenther box.'' I

Hporgo made no answer, ‘They en
tored the office, o bp shown into a |
room  where were nlready assembled |
My, Myerst, a gentleman who turned |
out Lo bo the chairman of the company. |
and the officinls of whom Rathbury had |
spoken. And in another moment Bpargu
heard the chairman explaining that the

observed Spargo, ‘‘like

M ]DD L I;‘ TE‘ Mp LEMURDER THE GUMPS—Button, Button, Who'’s

Got the Button?

Capyright, 1920, by Ths Tribune Co, )

A

NO BUYTONS ON MY
UNDERWEAR = FROM TiB \WAY
MY CLOTNES Look VOU'D YNINK THERE

WERE NO NEEDLES AND ‘M :
MAKING THREAD AND TH f.: STOPPED

BUYYONS \WERE WORTN
#1000 A piECE

ML SHANE- MER ~
I'LL SEW EM ON MYSELR =
L SIT RIGHT DOWN IN FRANT

OF NER MOYHER AND LET MER
SEE WWAT | NAVE To
CONTEND WITH

k.

I'M SEWI

SomE BUTTONL
ON MY UNDERWEAR

'™ DOING A
JOR THAT
1 SOMERBODY EASE

SHouLD HAJE

NG

G IMME THAT—~
You JUST DARE Yo
NMUMILIATE ME DERORE
MY MOTNER — DID | EVER
REFUSE TO SEW B
OGN YOUR CLOTMESD

sifes and that the proper authorization
having been received from the proper
authorities those present would now
proceed to the ‘safe pecently tenanted
¥ the late John Marbury and take from
it the property which he himself haa
deposited there, n small leather box,
which they would afterward bring to
that room and cause to be opened in
each other's presence,

It seemed to Spirge that there was |
an unending unlocking of bolts and hars
before he and hiz fellow processionists |
came to Lhe safe so recently rented by |
the late John Marbury, now undoubt-
edly decensed. And at first sight of it
he saw thot it was so small an affair
that it secwed ludicrous to imagine
that it could contain anything of any
importanees, 1In fact, it looked to be no
more than a plain wooden locker, one
nmong many in A emall stropg room
it reminded Spargoe irresistibly of the
locker in which, in his school days, he
had kept hig personsl belongings and
the jum tartz, sausage rolls and hard-
bhake smuggled in from the tuck shop.
Murbury's name had been newly painted
upon it: the paint was scarcely dry.
But when the wooden door—the front
door, as it were, of this temple of mys-
tery had been wnlemnly opened by the
chairman, & formidable door of steel was
revenled and expectpation still leaped in
the bosoma of the beholders. .

“The duplicate key, Mr. Myorst, if
yon please,”! commanded the chairman, |
“the duplicate key !''

Myerst, who was fully s solemn as
his principal, produced a curlous-look-
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ing ker; the chairman lifted hiz hand
as if he were about Lo ‘vhristen n bhattle-
ship ; the steel door swung slowly back.
And there, in a two-foot square cavity,
lay the leather box.

1t struck Spargo as they filed back
ta the secrelary’s room that the pro- |
cossion became more funereal-like than |
ever, First walked the chairman, |
nbronst with the high officinl, who haua
brought the mnecessary authorization |
feom the all-powerful aquarter; then |
eame Myerst carrying the box: fol-
lowed twn othor gentlemen, both legal

lights, eharged with watehing official
nnd  poliee interesta; Rathbury and
Spargo bronght up the rear. He whis- |

pered somothing of his notions to the |
detective ; Mathbury nodded a compre-
hensive understanding.

“Let's hope we're going to see—
something!'" he said.

In the secretary’s room a man waited
who touched his forelock rvespectfully |
ng the heads of the procegsion entered, |

Myeret aet the box on the table; ‘the
man  made n musienl jingle of keys;
the other members of the procession
gathered round,

“*As we nnturally possezs no key to
this box,"' announced the chairman in |
grave tones, ‘‘it becomes our duty to |
employ professionn]l assistance in open- |
ing it, .Jobson!" |
and the man of |
the keye stepped forward with alacrity.
He examined the lock of the box with |
a knowing eye: it was easy to sece that |
he was nnxious to fall upon it. While
he rongidered matters, Spargo looked at
the box. Tt was peetty much what it
had been deseribed to him ps being:
a small, gquara box of old cowhide, |
very strongly made,
tarnished, fitted with & handle project- |
ing from the lid, nand haviog the ap-
pearance of haviog been hidden away
gsomewhere for many a long day,

Thers was a click, a spring; Jobson
stopped buck,

SThat's it, if rou please, sirs'" he
said.

The chairman motioned to the high
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VERNON MeNUTT WRAPPED HIS WOOL SCARF AROUND HIS GIRL'S MUFF AND
SAVED HIS TOP HAT

says she's glad to read about so
much aetivity in ecurb stocks and
the supposes the work of paving
the streets that wers negleeted dur-
ing the war will begin ns soon as

The young Indy across the way l
|
|

the weather permits.

MARRIED

COBCHIE
S00CHIE

“ 1T CANT BE

THEIR oWN KD~
THEY AINT

BECAVSE

THE ETHICS OF
SNOW BALLING ARE AGAINST
TAKING A SHOT AT A MAN WKoO

IS CARRYING A SMALL BABY.

officinl,

“If you would be good enough to open
the box, sir,”’ he gaid, *‘Our duaty is
now concloded." .

An the high official Iaid his hand on [*
the lld the other men gathered round
with craning necks and expectant cyes. |
The lid was lifted; somebody sighed
deeply. And Spargo pusbed his own |
head and eyes nearer.

The box wah empty ' |

« Perhapa he'll tell the coroner

(CONTINTED TOMORROW)

(Peggy Rilly. the Giant ot the |
rr;ﬂ:}l and thewr bird and animal |
" } ttn Movieland when Peggy |

M tirryed o
- € dirgy, [ o
b b, 4'.,,"” by Giant Fierse Pangs

CHAPTER 1)
b _|_|" New Kitehen Muid
'I‘,‘I didn't w bit like the fix she
oo, 12, i, e s
ithing 15 hp
~ AL ([
™ Fang's of

toll that she was be.

r-i- hi-lutll)g:ihd ns Giant

: tndaughter nnd t

BEphe s S Ay
Phew, the Dwarf Crooked Noge,

DREAMLAND ADVENTURES |
BATTLE OF THE GIANTS -

Ay DADDY

mustang, ') |d

but {t was very | D8 room.

Indy, but not daring enongh to Pll"l!ml
from the clutches of Fierce Fangs!''|
roared the giapt. Faster and fastor
he rode until he thundered mcross the
rawbridge and into the courtyard of
the castle on the erag. Behind him roso |
the dreawbridge, and Peggy was once |
more his prisoper, |
Fierer Fangs did nol  stop in lhnl
vourtyard. e rode the fiery mustang |
up the steps of the castle, into the en
trance hall and thence to the great din-
There he swung Peggy (o
the floor, alighting after her, while hi
fiery mustang galloped back to the court.
yard, !
“Now, my proud beauty, let's hnve
n Jook at sou before 1 send for my

Bho to) 4

ty o™ that Billy and the Giunt
1t (b ,,"'-  would come to her rescus,
*ould l:r.:;l he ton lnte to suve her.
! .,,r"_ _"1'”‘ r far if she could es
pree [-m’:_' 1% koL to the castle of

imt do u pin) movie stunt n

iy, 3 i nd ot
!» .‘IP‘.'.I'.H" P'eggy to herself. d.‘\!nd

1 :,-.‘.,." her chnnee, Right ahond

DHID!un-m”' low branches. The

g o 08 galloping beneath it,
b oWink Pogge pinehed Fisrce

g LT
"rtin-n!:nl‘. let o of her, which

D fip Then whe gav . ! N "o
gy gave o Ho, ho, ho! Not so fast,”" roared
- shur:-”"'"lrr caught hold of o | Fierce Fangs. *You have forgotten
AL T |"""“' Fangs made n |[that I have adopted you as my step-
& EMONgh for o t' waos not quite | daughter. You shall rtay bere und
M he gy qo0® Mustang gal- |serve us my kitehen mald while you
s torn  out of his|are growing old euough to marry my
LI T ugly oephew. You shall wash the
o "8 Billy, iha ('.“’- #afo, for she |dishes, scour the pots and pans, scrub
T Buu ang yho nBt of the Woods, |the floors nnd attend to the fires. You
£ Bt the b ﬂ.lhhrr% rushing to|shall cat the scraps from my table and
% wenl ﬂ'ud‘"'“l the had grasp- [sleep on a bed of straw in the attie.
bl (00 When sbe trled to |Oh, bo! you'll be glad to wed Crooked

tree it cracked

R “'d‘ letting her down

to the

el 1 riding like n cowboy,
o, (',"‘I"““If}ll around and came
I it ‘E8y tried (o dodge
! but he leaned far over
] "d grabbed her up before
ey, " a0t of the Woods could

I'.h!.fou"..wm“

Fuogs,

nephew, the Dwarf Crooked Nose, whose
bride you ure to be. '

“I'm not n proud beauty."'
Poggy.
girl, and
|married,"

“"Hum ' 1 think you are a very
little girl,” said the Giant Fierce Fangs,
looking mt her eritically, “‘But I agres
you are much too young to be mar-
ried,'’

"“"Oh, then you'll let ma go!'" exclaim.
el Peggy engerly.

nnswered
“I'm only an ordioary little
I'm much too young to be

retty

Neose whep you grow old enough. Ob,
ho!l away to the kitchen, away to your
pots and paus, Jour suds and your fires.
Away! Awnay!"' And to hasten her
stepa Flierce Fangs pulled his plstols
gntn !H'nb'"i "ﬁl b, n?‘ 13 gre them,

ang! DBang! And Peggy ran
!o:nsur life,

(Tomervow will be told how Peoggy
mects Belinda, the Giant's oook,
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TOR AND MILDRED WAS
— MY FIRST CUSTOMER,
1 SHE SAID SHE
WANTED To
LOOKW LIKE
THEDA BARA
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