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THIS STARTS THE STORY

Spargo, Londan newspaper-
| ::‘::u ,:.m) nan peering into the
a. 'gr of an nlleyway and finda there
M':rdrrnf man, knoiwn as John Mar-
. Hecrotary to @ gafa deporit
“.:H'cny_ tolls of Marbury renting)n
Mfgpaud depogiting i a amall
o ther bor, but when o]_ﬁcwl eatming -
e i made the bow is found fo beo
mmf At the ocoroner s inqueat
:rmifm Aylmore, M. P., admita to

Javing taken Mnarbury l'.o hin rooma
i the Temple after 12 o'clock on the
i it of the murder, and that he knewo
:'-ﬂ figenty years ago, but will not tell
M what connection he knew him,
3 ? g0 and Rathbury examine "1’
i}mhcr hog and discover o ohild’s
* shotagraph and @ silver  heraldio
:tr.!l'ﬁ' in the lining of the lid, _Bpargo
‘akes a frip to Market Miloaster,
" arrying with him the silver piece and
hotograph. He puts up at tha Yel-
- Jow Dragon, a big rambling ofd hos-
tolry with the awoet soent of mnew
mown hay lying in the meadows out-
sidn the old houses. 2
AND HERE IT CONTINUES

L1}
4 VERITABLE Slceply Hollow,

Amuwd Bpargo. ‘Let's go down
L een if there's anybody to talk to.
and o0 L to think 1 was in the
Groat Scott -—to Ou
polsonos atmosphere of tim'_.uuuou—
menoi only ginteen hours alﬂ'-f i i

Spavgo, after losing himself in vari-
e corridors and passages, finally land-
i in the wide, stone-paved hall of the
oil hotel, and with m sure instinct
Turned into the bor-parlor which he had
potieed when he entered the place,

This was 0 roomy, comfortable, bow-
windowed npurtment, looking out upon

o Fligh strect and was fornished and
erpsmented with the usual appurten-
ances. of country-toswn hotels,  There
wire old ehairs and tables und side-
ponrds and cupbosrds which had cer-
tainly been made # century before, and

[ weemed likely to endure for 4 century or

{ o Jonger : there were old privts of the
ropd and the chase, and an old oil
ainting or two of red-faced gentlemen

o pink conts: there were foxes' manks
on the wall, and o monster pike in a
glass cape on a sidetable; there were

anciept eandlesticks on  the mantel-
Cpiecs ind on antigue souft-box set be-
Cyweeny them.  Also there was a small,

“old-fashioned bar in a corner of the
yootn, and 1 new -fashioned young wom-
g seatod behind it, who was yawning
aver o pivee of fancy needlework and
looked nt Spargo when he entered as
Andromeda mny have looked at Persous
when he made arrival &t her rock.  And
Spargo, treoting himeell to n siituble
deink and choosing n ecigar to accom-

jiny it, noted the look, and dropped
itto the nearvest chair.

WThis,"" he remarked, eyeing  the
damsel with inquivy, *‘appears to me to
be a very quiel place."

“Oniel 7 exclaimed  the  lady.
“Quiet 1"

“That,’’ continued Spargo. *‘is pre-
cisely what [ observed, Qnuint. I mee

| thut you ngree with me,  You expressed
sour agreement with two shades of

viphasie, the surprised and the scorn-
ful. We mny conclude, thus far, that
the placo is undoubtedly quiet.**

The damsel Inoled at Bpargo as if she
cotieidered Wi in the light of & new
spoeimen, ol picking up her needle-
work she quitted the bur und coming out
into the room took m chnir near his
.

“It mokes you thankful to ses a
funeral go by here " she remarked,
Ity wbout all that one ever does gee,'’

“Are there muny?'' asked Spargo.
‘Do the inhabitants die mguch of in-
unition "’

The :fnrnnri gave Spargo another orit-
ital inspection,

“Oh, you're joking!'' she safd, *‘It's
well you ean, Nothing ever happens
En-re..‘ This place i a back num-
{d o9

“Even the back numbers make pleas-
ot resdiog ot thmes,”  murmured
Spargo,  “‘And the bnekwaters of life
are vefreshing, Nothing doipg in this
town, then?" he added in a louder
voice,

“Nothing!"' replied his companion.
‘s fast nslecp. 1 enme here from
Birmingham, and 1 didn’t know what

wig comiug to. Tn Birmingham you

Meous muany people in ten minutes as
$oi pee hore in don months,**

AR said Sporge.  *“What you ave
Waffering from s dillness.  You must
have wn autidote,'
wnDullgess ™ eyeluiined the damsel,

Thut's the right word for Market
Milenster,  There's just a fow regular
old eustomers drap in here of n morn-
g, betweon oleven and one, A stray
dller looks in—perhaps—during the
nMterne T

rracon,  Then, at night, a lot of
ol fogies sit round that end of the roomn

mid tolk about old times. OId times,

indeed !—what they want in Market |
Mileaster is now times,"’

Spargo pricked up his ears.

“Well, but it's eather interesting to
hear old fogles talk about old times,'
he sald. YT love it!" '

"“Then you can get as wmuch of it
as ever you want here,”” remurked the

nfter cight o'clock, and if you don't
know more about the history of Market
Milcaster by ten than you did when
you sat down, you must be denf, There
wre some old gentlemen drop in here
every night, regular as clockwork,
who seem to feol that they couldn't go
to bed unless they've told ecach other
stories about old days which I should
think they've henrd n thousand times
nlready !"'

“Very old men?' asked Spargo.

“Methuselahs,”" replied the lady.
“There's old Mr, Quarterpnge, 8cross
the way there, the auctioncer, though
he doesn’t do any business now—they
say he's ninoty, though I'm sure you
wouldn't teke him for more than
seventy., And thore's Mpr. Lummis,

burmaid. “Look in tonight any time|

further down the strect—he's eighty-
one. And Mr., Skene, and Mr. Kaye
~they're regular patrinvchs, I've sat
here and listened to them till 1 believe 1
could write n history of Market Mil-
caster gince the vear Ope.'’

““I enan conceive of that as n [llcnunl
nnd  profitable  occupation,”  said
Spargo.

He chatted a while longer in a fash-
jon enleulated to cheer the barmaid's
gpirits, after which he went out and
strolled avound the town until seven
o'vlock, the *‘Dragon’s’” hour for din-
per. There were no more people in the
big coffec-room than there lhad been
at lunch and Bpargo was glnd, when his
wolitary menl was over, to escape to
the bar-parlor, where he took hix coffes
in & corper pear Lo that swcred part
in which the ‘old townsmen had been
reported to him to sit,

““And mind you don't it in oae of
their chairs," said the barmaid, warn-
ingly, *‘They all have their own spe-
cial chanirs and their =pecial pipes there
on that rack, and I suppoxe Lhe ceiling
would fall jo if anybody touched pipe or
chair. But you'rve all right there, and
you'll hear all they've got to say.

To Spargo. who had never seen any -
thing of tha sort before, and who,
twenty-four hours previously. would
have believed the thing impossible, the
proceedings of that evening in the bur-
parlor of the Yellow Dragon at Mar-
ket Milenster were like o sudden trans-
ferenee  to  the eighteenth century.
Precisely ag the clock struek eight and
n bell began to toll somewhere in the
rocesses of the Iligh street, an old
gentlemun walked in, and the barmuid,
entehing Spargo’'s eye. gave him o
glanee which showed that the play was
about to begin, =

“Good evening, Mr. Kaye, Hu.l_d the
barmaid, ““You're first tonight.

“Kyening,”” said Mr. Kaye nnd took
a sent, scowled nround him, and be-
came silent, He was n tall, lank old
gentleman, olad in rusty black clothes,
with a pointed collar sticking up on
hoth sides of his fringe of gray whiskers
and a voluminous black  neekeloth
folded several times avound his neck,
and by the expression of his counte-
pance was inchned to look on life se-
verely. “*Nobody been in yet?" msked
Mr, Kaye, i

““No, but here’'s Mr. Lummis and
My, Skene,”" replied the barmaid.

Two more old gentlemen entered the
bar-parlor. Of these, one was a little,
dapper-figured man, clad in clothes of
an eminently sporting cut, and of very
lond pattern.

He sported a bright blue necktie, a
flower in his lapel, and a tall white
hat, which he wore at a rakish angle.
The other was a big, portly, bearded
man with a Falstaffian swagger and a
rakish eye, who chaffed the barmoid as
Lie entered, and gave her a good-bu-
mored ohuek under the chin ns he
passed her. These two also sank into
chairs which seemed to have been spe-
cially designed to meet them, und the
stout man slapped the arms of his as
familiarly ns he had greeted the bar-
maid., He looked at his two cronies.

SWell?'' he said.  ‘‘Here's three of
us, And there's a symposium,”’

“Wait u bit, wait a bit,"" said the

in n minute, We'll start faiv.""
The barmaid glanced out of the win-
dow,
Phere's Mr. Quarterpage coming
arross the street now,'' she announced.
shall T put the things on the table?"’
“Aye, put them on, my denr, put
them on!"' commanded the fat man,
“Have all in readiness,'’ J

(CONTINURD TOMORROW
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| DREAMLAND ADVENTURES

- BLUE EYES AND CROOKED NOSE

Ry DADDY

fPogoy and Rilly meet the dwarf
Ornoked Nose in Movieland and find
him to be o aplendid young chap.
Choy decide fo help him woo a fair
famsel who has heard his sweet voice,
but mover aeen hin ugly nose. Her
hovae  hecoinesx soared and Crooked
Noxe qoes (o the resoue,)

How Peggy's Plan Works
, g\\'ll"'l‘ and strong gulloped the runa-
M way horse with the faly damsel cling-
‘g to is buek, As rupawuy horses
slten do, the animul seomed to have
wone blind and mad with fright, The
lir young dameel tugged on the reins,
“but the horse had the bit between its
g}:;ht and she could not stop its wild
Ahead was & sharp turn in the road,
iud at the turn was a stonewall guard-
g n high elif, Unless the horse could
stopped befors it came to this turn
ind wall the fair damsel might be
!'\Jfr.]rr! to the rocks far below.
| rooked Nose, riding Balky Sam to
e resene, saw this danger. He saw
00, that he himself might be dashed
Jrer the cliff,  But that dido't halt
Uim.  He was brave and thoughbt only
0 saving the fair. damsel.
i Plzing the bridle of the runaway
'0ise, Crooked Nose held fast. The
pinaway was galloping swifter than
ilky Bam. and Crooked Nose was
wlllrrl off the mule's back: But Crooked
;r“ﬂ‘. a5 he wag torn off, threw his legs
mind Bulky Sam's neck and hung on
‘W'k"lnr life, At the same time he
N0%6 gantly to the frightened horse.
“n;‘ musienl voice seemed to woothe the
i “I‘I"L for it got over ity scare, and
‘:;1“_ ¥ vielded to the grip of the hridle,
hnmi‘ 10 o halt just befors it reuched
i tangorous curve, There it stood
' m'l']’b"ltln and harmless, for it was
¥ @ well-teained horse and bhad run
“‘Y ooly because it had been badly
,gd by Giant Flerce Fangs,
mhtll_ Crooked Nose saw that the
e o finin chellent to the ful
+ 6 IRt g0 the bridle o .
« "!“&n to Balky Sam's higf." e
n uring  this  exeiting resoue,
mhﬁ' Nose had clung to the two bou -
iﬂl.a wild Howers wliich Peggy nnd
mr ud helpad him pick just ﬁvrore
,.nmlm'“'“-" begun. Now as the fair
i ::d'“f!i"d to thank him be hid his
T nose with one of the bouquets,
i damsel, eonld only ®ee his
ome hlue l:'yen and his smilin

& Inguth, f t
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Peggy nud Billy came running up nod
they could see at a glance that the fuir
damsel bad taken a strong liking for
Urooked Nose, The smile she gnve him
ag he handed ler the second bouguet
of wild flowers made him blush with
plensure,

Now Giant Fierce Faugs came huryy -
'ing up with Belinda, the cook, and her
basket of eans perched on his shoulder.

“‘Ho, ho, who is this fair dumsel (o
whom the ugly Crooked Nose js muking
love,!" laughed Giant Fieree Fungs.
Crooked Nose turned red at theanocking
words and his blue eves flasbed fire.
But he said nothing. He only held the
flowers the closer to his fare so the
fair damsel could not see his twisted
nose,

“*Ho, ho. Bhe is indeed fair to look
upon!' roared Fierce Fapge, staring
at the damsel. *‘T will carry her away
to my castle on the crags and make lLer
my bride."”

“Nay, sir.  1'll vot be your bride.
I'll wed only for love."" and saying this
the fair domsel turned such n tender
look upen Crooked Nose that it was
easy to eer where hier choice lay, Her
answer made Giant Fierce Fangs jeal
ous and angry.

“*You do not want a puny dwarf when
sou Can get a mighty glant lke me,"
he rosred

‘‘He is strong and brave,"" replied
the damsel gently,

‘‘Sea how fine I am," roared Flerce
Fongs.

“*I think he has handsome eyes,"’ an
swered the damsel, looking only at
Crooked Nose, 3

“I hove a splendid mustache,'" boast
ed Fierce Fangs,

““He has n smiling, gentle mouth, and
his volee is llke -sweet music,'" sighed
the damsel, keeping her eyes ou Crooked
Nose, This vexed Fierce Fangs, who
was as valy us he was big.

ugly, twisted nose which he is so care-
fully covering up." Shouting this,
IMerce Fangs snntched the bouquet away
from the face of poor Crooked Nose,
“Now look at him."" he ronred, **Look

bride."’

Fierce Fangs thought to shack the
fair damsel, but he got a shock him
self.  ‘The shoek was & punch on his
own nose, strurk by the hard fist of
Urooked Nose, It war o punch he richly
deserved for his rudenecss und medoness,

el i e,
K=

(Tomarrow will be (ald hew Fierco
Fongs ges @ thraghing.)
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““But his nose—have you wseen hily!

at him nod come to my caxtle to be my

e

= P NG il )
:". Capyright, 1020, by the Tribuns Co. By SMMM ]
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A Detective Story by J. S. Fletcher
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READ THIS
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FORGOYTEN ITALL ~

| CQULDN'T WANE-
REPEATED FIVE LINES
IN THE WHOLE T™MIN(G

MIN- I'VE JUST BEEN READING THE
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dapper little man.  *“'Grandpa'll be here | i

HOCKER 1S THE VARMINT 0 A
wHo's BEEN STEALING ) V
o THE BULBS OUT OF THE ° ' ; v
The young lady across the way | HEADKIGHT WHILE “THE
suys she =aw in the paper that a B - =
young man out West jomped 163 SKIP WAS BUSY IN THE DALY == P %

feet on his skis nnd

imugine many young
Jump that far even without skis,

THE SKIPPER CONCEALED

A STEEL TRAP IN THE
SNow LAST WEEK AND
DISCOVERED THAT JiM.

whe doos't | CRAP GAME UNDER THE CULVERT. s¥
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SOMEOANE WHO
IS AFTER OUR JoB, SEADS

IN THE ABOVE

WE COMPLY, BUT WE wiLL
AOT BE RESPOASIBLE
FOR EXPEASES IF ITS
AECESSARY To SEAD THE
BOSS To A SANITARIDM ,
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S Tuckoers By Hayward

Deax Sirr.-- WE
HavE @ hAndx “oUrs
of THE 10 instincTX
and Bea t0 zA+y
---7% thax w+ee cAp .
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DOROTHY DARNIT—If She Knew Him Better She H-"Buldn'!

SWHAT S THE
MATTER
MAMA?

[S #l A
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By Chas. McManus

NORA 1§
GOING TO
GET MARRIED

WE NEED 4
GIRL OR

CANT HAVE
™Y BIRTHODAY
PARTY

You GO AND
ASK NORA TO SEE
IF HER W TENDED

WONT RPOSPONE
THE WEDDING

T Sgme =
LIKE AN ARTIST MNE

EDYyAHAIRCU
THATS HOW WE NEED YQu
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SHE 3AID 3JIHE 10N T KNOW
| THE MAN WELL ENQUGH TO
} ABK Wim SUuCH A FAavOR \
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