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HEMIDDLETEMPLE MURDER

A Detective Story by J. S. Fletcher
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.'“r’“_.'?”';':l:;-. Ly (he
| qpis STARTS THE STORY
15 ek Spargo. London wewspape; -
-t kl sera fwo mien peeridg into the
" '-‘lll:"-ﬂ af an alloyicay and finds thern
§ o cdered wan knowt as John Mar-
T Senrefary fo a aafe deposit
\ :'“r sy fells of Marbury reating o
Tmm""n}f depeviting in it o swiall
N ;.:’:'M, bor, but when u@n-l’n! canming -
ton ta wade the bow in !?uml_ te be
m"; {1 (he vcoroncr's  inguest
‘_',';'f’ :’;,, Ayimore, M. P.. admita to
I'-l’;lfy token Marbury to his reonis
Mrﬂ., Temple the night of the thir«
';:', after 12 o'clock, aud that he
r'k"(,,. him Gweenfy years ago, byt il
i Lot felt in what connenlion he kn_nr
;hl' Spargo and Ratkbury eraniing
ihe lenthier box and &Ml}ﬂ"m- a r-hdrl"n
atagrapk  and o ailver  heraldic
:,.,-,-‘-;m the lining of the lid. Spargo
S Lates w trip to Market .I!!lcunlrr,
",,m,,.m weith him the siloer pieco and
= Uolagraph, At the Yellaw Dragon.
:;”.,,' he puts up, he falls in with “a
" yoithful buck of winety -~ e, Quar-
frfl‘ﬂ"?"- sSparge shows him the mh.'cr
deviee. He recognizen il as boing
b que of fifty issued forty yehra back,
secording (he holders special privi.
B Jegen at the race-meetings. *You got
X it from Londop, did wyou say, wie!
W rom London,”” answered Sparga.

\ND HERE 1T CONTINUES

-

HTHIS young gentleman from London I't-uuld~—ub.
ﬂT seemea ta be in possession of one of
eur tickets,” continued Mr. Quarter- |

page. It is—wonderful | But 1 gell you
what, voung geotliman from Loundon,
if vou will do me the honor to hreak-
fast with me in the morning. siv, I will
show You mg racin

. grigionl holder of that ticket was, My
;:Irf]{p, gir, 18 Quarterpage—Donjamin
Quurterpage—nnd I veside at the ivy-
eovered house exnetly oppdsite thiv jon,
and my breakfast bour is 0 o'cleck
sharp, wod T shall bid you heartily

ghall consider it an honor to wait upon
you to the moment."
tAeeordingly. at five minutes to ninn
gext morning. Spacgo  found  himself
it un old-fashioned parlor, looking out
gpon a  delightful garden, gay with
summer fowers, and hring introduced
. by Mr. Quarterpage. Senior, to Mr,
Quarterpage, Junior—a pleasant gen-
tloman of sixty, always referred to by
| his father an somethiog quite juvenile—
aod to Miss Quarterpage, » young-old
Iady of something a little lers eldorly
than her hrother, and to a breakfast
tahle bounteously spread with al) the
choler fare of the season.  Mr, Quar-
terpags. Benior, was as fresh and rosy
ik @ cherub; it wox a revelation to

wan #till in possession of such life and
spirits, sand of such a
henlthy appetite,
Naturally, the talk over the 'brenk-
faxt tnble ran on Npargo’s poysession
of the old silver ticker, upen which
subjeet it was evident Mr. Quarter-
pige was still exercising his intelieet.
Aund Sparge. whe had judged it el
ta cnlighten his host as (o whe he
wit, aud hud exhitbited a letter with
which the editor of the Watehman
had  furnished  him.  told how  in
the exercine  of  his  jonrnnlistio

the lining of an old hox,
being anxjous to see first whither My,
?{sarrerpurs revelations  would  lend
m.

“You have no idea, Mr, Spargn.’

over, e and Spargo were clogeted to-

possession of one of those eilver tickers,
There i= mine, ns you see,

Mear sir, were made when our old race-
‘meeting was initiated, in the vear 1781,
They were made in the town by a local
silversmith,  whose great-great-graod-
b ron stili earries on the business,
fifty wore digtributed among the fifty

kept in their familins forever—anhody
e autivipnled in Miose days thet our
raermecting  would  ever be  ddiscon-
:‘M"Il The thker enrried great privi
Saen It made its holder, and ol wem -
b of his family. male snd female,
ftee of the stands, rings and paddocks.
I gave the holder himsdli and his eldest
son, if of age, the right to a seat at
our graod vace banquet—aut whick, [
- may tell you. Mr, Spargo, royalty it-
wlf s been present in the good old
fars. Consequently, as you gev, Lo be

the holder of & 1189 Icke '
wm*{sod_x." glver ticket was to be
“Avd when  the race-wecting  foll
fknm_;gh.‘ " asked  Spargo. ‘F\\'bal
then "
“Then, of course, the families who
beld the tickots lonked upon them as

tirlaoms, 1o be tuken great cure of,'

tplied Mr. Quarterpage. *‘Thoy we

| g , v re
;’“‘_h- With as 1 dealt with fuiur-.—
aed on velvet, and hung up—or

|

“JUDITH, THE

By D

books nond papers
and we, will speedily discover who the

"""i]l“'l by vour kind invitation, and T |

Spargo to encounter so old o man who |

vigorous aund |

uties he hud discovered the ticket in
- But he made
po mention of the Marbupy matter,

wnid the old gentleman. when. breakfust |

The |

lewding burgesses of the town to bet

DREAMLAND ADVENTURES |

who Had one took the greatest care
of it. Now, T spid last night, over
there at the Dragon, that 1 eould ve-
!"‘lli the names of all the families whe
ield  these tickote. So 1 can.  Bat
here"'—the old gentleman drew out a
‘rimwv:- nad produced from it w parch-
ment-bound book which he handled
with great reverence—"'here is a little
volume of my own handwriting-—=mem -
ovantda  rolating to Market  Milenster
racts-—in which is n list of the original
holdera,  together with mnother  list

rReen were given up.
I*ulr. Mr, Bpargo, that by going through
the second list, T could trave overy
purse. '’

“Eyery one?’
surprise, ;

“Kvory ons! Tar ns [ told you,”
lies are either in the town (we're & con-
servative people here in Market Mil-
custer and we don't move fur afield)
(or they're just outside the town, or
they're not far awav., T can’t copeelve
how the tleket you have—and
genuine enough——could ever got out of

possession of one of these familios,
and-—"' ) i
“Perhaps.”” wsuggested Spargoe, it

never has been out of possession, T

told you it wus found in the lining of a

:hux—lhal box belonged to a dead man.
“A dead wmap!’'  exelaimed Mr.
| Quarterpage. A dead man! Who

Pechupe—perhaps 1 linve
no iden, Yes—am idea, 1 remember
sosiething now that 1 had never thought
(lf..‘

The ol gentlemnn  unfastensd the
clasp of Bis parchment-bound book. and
turnod ovor its pages uatil he came to
lone whereon was 6 list of names, He
pointed this aut to Spargo.

“Phere in the lint of holilers of the
silver tiokets ot the time the r-vc_-—mr::l-
ings came to aun ond.” le said, “If
you were ncequuinted with this town you
would koow that those are the pames
of our besi-knowh iuhnhitant-a-;':il. of

coursr, burgesses. There's mi you
preoome . ane—Quarterpage,  There's  Lummis,
Spargn made his bI'E'Rl bow. there's Kave, therid's Skene, thepe's
“8ir" he said, T am ""“'"1»".’{‘unmh-h-' “the gontlemen you snw last

all are—on this list, T koow oevery
family mentioned, The holders of rhqi
time ure many of them dewd: hut their
suecessord have the tivkets, Yes—and
wow that T think of it, there's ouly one
mun who Held n tieket whou this Tist
wus mude about whom I don’t know
nnything—at least, anything recont,
I'The ticket. Mr, Spargo, which you've
found must  have heen his,
thonght—T thought somebody else had
it

“And this man, v
lasked Spargo, intuitively conscious that
| he was eoming to news, “‘Ts his nnme
| there'’ i

The old mnn ran the tip of his linger
ldown the list of names, .
“Thetre it i=)"" he =aid, *'John Mait-
| tand.” ) o

Spargo bent over the hoe writing.

“Yeu, John Maitland,”' he observed,
“And who was Jolir Maitland ¥

Mr. Quarterpage shook his head, Ile
tarned to auother of the maoy drawers
in nn mocient buresn, and began to
wenreh nmongst w mase of old news
papers. eacefully sorted  into small
bundles and tied up,

U you, b lived in Market
onster oue-und-twenty yvears ago,
| =purgo.”” he kaid, “*vou would have
keown who John Maitland was, For
Lvome time, sir. he was the best-known
man in the place—aye, mnd in  this
vorner of the world, But—aye. here
it is—the newspaper of October Gth,
1801, Now, Mr. Spurgo, you'll find
in this old newspaper who John Malt-
land was, and all about him, Now, 111
tell you what to do. I've just got to go
{inta my office for un hour to talk the

Mil-

gether in i little library in which “,'.r,;;m_, s business over with niy #on—yon
shundant evidences of the host's taste ‘ P! .
Insnortivg mattere: “sou have no igea | de0 there with one of (hese cigars, aod
of the value which was attachod to the |

tuke this newspuper out into the gar-

vead what'll you tod in i, and when
| you've read that we'll have some more
Vi

i securely | tilk
fram~d and Just ns gecurely fastened to
the wull. Those fifty silver tickets, my | o1

Hpargo carried the old newspaper iu-
he sunlit garden,
(CONTINUED TOMORROW)

Saw George Eliot's Ghost
The death of Mrs. Katherine Muoe-
Auoid, the vetoran novelist, nt the great
fige of ninety-three, sovers pnolher of
| the few remsining links with the Vie
| tovian mist. A contemporary of George

| ghe anee
I viniom,

I When George Fliot went to live @i
‘("hnl.twn Mrs, Macquoid proposcd to go
jand eall on her.  But before she could
lo #0 a vemarksble wud trogic thing
huppened.

One night Mrs. Macquoid awobke sid-
denly, sud saw the figure of George
Eliot standing between the bed apd the
wall, The apparition was distinet and
nunmistakable, On the followite even-
ing Mrs, Macquoid learned of George
Ehot's death.-—Faston Free Dress.

saw the famous writer in oa

More About Joshua
| That Joshua was o wonder !
He vot only stopped the sun,

showing who held the tickets when the
I make bold to

ticket—except the ove you have in your

wiidl Spargo. o some

locked away; I am sire that anybody

contioued My, Quarterpuge, *“the fami- |

it's!

|

wight. ANl gomd oll town names, "They |

|

Rut I

|

witr? Whe was he?'" | .

Mr. |

|l‘l|il3|. Mes, Macquoid used to tell how |

i | . AROUND THE TROLLEY WIRE JUST .BEFORE\ ,)/,’:Z(
The young lads seross the wag S THE CAR CAME ALONG. THE SKIPPER /r_,-a
siys she fenrs the stee] companics FAILED To NOTICE THE DRAWERS AND ~. '
uren't doing wuch  business  just T GOT HIS TROLLEY POLE ALL TANGLED ur
now, they have so many unfilled IN THEM AND THE CAR OFF THE TRACK To BoOT. .
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.
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Coparizit 100, e taw Uribime Co;

WNEN | READ THESE SITUATION

WANTED ADS | FERL LIKE GOING

OUT AND GETTING MYSELF A BLOND

WIG AND A COUPLE OF DRESSES AND

SEE IF | COULDN'T GET ONE

O THMESE SWELL POSIT IONS -
NMERE'S A LAUGH~

] GET THIS ONE
L__rﬁ,\_/A

WANTED - POSITION AS COMPANION
TO A REFINED WOMAN WHD

TRAVELS A GREAT DEAL-

THIS OLD BIRD'S KINDA ANXIOLS

TO SEE THNE COUNTRY= AND 3NE'S

PARTICULAR WHNO AHE SEES T WITN To0
WITH THNE OTYHNER PERION'S DOUEN ~

SHE MUST BE A NEAD LINER

ALl R\GrNT

HMERE'S ANOTHER ONE ~ ~
A YOUNG LADY OF REEFINEMENT
WouLD LIKE PosiTioN IM
ARISTOCRATIC FAMILY =

AL ST A i SRR Bake
Fffso ~THR e"r_- AFTE&ENSDN S AWEPK
ALL DAY THURIDAY AND No
SUNDAY WORK = SALARY
H18.50

SIDNE Y QMH’_&
»

PEYEY —Here's Where Petéé Gets

éack at Her

By C. A. Voight

— :
— | Thine T
ATS A JILLy
FAD — PAINTING
PleTures ow Owes
BACK OF ONE'S
PEY AauimaL or

SOMETHING.

PeTey— Look -/ _1

HAS REACHED

PALM BEACH~ Look !

w0 ANG
ThE Siwy
TRINGS —~ .7

LACE -

AT
QO

Trv e [( Ridicotons !

IN HERE ——\'LL
TAKE OFF MYy
S HANL, s

r SomME
MER

The Young Lady Across the Way

By Fonlaine Fox SCHOOL DAYS =5

By DWIG

orders on their books,

IN THAT HIGH WIND LAST
WEEK A PAIR OF JEFF SUTER'S
\ HEAVY UNDER DRAWERS BLEW
OFF THE CLOTHES LINE AND WRAPPED

1]
maw

s st

wudvﬁ'l

Fge s - donbehn 7 Tou take be 2ick!  What s
e urdersfan fi‘.l‘EEful\ Tangwidee ﬂl - " ‘ 3
Tid 1 say any f‘“'!; abaut ”‘;;Fnb“:’ ::fl‘ Enewim ?G “:“E‘.”:-P::;‘-'ﬁ“‘:; -
b cine blina fish in 2 ;“':“' i pur $ither it o, : ‘b © ok fals Drenoth
t o WY = a ran what owis 3 e :.f.n ':: wiles down Iato ¥
| aons P.nom‘l!.‘f dd ke ow @ CL_':;H"; the essth .oenly fo
| ceravine tece Bowe o safoack an Shifte s the Sne 3¢ . a6 Qf dn 3
e oub onle Ehe in e hotse b the | whese ER Olosled on Tnle wiver
g with him ax M‘R:n s in ff_u || 1.‘3} an find Qish Tive s» bl
g jhhf; M 1d the fan r‘t"".; an act Bis | witre bl malbe sm d@nfﬁl‘
Tafby gt Jhe de s AIER ARET e [T sasopots e eytiing! Rei?
?‘-«Ju Lok o) o; Jidnt 7 Just aribnriNe ;ni&n :(’rir-. 2 racelenc fiack
f = -~ — = 3 ‘1,.5;&“. 5;" hy

ne that &

it 3t 7

when 30e
or i3

i)l

But he hadno’t any parents,

For he was the son of Ny, |

| -Boston Ivening Travscript.

FAIR DAMSEL”

ADDY

(e Inst week's stary Pengy  and
f'”.‘l o trip to Movicland helped
foaked Nose overcome the Ciiapt
iree. Fanga and sein the pramise of
tae foir dumyel 1o wod him of ke cowld
fin her father'a conaent,

... The Laver's Tests
EGGY beard a voice calling 1o her
5 r“}fm afar. Tt was n sivging voiee—
Putn'-._c- thut seemed to deaw her from
' Vg chsir in whieh she was dozing
r 10 varry lier away, away until it
Poed her woftly on & grassy bank in
ivlelsndg !
B2y hnew
landed.
fr!n“ wh
With the
§ g gent
Mtigs 1y

ot onee where she had
It Wik ut the edge of the woods
ith Crooked Nowe, the dwarf
hnndsome blye eyes und smil-
";1 Hlnlyth, hiad sung his love
g ¢ fuir damsel, And now
:-::::‘: the beurd the sweet voieo of
r“‘;i Noxe—tho sime voice that had
Hed b er from the big ehair und enr-
\ cT:: theough the air,
Nor LRUP0 townrd the bushes showed
1 “;rr:__""ﬂh'ﬁ Nose  himself, Inoking
fllrd; Iowurd the farmliouse of the
el el Beside him was Billy Bal
: U grouped yrouod were Balky
'!?H. -]"‘lel.‘-'

Bull, Billy Goat and the
.L:':drm.in" 10 the sound of Crooked
A .-|.|‘;"'".‘" Peggy beurd u clicking

* a1y ﬁ'”‘" Looking to one slde
Maker o “d Beard, the maotion - picture
Biie .'u',;“”l‘”'ﬁ iway oo his camers.

“_“U '_”;"'l what Kind of pHotoplay
Ih[(illlr.,‘ Wakivg—a funny pleture or o
thy I};”.”'"“ of Crooked Nowe hrought
her hlhdl!'lllhr'l it upon the poreh of
L TR '8 farmbonse, but when she
L ahe _mlr‘"‘”"'” her praocing horse, o
b frog the "¢ before, lier father rushed
Fould Dlr,t hovse wnd yto wped her.,  He
C'Wl!r.l \I"' ber o nm} she wuved ta

] 5 NORe Lo come Lo hey.

‘9," ,,:’::JI ’." tn my lovely bride-to-
By Cronked Nosp, He lewped
i |

Y Bum's back, yod Pe
" . gEY and
; h’ h“'_ JUEL tne to mount wfter bim,
ﬂu"“'j'f'.\" mile sped u\wlg'. He.
s ¥ Could bear thumplug feet,

jand a glance tn

A 3 to tha rear slowed them
tl-ilc‘m I erce Pungs ruoning after thom,
Balky Sam camo o i stop  beside
[lhr noreh where stood the (air dumsel
tand her father,
~ “Hoity -toity, what's nll
ing and rubniog wbout s
futher of the fuir damsel, He wus ]
hroad-shouldered gy and  bud @
bristly mustache which jerked up aund

this sing-
blustersd the

down ax he glured i Crooked Nosn.

UPlease, dear father, this gallant |
youth with the handsome blye eves and
hmil_ing. tender mouth wishes to mwarrs
me" roplied the faie dupisel |

“Indeod, T do, sirv, apd T eppve yvour |
venrent,"” dnid Crboked Noso. lhin \'-1_\ii‘--|
shuking with excitement, |

"Ro do L7 roured Fiopre Fangs. "1
wint o marey your deughter."'

“Hoity -toity ! Floff and feathers!" |
shoutmd the fother, “He who would |
wed Judith, fair daughter of Farmeor |
Jonnthan Strongnem, must meet foyr |
great tests. " He looked up st Fieree

Fangs,  “You look big coough to stand
the tests,”” he said, then he frowned
down on Crooked Nose, the dwarf.

“But you, fruil youth. are too small
fand puny, You are not strong ﬂlltjllph‘
to do what T require.’”

"o, ho! You want o man of might
for your sou-in-law. T um he,"" roared
(Giant Tierce Fangs, soeering nt |
Crooked Nose. But Crooked Nose
stepped bravely forward,

I have the strongth of love. 1 will
meet your tests, Farmer Strongnem.'

“"Ho be it, you both shall try,” said
Farmer Strongarm. ‘'Ile who wins |
shall have my duughter, but he whn
| fuils must never, never see her ugain,.”’

Buying this the futher of the fuir
damsel drew  four packets from his
pocket and handed one of these 1o
Crooked Naowe

“This is the Grest test,”” he eried,
Crooked Nose opened the pueket and
read
‘Ho sturdy aopd strong you must he
You can rvide a steed that musters me, "

(Tamarrorw will be  ftold  low
Crooked Nose wigols the firat test.) i

A

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Something Seems to Have Happened to “Venus’

.-d"u-_

2R

. WE CAN MAVE FUN OF "VEAIUS AND: HER.
SEANSIBLE SHOES" AMD ALL
ME SHE CaN GIVE Us LESSOAS
CHEERFULAESS !
Tebar! JUST THINK HoW
DULL THAT PooR
THINGS LIFE 15!
Ao FUN OR

ROMANCE pR
AIOTHING !

A
SHE SURE 19 HAPP- E_
™

,BOT BELIEVE:

-,

- b Caprright. 1020 hs Publie Ledgar Co By Hﬂywﬂrd
=] "VEAUS, WHAT MARES 0| B LOVE! OH ST THAT E===
=) S0 HAPRY ToDAy 7 = F) A V\fDNDEI?FULHF\é\’.(I).{RD: = == =
‘fov LOVE To SIANG | 3 How 51b

ot

ou Kuow?

To BL
=0 & _ ACE -HAYwaRD = 16 " CouTIvuED
» T o 3 - -t -'e -l _'
DOROTHY DARNIT—She Means Itching Palms : : r : : B e e By Chas. McManus
WHAT BUILDING 15 , BUT | THINK IT5 BECAUSE. | (WHAT N THE HANDS OF \WAITE
THAT OVER THERE? CALL AT e Y M NOT WHEN ANY BODY STOPS y-uﬂmn:v-;.ilﬂ BELL D e i ANATERS

PALMS FOR? 1
DONT SEE ANY
PALM TREES

AROUND

THERE THEY SEE PALMS

S

HMAMDBER

ELLBOWD -POIRT
2
<

MIALD

ERS
(AND S——‘

CHAS MEMANUS

(Bt :h_? 1,;
vy TETE

4 _l-
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