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A Detective Story

i MIDDLETEMPLE MURDER

by J. S. Fletcher
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i, by !
ccognize that photograph
o nuybody you lmmv?:'
%ot it well and closely."
yut on n special
shlrliﬂ!r ll;r phos
pvert] points of view,
L ni':"'l'rl.n snfd at lust with n
of the hend. 1 don't recognine

()

0 you r

s that ¢
s IH'I'u].um

" uarterpuge
';[ E};m'lurlm nne
graph I

t noy resemblance to
evor known ' asked

.nm alr, none !’ rrpllm‘l_lhlr. Quay-
e, None whutever,

. ur‘y well,"" snid Hrnr‘o, Inying the

Le tuble between them.

son to tell me what

ilcr- when you knew

you to deseribe

ot nll.”
1 "nt(\;.n't gée in |
iy man yon've

Jatograph on t
v o:".t on, 1 wuot
b Madtlind was 1

¢n, 1 want
m'mbt.":‘i:ll;"“? as he was when he died,

wpostd Lo die. 'ulu remeihor
| .!o;l:‘fI:IrH‘. quite well ¥
[ Me. (Quarterpage got up and moved
the door,
= ean o be
Wl enn whow you
a mi they were

ter than that,"" he suid.
photographe of both
just before lgnlllnnd‘ﬁ
jive o photograph of o =mn
lf*"i rl'l.’l.‘clm-lu\l1 Mileastor notabilities
hich was tiken ot a muoicibl gardes

sty Muitlnnd and Chamberlnyne ure
1 h in it. It's been put uway ‘In a
lebinet in my drawing room for mung
long yer, and 1've no du'l_li.'ll it's ne
Breat ns when it was taken.

e left the room nnd pregently re-
frnell with o Tnrge mounted photograph
which he lnid on the table before his

or.

"t'}‘ll.z-re you nre, sie,” ha said, *'Quite
fresh, you wop—it must be getting on to
fwenty Jenrs sivce that was taken oul
of the denwer that it's boeen  kopt iIIJ.
Now, that's _:\Inllllmll. And  that's
erlayne,
cn;;l;:‘ found himgell Jooking at o
gronp of men who stoodl ngainst nn ivy-
gorerul wall In the stiff attitudes in
which photographers arrange inasses of
gitters.  He fixed his ottention on the
pati fgures indicated by Me, i ter
bhage, aud  sw two medivm-helght,
Iathor sturdily bullt men about whom
fhere Wis nothing very specin.dy notice

able,

\

WUm ! be said. musiogly,  “Doth
e .
h"\'n. they bLoth wore hn;u-:l.u-—fulll
peards,’’ ussented Mr,  Quarterpage.
ol you see, they weren't so el
gike. Dt Maitland  was o mueh

ditker mun than Chamberlayne, and he
brown eyes, while Chamberlayne's
were rather o bright bine, "’

“he removal of a beard makes o
erent difference,” remnrked Spargo, He
Hooked at the photogeaph of .\luitlmull

thie groupEeomparing it with that of
Warbury which he hoad token from his
bockat.  ““And twenty yeurs mukes
Wifference, too,'" he added mnsingly.
T gome people twenty yedra mnkes
b vast difference, sir,'" sall the old|
lpentlompn.  *To others it mnkes Ilnnn'—-i
I hiven't changed much, they tell me,
Garing the lost twenty yeavs, But @'ve !
pown men  change—age. aimost be
yond recognition—in five years: 1t de-
pends, sir, on what thoy go thitough." |
Spargo suddenly Inid aside the photo- |
gruphis, put hizg hands in his pockets aod |
looked stendfastly at Mr. Quayterpuge,
“Look here!" hLe said. “I'm '.',--lul,;:
tell you what I'm after, Mr, Quapter- |
ge. I'm sure you've heard all about
hat's known us the Middle Tewpe
purider—rthe Marbury ease?"

Neu, 've vead of it,"" replicd My, |
Quarborpuge, i
“Huve you rend the accounts of it i |
iy paper, the Watchman?"® nsked |

|

Bpargo.

Mr, Quarterpage shook his Lead.

lve only remd one newspaper, giv.

inca 1 Was u young man.'' he replied.
I take the Times, sie—we alwnys took

t, nye, even-in the days when news-

t% were taxed,"

ry good,'" sald Spurgo, ‘‘but per-
can tell you a little more than

il cnse over sinee
a0 konown ns John  Marbury  wias
il Now, if vou'll just give e
bt attention, ' tell you the whole
oey from that wmoment uptil—ooew."
Aod Spargo, brietly, suecinetly, re-
old the story of the Marbury enge feom
he first instuot of his own connection
ith it until the diveovery of the sil-
o ticket, and Mr, Quarterpoge lis-
ied fu rapt ottention, nodding his
el from time to time as the younger
n mnnde his points,
Aol now, My, Quarterpage,'” con-
uded Spurgo, this is tle point 1've
oae to, T believe that the mun who
e to thie Anglo-Orient Hotel as John
Marbury und who  was undonbted!y
autdered {n Middle Temple Lane that
uight wus  Jobn Maitlond—I haven't
a doubt ubeut it after learning what
30U tell e wbout thie silvey ticket, 1've
ound out o great deal that's valuable
ey, und I think I'm gotting nehrer
0 salution of the mystery, That is,
tourse, to find out who murderea
John Muitlund, or Marbury.  What

the body of the

| vwen seen London!

ou've read, for U've been working up | 11

¥ou have told me nabout the Chamber-
lnyne uffair lias led me to think this—
here ainy have been peaple, of a per-
son in London, who sas unxious to
get Marbury, s we'll enll him, out of
the way, and who somehow encountered
him that night—anxions to silence him,
I menn, beeause of the Chamberlnyne
uffaie.  And I wondered, np there s
so much mystery about him, and g he
won't give any acconnt of himself, it
this mitn Aylmore was really Chamber.
imyne, Yes, I wondered that! But Ayl-
ore’s o tall, flnels buiit man, quite
uiil feat in helght, nod Lis beard, though
it's now getting grizaled, hos hoen very
dark, and Clinmberinyue, you say, was
n tﬂf.'l'"lll‘ll.-ﬂi?-l'd, fulr man with blue
YO,

That's wo, sie,"" nsgented Mr, Quiar-

terpage,  “Yes, o middling-sized man,
and foit—very [afr,  Dweary me, M,
Spargo—thiy 1% o vevelation, And you

really think, sir, that Jolin Multland
and John Marbury are one and the
same person?’

“I'm sure of it, now.'" said Spargo.
T woe it in this way, Maltland, on
his relense, ‘'went out to Austealin, and
there he stopped. At last He gomes
baek, ovidently well-to-do, He's mur-
dered the very doy of his arrival, Ayl-
more I8 the ouly mao who knows nuny -
thing of him-—Ayimore won't tell al'
he knows, that's flat. DBut Aylmore's
admitted that he koew Lim at some
vigue date, say from twenty-one to
twenty-two or three yenrs ago. Now,
where did Aylmore know him? He says
in London. That's n vague term, He
won't say where—he won't sny any-
thing definkte—he won't even any what
lnn.’}yl:norv, Iimself was in those days.
Dd®you recollect auything of anybody
like Axlmore coming here to see Mait-
lmnd, Mr. l,}uaru!rlumv'.‘"

“T edon't,”” answered Mre. Quarters
page.  “‘Maitland wns o vory quiet, re-
tiring fellow, sit: he wag about the
aquletest man in the town, T never pe-
member of such o fricnd of hiy as this
Aylmorgg from your deveription of him,
won'd t that time."*

) Aaitland go un te Leondon
much in those davs?' askod Spargo,

Mr, Quarterpage langhed,

SWell, mow, to show yon whnt n
woodd memory I have."" he said. T tell

o of something that oceurred deross
there at the Deagon onlv o few months
hofors the Mnaitland affair came our,
There were somoe of us in there one
evening, and, for a rare thing, Maitland
came in with Chamberlayne,  Chambe: -
‘nyne happencd to remark that he was
woing up to town next day—he was
alwave to and fro—and we got ta'king
about London.  And Maitland sald m
course of conmvorsation ot he helieved
I was about the only man of his age
‘n England—and, of course, he meant
f his eolags and means—who'' never
And T don't think
+ooyer went there between that time
and iy teial: in foct, Fm  sure he
Hida't, tor i he had, 1 should have
ord of it

CWell,  that's  gqueer,’”  remarked
Npargo.  It's very queer.  For I'm
cortain Maitland and Morbury are one
nud the spme porsan, My theory about
that ol leather box is that Maitland,
bl that earefully planted beforo his
arrest : that he dug it up when he came
ut ool Davtmonre: that hie took it off
to Australin with Wity : that he brought

Eobgel swith Wb and that, of conrse,
e witver  ticket and the photograph
ool Been i it all  these years.
:\’n\'-—h—'I

SPere's the boots from the Droagon
at the frome door, gic" sald o parlor-
mnfd, eotering. “He's brought two

' esrate for Mr, Spargo, thinking L

CHAPTER XXI
Arrested

SI‘.\'{N i) hiutried out to the hall, took

the two telegrams from the boots of
the Dreapon,  and  tesird open  the
envelopes, read the - hnstily,
1o went back o e, Quarterpage,
SHlepe’s Doportant news," he spid ns
Weo elowed the Tihrary door nod resomed
Wik sont,  “'TUH rend these telegrams to
vour, siv. amd then we ean diseuss them
in the Hehe of what we've been talking
nbout this morning, The fiest i from
our  office, told yon- we sent over

Anpetratin for m full report ahont
Marbury at the place he sald he hal'sd
from—=Coo inmbidece, Thnt report's
nat regehed the Waoatehmun, apd they've
wired it an toome,  Tt's from the chiof of
police nt Coolumbidees to the editor of
the Watehman, London :

“John Maorbury came to Coplum-
“idgee in the winter of 1808-9, He was
unnecompunied,  He appeared to be in
nosspssion of feifly considerable metins
e bought o shfve in a small sljeep
form  from it proprietor, Andrew
Robertson, who is still here, amwl who
suys that Marbury never told him nny-
thing about himself except that he had
emigrated for health rensons and wod a
widower."" *

(CONTINUED _TOMORROW)

DREAMLAND ADVENTURES
“JUDITH, THE FAIR DAMSEL"

By DADDY

—
(Pogpy and  Billy are in Movie- |
bnd, wkere Farmer Stronparm puts

Orooled Vase and Gliant Fierce l'"l’l"f]'-’l
fo four teaty to see whiok is warthy ta
wed his daughter, Judith, (R fair
ﬂumulr, Cvauked Nase meects two
fetts but ia puzzled by the third. )
CHAPTER ¥V
The Alarm-Clock 0wl

ARMER STHONGARM, cettling
h |11'h‘-"!lf for & pap in the porch swing,
h?.;l u grin on Lis fave, e was woll
-I.Ilill"vlljli with the trade he had mude
oo l-.llr::t_ Fierce Fangs, nnd he was
H:Ir'l rooked :\l_ll'-l' n'n_ll.]lfll'l‘ meet the

1;I_tl-wl by selling' him something he
B Want, But the grin of I'armer
o FTHL oo turned “into a frown,

the  birds which had gone  with
£8¥ and Billy to see Crooked Nose
j-r the hand of the farmer's dough-
pJudith, the fair damsel, wern chat-
it;ﬁ‘ loudly among themselves over the

b of Crooked Nose, and their racket
Pflht]w farmer awake.

ht;_ll’nrrm-r turned and lie tossed nuud
.m"“-'r! but the chatter, chuatter,
bise :;IFI:;‘\\-' louder and louder as the
i iehed Peggy, Billy and Crooked |
o P}[J.Hl-- over how to meet the third |
with o "My Furmer Strongarm sat up |

tl‘u: Hew awuy in u burry and Farmer,
g Burin ugain wettled down for his
¥ Bave g ¢

“ky
L 1"'!' hands,

1uii'..k chuckle und elap-
armer Strongarm's
'“:"h';' the noise of the birds hid put
"mf'lhixr-hlll"l 4 plun for selling him
“ti‘lni:\..-vlw did not want. Quickly

e 1,! himl her scheme to the others,
h"“.lr-(l. part of Peggy's plun was
BIf s rooked Nose disguise him-
iy ‘“ EYPIY womun, wearing o gypsy
N N‘I‘"]l”l hind once worn to a party.
i llold his fuce with colfes gruuué»
“Vered up Lis twisted nose with o

Farmer Btrongarm was fast asleep,
but at Judge Owl's fierce shricking hoot
he sat up in startled alarm,

“Hoity -toity ! What's that?'' yelled
Farmer Strongurm.

3 Too!"'

Ho! Hoo! 'Tao!
Judge Owl.

“Get away from here., Go home to
your woods and let me sleep,'’ shonted
Furmer Strongarm, Now Crooked Nose
began to ery out like a huckster selling
vogetables :

“An alurm clock for sale! Who
wunts to buy a fine owl alarm clock for
only fifty cents?"’

T don't wang your owl alurm olock.
Take him away and let me sleep.'”
growled SBtrongarm, settling down ugain
nud closing his eyes, for he wius very,
viry drowsy.

Then once more Judge Owl serpeched @
“*Hoo! Hoo! Too! oo!''

Up jumped Parmer Strongarm, but
before he could let out a single yell
Crooked Nose gave his huckstor ers:
“An alarm clock for sale. The finesi
owl alurm elock In the world, He'd
wake up even a sloepy sclioolboy on Sat-
urdny morning. Only twenty-five
rents !

“Go away !
ninem clock.

soreorhod

I don't wunt that owl
I want to eleep,’” shouted

" ﬂ:! angry shout, the fatwer, Then again he settled
i Hose noisy birds out of here, | 40N

m'h“!*“"i "Iln\& can I sleep un?ivd all |, ‘*Hool Hoo! Tool! Too!" sereeched

2 v Ho shouted so loudly the Judge Owl, and Farmer Strovgarm

bounced about in & rage.
“Huy this fine owl
cilled out Crooked Nose.
not let any oue sleep. Bu
alnrm clovk, only ten cents.'
“I'1l buy your old owl just to get
rid of him,'' raged Farmer Strongarm,

alerm  clock,'”
“He will
y my owl

and he threw u, ten-cent plece at
Crooked Nose, Just then Billy came
strolling around the corner of the
house.

“Hoo! Hoo! Too! Too!'" serceched

Judge Owl,
My, what n find owl. T wish I had

Lim,"" sald Billy.

The seo
i nd part of Pe
0 calf Judge Owl n'nmL

have bim perel on n
e
And
B30 o hoot as loudly and

s Who wat croxs
Ow)
m:“» 4k though he were lost in t
"’H;m!
Wrtnclen)

ggy's plan was
the woods and
Imnl beside Crooked
~legged on the lawn,

Yo all was rondy, Peggy, Billy
{:uilh hid themselves l\.:-l.l' Jud;:-

Hoo 1 '
llh“.u Poo ! .'I'ool’ be

I N

. -‘_‘lu A

“I don't want him, You can have
him. Take him away, so 1 cun sleep,’’
shouted I armer Btrongarm, burying his
liend ip the pillows of the porch u)vrnr.

HAb, ba!" cried Crooked Nosey hold-
ing up the vime and throwing off the
gypsy dress,  “‘1 huve met the test und
wold you somelthing you do not want,

be | Give your daughter fuir to me,”

(In torsorron's echapter Orooked

Nose faces the fourth and lust teat.)
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G PUBLIC LEDGER—PHILA
THE GUMPS—Oh, Minerval

by the Tribone

WHERE THE

DELCE DOES SHE
KBEP “YMOSE

By C. A. Voight

— SAY~ MAKE LP
APHONEY TELEGRAM For
ME FRom Tl OFPFICE
TELLiuE Me eveRNTHING
WILL BE ROINED 1F | DouT
TETURN |MMEDIRTE LY
AND HANE (T DELIVERED
To ME oy THE BeEacH

-~ UNCLE PcTnf:f.
THis 1S Miss
FlLikkER, THE
MoTion PlcTure
STAR — SHE '
JUST ARR\WED

ENOUGH 'S ENOLGH—!"
| GoTrer GEY Back TO
WORK—— | CANT HANG
ARoUND THIS PALM BEACH
PLACE ANV LONGER —

How CAN | GEY THE

WOoMEN To CONSBNMT
TO GO HomE 7

THAT— EvERNTHIG
CREAT—— STAM

The Young Lady Across the Way ‘ QUEER MENTAL REACTION

OF THE MAN WHO MAD
STRUGGLED FIVE HOURS WITH
HIS INCOME TAX WHEN HIS
PEN FELL AND STUCK IN

THE FLOOR

Dad, 1 cennol
fell » lie —

1 Dbin ﬁéﬁﬁr\'. f

“ tee nee!

The young dady acroes the woy
snys she Inherited $1000 from an
old friend of her father's, who died
without tissue,

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—She Gets a Clue to “ Venus'” Love Affair

§ NUS, PLEASE TELL
- S WHO YU ARE IN
= =1 LOVE WITH |

YEH, SPILL LS
THE BEANS,
KIb, WHO'S TH

ITS AICE AUD HANDY To
IN LOVE WITH oMWY 4

PHOTOGRARH ! =

THEM FLOWERS
YER SEAT To

YERSELF MUST
HAVE SET TER
BAaCck A PILE !

OH HES S0 BRAVE! HIS EYES
FEARLESS LOOK ,%ET THEY ARE SO
TEADER AND TRUE! HIS
BRow |S AOBLE LIKE A
KINGS AND—

—
&

T T MARY ! CAN ‘ToU BEAT IT! LOOK WHAT
I FOUAD IN "VEAUS" DESK , A

PHOTO" OF DICK CARVEL THE

FILM HERO ! HERE WE THOUGHT
SHE WAS IN'LOVE WITH A REAL
MAN AND SHE'S OALY A LOVE
WTH A PHOTYGRAPH !

WOMNDERFU

HAVE THAT {
"’- .
%

L wi - THUMP

AE~HAYWARD = 20 -

By Chas. McManus

TS NORA
WRITIN' A LETTER |

MY GOODMESS BUT
THATS Anl AwWFUL
SOUND - 15
OUR HOUSE?

|\ HEARIT ToOQ
I'tL G AND
SEE WHAT

—
rd ~—

OH NOW | KNOW
WHAT THE NOISE 1S

[ 1S THAT YouR DOG
SCRATCHING AT THE
KITCHEN DOOR?

CAUSE HES




