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ain't no danger of m: b:;“
le_along o at
".w'! 'Canse 'l thera in,
y not
! Me never
no mullo.o: Aoy sort,
a :

Amargs. Nt
led Sparge. ‘‘Not
feast. you!:fl to do in to tell
"mtl—nd rove that it is the m
it was you o took that queer.
stick out_of Mr. A{l@_m s rooms
s Yountaln Court, Was n‘ g
\ollison appeared to fin
question ing to his feelings. .
e ':zzi'alr me as took it; air,'’
Ly “Not that I meant to v‘neh it

v , as you night say, I
H::'lt :.I; u_‘:dht:"lll't said and done.

I o, was £ waid Spuree.
, '“-‘,ﬁ:t,;mm. And how was
P afison srinned agaln and rubbed his

ehin. "
. his here way,”’ he answered
ur,{:;:.'} was working at that timo—
nine months simce, It
for the Universal Daylight Window
Clesning Company, and I used to clean
many windows here and there in the
},uplu and them windows at Mr. Ayl-
-only I knew them as Mr. An-

fron's—smong "em. And I was there
wo morning, early it was, when the
garwomin she says fo me, ‘T wish
yu'd take these two or three hearth -
rge, she says, ‘and give 'em a
pting,’ she says. And mo being ll:
yays 1 ready one to ohll;g. AI'I right!
1 ays, and takes ‘em, ‘Hore's some-
ting to wallop 'em with,' she says,
god pulls that thers old stick out of &
It that was in o otand in a corner of
the Jobby. And that's how I came to
pndle it, wir."’ "

4] weo,'" eald Spargo. “A good ex-
pasation. And when you bad beaten

hearthrugs—what then?"’

Mollison smiled his weak smile again.
wivell, sir, 1 looked at that there
dick and 1 see it was something un-
wmmon,’’ he answered. ‘‘And I thinka
~'Well, this Mr. Awderson, he's got
s bandle of sticks ana walking capes
gp there—he'll never miss this old
ting,’' 1 thinks. And so I left it in a
wraer when 1'd done beating the rugs,
wed when I went away with my things
I took it with me,"’

Yo took it with you?" saild Spar-
J “Just ko, To keep as a curiosity,

“rﬂtﬂ

L) 4
Mollison's weak smile turned to one
of cunning. He was obviously losing
s nervousness ; the sound of his own
ies and the reception of his news was
iwparting confidence to him,
“Not half!'" he answered. '‘You see,
gor'nor, there was an old cove as I
krew In the Temple there as Is, or
v, ‘cause [ aln't been there since, a
wliector of antikities, like, and I'd sold
Mm 8 quoer old thing, time and again.
And, of course, I had him in my eye
vien 1 took the stick away—see?'’
F“L_m, And you took tho stick te
im
"I took it there and then,"’ replied
ollison.  ““Pitched him a tale, I did,
soat It having been brought from
forelgn parts by Unecle Bimon—which I
wrer had no Uncle Bimon. Made out
it was & rare curiosity—which it might
' been one, for all T know,'
“Exactly. And the old cove took =
to it, eh?'"
‘Bought it thers and then," an-
Mollison, with something very
Y Beught it
! Hought it there and then, And
ey, ‘much de ho give you for it?'"
""Something handsome,

"(otiple o' quid,”’ replied Mollison.
“N# not wishing to purt with a family
iquJmm for less.''

Just o, And do you happen to be
thie to tell me the old cove's name and
hl'_nddrm_ Mollison ?'" asked Spargo.

1do, sir, Which thy've painted on
bis eug;-—-tht fifth or sixth as you go
down Middle Temple Lane,”’ answered
Mollison, *‘Mr, Nicholas Cardlestone,
fmt floor up the staircase.'

Brargo rose from his meat witl
I-"flg 05 a look at Breton, i
wl;rill'nn thlsdwny. ilollimn." he sald,

0 and see about t -
'tl;d. {-J:L'use me, Ilretu’:':y'r R
reton kicked his heels in solitude for

"'lEhn bhour, Then Spargo came back.
Bt tre—that's one matter sottled,
e 0, be sald, ““Now for the next.
o hhome secretary’s made the order
Hllrl ¢ opening of the grave at Market
on«u:;t:;rz't -Iu;T golng down there at

' pose you'

Mmember, if that ".J:;I.:gn"-;;tt'l;if_[._.&nd

It that grave's empty,
o y,'' said
Pl tell you—y good deal,” Bston,

CHAPTER XXXIT
HF“ Contents of the Coffin
T“AR traveled down together to

Hﬁ;‘;ht Milcaster late that afternoon
hmu‘o'ﬂlc teton, tho officials from the
g ¢, entrusted with the order for
o pening of the Chamberlayne grave

& tolicitor meting on bohalf of the

- lhgr must ahare it.

* |oMcials in chargs of it have come down

roprietor of the Watchman, 1t was
they reached

te Ind&c evening wh

the little town, t Bpargo, having
looked in at the parior of the 'Yellgw
' mnd ascortained that My,

bad only just gone homn,
took across the street to the
old gentleman's house. Mr. Quarter.
page himself came to the door, and
recognised lr immediately, Noth.
ing would satinfy him but that the two
mlw uu family, he said, had
E“ , but he h f wus goin
take a final alﬁmp and & cigar, an

Qu l't&r a few :lh‘ugu only th“:a, Mr,
arterpage,’ an fol -
Jowed the old man into aﬂ dln!a;”mom.
""We have to be up at day k. And—
bll;-'nu. too, would like to be up
early,’

Mt, él. looked an lnqu{r’
mth hpmam which he wan
A A

break?'' he exclaimed.

et Is,”" sald Spargo, “‘that
grave of Chamberlayne’s is golng to be
o at daybreak.

‘“We have managed to got an order
from the h seorotary for the ox-
humation of Cllﬂblﬂl ne's body: the
in the same train with us; we're all

oﬁ'm there at the Dragon,

o clals have gons to make the
proper arrangements with your au-
thorities, It will be at daybreak, or
as near it as can conveniently be man-
aged,. And T su now that you
know of it, you'll ere?"’

"Gtod blm‘rlml" sfla'l’md th.‘\l'ri

arterpage, ‘'Yon've really done that!

ell, m?f‘uo we shall know the truth
at last, after all thews yoars. You're
a very wonderful young man, Mr. Bpar-
g0, upon my word. And this other
young gentleman?'’

Spargo looked at Bretom, who had
nlready given him permission to spenk.
“Mr. Quarterpage,’”” he said, ‘'this
!I-nunx entleman s, without doubt,
John Maitland's son, He's the i.-'nun
barrister, Mr. Ronald Breton, that
told you of, but there's no doubt about
his parentage. And I'm wsure you'll
lhl‘}ﬂ:. hands with him and wish him
well.

Mr. Qulrtariua set down decanter
and glass and hastened to give Breton
his hand.

‘'My dear young sir!'' he exclaimed.
""That I will indeed! Aund ns to wish-
lnf you well—ah, I never wished any-
thing but well to your poor father. Hea
was lod away, sir, led away by Cham-
berlayne, God bless me, what a night
of surprises! Why, Mr. Spargo, sup-
pl?ﬂnT that coffin is found empty—what
then?"

““Then,"” answered Bpargo, ‘‘then I
think we shall be able to put our hands
?tn"tha man who is supposed to be In

“You think my father was worked
upon by this man Chamberlayne, sir?"’
observed Breton n few minutes later
when they had all sat down round Mr.

arterpage's hospitable hearth, ‘'You

fnk he was unduly influenced by

him?""
Quarterpage shook his head

sadly.
“‘Chamberlayne, my dear young wir,”’
he anawered. ‘‘Chamberlayne was a
:Inuslhle and a clever fellow, Nobody
new anything about him until he came
to this town, and yet before he had
been here very long he had contrived to
ingratiate himself with enr:bod{—-—o!
course, to his own ndvantage. I firmly
believe that he twisted your father
round his little fiuger. As I told Mr.
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The Young Lady Across the Way

By FONTAINE FOX

Spargo there when he was making his
inquiries of me a short while back, it
would never have been any surprise to
me to hear—definitely, I mean, young |

Iayne's pockets. Dear me-—dear me!—

layne is actually alive, Mr. Spargo?'"’

Srl.rfn pulled out his wateh. **We
ghall all know whether lLie was buried in
that grave before another six hours are
over, Mr. Qulrtngnge." he said.

He might well have spoken of four |
hours instead of six, for it was tlm:|
nearly midoight, and before 8 o'clock
argo and Breton, with the other men
wgo fnd accompanied them from Lon- |
don were ont of the Yellow Dragon

outside the little town,

Over the hills to the castward the
ray dawn was slowly breaking: the
ong atretch of marshland which les |

was white with fog: on the cypresses |
and acaclas of the cemetery hung velils |
ond webs of gossamer:
around them wus quiet as the dnad|
folk who lay benecath their feet. And
the fvoplr_‘ actively concerned went |
quietly to work, apd those who could
do nothing but watch stoed around in |
silence,

“In all my lonﬁ life of over ninety
years,"" whispered old Quarterpage,
who hud met them at the cemetery
gates, looking fresh and brisk in spite
of his shortened rest, ‘I have never
seen this done before. It seems a
strange, strange thing to interfers with
a dead man's last restiog-place—a
dreadful thing.'"

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)

. DREAMLAND ADVENTURES
THE MEDICINE MAN
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By DADDY

fIn lnst iweek's ! {
ol s atory the Wil
«'-J.;:A gave Peggy and Billy a t‘itl":
i l‘?,nl' Meng back to the long ago
mho. o America wns a forest and
r’»,..r"d'lm“ lived there, They saved
o
I Tiog's nrn-upcl.Jm e dobe' by

In the I.rl_dan Canoo

NG
N“lll bung over the woods.

i Its
IIT\uu.‘L shadows  filled the spaces

the tre
n.!! l‘f ;I&'r::::.:?d formed an unbroken

Duly
of lHght,
thei rygy
M0t patly gl A
lap rnuol.:h g which wped a dogen In-

lsp;-ln the rivor was there n sign
ore the twinkling stars cast

he puddlory w ‘
Bagla 1o METH Wore the hra
jq-:ll-lbl}mlwr 8 band, ul nr“:lznnfmmﬁl:g
alky sap tCUed by ‘Peggy, Billy and
buried gp they were about to be

e
t
Chiet Toq 1:1!;.: stake in the cump of

wero in the first
Bagle Feather him-
were Flashing Eye
¢ chief's two wons.
" '\‘ory l?l::l;d 'I'Ilodlr.t 3

§ ¢ hn
i du}-ﬂi‘n & cAnoe ft had o!al‘tu:‘rl}:g
R 'hnl bim into the rlver. e
s Ime}t cannes were not huf)t for
V0 Much disgusted, Balky
up his mind that he

uld hy
'w::di,f find his way through the

L gy e Balky Sum didn’t like this

0 thooe Tndinng fesl g jot better,
midwnf.'l‘.,‘,’,'l"r Bam & demon, and
'Itn. demoy 0 ¢ In the same canoe

billy 3, Yo' afrald also of

h
By, 2" EAOE four of e FemeFlyLRd

0, Wag ot il colled the two chil-

; Mhose Kicking actatan g, Balky
i
il

Iy 800ting  foy §'8 brave war-

Shight thelr llves, Th
') Balky Sum U regular terror ufei

b
l‘ml:ub’, ridly m' cowm -

B oo 10t dark wondg, "o

i

uron the water, marking a|f

N g lll:::l:; and nipping |,

looked awfully black under the trees
and it souuded creepy snd scury, But
Balky Bam went crashing bravely along
and every once in a whifu he lifted hiw
voice in a mighty bray to tell them he
was ull right, “‘Hee-haw! IHee-haw!"
he said, and at the awful sound the JIu-
dians paddled more swiftly than before,

After u long, loug time the sky ahead
began to turn fl'ﬂ!'- then pink, then
red. As the children gased in wonder,
sllver rays burst up through the red,
and right behind the silver rays came
Father Sun bimself, rising in all his
uﬁrlgtlma glory. In & minute he
chas cwuj the shadows, and, as the
darkness fled, a great burst of song came
rom among the trees, Tt was the birds
warbling their greeting to the morning,

Peggy and  Billy felt like singing
themselves. The benuty of the sunrise,
the freshness of the dawn, the thrilling
liding of the canoes, the melodies aris-
ng from the forest—it was wonderful,

As the children were enjoying all this
there came a harsh interruption, It
was the volce of Balky Sam, ‘‘Hee-
haw! Hee-haw!'"

“'Good-morning, Balky Sam,'" cried
l'!ﬁﬂ and Billy,

ut Balky Sam wasn't giving them a
morning greeting, He was sounding

an alarm,

“"Hee-haw! Heo-haw! Come to the
rescue!"" he brayed. ‘“There are people
here to be saved. Hee-haw! Hee-
haw! Come quickly !’

o Indiaps would have paddled nway
at the wound of Balky Sam, but Peggy
and Bllly wouldn't flee when Balky Bam
was calling for help.

" llkz Bam says there are peopls
there who neesd to be saved,” ecrled
Pf‘l‘.!'. “Turn back! Turn back!"

“"White spirits saved our lives ! White
Bpirits are wise and good! When White
Bpirits speak, the braves of Fagle
Feather obey."" Baying this Chief Ea le|
Feather turned his canoce toward lm‘

unk,
Had Peggy nnd Billy known what was
to follow t?u-r pever would have urged
the uowilling red men to answer Balky
Sam's call. .

ptlemen—that all this momey that
as in question went into Chamber-

and you really believe that Chamber- |

and on their way to the cemetery fust| ]

between Market Mileaster and the sen | |

everything |

The young lady ncross the way
snys nothing is more importadt iu
these days of strikes and shorter
hours than to remember what the
Bible says, that in the perspiration

“THE SKIPPER ESTABLISHED

7  A'NEW RECORD FOR SLowW TRIPS
LAST WEEK WHEN ME ACCEPTED
TWo TICKETS ForR A, SHow AND
SToPPED THE CAR EVERY PLACE WHERE
THE ADVANCE AGENT WANTED Yo YACK
JP ONE OF HIS PLACARDS.

of thy face thou shalt eat thy bread. |

"(Ninnrr“:w nﬁ;c told whet in
’| . r\w .
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Ho& YouR owa
SPINICH , SIMPLE,
ITS MY Jos'!

LATE AGAIN cyme?
SOU MUST THINK
YOU'RE WORKIA'

IN A BANK ! o

ITS LIKE THIS, MISTER SMITHERS, THE
HOURS ARE Too EARLY, WE AINT EARLY
WORMS AT HOME AND AAOTHAW 'S AlOT

YES - GOT AWAY WITH T ¢
PERMIT To ConE | BODY CAN SEE Loomu&ﬁ:
IN HALF AN HOURIHER HAANDS SHES LATE

wWHAT DC you || imaT
wWANT MISTER BUSINE

THE

ON ACCOUNT ©OF

M WEAK FROM
HUNGER, mAVENTT
HAD A BT ToO
EAT FOR FivE

CAYS |

AMP AND
$1%5 BAD

HCT O

ANT SPARE
ANY THING EITHER,|—
BUT DO wou -
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