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rHIS ATARTR ‘I'l’:d !'I"ollt i
snghah oat ral town o

2.:»1‘-':35 %o‘?ll {ts peaceful oﬁ'f’a"
A soene of much mystery o "«
o ¢, Mary RBewery, 6 _young

and she has appealed fo
urdl&n to ask him to osase his
+r? 'l‘l‘ou Ranaford and Bryce hm‘m
artentihl aitercation which cmlak :
”'“}om dismisaing Bryece from
RM': g, "You're really turning me
dervions awae in My op wion {t would
¥ swry excellent (AMD for her and
AR, l‘ Beoary wosld con-

Mian
ﬁ;!mfl:l"u{ni!rﬂ me. That’s the plain

"“:\m HERE IT CONTINUES
A\‘ﬁ]ﬂ‘mn allowed himself to talke a
long wnd stendy look at Bryee. |The
ing was done now. and his dismissed
. T:um sesmed to be taking it quietly
“mﬁ Rannaford’s curionity was ardused.
& you out!” he exclaimed,

of can't make ¥
# don't Know whether you're the most
eynical young man 1 ever mel "or
whetlier you'rs the most obLuse— ,
«Not the last, pnyway,"” interrupte

i
Bryce. 'l assure you of that!
“f'an't vou ses for vouraelf, then, man,

" t you?" sald
the girl docsn’t Wan
g‘:;'m"l “Hang It !—for anything you

krow to the conirary, shs may have—

have—other ldeas!
ml;::ﬂ who had been staring out of
. elde window for the last minute or
two suddenly laughed, i S ;
pand, pointed into the garden. An
Ransford turned—and saw Mary Bewery
walling there with & tall lad, whom he
scogniged as one gackville Bonham,
:l:mem: of Mr. Folllot, & wenlthy renl.-
dent of the close. The two young peo-
|6 were Jaughing and chatting together
f‘"h cvident Rreat friendliness S
Ir_l..,,m.,,,._“ remarked Bryce qule I_\.
vher ideas rTun In _that divection? ‘u‘

i case Dootor Ransford, you'll have
e For Mrs  Folllot, mather ©
o er callow youth, who's the ap e of
im: c\-,. a one of the inquisitive ndles
tshom I've just told you, and i e
on unites himpelf with anybody, 8 l'v‘
ot to know exactly who that any-
pody ts. You'd far better hive supp i
od me ag an "mi"mlb .};!;?\.-fever-—

hera's no mora . =
'“?Q?,“ﬂ::'r" answered Ransford. o !:.:-
m; to say good-day—nand n?lod- ¥ tg
you. You needn’t remain—I'1 ?ﬁ 2
everything.  And I'm “‘“‘h"‘“ I faves
think you'd heltg; not exchange
; ny e

'%}:\»c‘:ur'\'r.dﬁefj silently, and Rnﬂf'fonl'

jcking up his hat and gloves, Jatt 109
:ursm' by the side door. A momen
Inter, Bryce saw him crossing the.cllose.
ll'hf- summarily dlsmissed assistan.
thus left alone. stood for & momentv::;
avident deep thought before he km.? it
taward Ransford’s desk and pio pr 1
the check. He looked at it carefully,
folded {t neatly, and put it away in hiv

kathook . after that he proceeded to
eollect a few ponsessions of his own.lin-
giruments, hooks from various drawers
and  shelves. He was placing these
things in a small handbag when a gaut}e
tap sounded on the door by, which
patlents approached the surgery.

“rome In " he oalled,

Thers Was N0 Tesponse, although the
door was slightly najar; instead, the
knock waa repeated, and at that Bryce
erossed the room and flung the door

n
”1 man  stood outside—nan eiderly,
slight-Ngured, quiet-looking man, who
loked nt Bryce with a half-deprecating.
half-nervous alr; the alr of a man who
was shy in manner and evidently fenrful
of seeming to intrude. Bryce's qulck,
obgerviant eves took him in at a glance,
pting & muech worn and lined face, thin
gray haly and tired eves; this was &
man. he sald to himself, who had seen
trouble. Neverthelesa, not a poor man,
"if his general appearance wob anything
to go by—he was well and even expen-
pively dressed, In the etvle generally
pftected by wall-to-do merchants and
eity men: his clothes were fashionably
cut, hia silk hat was new, his linen and
boats Irrepronchable ; a fine dlamond pin
gleamed In his  carefully arranged
cravat. Why, then, this unmistakably
furtive and half-frightened manner—
:’thitfih lflu!]nted r"ﬁ be somewhat relleved

e slght o ryce?

“1s this—in Doctor Ransford within?"
;'l'k"l” the stranger. “I was told this s

8 houme."

...|)|_n_-m_r Ransford s out,' replied
Bryce.  “Just gone out—not five minutes
b This |s his surgery. Can I be of
The man hesitated, looking beyond
Bryce Into the room.

NG, thank you," he sald at last. “I
=10, 1don't want professlonal services
=1 just called to yee Doctor Ranaford—I|

-i!n« faut |s, 'I once knew aome one of
A uBr {mmel [t's no matter—nat present.”
rvce stepped  outside and
Kross the close. : Rolnted
eelictor iignstord,” he sald, “‘went
th" th_n-r---—[ rither fancy he's gone to
'n‘ Dtinery—he has n case there, If
!p”(u Went through Paradise, you'd very
4 71,\- meet him coming back—the Dean-
)I‘DLII‘?!I the big house In the far corner
The stranger fc ve roe’
Mretched I!!u:;:‘. llowed  Bryce's out-

"Paradise?" p
"“h..r:ii?fu}?-- he said, wonderingly.

F¥ee polnted to o long atreteh ot

Y\

=ai"| ‘.....I. u!:!rh profected from the south
e [ the cathedral nto the close.

POrel il Inclosure—between the south

of old <I|-..-1I the transet, " ne salu T

s n"i"l-h]?-mm trees—a spre of wilder-

There'y oenlled Paradise 1 don't know.

d““U”.n short out across it to the
thry

} 'r"";‘ ."- OB IWa Y you e ovel therc
W oment o2 ACTOBS, you're almost sure
T Doctor Runsford."
.‘.rﬂ“"‘,‘ uch obliged to you," suld the
I-h:‘[ Mnk  you,"
Bision l‘_-’*l G uwiny In the direction which
Ack __'I'I-'I‘t"_ “l“l"'llll.'ll. and  Hryce went
ufter i B0 out again and call
"It you don’

) 1L meet hiy g
Youll el ;1 n m, ahall 1 say
What ||.-ni'.-'.'§‘""‘- he  asked.  "And—

[“I‘h"“\_\llb:‘ r whook hils head
New Il'lnll”-';:"*-'r'l_inL" he annwered, "N
thanks mewhere—or later, Many
He went o -
wid Byyen o0 U8 Way toward Paradise,

complotag ri'-'!mnad 1o the surgery and
(11} pPreparations for depart-

ure

And
Riore n

than one
Wy

arkville Bonham

lranl'r ;:--.lll‘ mutteread o himself. *1
1 o exehungo any farewells
of Ransford's hint, but

e
=t bheenyse

thinka -h:‘]_l Te'B no need. 1f Ransford
Weyelhiomr o BOE to drive me out of
by I!-Iu]:-“- _|".'lur.~_l chooie to go he's
Y i ‘,""‘*"N---Il Il be time enough to

rowell when | tike my departure

=ind thue

won' ;
wonder wi ont be just yet. Now 1

-t

Nehingy

I Wryehon
e yoni| :.Ilf:?\“\'.l""""" knows anything
T'--l!:'lrnlfi' Yo Years back  Ne, Doctor
A mere de no furewelly—1g anyhody !
Bup Bpor THURE—t T tuen up agein.”
the ol o, V8 10t 1o get away from
Nature of I " without gomething' in the
o the prger © Ok As he walked out
Maty Bower ¥ by the side entrance,

FWery

Y0uny Hr-nli'tnw“u had just parted from
Bhout 1y yiglt N the garden und wae

\ her o

Yard, - B8 In the stable
e "““H:v wlong: whe and Bryce met,
Much fropn. o, !”}l' Kirl flushed. not so
Mon; B '5--.»1" WMrrassment ag from vexs

By | ool as ever, showed no
it any embirrusume nt Instend, he
NNg the handbag which he

Wighed, 4

g

[

Arrled under one Arm
SUmmie|ly .

‘e 4 turned out—an
:”'_'l_“:‘:l';'lt the wpoons " he rtl-fmlirlil:-:il
N my fr Y small helongings, This

1 .h-u ‘»- rewnrd—/foy devotion,
Mared My TMIE o kay o you," an-
]u'l'h' ‘ilﬂll‘-liq.-l‘lnl:-:l\.ll;:. ":12 by, him “o“h A
3 A nwnoe “Exe
YOU Bive broyght it on yourlll;:tft‘l'“ thal

feminine  relorg !

X Ut—there |
OUF Anger won't 1aal .0 Malice in ft?
la
_‘m :‘ day 2 #t more than—shal

PR Tt e
..m-—nw & \
. b r"’j_ ”

o _ = i

and that part of the cloge—

the course of things, he

dow e (anee looked through the win-

Mll'&w Ig].ll'rl--n und suw  Mary

young § U wilking and talking with
“Np,"

A0Mme one II:; that old chup was? Knew
Probapic Viort's name once, did
WHICH pime o 1y ot#ford  himsolf—in
than i l'," Kuows more of Ransford
body In Wrvchester knowg—for

observed
1 lhi-ngu—-tnnhln that would give infor.
i

marked Bryce. 'The phrase in one of
lil'lll.l:hl.-_tlumlly. But for the present—

He walked out into the closs, and
without as much as a backward look
Atruok off acroms the sward In the di-
reation In which, ten minutes before, he
had ment the sirange man. He had
rooma In a qulet lans on the farther side
of the cathedral precinet, and his pres-
ent Intentlon was to go to them to leave
Is bag and make some further arcange-
ments, He had no idea of leaving y -
chester—ha knew* of another doot rrﬁi
the city who was badly in need of help;
he would w o him—would tell hlm.dl’
need be, why he had left Ranaford, He
had a multiplicity of seshemes and ldeas
In his head, und he began to consider
some of them am he stepped out of the
Close iInto the anclent [nelosure which
All Wrychestor folk knew by Ita time-
honor name of Paradise. Thin was
really an outer court of ths old cloisters ;
Its high walls, half-rulnous. nimost
wholly covered with fvy, shut In an ex-
panse of turf, literally furnished with
yew and oypress and studded with
tombs and gravestones. In one corner
rose & glgantic olm; in another a broken
stalrway of stone led to m doorway set
high In the walla of the nave. across
the Inclosurs itself was a pathway
which led toward the housea In the
southeast corner of the close. It was a
eurlous, gloomy spot, little frequented
Ve by gople who went across |t rather
than follow the graveled paths outside,
and it was untenanted when Bryce step-
ped Into . But just as he walked
through the archway ha saw Ransford.
Ransford was emerging hastily from a
poatern door in the west porch—so has-

At him, And though they were twenty
ards apart, Bryce saw that Ransford's
ACe was very pale, almost to whiteness,
and that he was unmistakably agitated.
Instantly he connteted that ngitation
with the man who had come to the sur-
gery door.

“They've met!" mused Bryce. and
stopped, staring after Ransford'ms re-
treating figure, “Now what In it In the
man's mere presencs that's upset ans-
ford? He looks ke a man who's had
i nasty, unexpected shock—a bad 'un!”

He remnained atanding in the arch-
way, gazing after the retreating figure
until Ranaford had dleappeared within

nizing Brvece, he halted, panting.

calmly, “Something happened?”’
Jerked his thumb over his shoulder.
If not dead, near It. 1 saw it?

It n ehake.
“You spaw—whnat?" he demanded,
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THE GUMPS—A Beautiful Sight to See

\VE ‘EM  GOING
SOMING OUY QF TYUNMNELS —
I'VE SEEN TRAINSG WI\TH

THIS 18 CERTAINLY A WOMN
AFTERMOOM ~ | SAW A MOST
BEAUT IFUL SIGHT — A TRAWN

WELL ~— MAMAS' GONE ~—
POOR. MAMA —~HER. FACE

THAT OLD AR BRAE STICKING
OUT 1N THE BACK LOOWED LIKE A
||-' BUNCH OF VIOLETS —WHWEN THE
I\ ENGINEEMR PULLED THE THROTTLE

I

ALL WRAPPED VP —
EVERVAODY GAYE
HER PLENTY QF
ROOM ~—THOVGHY
SHE HAD THE
SHMALL POX

THE ™MOET BEAUTIFUL.
SCENIC BACKGROWDS —
GORGEOVE— BUT THIS
WAE A S\EHY — | NEVER
SAW THE BGACK oF
A TRAIN LOOK
50 BSEATIRUL.
N MY LIFE

GOING OUT ~—
V'E SEEN '‘EM WINDING AROUND
THE MOUMTAING — FLYING
THROVGH BPEAVTIFLUL
VALLEVS —

~ NS

LD TIN TRUNK .
J ;‘::ED\:{;H ™E Poow \ HANDES
| HIM A CIGAR — THAT CLOSED

I
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I
|

. THE SrOow
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|u. L THREW HIM A K\SS —AND WHEN

I ".l" THE BAGGAGE MAM PULLED
,Ir [
f
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i

v
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PETEY—AlU He Got Was Blisters This Trip

— THERE YoU GO AGAIN
ABOUT THE HEAT— wWHVY
DD You FORGET THE DURN |
e | NG 7= KEEP QUIET now,

E WE FISH")

- NOTHIN DOIN'=—|M NOT
GOIN BAck AFTER Your.
PARASOL— “THiS 13 A FISHING
EXPEDITIoN NOT A EANTER

PARADE — yOU wWoMEN
GINE ME APAIN~

~— \'M GOIN' AwAY 0UT ToDAY

WHERE THEY COME BIG——

AN | DONT WANT TO HEAR
~Nou YELP For ME To Go HOME
CAUSE YoURE SEA-sitk EITHER
I'™M GONNER, F\§

Mly that Bryce checked himself to look

HERE S WHER

his own garden: stil] wondering and
meculating. but not pbout hizx own af-
fuirs, he turned acroas Paradise at last
and mades his way toward the farther
cormer, There was n little wicket smte
there, set In the Ivied wall: as Bryece
opened It, A man In the working dreas
of a stone mason, whom he recognized
an belng one of the master mason’s
staff came running out of the bushes.
His face. too, was white, and his eyea
weare big with excltement, And recog-

“What 1s it. Varner?' asked Bryce

The man swept his hand acroes his
forahead am if he were daxed. and then

: By C. A. Voight

bl

- TR~ ER= HUKH, 1\ g
THAT S Fuwuy, | :
MusT A ForReoT To k,
PUT v THE BAIT (A\-l')’ :

— ]

“A man!" he gasped. “Foot of Bt
Wrytha's Stair there, doctor. Dead—or

THE STARTLING DISCOVERY

Bryces seized Varner's arm and gave SCHOOL DAYS

By FONTAINE FOX

“Saw him—fall. Or rather—fung!"

panted Varner. “Somebody-—couldn’t see |
who, nohow—flung him right through |
von doorway, up thers. He fell right|
over the steps—acrash !"

Bryves lpoked over the tops of the
vews and cypresses at the doorway In
the clerestory to which Varner pointed
—a low, open archway galned by the
half-ruinous stalr, It was forty feet at
leart from the sround,

“You saw him—thrown!" he ex-
clilmed. “Thrown—down there? Img
possible, man'!” i

“Tell you T saw it nsserted Vamer
Aoggedly. 1 was looking at ome of
those old tembs yender—somebody
wants some repaire doing—and the
lackdaws were making such a to-do up
there by the roof I glanced up at them.
And T saw this man thrown thmulh'
that door—fairly flung through jt! God!
—do vou think 1 could mistake my own

eyan?’ .
y"nl-.t you see who flung him?" asied |

Bryee,

“No: T saw a hand—just for one sec-
ond, na it might be—by the edge of the |
doorway,” answered Varner. "l wan |
more for watching him! He sort of [
tottered for a second on the atep out- |
slde the door, turned over and screamed |
—1 can hear it now !—-'uu\d craghed down |

on the flags beneath.'

“How long since?" demanded Bryee |

“Five or six minutes,” sald Varner,
“T pushed to him—I've been daing what
1 could. But I saw It was no good, sv
I was running for help——"

1
Bryce pushed him toward the bushes |

by which they were standing.

on "

the foot of the great wall of the nave.
There In tha corner formed by the angle
of nave and transept. on & broad pave-
ment of flagstones, lay the hody of B
man crumpled up in a curlousaly twisted
position, And with one glance, even
hefore, he reached it, Bryce Knew what

body (t was—that of the man who had
:iome. shyly and furtively, to Ransford's
oo,

“Look !" exclaimed Varner, suddenly

pointing. “He's stirring!"

Bryce, whose gaze wag fastened on
the twisted figure, saw o slight move-

ment—which relaxed as suddenly as It

had occurred, Then ocame stilinegs,

“That's the end!" he muttered. "The
man's dead! 1'll guarantee that before
I put a hand on him. Dead enough!”
he went on, as he reached the body and
dropped on one knee by It “His neck’s
broken."

The mason bent down and looked,
half-curfously, half-fearfully, at the
dead man., Then he glanced upward-—
ut the open dbor high above them in the
walls,

“It's a fearful drop, that, air,” he
mald. "And he came down with such
violence, You're sure It's over with
him?"*

“He dled just as we came up”
answered Bryce, “'That movement we
saw was the |ast effort—Involuntary,
of course. Look here, Varner!l-—you'll
have to get help.  You'd better fetch
eomn of the cathedral people—some of
the vergers. No!" he broke off sud-

denly, ag the low strains of an organ |

came from within .the great bullding
“They're Jjust beginning the morning

pervice—of cournse, 1t's 10 o'clock. Never

mind them—go stralght to the police.
Bring them back—1'll stay here”

The mason turned off towawd the
gateway of the close, and while the

stralns of the organ grew louder, Bryce
bent over the dead man, wondering what
had rvenlly happened. Thrown from an
open doorway In the clerestory over St
Wrytha's Stalr?eIt seemed almost Im-
E(m!lblu: But a sudden thought struck
im—supposing two men, wishing to
tulk In privacy unobserved. hnd gone up
Into the clerestory of the cathedral-—us
they cuslly could, by more than one
door, by more than one stalr—and sup-
posing they had quarreled, and one of
them had flung or pushed the other
through the door above—what then?
And on the heela of that thought hur-
rled unother-—this muan, now lyving dead,
had come to the surgery, seeking Rana-
ford, and had subsequently gone mway.
presumnbly In search of him, and Bryce
himsell  had  just meen Ransfora
obviously agitated and pale of cheek,
leaving the wesat porch; what did it all
mean? Whnat was the apparently obvious
inference to be drawn? Here was the
stranger dead—and Varner was ready to
swear that he had seen him thrown,
flung vielently, through the door forty
feet nbove hat was—murder! Then
~—who was the murderar?

Bryce looked carefully and narrowly
around him, Now that Varner had
gone away, there was not w human
being in slght, nor anywhere near, so
far as he knew. C(m one side of him

and the dead man ross the gray walls |

of nave and transept; on the other, the
cypresses and yews rlsing amonget the
olil tombs  and monuments.  Assuring
himself that no one was near, no eye
watching, he sllpped his hand into tim
Inner breast pocket of the dead man's
smart morning cont. Buch a man must
CArry papers—papers would reveal some.
thing. And Bryce wanted to know any.

1 and lot him into whatever secret
tween this unlucky

= g

18 OMORROW)
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To The DENTST ax' GIT YOUR

“Take me to him,”” he sald "l“omr:

Varner turned back, making a wu_\!
through the cypresaes. He led Bryce to

— THAT WILLIE MUST HAVE
SPENT ABOUT AN HOUR AFTER
LUNCHEON SHOOTING WATERMELON

INTo GRANPA'S BEARD.

The young lady ncross the way
eny® she hatep to ves a candidate
try to dodge the
only knew it what the people like
is & man who comes rvight out boldly
and tokes his place on the fence,

Issues nnd (f he

WL, ARE VOU GOIN OA Gown

o?‘g.mgu'. WHATS You
WaTi' For. ?

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Everybody Needs Some Kind of a Vacation G W R T By Hayward

~ OH-00' I KAEW ID

BREAK SOOA' T WOADER
HOW AMANY HOURS I've
GoT To LINE! Go

MR SMITHERS You ARE “
CLOSE TO A BREAK-DOWAI,
YOou ARE. TIRED OUT AAID
AIEED A VACATIOAL, L‘

1 MI56 OFLAGE ! -OH
" M55 OFLAGE! -GosH
(sAT THAT GIRL IA
“MET 7 - WHOS THAT
OAN THE "PHoAe
T WOADER,

=l & MISTER SmiTHERS ? THIS = y
| ~ 19 MRS OFLAGE. CAm | lie )
WOANT BE 1A TobaYy, THE PR I |

DOCTOR SAYS SHE 1S TIRED
OUT FROM HER VACATIOAMN

“«CAP” STUBBS—Sammy Enjoyed the Candy

: By Fdwina

| THOUGHT YOU'D LIKE
"EM =~ THEY'RE CHOCKH'LAT
DRO

ANYTHING!

JEST WAIT ‘TiLL 4
G\T THAT SA™MMY.
I'LL SHOW Him !




