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THIS STARTE THE ATORY

The lttle Englith cathedral town of
v ycheatar with {ts poaceful close i
the scene of myatery and
Mary Bewery, ninetagn years old, an
her brother Dick, soventoen, ave wards
! Doctor Runsford. A strange wan.
:“.‘ for Docter Ransford awd a Jew
minuies later {8 found dead at the foot
of Saint Wryha's Stady.  The theory
0t that he fell, but ia objected fo o»
Varner, 4 stonemaaon, inmated that he
had seen a man's hand, Ransford has
Mary purchase flowers for the dead
man'a funeral. A banker offers a re-
ward for infarmation, Hryce Anda an
entry in a pariah register whero Mark
Ronaford had acted us beat man at-
the marriage of John Nrvake and Mary
Rewery. (gontu is rife in connection
weith K‘anahrd and the
collishaw, the laborer who sald he
conld throw JH;M on the Brake murder,
is found dea tunder a troe with his
dinner pail and an old tin boftle be-
aide  him, Detectives, surmise Rans-
Jord 18 the murderer on the ground
that he prescribed for Collishaw ond
My wife the night before und Ronaford
was left olone with Collishow's ‘Hn
boitle,

AND HERE IT CONTINUES

RYCE, who had bsen llstaning atten:

tively, looked steadily at the in-
spector

wYou're suspecting Ransford already?"
B waid.

Mitchington shook his head.

“what's 1t look 1ke?" he answered,
aimost nappealingly. "1 put it to you,
pow—what does it look like? Here's this
man been poisoned, without a doubt—
I'm certain of it. And—there were those
rumors—Iit's ldle to deny that they cen-
tered In Tapsford. And this morning
Ransford had the chance !"

oThat's arguing that Ransford pur-
posely earried a dose of polson to put
fhto Collishaw's tin bottle.” snld Bryoce.
half saneeringly. "N‘nt very probable, you
know, Mitehington."

sMitehington spread out his hands,

‘Well, thers it I18!" he sald. “As I
ey, there's no denylng the suspleloys
jook of i, 1f I were only certain that
thase  rumors about what Colllshaw
hinted he could say had got to Rana-
ford's enrs—why, then 1

“What's belng done about that post-
mortem 7" asked Bryce,

“Dbotor Coates and Doctlor Everest
are golng to do It this afternoon,’” re-
plled Mitchington. ‘‘The coroner went
to them at once, am goon as I told him,

“Thes'll probably have to eall in an
cxpert from London,” sald Bryece, “"How-
sver, you can't do anything definite, you
fnow. untll the result's known, Don't
amy anything of this to anybody, ['ll
drop tn at your place later and hear if
Contep cnn say anything really certain.'

Mitchington went away, and Bryce
spent the rest of the afternoon won-
dering, speculating and scheming. If
Ransford had really got rig of this man
who knew something—why, then, It was
eertininly Ransford who killed Braden,

He went round to the police station
al & o'clock, Mitchington drew him aside,

"C‘ontes pays there's no doubt about
1t he whinpered, *'Polwoned! Hydro-
eyanio neld !

Mitchington stepped aside Into o

yrivate reom, motioning Bryce to follow
{h,m He enrefully closed the door, and
tooking significantly at his companion,
repeited his last words, with a shake
of the head,

“Poisoned !—without
doubt,” he whispered, "Hydrooyan:c
seld—whieh, I understand, is the same
thing as what's commonly called prussic
acld.  They say they hudn't the least
diMeulty In fAnding that out !—so there
you are.”

“That's what Coates has told you, of
eourae ?  asked Bryce “After the
putopsy

"Both of ‘em told mea—_Contes,. and
Evereat, who helped him,” replied Mitch-

the veryv least

ington. “They sald It was obvious frond
the \'eri' start. And—I say '
“Well?" sald Bryce,

“It yasn't in that tin bottle, anyway,”
remarked Mitchingion, who wae ovi-
dently greatly welghted with mystery.

“No'!—of course it wasn't!” afMirmed
Bryce, “Good Heavens, man-—I1 know
that !™

"How do you know?" asked Mlitch-
ington,

"Because 1 poured n few drops from
that bottla Into my hand when T first
found Collishaw and tasted the stum*
answerad Bryce readily., "Coll teat—
with too much sugar Iin It. There was
no H ", N. In that—besides, wherever
it I, there's always a amell—stronger or
falnter—of bitter almonds, There wan
none about thnt bottle'

“Yet you” were very anxious that we
thouls take care of that bottle? ob-
#orved Mitchington,

"Of cournse !—because | suspected the
uke of some much rvarer poison than
that,”" retorted Bryce. “IPooh!—It's a

clumsy way of polsoning auybody '—
Wiick though it (s

“Well, there's whera It (8! gald
Mitchington, “That'li be the medical
Mvidence ut the Inquest, anyway. That's
how |t waw done. And the question
now |g—o" .
e Who dld_ It?  interrupted Pryce
Precisel Well—1'1l sny this muen ut

once, Mitchington. Whoever did 1t was
tither 4 big bungler—or damned elever !
That's what 1 say !

I don't understand vou,” snld Mitche
Ington

Plain enough—my meaning." replied
Bryce, smillng. *To finish anybody with
that stuff is easy enough—but no potson
s mors  easlly detected Its an
kmateurish way of polsoning anybody-—
Unless you can do it in such a fashion
that no auspiclon can attach you to. And
:n this case it's here—whoever admin-
Sered that polson to Colllshaw must
Ave bean certain-—abmolutely certaln,
mind you!—that {t wns Iimpossible for
lr':v_un.s to find out that he'd done o,
: !‘-'rfﬂrn. I suy what I said—ths mun
must he damned clever Otherwiae, he'd

M fourd out pretty quick. And all
,-,':.'.._,f;‘i.‘."'“’ me ls—how was [t admin-

pretic¥ Tuch would il anybody—
“He Auick® aghed Mitchington.

Innto ity much? Ong drop would cause

i l|-n.--1.||.1- death ! anawered Bryce.
-wune parnlysis of the heart, there and

ﬂl':\h. instantly 1"
Altchington remained silent . while,

poking meditatively at Hryce, Th I

ok yai wen he
'ifl'-rl to a locked drawer, produced n
4 _i__uhl tnok  something out of ithe
m:":. W oamall object, wrapped in
ki llf' ll"'laln( you n good deal, doctor,"
mm.lul - But s you know wo much ul-
yw 2o VI tell you w bit more. Look ut

A lllr-; (pened his hiand and showed Bryce
_"l‘l‘lrl cardbourd pillbox, mcross the
Which # few words were written

=Une after mealn—Afr, Collishaw.'"
hose

handwrelting’ y ~

hll;ld"d Mitchington. g's  that de
ﬁ:u IUU'IIH‘E!‘ clower, and stared,

. insford'y ! lu muttered. “Hans-

.r..,.’;""f Course !
", m-lrb.“"w"” In Colllshaw's walst-
o Ilun L eald Milehington. “There
the '1" I8 Inslde It now. Seo" He wok off

@ of the box und reveiled four

mnr.mm_,,“ Wil L v »
Ore than ah.l t'l:!n' h Xoulda't. hold

" he observed.
m:‘:)‘;re oxXtracted w plil mlld ‘)ut hin
' AL ufter weratohing w lHttle of

i
Rugar coating nway.

"N
tere digestive pils'" he wnnounced

“Could—i{t —hav

[ o bi=have been glven In one
’-.l'.','::';ﬂ {Aaked Mitehington,

Wik 0" replicd Bryce, He stood
Showr, ‘Hf'-“‘ & moment, “Have you
Veregr v g0 things to  Coates and

‘Nat \ hu asked at last.

.‘l'lrn.gq,;_"'t;'l;,[rvlillud Mitchington, *I

Uy ik, firat, if Ransford guve
o'i;"“:l to Collishmw, and whan.':l'm

"v» ru Colllshaw's house presently—

wlur.w-'ﬂ”"“ Inquirles to  make, f{la
“You' Know ubout thege plllm"

Bryeg " o WUBDEOtInG  Ransford,” sald
iﬂlch“ at's certain !

D”:'h“ u:rn.u carefully put away the

I relocked the drawer,
Able e L wome dectdedly uncomfort-
L !M ~which T'd much rather not
" l.nu‘:ml! Doctor Ransford,” he anld.
Bher 'y e thing seems to fit into an-
18 one 1o think? 1f 1 were
it rumor which spread,
AW's Kknowledge of some-
<A [nnw. had got to naford's
should say it loo e& very
Ransford “wanted to stop
¢ Toabngue for good hefore It
re—iand next time, parhaps,
A If men ance begin
oy Mt they Kknow something, they
.h“ i-r"n:”n‘lulln  Collishaw might
\ Hryny n-km‘ nly Before long—to us !"
"Mhil 0

0" question  aho
e SO Y %

Yo Ko

AW'y ¢

dead wman, ,

THE PARADISE MYSTERY

By J. S. Fletcher

Copuright, 1080, by Alfred A, Knop!, Ine,

intrigue, 3
nd

g

= —

turned in the direction of the cathedral
And made his way through the clolsters
to the close. He wam golng to make
wnother move in his own game., while
thers was n good ohanee. Everything nt
this Juncturs was throwing excellent
cards into his hand—he would be fool-
I.ll'l. he thought, not to play them to ad-
Yantage. And so he made stralght for
Ranaford’s house, and before he reached
It, met Ransford and Mary Bewery, who
ware crosaing the close from another
point, on their way from the rallway
station, whither Mary had gons especiaf-
Iy to mest her guirdian, They were
In such deep conversation that Bryee
wan close upon them before they oh-
served him premsnce. When Ransford
AW his late asalstant, he scowled un-
connclounly—HBryce, and the interview of
the previous afternoon, had been much
In hi® thoughta all day, and he haid an
uneasy feeling that Bryce was playing
mome game., Bryce wasn quick to see
that scowl—and “to observe the sudden
Start which Mary could not repress—
nngl h;::n:r_.h:.st n|| quick t}? apuL.
5 B to your houmse, Doctor
‘l'lar!nfnrd. L remarked quletly. 1
on't want {o force my presence on you,
now or at any time—but I think you'd
better give me a few minutes,”

They wera at Ranaford's garden gate
by that time, and Ranaford flung It open
and motloned Iirvee to follow. He led
the way into the dining-room, oclosed
the door on the three, and looked at
Bryoe. Bryce took the Kiance am o ques-
unpi‘o'fn"‘\da rn‘.:t ﬁgolh;r, l{: words

! eard of what's happened
during the day?" he sald. "

“About  Collldhaw—yen," answered
Ransford.  “Miss Bewery has Just_ told
:'r;oﬁ-:r_hnl her brother iold her. What

"I have just come from the lee
station.” said Bryee. “"Conteg and Ever-
est have carried out an nutopsy this
afternoon. Mitchington told me the
result,’” 4

“;’.\:\%Itl?"; ti:‘rrr:-ndleg‘nrmruru. with m;
ONCen B impatie . A
“”!“ hen e patience i

‘Colllahaw  wan poisoned.” replied
Bryce, watching Ransford with a clope-
ness which Mary did not fall to obaerve

H, C. N. No doubt at all about I

Well-—and what then?' asked Rans-
ford, wtlll more impatlently. “To be ex
plcit—what's all this to do with me?"

“I eame here to do vow n service,"
answered Bryes, "Whether you ke to
take it or not is your lookouf, You may
an well know It—you'ro In danger. Col-
lishaw Is the man who hinted—ay you
heard yesterday In my rooms—that he
could say something definite about the
Braden affalr—If he Iked.”

"Well?™ sald Ransford.

It's known—to the police—that vou
waeres at Colllshaw's house early this
morning,” sald Bryce. “Mitchington
knowa (t." )

Ransford laughed,

“Does Mitchington know that [ over-
heard what he sald to you, yesterduy
afternoon?' he ingquired
L “No, he doesn't.” answered Bryce.
He couldn’t posalbly know unless 1 told
him. 1 haven't told him—I'm not golng
to tell him. But—he's susplcious al-
ready."

“Of me, of course,” suggested Rann-
ford, with another lau‘h. He took a turn
acropn the room and suddenly faced
round on Bryce, who had remained
standing near the door, "Do you really
mean Lo tell me that Mitchington is
fuch a fool as to beligve that | would
poison a poor working man—and in that
clumay fashion?' he burst out. “Of
course you don'ty
U1 neder mald [ did,” answered Bryce.

I'm only telling you what Mitchington
thinks his grounds for suspecting. He
confided In mn becauso—well, it was 1
who found Collishaw. Mitchington is in
posaension of n box of digestive pilis
which you evidently gave Collishaw.”

J I!ah'." excluimed Ransford. "'The
:nn': s n fool! Let him come and talk
0 [ B

“He won't do that—yat,"

sald Bryce
"But—I1'm afrald he'll brin

all this out

at the inquesat, The fact ls—he's sus-
plelous—what with one thing or an-
other—about the former affair. He

thinke you concealed the truth—what-
over It may be—as regards any knowl-
elge of Braden which you may or
mayn't have."

Il tell you what It is!" sald Rans-
ford suddenly, *'[t just comes to this—
I'm suspected of having had a hand-
the hand, it you UlHke'!—in Braden's
death, and now of getting rid of Colll-
shaw because Colllshaw could prove that
I had that hand. That's about it!"

“A clear way of putting it, certainly,”
arsented Bryce., “But-—there's a very
clenr way, too, of disslpating any such
idens,"

“What way?' demanded Ranaford

“If you do know anything mbout the
Braden affalr—why not reveal It, and
be done with the whole thing," suggested
Bryce. "That would finish matters.'

tansford took & long, sllent Jook at
his  questioner And Bryce looked
steadlly back-—and Mary Bewery anx-
lously watched both man,

“That's my business,” sald Ransford
at last. “U'm nelther to' be coerced,
bullled nor cajoled. I'm obliged to vou
for giving me a hint of my—danger, [

supposs! And—I1 don't propose to say
any more."
“Nelther do 1" sald Bryce. "I only

came to tell you."

And therewith, having suceassfully
done all that he wanted to do, he wallied
out of ths room and the house, and
Rangford, standing in the window, lhis
hands thrust In his poukets, watched him
O nwWay morods the Close,

YGuardian " sald Mary softly,

Ransford turned sharply.

“Wouldn't it be begt,” she continued,
spenking nervously, “if—If you do know
anything about that unfortunate man-—
if you told 1t? Why have this suspl-
clon fastening Itself on you? You!l"

Ransford made an effort to calm him-
melf, He was furlously Bngry—angry
with Bryce, an with Itehington,
angry with the cloud of foollshness and
stupldity that seemed to ba gathering.

o y should I-—supposing that I do
know uomathlnr. which I don't admit—
why should I allow myself to be ocoerced
and frightened by these fools?" he
anked. ""No man can prevent gusplcion
falllng on him—Iit's my bad lueck In
thin fnslum'e. Why should 1 rush to
the police station and say: ‘Here—I'll
blurt out all | know-—everything '

Why ™

"t‘i'ouldn‘t that be better than knlmvl
ing thut people are saying things?" she
unked. |

thnt Braden camo to the surgery deor
nothing would have been sald Hut
what of that?—T have known hundreds
of men in my timi—aye, and for o:lten
all u

them! No'—I1 am not golng to

viotim to this device—It wll springs

out of curloslty. As to this last affalr—

it's all nonsense " |
“Hut—if the man was really pol-

woned ?" suggested Mury. : |
Lot the police find the polsoner!'” |

sald Hansford, with a grim Brnllnj

“That's their job.”

Mary pald nothing for & moment, and |
fansford moved restleasly about the
room

“T don't trust that fellow Bryes'' he |
sald suddenly. “He's up to somelhing
I don't forget what he vm'.cl_ when
bundled him out that morning.”

S“What?" she anked .

“rhat he would be a bad enemy,
answered Raneford. “He's posing now
an & friend—but a mun's never to be #0
much suspected an when he comen doing
what yvou may call unnecessiry aots uri
friendahip I'd rather  that anyhln‘l)'l
was mixed up in my affulra—your affalrs |
—than Pemberton Bryce!”

fRut—" [

“Ho would 1! sha sald.

She paused there a moment and then
looked appealingly at Ranaford,

I do wish you'd tell me—what you
promised to tell me she maid, ‘''You
know what | gnean—about me and Dick
HSomehow—I Uon't quite know how or
why-—I1've an uneasy feeling that !lr.wa]
knows something, and that he's mixing

it all up with—this! Why not tell me |
—plense ! |

Ranaford, who was wtill  marching
ahout the room, came to u hatt, ana

leaning his hands on the table betwesn

them, looked eaimestly st her. .
“Don't ask that—now!" he sald I
can't—yet. The fact s, I'm walting for

pomething—aome particulars An  BOOD
as 1 get them, I'll mpenk to you—and to
Dick, In the meantime—don't wsk me
agaln—and don‘t be afrald. And as to
this affalr, leave It to me—and If You
meot Bryco again, refuse to discuss any-

thing with him Look  here'—tlieres
only one reason ' why he nrofease
triendliness and # desire 10 KAVE T
pnnoyance.  He thinks he can Ingratinte
himself with—you!"

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)

“An to that,” repiled Hansford, “vou
can't prevent peopls sayin things— |
espeoially In a town llke this. I it
hadn't been for the unfortunate fact
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By C. A. Voight
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The Young Lady Across the Way

The young lady across the way
says she certalfly doesn't think it
speuks very well for the financial
utability of the government when it
can nfford to pay only 415 per cent
on its securities and many of the
new oil companies can pay. 23,
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SCHOOL DAYS

THE JEALOUS LOVER

WHOSE SWEETHEART (AWAY AT
A VERY GAY SUMMER RESORT) SENDS
#HIM A PHOTO OF HERSELF FROM WHICH
THREE FOURTHS OF THE PICTURE HAS BEEN CUT OFF,
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SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Quick Thought Saves Her Embarrassment
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LET ME SEE !

\“CAP” STUBBS—And He Used to Be a Champion ;

OH _LOOWY
AT CAP'S |
NEW SHOES,

LE'S SEE
WHO HIN
JUMP TH'
HIGHEST!

| AWN'T
NEITHER

TCAP'S" A
BUM FUNNER.
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