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of Gray Paper

E v \T::f kt‘k;::.,rgn left the Watchmnn

" Ah ¢ 2 o'clock. The paper had

:-m.-u'ul" press, There wis nothing

fhets ROUC rocently promoted to a eub-

o llh;:i'n' {5 do after ho had passed

:::-“::lumn for which he was respon-
as A M

f fact he could have

hnw bﬂ':ng t.’tlm machinen_bﬁgnn
pee HOE " But ho generally hung
it iing, until 2 o’clock came, On
it % e morning of the 22d o
“1m2. he stop

k'lnngml- ”t';uﬁ
Juee DS with Hacket, who ba
sl ci'{”:lingginrcis‘n news, and who
chinre® B e him about a felegram

y had just gome through [rgm
which W% ot Hacket had to tell was
DarisEt 1 Spargo lingoered to hear ail
IHME 4 nand to discuss it. Altogether
abait T peyond 2:80 when he went
ft 45 the ofice, unconsciously puffing
il o om him ns he reached the
““:hnld the last breath of the at-
toe peve in which he had spent his
nIEE n Fleet atreet the air was

m;t!lln:fl the l‘ﬂmmg dawn wns hren”"g

B 1 Rt.

ﬁi[‘i]-" around the bigh silence of 8

Pt = 3 : b on the
ey ] n Bloomsbury,

Rpargo 1;‘1?111.1,.11 gquare, Bvery night
o "':-‘.[?'\l" morning he swalked to and
and tth'n‘“'ﬁf"hr““" office by the swme
e e—Southampton Row, Kingsway,
he Strand, Fleot street. He came to
e evertul faces, ospecinlly wmong
1':: I"'llil"-'i he formed the habib of ex-
pangiog greelings with various officors
whom e enconntered at vegular points
g o went slowly homeward, smoking
jig pipe. And on this morning, as he
drew near to Middle Temple lane, he
gw n policeman whom he knew, one
Driscoll, standMg at the entrance, look-
fng about him. Further away another
wlicoman appeared, sauntering. Dris-
wll raised un arm and sigonaled; then,
jrning, Do saw Spargo. He moved n
iep or two toward him, Spargo saw
yows in hjs faco.

“What iz it?"' nsked Sparge. )

Drigcoll jerked a thumb over lis
doulder, toward the partly open door
of the lane. Within, Spargo saw a
pnn lastily denning a waisteont aund
fanket,

“He =nys,'" answered Driscoll. *‘lim,
theri—the porter—that there's a man
ling in one of them entries down the
e, eod he thinks he's dend. Like-
wike, lie rlnitllludhnt;s murdered, '

Spargo cchoed the word.

“But what makes him think thet?”
J ke, lzmr.-?in‘g with t'\{{i;witv beyond
Driseall's burly form. **Why?'"

“He says there's blood about him,"
mewered Driscell.  He turned und
slanced at the oncoming constable, and
then turued again to Spargo. “‘Yoeu're
pnewspaper man, sir?" he suggested,

“T um," replied Spargo.

‘Tou'd better walk down with us,"
1aid Imw_olr. with a grin. “‘There'll
le something to write pieces in  the
wiper about. At least, there may be."
Rpuarge made no answer g
SrEs 1 I n o

e eontinued to look down the lnue,
romdering u'l_ml. seeret it held, until
tie other policeman eame up, At the
.-:u:uln- 1lunmﬂnt the porter, now fully
clothed, eamoe ant,

I"l'um-\ :PTI!" he said shortly. “I'l}
oW Yo,

ol murmured a weord or  fwo
e newly  aerived constable, and
then tarned to the port !

L) g elil 2 parier,

C UHow came you to find him, then?"

rier jerked His lend ot the

wliich they were leaving.

1 heard that door slam,'” e replied,

feriteibly, s §f the fact which he men-

Hidl vaosed him offense.  ““I know I

dils Ra 1l gob up to look around, Then
well, T saw that 1" -

He roised @ hand, pointing down the
e, Ihe three men followed his out-
sdreiched finger, And Spargo then saw
o unn foot, booted, gray-socked, pro-
iling from an eutry on the left hand.

‘Bticking out there, just as you see

bonow, oguid  the porter.  YI nin't
lnehvd it. And sa s

He pansed and made o grimace as if
|3 14 tiemary of some unpleasant thing,
Diseall nodded t‘nml‘l‘{’]l('ﬂlﬁﬂﬂl.\r'~

i And so you went along and looked 7"
o suggested,  *“Just so—just to see
Who it belonged to, as it might be,'
“Tust to seo—what there wos to
e, “Theh T saW
And  then—well, I
i the lane to tell one of you

agreed the porter,
here wis Wlood,
aly
g,

Test thing you could have done,
S Dhriscoll,” **Well, now then ¥

e little procession came to a halt
8 the entry,  'The entry was o cold
:i.-l f»-r'n_-._nl thing of itself; not a nice
l9ed to lie dead in, having glazed white
s for itk walls and conerete for its

r i fomethivg about its appear-
T

W Bpirgo the iden of a mertpary.

‘;!I-’ll‘ the man whose foot projected
e Bt

thie Ty

Or 0 moment none jof the four men

moved or spoke, The two policemen

ltienny wusly - wtuek  their thumbs in
i helts und made pluy with their
l'll!..- i the porter pubbed  his | chin
T““J:ll thilly—Soargo  remembered  al-
ard the vasping sound of this ao-

LRI

akets

f put his hands in his
an to fingle his money
5. ich man had his own
as he contemplated the plece
Lowreckuge which lay before

I notive," suddenly observed
« Epedking in n hushed voice,
| notlee that he's Iving there in
way—same as if—as if he'd
Vit there,  Sort of propped un

Axilnds
iast |

iy Ie"“'r" wall, at first, and had slid
-y ke,

Sl ey

) Was taking in all the detnils
h fonud eye. He saw at his
_ of un elderly man; the
VS thendd wway from Lim, erushed
JHnat the glaze of the wall, but
Hized the man o be elderly because
hinir and whitening whisker ;
-r-'nfp-il m o good, well-made
U Rray cheok eloth—tweed—and
NEwers woodd s so, top, wus the
which  projocted  from the

b I"'I‘I i"J.!.:,' WO ”llll'l}'. OUne leg
o I’-T dolihly A under the body ; the
! siretehod ktraight out neross
Al the trunk was twisted to

e wpll,
"_"”"'1 "' ¢ white glage of the tiles
vard gt afd the shoulder to-
b .‘.l it hind kunk were erishied
i lnl-'l\l .-“n,...lu nud stains of blood,
bt ool Uiking a buod out of his
& Unger at them.

o we" he said slowly,
e ns how he's been struck
beliind ws e oame out of

lood’s from hin nose—
s he fell, What do you

The  other policeman

LT

oy ~.-r1.1l|.- inspectoy here,"' he
e vl the dostor and dhe ambuy -
Drisoll Beat ‘oo

R bent down wod t
R (o b _ put a thumb
I:'.'Il hand which Iny on the pave-

[0 Ef}‘. II?‘:.:i“'). fuike "om. " he remnrk -
et LU IR VT S, too, YWell
' Ny, Jiw |
SR Wi

b Fivod A ountil the inspeciop ap-

util the Wnod-gmbulaues

waltod u
Mo

aliresney eatn with g

W the biols for ¥ !

: ransferenice to

lnlrlufml. wid Mpurgo Lhen waw the
| o [aoe,

e It whilu“ Rolion b:‘ '

S

""‘ld"ishlrmns.l to sweetness, and the first |

Wwas rome professionalisn o Spargo’s

Omn | *ar and the

|
|

enriosity, but there was slso a natural
dislike that a fellow-being should have
leen ko unceromonionsly emitten ont of
he world,

There was nothing vory remarknble
about the dead mun's face, Tt was that
of o mun of npparently sixty to sizty-
five yeurs of nga: plain, even homely of
fenture, clenn-shaven, excopt for o
fringe of white whisker, trimmed, after
in old-fashioned patiern, betwaen the
poiut of the jaw, The only
remarkable thing about it was that it
wias much lined and seamed; the wrin-
kles ware manf and deep around the cor-
ners of the lips and the angles of the
eyes; this man, you would have said to
yourself, has led n hard 1ife nnd weath-
erec storm, mental as well as phyeieal,

Driscoll nudged Spargo with a turn
of his elbow. Ho gave him a wink.

Botter come down to the desdhouse,'’
he muttered confidentially,

::\}'hr?" ashed Spargo,

‘They'll RO through him,” whispered
I‘irngrroll. “Bearch him, d've sea? Then
you'll get to know all about bim, and

By Sidney St
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‘THE RUBRBER ON THE OLD ROL-
HASTOLD JOE 3PAGAY TO SPREAD A
FEED FIT ONLY FOR KINGS

NAPPED AGAIN AND UNLLE BIM

ARE You NILE OF YOoUu
SURE YOV NunN ISCERTA
DON'Y w‘r A MARVELOUW
TO DANCE DANCLER
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LA WATCH
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ANGUNG  DIFFERENTLY- THERE'S THE
p%sma- THEN TME WILD RUSBIAN DANLER
e A s NG MORA:
CrATHER -
%%'u'ﬁw?ﬁl"&e PLACE ALL TNE TIME~
LOOK AT TWAT WRESTLING MATLH =
IR TS AS MULH \NORK AS ITLOOKS
WMY DOM'T NEQUIT!

E Al LIKE AN OLD SPAVINED
Fm*:PSEERWAT Bliy GUY THERE -
HE'S GOT NO PLALE ONA CROWDED FLOOR
WIrN THOME REET —

ME NASTO STAND SIDEWAYS ON
YNE CUR BSTONE WHMEN WNES WAITING
EoR A STREET CAR YO K
OFF HIS FEET

EEP THE WAGONS

™IS

GET YOURSELF A LAUGN-

ALL RIGHYT~ THEYRE NOT

LYING TO EACN QTNER -
THMEY'RE TELLIN(G THE

TRUTY ABOULY THER

TMEY'RE WAY QUY OF
STEP -

“THEIR BEET CAN'T
EVEN GET ALON(»

13 A MARRIED COUPLE

NUN Gy

50 on,  Help to write that picce in the
puper, eh "

 Spargo hesitated. TTo had had a stiff
night's work, and until his cneounter
with Driseell’he had cherished warm an-
ticipation of the meal which would be
laid out for him at his rooms, and of the
bod into which he would subsequently
tumble. Besides a telephons message
would send & man from the Watchman
to the mortuary. This sort of thing
was not in his line now, now—-

“You'll be for gotting one o' them
big play-cards out with something about
A _mystery on It,"’ suggested Driscoll.
“You never know what lies at the hot-
tom o' theae nffeivs, no more you don’t."”

That last observation decided Spargo;
moreover, the old instinet for getting
news began to assert itself,

“‘All right,” he suid. “I'll go along
with you.”

And relighting his pipe he followed
the little cortege through the streets,
titill deserted nng quiet, and as he walked
behind he reflected on the unohtrusive
fashion in which murder conld stulk
ubout. Here was the work of murder,
no doubt, and it was beivg quietly ear-
ried along a principal London thorongh-
fare, without fuss or noise, by officials
to whom the dealing with it was all a
matter of routine. Surely——

“My opinion,'" said a voice nt
Spargo's elbow, “‘my opinion is that it
whs done elsewhere. R’qr. thera! He
way put there, That's what T eay,"’
Spargo turned and saw that the porter
was at his side, Ile, too, wns accom-
panying the body.

HOh "' said Sparge. “*You think——"'

““I think he was struck down else-
whers and carrvied there,’" eaid the
porter. *‘In somebody’s chambers, may-
be. I've known of some queer gumes in
our bit of Londen! Well—he never
came in at my lodge last night—TI'll
stand to that. And who is he, I should
like to know? From what I see of
him, not the sort to be about our place.”

“*“That's what we ehall hear pres-
ently,"" said Spargo. “They're going to
search him,"

But Spargo was presently made aware
that the searchers had. found nothing.
The police surgeon snid that the deand
man had, without doubt, been struck
down from behind by a terrible blow
which had fractured the skoll and
cuused death almost instantancously, In
Driscoll’s opinion, the murder had Leen
committed for the suke of plunder. For
there was nothing whatever on the body,
It was reazonalle to suppose that a man
who is woll dressed would possess u
watch and chait, and have money in
his pockets, and possibly rings on his
fingers, But there was nothing valunb'e
to be found ; in fuct, there was nothing
at all to be found thut could lead to
identification—no _letters, no papers,
nothing. It was plain that whoever had
struck the dead mun down had subse-
guently etripped him of whatever was
on him. The only clne to possible
identity loy in the faet that a soft vap
of gray cloth appeared to have been
newly purchased at a fushionable shop
in the West End.

Spargo went home; {here seemed to
be nothing to stop for. He ate his {ood
and he went to bed, on'yv to do poor
things in the way of sleeping. He was
not the sort to he impressed by horrors.
but he recognized at last that the morn-
ing's event had destroyed bis chance of
rest; he accordingly rose. took a cold
bath, drank a cup of colfee, and went
ont, He was not sure of any partienlar

f =SH - PETEY DeEaR,
SISTER SYWWIA HAS
A GEWTLEMAN CALLER

—|T SEEmMS To ME
SOMETHING OUGHTER
BE Doue To RESCLE

THE UNFORTUNATE —

LS MEW OVEHTE™

STAND ToGETHER —

SHE LL PRoPpsSE To

Him g oA

— UMY
DDONT I

KEEP QUIET
\T S

jidden  when  he  sirolled away  from
Bloomsbury, but it did not surprise Lim
when, half an hour later he found that
he had walked down to the police sta- |
tion near which the unkoown wman's

ng

vn that gray morniug air suggested | o
And | gyve
over |
“howas dead he had no doubt; |
iess of his pose cortified to it. '

| Bpurgo went ioto the inspeetor's of-

body lay in the mortuary., And there
he met Driscoll, just going off duty,
Diriscoll grinned at sight of Lin,

You're in luck," he said. "Tisu't
minntes since they found a bit of
gray weiting paper crumpled up in the
poor man's waisteont poeket—it hadl
slipped into a crack., Come in and 3'0\1’II|
sep it

fice, In aunother minute he found him-

self staving ot the scrap of paper. There |

wus nothing on it but an address, |

serawled o pencll—Ronald  Lireton, |

Barvister, King's Bench Walk, Temple, |

London. |
His First Brief

PARGO looked up at the inspector

with a quick jerk of his head, *I|
know this man.'" he sajd,

The inspector showed new intorest.

“What, Mr. Breton?'" he asked,

2] I'm oo the Watchmen, wyou
know, subeditor, T took an article from
him the other duy—article on ‘Ideal|
Bites for Campers-Out.” He eame to the |
office ubout it. So this was in the dead
man's pocket’"

“Found jo a hole in his pocket, 1|
uncerstand: I wasn’t present myself.
It's not much, but it may afford some |
clue to identity."

Spargo picked up the scrap of gray
paper aod looked closely at it, It seomed
to bim to be the sort of paper thut is
found in ‘hotels and in elubs: it hod boey
tarn roughly from the sheet,

“What,'"  he usked Smeditatively,
“what will you do about getting this
mun {dentified "’

The inspector shrugged Lis shouldeps,

SOh, usual thing, I snppose. Vhere'l |
he publicity, you kuow, I suppose you'il !
be doing a special aeconnt yoursell, for|
your paper, eh? Then thero'll be the
others,  And we shall put out the nsusl
notive. Bomebody will come forward 10
identify—sure to, And——-""'

A man cume into the office—a stolid- |
faced, quiet-mnnnered, soberly wttived
person, W ho h'lil.’h[ have been u respicta
blo tendesman out for a stroll, and who |
gave the fuspector s sidelong nod as he |
upproached his desk, at the same timo
extending his hand toward the scrap of
paper which Spurgo had just laid down. ‘

i 1)

es,

o wlong to King's Beneh Wulk
and see Mr, Breton,” he observed, look- t
jug at his watch, *“'It's just about ten
I ¢avesay he'll be there now,"" l

‘I'm golog there, too,"" remarked
Spurgo, but as if speaking to Limself.
“Yos, I'll go there.”

The neweoner gluneed at Spargo, and |
then nt the jonspector. The fuspector |

|

nodded at HBpargoe,

(CONTINUED TOMORROW )

|
The continuntion of "“The Daugh -
of Two Worlde' wil be fouud
i e
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The young lady across the way

says hnlf-soled shoes alwoys look

budd, but they have a way vow of re-

placing the entire solur ssslem so

FLOOR

AWAY IT'S LIABLE
To DRoP THROUGH

THESE
IN THE

Ye Govs!
woT A
SERVICE

LAST WEEK THE
SKIPPER DROPPED A

HALF DOLLAR IN THE
STRAW WHICH IS ABOUT

“TwWo FEET DEEP ON THE CAR
FLOOR AND THE CAR WAS HELD

UP FoR 20 MINUTES., =
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SOMEBODY’S STENOG—She Does Today’s Strip All by Hersself

HEYr BosS! GeT
BusyY'! WEVE GoT
B To DO SOMETHING
= ToDar!

GOODAIGHT! THE CHIEF

HAS SOMETHING IN HIS
EYE AND I HAVE To DRA

MYSELF TODAY !

v.“;_

N THE RIBS

TE - HEH - HEH = HEN ~HE 3y !
o

TAND 17T
“OH Geg .

THERE! WELL T GoT INTo PRIAT
ANYHOW AAD I

&~ \ THE CHIEEFS JoB
WL/ FoR HM Too!
¢l - @8 AoT THAT I'LL
S

:{\_qpf,?;\ TOR \T ."|

&
l
r 1 <

PROBARLY SAVED

\ GET ANY CREDT

A\

Lot
77
' A-E -MATWARD - 1D “f"",.,l -.'/Jf‘
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AW THERE
AINT NO USE
TELLIIY YoOU
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SADNESS
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wWAS PROMISED

SOMETHING AND
THEN HAD TO
GIVE ' T BACK
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AN < N‘: L

WHY'S0APY HERROY
HOW CAN YOU TALK
THAT WAY? WHEN

YOoUu WAS SICK, WHO

YOU EAT THE FRUIT
PEOPLE BROUGHT

WAS I'T. THAT HELPED

IT, You DD,
BUT YOURE
NOT

INTERESTED
IN DREAMS

| — Ve

R 17;‘1{. :

| CANT DENY

YES | AM . DIDNT
DREAM THAT | WAS
A TELEPHONE GIRL
IN A SHOOTIN'
GALLERY?

GIRL

' T —————
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NIGHT )
DREAMED THAT
| TALKED To
THE MOST
REAUTIFUL

IN THE

Tt

A7~
b
&

WH A_.l. 'I ID

AN ?

ST er -
S o e




