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£ Reconler observed that he was
“Tﬁm walting to hear what Mr,

rge in mitigation of

d tau
puolittle ba the Teeorder, might

goy sentenre ke,

y to pues.
N:‘“t_’ Doolittle said that he would

. court with as fow remarks
M:nl:‘sl‘:[: All that he could urge
pehalf of the unfortunate mnn in
::( dock was that until three years ago
pad borne 1 most exemplaey char-
::m and hnd never enmmlttﬂl_ n din-
]Hmﬂ:t action, It had heen his mis.
sune, hin folly, to allow a plausible
-4 to persunde him to these nacts of
::;anm;. hat man had been called
to another aceount, and the prisouce
4 left to bear the econsequences of
:;: gssociation with him. Tt scemed as
{f Chamherlnyne hnd made away with
the money for hix own purposes, and
might be that it would yet be rec

' ped.  He wonld only ask the cour
n:m;m'brr the nrisoner's anteceients
:.1 hin previous good eonduet, and to
¢ fn mind that whatever his near
?::un- might he he was, in a commer-

ol for life.
d'.lvmnﬁpm!r%rr. in puaring sentence,
il that he ind not heard n'ulugle
mn{ of valid excuse for Mnitland's con-
:ont Surh Jdighonesty must be pun-
"'.is in the most wevere fashion, and
the prisoner mnst go to penal sorvi.
PArY.
“‘!T;f:{u::f who leard the sentence
moved, was removed from the town
?:ter in the day to the ecounty Jjail

at Sa grhester.

all this =wiftly; then
tigain, wnoting certain
At last he folded up the

gpargo read
went over it

points in it. i tfied ug
gnaper and turned to B—
r:wnrr pnlll Quarterpage pheckoning to

bim from the library window,

CHAPTER XIX
The Chamberlnyne Stovy
t‘I PERCEIVE, sir,"" said Mr. Quar-
torpnge, A% Spargo vntr'rl-:]. llwt
fibears. *'that you have rend the accoun
of the Maitland trial,

“Pywfee,'” replied Spargo.

“And you have come to the mnrl‘u-
gfon that—but what conelusion linve you
come to?" asked Mr. Quarterpage.

“That the silver ticket in my purse
was Maitland's rmprrt.\'. sald Bpargo,
who was not going fo give all hia con-
cluglons at once.

“Tust #0,'" agreed the old gentleman.
o1 think so—I ean’t thiuk anything
pe. But 1 was under the impression
that T could have accounted for that
ticket, just as I am lﬂlrn.l ean account
for the other forty-nine,’ =

“Yog—anid how?"' asked Spargo.

Mr. Quarterpage turned to n corner
cuphoard and in sllence produced a de-
canter and two euriously ishaped old
wite glaswes, He carefully polished the
glacses with a cloth which he took from
a drawer, and set glasses and decanter
on n tahle in the window, motioning
fpargo to take a chair in proximity
thereto,  He himself pulled up his own
elbow-chalr,

“We'll take a glass of my old brown
sherry.'' he said., *Though T =a¥ it as
shonldn't, as the saying goes, I don't
think you could find hettor brown sherry
than that from Land's End to Berwick-
upon-Tweed, Mr, Spargo—no, nor far-
ther north either, where they used to
have good taste in llquor in my young
days! Well, here's your good health,
eir, and I'll tell you nhout Maitland."*
“I'm curfous,” sald Sparge. ‘‘And
about more than Maltland. I want to
¥oow about a lot of things arising out
of that newspaper report. I want to
know something about the man referred
'I; so much—the stockbroker, Chamber-

yoe."'

“Just s0,"" observed Mr. Quarterpage,
mmiling. **I thought that would touch
your sense of the inquisitive, But
Maitland first, Now, when Maitland
went to prison, he left behind him a
ehiid, o boy, just then mbout two years
old, The child's mother was dead, Her
sistor, n Mins Baylis, appeared on the
seene—Maitland had married his wife
from a distance—and took possession
of the child and of Maltland's personal
ellects.  He had been made bankrupn
while he was awaiting his trial, and all
his household goods were sold. But

is Miss Baylis took some small per-
®ona!l things, and I nlways believed that
she took the silver ticket, And she may

eve (done, for anything I koow to the
contrary. Anyway, she took the child
away, und there was an end of the
Maitland family in Market Mileaster,
Maitland, of course, was in due pro-
cedure of things removed to Dartmoor,
and there he served his term. There
Wwere people who were very anxious to
set bold of him when he came out—the
bank people, for they belleved that he

—

kneéw more about the disposition of
that maney than he'd ever told, and
they wanted to induce him to tell what
they hoped he knew—batween ourselves,
Mr. Spargo, they wore golng to make it
worthwhile to tell,"

Bpargo tapped the newspaper, which
he Eld retained he. old | y
-l M ned while the old gentle

Then they didn’t believe what his
counsel sald—that Chamberlayne got
all the money?"" he anked, .

Mr. Quartarpage lnughed.,

No—nar anybody elke!' he nn-
swered,  “There wan n strong idea in
the town—you'll wes why afterward—
that it was all a put-up job, aud that
Maitinnd  cheerfully  underswvent s
punishment knowing that thers was a
nice fortune walting for him when he
ecnme out,  And aw 1 gay, the bank
prople meant to get hold of ‘him. But
though they sent a specinl agent to
meet him on his relense, they never did
ket hold of him. Some mistake arose
—when Maitland was relensed, be gol
clear awny, Nobody's ever hea [
word of him from that day to this,
IJI!!!HI!I Miss Bagylis hns,''

Where does this Mise Baylis live?"
nked Spargo. .

“Well, 1 don’t know," replied Mr.
Quarterpage. ““She did live in Brigh-
ton when she took the ehild away, and
her address was known, and 1 have it
somewhere, But when the bank people
sought her out after Maitland's re-
Yease, she, too, had clean disa peared,
and all efforts to teace her failed. In
fact, according to the folks who lived
near her in Brighton, she'd completely
disappeared, with the child, five JeATA
before. Mo there wasn't a clue to
Muaitland, He served his time—made
a model prisouver—thoy did find that
much out l—earned the maximum re-
mission, was releaspd, and vanished,
And for that very renson there's o
theory about him In this very tewn to
this very day!'"

“What?'"' asked Spargo.

*“This, That he's now living com-
fortably, luxurjously abroad on what
he got from the bank.' replied Mr.
Quarterpage. ““They say that the sis-
ter-in-law was in at lf‘:n game; that
when she |Iinnp£enrt-d with the child,
she went abroad somewhere and made
4 home ready for Maitland, and that
he went off to them ns soon as he came
out, Do you see?"’

1 suppose that was possible,'’ said
Spargo.

“*Quite possible, sir, But pow,”
continued the old gentleman, replenish-
ing the glasses, ‘‘now we come on to
the Chamberlayne story. It's n d
deal more to do with the Maitland
story than appenrs at first gight, I'll
tell it to you and you ean form your
own econclusions, Chumberlayne was
n man who ecame to Market Mileaster
—1 don't know from where—Iin 1
five yenrz before the Maitland smash-
up. He was then asbout Maitland's
age—a man of thirty-seven or eight,
He eame as clerk to old Mr, Vallas,
the rope and twine manufactarer: Val-
las's place s still there, at the bottom
of "¢ High street, near the river,
though old Vallag is dead, Ile waw a
wmart, euta, pughing chap, this Cham-
berlayne; he made himself Indispen-
suble to old Vallns, and old Valles paid
him a rare good ealary. Ie settled
down in the town, and he married o
town girl, one of the Corkindales, the
saddlers, when he'd been here three
years.  [Unfortunately she died In
childbirth within a year of their mar-
ringe. It was wvery soon nafter that
that Chamberlayne threw up his post
at Vallas's, and started business as &
stock-and-share broker,

“‘He'd been a saving man; he'd got
8 niee bit of money with his wife; he
always let it be known that he had
money of his own, and ke started in a
good way. He was a man of the most

Inusible manners; he'd have coaxed

utter ont of a dog's throat if he'd
wanted to. The moneyed men of the
town believed in him—I1 belleved in
him myself, Mr. Bpargo—I'd many o
traunsaction with him, and I never lost
aught by him—on the contrary, he did
very well for me. THe did well for
most of hig elients—there were, of
eourge, ups and downs, but on the
whole he satisfied hig clients uncom-
monly well, But, naturally, nobody
ever koew what was going on between
him and Maitland."'

I gather from this report,'’ said
Spargo, ‘‘that everything ecame out
suddenly-—uvexpectediy 7"’

“That wos #o. sir,”"  replied Mr,
Quarterpage. “'Sudden? Unexpected?
Aye, as a crack of thunder on a fine
winter's day. had the ghost

.\'ubmlg

of a notion thut anything was wronf.
John Maitland was much respected in
the town; much thought of by every-
body; well known to everybody. 1
can assure you, Mr. Bpargo, that it
was no pleasant thing to have to sit on
that grand jury as I did—I was its
foreman, sir—and hear a man sen-
tenced that you'd regarded as a bosom
friend. DBut there it was!"

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)

“JUDITH, THE FAIR DAMSEL"

By DADDY

DREAMLAND ADVENTURES }
|
[

{Pegoy and Billy, again in Movie-
nd, go wilk Crooked Noae when he
‘ecka the consent of Farmer Strong-
&rm to marviage with kis daughter,
the fair damasel, The father puta
Orooked Nase and GHanf Fierce Fangp
to four tests to see which shall win
Judith ),

CHAPTER 111
The Stralght Furrow
ARMER STRONGARM, in spite of
the bumps mnd bruises he got try-
ing to ride Balky Sam, grinted as he
banded Orooked Nose the packet hold-

fng the wocond test This is what
Crooked Nose read:

"It .'mIl A furrow. straight ns mine ean
ow,

T'll give you both my daughter and a
cow,"’

That test ut first sounded eas
; . y to
f”g‘* ind Billy, but they soon changed
. *'f minds, Farmer Strongarm brought
ltlhli!m of big farm horses from the
e and hitched them to a plow,
th 0 he began to plow a furrow across
lw: unbroker meadow. The plow was
M l?rl 8od jumped this way uund that
wers it stones nud roots, The horses
the l““‘“Y nnd they swerved now to
all O"fl’hj 4nd now to the left, It took
hold b, "rer Strongarm's strength to
pame 1 Dlow in the furrow and at the
e tme guide th
n‘:: hl‘ Wis & strong'man, ond he knew
erome} to plow, so wher he had
Sted the meadow there was i straight,

n farrow
turny apd tw];;l.lh only half a dozen

powerful horses,

roaved Giant Fierce
can plow as straight as
2 will win both daughter and

Glunt Fierce Pan

s was even stropger
thay :{:« farmer, but he couldn't drive
fe o #nd 80 whils he held the plow
i ¢ furrow, the horses swerved from
o 9 side und the finished furrow

"N‘:ww“t a8 n floating ﬂl:r
hagg o+ ‘ake the plow and try your
» \I:I.Id Farmer Strongari  to
a2 obe, Hut when Crooked Nose
_M P to the plow he was so short he

scarcely ruaeh the handles, whil
":‘3 loomed up wo l'a;f?h“mvl'du':
thele_backy. Mot belng able

e ; ke hac ¥

to see nhead how could he
straight furrow?

Peggy's sharp eyes saw this trouble.
They ulso saw Blackie Crow up in the
n.lr flying straight for home. If Crooked
Nose could plow a furrow as straight
ng the path of Blackic Crow he'd surely
win, Vhy not get Blackie Crow to
mark # path for Crooked Nose?
Calling to the birda who were watch-

the tests, sbe sont them after

plew a

in
Blackie Crow, Blackie tried to get
away, but the birds were swift fliers and
soor General Swallow and King Bied
sent him dodging to ground, where Bllly
caught him. Peggy whispered her plan
to the fair Judith and Judith brought
from the house n spool of thread and a
piece of biacon, One end of.the thread
was tied to the claw of Blackie Crow
nnd the other was tied to the bacon,

‘‘Now, Blackle Crow, fly away home
—fly ng straight ar a crow can fly.""

Blackie Crow was only too anxlous
to iy away bhome, and away he went
a5 straight ag & crow can go, and he
dragged the bacor in a straight path
across the field,

That was only n part of Peggy's idea,
Now she had Billy hitech Balky S8am to
the plow instead of the big horses, which
would lLuve been tog hard for Crooked
Nosge to munage, Ahead of Balky Sam
wan hiteched B 11,\" Gout to help him pull,
and ahead of Bally Goat was hitehed
Johnny Bull to lead the way. Johnny
Bull put his nose to the ground and fol-
lowed the path of that bacon, without
swerving an inch to right or left. After
him came Billy Goat, Balky Bam and
the plow all in a row, 8o Crooked Nose
coulde't help plowing a straight fur.
row—=e furrow so ntrai%hl and true It
made that of Farmer Btrongarm look
liks a twisted path,

“What ho, Farmer Stroogarm,'’ eried
Crooked Nose, ‘‘see what a fine fur-
row I have plowed, Now give me your
dau‘hter and a cow.''

“Hoity-toity, 'tis a fine furrow,"
sgreed Farmer Btrongarm, but he drew
a third paclket from his pocket. ‘‘Two
more tests you must meet before you
ecnn have my daughter. Here is one
harder than the other two."" With that
he handed Crooked Noge the third
packet.

(Tamorrow will be told the sworel

i

of the third packet.)
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THE GUMPS—Andy, Behave Now! .t

MARM A =

WHNY DOES
ALWAY S WEA AN
[[ WHITE AT HER | ( DAY E?L‘swﬁ'g;ﬁ
WEDDINGr 2 JONQLS DAY IN A
WOMAN'Y WPE

WH Y

DO THE MEN
ALL WEAR
BLACK?

PETEY—A Sad Dilemma “le - -

OUR HER0 AT PALM BEACH,
HAS BUT ONE FiLmM LEFET———
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RATHER UNUSUAL FNAD sda afa

THE WAGON OF THE RAGS-OLD-IRON MAN BREAKS DOWN, DISCLOSING A

By Fontaine Fox
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1'D HEVER GET'" ~

The young lady mcross the way
saye 0 widow can always get along
somehow if she owns her own home

and every man ought to make his

|
wife his residuary legatee. I
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SOMEBODY’S STENOG—“Venus” in Love! Camille and M ary Play a Joke e
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OH Yol OF WOAD'ROUS EMES
AND STRONG RIGHT ARM
YoUuR BRAVE HEART BEATS
S0 STROMNG TO LOVES ALARM -

GEE, MARY, THATS
RICH ! “"VEAUS" IN .
LOVE AN'T BET
SHES WA STING
THAT POETRY OA
SOME PooR RUNT
Too PooR To EVEN
BuYy HER SOME
FLOWERS |

LETS PUT AxBOUQUET
OAN HER-DESK,
SHE'LL BE TICKLED
- SIMPLE :

=3 OH - MY HERO '
| HE SEAT THEM

O BUT waT
T ToMoRROW

(
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By Chas. McManus

M IN FAVOR
OF THAT:

START THE
AaHow

LETS HAVE A SHOW
AND WELL MANKE
OME MOVIE MONEY

COME ON BOYS AND GIRLS.
THREE SHOTS FOR A NMICKEL

YOU CAN THROW MUD, ROCK
OR HUNKS OF IRON

L

IF YoU LIKE

LET |

WHATS GOIN' ON HERE,
L‘ ME SEE (
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