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WILMINGTON MORNING STAR, WILMINGTON, N. C.

_AURSDAY, May

READ THIS FIRST:

I, Bill Strickland, am suspected
by Coroner Silver in the murder
of Alfred Markham, rich young

jeweler who was my friend, In the ‘

garden of the Rio Vista club. Cap-
tain of Detectives Clyde
Donald, going over the scene of
the death with me the next night,
investigates the footprints of a
man who had attacked me there
shortly after Markham's death.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

“I¢’s a cinch the guy who at-
tacked you was trying to hide some-
thing,"” said one of the detectives
with Captain McDonald. ““What I
can't figure is, he came in a boat
but the body was dragged away
from the river.”. )

“NMarkham wasn't kKilled beside
the river,” I objected.

“No. I mean, he was dragged
from the rose arbor, where ne was
killed. Toward the qlubh’c;use in-
stead of toward the river.” .

Captain McDonald rolled ?115
ever-present cigar from one side
of his mouth to the other. “Even if
the killer came from the clubhouse
there's no reason why he would
want to drag the body back the
way he came, is there_?" )

No one answered his question.
He started back toward the lily
pond and began s}udying ) the
ground there with his flashlight.

“What do you hope to find?” I
asked, coming up behind him.

“I was thinking that the mur-
derer was going somewhere with
that body. He dropped it. That
means he was interrupted—prob-
aby by Mr. Montcalm coming out
the door. He must have ducked
somewhere to hide. I'm looking for
his tracks at the side of the path, |
but so many people have walked
around here I guess it's hopeless.
There aren’'t any tracks of hob-
riailed shoes, and I could have
sworn there weren't any here last
night, either. It's hard to tell with-
cut good lights. This place ought
to have electric lights. How is it
lighted, anyway?"

“I thought there used fo be a
string of electric globes overhead,”
said the detective named Sullivan.

The captain called to the man on
guard at the boat landing. *Oh,
Charlie, ever been past here on the
river boat at night? Ever see any
lights in this garden?"

Charlie wvelled back, ‘‘Sure,
there’s a string of lights on a wire
clear across the court. Must be
right near your head.”

The captain waved the beam of
his flashlight skyward. ‘That’s
funny. There sure isn't any wire
here now, or any lights, either.”
The beam of light swung around to
the wall of the south wing of the
ciubhouse. ‘But there's something
mnteresting!”

A moment later he was standing
next to the wall, fingering a short
wire that dangled from an iron
staple at the height of the second
story windows. ‘Scmebody pulled
the wire down. This is the end of
it.”! He glanced toward the north
wing, throwing his light that way.
“*And it passed pretty close over
the spot where Markham was
killed. See the other end over by
that window across the way. I
wonder if the wire could have been
pulled down last night . . . if it
could have had any connection
with the murder—"'

“I—I couldn’t say,” I stammer-
ed. “It—it sounds fantastie.”

‘“You never can tell,” the cap-
tain persisted. ‘“This may be im-
portant. I'm going to get in touch
with some of the servants and find
put if this happened during the
party. I don’t see the wire lying
around anywhere,”’

We searched the ground for sev-
eral minutes with flashlights, but
there was no wire. Then he went
indoors to the telephone.

He located the number he want-
ed. “Hello,” he said after a pause.
*‘Is this Tony Pappini? Do you
know anything about the electric
light wire acrcss the court back of
th~ clubhouse? . It's broken!

. . . No, 1t’s broken! . . . No, I
don’'t want to fix it. I want to know
who broke it. . . . Well, then, when
did you see it last? Were the lights
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turned on last night? . . . No?
. . . Oh, you turned them off when
the moon came up? . . What
time was that? . . . I see!
Who told vou to turn them off?

. Who? . Mr. St. Clair?
Where is the switch? . .
Thank you, Tony."

He hung up the telephone ir_l-
serted the cigar in one side of his
face and said grimly, ‘‘Just as I
told you, Strickland! That wire
was pulled down about the time
Markham was killed. There's some
connection. Tony said the lights
were burning at 10 o’clock when
the moon came up over the top of
the building and he shui them off.
The switch is in the hallway next
to the kitchen door. Let's take a
look at it."”

We found the box on the wall,
about 10 feet from the glass doors
that led out into the court. There
were dirty fingerprints all over it.
The captain whistled. ‘‘Here's a
job for you, Sullivan. Get photo-
graphs of all these. See if they
match the prints we found on the
croguet mallet.”

““On the croguet mallet?”” I ask-
ed. startled.

‘“Yes, we found a broken croquet
mallet in the rose arbor where the
killing took place. If the prints are
alike we can be sure it's an inside
jOb.”

“Not necessarily,” I objected.
“Tony switched off the lights. Your
killer didn't have to go near the
switch.”

“H'm. I guess you're right at
that.”” He mused a moment, chew-
ing thoughtfully. Then, *‘But if this
was a carefully thought-out plan,
as I think it was, that electric wire
was used, and the killer knew it
was going to be used. If Tony
hadn’t pulled the switch—luckily or
maybe by order from the kie:r
nimself—the killer would have had
to come into the hall and pull
himself. If he could come into the
hali without attracting attention,
ne must be known here at the club.
He must be someone who can turn
on or shut off lights without any-

|one paying much attention to him.

I've already decided as much, be-
cause he struck Markham from in
front. He was not a stranger.”

“You may be right,” 1 agreed,

although I was sure he was wrong
in some respects. “It looks all the
more like I'm guilty, doesn’t it?"

He shook his head. “No, no,
Strickland. I'm not irying to drag
you into it again. You were up-
stairs. Several witnesses proved it.
You couldn’t have come down the
light well to the garden, because

.|Tony and the servant girl were sit-

ting in the kitchen then and would
have seen you. our alibi isn’t

. |broken. Don't worry about what

Coroner Silver may think He's
young — hasn’t had much experi-
ence yet.”

“How about a motive?” I in-
quired. ‘“‘Why was he killed? If
there seems to be no reason for his
death, couldn’t he have just en-
countered some river rat, like I
did?"

“Do you think we ought to blame
it on some river rat and
forget it?”

“That looks like your best bet,”
I told him. “You haven’t even es-
tablished a motive—and I thought
that was always the first thing
the police have to do.”

“Why do you keep saying we
don’t know the motive? Why do
you think there wasn't any?'"

“Why, I—I didn’t think there was
one,” I said in confusion. ‘You
haven't said—"

‘“We don't go around telling
everything we have discovered. As
a matter of fact, the newspapers
already have mentioned one
motive. We tried to keep it quiet,
but it’s out now. You forget, maybe
that Markham was a jeweler, He
had jewels on him.”

I gasped in surprise. *‘Jewels!”

““Yes.” He nodded. ‘‘Diamonds.”
As we drew near the door again
he wore a half grin, amused by my
consternation. ““You will discover
more about it at the ingquest tomor-
row. The motive may have been
robbery.”

“But, if he had jewels on him,
the robber didn't get them. How
could it have been robbery? It isn’t
logical.”

“Nothing is logical. Frankly,
Strickland, the case is a hash.”

(to Be Continued

The new Consolidated XB-24,
now undergoing flight rtests, has
“‘a speed over 300 miles an hour,
a range of approximately 3000
|miles, and bomb carrying capacity
of approximately four tons.” In
addition, the plane has a tail tur-
ret.

By William
Ferguson

THE CORE OF THE
EARTH IS THOUGHT TO BE:
(A) AN IRON - NICKEL.

(C) soLID GRANITE

iron-nickel alloy.

THIS CURIOUS WORLD

ALLOY, (B)HOLLOW P S5

% DEAD SEA

CONTAINS ENoOueH SALT
TO SUPPLY THE \WORLD
FOR. 2,000 YEARS., —~

41O0-6AUGE
GUNS
ARE MISNAMED/!
ACTUALLY THEY ARE
O -CAL IBES. ..

ANSWER: Tests seem to indicate that the core of the earth is an

BELA LANAN—COURT REPORTER
i Founded on Actual Court Records and You Can Be the Judge
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PREPARES TO"FAIX’ THE MOTOR COMPANY THAT
SOLD HiM THE YELLOW CAR, WHICH ..
CLAIMS._HAS A DEFECTIVE STEERING UN4T!
SCENE._GARAGE AT JORDAN'S HOME !

By L. Allen Heine
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Fat, O —World £
Carlile Crulcher)

GREAT SCOTT, DUKE ! WHAT'CHA
{_ POIN' TO THE YELLOW PERIL ? /
i _
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OUT OUR WAY

By J. R. Williams

ENOCUGH MONEY SAVED
NOW FER A DOWN
PAYMENT ON THAT

RADIO 1 BEEN

WANTIN' FER. MY

ROOM -- | ESSEE--
THREE-- FOUR -

FIVE---

!‘ : WELL,I GUESS I GOT
|

fi~L

T. M. REG. U. 6. PAT. OFF.

JUST A MINUTE f WHEN YOU
ARE ABLE TO LAY DOWN SPOT
CASH FOR THAT RADIO, YOU
CAN BLY IT--AND NOT REFORE!
YOU BOUGHT A CAMERA, ON
“TEN EASY PAYMENTS" AND
IVE JUST FINISHED PAYING
THE COLLECTOR. FOR THE
FOURTH TIME IN A ROW--
AND NOT ONE WAS EASY/
FROM NOW ON IT'S
CASH AND CARRY
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WHY MOTHERS GET GRAY

|| GOPR. 1940 8Y NEA SERVICE. INC.

OUR BOARDING HOUSE . . with . . . Major y4

16, 1940
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BEARD ONwa DEN HE RUSH TO £
TH' DEPOT AN' MEET A MAN WIF B,
CAT EYES!«w AH DION' RECOLECK
(F HE BE FAT OR SKINNY, BUT ZZ

T ALl T
]
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HIS FACE RESEMBLE A GARTAH AND 15 TZ(CoLimrss
SNAKE EXCEP' HE GOT WHISKAHS Px SMITH GCANNING ) t RS
LAK A FEATHAH BROTHERS/ IT FOR S
] DUSTER/

GUBMARINES! ) /

THREE
GUESSES=

S =Y :
COPR, 1M NEA SERVICE, IN®. T. M. REG. U. & Iﬁ:{‘ﬁ"

|, FEDOR, DO
NOT TALK-THAT
IS FINAL- DO ;
YOUR WORST-STILL | USUALLY DON'T
| SHALL NOT

A STATE, MAY

HM-M---ONE OF AXELS
KEY MEN - COMES"“THE
DAY HE'D BE A GEMERAL,
| SUPPOSE=----HE'D
THE DICTATOR FOR

BE

UP FOR JUDGMENT
BEFORE A BIRD LIKE

= v
THAT- I'LL BET HE'D WI;%’ ﬁ

WHAT? HE'S READY
TO TALK ALREADY?
HM-M---TYPICAL, | GU

HIS KIND COULD DISH v
OUT=---BUT TAKE IT?

T,

THAT'S DIFFERENT-
BRING HIM IN-

WASH? NO, I AIN
SEE HEEM, SQUINT-
EYE, AND I DON' KNOW
ANYBODY NAME' SOUTHERN,
BUT YOU BE CAREFUL
FU DAT BULL DAWSON,
YOU YAIR? HE LIWIN' A
HEAH IM DE BEEG .
HOULSE )
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Bull Dawson, Himself

By Roy Crane

FORGET
L\____

(HE BAD, EASY. HE WUS'N EVER. )
YOU 'MEMBER ALL DAT TROUBLE YoU
HA! WID HEEM DOWN
HEAH BEFO...AN' - .
BULL AIN'ONE T0 ( JACKIE. IVE HAD

By 0E X\ 60! you wossLE-kuEED soFre,
GRACIOUS ! } WOT 1N THUNDER YU DON #eRe?

I KNOW,

HEAH BULL
QQ

TROUBLE WITH
WM SINCE,
Too

P— GORGEOUS, SKEEZIX!
;ﬁﬁ%& ITS A HONEY.
LIKE IT ALL?

BUT YoU SHouLp

HAVE TAKEN ME ALONG,
YOUR WIDE BRIMMED TAPERED
HAT IS GOOD, BUT I'D HAYE
‘GOT IT IN GREEN. I'D HAVE
GOT A PLAID TWEED BELTED
JACKET AND CORDED

NARROW BOTTOM PANTS.

/| | WOUDN'T HAVE PICKED OUT THAT TIE FOR
THAT SHIRT— A LITTLE TOWARD THE BLUE WOULD
HAVE BEEN SNAPPIER. BUT ALL N ALL,
SKEEZIX, T'S NOT SO BAD!

THE GUMPS
|

OI-EMIM- JEFFERSON
JONES HAS DISAPPEARED

BUT WE'VE &OT To
FIND HIM-THE DOCTOR.
JAID BABRY'S LIFE

L) EARTH OWED HIM! e
N HE t:auﬂ§ RIS JOB AT THE gEPEN?_%gH rrs -

INOE JITORE THIS MORNING °°°R o \'ENEL 4

AND LEFT FOR PARTS *HBMT UARRHNE :

BEEN SERIOUS/!

1S SHE
ST N
, DELIRIOUSS /-

SLEEPING -THE EFFECT
OF THE BOCTOR'S
SEDATIVE HASN'T WORN
OFF YET-BUT | TREMBLE
TO THINK WHAT WILL

HAPPEN WHEN S+E .
AWAKES TO REALITIES -4/

L FIND HIM =
NE &GOT T !
BUT IT Wik TaxkE
TINE ~MEANWHILE,
HOW CAN WE PACIFY

av’s
ev>°

Reg U S Par Off:
Copimight, 1940, by The Chicass T

IT SURE RINGS
THE BELL!

!l',,_____.._._.dl

' ![!l! BELL! WHAT BELL?

==

TEA LIKE TUIS

LIPTON'
EOR HIM? >

YOUR TEA, MAAM. TTS ThE | [THEBESTI ) / THERES WHERE

» WHO'D MIND GETTING | |AND ILL BET J{ YOURE WRONG! ! 2 ' :
CALLED OUT ON A COLD NIGHT IT COSTS LIPTON'S IS SO Awliﬁf’}%i’ép“é"&“%? ?féﬁ " HAVING
FOR A CHIMNEY PLENTY RICH AND FULL OF CUP AND NONE FOR THE SAME
FIRE IF THERE'S 1T's MAAM! FLAVOR IT GOES TEA THE

RITZY
FOLKS HAVE,
\ EH, WIFEY?

MOST
POPULAR DRANGE PEXOE & PEKOE I
TEA, - TEA 3
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