
READ THIS FIRST: 

I, Bill Strickland, am suspected 
In the murder of my friend, Alfred 
Markham, rich young jeweler, at 

a party in the Rio Vista clubhouse 
garden. I am kidnaped by a man 

who attacks me in the dark garden 
an hour later, but I escape from 
him the next morning in a rowboat 
and am picked up by a newspaper 
reporter and Louise Markham, in 

a motor boat. Miss Markham, con- 

vinced I am innocent, takes me 

to her home, where a doctor says 
all I need is rest. 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
I spent the rest of that day on 

the couch in the Markham li- 
brary. I suspected that the report- 
er had not notified the police, and 

had no intention of doing so untii 
after his paper went to press the 

next morning, but I remembered 
that he had saved my life. I be- 
lieved his deception was doing no 

great harm, and decided that I 

would not spoil his story for him. 

Also, I enjoyed having such a 

beautiful nurse. She did not smile 

again, though I did my best to 

distract her attention. 
“You are very brave,” I told 

her. “Most girls would be in 
tears.” 

"I did cry.” she admitted, last 

night, Alfred was always a won- 

derful brother to me. But I have 

been away at school for years; 
perhaps 'that is why his death has 

not prostrated me. ‘nd there is 
George, my other brother, to give 
me strength.” 

“Nevertheless, you are very 
brave,” I repeated. “I had no idea 
who you were until the doctor 
spoke your name, yand I would 
never have suspected.” 

‘‘Silly of me, wasn’t it, to be out 
in a boat? That reporter came to 
the house and said he wanted to 

search the river. I let him borrow 
our boat, and I went along. I sim- 
ply had to do something!” 

"I wonder what he expected to 
find?” 

“He said he was sure the mur- 

derer had come and gone in a 

boat, and that you had been taken 
away in a boat. There is a police 
boat down river, so he was fairly 
certain no one would try to go that 

way. We went down only as far as 

the club, then circled back up- 
stream, looking for strange boats. 
We didn’t get far. I believe he has 

gone back to continue his hunt 
this afternoon.” 

"He’s not so dumb at that,” 1 
observed. 

“He certainly acts as though he 
would cut off his right arm to get 
a story. 1 never saw him until to- 
day. He had my life history in fif- 
teen minutes.” 

“He’s very self-centered. He 
never did introduce us.” 

“Oh, I knew who you are as 

soon as we pulled you into the 
boat and he said you were the man 

who had disappeared from the 
club. Alfred often spoke of you. 
You and he were great friends, 
weren’t you? This must be a blow 
to you, too.” 

I swallowed. "It is.” 
She went to the kitchen to brew 

me a cup of tea. After a time she 
returned. “I’ll read you a story,” 
she said. “Perhaps it will take 
both our minds off our troubles.” 

The afternoon wore on. I won- 

dered who else was in the house. I 
heard no sound of any other occu- 

pant. Reporters from the afternoon 
and evening papers came to speak 
to her. She met them at the door, 
and they had no reason to suspect 
my presence. 

Toward evening I sat up. I felt 
much better—almost normal, in 
fact. When Belzer burst in and 
saw me, however, he set up a 

howl. “Put that bandage back on 

your head,” he demanded. “You’re 
a sick man, and the photographer 
is here to prove it.” 

The photographer came in, load- 
ed down with his big camera and 
flash bulbs again. He set up his 
tripod. Belzer posed me. 

“I hope you realize I would 
never do this if I didn’t feel in- 
debted,” I said, as he directed me 

how to grimace as though in pain. 
They took six flash pictures. 
“I’ve got the story typed,” the 

reporter announueu. **** 

to do is wait four more hours and 
it’s ours, exclusive. We’ll rush 
these pictures down and get em 

printed. I found your boat. We shot 
closeups, showing the bullet 
holes.” He grinned. “Boy, what 
a yarn!” 

After he had gone the doorbell 
rang again. I heard Miss Markham 
greeting “George” in the entry, 
and knew her brother had return- 
ed. He went directly upstairs. She 

came into the library with a finger 
over her lips. She was carrying 
a pair of shoes for me to wear. 

“I do feel indebted to that re- 

porter, despite his bad manners, 
she whispered. “I’ll keep George 
out of here for a while. He is very 
impulsive, and would insist that 

you go right to the other papers 
with your story.” 

I nodded as she withdrew and 
closed the door. I put on the shoes. 

There were sounds in the kitchen 
now, informing me that the cook, 
at least, had returned. 

George, coming down the stairs, 
started to open the library door, 
but his sister called him to dinner. 
A short time later, apparently 
while he still was eating, she 
brought me my dinner on a tray. 

"George is in a terrible temper 
tonight,” she whispered. “The po- 
lice have discovered nothing to- 
day. I believe our reporter ac- 

complished more than all of them 
put together.” 

I finished by dinner. Ono one call- 
ed for the tray. I lay there listening 
to George and his sister talking, 
which did not embarrass me, be- 
cause I could not tell what they 
were saying. George sounded petu- 
lant. His sister’s voice was low, 
musicial. 

I opened the window beside my 
couch and stood up to enjoy the 
Iresh air. I stretched my arms. My 
joints and muscles ached, but oth- 
erwise seemed returning to nor- 
mal. The dizziness had left my 
lead. 

Something came flying through 
the window. Bef tel could duck 
it struck me full in the face and 
dropped to the floor. I stooped and 
picked up a wad of paper that had 

been wrapped around a small 
stone to give it weight. ,, 

On the library table I spread it 
out and read: 

“You haven’t got away from me. 

I’m waiting for you. If you go to 
the police you won’t live to be 
sorry about it. A rifle makes too 
much noise down town, but there 
are other ways!” 

The note was unsigned. It was 

written on several sheets of paper 
torn from a cheap notebook. 

I snapped off the light and look- 
ed out the window there was 

no one in sight. The man who 
threw the note would not have had 
time to run over to the end of the 
block. He must be hiding outside. 

There was a telephone on the li- 
brary table. I picked it up to call 
the police station, then changed 
my mind. As I set it back on its 
hook the room lights flashed on. 

George Markham was standing in 
the doorway, his sister beside 
him restraining him with one slim 
hand. 

“It’s all right, George,” she 
said. “You know Bill Strickland, 
Alfred’s friend. He’s hurt. This 
was the best place he could stay.” 

“The best place Louise, 
are you out of your mind? The 
police think this is the man who— 
who—” 

“That’s silly. George.” 
George Markham was not a bad 

looking sort he was tall, well 
built, well dressed. I saw the re- 

semblance to Alfred. I also saw 

that I was putting him in an em- 

barrassing situation. 
“I feel much better,” I told him. 

“There is no need for me to stay 
here longer. I understand how you 
feel about it. I’ll go.” 

"Where?” Louise asked. 
“To the police station. It’s time 

they heard my story.” 
“I’m going with you!” declared 

the girl. 
“Suppose we all go!” George 

suggested. 
TO BE CONTINUED 
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