
READ THIS FIRST: 
I, Bill Strickland, am suspected 

in the murder of my friend, Al- 
fred Markham, rich young jeweler, 
at a party at the Rio Vista club. 

Captain of Detectives Clyde Mc- 
Donald is convinced of my in- 

nocence, but young Coroner Silver 
still doubts me. The coroner is sur- 

prised when he learns that tracks 
of hobnailed boots were found in 

the garden near where Markham 
was killed. He reports he has 

fcund similar tracks near the body 
r.i a supposed suicide. 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
The coroner’s announcement, 

that linked my friend’s death with 

this new tragedy, was probably 
more startling to me than to Cap- 
tain McDonald. I was speechless. 

The captain jumped up, leaving 
his coffee cup half full. He slapped 
a half dollar on the counter. 
"We’ve got to look into this! 

Where is it, Silver?” 
"Out on the West Side. Pathetic 

case He was hardly more than a 

boy and the only breadwinner in 

the’family. Shot himself. It was 

plain as day. I don’t understand. 
We all hopped into the captain’s 

car, and again were accompanied 
by a fingerprint expert as we roll- 

ed away from the police station, 
turning westward on San Miguel 
street. 

It was almost 1 a. m. by now. 

The theater patrons had gone 
home and the streets were desert- 
ed. Captain McDonald made no 

attempt to slow down for inter- 

sections. Coroner Silver’s right 
hand gripped a door handle, and 
I could tell from the expression 
on his face that he wished he’d 
criven his own car. “Next turn to 

the right,” he said. “Better slow 
down. It’s a narrow street.” 

We drew up behind another car i 
in front of a narrow, two-story 
house. The street lamp showed 
gray paint from the rickety porch 
pillars. The top step was broken. 

“I left one of my deputies, Hen- 

derson, to complete the investiga- 
tion,” the coroner explained. “He’s 

probably upstairs.” 
We pushed the front door open 

without ceremony. Somewhere in 

the back of the house, through the 

open living room door, I heard a 

woman weeping. It made my heart 
sick. 

The coroner iea rne way up me 

worn, red-carpeted stairs to the 
second floor. Henderson heard us 

and came into the narrow hall 
fiom the back bedroom. He seem- 

ed surprised. “I’ve already sent 
the body to the morgue,” he said. 

T was just cleaning up a few de- 
tails.” 

The coroner nodded and follow- 
ed him through the door. “This is 
the room Gentlemen. The body 
was lying on that bed, shot through 
the right temple. The gun was ly- 
ing on the floor where it apparent- 
ly had dropped from the boy’s 
hand. His right arm was hanging 
over the side of the bed.” 

“I checked the gun for finger- 
prints, just as a precaution,” Hen- 
derson interrupted. “The only 
prints on it corresponded to the 

prints of the boy’s fingers. He fir- 
ed it, all right.” 

“How about the door?” asked 
Captain McDonald. 

“Locked on the inside,” Silver 
told him. “We had to break the 
lock to get in. The window was 

locked on the inside, too.” 
“Rather strange for a bedroom 

window to be locked, wasn’t it?” 
“That’s what I thought. I decid- 

ed the boy had locked it before 
he shot himself, perhaps to dead- 
en the sound of the shot.” 

"Or perhaps he was afraid of 
something outside?” the captain 
suggested. 

“I thought of that, too, so I went 
down and examined the vacant lot 
next to this. That’s where I found 
the boot prints.” 

“Let’s look at them,” the cap- 
tain suggested. 

Henderson put a hand on my 
arm as I followed the others out 
the door. “I don’t get it,” he said, 
’’what’s the mystery? Looked like 
a plain suicide to me.” 

“Better stay here and see inai 

nothing is touched,” Coroner Sil- 

ver told him. 

Again came the sound of weep- 

ing. “Who is she?” I whispered to 

Silver. 
"Mother,” he informed me. 

‘They lived here all alone. Fa- 

ther’s dead. She’s sick.” 
“They have an idea it may be 

murder,” I told him. 
He whistled softly. 
I was glad we went out the front 

door instead of the back, although 
I felt somehow as though I were 

shirking a duty. Someone ought tc 

be with that heart-broken woman. 

“There’s a light next door,” 1 

observed. “I’m going to see if a 

neighbor won’t come over.” 
“Good idea.” 
The woman next door thought 

at first I was her husband return- 

ing home. She came to the front 
door in her kimona, a beligerenl 
gleam in her eye. She was a for- 
midable person; but sympathy 
transformed her. “Oh, the pool 
dear!” she exclaimed when I told 
her what was the matter. “To be 
shure, I’ll be right over. I’d nc 

idea, at all, what was all the goin’s 
on. The poor, poor dear—and hirr 
such a nice boy!” 

T wrt+ni’nn/I t r, f /•» r* C> O V «-» 

ining the soil of the vacant lot 
■ There’s no doubt about it,” Me 
Donald was saying. ‘‘These are th( 
same size boots as left the track: 
in the garden at the Rio Vist. 
club last night. The fellow walket 
in here from the sidewalk anc 
stood below the window, thei 
walked back. He made no attemp 
to cover up.” 

“That might indicate,” I sug 
gested, “that he had no idea h< 
was going to be involved in an 
other death.” 

Captain McDonald chewed h i ; 

cigar. “He seems to be on hant 
when things happen. I’d like ti 
meet that man! Sullivan, taki 
some photographs of those track; 
and make casts of them, if yoi 
can. We’ll compare them with thi 
tracks in the garden, and be sure.’ 

We left Sullivan setting up hi; 
equipment, and went back into thi 
house and upstairs to the deatl 

room. I heard the back door down- 
stairs slam, and recognized the 
voice of the neighbor as it drifted 
faintly to the upstairs hall. ■ 

“Find anything unusual in the 
room?” Coroner Silver asked his 
assistant. 

“Nothing at all. Waste basket 
empty. Nothing in his clothes 
worth mentioning.” He hesitated. 
"Of course, you already know 
about the hypodermic needle.” 

“What’s that?” asked Captain 
McDonald, figuratively pricking up 
his ears. 

“The poor boy was a dope ad- 
dict, Coroner Silver told him. 
"His mother apparently doesn’t 
know. She told us he’d been ill for 
months. Aside from that, I couldn’t 
get much out of her.” 

I was looking at the floor under 
the dresser. A small crumpled 
piece of paper lay next to the base- 
board. It had been out of sight 
until a breeze through the newly 
opened window had moved it into 
view. I picked it up and idly 
smoothed it out, then my heart 
jumped. It was a sheet from a 

notebook, similar to that tossed 
through the library window at the 
Markham place. 

“What’s that” the captain ask- 
ed quickly. 

“A lirorninrf ** T cni/1 no eei'n rf + 

over. “No wonder the boy locked 
the window, after this came 

through from the man below!” 
He read it aloud: ‘“If you tell 

the police where I was last night, 
I won’t keep your secret. Meet me 
at midnight. You’ll do the job this 
time.’” 

“Something criminal here,” said 
the coroner. “Henderson, did you 

i find out anything more about this 
boy—where he worked?” 

“Yes, sir. He was cook’s helper 
; at the Rio Vista club.” 

(To Be Continued) 

PRYOR APPOINTED 
PHILADELPHIA, May 17—(£•)— 

Samuel F. Pyror, Jr., republican na- 

i tional committeeman from Connecti- 
[ cut, was appointed today to succeed 

Ralph E. Williams of Oregon as 
head of the committee on arrange- 

; ments for the republican national 
i convention here next month. Wil- 
> lims died last night. 

; In Australia, poisonous species of 
: snakes far outnumber harmless 

kinds. 
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