
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
“It obviously was not as impos- 

sible for Mr. Strickland to have 

co—mitted this murder as some 

people seem to think,” the coroner 

commented. He threw a glance of 

triumph at Captain McDonald. 

I might have collapsed, except 
for the press of people around me. 

The room was reeling. 
“However,” the coroner contin- 

ued. “we must look into all 

angles.” He asked his witness, 
“Mr. Beriy, did you see Montcalm 
go out into the garden shortly after 
Strickland went upstairs?” 

“Yes, but I didn’t think anything 
about it at the time.” 

“WTiy not? That is positive evi- 

dence that Jerry Montcalm was 

alone with the jeweler a few min- 

Utes before he was found dead. 
“But there was no murder then— 

I mean, we didn’t know about it 

then. A lot of us had gone out into 

the garden earlier, before the over- 

head lights were switched off.” 
“Could anyone have remained 

out there?” 
“I suppose so, but I thought ev- 

eryone was accounted for. 

The coroner didn’t reply. We all 

knew the answer. Everyone at the 

party had been around the piano, 
with the exception of Jerry and 

me. 
Poor Jerry was due for more 

Questioning. The coroner called 
him. and Jack Berry stepped 
down. 

Jerry was even more nervous 

than before. I guessed that some- 

one had been explaining to him 

what a fix he was getting himself 
into. He fingered the buttons on 

his coat. 
“You are certain that Markham 

was alive when Strickland went 

upstairs?” Silver asked him. 

“Yes, sir. Markham was looking 
up at the sky.” 

“And you were the next person 
to go out into the garden where 

Markham was?” 
“I—I thought 1 was. it was omy 

a couple of minutes later I went 
out. Al wasn’t standing there any 
more. I couldn’t see him. I started 
walking across the court to look 
for him. I must have turned to look 
behind me—I know I heard a 

sound—and I stumbled over Al be- 
side the lily pond. He was lying on 

his back. It looked like he had 

just fallen and was hurt. I said. 
‘What’s wrong, Al?’—” 

“Yes, I know,” interrupted the 
coroner. “Tell us what you meant 

—you thought you heard a sound 
behind you.” 

“Well, it wasn't exactly behind 
me. It seemed to be above me. I 
—I really couldn’t locate it, sir.” 

“What kind of sound?” 
“A swishing—through the air.” 
“Was that all? You didn’t hear 

anything else?” 
“I don’t know. Just at that min- 

ute I stumbled over Al. I forgol 
all about the sound then.” 

“Could it have been a bird?” 
“I don’t think so. There was a 

sort of hiss.” 
This new testimony apparently 

was a surprise and a puzzle to the 
coroner. He dismissed Jerry and 
called several other witnesses tc 
ask if they could offer any explan- 
tion. No one could. 

I seemed to be forgotten. All at- 
tention was centered on Jerry, al- 
though a few minutes earlier I had 
thought I was as good as convicted. 
It was not until Captain McDonald 
took the stand, was sworn in and 
began to testify that I was brought 
back into the case. 

“And you looked at all the win 
dows facing on the court?” the cor- 
oner asked him. 

“Yes. They were a 11 locked 
They were all dusty, too. No one 
could have opened them that nighi 
without leaving a mark of some 
kind in the dust, and there were nc 
marks. Only exception was the 
window in the upstairs bathroom, 
which was wide open.” 

“Could anyone have climbed ou' 
the bathroom window on a rope 
and back up again—or could he 
have used the wire that held the 
electric lights on which to climb': 
I believe the north end of the wire 
was fastened near that window.’ 

Captain McDonald shook hi: 

head. “The ground below the win- 

dow was all freshly spaded the aft- 
ernoon before, and there was not a 

mark on it. No one could have got- 
ten out of that window without 
leaving tracks there.” 

“One of the previous witnesses 
has testified about the light well. 
Did you investigate that?” 

“Yes. We decided that was the 

way Strickland climbed down into 

the garden to look for the knife he 

had dropped. But we also learned 
that during the time when Mark- 

ham must have been killed, Tony 
Pappini, the cook, and Agatha, one 

of the maids, were sitting in the 

kitchen.” 
It was the coroner's turn to be 

taken aback. Captain McDonald 
was throwing a monkey wrench 
into the coroner's theory, and my 
heart leaped with new hope. 

“You mean,” said Silver, “that 
in your opinion it was impossible 
for Strickland to have killed Mark- 
ham?” 

“Obviously.” 
The coroner dismissed him and 

looked around the room. “Are 
there any other persons who wish 
to testify?” 

There were no others. He gave 
the case to his jury. 

“You now have all the facts so 

far as we know them,” he an- 

nounced. “We have gone into this 
in unusual detail because of the 

prominence of the victim. To sum- 

marize: Alfred Markham, popular 
young jeweler with a reputation for 
a good character and no known 
enemies, is found lying dead in the 
Rio Vista clubhouse garden shortly 
before 11 o’clock, by Jerry Mont- 
calm, who says he went out to see 

him about some diamonds for an 

engagement ring. The diamonds 
were hidden in the collar of Mark- 
ham’s coat and were still there 
when officers searched the body. 

“The doctor has testified that 
Markham was stabbed to death 
from in front by some sharp in- 
strument on which were grains of 
soil. A broken croquet mallet with 
blood on it was found near the 
place Markham had been standing 
in the rose arbor. A stool was 

missing from the arbor and an 

electric light wire overhead had 

been torn down. Marks on the walk 

indicated that the jeweler had begn 
killed in the rose arbor and 

dragged beside the lily pond, 
where he was found lying face up- 

wards. 
“All members of the party had 

been in the parlor at the time of 
the killing, except Strickland and 

possibly Montcalm, witnesses say. 
During the investigation Strickland 
climbed down by way of the light 
well to retrieve his knife, which he 
had dropped in the garden, and 
which he thought would be evi- 
dence against him. He was at- 
tacked by someone hiding in the 
bushes and was taken away in a 

boat and made prisoner in a ware- 

house, from which he escaped, he 
has told the newspapers. 

“Captain McDonald has testified 
all windows but one were locked, 
and there were no footprints under 
that window and no footprints, ex- 

cept Strickland’s, between the riv- 
er and the scene of the crime. 

“That is all, unless you have 

questions.” 
There were no questions. The 

jury retired into the next room. 

Coroner Silver surprised me by 
stepping down and advancing to- 
ward me with hand outstretched. 
“1 fear I must apologize, Strick- 
land,” he said. “I’d been banking 
on that light well. Captain McDon- 
ald has removed the last doubt of 
your innocence.” 

My mouth was open, I believe, 
as I shook his hand. 

The jury returned and handed 
Coroner Silver a written verdict. 
He read it and announced to the 
assemblage: “It is the decision of 
the jury that Alfred Markham 
came to his death by being stab- 
bed through the heart with a sharp 
instrument by a person or persons 
unknown. Murder. The case now 

is out of my hands. I hope the po- 
lice can find the missing clues.” 

(To Be Continued) 

NEGOTIATING 
PORTO Al.EGP.E, Brail, May 26 — 

CP)—The Mexican consul announced 

today that the Brazilian and the 
Mexican governmets are negotiating 
for the sale of $10,000,000 worth of 
Mexican oil to Brazil. It would be 
paid for, he said, partly in cash and 

partly in agricultural products, in- 

cluding beans and rice. 
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