
CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 
Dur. Burcham explained Tony 

Pappini’s disappearance to us 

when he arrived twenty minutes 
later 

"The poor fellow was a drug ad- 
dict." he said. •'Something hap- 
pened. to deprive him of his drugs, 
and he probably was half mad for 

the lack of them. He's had spells 
like this before, but never so se- 

vere.” 
"A drug addict!” I looked dow-n 

at Louise beside me—we were 

standing in the main parlor and 

said: “That explains Tony’s inter- 

est in your brother. Perhaps you 

knew, Alfred always wanted to do 

something for the victims of the 

dope habit. He said it is a dis- 

ease.” ■, 

She looked up at me and said 

nothing. Her face was pale, as 

though the blood that had drained 

from it at Tony's scream had not 

yet been able to return. She had 

stayed close to me in all the en- 

suing minutes, begging me not to. 

join in the hunt which servants and 
quests immediately organized. 

“It is a disease. me aocioi 

agreed. “I don't doubt that he was 

having some horrible sort of dream 

when you knocked on the door. The 

sound would be distorted in his 

nightmare, terrifying him. He 

leaped from the window. The print 
of his body is in the soft mud at 

the edge of the river, where he 

fell. Where he went from there 

we don't know. The police have 

arrived and are searching with 

flashlights.” 
“It was tragic. I should never 

have knocked on the door 

The doctor shrugged his shoul- 
ders. “How were you to know? 
And the same thing might have 

happened when I entered the 

room.” 
Louise tugged at my arm. “Bill! 

Let's sit down somewhere. I—1—” 
I escorted her to a chair. "I’m 

sorry. This must be an ordeal for 

you. I wish you hadn't come.” 
“I’ll be all right in a minute.” 

She tried to smile, but couldn't. 
“I’m afraid I’ll have nightmares, 
too." 

The doctor had gone outside, 

perhaps to join the searchers. I 

looked after him. I knew I ought 
to be doing something. 

“I know,” said Louise, “you 
think I’m just a hindrance. I—I’m 

not used to this sort of thing, I’ll 

admit. But I’ve got my courage 
back, really I have. I think we 

should go upstairs again 
“Upstairs—” 
The color was flowing back into 

her cheeks. She stood up. Her 

slender hands were clenched tight- 
ly. “We must search that room!” 

I didn’t understand what it was 

she would search for, but I saw 

the urgency in her eyes. I rose to 

protest, but she waved my objec- 
tions away. “Dope,” she said, 
“drove Tony Pappini mad. The 

killing of my brother was an act 

of madness. Somewhere in that 

room is a clue to where Tony got 
his dope. That will lead us to the 
killer!” 

“You shouldn’t go back there. 
I’ll hunt if you wish.” 

“Why shouldn’t I?” 
“Suppose the police catch us at 

it? It wouldn’t look right for you 
to be alone there in the room with 
me, searching a man’s private ef- 
fects.” 

“Nonsense. Come on. We must 
hurry.” 

There was no better argument 
to discourage her. I surrendered, 
and we ran up the stairs together. 
At the far end of the hall I saw 

the door of Pappini’s room tightly 
shut, and a light shinng out 

through the transom. 
I grasped Louise by the arm and 

whispered: “There’s someone in 
that room! The door was open 
when we left, and I remember Dr 
Burcham snapping off the light.” 

She didn’t share my fears. “The 

police may have been in the room 

since we were. I don’t hear a 

sound.” 
We started along the hall. I in- 

sisted on going first. A shadow 
moved across the transom, and wt 

stopped still. “There is someone 

in that room!” I whispered again. 
•He has the light burning on the 

dresser, and he stepped in front 

of it.” 
Instinctively we shrank against 

the wall. My foot struck a metal 
flower pot standing there, and the 

resultant '‘clank” must have been 

audible in the room ahead of us. I 

heard a sudden movement in the 

room. The lights went dim. There 

was a scraping sound, a flash of 

light beyond the transom and all 

went black. Whoever was in the 

room had contrived to short circuit 
the lamp, blowing out the fuse and 
throwing this entire wing of the 

clubhouse into darkness. 
Louise gasped. I put an arm 

around her. She was trembling 
■ Be perfectly still.” I whispered. 
‘He may have a gun 

We heard the door of Tony Pap- 
pini’s room open. I imagined I saw 

the shape of a very large man 

silhouetted momentarily against 
the dim light of the window be- 

yond. He rushed past us down the 

hall. I heard him stumble as he 

fled down the stairs. 
We waited a minute before run- 

ning after him. I couldn't take a 

chance with Louise. At the top of 

the stairs we paused. I heard the 

latch of the glass doors into the 

garden click as one of the doors 
closed. "He’s gone that way!” 1 

whispered. He's got a boat 

Louise was right behind me when 
we reached the glass doors. As we 

opened them there sounded the 
sudden clatter of a motorboat com- 

ing to life. It drew away quickly 
down the river. 

"He's gone. No use going after 
him.” I told Louise "Maybe he 
left a clue behind me. Now's our 

chance to search that room again.” 
"But the lights—” 
"There’s a switchbox in the hall 

near the kitchen door. We'll prob- 
ably find the fuses there.” 

I struck a match. We found the 
switch box wdthout difficulty 
There were extra fuses, easily in 
serted, and the lights w e n t or 

again. 
"Here's a note!” Louise ex 

claimed, picking up a piece of pa 

per on which extra ruses naa 

been lying. She opened it, read, 
and gasped. “Bill! Read it!” 

The note was written in a 

sprawling handwriting I had seen 

before. “I thought you were off 
my trail.” it read. “This is a 

last warning!” 
There was fright in Louise’s 

eyes. “Who wrote it?” 
“The man who kidnaped me. I 

thought I recognized his shape 
when he came out of Tony’s room. 

This clinches it!” 
“The murderer! What are we 

going to do?” 
“We’re going back to that 

room!” I grasped one of her slim 
arms and almost ran to the stair- 
way. A minute later we were in 

Tony’s room. It was a shambles. 
Clothing had been pulled out of 

the closets and thrown on the floor. 

| Drawers of the dresser had been 
i emptied out on the bed, which had 

j been denuded of blankets and 
sheets. 

“I'm afraid.” I said, “that a 

pretty thorough job has already 
been done.” 

We searched for fifteen minutes. 
There seemed to be nothing in the 
room that we might not normally 
expect to find there. I went through 
all pockets of Tony’s clothing. They 

I had been emptied—except for one 

small piece of paper wadded into 
I ihe seam of one trousers pocket. 

I smoothed it out. There was noth- 
I ing written on it but a number, 

“732. I frowned. It was familiar. 
Unless I was mistaken, it was the 
number that had been written on 

the back of a card found in Alfred 
Markham's pocket after he was 

killed. 1 
(To Be Continued) 
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| CORRESPONDENT OUSTED 
ROME. May 30.—(.Pi—Itaalian au- 

thorities today expelled Pierre Gal- 

lozzi, French correspondent of the 

newspaper Paris Soir. The reason 

was not made public, but friends 
said they understood Italians had 
found some of Gallozzi’s recent ar- 

ticles to be objectionable. 

MITCHELL HONORED 
MILWAUKEE. May 30.—(Pi- 

Thirty aviators of the Wisconsin 
civil air corps today flew over the 

grave of the late Brig. Gen. William 
Mitchell, Wor'id War aviation chief 
of the United States, and dropped 
Loral tributes. 
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