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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 

I could think of no better place 
to hide the box I had stolen from 

Belzer than under the bed. No 

matter where else I put it, I could 

think of a dozen reasons why he 

might want to look there. 

I tried to look calm when 1 

opened the door for him. 
“Hi, Butch” he greeted me jo- 

vially. “Nice of you to invite me 

over. I thought this afternoon that 

vve were enemies for life.” 
“I didn’t invite you over I re- 

minded him coldly. I was feeling a 

I was feeling a little uneasy. How- 
ever I couldn’t stay angry at him. 

1 was going to feel ashamed of my- 
self if he found that box, even 

though I felt that he, too, had taken 

it without permission—wiihout Jer- 

ry’s permission. 
Belzer dropped into my Desi 

chair. As usual, he neglected to re- 

move his hat. He carelessly lighted 
a cigaret, held the match uncer- 

tainly a moment, then dropped it 

on the floor. "Now, what’s this 

new angle you’ve uncovered on 

Markham’s murder?” he asked. 

"If I tell you. how do I know you 
won’t use it, and the knife story, 
too?” 

He looked hurt. “I’ve told you. 
Butch. I’ll use one or the other. 
And if your new dope is any good 
I'll probably use it. because I’ve 

got the knife story sewed up. No 
one else knows anything about it." 

I couldn't help wondering what 

he'd do if he knew how wrong he 
was. but I said. “I can’t tell you 
who killed Alfred Markham, but I 
do know that there was a drug ad- 
dict or a dope peddler somewhere 
in the background.” 

Belzer sat up. “W-what? Go on" 

"Tony Pappini is an addict.” I 
told him. "He was taken to a hos- 

pital tonight. I searched his room 

at the Rio Vista club and in a 

pocket of his clothes I found this.” 
I held out the small piece of paper 
with the number "732” written on 

Belzer studied the paper and 
frowned, "I don't get it,” he said. 

"A card with that same number 
was found in the pocket of Mark- 
ham after he was killed,” I re- 

minded him. 

Belzer pulled a notebook from 
his pocket and thumbed through 
it. He found the notes he had tak- 
en at the inquest. "By golly, you’re 
right.” 

Tony Pappim s supply of dope 
had been cut off.” I continued. “Al- 
fred was interested in helping dope 
addicts. He often told me he 
wished he could put his money into 
a hospital—” 

Belzer snapped his fingers. 
“That’s it Markham interfered 
with the guy who was supplying 
Tony, and was bumped off” 

“But Tony didn’t do it,” I said 
hastily. “You remember that Tony 
was sitting in the kitchen with 
Agatha, one of the maids, all the 
time Markham was in the garden.” 

“That’s right.” 
I handed Belzer the note of 

warning that had been left in the 
fuse box at the Rjo Vista club. 
“Read this.” 

He scanned it, and whistled. 
“Who wrote it?” 

“The same man who kidnaped 
me. He was in Tony Pappini's 
room tonight.” 

“Then he’s the guy we want” 
I held up a hand. “Wait a min- 

ute. He knows something about 
Tony’s secret. And you remember 
that it was his note to that poor 
boy—Tony’s helper—t hat caused 
the boy to commit suicide. He was 
a dope addict, too. But my kid- 
naper is not the killer of Alfred 
Markham.” 

“No? Why not?” 
“Because he attacked me a full 

hour after Alfred’s death. No mur- 
derer would stay at the scene of 
his crime for an hour—not when 
he had a boat handy in which to 
get away.” 

“Maybe he hoped to find the dia- 
monds Markham was carrying.” 

“But the body was taken away 
at least a half hour before.” 

Belzer rubbed his chin. “That’s 
right. Why in hell do you think up 
all these answers and then knock 
them to pieces?” 

“You shouldn’t object,” I told 
him. “Your story will last longer.” 

“You’ve got something there. 
And I’ll have to admit I’ve already 
figured out why that big guy was 

waiting in the garden—and it’s got 
nothing to do with murder. He was 
a bootlegger.” ■ 

“Bootlegger?” 
“Sure. They didn’t go out with 

repeal. There’s plenty of bootleg- 
gers in the business now, selling 
bad liquor cheap by not paying 
taxes. That’s where the Rio Vista 
club has been getting its drinks, 
and that’s how St. Clair, president 
of the club, has been making a lit- 
tle extra money on the side.” 

“You don’t mean St. Clair’s 
rnixea up 111 it: 

“Only as a customer. Remember 
how he was flustered by the cor- 
oner’s questions about the drinks 
served at the club? Remember 
how he acted kind of funny when 
Captain McDonald asked him how 
he knew there was a high tide the 
night Mr. Markham was killed?” 

“What’s a high tide got to dc 
with it?” 

“The bootleggers made their de- 
liveries on nights^ when the tide 
was high. They keep their stuff in 
a back room of the lower floor oi 
that old warehouse where you were 

kept prisoner. They can only take 
it out by boat when the tide is 
high.” 

“You found it there?” 
“Right. And there were prints 

of hobnailed boots on the floor.” 
“Belzer, you’re a genius” A 

new thought came to me. “Wha1 
about the company that owns the 
warehouse?” 

“I don’t think they know any- 
thing about it. Looked to me like 

no one had bothered to go down- 
stairs there for years.” 

“And you think the boatman 
who kidnaped me—” 

“He was delivering a sack full 
of bottles. I think he’d probably 
arrived a few minutes before you 
came out of the building looking 
for your knife. He heard the po- 
liceman talking with Jerry, and 
learned there was a murder. You 
discovered him, and to keep from 
getting mixed up in the murder he 

kidnaped you.” 
“If that's the answer, you still 

don’t know who killed Alfred 
Markham.” 

“It’s the answer, all right. The 
ballistics expert has traced the bul- 
let fired by that man’s gun. it 

came from a rifle once owned by 
a local bootlegger who’s now in 

jail. I think it's safe to guess that 
the gun is owned now by a former 
member of his gang.” 

“Where does the dope racket 
come in?” 

Belzer shrugged. He got to his 
feet, preparing to leave. “I don't 
know. It doesn’t fit into the puzzle, 
unless the killer is some person 
we haven’t yet suspected, but it 
makes a swell new angle. I’ll hold 
out my story about the knives for 
another day.” 

“And then?” 
“If you can dig up anything 

more I’ll go easy on your pal 
Jerry. You believe in his innocence 
—you sure do I don’t see why— 
everything's against him—unless 
you know something you haven't 
told me.” He grinned at me as he 
closed the door. “Think that one 

over. Butch” 
I sat down weakly on the bed. 1 

(To Be Continued) 

AWAIT ORDER 

ROME, June 3—Iff)— Ten thou- 
sand Italian World War veterans of 
Alpine regiments declared today 
they awaited only Premier Musso- 
lini’s order to throw themselves 
“across the mountains toward vic- 
tory.” They met in convention at 
Turin near the French border. 1 

LIONS WILL MEET 
IN DURHAM SOON 

Southeastern N. C. Clubs Will 

Be Well Represented 
At Convention 

The five Lions club in Southeast- 
ern North Carolina, Burgaw, Clin- 

ton, Faison, Wallace, and Wil- 

mington, are planning to send rep- 
resentatives to the annual state 
convention of Lions clubs sched- 
uled June 9, 10, and 11 in Durham. 

Program leaders will include: 
Governor Clyde R. Hoey; Alexan- 
der T. Wells, international presi- 
dent of Lions clubs; V. J. Ash- 

baugh, convention chairman; Neil 

J. Hester, of Raleigh, the district 

governor; and Lion James E. L. 

Wade, commissioner of public 
works. 

Lion Wade will discuss the com- 

pletion of arrangements to send a 

delegation from Lions clubs of the 
Carolina to the annual internation- 
al convention to be held in Havana, 

Cuba, next month. 

31 Families Are Aided 
By County Milk Fund 

The milk fund for New Hanover 

county mounted to $53, according 
to Mrs. L-. O. Ellis, executive sec- 

retary of Associated Charities. 
A total of 31 families are now 

getting milk, according to their 
needs, through this fund. 

One family, in which the hus- 
band is a T. B. patient, and a wife, 
a reactor to the T. B. tests, and 
seven children, •three of which are1 

reactors, are receiving milk through 
this fund. Several pellegra cases 

are recorded by Mrs. Ellis. 

TRAWLERS RETURN 
LONDON, J une 3—M—Fourteen 

bullet-scarred trawlers returned to 
the home port of Grimsby today 
with their crew's reporting attacks 
by German bombers. There w'er" 
no casualties. 1 
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THIS CURIOUS WORLD VerglT 
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ARE NIOTAS^ZO DURING Z-Z/^/E 
BOILINJfe PRODUCES A chemi- 
cal reaction which chances 
THEIR (GREENISH BLACK COLOR. 
TO A BRILLIANT CRIMSON. 

COPR. 1940 BY NEA SERVICE. INC. 
T. M. REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. 

"CURIOUS 
CUT IE " 

1 ^ // ^0^ 1 

11m what same is the 
masse shot 

ANSWER: Billiards. It is a stroke made by hitting the cue ball 
vertically or nearly so. 

DAILY CROSSWORD 
ACROSS 11. Goes astray 34. Female 

1. Owed, as 17. Dry, as wine sheep 
a debt 18. Conflict 36. Evening 

4 Likely 20. Italian poet party 
7 Corneous 21. To angle 37. Part of a 
9. Stop lightly churn 

12. Swiftly 22. Anger 38. Weeps 
13. Go into 23. Music note 39. Interroga- 
14. Priest of 25. To puli tive word 

Tibet along 41. French river 
15. Close 26. Have 42. Name word 
16. Waves 28. Sailing (gram.) 
18. Skin tumors vessel 43. Bristle-like t-t 
19. Portable 30. Exclama- organ Yesterday’s Answer 

chairs tion 47. Mineral 48. Thin Chinese 
21. Indistinct 33. Vase spring silk 
24. Wagon .... 

25. Toward 77 >7 I 2 3 >7 4 
~ 

16 V/ A//A 
27. A flower 74/7: 74 '// /// 
29. Exhibit -7^4- 
31. Exist yy 
32. Attractive, To”---—-- 

as a child 47 * 

35. Arista __ __ ___ Cyy. __ 

36. Siiarp 14 PPy/7/p ,£> 
38. Faint _Z/tZZtZu.__ 
40. Merits 16 17 'yy IQ 
44. A State 

__ 

45. Footcov- Y/77/7// 19 20 77 77 
tring ^ £2 ___ 74 77 

46. Farm 21 22 23 77 24 77 25 26 
buildings /7 74 

S:SS.», 27 -2S7~7- 
S!:Chr“nt ai 732 33—p, 77 is-- 

1. A play 38 51 7/40 F 42 43 
2. Doffs the cap _____74__ 

_ 4. One who 46 47 yy HQ 
excels 'y/y 

5. Small flags 4^ 277 50- 6. Potatoes 74 

gS parts b^d5' ^ I 
10. Chair Distributed by King Features Syndicate-, Inc. ^ ^ 
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OUT OUR WAY By J. R. Williams 

vJ.R WILLIAMS 
born thirtv vears too soon 

OUR BOARDING HOUSE with 
% MY WORD, LITTLE MAN, WHAT A NEAtJ 
| STACK OF DISCARDED TICKETS YOU | 
■A HAVE THERE.'—EGAD, IT ALWAYS J I PLEASES ME TO OBSERVE YOUTH 0 I EXPRESSING THE ACCUMULATIVE M 
j INSTINCT — AS A LAD X SAVED jl ( I STAMPS— HAR'RUMPH/? — X 1 1 
/Mind if i look at them a) \\\ 
(MOMENT? 
^^TTPTOXS^ EGADj ourfoufT) 
/ PRECIOUS&5 TICKETS 
\RlSMT ON^TOP/y-^/ 

■ 
PICK up! 
CKETS/ ) 
iSE TO 4 
yg-manJ WOODsJ 
IG/ 

VV1 If? J / ?; \\ :l 

CUWE OLD 
BLOOD PRESSURE 
IS GOING UP LIKE : 

A CAT'S BACK/ 
V_ _ 

LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE Goins Horn! 
f I'M GETTIN YOU SURE) 

AWFUL HOMESICK CAN, ANNIE 
TO SEE THE IT WON’T 

TECUMS AND OLD BE LONG 
SANDY AGAIN- NOW- J 

CAN’T I GO HOME -S 

LPRETTY SOON? 

f^WHAT ABOUT \ f HE'S IN THE ^ 
OLD AXEL? A TRAP NOW- 

HE'S AWFUL MEAN HE JUST 
AND TRICKY- (l DOESN'T KNOW 

ARE YOU SURE IT YET- J 
YOU CAN OUT-SMART v-' 

HIM ALL RIGHT 
J 

( WE’RE ONLY X. 
WAITING TILL HIS / WHEE! 
WHOLE GANG IS CAN I WRITE 
IN THE TRAP UNCLE JOHN AND 
WITH HIM-JUST y/ AUNTIE JILL TO 
A DAY OR SO A EXPECT ME 

_ / 
^ MORE— 1 1REAL SOON?J 

T WHY NOT? 
I I’LL DROP YOUR I C.AN SEE TH 1 
j LETTER IN A MAIL i KIDS AT SCHOOL I 5 BOX WHEN I J AGAIN, AND <£ 
| GET BACK TO y TO TH' MOVIES L TOWN- AND EVERTHING- 

WASH TUBBS G-Men Not Wanted By Roy Cram 
rTUA! SACRE'TOUNERRe! FOR 6HAME, 

ME, I T'lMK YOU DAT RAS UNCLE JACKIE! 
CAL, BULL PAWSOU, COMIN1 ALWAYS FI6HT- 

IN6! I HEAR 
ABOUT IT. 

YOU LET ME 
■SEE WHERE 

you HURT 
Mums 

poof: ME, I 
PLAWTy HOKAY. 
BY DE WAY, TITA, 
DIS CAP'M EASY 

MAH FREU 

GLAD 
KNOW you, 

CAP'U EAiV 

GASOLINE ALLEY, Complications Set In 

moK\ voo. msw pip sod err /m rom? V; 
-j saw. i ow't nok/ ear ra msst sod P,: 

giGHT Apree Five °'aoCfc'.^BM^f 

MIMA’S FATHER, Jf 
LIKE HIM BOT p 
Tl HAVE To ] 

ENTERTAIN him. M 

THE GUMPS When Dreams Come True 

I I II v 

s -\ / Y-YOU DON'T 

( MEAN TILDA'S 
\ 6>OY FRIEND ' 

V1IS.-IS.- 

/ NO-NOT HEVE 
HOE-IT'S, BABT'S. , 
PRINCE CHARMING/1 

HE WAS THE 
^HJTCH-HIKCR// / 

p Hi 

V/, 

_ 

; 

/ OOH.COUSEEV \ / V 
: / MIN-1 HAVE HORREE&Lt \ / / , 

I DREAMS-1 SEE MY K / 
,/ PREENCE CHARMEENEi / X_. 

/ EEN A HOSPlTAU VOEETHI l/''j ; 

I fcAE> EENJURY— .g®* f 
4 TAamk eooDNE^s. \ >y\ 11 

>% EET WAE.UUS' * if 

DREAM^/ 
— W! IT 

BRICK BRADFORD—Seeks the Diamond Doll By William Ritt and Clarence Gray I 

WHAT DO YOU SAY WE GC I 
FOR A RIDE THIS MORNING,, 

THAT'S THE BROKEN 
BOW RANGE -LETS 
RIDE IN THAT 
DIRECTION 

BRICK, LET'S TETHER OUR 
HORSES AND CLIMB UP 
THERE FOR THE VIEW ' 

COMING ALONG, AW, SHUCKSCLIMB N 

"7 BUCKO? y" MOUNTAINS IS WORK- | 
v—BUT—O.K., LET'S 6Oh j 


