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CHAPTER FORTY.-ONE 
On my way to the Markham 

home I stopped at the police sta- 

tion. “Has that fellow William Cal- 
'a been brought in yet?” I asked. 

"He ought to be in here any 

minute,” the sergeant informed 
me, squinting up at the clock. 

“Could I talk with him?” 
He shook his head. “I don’t 

think so.” 
“Couldn’t George Markham and 

I talk with him, if there were some 

of the police with us?” 
“Oh, I guess that can be ar- 

ranged.” 
“Thanks. Will you give me a 

ring at the Markham place?” 
“Sure.” 
My plans were still a little hazy, 

but they began to take shape in 

my mind as I called a cab. All de- 

pended on how willing the captive 
would be to talk. Perhaps I knew 

enough to make him talk. 

Louise met me at her door. 
“Bill! I saw you arrive,” she said. 
“The police just telephoned. They 
have the man you were trying to 

capture last night!” 
“Yes, I know.” The hope in her 

eyes troubled me. I almost wished 
Calla had escaped, now that I real- 
ized how dangerous he was to her 

future happiness. “I came to get 
your brother to go to the police 
station with me and question him.” 

“May I go, too?” 
I shook my head. “No, I’m 

afraid not, Louise.” 
At that moment George ap- 

peared behind his sister. I explain- 
ed what I wanted. 

“Be right with you,” he said. He 

got his coat. A moment later we 

climbed into the Markham car. 

Louise waved goodby. I wondered 
if I had hurt her feelings. Perhaps 
1 should have made some sort of 
explanation—but it could not have 
been the true one. 

We found three men in the po- 
lice chief’s private office. William 
Calla stood a head taller than his 
captor beside him. Handcuffs had 
been snapped on his wrists and he 
was strangely subdued. His chin 
had sunk low and he was looking 
at the desk, not at the chief, who 
was speaking. 

—“and so,” said the chief, tap- 
ping the top of the desk with a 

pencil as he looked at the pris- 
oner, "this time you are going up 
for a long stretch. We have the 
goods on you. 

Then he noticed us. "Oh, hello 
there, Mr. Markham and Mr. 
Strickland. So you want a few 
words with our prize exhibit here? 
I'd like to listen in.” 

“Certainly,” I agreed. “I just 
want to ask him what he knows 
about dope peddling.” 

“He knows plenty. We’ve sus- 

pected him of that gar. * for a long 
time—a sort of side line for his 
bootlegging. Or maybe the boot- 
legging was just a blind to cover 

up the dope peddling. We planted 
men who knew him at two piers 
in San Francisco this morning. 
They pretended they were drug ad- 
dicts and begged him for some of 
the stuff when he went on board. 
We figured he’d have some left 
and would be glad to get rid of it 
as he left the country. We were 

right. One of our men tricked him 
into a sale—and nabbed him. Now 
he’s going up for a long stretch— 

I addressed myself to the pris- 
the limit.” 
oner. “Then you might as well an- 
swer a few questions,” I told him. 
“You can’t bo in any worse fix 
than you are a. reany. Ever see this 
before?” 

I passed him the slip of paper 
tnat had been found in the sack 
he had tied over my head. I held 
it so that my finger pointed to the 
date, “May 16, 11 p.m.” 

He shook his head. 
“Come on,” I advised him. “Al- 

though the police are Agoing the 
limit with you on the dope charge, 
there’s another charge that I could 
bring against you. I might forget 
it, though, if you’ll come across 
with what you know. Ever see this 
before?” 

“I guess I must have dropped 

it,” he growled. "It’s one of my 
order slips, all right.” 

“And does it mean that you were 

going to meet Alfred Markham the 

night of' May 16 to sell him nar- 

cotics?” 
George Markham gasped. "What 

are you saying? What do you 
mean?” 

Calla nodded. "Yeh, he was one 

of my regular customers,” he ad- 
mitted. “But the night of May 16 
he came to me—down to my house 
on Cleaves street.” 

“I don’t believe it!” cried the 

brother of the slain man. "Alfred 
was one of the finest, straightest. 

You’re lying to us!” 

“Oh, you high hats are no bet- 
ter than the rest of us,” snarled 
Calla, lifting his head. "I can 

prove what I say. Sure he bought 
the dope off me. He bought it reg- 
ular. He was goin’ to get some 

more the night he was killed. That 
was why I went there. He was 

supposed to meet me.” 
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blow as easy for George as I could. 
‘He wasn’t as bad as most of your 

—your other customers, was he?” 
“Maybe not. He went without it 

for quite a while sometimes. But 
he always came back.” 

George Markham groaned. He 
sank into a chair, and his head 
bent forward into his hands. 

I went to him and put a hand on 
his shoulder. “Don’t take it so 

hard,” I advised gently. “People 
have the wrong idea about this 
sort of thing. It's a disease, not a 

habit. Your brother was more to 
be pitied than blamed.” 

“But—but, I can’t understand 
it.” He looked up at me with tra- 
gedy in his eyes. 

“It probably began in the hos- 
pital after his accident,” I ex- 

plained. “They had to keep him 
drugged to kill his pain. Afterward 
r.e took drugs to prevent a recur- 
rence of the torture. Finally, de- 
privation of the drugs themselves 
tortured him. It was a vicious cir- 
cle. He was the helpless victim. 
That was why he was so interested 
in drug addicts—why he wanted to 

help them. He knew they were not 
to blame.” 

"But—but you know what a quiet 
sort of person he was. He wasn’t 
nervous. He was a perfect gentle- 
man. I—I can’t believe what you 
say!” 

"The drug wouldn’t affect his 
conduct, except at the time he was 

suffering for lack of it,” I ex- 

plained. “He wasn’t an addict in 
the sense of taking drugs to forget 
the world. For him they were a 

medicine he had to have. And if 
you question his friends you will 
discover that he did have nervous 

spells. You forget that you have 
been away from home most of the 
time for the past several years.” 

The chief coughed. “I’m afraid 
Mr. Strickland is right. This gives 
an entirely new angle to the case. 

We’d better not discuss it any 
more, right now. It will all come 

out when Jerry Montcalm comes 

up for trial.” 
“Oh, but it mustn’t!” gasped 

George Markham, leaping to his 
feet. “I’ll withdraw my charges 
against Mr. Montcalm. This 
mustn’t come out. The shock would 
kill my sister!” 

The chief was quiet but firm. 
“Sorry,” he said, “but Fm afraid 
there is nothing that can be done 
about it now. The trial will have 
to be held—and this will have to 
come out at tne trial. 

“The trial hasn’t been set yet,” 
I reminded him. “Jerry is only up 
for preliminary examination this 
morning.” 

“That’s right, but there’s no 

doubt he will be held for superior 
court. Someone else will swear to 
the warrant, if Mr. Markham ob- 
jects to doing it himself.” 1 

(To Be Continued) 

Norris Says F. R. Can 
Not Refuse Third Term 

WASHINGTON, June 14—W)— 
Senor Norris (Ind-Neb) said to- 
day he did not believe President 
Roosevelt could refuse to accept 
the democratic presidential nomi- 
nation. 

“It is too late now to turn it 
down,” Norris, a new deal support- 
er, remarked after a visit to the 
White House. He added, however, 
that he had not discussed the ques- 
tion with Mr. Roosevelt. 4 
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