
CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE 
I made no telephone call. While 

the police officer I had heard in 
the adjoining booth still was talk- 

ing, I was running out the front 

door of the courthouse, hailing a 

taxicab. 
“Laurel street, and step on it, 

I told the driver. 
I estimated my chance of beat- 

ing a police car to my rooming 
house. I had to get that box of 
knives out of there before the offi- 
cers arrived! 

The city had a radio patrol car 

system, but of course the message 
which was being telephoned in to 

headquarters had to be broadcast. 
That would require a few more 

seconds, and the taxicab had only 
half a dozen blocks to go. I be- 
lieved I’d make it. 

I tried to analyze Belzer’s mo- 

tive in tipping me off to the police. 
He had stolen the knives origi- 

nally. There was no other word for 
it. He had taken them from Jerry’s 
room in order to have the evidence 
for another "exclusive” story. I 
had taken them from Belzer’s 
room in order to protect Jerry 
from a story that I knew would 
be unjust. Perhaps Belzer’s motive 
was revenge. Perhaps, on the 

other hand, I as a person was un- 

important to him, and he was 

thinking entirely in terms of news- 

paper story interest. I was in an 

embarrassing position if those 

knives were found in my room, 
and that would be another “ex- 

clusive” for The Morning Eagle. 
My fare was ready in my hand. 

I gave it to the driver as he slid to ■ 

a stop at my address and, jump- 
ing out, I ran up the stairs. 

The box of knives was not under 
the bed My heart almost stopped. 
Had the police beaten me to it? 
That seemed impossible. : 

A frantic search revealed the 1 

box in the clothes closet, hidden at 
the back of the top shelf, although 1 
I knew I had left it under the bed. 1 

Belzer had been there He had 1 
made sure I had the knives, then ] 
he had hidden them in such a way i 

that the officers who found them 
would be all the more suspicious 1 
of me. 
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one arm I started down the stairs. 
Someone was knocking on the front 
door. The police had arrived 

I stopped on the bottom step, 
frozen by the horror of my predic- 
ament. They were going to catch 
me making off with the evidence, 
which would be even worse than 

merely finding it hidden in my 
room. 

The landlady stepped out of her 
rooms in front of me and went 
across the hall to answer the 
knocking. I ducked through the 
doof she left open behind her. 

I’d only been in her apartment 
once—the day I rented my studio 
from her—but I knew there must 
be a tradesmen’s entranoe at the 
rear. I explored back through her 
dining room into the kitchen as I 
heard her arguing with the offi- 
cers. “This is my house,” she w?s 
informing them. “Show me a 

search warrant, or 
I was at the back door and out. 

An alley led me to Oak street. I 
hailed another cab, because the 
box under my arm was too con- 

spicuous to carry in broad day- 
light, and also because I was in a 

hurry to be rid of it. 
I gave the driver Jerry Mont- 

calm’s address. Ten minutes later, 
because I was a close enough 
friend to invade Jerry’s quarters, 
even when he was not home, the 
box once more safely reposed in 
his closet from which Belzer had 
taken it. Jerry would never know 
it ever had been touched. As I re- 
turned to my cab and rode away 
I was grinning to myself. Belzer 
would have some explaining to do 
to the police 

At a safe distance from Jerry’s 
place I alighted from the cab and 
bought an afternoon paper. The 
boys were crying “Extra” and I 
thought it was about Jerry’s re- 
lease from the murder charge. 

The big black headlines report- 
ed an incendiary fire at a nearby 
insane asylum. There was a small 
item—only one paragraph—at the 
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bottom of the page under a small 
headline which read “Markham 
Murder Suspect Released!" 

Puzzled over the inconspicuous 
play which had been given a story 
that to me had been so important, 
I tucked the paper under my arm 

and walked downtown. I was not 

far from the office of The Morning 
Eagle, so I decided to walk in, 
nonchalandtly, and see how my 
“good friend” Belzer was getting 
along. I would especially like to 
be there when the police telephon- 
ed back to him. 

An office boy directed me to the 

city news room. Except for the 

city editor and two feature writers 
the place was deserted. 

“Sorry,” the city editor told me, 
“Belzer is out on a story.” 

“Yes, I know—the Markham 
case. I wanted to—" 

“Hell no” said the city editor. 
“There’s a fire at the asylum. I’ve 

pulled him off the Markham case 

and sent him out there. This is the 
biggest story of the year. That 
murder case—the police wrecked 
it. I’ll be glad if I never hear about 
it again Although—if you've got 
anything hot on it I guess Joe can 

take a few notes. Heh, Joe Come 
aere.” 

“Never mind," I told him. “It 
vasn’t important.” I walked out. 

I wondered if this was going to 
ae the end of the Alfred Markham 
nurder case that had been a city- 
vide sensation for most of a week. 
Jid the papers forget such trage- 
lies as soon as a great tragedy 
appeared? 

Were the police going to admit 
hey were completely baffled. 
I remember the two policemen 

vho had come to search my room, 
o I took plenty of time walking 
tome. I didn’t want to meet them. 
?hey had found nothing, of course, 
lecause I had removed the only 
hing in which they could possibly 
lave had any interest—but it would 
>e an embarrassing meeting, and 

hey might ask awkward questions. 
My landlady heard me going up 

he stairs fifteen minutes later, and 
tuck her head out her door. 

“Shure an’ there were a couple of 

gentlemen—a couple of cops—here 
lookin’ for y’u. What have you 
been up to, Bill, my lad?” 

I didn’t like being reffered to as 

“Bill, my lad,” but I never voiced 
my objection. She was almost a 

mother to me. 

“I hope you treated them well,” 
I told her. “Did you show them up 
to my room?” 

“I did not! And why should I let 
them pry into your affairs when 
you’re not here? I gave them a 

piece of my mind, I did” 
I nodded. “You were right, of 

course. They should have had a 
In my room I closed the door 
In my room I cloed the door 

and leaned back against it, sur- 

veying my surroundings. So Belzer 
had been here? Had he disturbed 
anything besides the box of knivel? 

There was something about the 
room that looked different. I didn’t 
see at first what it was. Then I no- 
ticed—Muriel Benson’s picture was 

gone from its place on the wall 
beside the radio. 
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was on the floor, set with the face 
of the picture leaning against the 
wall, and on the top of the radio 
was a newspaper clipping—a pic- 
ture of Louise Markham. 

"The crust of him” I said aloud. 
Then I laughed. I saw that Bel- 

zer had intended no harm. The 
whole thing, even to the sending 
of the police, was probably his idea 
of a practical joke. True, he had 
expected the police to find the 
knives, but he knew that was as 
far as the matter would have gone. 
I would have been in an uncom- 

fortable spot for a few minutes— 
his revenge on me—that was all 

But this was no joking matter. 
My laughter broke off short. I was 

staring at Louise’s picture. It re- 
minded me of something that Jerry 
had said. 

I lifted the telephone and called 
the Markham home. George Mark- 
ham answered, and was about to 
call his sister when I stopped him. 

“There is something you should 
know,” I told him. “I want you to 
see St. Clair with me—to find out 
who killed your brother” 1 

(To Be Continued) 

Church edifices in New York state 
are valued at $600,000,000. 

THIS CURIOUS WORLD %»*£■ | 
■ 1 I 

1 ©gs^^etsssf 
ARE ABOUT J 

W/C5 /IS 5/>?OVS j| 
/4S- OAK. |frJ 

1"toot/ 
i 

'HV ISTHE WHISTLE 1 
OF A LOCOMOTIVE HIGHER. 1 
IN PITCH AS THE TRAIN 
APPROACHES AND LOWER. ' 
after it has passed | 
—-- 

^sv 
COPR. 1 >40 BY NEA SERVICE, Mdv 

ANSWER: As the train approaches, vibrations strike the ear with increasing frequency, causing a higher pitch. After passing the vibra- tions are strung out as the distance increases. 
—wuai nfifUKTJiK t»„ tIT. „ .- 

— •- Founded on Actual Court Records and You Can Be the Judge 
61116 

fT*- 
The 

; Strange 
l Case of 

POLLY 
AND THE 

PAWN 
SHOP 

• 

thl SIX 
EPISODES 

N«.4 

when Polly mcclure read of the 
^^^r,0NAL HOLD-UP AT THE PAWN- 
SHOP, SHE ALMOST COLLAPSED! "MV RiNG* 
SHE CRIED.. AND THEN... 

IT mv Ring ! my Ring ! 010 the | ROWEgS GETMV r,ng ? 

r — 

just A Minute, 
please < i am me. I 
SToPPE ONE OF 
THE PROPRIETORS' 
TELL ME YOUR 
NAME, AND I. g 

f y°° ? Merc's ^ 
VNCtE CHARLIE ?WHERE'S CHARLIE 
SIMON —THE MAN WHO OWNED THIS 
PLACE FOR YEARS ? I PAWNED MV 

Luring with him ! WHgRg is he ? 

11 IT M Res U 8 Pal Off—World rish is 
LIreserved by CarJile Crulchci * b-io 

fH6iP.' police.1 ive 
I^Beew ROBBED,* 

OUT OUR WAY By J. R. Williams 
/ NOW LISTEN, 
WORRY WAR.T- 
DONT TELL ME 
YOU WON ALL 
THAT STUFF IN 

V A CRAP GAME / 
\ WHY, YOU CAN'T 

EVEN COUNT TH' 
t NUMBERS ON DICE/ 
I YOU DONT KNOW , 

A SINGLE THING1 / 
ABOUT DICE l y 

BUT TH' 
OTHER KID 
MUST KNOW 
LESS THAN 

HE! y 

TAKING WAYS <xp.wili.iams 
con. 1»40 BY NEA SERVICE. INC. T. M. REG. U. S. PAT. Qffc 

OUR BOARDING HOUSE . . with „ 

:i 

_____ 

* dJ°* Horml. 

ckoch^:^; 
MT ^D LS V 
E a piE^l ^THEDRvDi 
:ANER^/, f' I 
TrtM 
'UMDSn^'5" 

^PPOOR^ 

E GOT T iReq op 
SCRUBBING AND *t 

RELL INTO TRE ARv" 
of morpheus1: 

OSVKiASESvicV. ISC ... ,p. ... 

LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE • 

,_______- — .. 
cruise (.onset* 

[ COMING ALONG \ _ 

FINE, MR.TECUM- / 
WEVE GOT THE NEW THAT'S 
DIESEL AUXILIARY GREAT. 
MOTOR JUST ABOUT CAPTAIN- m 
INSTALLED--NEW l CANT GET P! 
CANVAS WILL BE STARTED 
FITTED BY WNDAT-J TOO SOON-^: | 

( UNDERSTAND YOU \IF IT\ 
PLAN TO CRUISE DOWN l TAKES US 
AMONG THE ISLANDS-I TO SOME 
WELL, THAT BOAT OF / PLACE 

YOURS IS SOUND AND I THAT’S 
SHIPSHAPE—SHE’D / QUIET AND 1 
TAKE YOU AROUND S PEACEFUL. I 

THE WORLD- Jk I'LL BE 1 
SATISFIED- ■ 

^ ? / / ■——BT-fn 

{ YOU ASKED ME 
TO MAKE A UST 

OF SUPPLIES 
YOU’LL PROBABLY 

( GEE WHISKERS. SANDY' A 
ISN’T IT SWELL NOT TO 

HAVE TO BE SCARED O' 
EVERY SHADOW. BUT OUST _ 

TO BE ORDINARY 
EVER'DAY FOLKS "'M 
^ AGAIN? ^ ARC I l 

—• i 

WASH TUBBS Surprise il, I!,, , ,r. 
we out lnra BLUUWIN SWAB WnfcKc WE WANTS IM, BOVS, 
BUT WE AIN'T A-60NMA KILL ’IM All AT ONCET. OH. NO.1 
WE AIMS TO HAVE SOME FUN FIRST. CAP'N, SHAKE HANDS 

v^W’ LfL K06V MICRQ6I, THE JU-JVTSU ARTIST y- 

Of5 75T) 

/ WHY, AIM'T YOU 
ASHAKSED, MOBY! 
HELP THE CAP’W 

TO HlSJ=EET^ 

MAYBE I CAW \ 
SHOW YOU A t 
TRICK OR TWO, 1 

PAWS.OI0 

UnoP I *FTER V0UVE SHOWED 'BA A FEW WORE 
I J TRICKS, MR. McSLOON'S 60MNA 

DEKAONSTRATE SOME FAUCV WHIP-. 
CRACKtN UKE HE DOME r- 

TO 3ACKIE / 

GASOLINE ALLEY ~-:-Wm%\ 
i;m 'GETTING THE VftCATIGW -'"vE5== 

SCHEDULES ARRANGED, HOW WOULD 
SKEEZI*. WHEN WOULD JUNE 29TH "TO ■ i 

'OU LIKE SOURS: JULV I3TH BE, \ 
V MR. Wl/MPLEi ]= 

■ THAT'S THE J W1LMER DID ^y TWO WEEKS 
I TIME TOO ■ SPEAK FOE THAT BEGINNING JULY 
I PROMISED ■ PERIOD, BUT \ I31H WOULD BE 
l ME, MR. ■ YOU'VE BEEN ( ALL RIGHT. I'M 
l WUMPLE. B HERE LONGER, ) NOT THAT 

V'^^g^^^SKEEZl^^A^’ARTlCUL A R. 

I TWO WEEKS VACATION ]H0W^V2 ■ FOR SOU, BUT ITS COME, H 
FOOR WEEKS FOC^ WILMER ? J 

>. 

jFOOE WEEKS W THOo'T V: 1 
FOE YOU IS FOUR «| 

FOOE WEEKS WITHOUT ^OU FOR ME, 

WITHOUT L VVIUIER, 

YOU AEOOND. 

Tr^/^ 

THE GUMPS Mamma Wants To Be Sho"r| fllurunmlllUIHI —i ■ — » __ 
—« I 

fwftUL.,» NEVER,' IMAEiNeA 
/ THAT BECaOAR SPURNING? ] 
the countess'and for 

I Such a fumsy excuse.' 
\ humph! oust because he > 

\ CouudnV support her-/ I V \ DON'T BEUEVE^. II HE'S that 

I kiiFiTii S« 

»T IS.TRUE- 
tue boy 
d>eef*i_v 

gj Loves her- 

f 
©M.YEAM? ^ 

WEUUIF YOU ASK 
ME, HE> YWO-T1MIM& 
HER RtfaHT MOW/ 
t>\D YOU SEE H»S / 

^BEAUTIFUL NURSE?/ 

' 
DON'T BE BO N 

^us-Ftctous,mamma! 
\ UMDERS>TAMC> 5.HE-15. 

V AM EXCE.U_EKiT / 
MUR^E-—^ St 

W IF She KNOWS AS I 
» MUCH ABOUT HOSPITAL | 
I CASES AS SPA POES 
1 ABOUT VANITY CA^PS/ i 
THAT feUYWlU- LWc 

forever-you POPP | 
WHOEVER HEARO Or 8 

V HIRING A CAT TO » 

^NURS-E A^CAMARYy 

BRICK BRADFORD—Seeks the Diamond Doll By William Ritt and Clarence Grail 
THE FALL HAS STUNNED HIM-HE MAY BE % 
BADLY HURT-WE MUST TAKE HIM 

,10 THE VILLAGE / ^ 
Twin's 

chiefy.' COMEJ®> 
) QUICKLY-^J 


