
CHAPTER FORTY-SIX 
The slain man’s brother met me 

in the front of my address ten 

minutes later in his automobile. He 

was excited. Before I had tune to 

say a word he exclaimed, “So it 

was St. Clair? I suspected him all 

along! That business about—” 
“No, it was not St. Clair!’ 
“But—” 
“St. Clair can help explain your 

brother’s death, but he had noth- 

ing to do with it.” 
George was taken aback. How 

—how are you so sure? 
“Because I know who killed your 

brother.” 
“Then tell me!” 
I shook my head. “In another 

fifteen minutes you will know. This 
is going to be a shock to you, 
and I want to prepare you for it. 
Let’s go to St Clair’s office.” 

“How about the police?” 
“Never mind the police.” 
He gave me a queer look but 

started the car without further 
question. 

St. Clair was surprised to see 

us. He invited us into a private 
room of the suite he occupied. “I 
was rather expecting the police be- 
fore this,” he said. “I suppose you 
want to see me about that matter 
of the bootleg liquor.” He sounded 
tired. “I’ve been a fool. I suppose 
you are going to ask me to resign 
as president of the club. I've al- 
ready written my resignation.” 

“Forget the bootleg liquor.” I 
told him. “We’re here on more se- 

rous business. We’re inquiring into 
the death of Alfred Markham.” 

He whitened, “Surely you don’t 
think that I—” 

‘1 merely want you to explain 
something that led up to his death 
—something that happened on the 
night of May 16.” 

St. Clair frowned. Mechanically 
he waved us to seats, and sank 
into the big chair behind his desk. 
“I_I don’t understand, Strickland 
What happened the night of May 
lfi?” 

“That was the night we went 
to the club for a midnight dinner 
for Jack Berry, who was going to 
be married the next day.” 

He clenched the arms of his 
chair. “Surely you don’t mean that 
lack Berry—” 

“My God!” cried George. “Why 
le’s the last person I would sus- 

cect.” 
I raised my hands in despair at 

.he impetuosity of these two men. 

‘Listen ! Don’t jump to conclu- 
sions. On our way to that party, 
St. Clair, you and I stopped at the 
Markham home, remember? I 
want you to tell George Markham 
what happened.” 

St. Clair’s mouth dropped open. 
“Why—I remember now. But Al- 
fred had merely been suffering 
from a nightmare. He told us so 

himself. Nothing happened. He got 
over it. There couldn’t have been 
any connection—” 

“Nevertheless, I want you to tell 
George exactly what happened. 
You may not see its significance, 
but I believe George will.” 

St. Clair began uncertainly. “It 
was shortly before 11 o’clock, I be- 
lieve, when we arrived at your 
house, George. Of course you 
weren’t there that night. The only 
me home was Alfred. We knew he 
was there, although he didn’t an- 
swer the bell, so we walked in. 
:here was a dim light in the li- 
:ary. We saw him on the couch 
;here, groaning. I spoke, and he 
leaped up like a mad man. He 
came running out, making for the 
front door past us as though some- 

thing horrible were chasing him. 
We stopped him, and after a few 
Minutes he calmed down. He soon 
was laughing about it. Said he had 
dropped off to sleep on the couch 
»nd was having a nightmare. We 
frightened him, that was all.” 

St. Clair stopped, but I prompt- 
ed him. “That wasn’t all. What 
happened on the way to the 
party?” 

“Oh, Alfred didn’t want to go 
to the party. Said he had to see 
a man—it was a matter of life 
end death. We agreed to take him 
to see the fellow on the way. When 
we got into my car he gave us 
the address, down at the end of 

Cleaves street near the waterfront. 
I told him it was a bad district 
to visit in the middle of the night. 
He insisted on our going there.” 

George’s eyes were widening. I 
saw that he was beginning to un- 

stand the significance of what St. 
Clair was saying. 

‘‘Go on,” I prompted again. "Ex- 
plain what you mean when you 
say “Alfred insisted.” What was it 
he said?” 

St. Clair looked uncomfortable 
Strickland, it was just a case of 
overwrought nerves. Surely you 
don’t think he meant it?” 

"Go on!” 
St. Clair looked ncomfortable 

"His exact words, as I remember 
them, were, ‘I could kill any man 

who tried to keep me from this 
appointment tonight!” 

George Markham leaped to his 
feet. "My poor brother! What he 
must have been suffering!” 

It was not the reaction St. Clair 
had expected. He stood up, his 
mouth open, but he didn’t know 
what to say. 

I piloted George toward the door. 
“Sorry,” I said. "You understand 
now how bad it was.” 

George nodded miserably. “I can 

St. Clair was obviously puzzled 
as he bid us goodby. "I—I’m sorry, 
but Strickland insisted 

Outside I asked that George drive 
to the Rio Vista club. 

He sighed. “Is it necessary? You 
must know how I hate to go near 

that place. My nerves are almost 
broken now.” 

“It is necessary. That is where 
you will find the final clue.” 

On the way to the club I added. 
“There is one thing St. Clair didn’t 
tell you about the night of May 16 
—because he didn’t know about it. 
It was a dark nght. We waited for 
Alfred in the car as he went into 
the house at 2 Cleaves street. When 
he came back and got into the 
car he was in better spirits, but 
he stumbled and something he was 

carrying in his right hand dropped 
to the floor of the car. I picked 
it up and handed it to him. I 
didn’t know what it was, but I 
believe he thought I knew. He 

thought I recognized it as a bottle 
of narcotics. He thought I guessed 
his secret, although X didn’t, until 
later.” 

We came to the club. I insisted 
on signing the register before we 

went out into the garden. ‘‘Just to 
show the police we’re not trying to 
hide our visit here,” I said. I 
signed with my left hand. 

The garden was a place of color 
and perfume, but it was deserted, 
because on summer afternoons the 
sun beat into it unmercifully. 

“Calla stood there,” I explained. 
“He was telling the truth. You see, 
he was just a little around the 
corner of the building. He couldn’t 
see the north wall.” 

“What is significant about that?” 
“The bathroom window, the only 

window open into the court, could 
not be seen from where he stood.” 

“Still, I don’t understand.” 
“I was in that window. I told 

the judge I look down and saw 

Jerry stumbled over the body. But 
Calla couldn’t have seen me.” 

Markham grunted. “You didn’t 
need to bring me out here to show 
me. 1 would have believed you. 
What’s the significance?” 

“Plenty!” 
“I don’t see. 

My nerves were almost in knots, 
but I explained as quietly as I 
could. “Isn’t the evidence perfect- 
ly obvious? Do I have to tell you 
in plain English? It was I who 
killed your brother!” 2 

(To Be Continued) 

POST ABANDONED 
WASHINGTON, June 20—GV-The 

war department abandoned today 
the intention to starion a military 
attache at Athens, Greece. Lieu- 
tenant Colonel Early E. W. Dun- 
can, air corps, who had been as- 

signed to Athens, was ordered in- 
stead to Lowry Field, Denver, Col- 
orado. Colonel Duncan’s home is 
Woodsdale, N. C. 1 

GOEBEL ELECTED 
LANCASTER. Pa., June 20—UP)— 

Dr. L. W. Goebel of Chicago was 

elected moderator of the new Gen- 
eral synod of the Evangelical and 
Reformed church today. The out- 
growth of a merger of the Evangel- 
ical synod of North America and 
the Reformed church of the United 
States. Dr. George W. Richards 
of Lancaster, Pa., was named vice- 
mcderator. 2 
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