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qon House

BY PHOEBE ATWOOD TAYLOR

Chapter 47
Asey Finds Some Clews

RODDY, Asey {felt sure, had
come to the garage after Ma-
vina's murder, and his plane
wrecking and all the rest had been
inspired by his more or less justi-
fable fear that he would be arrest-
ed for the killing, He pald his hush
money to Nettie bocause he was
scared stiff,

Jack Lorne might have gone to
Roddy's, he might have slunk
through the woods near the Hep-
plewhites’, But It was Asey's guess
that Lorne had been summoned on
the phone by Roddy, and that he
had immediately returned home
when Roddy — probably already
dead In the garage, or at least al-
ready there with someone else—
failed to show up.

While he and the rest raced their
heads off, chasing Jennings, res-
cuing troopers, pulling Anron out
of cellars, huntipg gold keys—
during all that, the murderer was
laughing up his sleeve. Why
shouldn't he? He'd covered his
tracks &3 nicely as anyone could.
He hadn't thrust any obstacles
around that would trip him up
later, He hadn't tried to thwarl
anyone, He hadn't left any clews.

But he must have left clews. You
eouldn't kill two people, ruin a
mural, burn a barn, =teal a gold
key from a Congressmun, drawings
from an artist, a knife from a bac
door—you eouldn’t begin to do all
those things without elipping up
somewhere.

Wearily, Asey foreed his mind
back to Friday night and the be-
ginning of everything.

He had worked his way up to
the barn burning when he heard
two cars pull up in his drive,

“Hanson,” Asey murmured
grimly to himself as he went to
answer the knocker, “Honaon, ju-
bilant an' crowin'—

Far {rom being pleased with
himsel! and his solution, Hanson
was worried.

Y“Asey,” he sald, “I'm stuck. Did
Cummings tell you about Lorne?
Well, it won't work. It ought to,
but—my Gad, you've got to believe
Him! Loerne claims that Roddy
called him up and urged him lo
come over an a matter of great im-
portance, Lorne didn't want to, he
sald, because he was busy working
oh a picture for someone's dining
room—now, lsn't that crazy!"

. "“Not," Asey returned, “if you've
had many dealin’s with Lorne, it
ain’t. But he went, just the same?”

“Roddy kept calling and calling.

Lorne went, at last. When

Roddy didn’t show 13: by the boat-
house, where he sald he'd be, why
Lorne turned around and came
home, and went back to work on
his nicturt-. That's his story, and
he's sticking to it. And I can'l
break it. We can't. None of us. |
ean't get him to change a thing, and
honestly, Asey, I'm beginning to
think that he's telling the truth!
What do you think?" .

“There's the matler of his
drawin's"” Asévy said. “"Someone
burned 'em, an’ it wasn't Jennings.
An' the mural. It's been painted
out, vou know. I think both of 'em
have got mmethinﬁo do with this
affair, an' I think Lorne's the last
person to harm his own work.”

41 guessed something happened
to the mural,” Hanson said. "Look,
can I come in and talk things over
with fmu? I've got picltires of the
mural, they just came from Bos-
ton, Asey, if you think there's any
elew in this thing, will you look?”

Asey spread  the ;f'lmtm;rnphs
out, an the kitehen table.

“These side panels,” he said to
Hanson, “are the things, 1 think,
Mow, let's see. This one here's all
Pilgrimas an' Indians an' history.
Local faces That's past history, 1
guess. an' this one's the future,
with more loeal faces. Yup, here's
Jennings as Industey Mending the

Leaklng Pipes of Clvilization—"
“Look!"
"‘_ THERE'S Pam Frye and her
{ather?"

*Thov're in the main one,” Asey
sald, “She's one of them tired-
lookin' women that's stirein' things
in the kettle, an' he's either Time
or the tax collector, Noatin' on top.

Oh, here's Peg Boone, on the his-|
tory side. She's the Indian girl|

skinnin'—Huanson, what'n time is
that critter she's skinnin'?"

Tt might be almost anything"”
Hanson sald. “Tt's got four front
legs. She looks pretty good, come-
pared to some, He did her a lot bet-
ter than Pam. Asey, there's the
milkman, and here's the Porlygee
we ran in 5o many times for boot-
legging—"

At the end of an hour. Hanson
sighed,

ST can't make anything out of
this,” he spid. “Not a thing. Can
yvou? Oh, don't tell me you're going
to go through it all over again!
Don’t! Tell me more about the
ambergris part of things. That am-
bergtis gets me—"

“It geis me, too," Ascy said

“Get goin',” Asey sald, “an' name
peoplel Hustle!"

“Why should I—"

*Name people,” Asey said, “or 1
go cut a paddle—"

With very bad grace, Lorne went
through the series of pictures,

“Now," Hanson sald when he
ﬂf‘.ﬂ through, “what good did all

at do? We're back just where
we started, Asey. We are right
back—""

“No, we ain't]" Asey said sud-
denly. “No sireebob! Hanson, we
been Foln‘ at this from the wrong
angle! It wasn't the way the per-
son was pictured as a person, but
the way they was pictured, an'
what It told—"

“"What! What? You—*

Before Asey could explain, the
door knocker sounded utgnlu.
“See Asey pointed gleefully.

Hanson looked, and his mouth
opened, “My God—but how ean
f‘nu prove—oh, damn that person,

#'ll have that door down!”

“I'Il go," Asey sald.

Jennie Mayo and her pint-sized
hlunband. Syl, stood on the door-
step,

“Look at you!"™ Jennie said.
*S1ill in them paint duds! An' you
ain't been to bed lonight, have

ou? Oh, it's the police you got in

iere, is (42"

She bustled into the hall. “Hullo,
Mr, Hanson, s it true that Roddy's
murdered an' you're taken Jack—
oh, Oh, I didnt see you Mr. Lorne!”

Hanson grinned. "How do you
know so much about Lhings?" he
demanded.

“It's the twenty-one party line,”
Asey said, “She's on it, an' nothin’
escapes her—"

‘Whalin' Book'
“r TE's just laughin' at me,” Jen-
nie said amiably, “He used 1o
have a phone-on that line himsell,
Mr. Hanson, an' he listened just ns
much a8 anyone—say, it's kind of
too bud about Roddy, ain't i

“Too bad what?”" Asey asked,
surprised at the sympathetic con-
cern in her volee,

"“Why, I don’t know exactly how
to say it,” Jennle said, "but the frat
call T henrd this mornin®, it sort of
seomoed there might of been some-
thin' good to Roddy, after all.
Seems like he'd been tryink to—
well, not exactly to reform, bul
kind of make an effort—"

"What kind of an effort?™ Asey
ignored Hanson's signal to ease

‘ennle into the kitchen.

“Well, it seems that Saturday
maornin’, he went into the library—
you know, the one that his [ather

ive the town? He'd never selt foot
n it befare, an' Miss Perkins said
that Roddy was sort of embar-
rassed, like, He come in the library
an' wanted a book."”

“So he could read, could he?"
Asey said,

“[ think you're horrid, talkin'
that way about the dead! Anywnay,
he asked for that book that his
grandfather wrote, and was just as
nice as he could be. Left some
money for a new encyclopedia, too,
He said the one they had wasn't
no good. An’ he said he'd have the
whalin' book rebound in leather
with nies gold trimmings before he
returned it—wasn't that nice ot
him?™"

“Jennle” Ase,y said, “who built
Octagon House?"

“Who? [ don't know!"

Asev took her by the shoulders
and propelled her to the phone.

“Spe that?" he sald. “Well, you
{;n ring the twenty-one line, man
by man. You find out, Jennie, who
built the Octagon House! Hurry—"

“But—-"

“If youl find out,” Asey said, “T'll
do anythin' you want."

“Will you,” Jennie asked, “pul
on some decent clothes before the
reporters take pictures of you?"

“White flannels, an’ a blue coat,”
Asey prumimd, “Yan' my best
yachtin' eap, Now, get goin', Don't
ask questions now, Hanson, Wait'll
we see if this turns out—you see
he didn't know about the amber-
gris, at first. That is he didn®
Know the valye—"

“Who didn't?™

“Roddy,” Asey said. “Then, altet
his plane erash, an' before he be-
gun flingin' money to Nettie, an'
offerin’ rewards, an' being’ =0
Invish—sure, he'd bind it in gold!
Why not? He remembered his
grandfather's book, see? About
whalin®, an' ambergris, Looked up
ambergris in encyelopediag, too-—
man, don't yvou gee? It was Roddy

who moved that ambergris out of

|the barn, Reddy Strutt! Roddy

found out by then how much the
ambergris was worth! An' Roddy
has his savin' streak, an' the fam'ly
yen to get money—Roddy moved
1t 1 know there had to be anothe
!person, an' some rewson for him
bein’ killed! Got someone, Jen
niet"

“Well, if it don't beat all” Jes
|n'u- said. “The line was busy—
thought it would be, It most alway:
I« But Emmaline, up to the office-
she haun't gone home yel, sl

*Hanson, | wish we had Lorne | phoned her great-aunt for me—"

here. I'd like to know for sure what
was what and who was who"
“Lorne's out in the car with my

fellows,” Hanson said. “I'll bring!

him In,”
Lorne's general annoyance, an=

cally gave way to pleasire at the
excellence of the photographs

| provin'l"
ger and frritation all eharacteristi- |

“Who built Octagon House?™

“Earl Jennings' futher, he buil:
it, But I'm sure 1 don't know "

“Hanson" Asey sald lappily
“here's where we start in our
o)
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