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UST see how easy it is! The
lines are always E-G-B-D-F.
Memorize the sentence, “Every
Good Boy Deserves Fun”—and
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will do the rest,

Send for our free book and
demonstration lesson

Our wonderful illustrated Free Book apd
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just bow anyone can learn to play .his fa-
vorite instrument by note in glmost no time
and for just a fractlon of what eld, slow
methods cost. The booklet will also tell you
all about the amazing new Awufomaiieo Finger
Control,

Act NOW. Clip and mail this coupon today,
and the fascinating Free Book and Free
Demonstration Lesson will be sent to yom at

once. No obligation. U, 8. School of Musie,
4447 Brunswick Bldg.., New York City.
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4447 Brunswick Bldg., New York City
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Ir your wiFe should put her heart on paper, is
this what she'd say to you? And is it your fault?
Listen, man: isn’t this a fact, the reason you haven’t
ever gotten anywhere is because you lack #raining?
It’s not too late, you can get training! Every year
thousands of men, all ages, turn to International
Correspondence Schools to acquire the knowledge
they need. They're beginning new careers. So can
youl! Mark and mail the coupon today!
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J Accountancy and [J Mail Carrier
C.P.A. Coaching [J] Railway Mail Clerk

[0 Bookkeeping {0 Grade School Bubjeots
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The college number of
BALLYHOO, now on sale
. . . 18 a first-class textbook
on satire, clever cartoons,
and funny stories. Every
page is packed with a dozen
hilarious laughs, so if you
want your diploma in
humor go to your nearest
newsdealer today — get a
copy of the July
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A scream died in Kathleew's throat. How could she rouse the house, when her heart warned her

that the furtive figure might be the man she loved? (Page 14.)



THE DEAD ARE AVENGED

By

Jack Bechdolt and Allan Read

CHAPTER ONE

Jason HoLLISTER's LAsT DAy

pymmymen ASON HOLLISTER  re-
8 EAl ceived the bad news at a
quarter past three o’clock

no notion of what she bore
in her slim, white hand. To her, a simple
matter of office routine took place. As
Hollister’s secretary, she receipted for a
plain white envelop handed to her by
messenger. She rose with the free, easy
grace that generations of Irish borebears
had given her and went cheerfully into
Hollister’s private office. So she handed
him his death warrant.

Kathleen smiled as she gave it to him,
for she liked him. She thought of him as
~a great man. One of the finest lawyers in
the city, with a fame that reached beyond
the boundaries of city and state, and bade
fair to become national. She looked admir-
ingly at the ruddy-faced man, nervous
and quick in mind and body, who smiled
genially on all his employees. With that
look she left him alone with his letter.

Hollister read the brief, typewritten mes-

sage. It concerned the secret deliberations

that afternoon. Kathleen had -

of the Bar Association upon charges filed
against Jason Hollister. The verdict bad
gone against him. Hollister faced ruin,
utter, stark ruin that would bring dis-
grace upon a head he had carried high for
nearly fifty years.

The ruddy color faded from his cheeks,
leaving them wan and drawn. His head
dropped between his hands, and he gave
such a heartfelt groan of agony that Kath-
leen, in the outer office, heard and won-
dered. He pushed his chair away from
the desk, strode to the window, and stared
down into the street, eighteen floors below.

Death was the simplest way to end his

agony, and Hollister was tempted.

He had been a brilliant, successful law-
yer and, on the whole, an honorable one.
Knowing the world as a lawyer must
know 1t, he foresaw that everything in his
life that had been honorable would now
be forgotten in the blazing fire of his dis-
grace. No honor left, and not even the
dubious compensation of riches! In his
secret fight to prevent this disgrace, he had
exhausted his fortune.

Death was tempting, but Hollister was
no coward. He turned from the window

and stared about the office. Forty-eight
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hours! He could count on no more. Two
days in which to ward off his doom—or
to fly from it.

In dark hours Hollister had brooded
over such a crisis as this. More or less
consciously he had planned for it. Some
of the usual ruddiness came back into his
face. He lifted his handsome white head
and his look was grim. After all, he still
had life and forty-eight hours of freedom,
and life could be very sweet. He strode to
the door of his private office and called
Kathleen.

She rose swiftly, all concern for the
agony she saw in his eyes. Since she had
overheard the man’s stifled groan, she had
been poised irresolute at her desk. The
note by special messenger and Hollister’s
look as he took it from her, his groan and
his troubled pacing in his private office,
had warned her that something was wrong.

“Are you ill?” she said, quickly.

He shook his head. “I’'m all right.”

“But you look so upset! I wish you'd—"

His bitter, impatient look checked her.
He leaned against his desk, his head bent,
his dark eyes concentrated. Slowly, before
her eyes, he seemed to change. She saw
ruthless lines come about his mouth. She
saw his eyes narrow and shift; saw a
wary light dawn and spread in them. His
body hunched a little and shrank as though
the whole measure of the man were un-
dergoing some strange transformation.
When he looked at her again she had the
cold, troubling conviction that the man she
had worked for and respected was gone.

“Kathleen, I want you to get on the
telephone at once and call up these peo-
ple.” He handed her-a list. “Invite each
one of them to spend the week-end at
Greenacres with me. This is Friday, and
if they have made other engagements,
please say that I insist on their coming.”

He saw Kathleen’s dubious look at the
list, and his voice grew harsh. “Don’t
stare, do it! They’ll come; they've got
to come! And you come, too! I'll need
you. When you get that telephoning done,
you go home and pack whatever you'll
need.”

Hollister waited until the girl had begun
her task, He was not worrying about his

guests. They would accept if he insisted.
He knew that. They would not only
accept, they would agree to the terms he
was planning to offer them.

His eyes had a resolute gleam as , he
glanced about his comfortable private
office. The bargain he was about to make
with his world was a hard bargain, one
he would not have dreamed of making a
year ago. Never mind, this was a hard
world—and his back was to the wall.

REENACRES was a beautiful coun-

try house in wide, beautifully land-
scaped grounds. It was famed for Jason
Hollister’s hospitality. Guests came eagerly
and talked of their pleasures there long after
they had left. But those who arrived in
answer to Kathleen's telephoned invitation
came with an air of surprise which she
was to see develop into acute uneasiness,
as if, even in the midst of this warm,
lovely day of autumn splendor, there was
a foretaste of the tragedy that impended.
Kathleen, whose position in Hollister’s
household was less that of secretary and
more that of a favorite daughter, filled
the role of hostess at Greenacres. It was
she who welcomed old Sarah Manley,
whose affairs Hollister had managed since

~ her husband’s death, and Paul Turner, the

tight-lipped bank president, and Wallace
Clyde, the puffy-eyed promoter of enter-
prises. To make them welcome and com-
fortable she counted a part of her duties,
but the fourth guest she could welcome,
as she always did, with unalloyed delight.

Andrew McClelland came to her smil-
ing, his hands outstretched to capture hers.
He drew her hastily out of the house, out
of sight and hearing of the others, and
took her into his arms.

Kathleen drew away. For years Andy
had been resolutely wooing her, and she
had been resolutely repulsing him. For
good reason, she told herself sternly, for
she was fighting herself and her own
young longing more than Andy’s pleading.

She loved Andy. She loved his tall,
quiet swiftness, his dark eyes, his straight,
honest way with life and himself. She
loved him for the things he stood for, the
very things that separated them. He was
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a McClelland, the son_of Senator McClel-
land, who had died recently. He had his
father’s-bfilliance and an added touch of
fyﬁu’ng’;::ﬁsm. And he was not for Kath-
leen Reilly, daughter of humble people!

Kathleen knew. She was sure.

When you looked at Kathleen you
thought of freedom, and green woods, and
warm, brown earth. You could picture her
in a home, a home with children, working
for them, meeting with warm courage and
laughter all that life might bring. But she
could not picture herself in a drawing
room. For this reason, she said her reso-
lute No to Andy—and wept bitterly in
secret. '

So she drew away from Andy’s arms
now.

“No, Andy. You mustn’t.”

His dark eyes were dancing with ex-
citement. He captured her again, laughing
at her,

“Oh, Kathleen, my colleen, you and I
are going to be married right away!”

“Andy!” Kathleen’s cry was between a
laugh and a sob as she tried to free her-
self.

“Be still, darling. You listen to me from
now on. I've been in love with you for
three years, ever since we met. I adore
you and now—now, my Rose of Kil-
larney—"

“No, Andy. Please! This is serious.”

“Of course it's serious! Wait—you
haven’t heard my news. Kathleen, I just
got word this afternoon. I am to be ap-
pointed to fill out Dad’s unexpired term
in the Senate. I'm going to be Senator
Andrew McClelland, like Dad!”

Andy had always given promise of fol-
lowing in his father’s steps. Now it had
come, and so soon! Recognition and honor.

Kathleen cried his name, and then was
in his arms, wholeheartedly glad and
proud. Her kiss was all warmth and hap-
piness, and a prayer for him. And then
she broke away.

“But I can’t marry you, darling. Oh,
no, no, Andy! You know why—we'’ve
gone into all that. Senator McClelland’s
wife simply can’t be a plain little nobody
from nowhere. I will not ruin your
career.”

“But you'll make my career more won-
derful!” He caught her hands again and
drew her close. “We’re going to get mar-
ried, darling. We are, we are!”

Flushed, breathless with longing, Kath-
leen stayed in his arms. And Andy gave
her hurried, burning kisses that left her
speechless and weak with happiness.

“There, you darling, I'm going to the
Senate, and you'll be my bride.”

“But—but—"

“Hush, silly!”

“But Andy!”

Andy kissed her once more. “Now I've
got to see Jason. I understand he wanted
to see me at once about something im-
portant. Maybe- he’s heard of my good
luck.”

“Oh, yes, Andy, he does want to see
you. He’s upstairs in his room, waiting.
It's some business matter. He’s been talk-
ing with the others, too.” Kathleen sighed.
“Andy, darling, if you come away from
that conference looking as sober as the
rest do, this is going to be the most ter-
rible weekend I've ever had. I wish Mr.
Hollister would leave business out of it.”

“Don’t you worry,” Andy laughed.

She watched him stride back toward
the house, all her warm young heart beat-
ing in her throat. If only she dared say
yes, if only she could think it right to
marry Andy!

The dinner hour was near and she must
go up to change. She followed after Andy
slowly, lingering to enjoy the cooler air of
early evening and to cherish her own joy
in Andy’s happiness.

The other guests were dressing before
meeting in the library for one of Jason
Hollister’s famous cocktails. Kathleen
passed along a corridor of closed bedroom
doors. Before the door to Jason Hollis-
ter’s suite she slowed her pace, giving it

a lingering glance, because Andy was
there.

It came to her ears suddenly, that shout
of rage that was to ring in her memory
so long after, a sudden shouting of two
angry voices, forerunner of tragedy. |

Above Hollister’s voice came Andy’s

furious cry “You dare try that, Hollister,
and I'll kill you!”
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Then Hollister’s door burst open and
they stood for all the world to see, Jason
Hollister and Andy McClelland, furious,
panting, breast to breast. And Andy’s
clenched fist was raised to strike down his
host, |

CHAPTER TWO

A SvOT IN THE NIGHT

ESPRmATHLEEN caught Andy’s up-

o raised fist. For a moment he
a8 struggled against her interference,
sweeping her aside. Then her voice, crying
his name, called him back to more sober
reason. He dropped his arm, but stood
there glaring at Hollister.

Hollister was quiet, too. His look at
Andy was hard, but he said courteously,
“I’'m sorry you're so upset about it, Andy.
Let’s discuss the matter some other time.”

Andy, still panting with anger, an-
swered, “Don’t try it, Hollister. I won't
let any man alive get away with that.”

The guests had heard the -shouting
voices. Bedroom doors opened and other
eyes witnessed this strange scene. Kath-
leen, glancing behind her, saw them. The
two men saw them and concealed their
rage.

“See you in the library for cocktails,”
Hollister said. “Too hot for any more
business today.”

He closed the door as he said it, shut-
ting Kathleen and Andy in the hall. She
turned to him for an explanation, but
Andy thrust her aside.

“Don’t talk to me,” he said, his voice
so choked with fury that she was startled.
He strode across the hall and the door of
his own room slammed behind him.

That the other guests had overheard
was more evident when they met in the
library. Over them all a cloud of nervous
apprehension gathered. Hollister was mak-
ing cocktails. Sarah Manley, an imperious
and spoiled woman nearing seventy, sat
aloof. Wallace Clyde and Paul Turner,
the bank president, were muttering to-
gether at a distance. Kathleen, trying ner-
vously to assume that all was well, found
herself fluttering among them with a
growing conviction that nobody was at

ease. When Andy-came in a few minutes
late, they all looked at him with scarcely
concealed curiosity. Andy wa e and
constrained. After a few barelys;hfialliﬁrds
with the others, he was silent.

Hollister’s cocktails were not ready
v-hen the butler announced Lou Peters.
Kathleen brightened. An outsider might
restore at least some pretense of enjoy-
ment to these constrained guests. Lou
Peters was Hollister’s neighbor, on an
adjoining estate. Like Hollister, he was
a lawyer. For years he had filled the post
of district attorney. It was not unusual
for him to drop in at Greenacres at cock-
tail time. .

A lean, white-haired man, with piercing
black eyes, Peters was acquainted with all
of Hollister’'s guests. But today his ap~
pearance had none of the effect Kathleen
had hoped for. If anything, he seemed to
add to the general air of constraint. Even
he seemed to notice it.

“Give that to me,” Peters exclaimed,
and took the cocktail shaker from Hol-
lister. “If I'm going to have a drink, I
mean to earn it. And you look hot and
tired.” Shaker in hand, Peters strolled
away from the group and went over to
Kathleen.

“Anything happened to upset Jason?”
he whispered.

“I—don’t know. I’'m afraid so.”

“Anything you care to tell me about?”

She shook her head.

“I think I can guess,” Peters murmured,
wielding the cocktail shaker vigorously as
he talked. “I heard something about the
old fellow that distressed me. I came over
to see if there was anything I could do.”
He was moving back toward the others.
Kathleen plucked at his sleeve.

“It’s not only Mr. Hollister, it’s all of
them! They seem so wretched!”

Peters’ keen eyes swept the room. “Like
a funeral,” he said. |

“And 1t’s so ridiculous,” Kathleen sighed.
“Andy quarreled with Mr. Hollister—
Andy McClelland, of all people! The best
natured, most even-tempered man in the
world. And he came here so happy! Ii
think it’s upset everybody a little.”

“Never mind, a drink ought to smooth}
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things over. And the drinks are ready.”
They moved toward the others and Peters
murmured reassuringly, “Don’t worry too
much, Kathleen.”

“But this news about Mr. Hollister—
is it serious?”’ .

The district attorney shook his head.
“Can’t say. It might be. But carry on!”

Kathleen’s head was beginning to ache
with the effort of carrying on. Her wor-
ried eyes watched Hollister. Since the
arrival of that note he had changed. What
was it? What had changed him so?

Andy neared her, cocktail glass in hand.
He was still pale, still silent and miser-
able. She caught at his sleeve. “Andy, just
a word—"

“Not now.” He put her hand aside and
went off to gloom alone by a window.

Hollister raised his glass and addressed
them, trying to summon back the urbane
smile that was so much of his old charm.

“I suggest we drink to old friendships,”
he said, and Kathleen shivered at some-
thing mocking and hard in his voice.

Old Sarah Manley gave a laugh that
was more croak than laughter. “To auld
lang syne!” she said.

Glasses were raised, but the toast was
drunk in ghastly silence. . . .

F dinner passed like a troubled dream,
the evening that followed rapidly de-
generated into a nightmare. The party
broke up early. Sarah Manley complained
of headache, Wallace Clyde and Paul Tur-
ner muttered about the heat and excused
themselves. Kathleen, despairing of a word
with Andy—the cruelest blow of all this
strange day—went wearily to her room.
There was no reason why a knock at
her door some while later should have
brought her erect with trembling fore-
boding. No reason why she should creep
shrinking to the door, demanding in a
whisper to know who it was. She did
these things, and the voice that answered
caused her to open hastily.

“Andy! Why, Andy, what it is? Come
in.”
This was an Andy McClelland she never
had seen before. White and shaken,

despair burning in his eyes. He came in

and caught her in his arms. “Kathleen!
Help mel”

“Of course, Andy! Don’t you know
there’s nothing you could ask of me that
I wouldn't do?” Her voice was reassuring
and quiet, with the strength of a love she
was only beginning to realize.

Andy spoke in a nervous, staccato
whisper. “I—Kathleen, I've got to get into
his room. If you—"

“Into whose room?”

“Hollister’s.”

Kathleen’s laugh was relief at the
absurdity of his request.

“Why, of course, Andy. If you want to
see Mr. Hollister, that’s easy.”

“I don’t want to see him. I want to get
into his room. Get into his room without
his knowing it.”

Kathleen gave him a sharp, bewildered
look. “Why, Andy! You're a guest here.
You wouldn’t do a thing like that!”

“Guest or no guest, I want to get into
that room while Hollister is asleep. I'm
asking you if you know a way.”

Her amazement turned to apprehension.
“Andy McClelland, that’s either insane or
criminal !”’

“Well, it’s not insane. I've got to get
in. There’s something there that I want.”

“What is it, Andy? If I can get it for
you___ll

“You can’t get it for me. Nobody can.
I'm not here to talk about the right and
wrong of it—I've got to get something
from Jason Hollister. Call it criminal, if
you like, but will you help me?”

The question froze something in Kath-
leen’s heart. She turned away. With eyes
averted, she said gently, “You won’t tell
me what it is, Andy?”

“No. I can’t tell you.”

- “Then tell Mr. Hollister,” she ctied.
“Andy, listen, and trust me. If you have
done anything wrong—something that
might ruin your life—face it. Remember
who you are. Remember what your father
stood for. Remember how fearless and
honest he was, Andy!”

“Don’t!” he said.

“Don’t start being underhanded now,”
she pleaded. “I’ll stand by you, everybody
will stand by you, Jason Hollister more
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than anybody else. Go to him. Tell him

everything. He’ll help you. He’s helped so
many people. I know that. He’s so good.”
“He’s so good?” he repeated slowly.

Then he was shaken by rage. “He’s a
devil, Kathleen! He’s not fit to live. He’s
not even fit to die, but I could kill him
as if he were—"

“Stop it! Stop it, and go, Andy. I love
you, and I always will, but I’ve worked

for Jason Hollister, I know what he is.

He’s done everything for me, helped me
to an education, given me every good
break I've ever had. And I know he’s
good. It’s a black secret in your own heart
that makes you call him a devil. And if
you do anything to hurt him, I'll be on
his side. And I'll tell what has happened
here tonight.”

But Andy had gone.

She leaned against the door just closed
behind him, shaken by a storm of tears
that left her breathless. Even after she
went to bed, troubled, depressing thoughts
kept sleep away.

The house grew quiet, so quiet that all
the small noises of the night seemed mag-
nified.

Such a sound was outside her door.
It might be the creaking of timber or the
stir of summer wind. It might be some-
one moving stealthily in the corridor.
Andy’s cry, “I've got to get into his
room,” rang in her ears. Kathleen reached
for her dressing gown, cautiously opened
the door and peered down the darkened
corridor.

At one end a large window let in the
white light of the moon. It touched to
ghostly life familiar objects. It touched
to startling vividness the outline of a
crouching form, hunched and heavy, that
moved cautiously along the moonlit hall
toward Hollister’s door.

A scream died in Kathleen’s throat.
How could she rouse the house, when her
heart warned her that the furtive figure
might be the man she loved?

She slipped after the vanished shadow
Hollister’s suite lay around a bend in the
corridor. The hall was empty when Kath-
leen peered cautiously about that turn.

A door opened without a sound. This

was from the “ side opposite Hollister’s

own door. Light from the room behind
him highlighted Andy’s grim face. He
came out of his own room and moved
toward Hollister’s door.

Kathleen reached the door first, and
faced him there, silent, and shocked. So
they confronted each other, the loyal sec-
retary and the man she loved, a man who
had seemed to her beyond the reach of
dishonor.

No word was spoken between them.
There was only the mute question in
Kathleen’s eyes, and the sullen refusal to
answer in the desperate blue eyes of
Andy McClelland. Kathleen made a slight,
pleading gesture toward him, but he
turned away and went back to his room
without a word.

All the gay trust and faith between
them was shattered, yet Kathleen was
glad, grateful as she had never been be-
fore in all her life, that she had come in
time. That she had saved Andy from the
disgrace and dishonor of what he had
been about to do.

She slipped back to her own room and
stood with hands clasped against her ach-
ing heart. She was still standing so when
the silence was split by a shot.

CHAPTER THREE

Horrister SAvs No More

enma [1E sound gave no intimation of
@ #s the direction whence the shot had
Steid come, but Kathleen ran at once to
her employer’s room. The door was un-
locked. Her first view of the room gave
her overwhelming relief, for Andy was
not there. Except for herself, there was
no living person in the room. As surely
as she was ever to know anything, she
knew at a glance that the huddled figure
on Hollister’s bed would never move
again. Jason Hollister lay under the
sheets, facing her, his eyes wide and s:ght-
less.

While she stared, others arrived. Andy’s
face bore a strange look, a look both of
fear and triumph. Kathleen saw, and
wondered.

Sarah Manley, looking old and shrunk-
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en, her white hair in disorder about her
shoulders, hesitated in the doorway. Wal-
lace Clyde and Paul Turner were staring
awestruck at Hollister.

“Is he dead?’” Andy cried. He Ileft
Kathleen’s side to make an examination of
the body. “Dead,” he reported, turning to
the others.

His words seemed to lessen the ten-
sion. There was a sigh, it might have
been a sigh of relief. Every face re-
flected in some degree the look on Andy’s
face, shock, horror, but, above all, relief.

From the floor above servants came
streaming down. An Irish keening was
added to the confusion. They stood gap-
ing, or moved about aimlessly, Smedley,
the butler, his face altered to lines of
blank dismay, ran to the window.

They were long French windows open-
ing onto a balcony. As his hand reached
to open them, Paul Turner spoke sharply.

“Don’t touch that! Don’t touch any-
thing! Every move you people are making
may be destroying clues.”

That sharp, commanding tone halted

them. They turned to the first voice of

authority.

“Smedley, get Mr. Lou Peters at his
home,” the banker went on. “He can get
over here in five minutes. Until he comes
to take charge, I suggest we wait outside
this room.”

Lou Peters entered Greenacres with an
air quite different from that when he had
called a few hours before. There was a
grim professional briskness about him as
be examined the body on the bed, and
then studied the room, pausing at the long
windows that opened on a balcony.

“This balcony extends the whole front
of the house, doesn’t it?”’

The butler answered. “Yes, Mr. Pet-
ers.”

“All the front bedroom- windows open
on it?”

“Yes, sir, and the windows of the cross
hall, too.”

Peters turned to the others his eyes
stern. “I came over here expecting to find
a suicide, but this 1s murder. Jason was
killed by somebody who came along the
balcony, opened that window and fired his

pistol from just outside. Whoever did it
was thoughtful enough to leave the State
a beautiful thumb print by which he can
be convicted. The window trim has just
been painted, and the paint is wet. The
murderer, in a hurry and in the dark, evi-

‘dently overlooked that.”

Peters’ voice rang. His savage triumph
showed in the bright eyes that gave every-
body present a grim, keen glance.

“No,” he repeated. “Strange as it may
seem, Jason Hollister did not commit
suicide. And whoever murdered him seems
to have made several fatal mistakes. The
police have got to take photographs here.
I want you all to come downstairs with
me, where we can talk.”

CHAPTER FOUR

KATHLEEN Is DoUBTED

e N her heart Kathleen felt such

&bl sick, sinking terror that she
Mot doubted her strength to join the
procession that filed downstairs to the
library. Reason had presented the name
of the guilty man to her, and faith, the
faith born of a woman’s love, struggled
in vain to vanquish reason. Andy—had
Andy fired that shot?

Hadn’t he quarreled with Hollister?
Hadn’t he come to her furious a few
minutes before Hollister’s death, and de-
clared the man not fit to live? Hadn’t she
driven him once from Hollister’s very
door? And a few scant' moments atter
that. the shot had been fired!

Then there was that person in the cor-
ridor, that dim shadow seen against the
moonlight. True, she was not sure that
had been Andy. Rather it had seemed un-
like him. But she could not swear to that.

Reason presented the case against Andy
complete, in all its tragic details, Against
that array of facts Kathleen’s faith could
not stand.

State police were arriving in answer to
Lou Peters’ orders. A trooper who car-
ried a stenographer’s notebook attached
himself to the district attorney as they
filed into the library.

They were all there, guests and sers
vants. Lou Peters began:
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“This is an inquiry into Jason Hollister’s
murder. None of you is obliged to testify
without the advice. of a lawyer. On the
other hand, those of you who are inno-
cent, and wish justice done, can be of as-
sistance by telling me all that seems to
have any bearing on this case. Please an-
swer as you are called upon.”

“Wait!” Wallace Clyde was the speak-
er. The promoter was breathing heavily,
his puffy eyes bulging with excitement.
“I've a statement to make, Peters. It’s
about that thumb print you found on
Hollister’s window. When you come to
check up, I think you'll find that that
thumb print is mine.”

All heads jerked in his direction. Clyde
looked flushed, but determined.

“I'm ready to start things off with a
clean slate,” he said. “I’'m not going to
hold out on the State. That is my thumb
print, Mr. District Attorney.”

Peters said to the stenographer at his
elbow, “Take it down.” He turned a pierc-
ing gaze on Clyde. “Very prompt and
thoughtful of you, I'm sure. I hope Mr.
Clyde’s promptness will set a good exam-
ple to anybody else who might have the
idea of holding back information. Now,
Clyde, since you’re so sure the print is
yours, you might tell us how 1t got
there,”

“When 1 first got here, Miss Reilly told
me Jason wanted to see me, I went up to
my room and washed and came along to
his room by the balcony. I didn’t notice
at the time, but when I got back to my
own room, I found I'd stuck my hand in
that wet paint.”

“Of course this was hours and hours
before the murder, Mr. Clyde?”’ Peters’
voice was sardonic., |

“Yes. It was when I got out from
town. About half past four, wasn’t it,
Miss Reilly?”

“I think so, Mr. Clyde.”

“And you were alone in the room with

Jason for how longr” .
“Oh, about ten, fifteen minutes, I

guess.”
“Business talk, Mr. Clyde?”
“Oh, one thing and another,”

“Jason was feeling good?”

“Yes. He was okay.”

“Didn’t seem downcast? Or angry?”

“Why, no. No, he was feeling tip top
I'd say.”

Peters nodded. He seemed about to dis-
miss him, then fired another sharp, start-
ling question.

“How much morey did- Jason Hollister
ask you for?”

The bluff joviality faded from Clyde’s
face. “Wh-what?”

“You heard me. How much money did
Jason want from you?”

Clyde looked uncertain, then stubborn.
“No money at all. We never talked about
money.”’

“Oh, you didn’t!”

MO siF.

“Jason Hollister didn’t say—didn’t
even hint to you—that he was broke,
ruined? That he needed money? That he
wanted you to give him money? That did
not happen, you say, Mr. Clyde?”

“It did not. And if anybody says it
did, I say he’s a liar.”

Peters looked at him sourly. “Thanks.
That’s all.”

Clyde subsided into a chair, aware of
the concentrated gaze of the others, puff-
ing to himself, twisting his thick neck un-
easily around an overtight collar.

Like the others, Kathleen had been
watching him. Her gaze included Sarah
Manley’s lean, aristocratic profile, and at
the mention of money, Kathleen had seen
Sarah lean forward with heightened in-
terest. The same avid, intent look was on
other faces, too. Paul Turner’s eyes were
bright; Andy stared intently. Kathleen felt
that those four shared a common interest,
one that she could not yet fathom.

Her own name, called by Peters, star-
tled her. “You found the body, Kathleen.

Suppose you give us your own account.”

HE had not had time to think. She
had not had time to weigh or judge
what could be told safely from what
could not be told. And upon her words .
—and what admissions. she might be
trapped into—the safety, perhaps the very
life, of Andy McClelland depended. Her
mouth was dry, the palms of her hands
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were clammy and cold, as she faced Lou
Peters.

She told her story, beginning with hear-
ing the shot. Peters asked a few ques-
tions. It was soon over and she drew a
breath of relief. She could listen now to
the answers of the others, none of whom
knew any more than that a shot had been
fired in the night and they had run to
Hollister’s room to find him dead. But of
each one Peters asked significantly, “You
had a few minutes’ privdte conversation
when you came out here today?”

The answer was “yes” in each case.
And Peters added sharply, “How much
money did Jason Hollister ask of you?”

“Not one cent,”” old Sarah answered
promptly. “It is not a matter I would dis-
cuss until I know what bearing it may
have on this case,” said Turner.

When Andy’s turn came he shook his
head decidedly. “We didn’t discuss
money.”’

“Hollister didn’t ask you for any?”

“NO.’,

“You say he did not.” Peters turned
suddenly to point a dramatic finger at his
witness. ‘“Then you claim i1t was not
about any such demand that you quar-
reled violently with Jason Hollister this
afternoon—a quarrel that enraged you so
you threatened his life?”

“l quarreled with him, certainly.”
Andy’s voice was composed. “If you want
to know why we quarreled, it was because
Jason told me I was too young and in-
experienced to succeed my father in the
senate, and I resented it.”

Though he made the explanation gal-
lantly, Kathleen knew—and knew that
they all knew—it was a lie. No eloquence
or manner known to man could have made
that weak explanation acceptable. She saw
a thin, doubting smile on Turner’s face,
heard old Sarah sniff.

“And so,” Peters cried, his voice brazen
with triumph, “because Jason told you he
thought you just a little young and in-
experienced for a senator’s duties, you
flew into a rage and threatened his life!
Not only threatened his life, perhaps also
carried out that threat! All because Jason
Hollister pricked your youthful vanity!”

Andy turned red, and his blue eyes
looked more startlingly blue—and more
dangerous. But he kept his head. He an-
swered, “I had no thought of killing Jason
Hollister, and I didn’t kill him. If you
believe otherwise, make a charge and ar-
rest me.”

They exchanged angry stares. Peters bit
his thin lips, but the wave of his hand
told Andy he had no more to say.

Kathleen wanted to cheer for him. He
had denied the charge she dreaded, and
she believed him, now and always. Her
thoughts returned to her own problem,
something she had omitted to tell. Of
Andy’s strange visit to her room and his
wild talk she would say nothing, but the
business of that shadowy form in the
hall—something that bore directly upon
the crime—she must tell that. She volun-
teered it now, and her story was heard in
a breathless hush.

“You saw this person while you were
standing at the door of your room ?”

‘IYES.!‘I

“He or she was going away from you,
toward Hollister’s door ?”

“In that direction.”

“And you say he vanished. What do
you mean, vanished ?”

“Well—just vanished. The light was
very dim, you know. It was just a moving
shadow. It disappeared.” The hall makes a
bend just before the cross hall comes in.
I thought the shadow had gone around
that turn, so I followed—"

Peters interrupted. “Why did you fol-
low, Miss Reilly?”

“Why? Why—" She faltered.

“Did you have any idea that that shad-
owy person threatened Jason Hollister?
Did you?”

“No. No, I did not.”

“And you say you had no idea who it
was. Then why did you follow it?”

“I—it seemed rather unusual.”

“Unusual! In a house as big as this,
with guests and servants, it seemed un-
usual, abnormal, to you that somebody
should walk along the hall in the night?
You want me to believe that?”

“That’s how it seemed to me.” Kath-
leen’s cheeks were bright, she was angry.
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“So when you got as far as Hollister’s
door, the shadow had gone. What did you
think then?” :

“I thought it—the person—had either
gone into one of the guest rooms, or down
the cross hall that leads onto the balcony.
The balcony outside Mr. Hollister’'s win-
dow.”

“But you didn’t go on the balcony to
see. You didn’t do anything about it, did
vou? You went as far as Hollister’s door,
then went back to your own room to go to
bed.” Peters seemed almost to spring at
her with his next words, so sharp did
they come. “Kathleen Reilly, who—and
what—are you trying to cover up?”’

She gasped. “Nobody! Nothing! I'm
not trying to conceal or cover up any-
thing.”

“No? You are not, for instance, invent-
ing a story about a blood curdling shadow
with the idea of drawing attention away
from some person you know to be guilty?
Some person, perhaps, who i1s very dear
to you?”

Startling as the charge was, and terrify-
ing, Kathleen cried firmly, “No, I am

not !”’

“This whole fabrication about shadows
didn’t suddenly come into your head while
you listened to my questioning of Andy
McClelland 7

“They did not.”

Peters’ laugh branded her a liar. He
shrugged and would have turned to other
matters, but Andy cried, “You'd better
apologize to Miss Reilly, Peters.”

Peters swung on him, white and veno-
mous. “I’ll conduct this inquiry. And 1f I
were you, I'd save my wits to clear my
own skirts. You're in a dangerous spot
right now. You're lawyer enough to real-
ize that.”

CHAPTER FIVE

“T REFUSE TO ANSWER"

ES sy HE photographers and fingerprint
@ men called Peters away and put
=5 an end to the questioning. “I’ll
have to ask you people to stay right here,”
he said in departing. “I’'m counting on your
help in clearing this thing up. At least,”

he added, “the help of most of you. I
don’t believe more than one or two per-
sons here have any guilty motive for con-
cealing information about Jason Hollis-
ter’s murder.”

“Name those . persons, please,” old
Sarah snapped, but Peters merely shook
his head. The old lady’s gasp of indig-
nation followed him out of the door.

“Well, he left us in a hot spot!” Wal-
lace Clyde was on his feet, red in the face
and puffing. “That sounds like a nasty
crack at you, Andy.”

Andy, too, was on his feet, pacing with
long, nervous strides. He glanced at Clyde,
but merely shrugged.

“And the way he picked on Kathleen!
That’s the heck of a way to treat a nice
girl, calling her a liar to her face.”

“Lou Peters loves to show off,” old
Sarah said.

“Mr. Peters has proved a very able dis-
trict attorney,” Paul Turner said drily,
and Sarah snapped, “Oh, yes, you can say
it. Lou Peters didn’t happen to pick on
you.”

“Oh, let up on those cracks!” Wallace
Clyde had lost most of his thin veneer of
manners. ‘“Listen, no offense meant, but
we’re all up the same tree for the minute.
We're all liable to be suspected. We don’t
know that Andy put Jason on the spot.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence,”
Andy said.

“What gets me,” Clyde went on, “is
Peters asking us if Jason wanted money
from us! Listen, he didn’t try to hold up
any of you folks for money, did he?”

Silence answered the question, silence
and the stony stares of three pairs of eyes.
Clyde assumed the answer.

“Well, no more did he me. What's
more, 1f Jason Hollister was a ruined
man, as Peters says, it’s certainly news
to me. What is Lou Peters trying to get
at?”’

There was silence again, and then one
of the state troopers looked into the
room.

“Miss Reilly, Mr, Peters wants to talk
to you.”

Andy caught at her sleeve, as she

turned. “Wait! You don’t have to answer
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any more of Peters’ questions, or stand
for any bullying. You have a right to a
lawyer's advice before you say a thing.
Tl go with you.”

“Sure, he’s a lawyer,” Clyde said.
“Stand on your rights. Call Peters’ bluft.”

Sarah and Paul Turner were nodding
agreement. Kathleen shook her head at all
of them.,

“Of course I'll go. Mr. Peters 1s wel-
come to any information I've got.”
© “What information, Miss Reilly?” The
banker’s question was precise and sharp.

Kathleen shrugged. “I haven’t any idea
what information, Mr. Turner. If he asks
anything, and I think I know the an-
swer—"’

“Say now, listen!” Clyde’s heavy hand
was laid on her arm persuasively. “In a
case like this, the biggest fool thing you
can do is to talk too much. No offense
meant. I'm not supposing for a minute
you've a grudge against anybody here—
but you might say something innocently,
something that would put false ideas in
Peters’ head. You might hurt innocent
people, don’t you see?”

“For once I think Mr. Clyde is right,”
Sarah said. “For all our sakes, you must
be very careful, Kathleen.”

“I would advise that you volunteer
nothing,” Turner added, and even Andy
nodded vehement agreement.

Kathleen frowned, surprised.

“Do you realize what you’re saying to
me? Mr. Hollister was murdered, my em-
ployer, a man I loved and respected—and
you're asking me not to help find out the
person who murdered him. I'm going to
Mr. Peters, and I'm going to answer any
questions I can. If I can clear the inno-
cent and convict the guilty, I certainly
mean to do it.”

She walked out, leaving the room heavy
with silence.

OU PETERS was waiting for her

in a small sitting room on the second
floor. He dismissed his stenographer as
she came in and placed her in a chair.
“Make vyourself comfortable, Kathleen.
This isn’t going to be a third degree. If
I was a bit hard on you a little while ago,

don’t hold it against me. It’s all part of

my job.”

His urbanity surprised her, for the mo-
ment woke a grateful feeling. Then the
warnings the others had voiced and her
own shrewdness told her to be on guard.
She gave the district attorney an engag-
ing smile, but waited warily for surprises.

“Kathleen,” he began, “I’m going to
be frank with you. I want to tell you how
this case stands to date, in the hope that
you may be able to fill out any missing
details. First of all, you heard me express
surprise that this was not a suicide?”

“Yes, and I wondered.”

“The reason I did that is because Jason
was ruined. I happen to know -it. Because
I knew it, I ran over this afternoon hop-
ing I might be able to do him some little
service. We've been friends for years, you
know.”

He told her then of Hollister’s vain at-
tempt to turn aside the Bar Association
inquiry. “He spent all he had, and failed,
Kathleen. He was ruined both profes-

sionally and financially. He was desperate.
I happen to know that.”

Kathleen was stunned.

“Then that was what that letter meant
this afternoon.” She told him of the note
she had carried her employer. Peters
agreed.

He leaned nearer her, his black eyes
watching her pale face.

“Here’s how it stands. Hollister was
ruined and desperate. He invited Andy
and Turner and Clyde and Sarah here

after he got that word. Why did he do
that? Think, Kathleen !’

She shook her head. “I can’t see why.”

“Because he had to have help—money
—right away,” Peters said. “He invited
four old clients and friends, Kathleen—
people whose business he has known in
intimate detail for years. He demanded
money of them. Probably he demanded
lump sums and big sums. And if they
didn’t agree to give the money—and you
can bet they did not—he threatened them.”

“Threatened them! Threatened them
how?”

Peters voice became mere confidential.
“Jason knew their secrets, Kathleen.
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Every person alive has a few secrets,
things he hides from the world. A lawyer
like Jason knows things about his most
respectable clients that would blow them
sky high, if they were told. And a des-
perate lawyer, like Jason Hollister, no
matter how straight and honorable he had
been before, would be pretty likely to
threaten publicity if he wasn’t given
money to silence him.”

Kathleen sprang from her chair. “It's a
lie, I don’t believe a word of it. I knew
Jason Hollister.”

Peters said coldly, “That’s my theory
of the case. Jason threatened those peo-
ple. That accounts for the glumness at
cocktail time. It accounts for Andy’s quar-
rel with him. And I have no doubt at all
that it accounts for Jason’s murder. Some
one of his guests killed Jason Hollister
to keep his mouth shut.”

GAIN Kathleen burst into horrified

denials, more horrified now, because
doubts were creeping in. Peters’ shrewd
reasoning checked up with all she had
seen, all she knew. She was sick with the
terror of conviction. .

When she was exhausted, Peters merely
repeated steadily, “Four clients. Four se-
crets Jason threatened to expose. KFour
people who had good reason to wish Jason
Hollister dead. There’s your case!”

He added, “Here is where you can help
me out. I want all of Jason Hollister’s
most private and secret papers. Among
those papers, I have no doubt, is proof
against at least one person here, proof of
soniething strong enough to constitute
motive for murder. When I find the mo-
tive, I find my man. Where are those
papers, Kathleen ?”

“Papers ?”’

“Yes. Memoranda, old affidavits, photo-
graphs, things of that sort. Jason had a
few things of special importance that
never went into his office safe. And to
be frank, I have not yet been able to lo-
cate any private safe or hiding place here
in the house. Where did he keep such
stuff? You were his trusted secretary,
you must know.”

“But I don’t know.”

- “Be reasonable, Kathleen! Of course
you know!”

“I do not know. If Mr. Hollister had
any such papers that he didn’t keep in his
sate or his desk, I don’t know where he
kept them.”

“Well, I'm dead sure he brought them
to this house today, in order to talk busi-
ness to his guests. And I've got to have
that stuff. Where in this house did Jason
keep such things?” '

Kathleen shook her head. Once more
she said firmly, “I don’t know.”

“Don’t know, or won’t tell? Which is
it?” The district attorney’s manner
changed abruptly. His black eyes glowered
at her, his threatening finger shook close
to her face. “Be careful, Kathleen. A lot
that concerns you depends on whether
you're willing to help the law.”

She read the inference Peters meant her
to get from his words. They had cau-
tioned her not to let Peters bully her, but
if the others had been present then, they
would not have worried so much about her
being bullied. People did not bully Kath-
leen Reilly without rousing the fighting
Irish in her. '

“Just what do you mean by that re-
mark ?”’ she asked, coldly.

“Just what I say. You're in love with
Andy McClelland, aren’t you? Well, it
happens that Andy quarreled with Hollis-
ter and threatened his life, and I have
witnesses to it. And before I'm done, I
daresay I can find enough to make out a
damned tight case against that young man.
I’'m warning you now, if you start get-
ting rough with me on this case, I can
get rough with you. Suppose you tell me
where Jason kept his private papers in
this house?”

“Suppose you listen to me,” Kathleen
retorted. Her cheeks were blazing, she
was beautiful in her anger. “If you sus-
pect Andy McClelland of that murder,
that’s your business, Mr. Peters. If you

did suspect him and could build a case

against him, you wouldn’t be offering to
doublecross the state you work for and
throw your case, just to pay me back for
a favor. That’s a poor bluff, and it’s no
good. As for Mr. Hollister’s papers, I told
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you all I know about them, and that is
exactly nothing. Now if you want to try
railroading me—or Andy—for something
we didn’t do, go ahead!”

She was out of her chair; her hand
was on the knob of the door.

Peters had risen, too. He made her an
ironic bow.

“I think I can conduct this case with-
out your help, if necessary, But I'm
warning you, you'll have to tell me where
Hollister hid his secrets. When you say
you don’t know, you’re not fooling me.
And if you find Andy in a peck of trou-
ble, you can thank yourself for it.”

CHAPTER SIX

SMEDLEY’S MESSAGE

s ATHLEEN went to her room with
oW Peters’ threat ringing in her ears.
“If you find Andy in a peck of
trouble, you can thank yourself for it.”

‘He had found the weak spot in her
armor with fiendish cunning. She was in
terror lest she jeopardize Andy, and in
terror lest she fail in a sacred trust. True
to that trust, she had lied to Lou Peters,
and now the possible consequences of her
lie, and of the course plainly marked for
her to follow, haunted her.

She knew where Hollister kept such
private papers as Peters had described.
Several years before her employer had
shown her,

“A neat hiding place, isn’t it?” Hollis-
ter had said, showing her the secret com-
partment in his antique desk. He had
added, with a strange premonition of what
was to come, “If—or when—I die, Kath-
leen, you are to open this drawer. If you find
any papers here, don’t read them-—Dburn
them. A lawyer comes into possession of
a lot of dangerous things in the course of
a lifetime. We don’t want to leave any of
this dynamite around where it may blow
up and hurt innocent people.”

It was the true Jason Hollister who had
spoken then. The Jason Hollister that
Kathleen always would remember, whose
passing she would always mourn. It was
that honorable man she meant to serve
now. She kept her promises.
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