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CHAPTER VIII—Continued 
Be 

The questioning of Sentry on the 
witness stand by Mr. Falkran con- 
tinued: 

Q. Under what circumstances? A. Miss 
Randall came in to say that Miss Wines 
had asked to see Mr. Loran. Mr. Loran 
was not in. Miss Randall suggested that 
I see her. 

Q. Never mind what Miss Randall 
said. The District Attorney might object 
to your telling us that. But as a result 
of something Miss Randall said to you, 
and of your reply, what happened? A. 
Miss Wines came into my office. 

Q. She talked with you? A. Yes. 
Q. Did she ask for something? A. She 

wanted money. 
Q. How much? A. A hundred dollars. 
Q. Why that exact amount? A. She 

said— 
Q. No, you had better not tell what 

she said. Do you know of your own 
knowledge, and not because of anything 
she said, why Miss Wines wanted the 
money? A. No. 

Q. Was it in consequence of anything 
you had done? A. No. 

Q. Where was Mr. Loran that after. 
noon? A. He was out of town 

Refused Dead Girl Help. 
Q. As a result of what Miss Wines told 

you, Mr. Sentry, did you give her any 
money? A. No. 

Q. Or advice? A. I went into the re- 
ception room to speak to Miss Randall 

Q. Immediately? A. Miss Wines had 
been with me perhaps five minutes. 

Q. She came to you for money and you 
sent her away? A. Yes. 

Q. Why? A. 1 was afraid of being in- 
volved. 

Q. Afraid? A. Yes. 
Q. You sent her away? A. She was 

crying. I went into the reception room 
and spoke to Miss Randall, leaving Miss 
Wines alone in my office 

Q. Did you ever after she left your 
employ give her any money? A. No. 

Q. Did she offer that day any reason 
why you personally should give her 
money? A. Only that she needed it. 

Q. No attempt to blackmail you then 
or later? A. No. She asked, but she did 
not demand. 

Q. By the way, you had a duplicate 
key to the back door? A. Yes 

Q. Where was it that day? 
side drawer of my desk 

Q. When you went into the reception 
room that day, what did you discuss 
with Miss Randall? A. I asked her to 
get rid of Miss Wines. 

Q. Did she? A. She went into my of- 
fice. I went downstairs, 

Q. Down the main stairs? 
the back stairs 

Q. And on that occasion you did not 
see Miss Wines again? A. No. 

Q. When you came back to your office 
-if you did? A. 1 did, half an hour later. 

Q. Did you notice anything unusual? 
A. The side drawer of my desk was open. 

Q. The one in which you kept the du- 
plicate key? A. Yes. 

Telis of Bridge Game 

Q. Had you left it open? A. Perhaps. 
I do not know. 

Q. Did you notice whether or not the 
key was gone? A. No 

Q And was this before or after you 
began to carry a revolver in the car? 
A. Before. 

Q. How 
more 

Q. How long before Miss Wines was 
killed? A. About three weeks 

Q. Was Mr. Loran in town after that 
day and before Miss Wines was killed? 
A. Yes 

Q. Do you know whether Miss Wines 
saw him? A. I do not. 

Q. Now, on a certain Thursday eve. 
ning, Mr. Sentry, did you play bridge 
after dinner at r club? A. Yes, ev- 
ery Thursday 

Q. I am ref 1 to the evening Miss 
Wines was killed. A. Yes 

Q. Till what time did you play. on 
that occasion? A. Till about ten thirty. 

Q. You left the club when? A. Eleven 
o'clock or a little after 

Q. In your car? A. Yes 
Q. With the revolver in the dash lock. 

er? A. Yes. 
Q. You went where? A. 1 started 

home, got almost there, then went back 
to my office 

Q. Why? A. Mrs. Sentry had arranged 
that day to have a package delivered 
at the office from Butler's 

Q. Dealers in kitchenware? A. Yes. 
Q. What was in it? A. A drip coffee 

A. Down 

long before? A. A week or 

t. 
Q. What was to be done with 11? A. 

Mrs. Sentry had asked me to bring it 
home. 

Q. Was it In the car? A. I forgot it 
on my desk when I left the office. 

Q. And you went back to your office? 
A. To get it, yes. 

Q. You got there—when? A. Some 
time between eleven thirty and twelve. 

Q. Stopped where? A. At the curb by 
the back door. 

Q. Did you lock the car? A. I left the 
key in the lock. 

Q. And went immediately upstairs? A. 
No. 1 unlocked the door, and started up, 
and 1 thought 1 heard voices. 

Q. Voices? A. A voice 
Q. A woman's or a man's? 

man’s. 
Q. And what? A. I listened, but the 

sound was not repeated. 1 was nerv. 
ous, came out and looked for a police- 
man, saw none, decided it was my imagi- 
nation. 

A. A 

Admits Killing. 

Q. So you did what? A. I took the 
revolver out of the car and went quietly 
upstairs, 

Q. Suddenly braver, Mr. Sentry? A. 
Playing a game, like a fool kid. 1 didn't 
really think there was anyone there. 

Q. Took the revolver and went up- 
stairs? A. Yes. 

Q. How far upstairs? A. To the third 
floor. 

Q. Was anyone there? A. Yes. 
Q. You saw some person or persons? 

A. It was dark. 
Q. You had no light? A. There is no 

light on the back stairs. 
Q. So you came up in the dark? A. 

The stairs are familiar. I've been using 
them for thirty years. 

Q. Is there a door at the head of the 
stairs? A. Yes. 

Q. And what did you do? A. Opened 
the door, stepped through ft. 

Q. StilP in the dark? A. Yes. 
Q. And did anything happen? A. Some- 

one jumped against me. 
Q. Man or woman? A. A man. 
Q. What then? A. The impact knocked 

me against the wall. It jarred me so 
that the gun went off, 

Q. Had you cocked it? A. Yes. 
. And it went off. Then what? A. 

The man who had bumped me ran down 
the back stairs, 

Q. You saw him? A. I heard him. 
ast i you do? A. 1 turned on 

. Where? A. In my office. 
. You went into the office? A. 1 

stood in the doorway and reached the 
switch. 

Q. Did that light the hall? A. Yes, 

nog you see a Al , nything? 
a woman lying on the hall floor. we   

. Why not? A. 1 realized that 1 
might be blamed. 

Q. In other words, you were afraid? 
A. Yes. 

Q. And you did not telephone? A. No. 
When I went into the office, I saw that 
the safe was open. There is a money 
drawer in it, and this drawer had been 
taken out and was on my desk. The 
money was still in it. About three hun- 
dred dollars. 

Q. Yes? A. I realized that no one 
would believe there had been a robber 
there unless the money was taken. 

Q. Yes? A. I decided to make it look 
like a robbery. 

Q. What did you do? 
money. 

Q. You had gloves on? 
night was cool, 

Q. And then what? A. I turned off 
the light and went downstairs, 

Q. Did you take the package for which 
you had come back to the office? A. No, 
I forgot it again. 

Q. When you got downstairs, did you 
notice anything about the car? A. It was 
gone, 

Q. What did you do? A. I supposed it 
had been stolen. I walked to the corner 
at random, and then I saw my car. 

Q. Where was it? A. It was just 
around the corner, half a block from 
where I had left it, parked the wrong 
way of a one-way street. 

Q. What did you do? 
drove home. 

Q. What did you do there? A. Put up 
the car. Then I threw the pistol in the 

lines ni 

A. Took the 

A. Yes, the 

A. Got In and   
I 
| 

“1 Was Afraid of Being Involved.” 

river back of the garage. 1 went In the 
house and down cellar and burned the 
money in the furnace 

Q. And then? A. 1 went to bed 
Court adjourned till Monday morning. 

Mr. Falkran afterward announced that 
he had finished with direct examination, 
80 that Mr. Sentry’'s cross-examination 
will begin at once when he resumes the 
stand, 

That state like a hypnosis, in 
which Mrs. entry had found herself 
80 much of the time since the trial 

began, persisted during Mr. Sentry's 
direct testimony. 

When at adjournment Mr. Sentry 
left the stand, her eyes met his 
and she smiled at him firmly as he 
was led away. Then she and Phil 
went out together, slowly, surren- 
dering themselves to be a passive 
part of the sluggish stream of spec- 
tators which banked at the door and 
trickled through, and dispersed 
along the marble corridors. 

She clung to Phil's arm, and they 
came down to the limousine, and 
many eyes pinned them and whis- 
pers galloped like hounds hot on 
their trail as they drove away. 

They rode in silence for a while, 
till at last Phil mopped his brow 
and looked at her and asked miser- 
ably, “Want to talk, mother?” 

*“No, not yet, Phil!" 
He said with a jealous loyalty: “I 

don't believe he ever looked at any 
woman in his life but you. No mat- 
ter what he says.” 

But she did not answer him. After 
a while he asked huskily: “Mother, 
did you know what he was going to 
say? I mean, about the night she 
was killed?” 

She remembered with a pitiless 
clarity that day she first saw Arthur 
after his arrest. She said: “He 
told me, yes. Told me he—went 
there and found her dead.” And she 
added, quickly, “He didn't know 
then that his shot had killed her.” 

Phil cried, “Why didn't you tell 
me?” 

“It couldn’t have done any good, 
Phil, to tell you.” 

“But it was an accident!” 

“Yes.” She added, unable to check 
the word in time. “If they believe 
him." 

“Why, they've got to, haven't 
they? It all fits.” He pounded his 
fist on his knee. “It's rotten 
enough; but at least he’s not a mur- 
derer.” She said nothing; and he 
spoke half to himself: “I've never 
seen him except with you; never— 
asked him any questions. Did he 
tell Mr. Flood all this?” 

She said wearily: “I think not. 1 
think Mr. Falkran and Mr. Hare 
both advised him to answer no ques- 
tions, say nothing at all, after he 
was arrested.” 
When at last they came home, 

Linda was there with Barbara. Bar- 
bara as they came in looked at her 
mother and then at Phil, searching- 
ly; and Mrs. Sentry said quickly: 

“He was fine, Barbaral”   

Linda cried, ‘‘There, Barb! I told 
you he would be.” She explained, in 
a tender tone, ‘‘She’s been worrying 
so!” 

Mrs. Sentry thought how little 
Barbara seemed, and how young, 
and so terribly hurt. This, too, Ar- 
thur had done; yet—suddenly today 
she could not hate him. She said 
again to Barbara: ‘Yes, he was 
fine! I was never so proud of him.” 

She saw Phil watch her wonder- 
ingly; and she said calmly: “Lunch 
must be ready. Linda, will you 
stay?” 

While they were at table—Bar- 
bara had a tray in her room-—Mr, 
Falkran telephoned, spoke with Mrs. 
Sentry. 

‘“He's going to see Mr. Sentry 
first,” she reported, ‘‘then come out 
to consult with me. He feels that 
Mr. Sentry made an excellent wit- 
ness, that the jury was impressed.” 

“Of course,” Linda agreed. 

After lunch, Mrs. Sentry suggest- 
ed: “Linda, take Phil away for the 
afternoon, will you? Take him for a 

“Im 

Hil 

i 

long drive.” She smiled. "He needs 
fresh air, fresh ideas: needs you." 

And she added suddenly, apologeti- 
cally: “Don’t if you'd rather not! 
You've been such a rock of strength, 
I don’t want to impose on you.” 

“Of course I will” Linda 

Mrs. Sentry was deeply relieved to 
be left thus for a while alone. 

Presently the doorbell rang. Dean 
Hare. Mrs. Sentry greeted him 
composedly, said, “Well, Dean?" 
“How are you?" he asked in a | 

low tone. 
“All right.” 
“You were wonderful!” 
“Why not?” 

He said ruefully: “I didn't know 
what was coming, Ellen. Falkran 
didn’t take me into his confidence.” 
She made no comment, and he 
said at last, “It had an effect on 
the jury.” 

‘Mr. Falkran thought so.” 
He watched her as though he 

hoped, by adding some word, she 
might make it possible for him to 

say more; but she dreaded any sign 

of sympathy, gave him no open- 
ing, asked instead: “Had you some 
business? Mr. Falkran is coming 
presently.” 

de- | light 
clared; and when they were gone, | “5... 

| Sentry   

  
Yes, I'm afraid I have. Mr, Loran 
called me. He resented Falkran's 
bringing him into this.” 

“Oh!" She conceded, “Oh, yes, I 
suppose he would.” 

Hare explained, “He wants to dis- 
solve his partnership with Mr. Sen- 
try.” 

“Does he?" 
‘““He has named a figure,” Hare 

told her, ‘‘based on what he believes 
the business—real estate, accounts 
receivable, contracts, cash, good 
will—is worth. He offers to buy Mr, 
Sentry’s interest, or to sell his own, 
on the basis of that figure. The de- 
cision is up to you.” 

“Suppose I wish neither to buy. or 
sell.” 

“He will take court action to force 
a dissolution.” 

“Can he do that? Force it?" 

“Certainly.” He added: “That of 
course might involve the sacrifice 
sale of many assets.” 

“What do you advise?” 
The lawyer made a doubtful ges- 

ture. ““You can hardly run the busi- 
ness yourself.” And he suggested: 

“Suppose 1 ask Mr. Loran to make 
his offer in writing, to let it stand 
open as long as possible. Meanwhile 
you can consult Mr. Sentry, or 1 
will—"" 
“Perhaps you had better.” 
“Very well. And after you de- 

cide" 
“Exactly.” 
She had a grateful interval before 

Falkran came. When he arrived, 
they went into the library, were 

there alone. 
The attorney professed confidence. 

“lI have just come from Mr. Sen- 
try,” he said. “He made an excel- 
lent witness this morning. 1 timed 
things so that we could adjourn as 

soon as he was done, in order to al- 
low his evidence to make a maxi- 
mum impression on the jury's mind 

over Sunday. Mrs. Sentry, the State 
lost, this morning, all the ground it 
had gained. They must begin again 
from the beginning now." 
Yes?” 
“You may take my word for it,” 

he assured her, watching her, sens- 

ing something new under her rigid 
calm. “You see, they expected him 
to make a complete denial; but Mr. 
Sentry told the jury what actually 
happened, and the truth fitted the 
pattern of the evidence the State had 
presented in every detail. Their 
case, so far as first degree murder 
is concerned, is destroyed.” 

She did not speak. After a moment 
he went on: “Of course, I appre- 
ciate your feelings this morning. 
I know quite well that Mr. Sentry 
did not appear in an admirable 

Still she said nothing; and he 
spoke almost hurriedly. “He will 
face cross-examination on Monday. 
That will be distressing. The State 
will emphasize the—unpleasant as- 
pects of his testimony. Yet you 
aust be there.” 

After a silent moment, when her 
head bowed, he took this as assent 
and rose to go; but he made one 
more demand. 

tomorrow, 
suggested, 

Panic did for a moment flicker in 
her eyes. ‘Must I?" 

He said gently, “If I were District 
Attorney, when you took the stand, 
my first question on cross-examina- 
tion would be: ‘Mrs. Sentry, have 
you visited your husband in his cell 
since you heard his direct testimo- 
ny?’ * 

no doubt?’ he 

tionless. Then she cried desperate- 
| ly: “Yes, yes, I will go! I will go!” 

He said reluctantly: “Well, yes. | (TO BE CONTINUED) 

  

Grow Tomatoes Without Seeds by Use 
of Chemicals; Fruits Have Solid Meat 

Tomatoes without seeds are being 
grown in the department of horti- 
culture at the University of Mis- 
souri by use of chemicals. Nor- 
mally tomatoes require pollinization 
and fertilization to set fruit, but 
that also means that seeds will be 
formed. So the workers at Colum- 
bia pinch out the parts of the flower 
that produce the pollen, thus stop- 
ping fertilization, and then seek 
another stimulus in the form of a 
growth-promoting substance, or hor- 
mone, to cause the fruit to set. 

The result is that tomatoes de- 
velop normally, but instead of con- 
taining seeds and pulp, the toma- 
toes are solid meat. The fruit is of 
normal size, but weighs more, says 
the Kansas City Star. 

The hormone used is indoleacetic 
acid dissolved in lanum paste at 
the rate of one part acid to 500 
parts paste. About three applica- 
tions, put on a week or ten days 
apart, are required. 

The cost of the materials is neg- 
ligible, the greatest expemse being 
the labor involved in emasculating 
the flowers and applying the hor- 
mone. In an attempt to cut down 
the labor involved, one of to- 
matoes was sprayed with a solution   

quickly, 
crystals which are not absorbed by 
the plant. Further experiments are 
being conducted to find a material 
such as an oil, that does not evapo- 
rate quickly and which will hold 
the hormone in an absorbable form 
for a greater length of time. 

Further experiments may show 
that it is possible to increase yields 
when seedless tomatoes are pro- 
duced, since the fruit may be in- 
duced to set during summer months 
when hot, dry weather usually ren- 
ders pollen ineffective. 

Woods Have Odd Names 
Have you any juglans nigra in 

your home? You have if you pos- 
sess anything made of so-called 
“black” walnut. The tongue-twister 
is the botanical name. 

Juglans californica is the trick 
title for walnut grown on the Pacific 

and Asia, does business a 
technical moniker, juglans riga. Oak 
is playfully dubbed by the scientific 

* 

color. Other jawbreakers include: 
Gumwood (liquidamber styracifiua) 
and zebrawood from West Africa 
(distemonathus benthamianus). In 
fact, every kind of wood has its 
tantalizing scientific tag. 
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ENCOURAGED HER A LOT 

A little girl, on her first day at | 
school, was found by one of the 

| teachers in tears, says London An- | 
dear,” | Magazine, “Why, 

the matter?” 
“They tell me,” said the child be- 

tween her sobs, “that 1 shall have 
to stay here until I'm 14.” 
Teacher patted her on the shoul- 

der. “Cheer up,” she said gently, 
‘“‘you’re better off than | am. Just 
think, I have to stay here until I'm 

| 63.” 

OH, MY, NO 

“Do you spend your evenings 
holding hands?" 

“I'm no gambler—whatever you 
mean!’ 

The Lesser Evil 
As the small boy came running 

round the corner he collided with an 
old lady. 

“Dear me," 
you off to?" 

“Home,” he panted, “mother’s go- 
ing to spank me." 

“But do you mean you want to 
be punished?" 

“No,” said the little boy, “but if 
I'm not back before father, he'll 
do it!" 

she said, “where are 

Appropriate Confession 
“A nickel's worth of liquorice, 

please,” said the little girl. 

“I'm afraid I have no liquorice, 
dear,” said the candyshop proprie- 
tress. ‘““Must it be liquorice?” 

“Yes, I'm afraid it must,” re 
plied the child. “You see, our ca- 
nary is dead and I'm in mourning.” 
Stray Stories Magazine. 

Bum Luck 
Two members of the legal profes 

sion, one decidedly glum of counte- 

nance, met on the street. 

“Well, how's business?” the first 
asked the second one. 

“Rotten,” the pessimist replied, 
*“l just chased an ambulance 12 
niles and found a lawyer in it.” 

Valuable Warning 
DeTwitter—He's not a handsome 

dog, but he's very useful. No tramp 
or beggar can come near the house 
without our knowing it. 

McTweet—What's he do? Snarl? 
“No, he runs upstairs and crawls 

under the bed.” 

The Trap’'s All Set 
Barney—I'm sorry to keep you 

waiting, but I've just been setting 
a trap for my wife. 
Paul—Good heavens! Who do you 

suspect? 
Barney—A mouse in the kitchen. 

Breezin' Along 

Mr. Jones—Bring me 
sandwich, please. 
Waiter—Anything else, sir? 

another 

Mr. Jones—Yes, a paper weight. 
. | The last sandwich blew away! 

She stared at him, still sitting mo- | 

On His Way 
Visitor—Am | headed right for the 

monkey cage? 
Little Boy—Yes, sir, but you would 

stand a better chance if you had a 
tail. 

Nor Rabbit in the Rarebit 
Guest—Say, 

Waitress—That's right. And 1 
didn't put any horse in the horse- | 
radish, either. 

MANY KICKS, TOO 

“The mule lives a comparatively 
short life.” 

“Yes; but it's a life full of kick.” 

Too Late 
Author—Well, sir, the upshot of 

GE ne Ok me lo yeuts discover that no 
talent for writing literature. 
Friend—You gave up? 
Author—O, no; by that time 1 

was too famous.—Valdosta Times. 

ma'am, you didn't | 

the fact that the water evaporates | Put 8n¥y chicken in my chicken soup. | 
leaving the hormone in | 

  

e Shell Stitch for 
This Bathroom Rug 

  

  
    

  
Pattern 6243 

Four strands of string or rags 
in three colors or in black, white, 
and a color worked in shell stitch, 
make this durable rug. It's cro- 
cheted in five parts—the center 

and four identical corners—and 
that makes it easy to handle. It's 
a lovely rug for bathroom or bed- 
room. Pattern 6243 contains in- 
structions for making rug; illus- 
trations of it and of stitches; ma- 
terials needed; color schemes. 

To obtain this pattern, send 15 
cents in coins to The Sewing Cir- 
cle, Household Arts Department, 

259 West 14th St., New York, N. Y. 

Please write your name, ad- 
dress and pattern number plainly. 

CHECK 
YOURSELF 
FOR THESE COMMON 

SIGI=S OF 

ACID INDIGESTION 

  

@ If You Have Any of These 
Symptoms — and Suspect 
Acid Indigestion as the 
Cause — “Alkalize” the 
Quick, Easy “Phillips” 

Way. If the Trouble Persists 
—See your Doctor. 

Now there is a way to relieve “acid 
Indigesticn with glmost insveds- 
ble s i. You simply take 2 tea- 
otis of Phillips’ Milk of Mag- 
nesia 30 minutes after meals. OR — 
take 2 Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia 
Tablets, the exact equivalent. 

Results are amazing. Often you 
get relief in a few minutes. Nausea 
and upset distress disappear. It 
produces no gas to embarrass you 
and offend others. : 

Try it—Get liquid Phillips’ Milk 
of Magnesia for home use and a box 
of Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia Tab- 
lets to carry with you. 

PHILLIPS’ MILK OF MAGNESIA 
% IN LIQUID OR TABLET FORM 

  

Natural Friendship 
“There are no rules for friend. 

ship. It must be left to itself. 
We cannot force it any more thao 
love." —Hazlitt. 

  

Look Younger-and 
You Feel Younger! 
No question but that sometimes gray 

hair proves a handicap in the business 
world as well as in social affairs. Yet it 
is so simple to remedy this condition, 

LEA'S HAIR 
PREPARATION 

results. If your acialdie 
just send a dollar bill now to 

  

  

       


