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Story In sta llm en t

Barbara  Sesay s-eeiur.f t i  s:iber u j 
be r cacan !  tinas»  Bu? i  :u  o *  «ay 
home tros , i  p a rty , «üaps tu— and at- 
v » r u  me a tiesan»  :k a pciheenax. 
w ñ te t i i i t  í io j  kaacfc» f la a t  As s *  a i­
reñ a  h?.— P rtfc a s w  5 - are sd H a rva rd  
to s  es le t í *  res.ro» and i r v o  Barbar»  
to m e  O t tb t  w ay  mey ace Barbar-» s 
ta t to r  u -n -u if t r o s  me t._ -em or :i> rus 
oíboe a l 1? * : but vhex ne fe tr  home nt 
leáis h it  w iit  n  ís 11 : 15 and mas be s 
bees b - im - f  anace  as t i»  club Neis 
a m ! {  « tu e  Barbar»  J  t í  .ui-.í r« r 
n.om er abois ber an-er rure a i u - fe t :  
pr.orv c a l r o te s  íro-r. K r  S e s tr j s af­
i l ie  afber rus áepartnre A m r in g  tom e 
i r  t i *  la te a ftem aob S e ttry  reporrs bus 
office has bees, robbes a s í a Kus¡s Wwea 
te m e r  te -m p ita -r  e - ip i i?  ee a_.ee The 
e-ier.ib.f papen iur.í.-? canfu— t í»  story 
and S ertry  iar.es a  s a r i  K i r  e.ner 
Aaogtoer is i» i:we m s t  JCe£ B ay  .i-oung 
s  itrb e  a: me rios p.-.a v aere abe « a rla

m yself That was be ta«  1 went 
into the newspaper game.”

She said eoorteoB»lyi "Why. then 
s t  re really old fr.es is  W ill you 
ease in* There s ao one at boose 
mr. father and mother w ill be back 
soon. "

He hesitated, stock hi» he»d
"Tnanx»." he said. I doo't tr_nx 
I  w_L_ And he confessed. » little  
amused a: hi» own scruples: 'Prob­
ably » real red-hot reporter would 
get some p.mure» out of you and 
as acterriew. I f  your fa lser were 
here—I'D  tell you. I may come back 
la ter.”

5ne nodded, understanding s.s fir-

CHAPTER

Miss Wines was found dead la the 
hall outside Mr. Sentry1» office at 
about eight o’clock Friday morning; 
a Friday in October. The after­
noon papers cr.ed the new»; the 
morning papers on Saturday spread 
the tale over three or four pages

p» - Sentry, a junior at Yale, 
would have slept late that morning. 
There was to be a football game 
us the afternoon, and the pre-game 
celebration the night before had in 
hi» ease risen to a somewhat fe 
vered pitch. He had nc early class: 
out Fr.tz Rush, his roommate, had.

would distress hi» mother, 
f -.- ■ boning ber reassur­

ance«. thought he might send her a 
wire, thought he might go home 
over Sunday, and then remembered 
the football game and did not want 
to mis» it, and in the end did noth­
ing that day at alL

But Phil did read the papers more 
, carefully. Police had found the 

young Italian in Freedom, Maine. 
He had been able to account for all 
bis recent movement». Other young 
men. friends of the dead g irl, were 
being questioned. The g irl's  father, 
who was a scallop fisherman, had 
hurried to Boston. His picture ap­
peared: a long-legged, sad. droop­
ing little old man.

The police. Phil read, were in­
vestigating the fact that Miss Wines 
had been mysteriously absent from  
her lodgings for three days in Aug­
ust last. The twentieth, twenty-first, 
and twenty-second. She had told 
her landlady that she was going to

all this 
thought

he tried to recall where he kJ I 
been on the dates given. u. J  membered at last that he £  H  
turned t”«* #__  ft*!just then from a crui« ?" 
B ill Hoke's schooner h "schooner, had stonnm L in Boston to see his father S |

' r,e to Xeif
York on bus.ness and himself ¿ ¡ L  
gone on to York Harbor that 2 
noon. r'

He was relieved at being .m, 
thus to account for his time- a„ 
later he forgot the murder f0'r £  
football game. Yale went into tb 
last quarter trailing by ten point? 
and when in a feverish fifteen mi? 
utes they had fought through to vie 
tory, there was not a normal vocal 
chord in the Bowl. “

CHAPTER n —Cratisped

Barbara was caLed to the tele­
phone, and Bn die arrived and came 
in to rpe-sk to them while Mary 
made last preparation». Mr». Lor­
as » brother, Eddie. had somehow 
made a fortune is  the last four or 
five year»., owned a blatantly large 
motor yacht oe which scandalous 
parties were reported to occur, w-a* 
perfectly sure otf h .i welcome every­
where; m d he clapped Mr. Sentry 
oo the shoulder and said jocosely:

'W ell. Sentry, a lot ci free ad­
vertise, g eh? HeadQmes! Produce 
House M urder’ You and Gus ought 
tc have a flock ctf s.gntseen tomor­
row. Better lay in a stock of ba­
nanas. eh* Sell 'em to people to 
take home at souvenirs!**

M ary, in the haul, called. *T m  
ready. M r Endue.”  They departed.

Mr». Sentry said icify. "He and 
Mrs. Leras are alike, aren't they’ ”  
And as Barbara returned from the 
telephone. "Who was ip Barbara’ ”

•'Johnny B oyd '”  Barbara w a i it>- 
d ig ra n t ‘ He thought last night wa» 
a jeke and he thought all this wa» 
fussy ' I  shan't ever give him  a date 
again'**

•'I ruppose i t  w ill »trike a lot cd 
people as a joke ob us.”  Mr. Sentry 
»greed, 'T n  glad father -to t alive, j 
He wa» strong cm the dign.ty of the 
firm. "  Ana he reflected: 'T d  better 
run in and reassure mother. Care 
to come. E llen ’ ”  Old Mrs Sentry 
lived m solitary d;gn_ty in one of 
the Back Bay hotels.

’1 tiunk not.”  Mr». Sentry de­
cided. but when Mrs Fumes» 
phoned presently tc ask whether she 
could bring M.ss Glee ever—'She'* 
»o anxious to talk to M r Sentry 
about tm» terr.h le c ru n e '"—Mrs. 
Sentry said T m  sorry. We re go­
ing out’ ”  Others would be teleptoe- 
irg  She and M r Sentry presently 
departed in the hminume bound fee 
tewa

Barbara stayed at Scene. She was 
reading the story in the paper again 
»•hen the doorbell rang Nellie came 
to »ay that a young man w.sbed to 
•ee her. * He asked for M r Sen­
try .' she explained. and I told him 
you were the only one at home "

Barbara west into the hall. The 
young man said. M u  Sentry?“

*T m  M ta  B a rb a ra "
“ T m  Das Fisher.”  he exp lamed, 

watching her appreciatively 'T o  a 
reporter My editor sent me out to 
—w e ll to see if  your father had any 
Ideas about thia murder. And to 
get acme picturea and ao ow.”  He 
added. " I  tn sorry to bother you.”  
And then he grinned and said. I f  
I were you. I  wouldn’t ever ta lk to

Barbara liked him. "You 're  a 
funny reporter,”  ahe pretested. “ I 
thought they wore their hat» in the 
bouse ”

•'You're thinking of pis m-clothes 
men. poiicemea.”  he suggested, 
chucking and he added, rurpnsing- 
ly- “ I  met you once. You don't re­
m ember’  You were with Joe Dane 
fa New »ven after the Princeton 
game two year» »go. Joe introduced

Phil Exclaimed.

beirar.ee , grateful. ’1  shouldn't 
know what tc say,” she admitted.

" I f  I  were you. 1 wouldn't say 
ar.ythmg tc reporters.”  be advised 
"Just refer them to your father. "1 
don't mean for any c i you to be 
mysterious anout it. of course. That 
would only make it worse”  And he 
politely said: 'Thanks a lo t  Good- 
n ig h t"

Barbara was almost sorry he de­
parted. Her thought* were te rrify ­
ing company. But when »he heard 
ber fa ire r and mother return »be 
met them sm ilingly.

"Well, yw j misted it!” »he an­
nounced in live ly  tone* “ Tve been 
entertaining a rep o rte r" ’

“ A reporter?" M r* Sentry echoed 
resentfully. ’*Ridiculous! Barbara, 
you shouldn't have let h im  in the 
bouse! ”

"Oh, be wa» rather nice! Hi» 
name'» Dan Fisher, and be went to 
Princeton, and knew* Joe Dane ”  
Joe wa» Linda'» brother, at Yale. 
He and Phi! Sentry were classmate» 
there ' But be wanted to »ee fa­
ther.”  Barbara explained, and »he 
added mi»cfa.evc>u*ly. "1 tried to get 
him  to come in and talk to me.”

Mrs Sentry »aid a  »ardotnc re­
proach, Weren't you—unnecessari­
ly hospitable’ ”

'•Well, he »aid we shouldn't be 
myxtenou» about i t "  Barbara as

and when Fritz returned to the room 
in mid-forenoon he pulled the bed 
clothes violently off Phih

"Wake up. P h il!”  he shouted. 
'•You've got you. name in the pa­
pers!"

Phil blinked sleepily. "What? 
What's happened’  We didn't start
anything last night d:d we?'

' Read 'em and weep!-' Fritz in­
sisted. “ AD about the murder in 
high hie ' Pretty stenographer foul­
ly slain! Here, have a look!"

Phil sat up and peered, blinking, 
at the headlines: he turned the 
pages and saw photographs of the 
dead girl, of his father, of Mr. Lor- 
am and cf Sentry and Loran's old 
brick building in the market dis­
t r ic t  The history of the firm, found­
ed by Phil's great-grandfather, was 
related: and his father's clubs were 
listed, and his mother's charities

The names of Loran and Sentry, 
even though the connection was 
slight, lent a certain importance to 
this murder of a pretty stenogra­
pher. yet an cld newspaper man 
though the name» might have bee? 
meanmgle»» to him. would have 
guessed from the extent of the 
spread that there was more to 
come, that there was a whisper of 
sensation ir. the air.

Even PhU sensed this faintly as 
he gianced through the pages;' but

visit a girl friend in New Hamp­
shire: but this g irl—not named—de­
nied that Agnes Wines had visited 
her. or had even planned to do so.

Much was made of this fa c t One 
of the papers said in so many word» 
that the police were seeking the 
dead girl's unknown lover, and car­
ried a subsidiary headline:

LOVE CLEW IN PRODUCE 
HOUSE MURDER

Phil threw the paper aside at 
last and finished dressing: but when 
he went to lunch, more than one 
comedian asked. “ Were you myste­
riously absent from your accus­
tomed haunts in August, Phil?”  He 
grinned and took it, as the easiest
way to put an end to this ra ille ry ;

rured them. ' He said that would se*cre he had finished, two or three 
ju»t make it  worse "  1 ie- - '*s  came in tc jest at his ex

per.se. Was Agnes Wine» one of hi» 
conquests, they demanded. What

M rs  Sentry spcAe to ber husband
' Arthur, you'd better call up Carl , .. . -----
BettJe. make him »top that »ort of ‘s he had over women’
thing. " Bertie wa» publisher of oce er« a:d be bury bis dead? He 
at the morning paper», and an old ., r 'd ® en swore-
friend. "1 won't be bounded by re- , ,  L e cojr-e-.v-' he said harsh- 
perters "  '1 J™ r u n  any sense of

M r Sentry shook bi» bead 1Jce * nice hid "
"We've got to expect that. Ellen, J 0?-. XIr Bone».”

.  rt.T ar tw r R . - s . - .  . — u, Jo*  Dane demanded

There was celebrating that muti 
be done, and Ph:! did i t  What had —  
happened in Boston was forgotten«
fo r that evening: but it must have___
stayed disturbingly in the back of fTC 
his mind, since though it was three - *  
or four o'clock in the morning be- *rde
fore he went to bed, he woke soon
after ten, and remembered, ud 
opened his doer to get the Sunday 
morning paper in the hall outside.

He read it, read every line in it, 
that eoneem d Mist Wines. Then I 
were only two things really new - Ron 
the story of the murder. The autop- Jo 
sy had revealed a probable motive me i 
for the crime; and the hour when O H  
Agnes Wines was killed had beet^T 
fixed. A night watchman in a ware- 
house nearby had heard the shotflH 
He had thought at the time that 
it  was a truck back-firing, p ro b ity ^ l 
two or three streets away, becauser 
the sound was muffled; but now he 
was convinced that it was in fart i 
shot which he had heard. He wn 
sure of the time, having finished 
hi» one o'clock rounds ‘ -> 
Probably five or ten minutes put 
one. be thought

Phil was relieved to see that tint I 
blaze of publicity which yesterday i
had focused on h:s family and ml__
that of M r. Lcran had somewhat 
abated now. Yet he knew so vividly 
how they would each react to thiiO 
ugly experience. His father would Th 
be concerned about the effect on the not i 
business: his moiher would resent but i 
the offense to her personal dignity; ■ 
Mary, like so many persons com­
pletely egocentric, would feel per­
sonally wronged as though the world 
had conspired to make herridi»; 
leus and unhappy- Barbara—Phi 
smiled, thinking of Barbara-would 
keep her head high, make a jokeoa 
of the whole thing, try to nub 
them laugh.

He thought of telephoning tbea 
some word of reassurance, but the 
telephone was unsatisfactory. & 
fe lt vaguely that they might need 
h im ; that there might be somethag y 
he could do. And also, an intanphbi 
uneasiness oppressed him.There«!.,; 
something in tne line of the 
paper stories that suggested tl»8 

TCft jdwriters knew more than they wrote 
Ph il was young enough to w»«t» 
be assured that everything x i i«; 
r igh t: he was old enough to '«“*'» 
help and comfort if he could.

(TO BE CO\TlXVttH

Task of Protecting Bathers Has Now , 
Been Reduced to Art by Lifewvert'

Now the lifeguard starts to the ' as the water warm» up, tb 
re t ? victim  knows he's grows balmy ar.d the crowds

in trouble: . • fiocking to the mile» of pa«*
That» how scientific the a rt of beaches. tat

preventing drowning has become on From  now cn the IdeguardMiJ, 
the beaches of Los Angeles county, job cut out for him.
notes a writer in the Los Angeles 
Times.

And when it works on 40.000.000 
persons it must be a good system.

Furthermore, if a swimmer gets 
into trouble, swallows some water, 
passes out and is dragged ashore, he 
-cesn t have to worry about the life- 
guard sticking a hatpin through or 
‘.'••■g a handkerchief around h»«
‘0..gue The old method of resusci­
tation is as passe as skirt» oo a 
woman's bathing suit. Resucitation 
i» painless nowaday».

Lifesaving has become a profes- 
!tl. rV'emberi are Proud and ;

us. They Won't I 
i f  you want to. 
mark on the ir

He's ready for i t  He has to* j  
Guards are chosen rowaW» ’ I 

such a strict basis that aw .1
best qualified ever get to
of being paid member» «<•* 
ous groups fiuncti.-r.ir-g 
Bench around to the '  en tur»
line. „  !,

Rip tides, incidentally. <**1
per cent of the rescues^ Tÿe y
of the persons who have 
cued are men. The 
more cautious and their bo®» 
u ra lly  are more buoyant

become apparent

Attend Church—«  ™
England has an E’- zab*” L 

which, has never been 
compelling everyone «  
church on Sunday under i»“ 
fine of 2S cents.

beirar.ee

