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CHAPTER IX

| *““You pulled the trigger?"

T | *“It jarred off.”

A strange thing, long in prepara-| “Oh, it jarred off? I see. Is this
tion, happened next day to Mrs. Sen- | the gun?"
try. She might, she thought after- | *“‘Yes.” g _
ward, have guessed what was to | 0 lease. Now, without
come; might have foreseen it. But | putting ) finger on the trigger,
she did not. Obedient to her prom- | pound it on the railing of the witness
ise to Falkran, she went to the pris- | box till it jars off. It is not load-
on to see her husband - She had | ed.”
been awake most of the night, yet Mrs. Sentry would always remem-
she rose in the morning in an al- | ber Arthur pounding the gun butt on
most peaceful mind, and when she | the rail of the witness stand for a
met Mr. Sentry it was composedly. | Jon , harder and harder, bruis-

They spoke commonplaces for a
while, till she said at last, her tone
curiously gentle:

“My testimony will follow yours,
Arthur.”

His eyes suddenly widened, as
though under the shock of an actual
blow *“You! You're going to testi-
fy?*

“I must tell them
cause to fear me."”

He cried passionately: “Oh, don't,
Ellen! It's bad enough for me. Falk-
ran can't ask you to do that.”

She reminded him gravely: *“It
is true, you know! When you came
to me, long ago—"' And she said, al-
most contritely: “I might have been
more generous than I was: but—I
was young then, not so wise as I
am now.

you had no

and I've never been sorry. Only, I |

am sorry now it was not more."”

He said hopelessly: “Falkran in- |

sisted that I must—say those things,
Ellen. But not you! Please don't!
I—can't command: but I beg you—""
And he said in a low tone: “I was
crazy last summer, Ellen! I must
have been. But there had never
been any other—if you can believe
me."”

She started to say steadily that of

course she believed him: and she |

was astonished to find that she could
not speak. Her throat was full. She
rose in a sort of panie, fighting for
words.
her every part, every fiber, bone
and blood, muscle and sinew, nerve
and brain. She was a burning torch
of pain!

For something in him, in his word,
in his tone, had, incredibly, waked

something long asleep in her. She |

stood above him, leaning down,
racked and shaken not for herself
but for him, Yearning over him,
yearning to protect him, yearning
to hold him close and hard. She
fought to speak; she muttered, “Ar-
thur—"*

Then the guard touched her arm
warningly. She realized that the
man had spoken, even though she
had not heard. And she felt her
cheek burn bright; and she thought,
bewildered, still unbelieving:

“I love him! Why—I love him!

Obeying the officer she went to-

ward the door; yet from the door |

looked back. Arthur was on his feet,
pale, wondering.

She smiled at him richly. She
went out and away, and felt her-
self torn in two parts by this sepa-
ration from him.

The thought that Arthur had been |

loyal to her through twenty barren
years filled her with a clamorous
grief, a hopeless despair. She might
have given so much, and had so
much bliss in that surrender; might
have forgotten the pride she had
nursed with such blind tenacity, and
been herself the richer for forget-
ung.

In court Monday morning she
found that now she could be hurt and
feel the pain. When the Assistant
District Attorney, Mr. Weldon, be-
gan the questioning, she understood
that Bob Flood had delegated this
duty because Arthur had been his
friend. Mr. Weldon was a swart
young man with thin lips and a lean
pointed jaw that thrust forward like
a challenging finger. He began se¢
quietly.

“Now Mr. Sentry, you told the
Court on Saturday that you killed
Miss Wines?"

“By accident, yes, sir.”

“But the gun was in your hand?"

Yo"

“You had cocked
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I gave you what I could— |

And suddenly pain seized |

! and, perspiring. An inter-
1able time, with Mr. Weldon ask-

ally, relenting, taking the |

1 Arthur’'s hand, he said,

still gently: ow Mr. Sentry, your |
hand is bruised, your knuckles |
bleeding, you have pounded it as
hard as you can, but it has not |
gone off?" |
“No."” |

“Then perhaps you did pull the!
trigger that night?" [
( "I must have! Accidentally!”
| *So you loaded the gun and cocked |
| it and pulled the trigger and killed |
Miss Wines?" |

Arthur said: *“I suppose so.” He |
was wiping his knuckles with his |
| handkerchief, Mrs. Sentry could see |
small red spots upon the linen,
thought he should use iodine lest |
| the wounds become infected. |
| She heard Weldon say: “So Miss |
| Wines came to you for help or mon-
ey or advice, three weeks before you
shot her, and you sent her away?"”
1 *“Tes”
| “Mrs. Sentry sometimes, in her
| charitable work, helped unfortunate
| young girls, did she not?"

B (K

“Why didn't you send Miss Wines
to Mrs. Sentry before you shot her?"
{ "It did not occur to me to do so."
|  *Did it oceur to you that if you did
so, Mrs. Sentry might misinterpret
| your interest in Miss Wines?"

“No. Mrs. Sentry would have

[ known that if there had been any-
ithing between Miss Wines and me,
| I would have told her."
Mrs. Sentry locked straight ahead,
| proudly, her head high. She felt
{all the staring eyes that turned to-
ward her like the points of lances,
from every side.

S0 you refused to help Miss |
Wines before you shot her?"

| "Yes.”

| “Why?"

i' “l was afraid—"' |
| “Oh, yes. I remember, you told
us. You're a very fearful men,

are you not? Just as Uriah Heep was
| @ very 'umble man? Are you also a |
{ humbie man, Mr, Sentry?"
“Not particularly."”
“On the contrary, you're rather
proud, aren't you?"
i "Xo_" [ |
|  “Aren't you proud of your hon-
orable ancestry?"

‘“Well, yes.”
{ "Of your old established busi-
| ness?"’

bt | o

“Of your personal success, your
social standing?"

“Yes.” |
| ot ¥Your family?"
| “Tes.”
| "“And yet you say you're not

| proud?”
| “In that sense I suppose [ am.”
“In what sense are You not, Mr.
Sentry?"
“Well
“Oh,
“Ne !
Mr. Weldon nodded. *“Now you
( said a while ago that you were
afraid; and that because yOu were
| afraid, you did not help Miss Wines
before you shot her."”
“Yes.”

haughty.”
you're not haughty?"

that she so desperately needed help
from someone?"
i O™
| *“But even though you were inr
cent, you were afraid?"”
“Yes."
l “l want to be sure we understand
you, Mr. Sentry. I asked you a mo-
1 ment since whether it occurred

10-

‘‘Has it gone off yet? Try[

| money, or for help, and she wept,

| shot her?”

| to you that if you sent Miss Wines
to Mrs. Sentry
misinterpret ur
girlk And you said, no.

| that Mrs.

that

you and Miss Wines you would have

told her. Is that correct?”
“Well—="'

“Shall I ask the stenographer to
read your testimony?"
“I said that, yes.”
[« o if you had been
Miss ¥

| N\
,-]

interest in the
You said

guilty with

Vines you would not have been

[
r
|
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| |

| |

“Now Mr. Sentry, You Saw Miss Wines Three Weeks
Before You Shot Her?"

afraid; but being innocent, you were
afraid? Is that it?"

“Youo.”

“Thank you. You will pardon my
perplexity?"

“Innocent people are often

afraid!”
'S0 you want to leave it that Miss
Wines came to appeal to you for

and you gave her nothing, and the
next time you saw her You shot her?
Is that correct?”

“I didn't see her till after the

| shot.”

“Now Mr. Sentry, you saw Miss |
Wines three weeks before you shot |
her—"

Mrs. Sentry could no longer hear |
all that they said. She heard only‘
g - you shot her?" * , , . you
shot her?” * . You shot her?” [
as a tag to every question. She |
heard: . ., . three weeks later, you |
And then: * . three
weeks before you shot her?” '

She saw, at a final question, Ar-

E | v ] . You were angry,
Sentry would have known | You, Mr. Sentry :
s Mg ot . | and you pulled the trigger, and—

“No, it wouldn't."”

“Weren't you angry at her just
before—she died?"

“No.*

“But someone had just bumped
you heavily into the wall, Didn't
that make you angry?"

“l suppose so.”

“Were you angry when you pulled
the trigger?'

“I suppose so. Any man—""
“We're not asking any man but

accidentally, of course—pointed the
gun at Miss Wines as you did so.”

“lI didn't even know she was
there.”
“But you knew someone was
there?”

“Of course.”
““When you pulled the trigger, did

(e

:
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you mean to shoot whoever was
there?"

“NO-”

“But you fired in anger?"

“No."”

“Put it this way. You were an-
gry when you fired?”

heh L P

“At what mark did you aim?"

“No mark. I couldn't see any-
thing."”

“This man who bumped you, He
bumped you into the wall?"

i { . Bad

“Which wall?"

““The right-hand wall, as you come
up the back stairs, opposite my of-
fice door.”

“Then he was on your left?”

“T"

“You knew where he was?"

“Tes.”

—

“Did you shoot gt him

“No.’
“You shot straight g
b
the corridor, didn'y YDU.?"II not
“Yes," o B
“Did you hear fne o, ©BTE
this court that whey Itu: iy L
me; that at the momm-"ﬁ
Wines’ death, the Pistol gy, ST
ing her coat?" .,
“I tell you it was an
“Did you hear that sy
“Yes.” ;
"Pressing againgt her gy ?.

o | e i :

“When, by accident, fp “’
the bullet emergeq frop 3 lumm
zle of the gun you were gy
smashed through )y p o
heart, did you feel the ng
your pistol touch anything®

“No.”

“Press against an g

“No.* Vi 5%

“After the shot, what gi°
hear?" E
*‘A man running down ey
“Didn’'t hear Miss Wines
or fall?” L
“Ho.” ;
“And you say you did' s
“No.”
“How far had you coms

Fs
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and

head of the stairs before p
Miss Wines?” .
“By accident,” i

“So you say."

“I was about opposite zji
door." j

“And yet the muzzle of i
was touching her?” #

Mr. Sentry retorted 48
say!' Mrs. Sentry wineed it
That effort to be nonchal/
sive; that echoing of Mr.
own words had about i
pitiful, like the trembling
of a hurt child trying to be !

Even Mr. Weldon seems #8
this; he spoke almost gesfy

“Pardon me, Mr. Senin.
I say! So the expert evide
Yet her body lay beyond ju8
door?" 4

Mrs. Sentry's sense H§
again; the world was diny SE
Question and answer ra
conjuring up tragic detall
blended into a sinister whit
huddled body. Arthur, &
over, picking up the dead
putting it over her face. T
his glove to feel for her
ting it on again for feard
prints . . . Mrs. Sentry
herself for a while fo bed
bare, dingy corridor outs
band’s office; that h
less place like a tomb. T
with him, and the M_F’
floor; and he was €
fearfully over his shaﬂ“-
darting in stooped posture®
Mercilessly Mr. Weldon 8
go over and (;ver :\:ﬂ
scene; till she §
streaming, heard Mr. We

«] see you dre flushed. P
Do you find it warm M
Would you like a ,

(TO BE CONTINUEN

Bones of Soldier of the War of 1812 .
Recall Epidemic in Detroit Army

| ness which had

“Were you responsible for the fact |

thur’s lips move, but no sound i s,
emerged; she could see that he! The pestilence which broke out | sembled Asiatic cho b
was trembling, felt her own limbg | among the American troops sta- | largely because the
tremble as though in sympathy. I | tioned at Detroit in the War of 1812 | rounding the ene

was recalled recently by the un- | marshy. Poor dn@;
thur | earthing of part of the skeleton of | made proper _sanita ]
dured. The protective numb- | @ man at Fort street and Cass ave- | thus exposing the o,
prevented her from | nue. i spread of the disease.
feeling her own suffering could not | The bones were discovered just| The situation was y
now save her from feeling his, | three feet beneath the sidewalk at | cated by a shortage ionS
Mr. Weldon Suggested, “I did not | the northeast corner of the inter- | hardly enough provis i
hear what you said.” section by a police signal crew | for the '.ownSfC‘L"'_ the @°¥
Arthur cried wretchedly, furious- | Which was digging a hole for a traf- | General Harrison's troopé
Iy, “Will you stop saying over and | fic light standard, says the Detroit | duced famine ©
{ over that I shot her?" News.

' I threatened to c_iefe_atmt_!l
Yer. By scciaens 1o The site was just west of old Fort campaign in this di

seemed to her that she suffered in
her own flesh the torment Ar
here en

“Yes. By accident. I've told y Sh ’
3 ient. you elby and was the scen ' tands
so. But you don't hav " 4 tonn hr e Sion e & -
. B u ave 1o keep | porary cantonment for the troops of - is way
repeating it like a parrot.,” | Gen. William Henry Harrison. Lack Columbus had his
Do my questions disturh you, | of sanitat an egg stand SHo

ion was the principal cause |
for epidemic which brought |
death to nearly 700 of Harrison’s | hands and give

small army, according to *“The Sto- | Then plac

Mr. Sentry?”

S the
| You keep saying I s

another way. Takftﬂ'
i
e it cBF

hot her!”

“Very well, suppose I try to avoid

using the phrase which disturbs v il R - shakes.
- s WS pllase which isturbs you. ry of De troit, Writt
Mr. Sentry, are you a hot.ternm e B e LRGP T e the table, end UP: :
g B =0T 8 HUl-lempered | George B. Catlin librarian of the | xplanatiof =
. Detroit News there. The expiv__, i
“No. But you—" ! - | shaking it has l'ff-"‘m i
“Never mind me. Would Go g Space in the city's | : which 18 5
ould it make the yolk, o““'“

*ar of the spread |

you angry now i S 4 &
Yro ANETY fow if I suggested that caused the buria] of | than the albumen

Miss Wines angered you just be Caused the :m.a o i1l sink to the bo .
ore—this fatal ac B dead within tt - | will sink t0 i@ :
fore “1i§ latal accident happened s n the con %o weight

o her?" | ference in t .

up-ended egg in 30




