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OUR WEEKLY SERIAL STORY INSTALLMENT

The D istric t A ttorney’s words in 
his closing argum ent cam e back to 
Phil in burning phrases:

“He decided to kill her. How do 
we know? Because he stole his son’s 
revolver. If he w anted to c a rry  a 
weapon for any leg itim ate purpose, 
he. a m an  of standing, would have 
asked for and would have received a 
perm it; he would have bought a 
m odern pistol, com pact, easily  c a r­
ried, effective. Instead, knowing his 
son was aw ay, knowing the absence 
of the gun would not be detected, 
knowing it w as an old weapon that 
could not be traced, he chose to use 
tha t to com m it the m urder he had 
planned. He planned the m urder, 
he arran g ed  a p re tex t to explain 
his re tu rn  to the office tha t night— 
the forgotten coffee-pot—in case he 
encountered  som eone on the way. 
He m ade an assignation with his 
victim . He m et h er there, he killed 
her, he staged  a clum sy fake rob­
bery  . . . ”

p hil s thoughts ran  over and over 
the sam e w ords; and Linda sudden­
ly was beside him. He had not 
heard  her come. She said  nothing; 
only took her stand there firmly, her 
a rm  through his, her eyes stra igh t 
ahead.

He said a t last, “Funny, but I feel 
better, now th a t i t’s over.”

“Soon be sp ring ,” she m urm ured .
He exclaim ed, su rp rised : “Q ueer 

you should say  that. I t ’s ju st w hat 
I was thinking.”

“ I know! People get to be tha t 
way, knowing each o ther’s thoughts 
som etim es.” She added: “B arb a ra  
seem s better. But I saw  you from  
the window, so I cam e down.”

He told her w hat D octor Mainton 
had said. “And he w ants someone 
to sit w ith her, talk to h e r ,” he ex- 
plained. “ You or m e."

“ I  ca n ’t stay  for lunch,” she con­
fessed. “B ut I’ll come and be with 
h er this afternoon.”

P h il and his m other had lunch to­
gether, and a t first they w ere silent 
but a t la s t she said:
. * Phi1’ I ' ve been m ear»>ng to speak 
to you. There is som ething we shall 
have to decide. You and I. You 
rea lly .” And she explained Mr. Lor- 
a n ’s dem and for the dissolution of 
the partnersh ip .

P hil tried  to focus his thoughts on 
this new problem . "Shall we sell?” 
he suggested; and he said, w ith 'a  
so rt of shudder: " I told E li to sell 
the ro ad ste r—and give up the num ­
ber p lates. I w ant to get rid  of 
every th ing .”

“ I understand. Phil. B u t-w ill  you
f*un?” to g°  back college in the

He shook his head. "No. I never 
w ant to see the fellows I used to 
know ."

^ o u  m ust do som ething, son1”
“Why m ust I? We’ve plenty of 

m oney.”
“P len ty ,"  she agreed. “B ut—ju st 

spending m oney is not enough to 
m ake a life out of. P laying, killing 
tim e, m aking  a business out of 
sport, no m an can be content with 
th a t  I w on't have you do that 
P h il."  ’

1 ca n ’t go back to college. Oh,
I could, but it would m ean leaving 
you alone h e re ."  He realized  with 
a fain t su rp rise  th a t the thought of 
leaving the ir hom e was not to be 
considered. T heir roots w ere here 
roots deeply grown. His m other 
would stay  here. " I w ant to be with 
you. m o ther.”

“ I 'm  afra id  I shall need you,” 
she ag reed ; and he saw  her shiver 
uncontrollably, and she w aited a 
m om ent before going on. “Of 
cou rse ,” she said, “ the first thing 
is to appeal; to use every  possible 
m eans to save him. T hat m ay take 
a long tim e. I don 't know m uch 
about such things. Mr. F a lk ran  can 
tell Us. But a fte r tha t is over, I 
sh a ll need you. I ’ll try  not to be 
selfish. I hope as long as there 
a re  things I m ust do, I can keep 
going. But when the tim e com es 
th a t there is no m ore for m e to
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and put m e back together again .” 

“I ’ll be here, m other. But I ’ll
alw ays need you m ore than you 
need m e.”

"B ut you m ust have work, Phil.
So I  think we should buy out Mr.
Loran, let you take over down 
th e re .”

“I don’t know anything about the 
business.”

“Good! You will have to work so 
m uch the harder. T hat is w hat you 
need. And she said : “Think about 
it, Phil. You have tim e. It need 
not be decided yet a w hile.”

They did not speak again of his 
fa the r until they left the table. Then, 
she asked in a low tond: “Phil, what 
did the Judge—” She hesitated, said 
a t last, “Phil, w hen?”

He told her, hoarsely, “The week 
of Ju ly  1.”

She said quietly: “T hat seem s— 
very  soon.” Then she hesitated  
turned aw ay from  him  up the stairs.

P rofessor B race cam e in tha t aft­
ernoon. It was a long tim e since he 
had called a t the house. Mrs. Sen­
try  was resting, and Phil, who was 
sitting  with Linda and B arbara  
went down to speak to the profes­
sor. He had gone out of the court­
room  to overtake the other m an 
the day  B race testified, and as his 
m other d irected  had assured the 
professor tha t they did not resent 
his testim ony; but B race said now:

“ I ven tured to call, Phil. Your 
assu ran ces the other day . . . And 
-~I m ust ask  about B a rb a ra .” 
^ 'D o c to r  Mainton says she’s bet-

m o n ^ r ’ ShG kn° W ab° Ut m y testi‘

“No. We haven’t told her any- 
thing m uch about the tr ia l.”

‘IB race said, half to him self. i 
shall have to tell her. when she is 
b e tte r .”

Phil protested: “Oh, don’t, Mac! 
Let her forget the whole thing ”

B race shook his head. “ I—w ant 
everything open and above board 
between B arbara  and me. I think 
a lot of her, Phil.”

Phil nodded aw kw ardly. "Sure ” 
he agreed. “But th a t’s no reason 
you have to - r a k e  this all up again. 
“  s all the m ore reason for letting 
her forget it if she can .”

I w ant to—to build a life to 
gether for B arbara  and me. But 
not on a foundation of lies and con- 
cealm enta.”

“ You're too darned — conscien­
tious or something. You had to do 
i • You w ere as helpless as the 
re s* us. But why not forget i t? ” 
th i ik ? ” "  Ca"  ShC 566 m e’ d0 you

"A nytim e, I suppose. But darn
i n  MaCd y° U re  going t0 get her 
all worked up—”
n ' 'No’„ P11 wait ‘¡Il »he’s herself 

j again, the other prom ised.
When Professor B race was gone,

| Phil returned  upstairs, told Linda in
w hispers what the other had said.

) , e said, vehem ently: “Oh he's 
^ . ays ’ » -P o sitiv e , and virtuous.

1 i l V  P,hl1 1 think ‘t 's  better to 
end 8 s°m etim es; not be 

so stiffly good all the tim e.”
She stayed for dinner. Mrs. Sen-

ry  -Went early  ‘o bed. and Phil and
Linda w ere with B arbara  when the 
doorbell rang. Phil went down and 
adm itted  Dan; and Dan s ta rted  to 
speak, then checked him self

“S u re !”
"You look -d iffe ren t, changed.”
Phil said gropingly, “ Well, som e­

thing s changed. I guess." He tried 
to explain. “ Did you ever swim in 
a fast river, Dan?

som ething.”
“And it s—different now?”
“ Yes. Now I sort of feel as if I

was running under my own power 
again. Instead of ju s t—drifting, I ’m 
—going som ew here.”

Dan nodded. “ I know what you 
m ean. How’s B a rb a ra?”

Phil said: “B etter, I think. I ’m 
sure she is. She’s sure father didn’t 
do it, you know.”

Dan m ade a rueful gesture. 
“How’s your m other?”

Asleep, Phil said. “Or at least

and tenderly. “T here sw ee t,” he 
w hispered. “ I t ’s all right. You’re  
going to be b e tte r in the m orning, 
sure as sure. Don’t le t m e bother 
you, m y d e a r !”

H er hand  caugh t h is fingers 
against h e r  cheek, held h is hand  
pressed there . H er b rim m ing  eyes 
besought him . Then suddenly she 
was tugging a t  him , tugging a t  his 
arm s, try ing  to lift herse lf into his 
arm s. And D an looked a t Phil and 
than a t  L inda, and L inda saw  his 
stream ing  brow.

He m u tte red : “P h il—”  Then 
abruptly  he caught B a rb a ra  in his 
arm s, bending over her, p ressing  
her close; and h er a rm s w ere tigh t 
about his neck, and h er cheek and 
then her lips p ressed  his, and Phil 
and Linda w ere fo rgo tten ; and Lin­
da touched P h il’s a rm , d rew  him  
aw ay. They went out into the hall,

Linda *aid- "«t.Dan, walk hnm S y 
. y o lk  home with J  

So, together, thesetw '
a n d  outside  the h o t S i j  
Linda said: ‘TIn 
both of you.» Sh 
ing, “ ’ 
and

. ohe added
¿ g u e s s  you

huskily,

He Knew They Had a Conviction W ithout C rucifying H er.”

Low
she’s gone to bed. She's so rt of— 
caved in .” And he asked: “ Dan 
why did F a lk ran  put her on thé 
stand and then not ask  h e r  any­
th ing?”

He w anted to be able to say to 
the ju ry , ‘Sentry  testified th a t his 
wife knew these things. I called 
Mrs. Sentry  as a w itness, gave the 
D istric t A ttorney a chance to ask 
her w hether th a t was tru e ; but 
he didn t! Why not? G entlem en, he 
didn t d a re !” ’ And Dan pointed out.

You heard  him , yourself, in his 
closing a rg u m e n t!”

“But why didn’t Mr. Flood cross- 
exam ine h e r? ”

“He knew they had a conviction 
without crucifying her ”

Phil nodded. “F a lk ran  w ants to 
see m other about an appeal,” he 
said. " I told him  to w ait à few 
d ay s .”

D an hesitated . “Phil, if you 
peal you’ll only drag  this thing out 
He hasn ’t a chance in the end The 
S tate leaned backw ard to give your 
fa the r every  b reak .”

“ I still believe him , believe it was 
an accident.”  as

D an did not argue. “C an  r 
B a rb a ra ? ” he asked. 1 566

So they went upstairs. B a rb a ra ’s 
eyes m et them  in the door held 
fast to D an's. D an took her l im n  
hand, spoke tQ h e r . but m p
m ade no sound. a

Shucks,” Dan urged cheerfully 
you don t have to keen »ho. y ’ 

B a rb !” He told her gen tlj-
right. They won’t a s i  Z a n y  ¿ e S

bark  n0W „  You can get your voice 
back any tim e” ce

She tu rned tow ard him  in a sud 
m o v e d "6”  ° f Vi8° r ‘ and h er l‘Ps 

. h o 2 nh e r tahead’. ’V e ^ o u  c ïn

aw ay from  the door, 
m u rs  cam e to them .
P h iind a W,h iapered: “She’s so sw eet, 
P h il .  And D an s fine!”

™  SaZd huskily: “ Is S h e -d o e s  
h.V . hlm ? Or is 14 j u s t - ”
. S tup id!” she said, sm ilingly. 
A fter a little, Dan cam e to yem  

She w ent to sleep ,” he sa id  in a
low tone. “ In m y a rm s .” His eyes 
w ere w ondering, as if he had seen a
Z h i r ’ H * SH® didn’‘ W3ke when 1 
Put her dow n.” He looked a t Phil
“ L pT 6 abologetic a »d defiant.' 

S h e s  so little, and h u rt and 
soft, and sw eet.”  and

Phil nodded. “ I t ’s all righ t D an ” 
he said, then thought of his m o ther

m ur-

D an chuckled teas«-

She asked 
Judge—”

“ Y es,” he ,“U s u a i ly th e C o u J i

before imposing sentfr. 
think the Judge and Dim

thou«ht it woo, 
«  for them all here? 
nave to come to court a. 
he answered her haM 
tion. “The week of Mi 
they appeal.”

Will that do any good”
th i 'J iUESt~ dcIay’ r,n 
the thing out Falkran a 
a single good except 
leaned backward to bein' 

“ I t won’t—save him’"j 
his head; and she cried'4 
hope they don’t! Oh, I 
tom orrow !’’ And »hewhig, 
itentiy : “I shouldn’t say 
ing him  dead!”

He said: “Dying’s noils; 
got a friend, a doctor, aaii 
th e re ’s nothing to it Yc.; 
your eyes and die, that’ll 
living that’s hard. Mr. Soi 
be out of it, but they’ll new; 
of it, Lin.” And he saidega 
rebelling  at his own jasd 
words: “Yes they will! I’m̂ 
get B arbara out of it if ltd 
k idnap her.” They walked id 
for a little, and he saii] 
ought all to go away, ctaiyj 
nam es and take a trip, gtg 
the world. Plan to be it M 
som ew here when—by July” j 

“Oh, no!” Linda pn 
tears. “No! Don’t let th 
I  have to be with Phil.

He squeezed her arm. 
M iss Dane, your brothe 
h im self out a pretty go 
s is ter, if anybody shoi 
up to inquire.”

She laughed tremul 
then, “Besides, no mi 
they went, someone wo 
to recognize them.”

“ I doubt it," he 
'T here’s nothing so deai 

d ay ’s story. Inside of ai 
won’t be a line about thf 
any paper in town."

They were come to 
“Think so, really?”

“Sure! Newspaper stor 
the bum ps a baby gets 
falls downstairs. They 
while, but they’re forgot! 
qu ick .”

“ When you bring me a) 
nothing in it about them, 
it f ra m ed ,” she promised

“T hat’s a bet!”
(TO L'E CONTlfUl

Famed Orange Trees Grace Paris Sui 
Brought Out From Versailles WinK

rent, with , tu i f  S i n  
seem  to be standing «still h . /  !  . anything you don’t want V

d rift , r c „ d  w  you „ „  8 •
But if you look at the banks, th ev  r .  Z  h® urged: “Listen, P h ilBut if you look at the b a n k s th e y 'r e  
rac ing  past. See what I m ean ’ ” 
Dan nodded briefly, and Phil said- 

I t s  been like that, these la , t 
m onths. As though we were all 
standing s tiU -a n d  yet racing. p a , t

and your m o t ^ S v ^ V b 11 
S eÌa Z ‘tndS Wlth° Ut hav‘"S “o w o ?
- ^ h S r f ^ m " ’1 ^  

,  ur mem, do you?”« ^ s r s . í * ¡ ¡

l S U ^ e T  3f? r thC C° mmUne 
1871 destroyed m ost of the bu ild ­
ings of the Tuileries, the surv iv ing  
Im peria l o rangerie  was tu rned  in tJ  
m nro ie g^ Iery’ th a t a t V ersailles, 
kings n J°p  7 associa ted  with the 
f o r m  i t 1 F ra n c e ’ continued to per- 
orm  its orig inal function as the win-

th e i r  "en*5 >r the orange t r e e s  in  
the ir enorm ous tubs, b rought in 

O ctober , rom  lhe TX  “  
gardens in P aris , w here they  are  
Onn,d ‘Splay each sum m er. 7
L o u iT x iV  0I? g‘nally  buil‘ it for 
Louis XIV, whose 600 o range trees 
w ere brought in the spring® to Hne 
the broad paths of the palace  g ar 
dens a t his sum ptuous galas.
.h . 3 re not " e a r ly  so m any  as
a re  sUU^ther* 3 J CW ° f those which 
e ?  here date  back to the
do !o M onarque and m ore would 
ao so If the p r;soners whom th e  

h S  n o t  h e  ‘u Com m une in 1871

These trees of Louis XIV, as well 
as m any of the la te r ones Z c h
a n r t gu °Wn a t Ve«-saiHes a re  « i S  
aU to have been cuttings f " m I  J

fam ous and veneral 
w hich ended its life 
o rangerie  just before' 
of the present centur 
m ost incredible age i 
The seed from which i 
sown in 1421 at Pamp 
wife of Charles III, kini 
of which Pampeluna ’ 
cap ita l.

L a ter, the little tree i 
a queen of Navarre to t 
tany, and it afterwan 
the possession of the 
F ran co is  I. He evenh 
to Fontainbleau, and « 
g rand  Connetable.”

When Louis XIV had h 
m ade, he moved it 
it the new name of ”1« 
bon.”  Neither the fruit 
nor th a t of those which 
from  its famous stock 
been known to ripen-

No Witches Burned
T here seems not to he' 

tic case of the burning 
the United States. M»nJ 
w ere executed by hi' ‘ 
Seventeenth century 10 
land, as witchcraft 
crim e.


