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Some stared at her hostilely, as |If
she would cheat them of the death
they desired for the girl in black be-
fore them: some thrust forward from
the same seats as if they would sur-
cound and defend the prisoner—and
her witness, Suddenly you saw faces.

Mother's and Bee's; and two who
had been in the papers: his first wife,
with her daughter beside her. How did
they feel, a few feet away from
Myrtle? Did they want her killed too?

Here was another face—an old face,
a fine face. A little old woman who
had lived a lot, and never let life beat
her, Winnie, she was. Agnes never
had seen so much as a likeness of her,
but there was no missing her. When
she looked at Martin O'Mara, she knew
Winnie was his grandmother,.

Agnes sank down upon the witness.
chair, and walted for Winnie's grand-
son’'s first questions,

They were simple enough. What was
heér name? . . Where did she live?

. How old was she? . . Had she
gone to Chicago on a certain day? . . .
Did she meet any one in Chicago?
Then what did they do? After
she had looked at the empty apart
ment and Mr. Braddon had left her,
what did she do?

“Now tell the jury in your own words
what you did and what yon saw and
what you, yourself, heard after the
door of the apartment, upon which Mr,
Colver knocked, was opened.”

“I saw,” said Agnes, "a girl—a young
woman—I had never seen before, That
girl there,” She looked at the prisoner,
Myrtle Lorrie. *“She was In negligee
over underclothes and stockings. She
was very excited and disheveled. She
looked as If a good deal had just hap-
pened to her.”

“I object,” Mr, Nordell, for the State,
was on his feet,

“Sustained!"” sald the judge. “Yonu
must confine your statement to what
yvou observed and heard: yon must not
glve vour inferences,” he sald kindly
enough to Agnes,

“1 know,”
can say |

she sald. *“I forgot. 1
saw bruises and hurts on
her, I did. I can say she was shaky.
She was, She was holding to the door
knob with both hands. *Who're yon?
Who're you? she asked:; but didn't
wait for me to answer. She grabbed
me and pulled me into the room, She
sald: ‘'Oh, God, I'm glad to see you—
glad to see yvou!'

“She pulled me down into a big, sofl
chalr beside her. . . . Mr., Colver, the
agent, went to look for smelling-salts
for her, I heard him call from
down the hall: ‘Mr. Lorrie} Mr.. Lor:
rie!” . . . He eame back, and he counld
hardly speak. Finally he sald to me:
‘You know what we've walked In on?
A killing! There's murder here. . .
She shot him! . . 1 had Mrs, Lorrie
in my arms, then, 1 was holding her.
She was lying limp across me.”

Agnes had no idea how she looked
As she related this, She was not think-
ing of herself on the witness-stand;
she was seeing herself back in that
room. ut the judge, the juryv and
people erowding the benches were star-
ing at her as she sat In the big witness
chalr, young and slight and fair, and
s0 completely unaffected and forgetful
of herself, indeed, and so honest-look-
ing.

Cathal, standing before her, stepped
back a little as though he dared nol
trust himself closer to the delight of
her, What a start she was making
beyvond what he had expected! He
could not possibly have planned this.

“Then did you do
asked her very quietly,

Her blue eves on his shortened thelr
focus from the far-away room which
Agnes had been seeing. For an in-
gtant, only, her retinas were aware of
him: then she went back again,

“Yes. 1 tried to rouse her, 1 asked
her: ‘Did you do it? She couldn't
reply at first, She didn't seem to un-
derstand me. 1 kept shaking her.
‘Mavbe 1 did,' she finally said, ‘Maybe
I did’ 1 sald: ‘Maybe? Don’'t you
know? She didn't seem to know.”

“l object!” Nordell protested.

“Sustained,” said the Jjudge.

“I'm sorry,” sald Agnes., “But she
didn't.”

“I object!”

“Sustained,” said the judge, and told
Agnes more sternly: “You must not
give your opinlons or inferences.”

“l won't again,” sald Agnes, “Or I'll
try not to, ., . . The phone rang pretty
goon, then, 1 heard Mrs. Lorrie say:
‘Oh, God, Bert'' Then 1 guess he
talked to her. I mean,” she caught
herself, “Mrs Lorrie waited and lis-
tened as if some one was talking to
her. Then she sald: ‘Bert, something's
happened. . . . Charley died today!
Then Mr, Colver used the phone to
call the police; and I, Mr. O'Mara,
called you.”

She stopped, aghast at herself and
before Martin O'Mara. This was not
at all as she has reviewed and pre-
pared her evidence with him; she had
sald things she had never dreamed
of uttering, and omitted a score of
items she had promised to repeat,
But he had no reproach for her,

Quite to the contrary! Iis own
pulses were dancing with new and
wanton pleasure., She delighted him,
she delighted the Jury-men—at least
some of them, The judge was unsuc-
cessful In his severity toward her,
Three or four newspaper reporters re-
luctantly left the courtroom.

They carried the *“heads”
afternoon news. Agnes Gleneith had
gone on for the defense, and was
winning the courtroom.

Cathal, of course, brought her back

anvthing?" he

for the
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to the evidence she had omitted; she
remembered the memorandum which
she had made on the morning after the
visit to the Lorrie apartment; and
now, as Cathal questioned her, she
read it and explained that she had
written it, on that first morning, *“be-
cause people were saying so many
things different from what I'd seen.”

This helped: but already, by the un-
planned ways of her own, Agnes had
established the feeling es<ential to a
favorable turn of the case. The jury,
the judge, the courtroom had seen her
and approved her; they believed and
trusted what she said. It was per-
fectly plain that only aceldentally had
she become concerned with the case,
Yet, having happened to be the frst
person to come in on Mpyrtle Lorrie
after the shooting—and having been
the person in best position to judge
Mrs, Lorrie's physical and mental con-
dition at the time when the crime had
occurred—this girl had not turned
against her but had set herself to help
her: when the agent had sent for the
police, Agnes Gleneith herself had
summoned, for Mrs. Lorrie, a lawyer,

Agnes was almost the only person in
the courtroom unaware of what she
had . accomplished: she believed she
had bungled everything. She thought
she had much more to do when, after
she had described Myrtle's bruises and
hurts as she had seen them, Cathal
asked: “Now, at the time you first saw
her and when vou were in close con-
tact with her, what was the general
state of her mind? Did she show any
clear recollection of what recently
had happened?”

“No. She was both confused and
contradictory. 1 found her In a state
of—of shock. Of extreme—shock.”

“Thank you,” said Cathal. *“That's
all I need ask.” He stepped back a
little and turned to the table of the
State,

“Your witness,” he sald to the at-
torneys charged with the prosecution.

He retreated to his own table, that
of the defense, whereat Mrs. Lorrie all
the time had seated, and he
dropped upon a chair beside his client,
Myrtle turned to him, and he nodded
to her almost absently * he touched, re-
assuringly, the Iimpulsive hand she
stretched toward him: then turned and
watched Nordell as he came to his
feet for the cross-examination,

Cathal jerked forward to the edge of
his chair; he kept his hands relaxed,
but he felt as If with fNOists clenched
ready to fight—fight as he had never
fought before—Iif the prosecutor “tore
into her” as he could,

Yet, while half of Cathal tingled
and bristled thus for the fhght, the
cooler half, the professional half--the
part of him which was a lawyer—
hoped the State would *“tear in."”

What a mistake! What complete
catastrophe if they attempted to sneer
and jeer at this girl and *“show her
up !”

Nordell did not make that mistake.
‘“You have Miss Glenelth,” he
began with careful courtesy, “that you
happened to be in the building where
Mrs. Lorrie lived, because you were
looking at an apartment in It with
Mr. Braddon.”

“Yes," sald Agnes.

‘“You were engaged to be married to
him?"

Agnes

bheen

sald,

hesitated for the first time.
Engaged? Were they ever “engaged”?
They had been looking at an apart.
ment together: so she must have been
then,

“Yes,” she said.
eSSt answer,

“Are vou engaged to him now?”

“No. There it was, out, That was
honest, too.

“When did you break your engage-
ment ?"

“We didn't break it.” What a thing
to talk of before a courtroom full of
people, and with reporters writing it
all down!

“Then what did you do?”
demanded.

Cathal was on his feet to help her,
but, for the first time in this trial, he
was confused, He did not know how to
help her; this was all within Nordell's
right.

“We—we declided not to be married ;
that's all."

“Who decided that—Mr. Braddon or
you?"

“I object!"
the Jjudge,
Nordell,

“Overruled.,” he sald to Cathal. “An-
swer,” he sald to Agnes.

“I did.”

“When?"

“It was when we were in the apart-
ment upstairs,. That was why Jeb—
Mr. Braddon left the building.”

“What effect had this on you?

“Effect?”

“l mean,” Nordell explained, “after
just having broken your engagement
upstairs, did you enter the apartment
downstalrs In a ecalm and composed
mental state? Was your own condl-
tion perfectly clear, or confused?”

“Clear,” sald Agnes. “lI was per-
fectly clear in my mind,” she repeated.

“Perfectly clear?”

“Yes: for I had not cared—enough.”

Nordell stepped back. He hesitated;
he had gained one effect; and he de-
clded to rest on it. “That's all,” he said
suddenly, looking at Cathal,

“That's all,” sald Cathal,
step down, Miss Gleneith.”

Agnes stepped down slowly, eau-
tiously. Suddenly she had felt uncer-
tain of her feet. She looked down at
the floor, and a wave of faintness

That was the hon-

Nordell

but
looked to

Cathal protested:
before ruling,

“You can
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passed over her. What had she Jjust

sald of Jeb?

She halted for an Instant,
she heard some one say.
hands on her: strong, steadying hands;
Martin O'Mara hands., He held her
firmly and pleasantly. She felt that
she could not possibly fall,

“Here's water, O'Mara”
dell's volice sald,

“Thanks,” he sald,
glass to her lips.

Agnes swallowed and
“Sorry—sorry,” she said,

Then her mother was there,
take her.,” she said to Cathal.

“All right now?" Cathal
Agnes,

She looked up at him., “Jeb,” she
said, “—Mr. Braddon's back In that
room? Take me back to him, please,”
she begged Cathal. “I want—I want
to tell him myself what I sald.”

“I' get him,” Cathal offered. “I'm
not calling him to the stand. There’ll
be no more court this afternoon, I
think."”

“Then,” sald Agnes, “tell him, please.
I'll wait for him in the car.”

Bailiffs opened the way for her
mother and Bee and her. An elevator
lowered them to the ground; they
went out, through the breathless, hazy
heat of midafternoon, to the hot and
dusty car.

O'Mara went to Jeb In the witness-
room. He was pleased, Jeb saw; the
hour for him had gone well

“I'm not ecalling you today—or at all,
Mr. Braddon,” Cathal said. "I thank
vou for having been ready. But now
I'l not need you, We're through with
Miss Gleneith.”

“Then where 1s Miss Gleneith?”

“She's gone out, She's waiting for
vou—with her mother and sister—at
the ecar.”

“All right.,” said Jeb: and demanded:
“Well, what did she do on the stand?”

“She did it,” Cathal told him. “She
turned the case.”

“For your rotten
and vou!"”

Cathal drew back a little.

“Yon damned shyster!”
pered from his soul.

Cathal heard, and knew he WwWaS
meant to hear: and he caught control
of himself., He could not hate this
man now: he could not envy him:; to
strike him., physically, would be silly
surplusage. He wonld not let himself
deliver the blow he could with a few
words more, He said, as quietly as he
might In the tension between them:
“Some evidence came out In Cross-ex-
amination which 1 nelther knew nor
expected.”

“What evidence?"

“A statement she made—which
was forced to make by the

“Water ™

Mr. Nor

and held the
looked up.
“T'n

asked

little murderer

Jeb whis-

she

‘“‘What did she say about us?"
“That,” sald Cathal, “she wishes to
tell yon herself.”

As Jeb stepped from the door to the |

Criminal Courts bullding,
clicked at him again: and the crowd
turned. Jeb heard his name passed,
and he saw lips that passed Iit, smile,
He straightened and faced them., Be-
hind his back, somebody laughed. Jeh
would have liked to turn and Kknock
the idiot down. He would like, above
all, to knock down O'Mara. Damn him!

Jeb recognized the Glenelth car; and
he halted.

Agnes saw Jeb, and she knew that
she had nothing left to tell him,

He came to the car, and Simmons
opened the door for him,

“You'd better take her
home,” Jeb sald, looking in. His eyes
were upon Agnes, but they went at
once to her mother, and he spoke to
her, “I'm going to my oflice.”

cameras

directly

Cathal drove north alone at nine
that evening. The roads were choked
with cars, many of them parked, more
of them barely rolling as their pos-
sessors sought the night and relief, in
the little breezes of motion, from the
dull and heavy heat.

Another day, whatever its triumphs
and despairs, was done; its final pale
flaunt was furled in the west., Dark-
ness spread its weacherous shield to
satisfactions of the longings of flesh
for flesh. Self-sufficlency capitulated;
one hungered for another; everywhere
young people paired, arms about each
other, lips together, careless what sil-
houettes the headlights surprised and
betrayed.

Night., For day, the making of
money, the struggle and the fight; for
night, relaxation and love. Night, with
Deneb, the bright star, low over the
lake—as low, almost, as the masthead

light of a little yacht drifting along.

Cathal was clear of the city. Thun-
der threatened, but from far away. Be-
side him, the street-lamps ceased; he
followed the dark lines of cool coun-
try places.

It was unlike Cathal to falter before |

a determination he had taken; yet he

passed the gateposts of the Gleneiths' |

and drove a mile beyond before he
turned back and entered their road.

It was ten o'clock, but he saw that

doors and windows of the lower rooms
were open: shaded lights burned with-
in, The family had not gone to bed.

Cathal rang, and he said to Cravath, |

who recognized him: “Ask Mrs. Glen-

eith if 1 may have a few minutes— |

no more—with Miss Gleneith.”
Cravath left him outside and with
the screen door closed. Mrs. Glenelth
came, with Cravath, to the screen,
and spoke to Cathal through it,
“What is it, Mr. O'Mara? Aren't
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She felt

State—
| concerning herself—and yourself.”

you through with us? Dees the law let

you ask something more of my daugt-
ter?”

“Not the law,” sald Cathal, holding
his hat. “It's T that do.”

(TO BE CONTINVED)

The Problems
@

“W HAT do you think of the
woman who spanks her
eighteen-year-old son in jail?
““This is what the papers say:
‘Mrs. — went to the city jail to-
day and administered a spanking

Eightee

| to her eighteen-year-old son, who

was arrested for stealing. Mrs.
- walked into the police station

' and asked permission to give him

a good spanking. The police were
agreeable and she went to his cell,

' took his belt and swung it at least

fifty times. The son said he ran

- away from home two days ago

because of previous spanking.

“It seems to me its rather late
in the day for her to start spank-
ing. What do you say to it—-?"

This question was put to a well-
known writer on subjects pertain-
ing to women, who answers as
follows:

I always hesitate to speak ar-
bitrarily about the problems of
any parent, knowing, as we
usually do so little of the real
truth of what they may have to
contend with. And even in the
case of the obviously misguided
mother of which our friend writes,
my first impulse is one of sym-
pathy—the thought of how much
she must have gone through with
this son to so make her lose all
balance. For that she certainly
has. Even if her son were a char-
acter (and they are very rare,
mothers,) who seemed to require
physical force as a last resort to
his discipline, its failure to the
age of eighteen proves quite ob-
viously its uselessness in his case.

I do not believe In spanking-—at
any age. I believe that given nor-
mal mentality and ordinarily de-
cent character leanings, a child
can be best disciplined by appeal-
ing to his finer qualities.

of Parents—

Should a Woman Spank Her

n-Year-Old Son in Jail?

| Children, like grown-ups, appre-
ciate respect and try to be worthy
of it. They are sensitive to repu-
tation and try to live up to it. Many
a black sheep was not born
black but made black by being
painted so. And many a fine
character has been developed
and strengthened by confidence
and belief in him,

Certainly children need punish-
ment. But the most efficacious
punishment is not that adminis-
tered in a spirit of revenge or
parental spite for the annoyance
caused by the child; it is the pun-
ishment administered in the spirit
of necessity, to ‘‘help you to re-
member'' that that particular
temptation 1s an enemy. A woman
I know made a practice of con-
sulting her four or five-year-old
son as to the punishment suitable
for certain misdemeanors—that is
one he would feel sufficiently to
help him to remember. And that
child has developed the ability for
self - discipline which will make
parental chastisement unnecces-
ary long before he 18 eighteen.

The same mother seemed to
have exireme 1deas of appealing
to the child's strength, The day
he first entered school she spoke
to him like this: *'I am doing my
best to help you to live up to the
fine qualities in you. If you do
anything to be ashamed of I shall
feel a shortcoming in myself. But
I know yvou won't; I know 1 can
trust you. Always remember that
you are strong in body, strong in
mind and strong in character, and
it is up to you to live up to those
gifts of God by setting a good ex-
ample.”” So far the boy has done
that. And I know of no better

advice to give any parent.
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The Completion Test

In this test eight incomplete
statements are made., Each one
can be completed by adding one
of the four suggestions given.
Underline the correct one.

1. The most populous country
of South America is—Argentina,
Chile, Brazil, Paraguay.

2. The leading corn producing
state is — Nebraska, lowa, In-
diana, Illinois,.

3. “La Tosca'" was composed
by — Verdi, Puccini, Beethoven,
Liszt,

4. The popular name for Neb-
raskans is—Wolverines, Gophers,
Corn Huskers, Hawkeves.

5. The sixteenth President of
the United States was — Grant,
Tyler, Buchanan, Lincoln.

6. The River Jordan flows into
the—Gulf of Ob, Bering sea, Dead
sea, Indian ocean.

7. ““Childe Harold"” was written
by — Robert Burns, Lord Byron,
William Wordsworth, William
Shakespeare.

8. Columbia is the capital of—
Oregon, South Carolina, North
Carolina, West Virginia,

Answers

1. Brazil. 5. Lincoln,

2. lowa. 6. Dead sea.

3. Puccini. 7. Lord Byron.

4. Corn Huskers.8., South Carolina

Walk, Trot, Gallop
Cavalry drill regulations of the
United States army prescribe that
horses shall walk at 4 miles per
hour, trot at 8 miles per hour and
gallop at 12 miles per hour. Ex-
periments with somewhat faster

gaits than these are now being
made by the army.
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