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“Mushams E.

Staid Patent Atforney Lels

Himself in for an Un-
usually Interesting Ex-
perience.

JISIAH MUSHAM of Musham & Mac-
J eldowney, patent Ilawyers, had I~
himself be persuaded to address the
renior class of a Chicago law school—re-
pretting his good nature as soon as he
had yielded, for he detestad making pub-
lHe addresses, or an appesrance in public
of any sort. The promise had been given,
however, and he was now conseientiously
composing the address

His theme—not &n original one—was
loyalty to the law. There wasn't much
of that in the United States, he wrote; for
one thing, we were a hopelessly senti-
mental people; we insisted upon giving
every criminal four chaneee of escape to

. one of conviction, and It was notorious
that a pratty woman conld murder any
man she chose anywhere in the United
Btates and go scot free,

As he wrote that, in his study at home
of a Tuesday evening, he was thinking of
one pretly woman in partieular. Early
Thursday evening bhefore dinner ha re-
ceived & note from her asking him to call
her up immediately at the Illini hotel.

At the Illini hotel, about that?time,
Captain and Mrs. Helm—as they chose to
call themssalves for the time being—were
carefully rehearsing a scene. They oc-
cupled a parlor and bedroom on the third
floor. The dreassing table, against the
east wall of the bedroom, supported a
broad, three-leaved mirror. A tsll pier
mirror stood near the south wall. When
Mrs. Helm sat at the dressing table her
image, reflected from the three leaved
mirror intp the pler mirror, was clearly
visible to Captain Helm as he sat in an
easy chair by the center table In the
parlor,

They tried it many times, changing the
angle of the three leaved mirror and the
position of the easy chair in the parlor;
alsp, readjusting the filmy scarf thrown
cver one leaf of the dressing table mirror
g0 that this scarf cut off the head and a

glice of the ghoulders of tha image re-
flected in the pler mirror. Then Mrs.
Helm put & corset on a plilow, zlipped her
rose colored kimono over that, and stood
It in the chalr by the dressing table. Cap-
taln Helm sitting in the parlor, could not
tell whether his wife or the pillow accu-
pled the chalr by the dressing table. Mrs,
Helm would slide out of the chair, whip
her kimono around the corseted pillow,
and pop that into the chalr. A witness
sitting in the parlor and looking into the
pler mirror would think that the lady at
the dressing table hud taken a step to
cne side and immedlately resumed her
seal at the table, At length, after many
rehearsals, Captain Helm expressed him-
self completely satisfied.

At half past eight Horace Altman left
his apartment on the third floor and went
fdown to the cashler's office. fterwards
Captain Macready remarked to him that
B2 would naturally be as careless of a
hundred thousand dollars' worth of
jewelry as of his life. That afternoon
he had taken the jewsls out of the safs
deposit vault downtown, brought them to
tlis hotel, and seen them put into the
cashier’s safe. He now got the jewe] casa
trora the cashier, opened it there to make
sury; nothing was missing, locked it agaln,
aul tucked it under his arm,

Going from the cashier’s office to the

elnvators he met two men friends, like
bimself already dressed and waiting for
their wives, He invited them up to his
apartment

Leaving his friends in the parior., Alt-
man carried the jewel case to his wife
iz her bedroom, where a mald was pre-
paring to do her hair.

Altman's bedroom, last in the row, ad-
joined the bedroom occupied by Captain
and Mrs. Helm. There was a door be-
tween, so that all the rooms along thare
ctlild be throwu into one suite. The door
was provided with a stout bolt on both
sides so that an occupant on either side

might be sure his neighbor did not” trea-
pass. Excepting this door between the
bedrooms and the windows there was

enly one possible entrance to the Altman

gpartment—namely, by the door between
the private hall and the parallel public
hall,

About the time that Altman and his

two friends were putting down half
drained glasses and lighting clgars in
agreeablp anticipation of a snug three-
quartars of an hour chat, Joslah Musham
arrived at the main entraneca of the hotal
in a taxi. Nervously consulting a gold
watoh whose large closed case had been
worn smooth by a quarter century’s use,
he saw that it was 15 minutes to 9; so he
was just in time.

Thare was a saying among those who
knew that you never could tell about a
patent untili Musham & Maceldowney had
given an opinion on it. Gold braided
doormen might regard the senlor member
of that firm contemptuously, but the su-
preme court of the United States did not,
did a long st of clients—especially
when they saw his bills. But he was in-
curahly unfashionable and unsocial. Even
an appearance in court he regarded as a
bore

But clothes and momentary embarrass-
ments were small matters tonight. Cluteh-
ing his slouch hat in a bony hand, he
sirode across the badecked lobby, whera
a8 few men and women in gala dress were
beginning to gather, to the bank of ele-
vators. and went up to the third floor
As on all the eight upper floors, there
was & lounge in front of the elevator
landing, Following the directions he had
received over the talaphone, he turmed
to the right, and to the left at the first
angls, which brought him into the long
kall npon which the Altman and Helm
sultes opened. Mr. Altman stood at the
door of his apartment taking a box of
flowers from a messenger boy. Passing,
Musham nodded to him, and received a
-nod in reply. The box of flowers was ad-
dressed to Mrs. Altman. Her husband
took it to the dining room and dropped
it on-a.chair thers, calling into his wife's

nor

bedrooms, “Some flowers.” He then re-
turned to-his friends in the parlor, shut-
ting the door agaln after him.

The box contained a dozen roses and a
calling card that read, “Mr. Arthur Spall-
man.” At 45 Mrs. Altman had more flesh
and less halr than she cared for; but
there was a soft heatt under the flesh and
a great wish for domestic peace beneath
the hair. At sight of the calling card her
lips parted in a sudden slarm too acuta
for words, and a hanted look in her eyes
appealed to the mald, Mr. Arthur Spell-
man was her nephew, and one of her
chief alfections~—with & good heart, as
she always forlornly maintained, but a
weakness for stimulants and an inveterate
caralessness in money matters. This last
failing had caused & wiolent breach be-
tween her husband and her nephew, and
she was under a strict prohibition not to
have any intercourse or communication
with the culprit. Yet he was her own
sister's flesh and hlood, and her heart
was soft. Like many another woman
under the iron hand of domestic
tyranny, she had a confederate in her
maid.

For some three months Arthur had
been conducting himself respectably in
New York, to his aunt's immense reliel.
These flowers, however. came from a
Chicago florist, so unfortunately Arthur
must bg near at hand.

Musham, meanwhile, consulting the
numbers on the doors, had gone on to the
cne that gave to Helm's parlor, at which
e knocked. Captain Helm threw open
the door, smiling cordially—a tall man of
35 or 8o, with a neatly pointed red beard
and light blue eyes, dressed for the ball

Musham acknowledged the smile with
a grumpy nod, and strode in. The door
to the adjoining bedroom was ajar
Thence & gay voice lilted at him, “Hello,
Uncle Joa! Be out there in a minute."”
Nobody else had ever called him *“Joe,”
lat alone “Uncle Joe." He said he didn't
care to be called that. Captain Helm was
courteously steering him into the easy
chair by the center table and inviting
him to lay off his overcoat.

The bebdroom door flew inward, wide
open, and a woman In a rose colored
kimono (flitted in, white teeth and blue
eves flashing, a dimple in either cheek.
Her wavy hair was the color cf cornsilk.
Floating to the easy chair, she extended a
round. white arm and shapely hand; and
when Musham stood up, redder than com-
mon and frowning, to shake her hand
ungraclously, she laid the tip of her
tongue to the edge of her teeth in a little,
merry, derisive bubble of laughter, say-
ing:

“You know you can't help shaking
bands with mie, much as you want to!”

Musham was 61; had two sons and a
daughter already married, and three
grandchildren. Yet In splte of himself he
acknowledged the pull, She sparkled
with vitality. It was beautiful to see her
move or even stand-—ilike watching a bird
of paradisge flit and preen.

Like a bjrd’'s sailing, she moved to a
chair, perched on the edge of it, bending
toward him, clasping bands round a knee,
a8 teasing twinkle in her eyes. It was so0
graceful that something oppressed Ris
heart, and once more he sald to himself,
in mournful proteM, “Thunder! If she'd
only be square!" That was the direction
which his enforced admiration of her took
—an evangelical direction. Secretly he
was always hoping that the play would
end with her reformation, 2

But she wags giving no sign of that
now, and in a smother of anger he thrust
his hand into his trousers pocket, draw-
ing forth a thick roll of bank notes In-
closed with a rubber band which he si-
lently extended to her,

With a swift change of pose she took
the roll and spread it out on her knee,
not counting the bills but fluttering them
admiringly as a pretty woman handles a
hit of lace or ribbon.

“Too bad they don't grow on bushes,"”
she commented, and laughed. "Nice of
you., Uncle Joe." And, as though it were
a sufficient apology, she added: *“*We
had to have it, you know. They're going
to put us out of the hotel unless we pay
the bill tonight.”” She rolied the bills
again deltly, slipped the rubber band
aronnd the roll, and tossed It to her hus-
band with, *“Better see about it now,
Nick."

"1 was a fool to bring it. I won't do
it again,”” Red and angry, he fiung at
her uncompromlsingly, “'It's nothing but
blackmail."”

But at that insulting word she onily
laughed and twitted him, “Why, Uncle
Joe, you know you don’'t want me to go
regged and hungry. You ought to blame
the pigs that run the hotel. They won’t
let us stay here without money. And
what’s 500 to Benny, now that he's mar-
ried a rich wife?"

That marital reference was offensive,
and he blurted, “You're just blackmall-
ing him. He's a fool to submit. Wesk
as a rag—that’'s the trouble with him.
it his father and I hadn’t been together
30 vears—Iike brpthers—if I didn’t know
the young blockhead was full of good in-
tentions now—and scared out of his wits
* but he could hardly explain satis-
factorily how he had got Into this strangs
role of emissary in an affair of blackmail.
Mainly it had been the well intentioned
voung bridegroom's white, frightened
face. With that in mind he declared hot-
Iy, “You've got to let him alone!'*

She tipped her golden head a little and
sweet laughter rippled. O, probably 1
was careless,'" she mocked. "I ought to
have got run over by a truck or struck
by lghtning instead of bobbing up here,
awfully alive, after Benny's married his
rich wife!"

Then, swift as thought, the laughter
vanished; she stooped toward hint again,
grave and aceusing. “You're awfully
hard on me, Uncle Joe—not fair. It's
just as I've told you before. Benny treat-
od me like a dog. We were engaged. I
gave up my ecareer on the siage when 1
had good prospects. We wounld have heen
marriad, only he was afraid of his father
—a man 23 years old! Then hg got me
to go to New York; he was to come on
and wa'd be married. He just strung me
along. 1 supposs ha'd already got his aye
on the rich girl and wanted to get me out
of the way. With his lattars and the rest
ol the evidence I could sue him for breach

He fairly saw her sfooping to utler thaf qmck, despera!e whisper—

of promise and get a hundred thousand
dollars. A good lawyer told me so. But
I didn't want to bredk him up; I forgave
him, Gracious! He mustn’t think he
owns Chicago and that I can't ever come
back here. The money he's been paying
me, you see, iz really only a little bit of
what he really owes me. If he dosn't
know that's so why does he keep on giv-
ing it? [It's his gullty conscience. That's
the truth, Uncle Joe.”

Musham's feeling about the woman
may have been complex and not easily
defined. But his feeling about the man
was perfectly simple. Except to kick him
he would no more have touched tall, im-
maculately dressed, distinguished looking
Captain Helm—into whose pocket the roll
of bills had gone—than he would have
touched a dirty rag. It occurred to him
that the quick look which passed between
hushand and wife as the captain dropped
his clgaret was a look of understanding.
He rather suspected that he was going to
be fooled again.

Under that suspicion he waited a mo-
ment after the captain’s shapely, black
clad back had disappeared through the
door, then turned to the woman with a
brusque demand: "“Give me the letters.”
That referred to the stipulation he had
made over the telephone—the stipulation
which had induced him to come that eve-
ning, as she had insisted he must.

Was it fear in her pleading blue eyes?
Every line of her {ithe body seemed to
plead as she said. “Honestly, Uncle Joe,
I can’t. He's got them."” Then, lower

- and swiitly, "1'm &fck of this. 1 want to
get out of it, He's got me, too. What
can I do?"”

**Honsstly, I'm sick of it. I'll do any-
thing to get out if you'll only help me a
little—some kind of a start. [ haven't
a cent, vou know. He’s susgpicious now.
He's hidden the letters somewhere. But
I"ll get them for you. Really I will. I
promise vou. There's 8 woman on Madi-
son avenue in New York—she has an
awfully cute little doll and toy shop. She
told me she made a good living at it, 1

thought of something like that—hers in
Chicago, you know. [ believe ! could do
it if 1 eould get a start. Tell Banny to
give me a thousand dollars for the let-
ters. You pay me the money after I've
handed the letters over to vou. I'll never
bother him again. With a thousand
dollars—if you'll help me zet 4 lease on
a lfttle shop. 1've been thinking it over
all the while. 1've got to get out of this."

Her low, rapid utterance ran on. It
was the penitent Magdalene. The llttle
glit clock on the mantel clicked off the
minutes. She stood up dbruptly:

“Wait for me two or three minutes.
Don’t go. Hg may be coming back. He's
susplcious now. I don't want him to
think we've been sitting here talking all
the while. [I'll give my hair a twist and
slip on a dress—only a jiffy. Wait two
or three minutes.” She was moving
toward the bedroom, her gravas blue eyes
upon him.

Musham, his aged heart expanded,
gave an assenting nod. She fled into the
bedroom, and at once hes saw her head-
less image, as she sat at the dressing
table, reflected in the pler mirror.

It was five minutes to nine by the little
gllt elock on the mantel, which was set to
the second, when Helm stepped Into the
public hall, looking up and down, The hall
was empty at that moment. He glided
along ¥t and swiftly let himself into a
vacant hedroom. The Illini was a new
hote] and there were half a dozen vacant
bedrooms along that corridor. To get a
duplicate of a chambermaid’'s pass key,
80 that he could enter any of those bed-
rooms at will, was an easy feat. He took
up the telephone in the bedroom and
called Altman's apartment.

In the parlor of that apartment Altman
and his two {riends were killing time
agreeahly with tall glasses, ecigars and
conversation. Im Mrs. Alfman’'s bedroom
the maid wds doing up her mistress’ hair
—much of It hers by right of purchase.
The door between that room and the
small dining room was open, but the door

between dining room
closed. The telephone was in the dining
room. It buzzed, and Mrs. Altman sald
to the maid, ""See who it fs."* Nine hun-
dred and ninety-nine times out of a thou-
sand that is exactly what would have hap-
pened.

The m#id went into the dining room
and returned a minute later looking ex-
cited. In the undertone that fellow con-
spirators use she said: “It's Mr. Arthur.
He wants tp see you— wants you to come
downstairs. I tried to tell him, but they
cut us off. [ tried, but couldn’t get him
again. The lines are mixed up. He sald
he must sea you.”

Upon Mrs. Altman's fleshy maternal
face a startled expression appeared.
Arthur's sending the flowers, without any
previous notiee that he had left New
York, was eccentric, As the confidential
mald well knew, Arthur was given to
esccentric behavior when under the influ-
ence of aleohol. If, he was now down-
stairs in that state, liks as not he would
come blundering up here to the apart-
ment—and touch off a grand family row
The sympathetic maid suggested: *1
might go down and find him—ses what
he wants.”

“Do!" her mistress replied eagerly
“Don't let him come up here.” And she
added, with a needless caution: “Don’t
g0 through the parlor.”

Stepping into the public hall, the maid
gt once saw the tall, distinguished figure
of Captain Helm walking toward her as
though on his way to the elevator. She
gave a little nod, which was unnecessary,
and sped toward the stairway. Turning
at right angles to gain the stalrway, she
threw a swift glance over her shoulder
at the captain-—also quite unnecessary.
Captain Helm indulgently reflected that
the mald, being an amateur at grand lar-
ceny, was nervous. Ha strolled on.

Harlier in the evening the maid had
stepped into the bathroom between Mrs.
Altman's bedroom and her husband's.
Then she had run into the husband’s bed-
room and drawn the bolt on the door that
gave to Helm's bedroom—which took her
20 seconds. When she returned from
downstairs she was to go into the bath-
room again, glide into Altman’s bedroom,
and rebolt the door to Helm’s bedroom.
The window in Altman's bedroom was up
four or five inches. There was no fire
escape, but &en expert steeplejack or
porch - climber might — possibly — scale
the rear rough brick wall of the hotsl
and get through the open window. That
was the theory, according to Helm’s plan,
with which thes police wers to amuse
themselves when the robhery was dis-
covered.

But Helm presumed that police suspi-
clion would fall upon himself and wife at
first. Thelr record was dublous. Their
bedroom adjoined Altman's. On this
night of the big dance the hotel would
be carafully watched. Probably the police
would be reluctant to believe that a
porch-climber had scaled the rear wall
unseen. So Captain Helm had his own
alibi carefully arranged. And, as for his
wife, there would be the impeccable tes-
timony of Josiah Musham that Mrs. Helm
was under his eves during every moment
of the time when the robbery must have
been committed. That was why Masham
had been summoned to the hotel that
particular evening at a particular hour.

Something had gone wrong—a little—
in the apartment. Taking the jawel case
from her husband, Mrs. Altman had put
it in the second drawer of the dressing
table, instead of putting it on the table
ae the maid had supposed she would do.
That, however, seemed a trivial disar-
rangement of the plan, for Mrs. Helm.
not sesing the case on the table, wonld,
naturally, look for it in the drawers.
Left to herself after the maid went down-
stairs to find Arthur, Mrs. Altman went
on slngle_,n_-handorl with the elaborate busi-

and parlor was

BALLAD WRITTEN DEDICATING
PRINCETON BATTLE STATUE

In Presence of President Harding and Other Notables Henry Van Dyke Reads Poem
Written for Dedicatory Services at Shaft.

RINCETO N —In the presence of
P President Harding and a group of

notables assembled for the dedica-w

tion of Princeton battle monument, Dr.
Henry van Dyke read, recently, his poem,
**A Ballad of Princeton Battle,” written

for the occasion.
It follows:

Along Assunpink’s woody bank wa laft our
campfires bright,

While like a fox with padded fest ws tmla
away by night:

Cornwallls watched his Trenten trap,
And drained his glass, and took his nap;
But the ragged troops of Wash'ngton out-

flankad him In the night—
Up and away for Princeton,
* By a secret road to Princeton—
We dragged our guns with muffled whaeals
to win another fight

The [cy trall was hard as iren. our foot-
prints marked it red;
Our frosty breath went up lke amoks to
the winking stars o'arhead;
By Bzar Swamp and by Miry Run,
Our muskets waighad at least a ton;
We shivered, til o'er Stony Brook we saw
the gun rise red;
Weary we tramped to Princeton;
But all of us at Princston,
Would follow our thief through thlck and
thin till the last of us was dead

We 'ooked beyond ths Vipper bridge, acroas
the swaollen stream,
And thers along the king's highway, we
paw the radcoats gleam;
"Twas Mawhood's reagiment march'ng
down
To f'nish ug off at Trenton town!
“Go cut the bridge” —and Mercer's men
erépt up along tha stream.
But the British turnad towards Princaton,
Came bhravaly baek for Princeton;
And all the rest of that ddm Hour Wes w'ld-
er than g dream

They rushed thro® Wil Clark's ereharl,
among the naked treas;
With horse and foot they hammered hard;
thelr bullets sang ¥ke beeg;
And Meresr fell, and Haslet fall}
The bayonets cut us up like hell;
The chain-shot mowed a bloody path ha-
neath the twisted rrees,
It tooked all black for Princetean.
Wao lost our hapes of Prinoeton;
We wiavered, and we hroeke apd fled as
leaves béfors the Bresms,

Then down the hill from Tom Clark's houss,
rode Washington aflams.

With holy lre, through smoke and fire,
mighty Mars he came.

"“Come on, my men, parade with me,
We'll make the braggart redcoats fles”
¥And up the hill, against the guns, rode

Washington afiame
He turned the tide at Princaton;
The land was saved at Princeton;
And they who fought, and they who- fell,
won Uberty and fame

Tikis

Men pralse our chisf for weighty words, for
eounsel calm and high,

For prudence and enduring will,
far-seeing oye:

One thing he had all else above—
Courags that caught the soldier's love,
And made the goldlers loyal heart in dan-

ger's hour beat high.
We saw It clear at Prinoston;
'Twas written hers at Princaton:
The men who make a nation.great are men
who dare to dis.
Avalon, May 2%, 1922,
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School Girls Whose Swimming
Puts America First.

(Continued From First ‘Pate)

Riggin and Miss Walnwright finished first
and second as named, barely one point
apart, displaying clean-cut International
leadership, and they have improved very
materially since. Yet last summer they
were beaten decigively by their 16-year-
old clubmate, Miss Helen Meany, who
captured the national champlonships in
both branches of the sport and thereupon
was declared by experts the greatest all-
around diver of her sex ever developed.
Miss Meany's young slster Josephine, now
14, has figured in national title awards
also, and would add strength to the div-
Ing contipgent, The fotir of them would
brook no forelgn rivalry.

1f plunging for distance were made a
feature of the hypothetical international
engagement, Miss Dorothy McWood of
Northern high school, Detroit, would take
a deal of beating. A few weeks ago she
boosted the American record for a one-
minute time limit of §6 feet 6 Inchas and

tha world's record for women stands at
67 feat, so there «is little doubt that she
would prove a dangerous bidder for pre-
mier honors, particularly in view of the
fact that Miss HiHda Dand of England, in-
ternational holder, has not touched her
best mark this vear. Another potentiai
scorar for the gliding event {s Migs Helen
Nolan of Junfor school, Detroit, who set
the national record wiped out hy Miss
McWood, 65 feat 10 Inches.

The triumph of the American schoolgirl
team in a world's all-around contest
would be sweeping, for no other nation
counld gather together a group of women
champlons abla to reap laurels In all slat-
ed events. Great Britain lacks free-style
sprint swimmers and fancy divers of in-
ternatiopal caliber, and the former weak-
ness, in particular, wounld be costly, for
the relay race must ba considered in addi-
tion to the individual swims. New Zea-
land might fare exceedingly well in the
free-style races, yet be handicapped over-
whelmingly In the rest of the programmse,
Sweden and Germany lock strong  in
hreast-stroke swimming and fancy diving.
but trall far behind otherwise. On the
other hand, our young girls would furnish
the favorites, or possible winners, for
practically every contest on the card.

The conspicuous place assumed by
Uncle Sam’'s young mermalds in interna-
tianal water sports is the more amazing
in that a very few ysars ago thers was
no organized aquatie competition for
women in this country.

And not the ieast remarkable feature
of the rapid de\'nlopment is that younger
and younger mermalds pressed to the fore
as time passed. Miss Claire Galligan, the
first A. A. U. swimming girl champion
ever crowned, was 20 vears old when she
achieved the distinction of capturing the
women's all-arcund national titie; Miss
Charlotte Boyle succeaded her to the
honor at the age of 19; Miss Ethelda
Eleibtrey agsumed leadership mext, when
17; now Miss Helen Wainwright has
earned the all-around championship and
she is barely 16.

Meanwhile, already numbered among
the junior national champions or open-
record holders are Miss McGary and Miss
Hderle, the 14-year-old maids previously
mentioned, and the Misses Ethel Baker
and Daris O'Mara, child swimmers of 13,
so it will not be surprising to see even
younger water sprites garper senlor lau-
rels,

By Will Payne

]

ness of doing her hair. At nine minutes
prst 9 the maid called the apartment
over a downstairs telephone. Mrs. Alt-
man heard the instrument buzzing in the
dining room and, naturaily, went in there
to answer

It was the maid's voice saying some-
thing or other about Arthur, but the tele-
phone seemed to be working badly; Mres.
Altman couldn’'t make out the message,
Then the connectlon was broken, and she
had to wait for it to be re-established.
Altogether the maid kept her at the
phone nearly three minutes.

But Mrs. Altman had not been alone in
hearing the buzz. At eight minutes past
8 a corseted and kimonoed pjllow stood
on the chair by Mrs. Helm's dressing
table and was duly reflected to Musham's
eyes in the pler mirror. Mrs. Helm her-
self, in white undress, lips apart, out of
the ealler's reflected line of vizion, was
standing at the slightly opened door to
Altman's bedroom listening breathlessly.
The maid had left tha bathroom doors
a little ajar. Mrs. Helm heard the tele-
phone buzz and glided through Altman's
dark hedmoom to the bathroom. An ‘in-
stant after Mrs, Altman disappesred from
her bedroom Mra. Helm darted to the
dressing table.

This was the crucial momant for her.
Mrs. Altman might step back and see her
Her nerves were not as hardy as the cap-
tain's, vet sufficient. The jewsl case was
not on the dressing table, She attacked
the drawers, but the top one stuck, giv-
ing her trouble, for she must be careful
not 1o make a noise,

Nothing had happened to give Josiah
Musham any susplcion of the plot. All
that bad occurred since he entered the
room seemed to be a natural flow and se-
fquence of events, He had been alone in
the parlor two or three minutes, un-
dreaming of a present plot; dreaming,
indeed, something quite different,

Absorhed In that, his brow wrinkled,
ha mechanleally stood up, from a long
habit of thinking on his feet—tramping
the tloor over. a knotty problem in law
Mechanically he rubbed his brow, took
two steps, glanced up—and experienced
a profound shoek, for the pier mirror now
showed him the image of a woman with-
otut legs, the rose-colored kimono dan-
gling empty. For an instant he gaped
in stupld amazement. Then & swift alarm
flashed along his nerves — some trick
here! He steppad to the bedroom door
and looked in.

A glance revealed the trick. That was
a pillow on the chalr by the dressing
table, with a rose-colored kimono over it
The beautiful penitent was not In the
room. But the door at the end of the
dressing table stood ajar. She must have
gone In there,

It was a trick! She had been fooling
him with the appeal in her eloquent eyes
and on her pretty lips — some deviltry
afoot. It came to him that he had seen
Altman at the door a little way down
the hall. Probably this open door led to
Altman’'s apartment. In a surge of
righteous anger he stepped over, closed
tha door, and shot the bolt; then stood
stock still o a sort of paralysis. She was
in there stealing something; he ‘alt sure
of that.

The knob of the door In front of him
turned nolselessly, but, of course, the
door did pot open. That was her hand
on the opposite knob: he could see that
sha was pressing against the door from
the other side, trying to force it open.
Then the pressure ceased: the knob
turned quickly back and forth: she gave
it a little shake. Signals—s0 she must
have camprehended that the bolt had
been shot and she was trapped on the
other side. That turning and shaking
of the knob was a plea. He stood motion-
less. A whisper came through the kay-
hole:

“Uncle Joe, 1ot ma in!"

So she guessed he had discovered the
trick and shot the bolt!

In spite of the momentary surge of
anger it shook Musham deeply. He fairly
saw her stooping to utter that quick, des-
perate whisper — golden head, white
shoulders, ronnd, white arms: in & trap,
and as beautiful a creature as ever the
jaws of a trap closed upon. In putline it
was clear enough to him; the next suite
belonged to Altman; she had gone in
there to steal—a crime going on under
his nose.

She was trapped, two feet away from
him, with the hunters at hand. Holding
her in the trap was almost like running
a spear through her quivering body with
his own hand, His heart trembled; and
he had only to reach ont and draw the
bolt. The faint odor of cosmetics rose
to him.

The natural color of his faca faded to
a patehy sort of yellow, the wrinkles
deepened in dogged lines, hls eyes wers
heavy with woe. But he turned sullenly
from the bolted door and walked out of

the room. Probahly she was still shaking
the knob and whispering through the
kayhole, It was not yet too late: his

finger was on the trigger, but he had not
pressed it. He stood & moment, an aged
mask of misery, wretched to the core.
Doubtless she was still appealing. Miser-
ably he turned to the telephone, took
down the receiver and spoke brusquely:

“This is room 247, There's a robbary
going on up here. Send a detective or
somebody quick. Yes, 247. Be quick!"™

Then he went over and sat on the arm
of the chair, putting a hand to his brow,
which was furrowed as though he had a
severe headache.

The evening of that pext day he sat
alons in his studv. She imtrigued his
heart. In an odd, honorable, ghostly
fashion — hoping for repentance — he
loved the pretty, sparkling creature. Yet
he had handed her over to the huntars.
For she was a criminal, an habitual, prac-
‘tieed breaker of the law — engaging in
crime under his nose, so that he had
bean obliged either to hecoma an accom-
plice to the crime or to denounce it.

“Stoppy, maudlin, sentiment, disloyal
to the law, soft, without the couraga to
strike home,”” he had written.

Sitting gauntly upright by the study
table the old lawyer laid a bony hand:on
the muanuseript—having justified a life-
long faith by works.

(Copyright, 1822, by Will Payne.)
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