man implicates Lanzdon. How Mary dis- |
appeared from the scene of the crime IS’}
mystery. Brandon tells of a strange hand
print he saw on Mary's shoulder. Further
pvidence shows that horror of drink pro-
duces temporary insanity in Mary. The |
defense is “repressed psychosis.” Wit-|
nesses describe Mary's flight from her in-
toxicated father and her father's suicide
Nurse Walton describes the kidnaping of
Mary by Pollock and Amy Barton tells
of Mary's struggles to become an actress
and Pollock’'s pursuit of her. There is
evidence that Daniels, Mary's manager,
tpreatened Pollock. Mary faints on the
stand and again goes insame when a po-
Jiceman offers her whisky. Daniels testi-
fies that Pollock threatened to kill Mary
and Langdon and actually attempted to
kill the latter.

- r IN. THE ALLEY

WITNESS room, like an ocean-
liner. begets strange friend-
ships in its enforced inti-
macy, and also has this in
common with the great ships, that
who come on deck only toward
the close of a stormy passage, find
hemselves unreasonably ostracized by
their fellow passengers who have been
daily sharing the excitement of the
woyage. Thus the three newcomers
among the witnesses in the trial of
Mary Page were left sitting primly on
a bench close to the door while the in-
<ongru— = but friendly group of those
who had already testified steod near
the window. :

The trio themselves were oddiy con-
glomerate—a burly man in what were
obviously. his best clothes, with a col-
Jar a size too small and a buxom wom-
an whose flushed face looked out from
amder a marvelous purple bonnet. Her
thands were encased in very large
~white cotton gloves and she held back
der skirts aggressively from contact
h the short and elaborate gown of
e over-dressed, tired-looking woman

hose face was pasty with powder
d hard with rouge.

All of the witnesses, for that matter,
" from the little bell-hop to Mrs. Page
herself, sarveyed this last comer with
disapproval: and Amy declared suc-
cinetly that if “Mr. Langdon put
SPHAT on the witness stand—it would
be GOOD NIGHT!
Langdon. however. greeted her with
warmth that ,more than overbal
need their chilliness, and his welcome
o the other man and woman was
egually enthusiastic. To him, the pres-
ence ef these three was a triumph. It
meant that he htd succeeded where
the police had failed. aud that he had
still apother surprise to spring upon
R the jury in this most astounding trial

Some hint of all this crept into his
fone lending it a new. almost boyish
note, when, at the beginning of the
Jay's proceedings. he rose and said:

“Your Honor, and Gentlemen of the
Jury: Ever since the beginning of this
trial one point has remained a mys
tery. The state has admitted its in-
ability to offer evidence on this moot-
ed suobject, and therefore I crave the
indulgence of the court to digress from
Hirect proceedings this morning. to
show you where and how Mary Page
spent those hours between the death

NOBE

s

#That would be good night!”

£ James Pollock and her surrender to

Ihe law on the followinz morn

nooted question and a decidedly |
bre point with the Prosecutor—the |
hereabouts of Mary during those |
ours immediately following the mur- |

! piecing togeiber the story of that night.

| Spectators.

“What?> The startled exclamation took hold of her arm and shook
as wrung involuntarily from the Dis-1 ;. . 11 her not to, it cold feet, that
ict Attorney as he half rose from his | ad it all fived to it away safe.
jair, but it was drowned in the Str| 1o called b < S oh " didn't
[ excitement that swept throngh the' coom to recosnize the yame and she
btire room. For this had indeed been | . aqn't eo with him. Then he teok

of a patient coming out of ether—a
flash of recollection and a streteh of

+fore. it is

blank uncounsciousness: the

not until now that I have succeeded in

and 1 shall call as my first witness. |
Kate O'Neill!™ .
kate proved to be thesbuxom woma
in the purple bonnet who gave her aze
as “round about thirty-five" and her
occupation as “a cook. and a goed one”
to the delighted amusement of the

“Miss O’Neill.” said Langdon after
the preliminary questions, “you say
you are a cook. Where were you last
employed ?"

“Ih the boardin’-house of Mrs. Wat-
son.” she answered with & strong Hi
bernian accent.: “And the very ould
divil of a job it was. too!”

“That is on the same street as the
Hotel Republic, is it not?”

“gure! and it's but two doors away.
and what wid the dancin’ and the mu-
sic goin’ on taere, and the phonygraph
at the Club back, ’tis never a quiet
moment we had the whole night
through.”

“But your duties at the boarding-
house kept you up pretty late, anyway.
didr’t they?”

“Sure an' they did then. What with
hot bread two days a week, and me
cake-bakin’, I set up every night till
‘most cock-crow.”

“Now, Kate” Langdon’s voice was
very friendly, almost coexing, ih fact.
“1 want you to tell me if you ever went
out into the alley or street that ran
back of the boarding-house late at
night.”

“Go on wid you!” she retorted, bri-
dling. “Didn’t I tell you that?”

“I know you told me, but I want you
to tell the court. You had a friend
who was watchman for the block,
didn’t youn? Denny by name.”

“He was not me friend, he was me
finance! she responded with dignity.
“And some nights when it would be
cold. and 1 had made mysel' a sup of
hot tea or maybe coffee. I would take
a bit out to Denny. If's weary work
watching houses in the dark.”

“Of course your mistress knew noth-
ing of this?”

“Sure. and what would I tell that
ould snoopin' divil for? It weren't
none of her business!” -

“On the night when James Pollock
was shot in the Hotel Republic. you
had been up late. had you not?”

“Yes. sor. I had set the dough for
bakin’, and seein’ as how the fire was
hot. T thought I'd fix up a bite for Den-
ny when he made his rounds.”

“Will you tell us please, what you
saw when you went to the back gate
with the—er—bite for Dennis?"”

“Well. then. it was this way. 1
shlipped out and opened the gate. just
a bit at a time, for sometimes it would]
get the ould Nick in it and squeak fer!
all the lard we put on it: and I took a |
look out fer Denny. There was a man/
standin’ in the shadows so near I could |
have put my band on him. but I knowsl
it wasn't my man by reason of the nar-?
rer shoulders, so I stood waitin® fer|
him te move on.™ ' "

“Did he seem to be watching for
gnyone?”’

“Yes, sor. He was starin’ up at the
Hotel Iepublic. and I thought he was
watchin® a man who was on the fire-
escape. Then 1 decided it weren't a
man 1 saw. but just a shadder. and
suddenly a young lady. all dressed up
in evenin'-clothes. climbs out of a win-
der and starts down the fire-escape and
the man says, ‘Thank Gawd! She was
slow enough!" ™

“\Were you near enough to recognize
the young lady ?"

“Not then., no sir. All I could
was the shimmer of her dress and the
light on her face when she passed the
winders. She was walkin® kind of
queer and unsteady. like as though she
micht bave been drunk or sick, and
when she reached the street she just
stonod there dazed. She had no coat
nor hat and she was drawin’ Lher breath
like a bit of a childer that’s been cry-

.

see

in’.

“Did the man who was waiting speak
to her?”

“Yes. Ie said. ‘Where in — have

you been? 1 heen waitin’ a zood half- |

|

|

hour. And believ

COZY fOrTIer

But the girl |

loaned |

j:|_-.'

moaned like. At

hold her along

of her and dragezed
vieht past me, so near 1 could bave
touched her.”

“Were you close enough to recognize

aer then ¥’

- ————— = )

i his rizht

“Yes, sery Sure amd bo<Hpped ont th
eate and followed them a Bit to sed
where they wonld goo DBut they stop
ped ,iils} Leyond e on the alley audl

the man gives a whistle. Just three

! potes. like it mizht have been the echo
of the band at the hotel. but somebody |
ipn.-cted in the alley.

was listenin” for it. and I heard a win
der zo up in one of the houses across
the way.

“At that the man sings out in a
whisper. ‘I got Sadie down here. let it
down quick.” Then 1 saw something
comin® down like a bit of white on the
end of a rope, and I could hear it siap.
slappin’ the side of the house as it hit.”

“Could you see what it was?"

“Not then, sor, except that it was
something on the end of a rope.”

«“Dij¢ the man say anything that you
ceuld hear, to the girl—-Miss Page?’

“Yes. He said, ‘Larry is up there.
Be's all right, but don’t blab too much.

/

“Then | looks up and | says nix, he's a
gumshoe crook.”

and don’t give him a peep at the shin
ers. Keep close till I git back. I won't
be long.’ At that the girl seemed to
wake up, as if she was comin’ out of a
dream, and she clutched at his arm
and began to cry. ‘James! she says.
‘James Pollock!” And the man he
laughs. ‘So that's what's eatin’ you, is
it he says. ‘Well, fergit it. My Gawd.
you ain’t guilty just because you was
fn the hotel. They can’t connect it up
with you. I give you my word.’” ‘Oh.
thank God. thank God! she whispers.

and begins to cry harder th ver. and |
£E o er than ever. an®| . . especially the glad rags. but she

the man shook her again. ‘Cut out the|

water works.” ke says angrily. ‘and get
into this seat. unless you want the
bulls to pull you in.”

“What did he mean by ‘this seat’?
Could you see?”’

“Yes, sor. The rope that the man
had let down had a sort of a swing at
the end of it. and he made the girl sit
in that. then he whistled again and the
other man pulled her up and she disap-
peared in a winder.”

“What did the man do?*"

“He waited till she was gone, then
he went on down the street and round
the corner. Then I saw Denny comin’
up the other way and 1 went to meet
him, and I found he’d been watchin’
too. That was why I couldn’t see him
when I come to the gate.”

“That is all. thank vou. Miss O'Neill,”
said Langdon: but the Judge leaned
forward with an arresting gesture.

“And having seen all this.” he said
harshly. *“didn't you read the papers
the next morning? Didn't you see that
a girl was missing, or conuect her in
any way with the occurrences you had
witnessed?”

“wWell. I ain't savin® but what I had
my suspicions,” she admitted readily.

“Then why didn’t you tell someone?”

“Huh!” she retorted. “And let that
ould divil of a Mrs. Watson know 1
was meetin' Denny and maybe givin'
him a bite, and lose me job? I guess

"

not.

“Then why.,” persisted his Honor,
“have you told now?”

“Qure, and it's me that's bein’ mar-
ried this week, ver Honor, and I'm
after lavin® Mrs., Watson last Satur-
day,” she said amid a

| mirth from spectators and jury alike.

Even the proseentor smiled. waiving

to cross examine, for the mo-

ment ag least: and Langdon, with a
cheery and enconriging nod towards
Mary, caliod the second of his three

oW Withips=<os:

W

“PDeunis Gallngher

euny,
shrunk 1o even more torturing
ness during the interim of waiting,
took his place on the stand with a
face the hue of his fiancee's Dbonnet,
and cleared his throat noisily between
each sentence as if the linen band

worid to have |

stifled gale of | Ie was staring up at the Hotel Itepub-

tichit- f seen him-.come down?”

|

peoin’ te o

! pither end of the street.
| when T stood at the gate with Katie,

{ed Langdon.

around,

Lie

*oRtiek

el EL) *11
there’ll

Denng.’ 3
Theyre
d Parker's,” soz he, amd T'l
bet we pull 2 few big bugs, or my name
is mud.’

“So 1
waitin®

Liz doin’s soon.

wias kind of hangin® around
when 1 see this other fellow !
First off, 1 sez.
he's a plain clothes man. Then I looks
at his feet and I says nix. be’s a ¢um- |
shoe crook, and then the girl comes
down the fire escape.”

*“When the girl had disappeared into
Barker's, what did you do?”

“I joined Katie and says to her, said
I. ‘it’s goin' to be a big night. and that
girl has jumped out of the fryin’ pan
into the fire” And begorra, sor, I'd no
more than said it, then I heard the sig-
nal blow and saw the bluecoats march-
in' up the alley and across the street
at the end surroundin® the place,
‘Good night to Barker’s,’ says I; and
we watched 'erg batter in the door and
march up stairs. It was then that I
felt the other man tuggin’ at me arm.’

“The other man?’ It was more an
exclamation than a question and Den-
nis nodded.

“Sure the feller that had been stand-
in’ some place in the shadows. ‘Wot
are the perlice after? he says all
hoarse like. - “Who are they lookin’ fer
—the girl? ‘Not on your life.” says I,
‘they're raidin' Barker’'s.” ‘Barker’s?.
says be, as if he'd never heard of the
place. I—I—thought the trouble was
in the hotel. I—I—heard a shot’
“Then,’ says 1. ‘you've got one on me.
fer with all these auttymobiles hangin’
about, the man that kin tell a bullet
from a tire has some ears.' ‘You're
right.” says he, it was probably a tire.
And he laughs; then he slunk away, as
if he didn't like the perlice even if they
weren’t doin’ anything but raid a gam-
blin’ joint.”

“Can you describe that man?"

“No. He was kind of fattish, and
short. He looked like the sort of a fel-
ler that hits 'em up considerable. but
1 didn’t take particular notice. sor.”

“Did you and Miss O’'Neill remain in
the alley after he bad gone?”

“Yes, fer the police had run up the
shades and we could see right into
Barker's place. Then I seen the girl
again.”

“Do you mean Miss Page?”

“Yes, sor; leastwise. I suppose it was
her. She was standin’ with her hands
over her face., and one of the police-
men jerks ‘em down and turns to an-
other one and says, says he. ‘Is this
the girl? I could hear plain even down
in the street, but the other bull seemed
puzzled. ‘It looks 1" ‘e it might be. he

ain’t got Maggie's ear marks.’ Then
he grabs the girl by the arm and says,
“‘Wot's your name? But she didn’t
answer, just moans. and at that he
laughs and says, ‘Playin’ dumb, eh?;
Same old game. Now I'm dead sure
you are Maggie Hale that bums around
the restaurants and hooks the suckers.
Well. if you won't talk to us. you can
tell it to the ifudge.’ And with that he
marches her away where we couldn’t l
see her.” {

“Just a minute, Mr. Gallagher,” in-
terrupted Langdon. “Let's return to
that fattish man in the alley. Did he
come up the street with the police?”

“No, sor. He was alongside o’ me by
that time.”

“Then he came from the other end of
the street?” '

Dennis seratched his head.

“Not as I seen, sor,” he admitted. '

“Would vou have seen him had he
come from the corner beyond the Hotel
Republic?” Langdon’s voice was vi-
brant with eager excitement and the
spirit of it swept through the court-
room in a shivering whisper.

“Yes, I'd a seen anybody comin’ from
I allus could

fer there's a big are light they have to
pass under and you can see them plain
as plain.”

“Cne moment.” Langdon swung
about to the court clerk. “Read out
the testimony of Kate O'Neill begin-
v g with the question, ‘Did he seem to
Le watching for someone? ”

“:Question: Did he seem to be watch-
ing for someone?” Answer: ‘Yes, sir

lic. and I thonght he was watching a
man who was on the fire escape. Then
[ decided it wasn't a man that T saw
but just « and suddeniy

shadow,

| voung lady all dressed up in—"" !

“That will do, thank yon,” interrupt-
Now, Mr. Gallagher, if
Miss~O'Neill

that was a man whem

saw on the fire-escape, would you have
“No, sor. I wasn't leokin’ at the
hotel.” .
“But that is the one place he could
have come from when ke joined you,
fsn’t it?”

i eutor

wanted

evidence they
place.”

“And may one
with honied

Al
ask,

said the prose-
SWetness,

“Well, you see." said Gallagher,
seenting no sarcasm or coercion, “it
was like this. When the police come

| to the house Katie gits mad, at their
i questions and she says she was abed

and asleep. Then a few days ago
along comes a young feller selling a
thi.g to lift the covers off of bilin’

ts. He came to the back gate and
he talks to Kate, till she says she don’t
be wantin’ one, because she’s leavin’
of a Saturday to git married. Then
he kids her a bit about he bets she's
marryin’ a policeman, so she tells him
who I am. TI- he gits talkin’ about
this affair, and he has the night’s
doin’s so mized up Kate she corrects
him. He bets her a hat she’s wrong;
she says she kin prove it all by me.
And so she does; but then another
young feller comes around and says as
how we can help a young lady and
clear up a lot of trouble if we tell it
in court. And begorra, Kate got her
bat at that!”

A shout of laughter rang through the
court, and the Prosecutor sat down,
far more discomfited than he would ad-
mit. It was such a simple subterfuge.
The back gate peddler with his packet
of gossip—and the police of course
blundering in and bullying. His re-
spect for Langdon not only as a man
but as a lawyer was growing, and in
the back of his-mind there hovered a
black phantom—the mysterious man in
the checked suit who had been in the
alley. Had Langdon this man up his
gleeve? He frowned and shifted the
papers on his desk uneasily, then look-
ed up with a start of surprise as the
door of the witness-room opened to ad-
mit the flamboyantly gowned woman,
with the hard and tired eyes.

She gave her name as Agnes Keenan,

but when the question came as to her.
occupation, she stared straight ahead.

of her with a sort of grim humor, then
shrugged her thin shoulders.

“None." she said with the imitation.

of an English accent. *I live on my
income.”

The crowd grinned, but Langdon
flushed, and his voice was a little hard
as he said quietly:

“] am sorry, Miss Keenan, to have to
ask you such a question, but were you
not an occupant of a cell in the Fiftieth
Street police station on the night of
the raid of Barker's gambling rooms?”

4] was.” Her tone was more quiet
pow: *“I had failed to come across. and
baving had a drop too much I sassed
the serzeant. and he locked me up to
‘cool off”.”

“Had vou a cell to yourself ?”

“Well, at first I thought it was a
private room. but a little later they
shoved a girl in.”

“Was that girl the defendant—Mary
Page?”

“It was. Buf she looked some differ-

“And that girl was Mary Page?”

ent then. She was all dolled up in an

evening gown, and hadu't even a ¢k ak. |
I wondered what was up and tried to

make her talk, but she seemed looney.

I thought it was the d. t.’s at first, but |

when [ found eut she was plain batty,
I got scared and called the guard. Dut

he only cased me out, so T ot hiold of | €

her hands and tried to make I =top
crvine in that queer fashion. Atter
bit she Lesan to talk. It was incoher- |
ent ot Grst. abonr James, and the big
Honse, amd she wasn't Sadie or Magzie. |
Then =he seemed to come to i:'-l‘:‘i_".f'i
and - sked who I was and where she |
Was,

“Ty 1 <he remain sane and conscious
after that™”

“Not at first
talked sanely.

She'd ramble, then she
Finally she quieted

“just !
what influence was brouzhit to bear to|
make vou tell this story today?” |

A 4 T T - -"T Ty ’
I 151¢ THE RERALD AND NEWS
I[ = ey = e
| Aot posll were somehow pressins S R = v s ' tthine fnothe more
1 i 1 trunce to the i [ I e 1 1 1-
{ hix vo cliods : h : 1) 4 ¢ ssaed e if I owounld take a
| He was. beadmitted. a private wateh f‘ SHCoRE Bl G 2y fie or. Awl I said I
| M a Tl most of the ) iron the | g
lisy . ¥ yitil =Tl L '
i il i | ‘1 Gl £ i .
1 i ! cate of SOrT ol g1 =uit g . a1ttt Balf whim-
t i favice o L Cx dLe, CH i in't eiiguette
i SR ]  his ronuds. : _ Wi 05 1 ¢ phe <[ ICUS.
| Hie verilied all ehat the Lnzxo S A F=S ek I I o=nid il 15 th 1 », the
1 ITesrely | i T =t A el W i < 2 - : i
hiad ;‘-_..ul.,. 13 1r|_..]: inee e hinm=eil Lind i - :- e : & ; xl ’L bioss Vo Ve v =ay nothing
watehed proceedings trom a dark cor 1 .='_" Lo ot ekl 2 ti1] =he bad o lrwyer to do the iking
5 per g little furthor alons the aliey, | L b O ) T Sl
The Great McClure Mystery Story, Written by Lis aceount was smplified and suope U SEIES NS ST y she no! 1ve you
TR oT . - 3 E iy - ' T ot & e I { AL the note sie Zave yoo
FREDERICK LEWIS In Collaboration With dedinite a5 1o detail. : ! :
vy ERITVTY T a T e 40h
JOHN T. M'INTYRE, Author of the Ashion Did e ked Langdo : ; ! '
- e = . who Tesi ! AT B TG U ' = ' !
Kirk Detective Stories. Read the Story e il ' L ON
- - - . D the oirl was iifted by means of i NSt
and See the Eccanay Movind Pictures gl = ' L o e thio i -
i v =
s = . ; ! {58 SIS BT e e AT 5t 1
O~ Copyright, 1815, by McClure Publicaticn & “: ~'% he anzwered. T was e R :
Barker's, the gamblin® place. you know, o R : s
BN R AT ST T AR T e SN SR St T:'.]r"\' !;"E 3t dands i the Back ant -I .”11; e B
in the front. but it was brighit epongh @ 3435 106
SYNOPSIS ' | inzide, heworra”™ “Alr. Gallacher Lo
i Mary Page, actress, is accused of the “\[iss Pagze.” continued T.:mzdong “Yos sar.” | ~Were you watchman for that build “having seen all @ did
urder of James Pollock and is defended when the Judges gavel had restored! *“Was it the defendant, Mary: Bazes inge that you sbeuld have testiile
¥v her lover. Philip Lansdon. Pollock = order. “did not herself know exactly ] It was. sor. Thonul she Jooked ter } “No, sor. They had their fore the poiice”
. wrae intoxic a A7 Mo Acl= f . 11 oy v » % it : ! v . ¥ R Eadn't o H
:-ﬁti “-;:E--L;M‘iﬁ:(?h‘:w;tri; .:;- dnjlgeil'i,',::ld | what was happening  As always fol-; rible sick aml ditferent, ad there wis to keep an eyeout for the bulls, Laut it | I didn’t com
AL il = : . 1el Al ! . ke o . % i oy - e iy o et 13} . i i MAn 3 |
testifies that Mary threatensd Pollock | Jows an attack of repressed psyvelosis, | an awful lookin® bruise on et = vaildes | was that very nizht they wer of thix man I !
with it previousiy, and Mary's leading | the mind of the snfierer was like that | like somebody had burt her Lad. Fim. the policeman at the co FLOSOIRCE SUE Tt s
| =Coukl you see where they went?” wisedl mie up to it only an b for granted the police bad

“She was all dolled up.”

to Mr. Philip Langdon and I took it
straight to him. Then him and.me
beat it back to the police station and
he had a conference with the Magis-
trate. Then he shook my band and
thanked me like a gentleman —and—
that’s all.”

“One moment, Miss Keenan. You
say that Miss Page would become
sane, and then would lapse into de-
lirium again. Did she mention any
particular incident—or ask you any
strange questions?”

“Yes. Once she said, ‘He acts fun-
ny for a man who has just put on a
successful play” Then suddenly she
'sat up and grabbed me and cried,
‘Was it blood or—was it just a red
necktie—I saw it— And I said. *You
saw it where? And she said—sane as
she could be, ‘It was the other man
{ outside—I counldn't see his facejust
the red—' Then she began to cry and
went off again into delirium. or what-
" ever you call it. Next time she opened
- her eyes. she asked if 1 knew whether
' James Pollock was dead or if she had
' dreamed it, and I said so far as I knew
IJ:xmes was about the livest thing I'd
' ever bumped against in this old town.
Then she sighed like a kid and went
to sleep. but when she woke up she
seemed to know he was dead.”

“Did she make any other mention of
the man with the red tie?”
| *“No. When I asked her, she said it
| was a blur. but it would come back to
her—she was sure of that. Someone
, else would have seen it too.”
| “That is all—" began Langdon, and
. brol = off in astonishment. There was
| 4 ¢c¢ motion in the back of the room
| and a mau stood up, raising one hand
| as if about to speak, His face was
i ashy, his jaw dropped. Then as sud-
| denly as he had arisen he dropped
| back out of sight into his chair.
1t was Danicls.

{To be continued.]

Tke Skip In Dundreary’s Gait.

My father each year copied out his
own prompt books. or had them cop-
jed, and then wrote in his most recent
additions. I have many such prompt
| books with most minute notes and di-
rections.

When I produced “Our American
| Cousin,” nearly thirty years after his,
' death, these manuscripts were so per-
| feet that I had no difficulty in recall-
g every moverment of all the charac-
ters. My father's genius was indeed
the cenius of infinite pains. I have
Leard him relate thas the little skip be
used in his gait in Dundreary originat-
| ed simply from his habit of trying to
| keep iu step with my mother as they
{ walked up and down at the back of
the staze arranging their lines. The
and the stutier and other business

it

1

skip
E;:['l_’\\-' anid grew irom performance to
performance.

As Jefferson says in his “Life,”” the
of Dundreary gradually

he other characters out of

|
i el

mracter

Sothern, in Scribner’s

T
1i.

Safe Refuge.
“Say, Philadelphia is the only city
lwhich is immune from leap year pro-
| pos: 's.”
“Why so?” :
“Bec use a fellow can plead it is
the city of brotherly love.”—Baltimore

down, acd when I said that I was l American.



