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mican & Co., rose and started to-
ward the door. Old J. T. Pemmi-
can sitting at his desk, raised his hand.

*Wait just a minute, Mr. Curtis,”’
he exclaimed; ‘‘there’s something
that 1 want to show you.’’ He press-
ed a button and a boy appeared.
Pemmican nodded to the boy.

«Tell Mr. Tresidder that if that
necklace is all done I'd like to have
him send it in here for a moment.”’

The boy hesitated. ““Which neck-

lace, Mr. Pemmican?’’ he ventured.

«THE necklace,”” answered J. T.
Pemmican, ““Mr. Tresidder will
know.”’

Tresidder was the confidential all-
around man of Pemmican & Co. He
had no regular duties. He did
everything important that Pemmican
didn:t do himself, and Pemmican left
most things to Tresidder. Tresidder
brought the necklace in himself.
_*Aha!”’ said Pemmican, his eyes

®glowing, for the pride of his calling
was upon him; ‘‘Curtis, man, what
do you think of that?”’

. Curtis gingerly picked up the neck-
lace. ‘‘Pearls,’’ he said, and gasp-
ed. They were bigger pearls and
the necklace was a handsomer bit of
work than he had ever before seen.

“Pearls!’’ echoed J. T. Pemmican,
*Y should think so! That necklace
as it stands is worth one hundred
thousand dollars. Think of that!”

Tresidder, who was a young man
with an open countenance, nodded,
«Fach pearl,”” he said, speaking in
his usual slow, distinct fashion, ‘each
pearl would bring a small fortune in
‘Belgium or Holland.”’

“Right here in America,”” added
Pemmican.

““Yes,”” smiled Tresidder; ‘‘but my
. thoughts were travelling a bit too
fast. I was thinking of it as it
might be in the possession of a
thief. If it were stolen Belgium or
Holland might be the only market
for it.”’

+ 7t won't be
Pemmican.

“How do you know?’’ asked Tre-
sidder.

Pemmican smiled. ‘““Curtis,’”” he
said, pointing toward Tresidder, ‘this
man Tresidder is the nerve centre of
the house of Pemmican. Fe’'s al-
ways shaking in his boots for fear
'of the improbable. As it is, we’ve
rarely had a robbery.’”” (@
 Tresidder smiled. ‘‘Give the devil
his due, Mr. Pemmican,’’ he interpos-
ed, ‘‘you’va never had a robbery
since Tresidder was on the job, re-
member that. It pays Pemmican &
| Co. for somebody to be nervous,
don’t you see.””

Curtis had been looking intently at
the pearls. ‘““There’s something I
don’t understand about this necklace
he exclaimed. ‘‘My wife has pearls,
.good ones. But—are these the best?
There’s something in the color, their
shade, that I can’t understand.”’ '

““Ah!”’ returned Pemmican ‘‘to be
sure. The shop’s just finished with
hem. But they’'ve got to be season-

{ yet. That’s all.”’

“Seasoned?’’ queried Curtis.

*‘Sure,”” said Tresidder; ‘‘some-
hody’s got to wear them for a while.
\Then they’ll begin to color up, that
is all. The more they’re worn the
better they look.’”

““It’s something
with the human skin that does it,
Mr. Curtis. Didn’t you know that?
We always have to have them worn
#irst. That necklace won’t be on
iour counters for many weeks. You
see?’’

‘“Who wears them?’’
turiously.

Tresidder smiled again. ‘‘Perhaps
wyour wife would help us out?”’ he
ventured.

Curtis shook his head and crossed
he room and opened the door. ‘““Not
on your life, gentlemen!’’ he said.
““The responsibility would kill her in
a week.”” He left.

When he had gone Pemmican turn-
ed .to Tresidder. ‘Is this piece of
work ready to go out?’’ he asked.

Tresidder nodded. ‘‘The shop’s all
through,”” he answered.

‘“Who can we get to wear it for |
us?’’ queried Pemmican.

"Well\," answered Tresidder, ‘‘we’ve
got to be mighty particular—not on-
ly about losing it, but about the
skin of the woman who wears it. We
want this necklace to be worn on
the best neck in New York—the best
natural neck. We don’t want it all |
stuck up with enamel and cosmetics. |
We’ve had one cxperience like that '
with Mrs. Tommy Partridge; that’s
enocugh. What do you think, Mr.
Pemmican?”’

Pemmican rubbed his hands to-
gether. Finally he nodded his head
decisively.

‘“Young Mrs.
he said at last.

Tresidder laughed. ‘I knew it!”’
exclaimed. ‘““There’s mno neck like
her neck, no skin like her skin, in
all the world.”” He drew up a chair
“Mr. Pemmican,’’ he went on, ‘there |
i@ another thing to be considered. |
It’s important. There's a hundred '

CURTIS. a casual customer of Pem-

.

stolen,’’ returned

in the contact

asked Curtis

Stanleigh Storme,”’

thousand dollars at stake. JIs Mrs.
Storme safe?’’

Pemmican rose. ‘“Mrs. Stanleigh

_ Storme!’”’ he echoed; “Stanleigh

torme’s wife! Is she safe?’’

“Why,”” he burst out again, ‘‘she’s
as safe as—as Storme himself!”’

Tresidder was unmoved, “Is he
gsafe?”’ he queried. Pemmisan’s ars-
woer was a laugh. ‘I thought, per-
haps,”” went on Tresidder, ‘‘that in
a case like this we ought to get a
mercantile report—special—or—or be |
very sure about it.”’ i

“I'm sure,”” answered Pemmican.

‘““Then,’”” went on Tresidder, ‘‘Mrs.
Stormne is going out all the t.me.
There is the getting in and oat of
the carriages, the lingering on !al-
conies to ger the air—there’s alwavs
‘th: chance for a slick thief.””

¢“Tresidder,”” groaned Pemui on,
*vou’ll give me the woollies “uor a
weeiz. You stop. You take that
necklace up to Mrs. Stanleigh
Storme with your compliments and
mine and ask her if, as a special fav-
or, sha'il wear that necklace [«v us
unti! we call for it again. That’s!
all I've got to say.”

| T know.”

| sidder.

Young Mrs. Stanleigh Ftorme
gasped when she saw the 'naster-
piece. |

“Wear it!”’ she exclaimed delight- |

edly; wear it! I'm almost afraid to
wear it. But 1 shall. T'll wear it
for the first time to-night at Mrs.
Pallet-Searing’s ball. But aren’t
you afraid,” she went on to Tresid-
der, ‘‘of thieves, or of my losing it,
or

“We'll take the risk of that,”” ans-
wered Tresidder. -

As he was leaving young Stanleigh
Storme strode up the steps. Tresid-
dor knew him and noted casually
that Storme’s face was haggard,that
he seemed weary, nervous, unstrung.
Only casually he noted this.

Tresidder went his way and Stan-
leigh Storme plunged on into the
house. This man Storme was lab-
oring under some stress. He tried
to shake it off as he approached his
wife. He could not do it.

“Stanleigh?’’ she cxclaimed in a
tone that was a query.

Storme nodded. ‘‘There's a whole
lot tne matter,”” answered Storme.
“Marian, I'm broke—broke—broke! It
was Southwest Pacific that did it,
Marian, and it did it inside of thir-
ty-seven and a half hours. A week
ago I was solid—almost. - Now I'm

‘“Stanleigh*’’ she cried, for the sit-

uation was new, terrible, ‘“What
does it mean? Tell me all about
"

He told her all there was to tell.
‘“Is there no way out?’’ she asked.

He thought for five minutes. ‘There
is just one chance,’”’ he said at last.

He thought for five minutes.

“My jewels,”” she ventured; ‘‘that’s
all we've got.

He shook his head. ‘‘They're not
worth more than five thousand at
the outside,”’ he answered, ‘‘a drop
in the bucket. No. there’s just one
chance. We’'ll go to Mrs. Pallet-
Searing’s ball tonight. There’s
just —a—chance that Pallet-Searing
will let me have what I want on
wind. He likes us, and Mrs. Pallet-
Searing is a friend of yours.”

“How much do you want?”
queried.

“Thirty-five thousand,’”’ he answer-
ed, ““if I have that I can win out. I
know I can.”’

Mrs. Stanleigh Storme produced
the Pemmican pearls. ‘‘If we only
owned these, Stanleigh!’”’ she ex-
claimed.

Storme’s eyes bulged. ‘‘Where did
you get them?’’ he gasped.

His young wife told him. ‘““Mar-
ian’’ gasped Storme, “I'm in awful
straits and I need thirty-five thous-
and awful bad. Would you—would
you mind wearing that necklace to
the ball tonight?’’

Mrs. Storme opened wide her eyes.
““No,’”” she said, ‘I've promised to
wear it to the ball tonight. of
course.”’ ¢

“It doesn’t seem right,”’ groaned
Storme, “but I’ve got to have that

she

thirty-five thousand if it takes a leg.

I've got to, don’t you see?”’

At Mrs. Pallet-Searing’s ball that
night after refreshments had been
served Pallet-Searing drew Mrs. Pal-
let-Searing into an alcove.

“Tony,”’ he said to his wife in a
low voice, ‘“‘Storme wants thirty-five
thousand cash tomorrow before the
market opens. He wants it from
me. What shall T do about it?”’

Mrs. Pallet-Searing mused. She
and her husband were accustomed to
this sort of thing.
fools, and yet they had to be care-
ful, too, not to offend, for society
was their business, after all.

“I think it’s a good risk, Jimmy,”’
finally returned Mrs. Pallet-Searing,
‘ani we hardly can refuse. They’'re
such good friends, and Mrs. Stan-
leigh Storme has boosted us to beat

the band. Besides,”’ she added,
““have you seen the pearls that Mar-
jan Storme is wearing? They’re

worth fifty-thousand if they’re worth
a cent.”’

Pallet-Searing sighed with relief.
“1’11 take a look,” he said. He did,
and came back to his wife.

“They're all right,”’ he said; “a
bunch of pearls like that would cost
a hundred and twenty thousand dol-
las at Pemmican’s on Fifth avenue.

{ gvess I'll have to help Storme
out!’”’

Storme was elated on his way
home that night. ““It’s all right,

Marian,’”’ he told his voung wife, ‘‘all
right. With that thirty-five thous-
and T can move heaven and earth.”

“Are you sure?’’ she queried.

“Sure,’”’ he replied, with a certain-
tv of the Wall street gambler. ‘Sure.
Storme was one of.a
large class. Other men had known
hefore him, too.

Tt  was weeks later that Tresidder,
of Pemmicam & Co.. stepped into the
presence of J. T. Pemmican. He
was plainly nervous. His brow was

‘said Tresidder next morning.

' Mrs.

1

dealers are not taking chances on
such things.”’

“There’s one dealer who takes such

chances,”’ answered Tresidder.
““Who?”’
«Vladimir Fromoissard,”’ returned

Vladimir Fromoissard
fence in the uni-

Tresidder.
was the cleverest

verse. He had never been caught.
““He's not in America,”” smiled

Pemmican.

..‘‘He’s in Belgium,’”’ returned Tre-

sidder; ‘‘and that’s why "I spoke

about it. For you see’’—
“What?'’

«The Stanleigh Stormes are going
to sail for Europe in three weeks
from today.”’

““The dickens you say!”’

Tresidder nodded: ‘I wash - my
hands of this matter,”” he concluded
and left the room.

Pemmican scratched ' his head,
“There’s not the ghost of a show of
anything going wrong,”” he said to
himself, ‘‘and yet Tresidder’s no
fool. I'll look into it myself.”’

Ten days later Pemmican attended
Mrs. Vansittart’s reception at the
Vansittart house, on the Drive.

“I'm surprised to see you here,”
said his hostess. ‘““You never go
anywhere J. T.”

Pemmican smiled. ‘1 always come
here,’”” he answered graciously.

““To see me?”’ He laughed and
shook his head.

“To see once more that diamond
aigrette that we made for you,”’ he
answered. “With the exception of
one thing, it is the prettiest piece of
work that ever left the shop of Pem-
mican & Co.”

‘““What is the other prettier piece
of work?’’ she queried.

“T’11 show you,”” he returned. Then
he added, as though casually, ‘‘Here
comes Mrs. Stanleigh Storme.”” He
bowed and moved away. And as he
mobed away he marvelled.

Young Mrs. Stanleigh Storme had
a wonderful neck. There was no
doubt about that.. And it had nev-
er shown to such advantage as on
this night. There was a reason for
it. Her neck was bare; guiltless of
jewell or ornament. Here beauty
unadorned was adorned the best.

“Where in thunder is that neck-
lace? whispered Pemmican to him-
self. Where? He didn’t know. 6

That night it was Pemmican who
was the nerve centre of Pemmiran &
Co. He did not sleep. Tresidder
and this unexpected confirmation of
Tresidder’s rumors had set his teeth
on cdge. !

““You're looking ““‘glum,”’
Pem-
mican wheeled upon him sharply.
“Tresidder,”’” he said, ‘‘this is a deli-
cate job, and it’s up to both of us,
I think. It’s got to be done right,
so that if everything is all right
Stanleigh Storme will never
know what we suspect; and if every-
thing’s wrong the two of us can wit-
ress it. If she’s confused or makes
damaging admissions we’ll need cor-
roboration.””

Tresidder hesitated for an instant.
“Good!’’ he said finally; ‘‘we’ll both
go. I was afraid that you’d want
me to go up there alone. - Come on!
There’s no time like the present.’’

Mrs. Stanleigh Storme met them
genially. There was not a cloud
ur:on her brow; not the slightest hes-

pretty

1itation or uncertainty in her bearing
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wrinkled.

3 T " he said, '‘there’s some-
thing that you ought to knnw.1
Storme has been speculating down

upon the street. I got it straight
from Curtis. one of our customers.”

““Has he?’’ exclaimed Pemmican ge-
niallv. "'So?"’

““Made his pile,”” snorted Tresidder,
“not!’’ That is, according to report.
You seem to forget that Storme’s
wife has our hundred thousand dol-
lar necklace, don’t you see?’’

“Well,”% growled Pemmican,
won't eat it, will she?”’

“T'm afraid she will,”’ answered
Tresidder; “I’'m afraid of any man
when there are rumors ahout him as
there are ahout Storme. It’s dang-
erous.’”” He stopped for an instant.
“Jt anvthing happens, J. T..”” he
went on. ““don’t blame me. You re-
member,”” he continued, speaking in
his slow, distinct, . impressive way,
“that it was I who recommended
rotting a special report on Storme
hefore we intrusted this necklace to

‘‘she

his wife’s care. Tt was you who
nonh-poohed it.”’
“We didn’t eet a rcport, then?”

averied Pemmican.
“We did not.”” returned Tresidder.
“Well.”” said Pemmican, ‘‘there’s
not the slightest chance in the world
of anvthing happening, T tell vou.”
““There are rumors,”” repeated Tre-
‘“and ugly rumors, about
Stonleigh Storme’”
“Tresidder,’’ said Pemmican, ‘there
ia not a man in America who could
handle that necklace. We could
throw it into the gutter and it
would come back to us as sure as
fate. Those pearls are too big. The

And made his pile? .

thibit the necklace.

manner.

“I’'m mighty glad.”’ she exclaimed,
‘“that you’ve come for this.” She
looked squarely at Pemmican him-
self. “For the last week,’”’ she went
on, “I’'ve been afraid to wear it—af-
ter that experience at the opera.”

‘“What experience?’’ queried Tresid-
der, glancing at her as squarely as
she had glanced at Pemmican.

‘““The drunken man with the one.
arm who tried to hug me as I got
into my carriage,’”” she answered.
““Stanleigh said it was nothing. I
thought it was a thief. But Stan-
leigh said it was a plain drunk. Tt
unnerved me. Since then I've only
worn the necklace now and then
about the house.”’

““T have a possible customer for
it,”” explained Pemmican, ill at ease,
for he perceived that Tresidder’s sus-
picions were unfounded, ‘“‘bnd I was
was going to return it to you later
if it wasn’t sold and ask you to keep
on wearing it.”’

‘““I can’t do it, Mr. Pemmican,’’ re-
turned she, ““after that man with the
one arm’’

She' rose, exrused herself, tripped
upstairs, and returned in less than a
minute. In that minute Pemmican
and Tresidder had exchanged glances.

‘“Now. who's the old granny?”’
asked Pemmican. “] told you it
wrs all right, didn’t I?"’

Tresidder shook his head. 1t
seems to me that we’re just in time’
he said. Then Mrs. Storme entered.

‘“Besides,”’ explained Mrs. Storme,
Stanleigh and I are going abhroad in
about ten davs, and I should have

’»

‘had to send it back to you by then

anyway.”’

She was struggling with the small
box and its wrappings.

“I have to do this up in newspa-
per for you,”” she laughed. ‘“We nev-
er have anyv wrapping paper ir the
house. And T never could do up a
package, anvway. There, Mr. Tre-
sideer can slip that into his pocket
and .the paper will never show, T
guess.””’

It was a fact that Tresidder noted.
but Pemmican did not, that once did
Mrs. Storme open the box and ex-
But Tresidder,to
whom she handed the box, only smil-
ed and tore from it its newspaper
wrapping. Then, without opening
the box or examining its contents he
drew from his pocket a square of
jewellers’ white wrapping paper and
a rubber bhand.

1’11 show you how,’”’ he smiled. In
a few seconds he had succeeded in
deftly wrapping up the box, had
slipped the band about it, had held
it up for the admiration of Mrs.

Storme, then he slipped it into the

pocket of his long overcoat.

“If only I could wrap things up
like that,’”” said Mrs. Stanleigh
Storme.

Tresidder bowed. “That kind of
dexterity.”” he explained, ‘‘usually

goes with a five dollar a week, job,
Mrs Storme. Goodby.”

When Pemmican and Tresidder were
outsida Tresidder thrust his hand
once more into his pocket.

PEMMICAN PEARLS

he said, “I'm going up the street.
I’ll be back in three-quarters of an
hour. Suppose you take this back
to the store if you will.”

Pemmican took the box that Tre-
sidder handed him and thrust it in-
to his overcoat and went hack to the
store. True to his word, Tresidder
was back in three-quarters of an
hour. He strode into Pemmican’s
private office. He found Pemmican
leaning back in his chair. with blanch-
ed face gasping with excitement.

“W—what’s the matter?”’ queried
Tresidder in surprise.

“Matter,”’ echoed Pemmican, weak-
ly, “‘here’s the necklace that she re-

turned to us. Look at it. Look
at it, will you, man!”’
Tresidder looked. Then, he, too,

gasped, ‘‘Counterfeit!’” he exclaim-
ed; ‘‘my heavens, counterfeit!”

“Took at it  closely,’” exclaimed
Pemmican. Tresidder did so. ‘Great
Scott!’”’ he exclaimed. Save for the
fact that it was false the workman-
ship upon the necklace was perfect.

“It’s exactly like the other one,”’
said Tresidder, ‘‘and nobody but an
expert jeweller could have done it.
We, who are expert jewellers, know
enough for that.”

“«“Counterfeit!’”’ gasped Pemmican
again; ‘““and where is the original?’’

Tresidder started up. ‘‘Where are
going?’’ demanded Pemmican. “I am
going,”” answered Tresidder, ‘‘back
to Mrs. Storme’s.”’

“Nothing of the kiad,”” returned
Pemmican; ‘‘leave this to me. I'm
going to' send for Boneset Smith.
This is a case for him, not us.”

Boneset Smith, of the department,
came, saw and heard the story. “It
looks ugly,”” he. commented, ‘‘but
we’ll begin at the beginning and find
out.”” ‘

“This happens at a thundering bad
time for me,”’ complained Tresidder.
T was going to Paris for the house
next week, and this thing is too
blamed important to neglect.”

Pemmican shook his head. Xou
go to Paris, Tresidder,”” he said:
‘“you don’t suppose we're going to
stop business just for this? We’ll
leave the whole business to Inspector
Boneset Smith.”’

‘““Maybe,”” commented the Inspector
“I can reckon this thing up before
you leave for Paris,’’

““I hope you can,”” said Tresidder.
He went out and came back. ‘‘Re-
member, Inspector,”” he concluded,
‘“that Storme and his wife are going
sail for Europe within a very short
time. - Remember that.’’

““Ah!” returned the Inspector,with
a smile, ‘““maybe we can reckon this
thing up before they sail, too. I

hope we can, indeed.’’
L * - *

L 4 *

A few days later, on a pier, in the:

bustle of the approaching departure
of the big liner whose black side
rose like a wall above the dock, two
shabbily dressed men skulked unseen
among the boxes and outgoing
freight. These ;two men had noth-
ing at all in common and were quite
unknown the one to the other. There
was a difference between them in fact
one of them possessed but one arm,
This man, from-his vantage point
beside a box, grynted.

‘““Where in thupder is he?’’ he ex-

claimed. Then he became alert.
YAN!" ssid he, with a  sigh
ol relief. '

A carriage drove up. In it were

two people, a man and a woman.The
man thrust his head cautiously from
the window and looked about him.
Then he leaped to the ground, helped
the woman out and paid the driver.
At that instant the one armed man
stepped forward.

‘““Hello, boss,’”’ said the one armed
man, ‘‘and where do I come in!”’

The woman spoke. ‘““You!’’ she ex-
claimed, ‘‘you do not come in any-
where.”’

‘““You didn’'t deliver the goods,”’
said the man.

‘““I was to be paid for services,”’
growled the man, ‘“‘and I'm a-going
to,”” he added. He grasped the man
by the arm and clung tightly to him.

At that very instant the other
skulker strode to the trio and with
a deftness all his own grasped the
trio and swiftly thrust them into a

<3 m.’an opportunity.

| companion,

cul de sac between two huge packin,
boxes.
““I want a pearl necklace,’

e
' he an-

|nmmced, with all the aplomb of a

highway robber,
blamed quick.”’

There was silence, a deep, prolong-
ed silence. ‘““I ~ take notice,”” he
commented, ‘‘that none of you raise
any outery or call for the deckhands
or the police. Proof positive that
vou have the necklace. You’d bet-
ter pass it over and pass it over
quick.”’ '

The male companion of the woman
looked long and steadily at the
speaker, and the speaker looked long
and steadily at him.

‘I guess,” said the woman’'s male
‘““that you’ve got the
goods on -us. You’d better give it
up,’’ he whispered to the woman.

‘“No!”’ she exclaimed. The two
armed skulker who had accused them
suddenly opened his coat and exhib-
ited a shield. Then he grasped the
woman’s gown about the neck and
tore it deftly open, revealing a white
neck, and—revealing something else.
That something else was worth a
hundred thousand dollars.

It was the Pemmican pearl neck-
lace. ‘“Now,’”’ said Tnspector Bone-
set Smith, ‘“‘you can go, all three of
you. You see?”’

Twenty minutes later he laid upon
the desk of J. T. Pemmican the
thing that he had torn from the
neck of the woman.

‘““Great 8Scott, Inspector,’”’ gasped
Pemmican, ‘‘where did you get it?”’

““Picked ' it
pier,”” returned the inspector.

““What?’”’ asked Pemmican. ‘‘Were
Storme and his wife about to sail?’’

The inspector shook his head ‘Thev

““and I want it

’s

sail tomorrow,’”’ he explaiaed, ‘“‘rot
today.’”’

‘““Who in thunder, then,”” asked
Pemmican, ‘‘had the necklace?’’
“Tresidder.”’

‘“What?”’

“Tresidder.”’

He let the fact sink home. Ten

minutes later he deigned to explain
himself. -

““Mr. Pemmican,’’ he said, ‘“Tresid-
der was a man who was waiting for
He was honest un-

up upon a steamship !
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| THEN. HE GRASFED ‘THE

THE SECK AND TORE

til his big chance came. This was
his big chance, and he expected never
to be found out. e expected to
come back here from Europe u_nd
hold his job. ~He came near doing
it. I gct on to- Tresidder, fortun-
ately, early in the game. You had
informed me, and so had he, that
.ou had never had a special report
| from Dunstreet on this man Stan-

leigh Storme. The first thing I did
| was to get such a report. . They tell
me things that I want:to know.And
they told me that they had furnish-
ed a report on Storme to Pemmican
& Co. only a few weeks before. So
I knew either that you lied or Tre-
gidder lied or Dunstreet’s lied. of
the trio Tresidder was the most like-
ly to have lied.”

“What kind of a report was it?’’

“The report on Storme was that
Storme just at that time was rotten
to the core. He had gone to pieces
on the street. You didn’t know it.
But Tresidder knew it, because he
had the special report and he knew
it before he delivered the pearls to
Mrs. Stanleigh Storme. It was
Storme’s rotten financial condition
that he banked on. But he had mis-
calculated. Storme borrowed money
in the crisis, plunged once more and
won. He is rich again and has left
the street for good. But when he
had made his pile again the rumors
of his previous difficulty had just
percolated into the strecet, hence
your alarm, which Tresidder fostered
to the top of his bent. That lets
Storme out, you see. And I knew
it the instant that Dunstreet’s had
put me wise. You see?’’

“But,” protested Pemmican, ‘“the
pearls! Tresidder didn’t get them
from Mrs. Storme. I got them,
don’t you see?’”’

“Yyou’re going too fast. Tresid-

der wasn’t through. It was up to
Ilhim to make a combination play. He
| tried it. He had a one armed thug
I—and, by the way, acting under in-
i structions from you. I made no ar-
‘rests today, you understand. The
| whole gang have gone scot free.””
| “Right, Inspector,’”” answered Pcm-
\micun, ‘“no matter what the story,
it wouldn’t do to have it come out.
[ You know that.”’
| ““This thug tried to steal this ncck-
lace in the best possible way—openly
in the glare of lights on a crowded
'sidewalk after the opera. If he had
i succeceded Tresidder would have had
i the necklace and-the Stormes would
Ihave been under an unexplainable
:suspicion. As it was’’—
i ‘“As it was, Inspector,’”’ exclaimed
! Pemmican, ‘‘it is impossible to un-
derstand Mrs. Storme wore the orig-
inal' jewels for weeks. We went af-
ter them, Tresidder and myself. 1
brought them back to the store. If
Mrs. Storme is innocent—""

‘*Absolutely,’”’ answered the inspec-
tor; ‘‘you have forgotten the episode
of the newspaper wrapping which you
relateh to me when the incident was
fresh in your mind. She wrapped
tha pearls up. Tresidder unwrapped
them from the newspaper and wrap-
{ ped them neatly in a square of white
i paper which he had in his pocket,
[wmppod the box so that the two
|l<oxes would be identical.”” -
| ‘““What two boxes?"’

! “The two boxes which he had in
| his pocket.” One contained the orig-
jinal pearls which.- Mrs. Storme had
| handed to him, the other contained
a counterfeit set, which could have
heen made only by an expert man
like Tresidder. These two baxes
were in his pocket. He kept the cr-
iginal box and passed vou the coun-
| terfeits on the sidewalk outside of
the Storme house. A bunco game
that's all. Up to that point, cb-
serve, his game might have failed,
but then it would have been harm-
less. There was an even chance that
in this case he would make good. Tle
did make good. - Tt was his «ppor-

tunity and he seized it. Tesides, he
had a clever woman working with
him. too.”

““A clever woman?’’ 5

The inspector nodded. ‘“Irene del

Mar,”’ he answered.
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““Who is Irena del Mar?”’

The Inspector smiled. ‘‘One of
the cleverest adventuresses in Eur-
ope. But she is something else. Sh.e
is the cleverest accomplice of Vladi-

mir Frommoissard, of Belgium, Mr.
Pemmican.”’
«Vladimir Frommoissard,” mur-

mured Pemmican, -‘‘the greatest fence
in the entire solar system, I be-
lieve.”

NEW IDEA IN CAMERAS

A new device that will be welcom-
ed by amateur photographers is now
in the field with the other numerous
inventions that simplify the art _of
taking pirtures. This, new im-
provement assures a correct exposure
and the proper diaphragm. |

The great difficulty in photography
and the one that requires long ex-
perience to overcome is the inability
of the novice to adjust the camera
to existing conditions. Nine times

nt of ten the length of exposing the
plate is guesswork, and if the dig-
phragm is enlarged or diminished it
is without an exact idea of how
large or how small it should be. The
(question, ‘‘What luck did you have?”’
is very pertinent in amateur work
and it is very common.

By the aid of the latest attach-
ment, or rather attachments, for
there are two, one for the time and
the other for the diaphragm, the
matter of luck is eliminated. The
former is a dial on which are the
words ‘‘sunny,’”’ ‘‘cloudy’” ‘‘gloomy’’
and ‘‘rainy.”” This is substituted
for the regular dial on which expos-
ures are timed by seconds and frac-
tions of seconds. It simplifies mat-
tors so that instead, of experiment-
ing, an amateur can use an exposure
exactly suited to the amount of light
Tle takes no chances of under or over
exposing the negative.

The regulator that controls the
opening and closing of the diaph-
ragm is likewise made more practi-
cable for the inexperienced. In
place of the graded scale of figures,
whirh represent the size of the dia-
phragm, there are half a dozen min-
iature photographs of an object at
different distances. These are side
by side on a narrow curved strip in
such a way that the index pointer
can be turned to whichever one cor-
responds to the kind of view about
to be taken.

Every focussing camera is equipped
with a gauge by which the correct
focal distance can be adjusted, and
with the two improvemants fixing
the exposure and light aperture there
is every possibility for a successful
picture.

THE ROMANS IN SCOTLAND

(Edinburgh “Scotsman.””)

The fourth of the present series of
Rhine lectures was delivered in the
Queens hall, Edinburgh, by Mr. James
Curle, W.S. , F. S. A, Scot. The subject
of the series is “The excavation of the
Roman Military Station at Newstead, Mel-
rose,” and the lecturer gave an interesting
account of some of the articles which had
becn found. Our knowledge of Roman arms
!and equipment, he said, was derived chiefly
from monuments like the Trajan column,
the column of Marcus Aurelius in Rome,
the grave-stonies of soldiers, or such rare
finds of weapons and armor as had been
preserved to us. Finds of Roman weapons
were of great rarity. It was not a Roman
custom to lay the dead man’s weapons
beside him in his grave. The best speci-
mens had come from rivers and marshes
the Rhine had produced not a few. In
recent years an important find had been
made in the excavation of the legionary
fortress at Carnuntum in Austria, where
many fragments of armor and weapons
were recovered. The finds from News-
tead, though perhaps less numerous, were,
looking to their variety and state of pre-
cervation, of ecven greater importanae.
{ The fragments admittedly did not enable
us to reconstruct the armor, but the pieces
turnished details which appeared to be

{have belonged to it.
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awanting in the Austrian find. A find of
346 scales of thin brass came from the
well in the praetorium at Newstead. They
retained their bright golden color. The
scales were fastened together by wires,
In each was a hole through which passed
the thong employed to fasten it to the
leather surcoat. Cheinmail in both bronze
and iron was found. An interesting series
of objects was a set of thin bronze discs,
nine in number, eight of them circula
and one lenticular. They were furnished
with nuts for attachment to leather, and
on each their owner bad scratched hie
name, ‘“‘Dometi Attici.”” On his head the
soldier wore a helmet. The legionary
had a plain metal cap enveloping the
head and brought down over the nape of
the neck depending from hinges; on the
rim were two plates which covered the
cheeks and were fastened together below
the chin. The plain iron helmet found at
Newstead belonged to this class. The
cheek pieces were awanting.

A very richly embossed helmet of brass
resembled in type a cavalry helmet. It
had probably at one time been furnished
with a visor mask like the well-known
Ribchester helmet of the British Museum.
It was in wonderful preservation, the
brass retaining its golden color. The de-
sign embossed npon it appeared to repre-
sent Cupid personifying the Indian Bacchus
with his leopard car drawn past the goal
by a tlying Victory. The iron visor helmet
found was probably among the _finest
things that the receding tide of Roman
conquest had left behind it. The clear-cut
features of the face are extremely beauti-
ful, the treatment of the curling hair
bound with its wreath of laurel was very
elaborate. Another specimen of a visor
mask, which came from the well in the
baths, was in finer preservation, though
as a work of art interior. - Both owed
their origin to the Roman portrait art,
which under Greek influence developed in
Rome at the end of the first and early
in the second century. Such decorat::d
visor helmets were objects of the greatest
rarity in KEurope. We know little of their
use, but it was probable from a passage iv
the Tactics of Arrian that they were worn
in the military exercises of the  Celtic
cavalry. The shield, a characteristic fea-
ture of the soldier's equipment, was re-
presented by a shield boss of iron and
several long ribs which probably belonged

-to its franework. The swords were the

short heavy ‘“Gladius” of the legionary,
with a blade 19 1-2 inches long, and a
lighter, longer sword, the ‘“Spatha,” of
the auxiliary, with a blade 24 1-2 inches
in length. One sword found in a doubled
condition still retained its hilt of bone,
a find even more rare than the blades,
Spears were of considerable variety, vary-
ing from long, leaf-shaped blades to short,
solid points, hectagonal in shape, which
were perhaps employed for the bolts of a
ballista. ¥rom the wood still remaining
it was ascertained that the spear shafts
were of hazel. It was difficult to tell
the exact distinction between spears and
arrows. To the latter undoubtedly be-
longed some beautifully formed iron arrow
heads with triple barbs from the prae-
torium well. Of the pilum of the legion-
ary no complete specimen was found,
though one or two spear-like heads might
Of all the things
found few were characteristic of the sol-
diers’ equipment than the pioneers’ axes,
four of which were found unrusted and
in perfect preservation, but with the points
turned and the edges blunted by hard us-
age. On one the stamp of the maker,,
“ATTICVS,” might still be read. They
were just the tools that we might see’in
the hands of Trajan’s soldiers, clearing the
ways, or demolishing a Dacian stronghold.

BEST FOR WADING.

A subject, which is one of the most
vital in connection with the fishing out-
fit and least likely to be properly under
stood, is that of footwear. It 15 a matter
upon which the success of e whole trip
really hinges, for, since waiking consti-
tutes the greater portion o! the hard
excreise during the day, it behooves one
to give due consideration to the comfort
of the feet. I have tried wading the
streams in a great variety of rigs includ-
ing the rawhide moccasin, heavy hip rub-
ber boots and high wading pants, and
only after repeated experiments which
always left something to .be desired, [
tried wearing a combination of short golf
pants, * preferably of wool, heavy, long
woollen stockings, and a pair of stronyg
Jeather shoes. With the golf waders thers
is really no set limit to the depth one
may venture. The water drains off natur-
ally, and the wool, with the heat of the
body, keeps onme warm and comfortable.
In connection with this outfit, a short
coat, made specially for wading, and for
sale by the sporting goods dealers, is viry
desirable. The pockets are all high up
out of the water and there are no coat
ends to be continually dragging in the
wet. With this coat on, one is quite sure
to have a dry, warm jacket with the con-
tents of the pockets safe unless one takes
a dip all over.—A. E. Marr, in the “Out-

ing Magazine” for May.
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