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'Como on, then. Christy can do

tho closing," and ho led tho way lo
the back room.

"Crowe," Bunting began when tho
threo were seated together at tho one
big round table that it contained, "do
you happen to know anything about a
wedding in high life that was pulled
off tonight?"

"Every crook in town has known
about it for a week, so why shouldn't
I since that is tho way you bulls usu-

ally refer to me? Tho papers have
been filled with lists of the presents
and their priceless value."

"That is just the point, Crewe.
Some of those presents were 'lifted,'
and by a gun who was so slick that
Muchruore, who was assigned there,
and who was in the room all the time,
never had a chance to drop to it."

"Well, what's the answer, Bunt-
ing?"

"Muchmore and I believe that you
could assist us to recover that lo.it
property and there is a generous

in it for all of u if you can."
"So?"
"What do you say, Crewe?"
"Do you want to know what I say

about it, Bunting? This, then: Lieu-
tenant Muchmore began in a mighty
poor way tonight, if he wished me to
do him a favor. lie has insulted me
twice, and without reason.

"Unless ho apologizes fully and
completely, and does it in tho pres-

ence of my bartender, I will have
nothing more to do with him nor
with you, either, so long as you re-

main hi3 sidepartner. You have got
nothing on me. I don't need you or
want you and I won't stand for that
sort of talk."

"And if he will apologize"
"I won't, so that ends it," Much-mor- e

interrupted, his temper again at
white heat.

The mere idea that lie should be
called up to apologize to the keeper
of a resort for Crooks- and thieves
to that man Crewe, who was widely
supposed to condone every form of
vice save one to tho protector of
criminals enraged him beyond
words.

Ho started to his feet In a storm of
fury, reaching for his weapon as he
did so: but it was his own partner.
Bunting, who slezed his arm ana held
it.

Crewe sat perfectly still, the blem-

ish on his face glowing hideously un-

der the electric-bul- b over the table.
Then, when that first paroxism of

rage had passed, when Bunting had
leleased his partner's arm, Crewe

"slowly left his chair and throw open
the door that led into the hallway.

"Good night, Bunting' lie said.
"This is tho way out. Tell your
friend that when ho comes to me in a
r roper frame of mind and mLes that
ppology because he believes it to be
due me, I may I do not promise I
may decide to try to help you both."

CHAPTER V.

The Cameo Brooch.
Crewe, left alone In that back

room of his own resort, repeated hlm- -

'self at tho table until Christy came
In from the bar and seated himself in
utter silence opposite hW employer;
but It was only for a moment beforo
Crewe directed the bartender to brin?
him bis coat and hat, and also a small
package wrapped in tissue paper from

. the middle drawer behind the bar.
He had devoted mero'y jue swift

glance upon it when Sindahr gave It
op o reluctantly, to assure himself
that the juggler had not attempted
one of his tricks! now he removed
the tissue wrapping and put the won-
derful cameo down upon the table,
and for more than a minute sit quite
still, lost in admiration of the exqui-

site and wonderful carving.
And Christy passed around the ta-

ble and bent familiarly over Crewe's
chair to observe it also.

"Do you realize, boy, that this
brooch is almost priceless in value?"
Crewo remarked at last, without rais
ing his eyes. "This is one of six ar-

ticles that disappeared from the home
of Richard Delormo tonight; but this
one cameo, if offered to a collector
such as Mr. Morgan was, would have
brought a price greater than the sum
of all tho others.

"It is the lost replica of tho great
Vienna Onyx with tho difference
that tho original is nine by eight
Inches whllo this ono is five by four.
Still it is a replica in all save size,
dono by tho same hand. The carv-
ing, my boy, represents the corona-
tion, of tho Emperor Augustus. No
wonder Sindahr could not resist it."

Ho wrapped it again in tho tissue
paper and stowed it away in one of
bis pockets.

"Your last remark reminds mo of
Bomethlng that I wished to say to
you," Christy replied with an entire
absence of tho slang ho was accus-
tomed to using. "Sindahr will kill
you if he ever gets half a chance. J

eaw It in his eyes and , manner to-

night wjien you made him give that
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"Oh, I tiavo not tho slightest doubt

of that, Christy."
"Ho camo near to attempting it to-

night when you turned your back to
him to put that cameo In tho drawer."

"I knew it even then; but, also, I
knew that his cupidity would win out.
If he had made such an attempt then
ho would have lost forever an oppor-
tunity to regain possession of the
cameo."

"He will seek another one."
"Surely."
"Won't you stay hero tonight, in-

stead of going back Chris-
ty inquired anxiously.

"No. I must get back."
"More than likely he is waiting for

ou In some doorway, right now, sir,"
Christy pleaded. "He and many oi
the others know that it is your habit
U go out nights after we close, even
though they have no idea where
you go."

Crewe's reply was a light laugh as
he rose to his feet prepared to take
his departure.

"Don't fear for me, lad. I am like
Napoleon in that I have work to do
and I know that I will remain un-

harmed until it is done. Good night."
"Just one momont, please. I have

watched that man every time he has
been here. I have studied him as you
have taught me to study all of them,"
Christy said eagerly.

"Well, what of it, lad?"
"He will not attack you openly. He

will not shoot or stab. Ho belongs to
that sect in India which are called
Stranglers. He will creep upon you
from behind and use the cord."

"I know, Christy; I know! But I
won't give him a chance. Good
night."

Outside in the street, Crewe moved
swiftly and warily, with every sense
alert, for he was well aware that
Christy's fears were by no means
groundless; and he had not a doubt
that Sindahr was even then waiting
for his approach somewhere between
the cafe and the square.

In passing along the last block be-

fore arriving at the square he watch-
ed every shadowy point narrowly, and
when ho was within a few doors from
the corner his vigilance was rewarded

there was a blacker smudge against
one of the black recesses as he
passed it.

Crewe took two more steps, then
turned swiftly and the figuro of a
man tried to step backward into the
concealment from which it had partly
emerged.

"Come out here, Sindahr," Crewe
ordered calmly. "I shall not harm
you for what you would have done;
but I want to talk to you."

Sindahr came slowly and reluctant--
forward, his teeth gleaming in a

grimance which was Intended to be
an ingratiating smile, but which, in
the fear that gripped him, was only a
contortion of his face.

"I was waiting to speak with you,
Crewe," he said, but his voice trem
bled. He was in deadly fear of Crewe
since tho latter had so mysteriously
discovered his theft.

"Oh, yes; I know all about that!"
Crewe replied with a shrug. "You
were waiting here to strangle me
but that doesn't matter. Give me that
cord. I know that you can make an-

other like it, but I prefer to take this
one as a memento of the occasion;
and some day when you are on trial
for murder, as you surely will be, 1

shall offer-i- t in evidence against you.
Give it up."

With hands that trembled In abject
fear now, Sindahr gave the deadly
bi aided cord into Crewe's outstretch-
ed palm; nnd Crewe, hs if the inci
dent were forgotten, said:

"Walk with me across the park."
A moment later, as they walked on,

side by side, he added: "You are a
clever man, Sindahr. You live your
dally life in a half disguise, and ygu
do your slickest work without any
disguise at all save the partial whit-
ening of your hair and mustache. No
wonder that Muchmoro had no
thought of recognizing you when hu
saw you for tho second time tonight.
What puzzles me i3 how you stick
that imperial to your chin so that It
looks so natural; it looks as if it
grew there."

"All," tho Oriental replied with
pride, "It is a preparation of my own;
tho result of long study. You could
pull it it would not como off; you
could Jerk it it would bo the same.

"Then, with tho imperial gone,
there is a preparation of chalk and
bismuth and glycerine and rose-wate-

which whitens the hair lo a silvery
gray, and which does not rub off,
which Is affected by neither comb nor
brush and with tho imperial gone,
with tho preparation on my hair and
mustache, behold! I am transformed
at onco to tho Count Suclnl."

Crewo stopped at tho north side of
the square.

"I shall have other work for you
to do soon as Count Suclnl," he eald.
"I do n,ot put any trust in you, but

you will not fail me, for your own
sake."

"Oh, no, no, no! I will servo you
rladly. But the great cameo, Crewe.
Do you know its wonderful value?"

"Certainly."
"You intend to keep it all for your-

self?"
"No. Somo day I will return it to

ils rightful owner wo will say be-

cause it is an heirloom, nnd because
I nm sentimental."

"When when will you return it?"
"Sindahr, you wish to go after It

again, don't you. Don't worry. I shall
lock it away somewhere, In safety, for
a year or two o three, nnd then, nf-to- r

you have been electrocuted for
somebody's murder, or nro In prison,
wo will say, I will claim a reward for
its return."

'Crewe, you make mo hate you,
and my hatred is sometimes danger-
ous," Sindahr mutter-- d in a low tone.

"Yes; you arc like your native
cobra filled with venom. Good nigh.
Report to mo or to Christy every
day."

"Wait. Tell mo ono thing that I
must know."

"Well?"
"Wero you there at the wedding

reception tonight?"
"Sindahr, alias Count Suclnl, I am

everywhere."
Crewe motioned to him to begone,

and stood and watched him until he
was nearly to Sixth avenue; then,
with something like a sigh and u
shrug, of his shoulders, he started
swiftly away.

He know that he had been followed
a great many times by frequenters of
his cafe and by "shadows" from the.
detective bureau when he- left his
place late at night. One class was as
enfcer as the other to discover what
haunts this man of mystery frequent-
ed nt such times.

They suspected that he maintained
a home elsewhere than above his re-

sort, and the police were not more
eager to discover its location than
were the crooks themselves.

But he had many and devious
methods of avoiding the would-b- e

shndowers, and had always success-
fully eluded them. Nevertheless, ho
had never reckoned upon a man of
exactly the caliber and typo of Lieu-

tenant Philip Muchmore.
For Muchmore was and is an et

flclent officer a detective by instinct.
But for his fiery temper which In-

cessantly got the better of his judg-
ment, he would have been great long
before now. In his calm moments he
reasoned logically and was apt to hit
Tory closely to the bull's-ey- e in his
conclusions.

When Muchmore drove with Mr.
Delorme in his car to headquarter
earlier that night they had been turn-
ed aside by an obstruction in the
street and so fate had willed that
they should be passing the rear door
of the tall studio building at the very
moment when the man with the blem
ished face came out of it.

Muchmore, down at Crewe's, had
been subjected to a "calling down"
which he little relished.

He came away from the place in
such a fury of anger that even his
side-partne- Sam Bunting, could do
nothing with him, nnd after several
vain attempts to reason with him,
had given it up.

But the two stuck together, never-
theless, and gradually the rage of the
lieutenant cooled and he became his
normal, courteous, gentlemanly self
again.

'Sam," he said, "it Is my opinion
that there is something doing be-

tween Crewe and that artist. Don't
ask me what it is, for I can't even
guess. But it is a fact that Moreaux
mentioned the name of Crewe at least
twice while he was at Delorme's to-

night.
"And it is a fact that I saw Crewe

coming out of the studio building
where Moreaux has his studio only a
short time after Moreaux must hav
arrived there himself. And Crew
had a key to the nameless street door.
Now none but blue-stockin- tenants
are allowed a key to a building like
that."

"Well, what's the answer?" Bunt-
ing inquired.

"This: Crewe was there, waiting
foi Moreaux. Crewe could have de
parted by the Blank street door with-
out a key, and it was so late thiit
there would have been no danger in
doing so. But, Moreaux must have
given Ciewe his key to the rear door,
and therefore, don't you see? Mor-
eaux expects Crewe to return there
HEain tpnight. Anyhow, that's my
hunch, and I am going up there."

Crewe approached the studio build-
ing in due time after his parting with
Sindahr. The street called Nameless
seemed deseited when he turned inlo
it and hurried with swift steps to-

ward the door of the studio building.
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ndjolning it, and Just as Crewo wiw
passing the last one of these the two
officers stepped from the areaway and
confronted him.

CHAPTER VI.
The Man and His Mask.

Crewe stopped while a space of ten
feet or more still separated him from
tho two detectives; and they, too, ic- -

mniiied where they were.
"Got you right that time, didn't we,

Crewe? You didn't expect to find us
liore, waiting for you, did you?" '

Muchmore asked withj something (if

derision in Iris tone, although theio !

was no indication of anger in hid
.manner. j

"Well, what of it?" Crewe asked
calmly.

'Nothing particular; only wo wero
curious to know if you intended to
use that key to this building again
tonight."

"And if I do happen to possess such
a key nnd should uso It what then'"

"Bunting and I would bo under tho
painful necessity of arresting you
that's all. A man of your reputation
who enters a building like this one nt
this hour of the night is, at least, n
suspicious character. Get mo?"

"Quito so, Muchmore. But you
don't get mo."

Crewo turned on his heel, hut a
sharp command from Muchmoro
stopped him when ho would lmvo
gone away again.

"Walt!" tho lieutenant ordered;
nnd Crewo saw that ho hold an auto-
matic in liis hand to enforce obeli-onc-

"Well, Mr. Muchmore, what now"'
Crewo asked.

"I'll trouble you for that key. Hand
it over."

"Is tills a hold-up- , with the char-
acters reversed, officer?" Crewo in-

quired Ironically.
"Call it what you like, but hand

over that key."
"Suppose I refuse?"
"Then we'll take you 'in,' no mntter

what happens."
"Muchmore, for a man of un-

doubted genius in your chosen call-
ing, you certainly cr.n do the biggest
fool things of anybody I know."

"Hand over that key, Crewe. I'm
not going to lose my temper again."

"Thank Heaven for that!"
Crewo took the key from ono of

his pockets, held It between hi.?
thumb and finger for a moment, and
then deliberately tossed it to Bunting,
who, being surprised by tho act,
missed catching it, and it fell rattling
to the pavement.

"Pick it up, Sam, and find out if it
fits the lock," Muchmore directed,
still keeping Crowe covered with his
gun.

It did, of course, and presently tho
door swung open; and Bunting, hold-
ing It partly ajar, waited.

"Crewe," said Muchmore, "I ought
to arrest you for having tho key In
your possession, but I guess you
would have no difficulty in proving in
the morning how It camo into your
possession, so I'm going to let you
go with a warning. I don't know
what the game is that you are playing
hut' I suspect It Is a deep one and
I'm g.olng to find out what it is, too.

"There is a man up-stai- waiting
for you who can tell me, and I am
going up there now to ask him. You
have got something on him. Black-
mail of some sort, I suppose. Now, get
back to your 'dive,' where you belong,
and thank your stars that we permit-
ted you to go there. Your raco Is
about run, Crewe, take it from me."

He turned and the two officers dis-
appeared into the building, locking
the door after them; and strangely
enough Crewe laughed aloud, and
with genuine amusement when they
had gone.

Then he wheeled and hurried
atound the corner toward a drug-
store that was located two blocks dis-
tant.

He knew that those two officers,
both large and heavy men, would
climb those twelve flights of stairs to
the top of tho studio building nono
too rapidly, and did not doubt that
Iig would have ample time for what
he wished to accomplish.

Crewe shut himself in a telephone
booth in the drug store and called
the number that the nrtist Birge Mor-
eaux claimed as his own.

"Hello!" ho said when he received
a reply, which was almost at once.
"You recognize my voice? Very well.
I was obliged to give up my key to
t o officers who were waiting for
me at the door. They are now climb-
ing the stairs to the studio.

"Hurry down to V. 2 studio door,
and when they ring wait a suitable
time and then demand to know who
l.i there. Make tb'-i- i believe it is
Moreaux who is talking, but refuse
to admit them. Tell the to go to
the devil, if you want to. When they
go away follow them down the stairs,
and as soon as they pass outside a',
the rear door flash a light to ma
through the front door and open it
and let me in. That's all."

Whosoever has climbed twelve
flights of stairs at one inning will
comprehend something of tho condi-
tion, mental and physical, of the two
ollicers when at la ttr;' stood before
the door of artist's studio.

Breathless, exhausted, weak-knee- d

1p the true sense of tho expression,
they waited there several momenta
before touching the button of tho
electric hell. They had snapped on
!i light in each hallway as they as-

cended; they intended to snap them
oil again when they returned.

Crewe had counted on that Idea
when he gave that direction over the
telephone about following them down
tho stairs when they should go away.

Muchmore rang several times be-

fore there was any response; hut at
Inr.t an Impatient voice the lieuten-
ant, who was very keen of car, had
not tho slightest doubt that It was
the voice of Moreaux demanded to
know who was there and what wa3
wanted.

"I nm Lieutenant Muchmore, Mr.
Moreaux," that officer announced.
"Detective Bunting is with me."

"Well, what do you want? What,
the devil do you mean, disturbing mo
iu this hour?"

"I want to fco you. I want to talk
to you or nbout the incidents that
happened at the reception. Let us in,
if you please."

"I do nut please, Lieutenant Much- -

more. If there la anything that you
want to seo mo about, como around In
the daytime."

"But i his is Important."
"I don't care if it is. Go away. Go

to tho devil, for all I care."
"It's nbout that man Crewe."
"Oh, is It? Well, Crewo ran wait

as well as tho other things. You can't
get In hero tonight, nnd that settles
It. The Idea of pulling we out of bed
like this. You need not speak again,
for I shall not answer."

Nor did he, although Muchmoro
who began to suspect that ho had
mado another mistake, pleaded for
several moments after that, ntll his
unruly temper ngaln asserted itself.

Ho shook his fist at tho door and
called out savagely:

"I'll tell you ono thing, Artist Mo-

reaux, it you nro still thcro to hear
me, tilings are getting mighty mixed
up in this business. I took a k'oy to
this building away from your friend
Crewe, and it Is my belief that maybe
you knew something nbout that jewel
robbery yourself. Anyhow, I'm going
to find out."

Ho turned away and stamped nolr-il- y

down the stairs. Bunting followed
after, snapping off the hall llshts rs
ho passed thnu. Bunt Inc. to tell the
tiuth. was more rniuscd than i

by tho Incident or tho nleht.
Neither of them thoupht of looking

behind I hem while lltev derepndod the
twelve tnirwnys of the building to
the grdund floor.

They would have seen notlilnr had
they done so, for Feltner. P.lrgo

faithful and well - trninsd
valet, kept himself n full flight behind
them, nor could they have heaid hl.--t

noiielcss movement.', even had Mwh-mor- e

mado less racket than he did.
They passed outside tho building

nt last, and as Muchmoro turned to
lock tho door he said savagely to his
companion:

"You can bet your sweet life, Sam,

that I'll take this key to Mr. Moreaux
tomorrow, and, by gad, If he can't
explain why he gave it Into the keep-

ing of that man Crewe, I'll swear out
a warrant for his arrest on Informa-
tion and belief!"

Insido the building, as soon n3 they
had gone, Feltner hurried to the front
entrance, and between tho inner and
the outer doors, flashed ono gleam
from an electric, pocket-ligh- t that he
carried In his hand. Then he orened
the outer door nnd Crewe stepped In-

side.
"Fooled them eh, Feltner?"

Crewe asked smilingly, as he led the
way to one of the two elevators.
With another key in his possession he
opened the door to the elevator,
the two rode comfortably to the top
of the building.

"I am both hungry nnd thirsty,
Feltner," Crewe announced as soon
as they entered the studio; then ho
passed into another room ar.rt closed
the door while the valet went to ful-

fill the suggestion that had been made.
Twenty minutes later the door of

the room into which Crewe had dis-

appeared was opened again, and Birge
Moreaux, the artist, looking quite
himself although dressed only In pa-

jamas, bathrobe, and slippers, came
out and seated himself at the table
whereon Felter had placed tho things
ho knew his master liked best after a
night with Crewe.

The transformation wrought by the
changes from one character to the
other was the more, remarkable

in reality, there was so little
transformation about it but the ex-

planation of all that will appear later
when an occasion occurred where It
had to be accomplished under sudden
nnd strenuous circumstances.

"Half past two. Why, it is not so
late as I supposed," Moreaux re
marked presently, after a glance at
the mission-cloc- in the corner of the
studio.

He lighted a cigar and retired to tho
depths of his favorite chair to --.rroke.
Feltner remained standing respectfully

beside the empty fireplace.
"You had better turn in, Feltner,"

Moreaux remarked, after a moment;
"and you may sleep as long as you
like in the morning. I shall break-

fast at the club' with Mr. Delorme,
nnd you need not get up to wait upon
me. Lay out what things I will need
now, and let it go at that."

So Feltner went away to his small
room which Moreaux had had built
expressly for him on the roof of the
building above one of the two rear
rooms of the apartment, and which
was reached only by a special stair-
case which led from a closet in that
room.

Moreaux, left to himself, smoked on

in silence and evident enjoyment of

tho solitude and isolation that ho

could find in no other place.
He was smiling to himself In mental

contemplation of tho ultimate discon- -

filurc of the two officers who had
tolled to the top of that tall building
to seo him, when he was startled by
the sound of tho bell at the' etudlo
door.

For a moment ho sat quite still,
thinking, and then tho solution of thnt
summons at the door suddenly oc-

curred to him.
Smiting and pulling the coids of Ills

balhiobo more tightly around him, ho
crosecd to the door and opened It; hut
he placed himself squarely in tho
opening, so that tho two men who
wero outside could not enter. Need-
less to sny that they wero Muchmoro
and Bunting.

"Well, what do you want, Much-more?- "

Moreaux demanded coldly.
"Don't you think thnt you have dis-

turbed mo quite enough for ono
night?"

"We went to the top of another

building nnd saw that your Rkyllcht
was-- 'lighted up, Mr. Moreaux," Much-

moro replied gruffly, "and hnving ft
key tho key thnt you gavo to Crow

I mado up my mind that I'd mako
ono moro effort to talk with you bo-for- e

I sworo out a warrant for your
arrest. Do we go Insido or dou'i we?"

"Oh, como In by nil) means," Mo-

reaux replied, and with mock aston-
ishment ho added: "I had no Idea
that It was as serious as nil that.
Como In, by all means."

CHAPTER VII.
The Jewel Worshiper.

"Mr. Moreaux," Muchmoro began,
Ignoring the gesture by which tho-nrtis- t

assigned him to a very com-

fortable chair, although Bunting ac-
cepted ono gratefully nnd smilingly.
"I would bo very much plenscd It you
would explain the mystery of vour as-

sociation with that man Crewe, nnd I
think I have n right to demand It."

"Mystery? There is no mystery,
lieutenant," the nrtist replied, smiling.

"Then why was ho here awaiting
your return from the wedding recep-
tion?"

"We will say that it was at my re-

quest."
"Don't you know that ho Is tho Dig-

est crook In town?"
"I have heard such a report, or

woids to that effect."
"Why did you give him a key to

this building tonight?"
"We will sny that I expected him

to return here after his business was
closed up."

"Why?"
"That is rather an Jjitimate ques-

tion, is it not, lieutenant?"
"Don't you appreciate the signifi-

cance of those coincidences, Mr. Mo-

reaux?"
"Possibly I do not."
"Let me tell you, then, than on In-

formation nnd belief I could swear
out a warrant for your arrest in con-
nection with the "

"That will suffice, lieutenant." Mo-

reaux interrupted him, leaving his
chair suddenly, crossing to the door,
and throwing It open. "This is the
way out, sir, and I will ask you not
to return until you bring that warrant
with you and the laughter and deii-fclo- n

of the whole detective bureau
with it."

He turned, then, Ignoring Mueh-mor- e,

and addressed Bunting "1 have
not the pleasure of ynur acquaint
mice," he added, "but this Jmi al
Is not Intended to reflect upi'i' vou
For your own infonnrtion I v ill env
that Crewe telephone! to ibis ? n
Immediately after the key to (

building was taken from him. so 1 .nn
well informed as to what happrel
will ask you to return the key now "

"My name is Bunting, and l.oe Is
the key. Will you give me a ."hort
interview nt any time tomorrow that
will suit your own convenience?"

"Cheerfully. Gladly. Come here
to the studio at noon. I will expect
you."

Muchmore, who had not stirred
from his position, stepped forward
quickly then.

"Mr. Moreaux," he said, "I apolo-
gize. I I am very sorry for speak-
ing to you as I did just now. Will

"you
The nrtist thrust out his hand,

laughed aloud mirthfully, nnd Inter-
rupted him.

"Then say no more nbout It,
Muchmore," he said. "Forget it.
Come hero with Mr. Bunting at noon.
Possibly I will be able to make

Now come, I will take
you down in the elevator and let you
out of the building. As for the stolen
Jewels, gentlemen," he added when
they were descending the shaft, "I
have nn idea that they will soon be
recovered, nnd that you will get the
cicdit for it."

Late as tho hour was when he re-
tired, Birge Moreaux was seated op-

posite Richard Delorme in the bieak-fa- st

room of the club at eight o'clock
the following morning. It was his
own favorite club, nnd the tete-a-tet- e

breakfast was by his invitation.
(To Be Continued.)

Girl rickpocketa In rnrls.
Two tall, falr-halre- d British girls,

who gavo their names as Fanny Sod-w- ay

and Mary Mulldoey, wero ar-

rested in Paris recently whllo pick-

ing pockets with the help of a most
Ingenious device attached to a para-
sol especially constructed for thiev-
ing.

In the handlo was a spring which,

acted on a pair of strong nippers
concealed in tho point of tho ferrule.
Tho girls held their parasols under
their arms and by means of the-sprin-

would work tho nippers to cut
a watch chain. Then ono of them
would deftly pick the victim's pocket
of his watch.

After being followed by a detec-tiv-o
they wero caught redhanded la

tho act of gracefully relieving a pe-

destrian of some personal effect.

How to Shako Hands.
Lady Violet Grovillo Is trying to.

make a warm handclasp and hearty
handshake popular. She is very clad,
she oays, that tho "elbow shako" is
going out of fashion. Who invonted
tho elbow shake, she says, sho docs,
not know, but it is senseless, devoid
of grace, with no charm or meaning.
It used to bo part of a boy's or girl's
education to learn tho graceful curce.
of tho elbow that was necessary whea
bands were shaken.

Gettlno Alnnn tulth P.nnl.
Getting along with people Is a valua- - 'V

Die trait to cultivate. First of all be, I

amiable and forgiving; do not hesiy'
all that is said, never repeat anythicsV,
and be willing to be pleased while do- -

ing your part '
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