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Some Vanished Diamonds. 
A Detective’s Story of the Value of Small 

Things. 

‘Your market seems to be pretty well 

glutted with leisure today Colonel,’ said 

Abe Cronkite the former detective, as he 

seated himself near the imprisoned banker 

in the prison hospital; ‘so I'll do what I 

ean to relieve the stagnation a bit; and 

having told a story against myself out of 

modesty, will now spin one with a success- 

ful ending out of self respect. 

‘It was in the heart of summer and bus- 

iness was slack at the private agency where 

I was employed some of the men being 

laid off while we who were lucky enough 

to be kept along on living wages used up 

our time just as you and me are doing 

now by swapping yarns. We sat around 

the big rear room, which bad been given 

over to us in common, smoking and chin. 

ning, and when once in a while the man- 

sger's.door would open and he would 

stick his bead out and yell ‘Shut up !' we 

didn’t mind it a bit but went right on, be- 

ing certain that it was the lack of any other 

orders to issue that made him so cranky, 

Our house was the oldest agency in this 

country, personally conducted by two part- 

ners until they becan e old and grey in the 

service, when they brought over this Mr. 

Redcliffe to take charge of their London 

correspondents having given him a big 

send off as a crack-a-jack aud no mistake. 

‘So when the managers door opened, 

one hot afternoon in mid-July, Colonel, 

just as I was in the midst of an adventure, 

I expected to hear nothing more or less 

than some intimation to stop my yawp. On 

the contrary, however, Mr Redcliffe said, 

“Cronkite [will you please step in 

here,’ and slid back again into his box. 

Tt was easy to see from the way the boys 

winked and motioned with their thumbs to 

the stairs, that they thought I was in for 

an extended furlough without pay; and 

the least I myself expected as I obeyed his 

summons, was that he would light me up 

good. 

“The manager's rooms were quite exten- 

sive, covering the front of the building; 

his private office at one end and then a 

succession of little hutches connected with 

the main entrance by a private hallway in 

which he could stow away clients while he 

was busy so that they could neither see 

nor be seen. Everything in this private 

office was characteristic of Mr. Redcliffe, 

as I now bad the opportunity to observe 

since he waved me in a chair in a corner; 

businesslike, certainly, with rolling-top 

desks, double-locked files, pigeonholes 

full of papers, even a typewriter on which 

he rattled off his notes and correspond- 

ence, being too secretive to keep an 

amanuensis; but ope and all baving a 

bustling, slap dash air, as if only used and 

cared for to accomplish definite ends. I 

say I observed, Colonel, for that was my 

mental habit when waiting, which I could 

not shake off it I would; and so, without 

seeming to look, I noticed that Mr. Red- 

cliffe was short and brusque with the young 

lady, to whom he was talking, and that she 

though naturally a sweet-faced, gentle girl, 

with big trusting eyes and a dependent 

way, looked not only terribly worried, but 

unalterably determined. I noticed some- 

ting else, too, simply for want of anything 

to do, and with no idea that it might be 

important ; and yet, as you will see, that 

same little thing led me out of the woods 

in which 1 was about to wander. 

‘Finally Mr. Redcliffe motioned to me, 

and 1 stepped over to his desk. ‘Cron- 

kite,’ he began, in his quick, decided way. 

<] want to introduce you to Miss Alice 

Leighton. I have been doing a little 

business for Miss Leighton, and I find her, 

if she will pardon me for saying so, & very 

obstinate young lady, one whom it is quite 

impossible to convince that the suspicions 

which brought her to me are groundless, 

absolutely groundless. Hence, as you 

seem to have a superabundance of time, 

which I baven't, and it was the wish of 

my superiors that jou should be re- 

tained here, you might just as well 

follow out her wishes in this matter until 

she is satisfied. I can’t stop to make any 

explanation; and it's better you should 

hear the story from her own lips, since I 

might prejudice your judgement, while her 

enthusiasm and energy may stimulate your 

own, if that were possible. So, do take 

her,into room D. there, and after she has 

fully unburdened her soul, why, act as 

your discretion suggest. No one can suf- 

fer, at all events, from your working up 

the case, unless, perhaps, your friends in 

in the other room may miss your genial 
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converse.’ 

Now, miss, said I when we two 

alone, ‘you just start and tell me the situa- 
tion as full as you can. Take plenty of 
time ; Lord, I've got hours and hours to 

burn, I have. And lest you think because 
I don’t interrupt you with questions that 

the manager queered my interest by his 

slurs, let me inform you fust that I'll take 
my turn at talking when you get through, 

and secondly, that I'll be more worked up 

over your case, whatever it be, then ever I 

was when a new hand at the biz, with a 
reputation to make, and which I'm going 

to be guyed out of now, yon may rest as 
sured. Just try to believe that I look as 

fatherly as I feel, and do you feel as 

daughterly as you look, and we’il get along 

as chummy as birds in the spring. 

*‘I won’t attempt to repeat her language 

Colonel ; like the tone of her voice, it was 

her own private property. But this is the 

substance of what it were. She was an 
orphan, a clergyman’s daughter, high- 

ly educated and as poor as a church mouse 
filling the place as governess in the family 
of a millionaire by the name of March- 

mont, at which I pricked up my ears, for, 
of course, we kept tabs on all criminal 

matters of any importance. Old March- 

mont, it seemed, had had a private sec- 

retary, a young fellow named Proctor, 

who also lived in the house, and as was 

natural, these two, being thrown much to- 

gether during their leisure, and pride 

working both ways to shut them off from 

the others, above and below, fell in love 

and became engaged. Then came the 

trouble. The millionaire, like all old men 

twice married, was silly fond of his young 

wife: and on her last birthday, about 
three months before, to show his burning 

affection, presented her with a zone of 

diamonds, easily worth, when broken up 

and shipped over te Amsterdam, $50.000, 
and the Lord, He alone only knows what 
the uxorious old cuss gave up for it at re- 
retail. Quite an amount of available stuff, 

you'll be thinking, to have lying around 

the house, but neither Marchmont nor his. 

wife thought it necessary to keep the dia- 

monds in a safety deposit: for at the same 

time, he bought and set up in his library 
a chilled-steel sate, a new idea that the 

newspapers had recently been cracking up 
as a regular burglar-teazer; and nobody 

besides them two knew the combination ex 

cept Proctor, the private secretary. 

‘Now, about a week after the birthday 

Mrs. Marchmont went to the safe to get 

the zone to sport at some social function, 

when lo and behold you, on opening the 

compartment which had been specially pre- 

pared for it, there was nothing inside but 
emptiness. The diamonds were gone. 

What followed P, you ask. Why, the wife 

wouldn’t accuse her husband, and the hus 

band wouldn’t accuse his wife, so naturally 

they agreed in accusing the young secre- 

tary with the result that he was tried and 

convicted and railroaded iato prison at 

special limited speed. Of course there were 

suspicious circumstances ; the lad had been 
extravagant and was hard preseed and ali 

that; but it isn’t necessary for me to go 

into them. There always are suspicious 
circumstances, Colonel ; why, if an angel 

came down, and was pinched as a fugitive 

from justice, there'd be enough auspicious 
circumstances, springing up on all sides 

and breeding into a tangle, to warrant any 
committing magistrate in holding him. 

‘Such then was the case that poor Miss 

Leighton, distracted by the fate of her 

lover and confident in his innocence, had 

brought to our office. Such was the case 

that our manager himselt had investigated 
and found nothing in that could cause him 

to think that justice had gone astray. It 

certainly seemed to be a reasonable an 
inevitable conclusion for all she had to tell ; 

her suspicions were directed against no 
one in particular, she had no newly dis 

covered evidence, she had nothing at all 
but faith; and if faith without works is 
dead, Colonel, as the Good Book says, 
faith without evidence is deader. 

‘I'll warrant you can call the turn. Col- 

onel, on the first questions I asked Miss 
Leighton. You think they were about her 

mistress P Yes, that’s right; of course I 

went into whether the lady had any feelings 

tender or otherwise for this young fellow in 

her household, as there have been instances 

since Mrs. Potiphar set up the fashion in 

old Egypt. There was nothing init. Mrs. 

Marchmont had always been civil to the 

young man, but indifferent; and indiffer- 
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ence, Colonel, knocks out any idea of eith~ 
er love or hate. Then, ot course, I went 

into the other branch of that same theory 

which the generosity of men naturally sup- 

poses about a young and handsome woman 
with an old husband. ‘Seek the woman,’ 

the French say, the eternal woman, who 

generally turns out to be the infernal wom- 

an, in their romances. Again it was eu- 
chre! She bad no followers. While she 

made no great pretences to loving her hus. 
band, she was faithful to him, being grate- 
fol for the luxuries he gave her, which, 

nowadays. are often dearer to a woman's 
heart than the pangs and dangers of an in- 
trigue. I not only exhausted this entire 

field with my questions, but also subse- 
quently with my outside investigations, 
until I was satisficd that the lady was wholly 

unknowing ot the fate of her diamonds and 
sincere in her belief in the secretary’s guilt ; 
and in these conclusions I was right. 

‘What, then, remained ? Why, the old 

man next. Colonel, you must have known 

him, at least by hearsay, Marchmont, the 

multimillionaire, to whom the loss of fifty 

thousand ought to be a mere flea bite, but 

wno would feel worse about it than if he 

was stuck fast to a bee hive; old March- 
mont, the meanest but the squarest man on 

tne Street, whose word is as good as his 

bond and much better, for that matter, be- 
cause he never went on one in his life ; old 
Marchmont, tha shrewdest, cunningest file, 

in the hull hardware shop, who never spec- 

ulates, but who, having made his pile, 

knows how to keep it, and let money breed 
more money like rabbits breeding more 

rabbits !| Why, the idea that he had worked 

any hypothecating game with them dia- 
monds was ridiculous! Again, I landed 

plumb against a stun-wall and again I was 
right in getting there. 

“What else was there? Why, finally, 

the servants, lord, colonel, there wasn’t too 

much Miss Leighton could say good of 

them. A lot of old trusties, that you read 

about and seldom see, devoted to their 

masters’ interests, and each one with a 

savings-bank account! When I found this 
out I didn’t go any further, for the crook- 

ed colonel, don't cotton to a savings bank 

for a cent. Theyre looking for large 
profits in order to make quick returns of 

what they took ; leastwise that’s what they 

always say, though in my experience 

restitution is generally put off till the last 
moment. 

“Detecting, colonel, is often like a sum 

in subtraction. You lump together all 
the possibilities, and then, one by one, you 

deduct those that investigation shows to be 

groundless, and when you've done this 
just as far as you cap, then the truth ought 

to be somewhere in the remainder. But, 

in this case there seemed to be no remaind- 

er, unless the conviction of the court had 

been right, and young Proctor was the 

thief of the missing diamoads. It was 

with a heavy heart that I bid Miss Leigh- 
ton good bye for a day or two, though I 

put on a brash front; for I liked her style 
and her pluck, and most of all I liked her 

loyalty as men like things they may have 

dreamed about when they were boys, but 
bave never seen before. 

“As I passed through the corridor, the 
manager called me into his office. ‘Well, 

what did you make out of itP said he. 
‘Nothing,’ said I. ‘Of course not,’ said he; 

‘I looked into it myselt, out of pity, you 

know, and then I called you in, because 

she was so damned obstinate that she said 

she would go with it to so and so’—nam- 

ing rivals of ours—‘which I don’t want, 

Just sleep over it for a while. Cronkite, 

you're good at that; and before you know 

it she’ll meet someone else she likes, and 

then good-bye to Procter and his case. 

Let me see, how long is it you men says a 
woman sticks to a man in the pig; six 
months is the limit, isn’t it I’ 

‘I didn’t answer, Colonel, being hotter 

than before under the collar, but slouched 
away in a manner which no doubt strength- 
ened Mr. Redcliffs’s contempt for me. 

Perhaps there is where he made a mistake, 
too ; for when a man’s pride is hurt and his 
better feelings aroused, then’s when his 

thinkipg machine is going to do double- 
quick work. The more I considered such 

treatment of a client, an old employee, 

and a house that had been an honorable 

exception in a prolesh with a full supply of 

crookedness, the hotter I got; and it was 

my mad, Colonel, not my deliberate judge- 

ment, that turned my thoughts in a new 
direction, a direction that led to the truth. 

“‘The next evening, Colonel, I spent 
going over the record with yovrg FProc- 

tor’s lawyer. There wasn’t much to it; the 

prosecution had made out a prima facie 
case, by virtue of the suspicious circum- 
stances I mentioned and all there 

was to offset it was the bare denial, 
bold and candid, but not worth much be- 

fore city jurymen, with their leaning 

toward law and order and high respect- 

ability. The trouble was, the defense had 

been all at sea with nothing to do but to 
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dered, taking up one subject only to drop 
it for another ; and the only facts it brought 
out, which didn’t seem utterly worthless to 
me, had been side explanations attracting 

no attention. Old Marchmont volunteered 
the statement that the safe was a peculiar 
English invention, designed exclusively 

for the protection of valuables within a 
small space. Then, later on, when asked 
by the defendant's attorney, more to use 
up time than for any other purpose, 
whether the lock ever got out of order, he 

answered that it had worked all right 

before the buglary, but that the very next 

day after, he had to send for a man to come 
to repair it, the tumblers being displaced 
by tha violence with which he had slammed 
the door, in his rage over the discovery of 
his loss. 

‘All night long, Colonel, my mind was 

filled with wild ideas about that safe, and 

the next morning the first thing I did was 

to walk by the showy offices that the 
English inventor had taken in a fashion- 
able part of the town. They were closed 

and inquiry at the agents’ showed that the 
man had departed hurriedly and for parts 

unknown. I didn’t hesitate a moment, 

but went right up to old Marchmont’s 
house, and was lucky enough to find him 

at home. At first, he stormed, but on my 

appealing to his might and the weakness 

of my client, he consented to let me see 
the famous safe. I swear, Colonel, if I 

had gone into the library alone, I shouldn’t 

have been able to find the durn thing. In 

appearance it was'nt a safe at all, but 
merely a handsome cabinet. The little 

door to the compartments seemed but a 

part of the woodwork, and the combina- 

tion knob but a carved boss. Nothing, of 

course, was within the tiny space but its 

proper share of emptiness. I rapped 

along the sides, the top, the bottom; and 
there I rapped and rapped again. 

‘Was the workman alone when he re- 
paired the lock the next day P’ I asked. 

‘I suppose so,’ snapped eut Marchmont ; 
‘why should any one have watched him? 

We've got something else to do besides 

barring the door after the horse has been 
stolen.’ 

‘Get me a stout hammer and I'll show 
you, said I. 

‘Well, be cussed a little, but finally he 

rang the bell, and one of the old trusties 

brought a miniature sledge to me. And 
then, Colonel, I took a chance, for, with- 

out another word. I drew back and hit 

the bottom of the compartment a whack at 
my full strength. The plate—it was 
nothing hut a thin steel plate—shivering 
like glass, and in another moment we were 

examining as pretty a piece of trick work 

as I ever saw in the hull course of my pro- 
fessional career. 

‘It was hollow underneath, Colonel, in- 

stead of being the solidest and chilliest of 
of steel, hollow where it wasn’t chock full 

of all sorts of clock work. There was con- 
trivance to cause the bottom of the com- 

partmeat to slide back at a certain time and 

dump whatever might be in it into a little 

space below. There was a contrivance to 

cause the lock to get out of order at a cer- 

time after this had happened. Blame me, 
if I don’t] think there were contrivances 

enough to cause the cabinet to drop itselt 

out of the window, if it had been thought 

wise for it to do so. The proof was too 

plain for any argument; old Marchmont 
had been hocussed by as slick a gang of 
English swindlers as ever struck this coun- 
try tor their own good. 

‘I must say that the old man came up to 

the scratch without wincing. Young Proc- 
tor, he swore, should be got out of quod 

without delay and have hisgirl. He would 
marry them off instanter and set them up 

for life. As for the scoundrels who had 

foozled him, he would follow them to hell 

and Jack at the cost of half his fortune. 

‘To think of the credentials they showed, 

he raved, ‘from the highest police author- 
ities in England!” At that, Colonel which 

was to the suspicious which my mad had 

aroused like fire to tow. [I got in my fine 
work, and by entreating and promising, I 
finally persuaded the old fellow to agree to 

keep quiet and do nothing for a few days. 

‘Do you remember, Colonel, when I was 

telling you about my wait in the mana- 

ger’s office, I said that 1 noticed some- 

thing, simply for want of anything else to 

fish. Thus the cross-examination wan-, do and with no idea that it might be im- 

portant? Yes? Well, that something 

I noticed was that the platen of his type- 
writing machine was covered with words 

and letters, caused by his writing in such 

slap-dash style that now and again his 
paper would run out before he knew it, 

and part of what he was writing would re- 
main on the platen. I hadn’t thought any« 
thing ot it, then, except that it was an- 
other of the many instance I had known 
where a man through very cautiousness 

laid himself open to betrayal by not also 

taking into account and guarding against 

his own little, insignificant personal habits. 

Redcliffe was too cautious to keep an 

amanuensis; and yet, by not guarding 

sgainst his hasty, slap dash way of type- 
writing, it might well be that he had left 

ixprinted on the platen some word or part 

of a sentence which would give a clue to 
what he would most wish to hide. At al] 

events, Colonel, I was determined to have 

that platen, and see what it might have to 
reveal. 

Colonel, it told the truth, and nothing 

but it, so help me! That night I had the 
platen out of Redcliffs’s machine and was 
studying it under a microscope. At 11 

o'clock I had made out an address. ‘Mor- 
itz et Cie., Amsterdam ;’ might not the 

diamonds have been shipped to them ? At 

12 o'clock I was closeted with our old firm 

the good, tquare partners, who had never 

thought me stupid because I liked to chat 

and smoke with the boys. At I o'clock 

the cables were humming to our agents in 
Europe. Ob, it was rapid work, I tell 

you! Moritz & Co. squealed of course; 
our men on the Continent take bigger 

chances with the third degree than we dare 

to do here, and they coughed up some of 
the stuns. Redcliffe was pinched and ex- 

posed, and got a ten-specker for his pains. 
And old Marchmont kept his word, getting 
young Proctor pardoned out, snd married 

off to Miss Leighton and set up “solid in a 
jiffy. And do you know, Colonel, when 

I went to call on the happy pair, in their 
bang:up flat, blow me, if they didn’t have 

my picture on the pianner with a big bow 

of lace above it! Oh Lord, I wonder if 
they would like one now ?’ 

And Abe Cronkite, the former detective 

convicted ot complicity with opium smug- 

glers, jumped from his seat and stood 
looking out of the barred window of the 
prison hospital. 

BRIGHT'S DISEASE. 
Is Utterly Harmless if Dodd’s Kid- 

ney Pills are Used, 

They are Made to Cure This and all 

Other Kidney Digeases—M. B. Con- 

nick, of North Carlton, Cured 

When Doctors Said He Must 

Pe, 

Norta CarLTON, P. E. I., Mar. 19.— 
The horrible barbarities committed by 
Turkish soldiery among the Armenian 
Christians were as a summer breezs to a 
tornado, when compared with the suffer 
ings caused among our own Canadian peo- 
ow by that dread curse of the century, 
right’s Disease. Fortunately we are much 

better off, in one way, than were the Ar- 
menians, for we have a protector in Dodd’s 

{ Kidney Pulls, against which Bright's Dis- 
ease is utterly harmless. 
.Dodd’s Kidney Pills have not failed in a 

single instance, to cure any case ot Bright's 
Disease, Diabetes, Dropsy, Urinary Dis- 
eases, Diseases of Women, Blood Impuri- 
ties, and all other Kidney Complaints. 
They simply cannot fail to cure any of 
these diseases. It is just as natural, easy, 
and certain that Dodd’s Kidney Pills will 
cure Bright's Disease. Diabetes, etc., as it 
is that a heavy rain will put out a small 
firs. They must cure, just as the ran must 
put the fire out. 
Everydody in this place knows that these 

claims have been conclusively proved b 
the case of Mr. M. B. Connick, a well- 
known blacksmith of North Carlton. 

| Mr. Cennick was afflicted with Bright's 
Disease for fitteen years. For six years he 
couldn’t dress himself, couldn’ stoop. Five 
different doctors tried to cure him. They 
all failed. Oae of the best doctors in Can- 
ada told him he could not be cured. 
But he was. He was advised to try 

Dodd’s Kidney Pills. He did so. One 
box se! his cure under way. Ten boxes 
sent him back to work, healthy, hearty, 
strong, vigorous, happy. 

{ pidiinia do you know that he loves 
you 

Kit—1I took the ring to the jaweler’s to- 
bec and he told me that Jack bad paid 
or it. 


