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"There Lying on the Snow Wat a Girl. There was a Stain of Blood
Beside Her Upturned Face. Clasped in One Outstretched Hand

Was a Purse, Its Golden Chain Broken!"
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It also leaked out
thai a year ago, in Cin-

cinnati, Mrs. Stock-we- ll

had attempted
suicide by poisoning,
"to escape my

trouble."
It appeared that

Frances Stockwell
bad no close friends
among those with
whom she worked.j
Although there was
no reason for it, the.
others seemed to
shun her. Often she
bewailed this.

The girl had spoken
to other members of
the company and to a
hotel clerk of being
In fear of some one.
She left word, after
receiving two tele-

phone calls and a spe-

cial delivery letter,
that should a man
call her to the tele-
phone he was to be
told that she was out.

After each call she
appe-e- d - n ervous . In
the second conversa-

tion she said:
"How did you know

1 was with the
'Frolics?' "
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A Problem in Real Life for
a Real Sherlock Holmes

Were the Finger Marks on Her Throat
Her Own?

What Was the Scratched Off Name on
One Tattooed Arm?

Who Was the Unknown Man Who Ran
Into the Morgue, Looked at Her,
Wept and Fled?

Why Did Her Companions Shun Her?
What Killed Her?

The Cleveland cor-

oner saw some sig-

nificance in this re
mark. It is known
that for some reason
be quit the "Broad-

way Belles" company
at Wllkes-Bsrre- , Pa.,
four weeks ago, and

the afternoon of Sunday, February
ONsecond, two boys climbing over the

hih fenc of a vacant yard in
Cleveland, saw lying on the snow on the
opposite side the figure of a girl.

"She must have fallen down and hurt
herself," said one. "Let's go help."

They dropped down and ran over. The
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The Desolate Yard, Where the Body of Frances Stockwell Was Found.

joined the Trend
Frolics."

"It is more than possible that she want-

ed to conceal her whereabouts "from some

one." said the coroner. "This would lead
to the belief she was followed or watched."

The autopsy, conducted by Dr. P. A.
Jacobs at county morgue, Monday morn- -

ing, established that she had eaten Just
before her death.

It is known that hsd Frances Stockwell
gone to the train with other members of
the company Immediately after the Satur-
day night performance she still would be
alive. Her original plsn was to go with
them to the train, for she so hurriedly re-

moved her makeup that some of the
grease paint still was upon her face.
There were traces of the powder upon her
shoulders when the bodywas found in
the snow.

The yard where thabody was found is
law. .nrl tlimliirll If H1T1 a a Vfcflttl llftAfl 9

around the
slab on which
lay the body
of the chorus
girl. Suddenly
through them
a man pressed
his way. He
was much agi-

tated and so
drew the at-

tention of oth-

ers besides
those he Jos-

tled aside. . He
was of me
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torn at her neck. But as against this we
have the fact that the inconsiderable quan-

tities of poison found do not produce such
pain. Nor is there in the snow about the
finding place of the body any sign of death
agonies. There is again the evidence of
the dried blood and hair under the finger
nails both of which clearly show that be-

fore death somewhere there was a struggle
of somekind. All this being so, my dear
Watson the only justifiable inference is
that the young woman was carried to
where she was found when either dead or
dying."

"What I would suggest is that her early
life be looked into, and in doing this I
would also suggest that the search he con-

fined to sailors or seafaring men."
"But why seafaring men, my dear

Holmes?" Watson might be expected to
ask.

"Because the tattooing upon the arms
ind upon the knee indicate that at one
time in her life she was deeply in love
with a sailor," would have been his answer.

"Tattooing is a practise almost totally
confined to seafaring men, and nothing but
the greatest love would have prompted this
girl to have had these marks put upon her
arms. She might be called a beautiful
woman. The dress of beautiful women
usually takes a show of arms and shoul-
ders into consideration. Unless she had
been greatly in love she .would not have
allowed her skin to be marked in such a
way that decolettage would be practically
impossible.

"Furthermore, we see that determined
effort has 'been made to obliterate these
marks. This means that her love had
waned or, perhaps, that she had found
that they interferred too seriously with
her life occupation. From the character
of her garments, the long hands and the
general well-kep- t appearance I would de-
duce that she was a professional woman

- probably an actress."
And largely, so far, Sherlock Holmes

would have been Tight! Following the
clues presented the Cleveland police soon

ifound that she was Frances Altman Stock-wel- l,

a dancer, and one of the chorus of a
New York theatrical organization, "The
French Frolics,-- then playing in Cleve-- :
land..

It was further determined that she had
been married to a sea-farin- g man attched
to the Brooklyn Navy Yard and that she

derer back to
the .scene of his
crime or urges
him to look again
upon the face at
his victim is a
commonplace of
criminology. You
remember ft was
upon that singu-

lar fact that I
solved the mys-

tery of the Mus-grav- e

Ritual And
that the. specta-
tors thought the
weeping man
was a sailor is
profoundly sig-

nificant."
"I will admit

that your deduc-
tions regarding
the tattooing and
the subsequent
discovery that her
first great love
was for Stock- -

well, the sailor
ljusband, is mar-
velous," Watson
may be thought
as saying. "But
I do not see why
you continue to
harp upon the
tattooing when
this seems to be
as far as it leads ;

girl was dead. There was a stain of blood
beside her upturned face. Close by one
outstretched hand was a lavender silk

"purse with its golden chain broken.
The boys ran away and found a police-

man. The body was taken to the Cleve-

land morgue. There it was seen to be
that of a young woman of about twenty-thre- e

years and of unusual good looks.
There was a bruise upon the right tem-

ple, cause evidently by a heavy blow from
some blunt object. It would have been
enough to cause unconsciousness but not
death! There were the marks of fingers
about her throat as though strong hands
had clutched her. But she had not died
of strangulation!

There were no other wound3. And she
had not died of exposure!

On the white skin of the ri?ht arm was
" most skilfully tattooed "I love " Then

came letters, half erased, but which
seemed to read "W. B. Stockwell." Upon,
the left arm was a similar legend but with
the letters of the name following entirely
indistinguishable. Above a dimpled right
knee in almost microscopic lettering was
tattooed the name "Frances F. Altman."

Under the finger nails of the right hand
were blood stains and some wisps of soft,
brown hair.

Further medical examination showed
traces of a poison, but still not enough to
have caused her death.

Nor was there any evidence of any
struggle whatever about where the body
had lain.
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Thus was opened up one of the most
unusual mysteries of crime in the annals
of the police; a case so filled with fantas-
tic factors and contradictions as to jnake
it, in real life, one of the ideal problems
with which Sherlock Holmes of fiction
loved to battle.

"Your inference, my dear Watson," one
can imagine Sherlock Holmes saying, "that
the young woman lay down where she was
found and died, is the obvious one but is
not tenable. Consider that the bruise. upon
the forehead, themarks on the throat and
the poison wei none of'them enough to
have killed her. he wound upon the head
could not have been self-inflicte- Further-
more, after careful search, there was noth-
ing found by which such a blow could have
been given. It is possible for the marks
on her throat to have been self-inflicte- d-

I mean that if the poison had caused acutt
pain she might have in her dying spasms

dium height,
light complex-
ion, light blue
eyes and
rather shaggy
light brown
hair. He wore
n o overcoat.
He leaned
over the body
of the actress
for a moment,
broke into
tears, and be-
fore any one

long after what we might call the original
occupant of that symbol has disappeared.
My judgment is to pursue the quest for a
eailor.".

This is exactly what the police did. They
found some very extraordinary facts.
Sailors and sailor ways, it appeared, had
always had a curious fascination for the
girl. They discovered that on the Satur-
day night before her death she had been
dining in a restaurant when a man dressed
in the uniform of a sub-offic- er of the
merchant marine service beckoned to' her.
Shortly afterwaA she had left the res-

taurant. A newsboy testified that he had
heard a woman and a sailor quarrelling
outside the Hotel Moreland, where Miss
Stockwell had visited another member of
the company. This member of the com-

pany, a Miss BiTlie Lamont, known in
burlesque as the double of Elsie Janis
p.nd in the same company as Frances, saw
her with a sailor Just before midnight an.

f
Saturday.

At that time the murdered girl had only
an hour to catch the train which was tak-

ing the company .out of town.
A sailor was arrested, but was released

when Miss Lamont failed to identify him.
"I spent quite a lot of time with Frances

last week," she said. "She had a bad cold
and I doctored her to ward off influenza.
She told me about. the girls shunning her
and talked a good deal about her baby girl
but little about her husband.

"The sailor now at the police station
was in a box at the Empire last Friday af-
ternoon and Frances and he flirted a little
during the performance. He was at the
stage door after the show and they went
to the Miles Theatre together. He took
her to the Empire for the evening per-
formance and after the show took her to
Hotel Morland.

"He didn't go Into the hotel with her
and, to the best ot my belief, he never saw
her again.

"I was leaving a store near Hotel Win-to- n,

on Prospect avenue, about 11 o'clock
Saturday night, when I saw Frances with
the other sailor. He was a tnan fully
thirty-tw- o years old, short but thick set,
! could pick him out of a thousand sailors
in uniform. He was about S feet 5 Inches
talL--

5afd PmeSienCd F'ce Altman Stockwell, the Tattooed
enough to Chorus Girl, Whose Death Has Be-sto- p

him, come ,One of the Great
slipped away. Mysteries of Crime.
When observ

many people as a short cut. .

On the right of the yard looking In from
the street stands the yard of a wrecking
company, which is filled with broken-dow- n

vehicles, a lonely and deserted place at
night. A confectionery shop stands at the
right-han- d corner of the yard.

At the left of the premises stands a large
rooming house, in the rear of the yard-stand- s

a large shed, sometimes used as a
garage and automobile wrecking shop.

The path runs along the right ot the
premises. Just in the rear of the rooming
house there is a branch of the path which
leads to his back door.

It was near this branch path, not fifteen
feet from the back door of the house, that,
the body lay. it was on an unbroken
patch of snow and the snow revealed no
footprints or other clews which might help
solve the mystery.

Then into the case, as though there had
not been enough of fantistlc mystery, came

' a shell-shocke-d soldier. He roomed In the
house behind which the murdered girl was
found. Suspicion was attracted to him be-
cause after being taken to the City Hospi-
tal while suffering from a relapse he bab-
bled In delirium alone "a girl murdered in
my back yard." The authorities soon found
that this was but a delirious echo of the
gossip he had naturally heard.

Both sailor and soldier were released.
And "The slayer is gone," said Inspector

Sterling. "Unless he betrays himself he
will never be caught."

The mystery of the tattooed chorus girl
1c indeed one for a Sherlock Holmes of
fact, not fiction.

for it is indisputable that the husband haders did try to follow he had disappeared.
There was something about him, the ob-

servers said, that, although he wore no
uniform, made them believe him to be a
sailor.

Who could the weeping man have been?
And why, if he were the murderer, did he
risk going to where hia victim had been

had been looking forward to rejoining him taken? And why the tears, the evident
alter a long estrangement. It was hia

nothing whatever to do with the tragedy
indeed, that he was waiting to take her
back."

"It is well proven by psychology,"
Holmes might answer, "that a woman's
first great love affair exercises a tremen-
dous power over all following. Here was
a girl with undeniably good looks, living
In the atmosphere of the stage, full of life
and health. J3he had been estranged for
a long time from her husband. Yet I will
venture to assert than any lore affairs she
might have had during that estrangement
have been, with seafaring men.

"The mind, my dear Watson, Is a curi-
ous thing, and it holds fast to the symbol

Greit Britain BlgHts BcmttcO.- -

name that was upon one ot her arms.
The body lay for a time at the morgue

while identificatioav was in progress.
Promptly came another mystery. It
seems that on Monday morning there were
an unusual number of visitors to the place
of death. They formed a little knot

agitation? If he were not the murderer,
then how did he know Frances Stockwell
lay there in the morgue? For know the
girl he had plainly shown he did.

Were they tears of remorse or of pity?
"My dear Watson," Holmes may be

taken as saying, "the mysterious, irre-
sistible fascination which leads a mur- -
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