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Louise Groody, the Dancer, Who
Consoled the Fair Owner When the

Diamonds Disappeared.

EN fascinating Jeanne Eagels, ull

kinds of a star. tripped down theg

gangplank of a transatlantic

liner, ship news reporters gave her an ap

fative squint, noted the latest cut In

skirts, and then asked one another

why Misa Eagels somebow seemed *dir.
ferant”

It wasn't her face—pink and piguant
88 aver. It wasn't her manner—she
bubbled about hér wonderful time abroad.
Nor her chic frock nor her dashing hat.
But she did lack something—ah' the ship
news sleuths observed that Miss Eagles,
famous for her taste in shimmering jew-
elry, wore not & single bauble. A slight
omission, but—tihere might be a story ia

For when Miss Eagels salled for Bu-
rope a foew weeks before, she had rather
dazzied the boys by her gorgeous damond
Il!g and her $30,000 rope of diamonds.

¥y neckiace®? Oh. behave'™

But keen eyes caught a flush on Miss
Eagels' cheeks, and casual inquiry at the
Customs revealed no necklace, taxed or
exempted.

. “There were some platioum rings,” re-

:  marked the inspector, “that fs, wrecks of

them. She said It was sotmebody’s feet

usta beem big feet, I'll tell the world.

No duly—it happened when she went over.
You're welcome, boys.”

1 And there the story might have died

4t the notion ol those crus rings and

the missing necklace hadn't persistently

the curfosity of the ship news gang.

E All crushed up like a steam-roller

. And when the ship news gang began to in-

terview a few of the people who crossed

. to France with Jeanne Eagels, they un-

d a mystery as baffling as the
the Flying Dutchman or any other
. and much more romantie.

the necklace—alter a hﬂ-_ you ¢ount Miss

The Steamship “La France.”
Its Promenade Deck Was the
Scene of the Mystery.

fon. It is somewhere at the
002y bottom of the Atlantio
‘or adornilng a mermaid, or
reposing in the lining of
soma fish mnot too choosy
about hia diet And they
confirmed what happened
to the rings 1t was feet—feet
furiously jumplng up and down—
that e¢racked them and crushefl
th¢m and ground .them into the
promenade deck @ steamshlp
La France
But what t ip news repor-
ters can't fIn®™out—and what a
lot of Broadway gossipers would
like to know—If: whoss hand
plucked the pecklace from Misa
Eagels' slim throat and flung it
forty fathoms deep. and whose
feet performed the clog on Miss
Eagels' other sparklers?
More améringly mysterions
glill. what eould possibly have
been the idea of making anyone
mad enough to fling a fortune to
the fishes and cut his patent-
mr lmm;: &ll up, kicking dia-
around*
Miss Eagels, it Is established,
was the center of a gay little
Eroup aboard La France. Thers
was Clifton Wabb, the dancer,
and Clifton Webb's mother, and
Loulse Groody, another Broadway
star. And thers also was salling
al the last minute., Jimmy Audi-
tore, New York's “millionaire
stevedore.,” as blufl ard democra-
tle as when he used to shove™™
banana crates along the East River docks,
befora he bullt a fortune out of tha busifiess,
Much of the gayely, say observing pas-
Fengers, was contributed by Mr Auditore,
who was an old friend of Miss Eagels
and who had e epacious staterogm and a
phonograph and a pleasant habit of invii-
ing ar"?hodr to a party after the steamer
Eot well out to sea. IL was early one
morning alter such a
Miss Eagels decided to tlake a s

only the stars and
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Jeanne Eagels—at the Threshold of Her Artistic Career.

owner of the hands and feet that 4id such
dreadful things to all her Tiffany pretties.

Louise Groody, In silky negliges, was
stifling a yawn and adjusting her bhoudolr

in the ulﬂmﬂlmﬂ

“Is 1t & wreck?" gasped Miss Groody.

s

Cé

ard?

A Deep-Sea Mystery
of Just What

Happened

After the

Gay Little Midnight
Party

(0 Thomas Payiom.

I was & sack of something and jerked
the necklace right off my neck and thpew
L overboard! He threw it overboard—my

and threw them on the deck and stamped
and stamped on them.”

s T
P L]
She Sailed on
“La France.” The
Camera Caught a
Glimpse of the
Necklace, P
Qut from -
Sables.

mur. And that was all the ship news report-
ers got, too, when they began thair little
investigation.

So the fair Jeanne is mourning the loss ©

of her glittering trinkets right now,
though nol mourning very hard, appar-
ently, for dlamonds or no diamonds
ehe |8 making bewildering wsocial appear
‘mees in New York as though nothing had
happgned to mar the serenity of
her young life.
At‘the Bixty Club dances in the
Rits, inte which the story of the
farflung necklace has trickled, no-
body bothers evem to express sym-
pathles, for Miss Eagels s the
most admired of the beautiful
women thers, and her slender peck
is attractive enough without any
trimmings.
sMiss QGroody, who recently got
her divorce and announced her enm-

gagement to a Wall Street broker,
siggles when asked about the mari
g:rm and says she never talks
Miss Eagels, with a pretty frown, says
ii‘lt:‘hpmmn-ﬂﬂ can't be asso-
w stage without becoming

the subject of all sorts of wild remors
Bo the ship news reporters went to

sea the private detective force of the line
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