THE CASE OF THE PEARL NECKLACE

WitriaM S. McLEAN

I had been teaching a class in psych-
ology at Turner College for four years,
when an incident occurred that threatened
to bring the taint of scandal on the whole
school. A member of one of the sororities
reported the loss of a valuable pearl neck-
lace, which, she thought, had been stolen
during the dinner hour. The college offi-
cials made every attempt to discover the
thief with little success. Suspicion’s finger
pointed to a young man by the name of
Henry Stewart, but there was no tangible
evidence upon which to make an accusa-
tion. Then Dr. Klinger, the president,
asked me to see what I could do. He urged
me to prevent the matter from getting into
the newspapers.

“Any adverse publicity at this time,” he
said, “will practically ruin the school.”

“But,” I said, “I'm no Sherlock
Holmes.” But in the end I agreed to do
what I could.

In class, the next day, I began a lecture
on “Association,” and pointed out that our
memories and recollections are aided by as-
sociating what we see and hear with that
which we already know. I went on to
suggest that I would like to demonstrate
what I had said, and that I would do so if
they would bring someone who was not a
member of the class. Then I asked, in a
manner I hoped was casual, if some one
would bring his room-mate.

“Mr. Thomas, could you bring your
room-mate?” I asked. Thomas was
Stewart’s room-mate, and I sincerely hoped
I was being subtle. Thomas agreed to do
so, and I dismissed the class.

No student ever crammed for an exam
as I did for that experiment. I was not
sure I had the right to attempt what I

planned, much less being sure of its suc-
cess.

However, the next day Thomas brought
Stewart with him and introduced him to
me.

“Mr. Stewart, I am glad you came to-
day,” I said. “I want to demonstrate a
principle of psychology, and I need some
one from outside the class to help me. Will
you be so kind?”

Stewart grinned rather nervously and
said, “Sure. What cha want me t’ do?”

I watched him rather closely and noted
that he shifted from one foot to the other
while he was talking to me. He also kept
moving his hands. First, they were in his

.pockets, and then they were out. His eyes

shifted to almost every object in the room,
except my own eyes.

“In this demonstration,” I said, “I want
to show the power of association in the
human mind. I shall call the name of some
object and I want you to tell me the first
thing that comes to your mind. Will you
do that?”

This seemed to quiet him somewhat
and he said, “Sure,” in a firmer voice.

“All right,” I said. “Now remember,
tell me instantly the first thing that you
think of. First, — pencil.”

“Paper,” he said at once.

“Pen,” I said.

“Ink.”

“Automobile.”

“Date.”

And so it went. I gave him quite a
long list of common, trivial objects and he
seemed to be enjoying himself and lost
some of his nervousness. Then I got down
to business.

“Streetcar,” I said.
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“Strap-hanger," he replied,

“Stair steps,” 1 Wwaiteq, my heart in my
mouth,

“Red rug,”

“Home.”
away.)

“Dad,”

“Trunk,”

“Red tile roof,”
ried again,

came instantly.
(This, so 44 to not give it

He began to look wor-

“Sorority.”

He wag deﬁnitely worried
now,

“Dressing table,”
“Pear] necklace,”

When he said thig,
his eyeg flasheq ,and he

jumpeq to hig feet,

"
“It’s a lie,” he shouted. “It’s a lie.

idn’t do jt.” , and
dldnlt :)(())k him to the president’s O‘ZC :fess_
after we questioned him further h; ts A0
ed to the theft. He had sneale i e
house while the girls were at d“; coyital
tip-toped up the steps, which wel.'ng where
With a red carpet. At the lar}dcll o
the stairs turned there was a win :hel‘ side
looking the porch, and at the-o s he had
Was an antique trunk. These thmét’ oy
noticed, unconsciously, as he T”en himself
down the stairs, and had g“fenmy zittle
away when I had led him on in
demonstration,
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